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  Synopsis


  


  The man forsaken by the world, the man a slave to money and the man known as the legendary God of War in the highly popular MMORPG Continent of Magic. With the coming of age, he decides to say goodbye, but the feeble attempt to earn a little something for his time and effort ripples into an effect none could ever have imagined.


  Through a series of coincidences, his legendary avatar is sold for 3.1 billion won, bringing great joy to him, only to plunge him into despair at losing almost all of it to vicious loan sharks. With revelation of money through gaming, he rises from the abyss with new found resolve and steps forward into the new age of games led by the first ever Virtual Reality MMORPG, Royal Road.


  This is the legend of Lee Hyun on his path to becoming Emperor with only his family loving heart, his boundless desire for money, his unexpected mind, his diligently forged body and the talent of hard work backing him.
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  Book 51


  Chapter 1 – The Star of Palrangka (Part 1)


  


  The Palrangka War was one of the most intense battles the Versailles Continent had ever known. Seven human kingdoms, other races and monsters fought over the dominance of the continent during this great war. Weed was summoned onto this historical battlefield by Batalli the God of Fighting in order to earn some more combat accomplishments.


  “Kill them!”


  “You dirty bastards! Kill all those Bromba scum!”


  “Elite warriors of the Mapon Kingdom! Let us fight our way to victory!”


  “Glory to Her Majesty!”


  Shouts, screams and the sound of metals clashing filled the air of the battleground.


  “So many times have I been to hell and back that I have gotten used to it.”


  Weed recalled his old house, which was half underground but still comfortable enough to stretch his legs.


  Having fought in so many wars, he had now become quite used to seeing monsters, giants, or even flying beasts. To him, Bone Dragons were just junior staff members, and Death Knights were part-time employees; going into war was simply another day in the office.


  “Warriors of the Mapon Kingdom! Let’s reap the fruit of our hellish trainings! Let our enemies pay for our blood and sweat!”


  “Our swords shall have no mercy; let’s show what Kelton’s knights are made of!”


  “Long live the Bromba Kingdom!”


  Along with the kingdoms of Bromba and Mapon, armies from various different nations were tangled up in combat.


  The hooves of the horses thundered on the ground as squads of knights charged forward, blind arrows made whooshing sounds as it flew 4, 5 meters ahead of him. In the middle of this great battlefield stood Weed.


  Beyond the armies of the seven kingdoms, there were legions of other races centered around barbarians and elves. Behind them, an endless horde of swarming monsters.


  ‘Palrangka War… I should probably make sure I succeed this time.’


  Standing next to Weed, there was someone he had to protect just like last time.


  “Valiant sir, you are the only one I can trust. Please take me to a safe place.”


  A beautiful princess riding a white horse pleaded.


  *Ding!*


  


  < A Request from Princess Remi


  The first princess of the kingdom of Isran, a small nation from a remote region with a population of 80,000.  Loving the scenery of the ocean, she wished to spend her life in her homeland but was dragged to the Bromba Kingdom to become the 5th royal concubine of the crown prince through an arranged marriage. Due to the sudden outbreak of the war however, she was driven to the battlefield before they even had the chance to have a proper ceremony. Now she yearns to return to her home country.


  Difficulty Level: A historic quest of a hero


  Rewards: First-hand experience of the great historic battle. One can become the main hero of this important historical event.


  Quest restrictions: Knights cannot refuse to accept this quest as it is a request from a princess. >


  


  There have been very few cases where Weed failed a quest or a hunt.


  In the past, he had lost his life in the Tower of Heroes and was reincarnated as a Skeleton Knight. And although he participated in the Palrangka War, he was lacking in levels and combat techniques, which eventually led him to fall in the battlefield after fighting to his heart’s content.


  As there was no response from Weed, Princess Remi opened her ruby lips again.


  “Sir knight, you are all I have. You, a person of great honor and high pride; I know that you will help me.”


  


  <You have accepted the quest.>


  


  The mandatory acceptance of the quest.


  Weed climbed onto the front seat of the white horse Princess Remi was riding.


  “Oh my!”


  “I shall protect you, Princess, so please hold on tight.”


  “Yes, I will… I put my trust in you, Sir knight.”


  With the armies from different countries locked up in an extensive battle, their escape route was blocked. Even in the sky, drakes were flying around breathing out fire indiscriminately to attack the land.


  A chaotic battle! Several different forces were mingled together, fighting among themselves. Even after he escaped their current location, he would have to break his way through armies of other races as well as monsters with levels around 300 to 400.


  ‘To increase the chance of success, I should head to the elven camp.’


  Elves did not possess an evil nature; they would not attack them if Weed explained the situation and sought their understanding. With some well-spoken flattery, things would turn even more favorable. He could just stay among the elves until an opportunity arises and flee from the monster armies, escaping the battlefield. This was a reasonable plan with a high chance of success.


  ‘But that would be too easy.’


  In the past, when Weed was first fighting in the Palrangka War, his level was 356.


  Presently he had reached level 508, and had learned many powerful skills including secret sculpting skills. Further taking into account the quests that he had since completed, the better equipment and the stats that he had so diligently improved, the combat power of the past Weed could not even stand comparison with the present. When considering the undead army he could now summon on top of it, this gap in power was akin to that between an airplane and a bicycle.


  “Hmm. What would be the best way to smash them?”


  With sharp eyes, he looked around and observed the battlefield far and wide.


  As one advanced in level, one began to take in their surroundings from a different perspective. The first things Weed noticed were how skillfully the soldiers were fighting and the equipment they had.


  ‘They aren’t too bad, but still quite crude. I could wipe them all out just by summoning some zombies.’


  Even the knights were nothing more than scarecrows in the middle of the field to the eyes of Weed with his current power level.


  It was an opportunity to demonstrate his overwhelming power, just like during his time as the Great King of Desert.


  “Time for the harvest.”


  Weed yanked the reins, making the white horse gallop forward.


  *Tabdak Tabdak!*


  The white horse charged towards the Bromba army’s camp.


  ‘Roaring Gale Spear skill!’


  Weed drew out the Thunder Spear and swung it in the air, creating a strong gust of wind that hit the soldiers.


  “Kuuegh!”


  “Arrrghh!”


  “E, enemy!”


  The soldiers struck by the attack were thrown tens of meters away, then turned into grey shades and disappeared. As many of the common conscript soldiers during the Warring Age were below level 50, they were easily killed by a single area-of-effect skill.


  *Booooom!*


  As an additional effect of Thunder Spear, bolts of lightning struck the earth. As the thunderbolts hit the ground, intense shockwave reverberated throughout the battlefield.


  Dozens of more soldiers in the vicinity were also met with an instant death.


  ‘That’s the way to do it.’


  Showing off one’s strength after a power up!


  The items dropped by the dead soldiers caught Weed’s eyes.


  A needle with a blunt end, a broken candle, a worn rope; most of them were junk, and the only item he found that was worth something was a set of shabby leather armor.


  It was so old that its color had faded and it was full of holes, and its poor condition had lowered the Defense score as well.


  “Repair! Clean Armor!”


  As soon as Weed used the skills, it turned into a shiny new piece of equipment. Its Defense was still only 16, but it now increased the maximum Life Force by 1,850 points.


  “Princess, please wear this.”


  Weed had fixed the armor because he wanted the princess to use it.


  “Do I have to? It smells rather strongly of sweat.”


  “You have to wear it in order to survive.”


  “But it looks so uncomfortable and big…”


  “H-he’s a demon!”


  “That one is too strong . We need to stall him here and call the knights for help.”


  While Weed was salvaging the leather armor, royal soldiers of the Bromba Kingdom closed in on him, armed with spears and shields.


  As none of them looked particularly strong, Weed let them be until they were close enough and he started to strike.


  “Lightning Wave!”


  *Psssssssst!*


  Using the lightning skill of the Thunder Spear, he blew away a whole block of nearby soldiers who had stepped into his attack range. He didn’t normally use area-of-effect skills very often, due to the large consumption of mana associated with them, but it was a worse waste of time to deal with such weak soldiers one by one.


  “Lightning Wave!”


  Another shot of the lightning skill!


  “Aaaarrrgh!”


  All the approaching soldiers were either dead or knocked unconscious.


  “I-I’m scared.”


  Princess Remi, sitting behind him on the back of the white horse, trembled at the sight of slaughter.


  “This is a battlefield. You need to wear the leather armor.”


  “But you don’t know if the armor will save my life for sure. I believe in your strength, dear knight.”


  “Lightning Wave!”


  *Boooooom!*


  “Ascending Thunderbolt!”


  He used the area-of-effect skills sealed in the Thunder Spear liberally. Driving his horse recklessly in the midst of an army, he was shooting attack skills in all directions.


  “Kyyyaaaaah!! I’ll wear it. I said I’ll wear it!”


  It could be said that it was an ill-fortune for Princess Remi that Weed had been chosen to assume the role of her knight.


  Sure, he could be kind and warm, but that side of his personality was limited to his family only.


  And while Princess Remi was a beautiful lady, Weed’s standard of beauty had become Seoyoon before he knew it, so naturally she could not leave that much of an impression on him.


  When standing next to Seoyoon, anyone would look like a sea squirt in comparison.


  “I w-wore it.”


  Princess Remi put on the leather armor that soldiers wore on top of her dress, and Weed picked up a leather cloak to cover her further.


  “Archers. Shoot!”


  At that instant, about 2,000 archers of the Bromba Kingdom released their bowstrings, aiming at Weed and Princess Remi. A hail of arrows covered the sky, each shot flying towards them.


  “There’re arrows coming this way. Kyyyyaaaa!”


  Princess Remi screamed.


  Weed spun the Thunder Spear in his hand at high speed; the highly advanced skill of spinning the spear using only the back of his outstretched right hand. Although Warriors had a similar defense skill such as Rotating Shield, Weed had never learned them. He was forcibly implementing a skill just by using his own body.


  *Bababababaaaaaam!*


  The spear sliced the air as it rotated in a circle. Most of the arrows flying towards Weed and Princess Remi were ricocheted off the shaft of the spear. A few managed to penetrate their way in, but there was something else that was blocking their path.


  “Xing Xing, go do your work!”


  “Yes, master. It is an honor to be summoned by you. I shall work tirelessly to ensure your comfort and convenience.”


  He had summoned a wind spirit that was as diligent as a slave to weaken the arrows’ impact. Equipped with Fabio’s heavy armor and Bar Khan’s Cloak of Hell on top of it, he barely took any damage from the incoming arrows. With Weed covering her with his own body, naturally Princess Remi in the back seat was perfectly unscathed.


  “Arrows don’t work at all against him.”


  “His strength is beyond imagination.”


  “Is he a hero that was sent from heaven? How can there be such a powerful knight…”


  The look of shock was apparent among the Bromba’s royal archers.


  Weed’s lips curled into a devilish smile.


  In truth, such attacks from the arrows could have been blocked by summoning more wind spirits or by using magic. As he was not on the Path of Struggle anymore, he could use his Necromancer skills here, which meant he could also have cast Bone Shield and summoned a wall of bones. Despite the fact that he had many other possible ways to block the actions of the archers in advance, he waited for them to shoot arrows in order to make a great scene.


  ‘Now, this is what you call style.’


  This truly was an attitude befitting a pro celebrity who considered his viewers.


  


  ****


  KMC Media was airing the video showing Weed passing through the advanced training hall.


  “Manager, our instantaneous viewing rate has reached over 44%.”


  “Yeah, another combat encounter has just ended. Switch the screen to the Garnav Plain quickly. Let’s show them the cheering crowd in that place.”


  Almost every user of Royal Road was currently watching Weed’s challenge in the advanced training hall. Each channel that was currently broadcasting this adventure was witnessing their highest viewing rates ever.


  All the business in schools, companies, and government offices was temporarily on hold, and pizza and chicken places were even setting the new record in the history of men in terms of the number of customers.


  “We’d like to order one seasoned, one fried, and one soy chicken with sliced spring onion.”


  “We’re currently having so many orders you would probably have to wait for about 5 hours, is that okay?”


  “Of course, that is no problem.”


  As soon as they hung up the phone, it rang again and another order came in.


  In every chicken restaurant, they had stocked up at least 500 chickens in their refrigerator to accommodate for orders that would be coming in for the Battle of Garnav Plain, but they were almost running out of their storage due to Weed’s sudden trial in the advanced training hall.


  “Hey boss, those people who ate chicken today probably won’t be eating it again tomorrow, right?”


  “Probably.


  The chicken places renewed their resolve, thinking that they would just have to endure only one day of hard work.


  *R-r-ring!*


  “Hello, is it possible to make a pre-order for tomorrow? I would like to have five chickens, half-half and with bones.”


  But they began to even receive orders for the next day in advance.


  Ever since Royal Road became a hit, the initially Korean custom of having chicken with beer while watching the videos of Weed’s adventure whenever they were on air had spread all over the world. This current phenomenon had been occurring across the globe, day and night.


  Oh Joo Wan and Do Chanmi in KMC Media continued on with the broadcasting show in excitement.


  “Yes. We had just finished counting, and it seems Weed had made 73 successful attacks in a row with the Heraim Fencing skill. Pakclas-nim, isn’t this a new record?”


  “…”


  “Pakclas-nim. Please respond.”


  The other panelists including Pakclas had not spoken a word during the entire first half of the program, which had resulted in them receiving a great amount of backlash from the viewers. He had also been given several firm warnings from the production crew since, so he tried to come to his senses and opened his mouth.


  “*Cough*. Yes. Well, it is certainly an impressive number, but it was just a simple battle of targeting the monsters.”


  “But it is still a record, isn’t it?”


  “A record is nothing but a record. Someone else will break it someday.”


  Pakclas hung his head down after saying this. He had been in a good mood, having made his first guest appearance on a TV program in a long time — he hadn’t expected that he would make such pathetic and miserable comments.


  “Necrat-nim. I did not know that the Heraim Fencing skill could be this powerful. What is your opinion on this sword technique?”


  “I almost can’t understand why it is so strong. Sure, you can accumulate damage through continuous chain attacks, but I must say this is possible not because the sword skill itself is powerful, but rather because Weed is such an OP… *ahem*, I mean, because he’s on the Path of Struggle.”


  “Because he’s on the Path of Struggle?”


  “Yes, you need a straight one-way passage that is highly populated with monsters in order to take full advantage of the Heraim Fencing skill.”


  “But finding out such a benefit of the Heraim Fencing skill and knowing to exploit it in the Path of Struggle is in itself a clever move, don’t you think?”


  “Yes, I’ll acknowledge that up to a certain extent. But this is just a matter of who does it first. And anyone would be able to pass through the Path of Struggle using such a method.”


  With that, the message board of the company website exploded with the viewers’ comments.


  
    This skill from the Thunder Spear was previously translated as Electric Shock in v44c4. The name means that it is an attack made of a series of electric shocks soaring like torpedoes (thanks to Maxximal for checking the raws). The translation chosen by the current translator seems more appropriate, so we’re keeping it.

  

  
    This is a common term people use when ordering chickens, meaning ‘half of the chicken is seasoned, and the other half is fried.’

  

  Chapter 1 – The Star of Palrangka (Part 2)


  


  – Hahahahaha. I’m about to die from laughter. This must be the comedy of the year.


  – Anyone can do it, he says? Did the entire game change while I wasn’t looking so that any average user has mastered all the sculpture skills and possesses sword techniques that can flatten any ranker?


  – Frankly, I’m really not confident that I can do the same as he does. Moving around and swinging the sword so precisely while five Ferocious Hounds are leaping at you all at once… and that was not some automatic attack or evasion skill? How does that make any sense?


  – That is one crazy movement. If you can replicate something like that when you are hunting in a party, you’ll instantly become the hero of the group.


  – Everyone is just out of it and not comprehending what they’re seeing; they are totally captivated by the video.


  – There are very few people who could beat Weed if they were fighting in the same condition as him: all the skills blocked, no flashy equipment and only one longsword at your disposal.


  – I would like to express my bitter reproaches against Weed in advance. There will at least be a hundred people who will head off to challenge the advanced training hall, claiming they’ve learned the trick with the Heraim Fencing skill, only to be killed horribly.


  – Honestly, what makes me laugh the most is what Packlas said. Someone else will break that record, really? So that’s just nothing?


  – They themselves only barely managed to pass through that path, even with all of their numbers and their great expensive weapons, yet look how they’re trying to belittle Weed.


  – Well, we all know that the Hermes Guild has always had no sense of shame.


  The public message board was full of viewers’ comments that cast stones at the panelists and the Hermes Guild. Occasionally, there were some high-level users who voiced their opinions after proving they were over level 450.


  – The physical exhaustion you get from engaging in a combat while actually wielding your weapon with your own hands is equivalent to that experienced by a soccer player running full 90 minutes of the final match.


  – His quick judgment and sense of combat aside… How can a human fight for such a long time while maintaining their focus?


  – Don’t you know how Weed was back when he played Continent of Magic? He had once hunted for 204 hours straight; the guy’s a real monster at farming. Anyone who knew about him during those days would know that he has been severely underrated in Royal Road.


  – Let’s… Let’s just think that Weed belongs to an entirely different race from us. Not because it makes us feel better… But because it’s the truth.


  – Whenever Weed went online on Continent of Magic, all the other users in nearby regions would quit the game. They ran away.


  – Was Weed really such a tyrant in Continent of Magic?


  – He was an absolute devil. The final boss. Maybe even more than that.


  – He killed anyone that got in his way. A single person made a mistake, the entire group they were in had to pay the price.


  – He once wiped out a whole city and erased it off the map.


  – You mean Aaringit, the city by the river?


  – If it was destroyed by Weed himself… I guess it became a popular tourist attraction afterwards?


  – Well, no. Weed flooded the city with water from the river and drowned it entirely. The city was gone after that.


   The stories from the time when he played Continent of Magic became a hot issue again in the message board after a long while.


  The users who had joined Royal Road late had not known about these stories.


  – If Weed was really such a tyrant, shouldn’t he be rebuked by people?


  – It’s probably just some false rumor. The Weed-nim I saw would not do such things.


  – But it’s all true! Everyone who has some experience playing Continent of Magic knows about it.


  – His notoriety… There really was nobody who hadn’t heard of it. There are plenty of video clips out there titled like “Weed’s brutal massacre”.


  – He was very famous as a merciless assassin and a god of war.


  – The users who had played Continent of Magic all had similar thoughts: Weed’s profession as a sculptor is not what makes him so strong; rather, it’s precisely because Weed is a sculptor that the Hermes Guild is still drawing breaths.


  ***


  The Garnav Plain!


  In this place where a festival and sculpture construction were taking place at the same time, there were very few users who were not watching the video of Weed fighting his way through the advanced training hall.


  “Hurray! He did it!”


  “H, he really did it alone?”


  “Wow… this is crazy. Seriously.”


  The video made 100 million users, who had been waiting nervously, go wild. Reaching the end of the Path of Struggle was in itself amazing, but fighting continuously for 37 hours all alone was even more phenomenal. He powered through encounter after encounter with almost godlike movements, without even getting tired. Many users felt that there might be some secret tricks behind his great stamina, but they were also deeply immersed in what they were watching.


  Destroying one’s enemy with all his might, and marching forward… This was the sight of a true warrior like they had dreamed of ever since they started playing Royal Road. The scenes they saw in this video seemed to set the very hearts of the users in the Garnav Plain on fire.


  “Let’s fight!”


  “That Hermes Guild is nothing!”


  The Northern users, who had grass leaves on their hair, shouted out in cheers.


  ***


  Weed looked around, searching for prey.


  Vice, a war hero of the Bromba Kingdom, was a formidable opponent with a level over 400. He was in the middle of fighting against the Mapon Kingdom’s army, commanding a squad of 100 knights riding on black horses.


  ‘They look like delicious targets.’


  Weed spurred his white horse towards them, holding the Loa Sword in one hand and the Thunder Spear in the other.


  “The enemy is coming.”


  “Shieldbearers! Join the heavy infantry and stop him!”


  Following the order of the Royal Commander-in-Chief, the infantry soldiers began to move.


  Compared to monsters and demonic creatures that were over level 500, this was but a piece of cake!


  “Huaaaah!”


  Each time Weed swung his sword and spear, soldiers were throw into the air in all directions.


  He became one with the horse, breaking apart the enemy ranks with powerful strikes.


  Princess Remi hugged Weed tightly from the back.


  “I-I’m scared!”


  A knight with his beautiful princess was a favorite cliché of a romance plot. What a dramatic scene it would make, riding in the middle of a battlefield on horseback with a beauty sitting right behind you!


  Weed contemplated for a moment.


  ‘She is getting in the way whenever I’m swinging my weapons. I just need to keep her alive, so maybe I should knock her out for a little while?’


  A thought had dawned on him that it might be easier to fight if he hit the back of her head and knocked her unconscious. However, that all the viewers would be watching the broadcast later stopped him.


  ‘Let’s leave her alone for now. If she becomes too burdensome, I’ll just knock her out when we are not on screen.’


  Using his Moonlight Sculpting Blade skill, Weed struck down one of the commanders among the enemy soldiers with ease.


  “Princess. We really, absolutely, unconditionally have to break through this path in order to survive.”


  “Can’t we just go the other way?”


  “I need to take what I can, even though I’m busy… Even if something goes wrong, I’ll protect you so do not worry. I’m not planning to die so easily in this kind of place.”


  “I-I will trust you.”


  Princess Remi seemed to have let go of her worry at last; it would have been partially influenced by his high Charm and Charisma stats.


  Still conscious of the viewers who would be watching him, Weed gently told the princess:


  “Those barbarian warriors seem quite strong. You don’t have to worry about them right now, but later, you could be killed by a flying axe coming from a random direction.”


  “What?”


  “Or you might be burnt alive by a Drake’s fire breath. Oh, and those arrows that the elves are shooting, be careful with them, too. If I happen to miss one, that might go straight through your head.”


  “W-Whaaaat?”


  Those soft-spoken words made Princess Remi freeze with fear. In the meantime, Weed continued to swing his sword and spear, and broke the lines of soldiers.


  “I am Vice, the Lord of Castle Rahalnov, Commander General of the Gromter Legion, and the leader of the Order of Royal Black Knights. You, who are you and where are you from? If you wish to fight me, at least do so honorably and state your name first.”


  Seeing the damage Weed caused to his army, Vice stepped out from among soldiers, raising his lance and ready to charge. Vice, a renowned general of the Bromba Kingdom, had led his troops to victory in many a fight against the royal knights of other kingdoms.


  The knights under his command were following closely but did not seem to be inclined to interrupt the one-on-one fight.


  Ever sensitive to the audience ratings, Weed galloped on his white horse towards the knight.


  “I’m a Moonlight Sculptor.”


  “What did you say?”


  “The king of the Arpen Kingdom, an explorer of the ends of the earth, an immortal warrior, the glorious commander of the undead army.”


  “I still don’t know who you are!”


  “Wait, I’m not done yet! I’m a patient fisherman, an adventurer discovering the Continent’s history. I am also a king acknowledged by the gods, a hero who saved the Continent, a hunter of demonic plague, the bringer of catastrophe, a desert traveler, a rainmaker, a greedy and nasty… ahem, disregard that. I am the one who stands against Dragon Fear,  the honorable king of kings, an artist of dragons, and a master craftsman of rare metals.”


  “What a load of crap!”


  “I have many more titles, but I’ve said briefly the first which came to mind!”


  Weed’s white horse and Vice’s black horse began to charge, and as they were just about to clash spear to spear.


  “Anyway, just call me Weed. Roaring Gale Spear skill!”


  Bromba Kingdom’s war hero Vice lowered his body close to the horse. The Thunder Spear brushed past him with a loud noise that shattered the air.


  “It’s foolish of you to make such a big attack, I’ll teach you how to fight on a horse!”


  Vice spurred his horse and gained on Weed, getting ready for the counterattack. With impressive riding technique, he followed close behind, but the Loa Sword was waiting for him.


  *Shshshoook!*


  With the first single blow he pushed away Vice’s spear by sheer force, then landed the second and the third hits on his body.


  


  < A heavy impact!


  You have successfully landed a powerful attack that reduces the opponent’s Life Force by minimum 20%.>


  


  < A direct strike on body!


  The enemy will be stunned for a very brief time.>


  


  The armor with a high Defense score which Vice was equipped with was what narrowly saved him from instant death. Knight was also a profession with inherently high Life Force. But this only meant that Weed needed just one more blow to kill him off, and unfortunately for Vice, the Thunder Spear was already spinning in Weed’s other hand at this moment.


  “Go, Spear of Storm!”


  A spear could gain increased attack strength by rotating. After exactly five spins, Weed’s spear pierced Vice’s body.


  


  < You have gained experience points.


  Your Spear skill proficiency has increased. >


  


  < A gift from the King.


  You have acquired armor with an excellent defense score. >


  


  Vice left a set of red-hued armor as he died, along with a couple of junk items. Weed jumped into the group of the remaining knights.


  “Ascending Thunderbolt!”


  It was one of the skills contained in Thunder Spear. The spear became fully charged with the power of lightning and began to emit it in all directions. Blinding white light spread out, and soon the ground itself was upturned while galloping horses tripped and collapsed.


  Even as he was engaged in the fight, Weed took a moment to appraise the armor he had got from Vice. Not to mention its high Defense, it came with quite a lot of bonus stats and skills related to combat; this armor was one of the most laborious works of a famous blacksmith during the Warring Age.


  ‘Pretty good, eh?’


  Of course, it was not good enough for Weed to wear, but it still wasn’t too bad.


  The lower level requirement especially, would make this equipment attractive to many others. On top of all these benefits, the item also granted a large amount of Fame points as well as the title ‘A War Hero’!


  ‘I’ve got something I can sell at a high price. Those heroes fighting in the Palrangka War should have quite a lot of special weapons and equipment like this.’


  Weed gave out a Lion’s Roar.


  – Come fight me at once! I shall claim all of your lives!


  Batalli the God of Fighting had sent Weed to the Palrangka War once again for him to try to make up for his currently insufficient Combat Accomplishments, but his secret nature as the supervillain that threatens the world peace had awakened from within him.


  ‘What I can gain from this war are some good quality items with low level requirements. Those Legendary or Hero-class items are enough to fire up the auction.’


  It was time for him to begin another hunt!


  Even better was the fact that he was not in the Path of Struggle anymore, which meant that he could now eat food and was not restricted by various rules.


  “Sculptural Destruction!”


  Weed took out one of his sculptures and broke it. Using his Sculptural Destruction skill, he converted all of his Art stats, which was over 3600, into Wisdom. His maximum mana reserve and recovery ability were enhanced dramatically, and the power and range of his magic spells increased. As additional benefits, his Necromancer Skills became more potent and he received protection from illusion spells. It was evident that increasing one’s Wisdom stat meant only one thing: maximizing his Necromancer abilities!


  Weed recited magical incantations towards the fallen knights and other bodies nearby.


  “Rise, restless, sleepless spirits. Take revenge on the living souls, the ones who killed you. Dead Rise.”


  The dead knights, including Vice, rose again as Death Knights. Their flesh had melted off, but they were still equipped with the same weapons and armor that they had when they were alive. Despite the fact that they had just been revived, the undead were even more powerful than they had been during their living days.


  “Leonard. How could you…”


  “You evil Necromancer! How dare you raise the undead…”


  The royal soldiers of the Bromba Kingdom were engulfed by anguish and terror at this horrible sight.


  “Kill them all.”


  Weed commanded the undead.


  The Death knights swung their weapons at their former comrades without hesitation. They slashed their bone swords, and some skeletons were head-butting the enemies.


  As Skeletons possessed such high Life Force, they were not killed even when their body was sliced in half at the waist, and those torsos that had been reduced to bones were still crawling on the ground.


  The emergence of an undead army, with their horrible power!


  As there were currently no less than seven royal armies tangled up together in a fight, there was no shortage of corpses.


  “Dead Rise! Everyone rise anew!”


  As Weed repeatedly raised the undead, his army of Skeletons and Death Knights grew in number. As a natural course of action, the undead soldiers engaged themselves in a fierce fight against the nearby Bromba Kingdom’s army.


  “Call Death Knight Van Hawk! Call Vampire Lord Torido!”


  He also summoned his usual subordinates.


  Van Hawk emerged, shrouded in a black smoke, along with Torido who was covering himself in a cloak.


  “Van Hawk, go assume the command of the Death Knights.”


  “What is our goal?”


  “There are no limitations. Kill anyone who’s holding a weapon.”


  Weed ordered Van Hawk to lead the Death Knights. As strong as he was alone, his ability to command the undead army was truly outstanding.


  Torido wrapped his entire body in his cloak once again.


  “And what should I do?”


  “Go and wreak havoc to your heart’s content. You may drink blood and create new thralls as much as you want.”


  “Got it, master.”


  Torido gave a satisfied smile, revealing his sharp fangs.


  As Weed had already made some new Combat Accomplishments and gained some more Fame, he decided not to worry about the possible ill reputation that would be caused by this for now.


  ‘I could just complete a couple of adventures or make some sculptures to make up for it.’


  The combat strength of the Death Knights were greatly enhanced by Van Hawk’s aura.


  Currently, Weed’s Summon Undead spell was at Intermediate Level 8, and his other supportive spells such as Empower Undead, Craft Poison, Bone Shield and Summon Golems had not even reached the Intermediate level. For now, summoning Van Hawk had an even more dramatic effect on his undead army’s power than using normal spells.


  
    In the original text it is quite ambiguous as to whose Charm and Charisma stats the author is referring to.
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  – Break through the enemy ranks!


  In no time, Van Hawk took control of the Death Knights and initiated a forward march.


  – Assaulting Footsteps of the Dead!


  The Death Knights brutally tore down the defense formation of the Bromba Kingdom’s army.


  Torido grabbed one of the soldiers and bit him in the neck, sucking the blood deeply as if to quench his thirst. With massively increased Life Force and Mana reserves, he then began to cast vampiric magic.


  “Blood Storm!”


  Drops of blood swept through the whole area, killing the soldiers one by one.


  “You evil creature!”


  One of the knights raised his sword and swung it down on him, but Torido blocked it with his long claws and sank his teeth into his neck as well.


  “We have to save Landerk!”


  “Petrification!”


  The other knights who were rushing in to rescue their comrade instantly turned into stone statues, unable to move. Until now, Weed had only summoned Van Hawk and Torido to use their help in his quests. He had kept a tight rein on them while frequently calling them for difficult missions and arduous hunts. Although their abilities had grown along with Weed’s as a result, Death Knights and Vampires were inherently evil creatures.


  The knights that had their blood drained by Torido became his faithful slaves.


  “Go fight them.”


  “Yes, my Lord!”


  It was not as easy as summoning undead, but Vampires also had a mean to multiply their thralls.


  “So many living souls here. I never expected to see such a marvelous place!”


  Torido seized domination over units of archers through his charming spell and made them shoot arrows at the other troops of the Royal Army.


  “An ambush!”


  “Some of our own troops are shooting arrows at us.”


  “They are betraying us!”


  The Bromba Kingdom’s royal army soon fell apart into a chaotic mess.


  Since the Palrangka War was an event that had already taken place in the past, those soldiers were given a temporary existence due to the quest.


  For this event, Weed lifted any restrictions he had put on Van Hawk and Torido, allowing them to run amok as much as they wanted.


  “S-Sir Knight?”


  Weed could feel the shiver from Princess Remi’s body on his back. How could she have known… the knight that she had thought that she could rely upon to protect her in the middle of the battlefield actually turned out to be a commander of an evil undead horde!


  “How come you are able to use the Summon Undead spell?”


  “This is just one of the few cheap parlor tricks I’ve come to learn as I lived.”


  “But… what about your honor as a knight?”


  “I’ve always been a sculptor, actually.”


  “…”


  ****


  About two days before.


  The story of the forgotten one.


  “Hmm, this is not good.”


  Python was under a difficult predicament. He was left alone on the Path of Struggle after Weed had entered the Gate of Trial alone.


  “Well, now that things have turned out like this, I guess I should also go in.”


  Python was feeling a little hesitant, but walked up and opened the Gate of Trial.


  A lone challenger!


  The Advanced Training Hall summoned a great amount of new enemies in the Path of Struggle.


  “Kughhhh…”


  He put down his greatsword after killing all the enemies. A greatsword consumed a lot of stamina to wield, but had a great attack power and was very useful for defense as well.


  Truthfully, he enjoyed exerting himself with all his might as he fought a strong enemy. Dealing with a large number of enemies over a long period of time was not really to his taste, but as a warrior, he knew that he shouldn’t be picky about the opponents he fought against.


  “I’m not stopping here.”


  He continued forward, narrowly beating the monsters on the way. While he was taking a short break, he sent a private message to Weed:


  “This is quite a…fun place.”


  He did not give away any hint of his current exhaustion, as befitting a man who never backs away from a combat.


  – Weed: It’s not so fun to me.


  For just a moment, Python was filled with happiness by the thought that this time, he was doing better than Weed. Even if he failed to clear the advanced training hall, he had still won the victory in the contest against Weed as real men.


  “Huhu. But isn’t it fun to fight against a constant stream of enemies that are actually worthy of your strength? Challenging the more powerful monsters is quite exciting, too.


  – Weed: Really? You think this is that difficult?


  “Huh?”


  – Weed: I mean, what kind of “Gate of Trial” doesn’t even have any traps or any mechanism to stab you in the back? And all the monsters appearing here can be taken down really easily by simply beating them up; they can’t even use any of those annoying tricks like cursing or restraining skills.


  This was before Weed had received the blessing of the God of Fighting, Batalli. Even so, he was already overwhelming the monsters using only his sense of combat and his experience! On top of that, with his incredibly high stats relative to his current level, he was powering through the Path of Struggle while dealing with all the monsters on the way.


  – Weed: Still, I guess this hunting ground is worth the effort in terms of payoffs, albeit just barely.


  “He’s referring to the advanced training hall as hunting ground…”


  Python put his brain to work.


  ‘Maybe he is just talking big? It wouldn’t be a complete bluff, considering Weed’s capacity in combat. But he’s most likely still tired.’


  Because they took up the challenge individually, they could not meet until they had completely cleared the Gate of Trial. But as they entered the path almost simultaneously, they could compare who survived for a longer time and slew more enemies.


  ‘I pride myself on being a true warrior. I will never lose.’


  Python continued fighting.


  As a greatsword burned one’s stamina quickly, weak warriors would not be able to hold out for long.


  He didn’t have any choice but to rest occasionally and continue on with the forced march, several times more rigorously than usual.


  10 hours passed by like that, and Python was proud of himself.


  ‘I think I did enough. Quite excellent. I fought well.’


  He was feeling that he should take a moment to compliment himself. He needed a short rest anyway, as presently he was quite low on stamina. He knew it would become increasingly difficult to recover his condition as time passed since he couldn’t consume any food, but he still wanted to let his tired body relax a little. Python sent a private message to Weed, another challenger like him.


  “Haha. I must say, it’s a little tough.”


  He expected Weed to start speaking more honestly and at least apologize for going in alone at the Gate of Trial.


  ‘I shouldn’t forgive him so easily. Maybe I could ask him for some useful items? Perhaps some sculptures… He would be willing to give me a few as souvenirs, right?’


  – Weed: You are joking, right? This is way too easy.


  “Did you say easy?”


  – Weed: I had high expectations for this… But this place is just subpar. It’s disappointing.


  “Disappointing…”


  – Weed: You’ll receive a blessing as you stroll through, doing some fighting. It’s really simple.


  “…?”


  Weed, who was ahead of Python, started explaining as what he must have thought was a piece of advice for the fellow challenger.


  – Weed: Once you get the blessing as you fight, everything will work out from there.


  This was simple but there had been no one else who knew how to exploit this trick properly. Batalli the God of Fighting only bestowed his blessing to those who challenged the path alone and led a difficult battle to victory through hard fight. The God’s blessing helped relieve the hunger, enhanced one’s attack power or restored some Life Force.


  It was as good as a cure-all medicine, allowing one to maintain an above-average body condition for the whole venture through the Path of Struggle and to continue having high-quality combats against strong enemies. It was just as the name suggested: a path to struggle on, not a place to starve until you collapse and die.


  ‘But how come I didn’t receive much of anything?’


  The problem was that in order to receive a really nice blessing, you had to push yourself to the absolute limit. This meant that until now, Python had still left some reserve strength as he fought.


  ‘I see… I should fight more.’


  Python got up and walked toward the next enemies.


  Stamina was a second thing to worry about; he was getting mentally tired of seeing the endless waves of monsters after fighting for more than 10 hours.


  ‘This is such a difficult place to clear… Even if I know the solution to break through, it’s still horrible.’


  – Weed: You don’t even need to rest. If you have strength to hold a sword, then just fight. It will work out somehow so long as you continue pushing on.


  ‘This is a brutal trial. If I pass this, I won’t ever be coming back anywhere near here even for just a trip.’


  He also learned how to use the Heraim Fencing skill.


  It wasn’t easy to make continuous attacks using a greatsword, but the technique could still be applied in various ways such as pushing off the enemy’s weapon and then landing a blow.


  – Weed: Now that I’ve got the knack, it keeps getting easier and easier.


  After much struggle, Python was also granted the blessing that relieved his hunger. Weed might have told him it was very easy to get, but he had earned this blessing as a result of a lot of efforts. He was so happy… Until he received yet another private message.


  – Weed: I received the blessing again. Now I’m almost feeling full.


  “…”


  He was about to take some rest after 16 hours of straight fighting; he was only human, and thoroughly sick and tired of seeing more monsters coming at him. They weren’t even some simple enemies that could easily be overwhelmed: he had to use all of his might and skill in every single encounter.


  – Weed: Now I’m getting warmed up. I believe you’re having fun?


  Each monster Python saw made him feel weary and tormented, but Weed’s private messages were starting to feel just as unbearable to him.


  ‘That guy… is not human.’


  He had always thought of Weed as a rival, but during this adventure he had fully realized that he was something entirely different.


  ‘At least I’ve found out what kind of place this Path of Struggle is. I can still clear this by going slowly, without trying to compete with Weed.’


  Python decided to take short breaks and continue to pass through more patiently.


  He probably would not receive the God of Fighting’s Blessing as often as it was possible, but he decided to put up with a small loss like that. He knew that he would already be gaining an incredibly large amount of blessings, such that other users who were not Weed could not even compare.


  ‘That’s good enough for me. I’m only human, after all.’


  ****


  Geomchi as well as the instructors and disciples had arrived at the Garnav Plain a few days before.


  “Master! Here, try this food.”


  “Hmm. It’s delicious.”


  Geomchi and the instructors were having chicken skewers as a snack between breakfast and lunch. As there were all sorts of delicious cuisines from all over the continent, they had been stuffing themselves with eight meals per day.


  In the giant crystal globe, they could see the video of Weed’s battles in the advanced training hall, which was being broadcast.


  – Hooray!


  – Weed-nim won again!


  – Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge!


  The Garnav Plain was brimming with the excited hysteria of the cheering crowd.


  “Our Little One is doing well, isn’t he?”


  “The timing with which he pierces through enemy defense is indeed sharp.”


  “He’s also doing a good job at creating a chance to strike. He deliberately exposed an opening that he could easily have blocked. It would have been hard not to take that bait.”


  Even as they were eating, Geomchi and the trainers discussed the topic of Weed’s combat as a side dish. Other common users would take a look at the battle and simply think it was quite epic, but they had a better understanding of the hidden meanings behind those exchanges of swords.


  It was difficult to use the Heraim Fencing skill properly without being able to see at least three or four moves ahead of time. One had to have full awareness of the traits and attack patterns of the monsters, steering the combat to their advantage.


  Geomchi was feeling quite proud as he observed Weed’s movements.


  “He is properly using what I taught him.”


  “Leaping up off the opponent’s leg as he hit the head, and making 4 attacks in midair. It looks like he had taken into consideration the change of direction and the remaining Life Force of the enemy.”


  “Well he is doing adequately. I see he used some larger movement for the viewers.”


  “I wish he was a little more aggressive… but this is still quite excellent.”


  It was extremely rare for Geomchi and the trainers to compliment a pupil.


  Weed’s combat style was clean yet bold; he would make some intentional tricks but he never made a mistake. If his overall fighting ability was 100, not only was he able to exert all of it in any situations, but he knew how to make use of his power so that it felt as if it was 200 or 300 while the opponent only had about 80 or 90.


  Geomchi2 put three chicken skewers into his mouth.


  “Our sword technique is one that is used to duel against other people. *Yum Yum*. Our Little Brother’s abilities have been optimized for Royal Road, it would be difficult to match him in terms of his use of skills.”


  Geomchi3 agreed.


  “Yes, since he even considers things like the enemy’s morale and other various characteristics when he fights..”


  Weed had grown so strong that now the video of him in combat was making a great impression on them. He was rough, fast, and flashy, yet the theoretical aspects of martial arts hidden beneath that combat style were incredibly profound, which accounted for his continuous series of Super-Moves that would simply astound any ordinary user while hiding the firm foundation of basic skills behind them.


  Geomchi put down his beer.


  “Our Little One went to such a fun place all by himself…”


  “I’m jealous.”


  Geomchi2 agreed.


  But they had their own mission to accomplish.


  60,000 Desert Warriors!


  The trainers had to take charge of the elite troops from the Southern desert region.


  Some disciples had also been appointed with conducting squads of the Grass Porridge Cult, and for this task they even had to study a few books which they so rarely read.


  – A Stamina-based Knight: the Standard Procedure of Charging


  – Introductory Workbook to Warfare in Royal Road


  – Beginning of Party Hunting


  – Leadership Skills for Customer Satisfaction


  Most of the books they had brought were the ones they had picked up half-heartedly from the best sellers sections of bookstores.


  ****


  The Death Knights were the central force, and the skeletons were supporting them.


  Weed raised a large number of zombies from the field full of cadavers.


  “Kkkkkkweeeeek!”


  “Pupupum!”


  In terms of basic combat abilities, those zombies swinging the hands of the deceased were quite weak. However, they were useful for increasing the number of undead in a short time.


  “Z-zombies!”


  “Glory to the Bromba Kingdom. Repel those zombies!”


  The horde of zombies quickly swooped upon the Bromba Kingdom’s royal army.


  An assorted set of 17 different types of zombies, including the infected, the corrupted, and the half-rotten!


  As the skeleton legion that formed the central shaft of the undead army fought against the main forces of the other kingdoms, more zombies rose up in bulks from the ground in the nearby areas.


  The raised corpses were also an excellent tool for bringing up chaos and confusion.


  “Do not be perturbed by the zombies. Just kill them!”


  During the Warring Age, the Bromba Kingdom was famous for their heavy infantry. Knights and soldiers were putting their strength together, halting the advance of the zombies.


  Having noticed this, Van Hawk raised his sword and commanded the Death Knights.


  “Formation!”


  At his order, the Death Knights riding on the phantom horses lined up in one straight line.


  “Bring death upon this land!”


  


  < A March of Death!


  Life Force will be consumed at the rate of 796 points every 10 seconds.


  The combat capacity of the Death Knights will become temporarily enhanced, and they will gain immunity against all types of interruption skills. >


  


  Death Knights rode their ghost horses forward.


  Their duty was to fight against the enemies up until the very moment they fell to their death.


  “Rotten Cloud, Sweeping Fear, The Alliance of the Long Dark Shadows.”


  Weed happily bombarded the battlefield with area-of-effect cursing spells, the specialty of Necromancers.


  “Corpse Explosion!”


  It was also a basic practice to cast Corpse Explosion occasionally in the places dense with troops, to make good use of the skill’s destructive power!


  The Bromba Kingdom’s royal soldiers were able to hold out against the undead, but their defense was beginning to be shaken little by little by the fierce attacks from the Death Knights led by Van Hawk…


  “This should be enough. We will head North.”


  He summoned additional Death Knights and Skeleton Soldiers to initiate a fight against the Kelton Kingdom’s army.


  “Honorable soldiers from the Kelton Kingdom, an undead horde is coming toward us.”


  “Let us fight. Till the end. Our chivalry and swords will never bend.”


  The Kelton Kingdom’s royal knights cried out. As their swords shone in bright light, the soldiers’ morale and stamina were restored.


  As humans fought to stop the undead, an incredibly intense battle was taking place.


  The Palrangka War, where 7 kingdoms fought among themselves!


  Weed was sending his undead troops here and there, trapping every nearby area in chaotic fights. His purpose, of course, was to obtain as much loot as possible…


  “You! Necromancer! A creature feeding on maggot-infested corpses! This shall be the place where you die and burn in hellfire!”


  Heroes from the royal army of the Bromba Kingdom were all swarming in towards him without Weed having to lure them.


  “For Justice!”


  “Together we will kill!”


  “The Necromancer!


  “Go, Bromba Kingdom’s swords!”


  The fabulous shouts from the knight commanders of the Kelton Kingdom and the heroes of the Bromba Kingdom! They had come to stop the Necromancer, rather than meeting their demise while fighting in the Palrangka War.
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  “I will accept your challenge.”


  Five heroes of the Bromba Kingdom, and seven royal knights from the Kelton Kingdom… Weed raised his Loa Sword to face them. The warriors who had come to defeat the evil Necromancer were felled one after another by the excellent swordsmanship of the said Necromancer. Each time they exchanged blows with their weapons on horseback, their power could not match their opponent’s and their techniques were overwhelmed. The heroes used skills to fight him, but the Necromancer penetrated through their weak points and struck them down in a single hit.


  “Kuargh… You have such formidable skills with your sword, yet you resort to summoning the undead?”


  “Well, a villain always tries harder.”


  As he was dealing with the heroes, Weed felt that he had definitely become stronger than before.


  ‘It looks like my combat power has increased by more than 15% while I passed through the Path of Struggle, though I need to fight more to know for sure. There have been quite a lot of improvements in my abilities, including stats, skills, and the increased self-recovery power as a Destroyer of Struggle.’


  More heroes from the Bromba Kingdom and knights from the Kelton Kingdom were gathering.


  “We may be enemies, but now it’s time to put our strength together.”


  “To eliminate that Necromancer, we need to cooperate.”


  Weed had to draw his Thunder Spear as well in order to fight multiple opponents on horseback.


  “Taste the power of Bromba’s authentic Helanberg Spear Technique!”


  “Kelton’s swords are not weak. Take this! Barret Sword Skill!”


  Weed galloped his horse, fighting with the Bromba warriors on his left and the Kelton Knights on his right as he charged forward.


  “Kyyyaaa!”


  Princess Remi was too busy screaming on top of her lungs to do much of anything. Spears and swords brushed past her body even as Weed was protecting her.


  The warriors from the Bromba Kingdom attacked both of them without discrimination but those from the Kelton Kingdom, a nation known for its chivalry, deliberately avoided aiming their strikes anywhere near Princess Remi.


  ‘I’ll still block everything, just to be safe.’


  Weed moved his sword and spear continuously and deflected all the attacks.


  *Dudududu!*


  Quick exchanges of attack and defense while riding on horseback! Unlike a warrior, his profession did not provide any skill that would enable him to protect another person, so he had to block each attack by himself manually. As Weed was overwhelming his enemies in terms of basic strength, each time he pushed off their weapons both the knights facing him and their horses reeled from the impact.


  


  < You have defeated Mandal’s famous knight, Dekanje, who was also known as the Swordsman of Devilish Skills. Your Fame in Combat increases by 31.>


  


  < You have subdued Count Nedal Delishar of the Bromba Royal Army.>


  


  It was difficult to fight multiple enemies at once on horseback, but that also made it more fun. Weed followed the demand of his heart that had been burning with combative spirit ever since his venture through the Path of Struggle, and fully enjoyed the dangerous battle.


  


  < A true hero of the Bromba Kingdom, Ongrim has lost his life to your sword.


  Your Fame in Combat increases by 1,382 points.


  Your Sword Mastery skill proficiency increases greatly.>


  


  < Due to repeated battles, 1 layer of the magical seal on Thunder Spear was lifted.>


  


  Weed checked the status of the spear after seeing this message window that was showing something other than his accomplishments in battle.


  “Appraisal!”


  


  < Sealed Thunder Spear: Durability 136/150. Attack Power: 146 ~ 223.


  The greatest masterpiece of the supremely skilled dwarven blacksmiths Rondhand!


  In his later years, Rondhand the dwarf tried to instill his weapons with the destructive power of nature itself, which was beyond any simple magical item.


  After being tempered dozens of times, this spear was cast away on a mountain that was constantly hit by unending lightning strikes somewhere in the Subain Kingdom. Having endured several hundreds of millions of lightning bolts, the spear was finally reborn into a new weapon that contains the power of thunder within it.


  # Requirements :


  
    	Can be used by Knights only


    	Level 570 or higher.


    	Advanced Level 6 in Spear mastery skill.

  


  # Options : 


  
    	Has the ability to call forth a lightning strike — through spending the user’s mana, the spear will summon thunderbolts that sweeps a certain area.


    	Confers 97% immunity to all lightning-type spells, and the weapon can absorb the spells’ power.


    	Increases the effects of all lightning-type spells and attack skills by 228%.


    	Improves Attack Speed by 21%.


    	If an enemy’s weapon touches the spear, there is a fixed chance of sending an electric shock to that enemy.


    	In the event of dealing a critical hit to an enemy that is weaker than the user, there is a 33% chance of stunning that enemy.


    	If seven hits are successfully carried out, the spear will randomly either generate chain lightning in the vicinity or form a lightning shield.


    	Enables the user to use the following lightning type skills: Ascending Thunderbolt, Thunder Wave, Lightning Storm, Lightning Shake, Thunderbolt Centered Offense and Area Sweeping Thunder.

  


  # Currently, the power of Thunder Spear is sealed:


  
    	The spear can presently unleash only 76% of its maximum attack power. The seal on the spear will be released when it is used by a person with sufficient combat capacity.>

  


  


  As Weed’s spear skills improved, the seal that was locking Thunder Spear’s true power was also slowly being lifted. Eventually, the heroes that had come to get Weed were completely annihilated, unfortunate as it was.


  The Defeat of Justice!


  “Rise, restless, sleepless spirits. Take revenge on the living souls, the ones who killed you! Dead Rise.”


  Whenever he recovered enough mana Weed would summon a large amount of additional undead creatures in the area where Van Hawk was fighting.


  “Kill the Necromancer!”


  “We can’t keep fighting like this. That Necromancer is the true enemy of the Kross Kingdom!”


  The royal armies from the various kingdoms that had been engaged in battle among themselves began to target the undead.


  On top of that, now there was an army of almost 10,000 soldiers marching toward Weed.


  “I see they’ve finally reached their make-or-break moment. Corpse Explosion!”


  Making gigantic chain explosions after luring the enemies towards him!


  


  < You have gained a large amount of experience points. >


  


  < Your Notoriety has increased by 84. >


  


  < Due to merciless slaughter by the undead, the power of the dead has increased by 61. >


  


  Weed did not miss the moment when the opportunity presented itself, and thereby gained great combat accomplishments!


  He used the wide range of the battleground, fell back, and found good places for ambush.


  “Van Hawk. Take a squad of Skeleton Soldiers with you and run north. We have to push the enemies back.”


  “I will kill them all.”


  “No, just push them back.”


  He induced the troops including paladins or priests to fight against the armies from the other hostile kingdoms, rather than against his undead legion. The undead would not necessarily lose even if they did fight, but he tried to maintain the enmity between those nations.


  “Van Hawk. This time, strike the Mapon Kingdom and save the troops from the Kross Kingdom “


  “Understood.”


  He even occasionally made attempts to keep the balance between different forces in the battle as needed. As he led the flow of the battlefield, he gained more combat accomplishments.


  


  < You have gained experience points. >


  


  His experience points were accumulating at a frightening rate!


  


  < The Annihilation of the Conner royal army! You have made a distinct achievement as a commander of war.


  Your Fame increases by 374 points. >


  


  Combat, combat, combat, combat!


  The undead had grown stronger, more agile, and numerous.


  


  < The Skeleton soldiers have won a significant victory! A stronger energy of death is bestowed upon them.


  Your Summon Undead skill proficiency has increased. >


  


  The seven kingdoms’ troops became weaker as time passed. The Drakes in the sky were spewing out fire, and the armies of Barbarians and Elves were attacking them from the outskirts.


  “Avenge our lord, Duke Gregtide!”


  “Kelton’s pride won’t waver so easily!”


  Even despite all that mess, the troops of the seven kingdoms were failing to join their forces.


  Over time, it was the Bromba Kingdom that collapsed first, followed by the Mapon and Kross Kingdoms that were attacked by joined forces. Kelton, the kingdom of knights, held on until the end, but the final winner was the Kingdom of Bayner!


  “We won!”


  “The Bayner Kingdom has won this battle!”


  The knights raised up their bloody swords and cried out.


  However, in less than five minutes the cheers from the Bayner Kingdom faded entirely, as there were currently savage Barbarians in short leather armor rushing furiously towards them. Beyond that, they could see rocks flying in the air that were thrown by the one-eyed Cyclops.


  


  ****


  “A wandering Gratorgue warrior has made its appearance!”


  KMC Media’s studio.


  A Gratorgue, a being that was known to have reached level 750, showed up on the Path of Struggle. At this point, the viewing rate was already over 32.8%.


  Oh Joo Wan was startled and said to Pakclas:


  “Pakclas-nim, I believe the Gratorgue did not appear when the Hermes Guild was passing through the path?”


  “Yes…that’s right…”


  Pakclas was staring absentmindedly at the monitor screen. Weed was beating down the monsters ruthlessly as he walked along the Path of Struggle.


  ‘Just what kind of person could fight like that?’


  Forward, and then forward.


  He had been engaging himself in combat for not just one, but more than thirty hours straight. It wasn’t even a one-sided massacre; in each fight he was dealing with tough and formidable enemies, and people could feel Weed’s mettle and fighting spirit even from watching the video.


  “Come. I’ll take on anything. Do you think you can handle me?”


  Weed’s attitude seemed to scream such lines, although he did not say it out loud.


  Who would dare to stop this man while he was running through the Path of Struggle with his Loa Sword in hand? Even an enemy with a higher level would find it difficult to face such vigor.


  “According to our data, Gratorgues are tremendously powerful foes. It doesn’t seem there has ever been any user who managed to hunt one down alone. Do you think Weed will be able to overcome this crisis?”


  “…”


  “Pakclas-nim. Will Weed yet again survive in this encounter with a Gratorgue?”


  “I believe… he probably will.”


  Pakclas did not want to admit it, but all the other options had been eliminated. He already knew that Weed had cleared the advanced training hall. He might have avoided the fight entirely or escaped from the Gratorgue, but he must have survived in the end.


  ‘Please let it be that he has lost. Even better if he made a fool of himself while doing so…’


  He knew that people were mocking him and laughing at him, not only in the viewers’ message board on the KMC Media homepage, but also in every community and forum related to Royal Road. He felt that he would be able to recover some of his broken pride and dignity if Weed got beaten down by the Gratorgue within an inch of his life and barely managed to flee.


  “Weed is attacking the Gratorgue. He uses the Heraim Fencing skill as he strikes, and then steps back immediately… Even in that situation, he manages to make successful chain attacks. Oh. He was caught by the counterattack… but no, it was the Sword Cloning skill! The secret sword skill was used with such a crucial timing!”


  In the following scenes, even the Gratorgue met its demise.


  Pakclas, Necrat, and Bindel felt that they would not be able to replicate such movements even as they watched the video.


  ‘He is a real warrior. He might not have chosen Warrior as his profession, but it is ingrained in his blood, flesh, and heart.’


  They could see that he was full of combative spirit, not fear. This was the moment they realized that the real reason they had managed to pass the advanced training hall was because they were many, rather than because they fought well. Just as the name ‘Path of Struggle’ suggested, the advanced training hall was originally meant to be an extremely difficult stage of trial.


  “He has come to the end of the Path of Struggle after killing all the enemies.”


  Pakclas and Necrat only wished to finish the broadcast program soon and go home.


  “But what is that blue portal?”


  “I don’t know. Maybe it’s a portal leading to the exit..”


  “Necrat-nim, didn’t you clear the Path of Struggle, too?”


  “Yes, but I didn’t see any portal when I reached the end.”


  Pakclas hoped that it would be nothing special. He thought he would die of jealousy if he found out that Weed had received a tremendous amount of rewards as he walked upon the Path of Struggle.


  
    As mentioned in a previous note, those skills were listed back in v44c4 and Rainbow Turtle came up with some translations for their names. Since they’re bound to come up often now that Weed is using the Thunder Spear a lot, we will be translating them a bit differently to get closer to the original meaning.


    The six skills of the Thunder Spear are (again, thanks a lot to Maxximal):


    
      	전격 계열 스킬 뇌격의 비상 (litt. “series of electric shock soaring like torpedoes attack”) — previously translated as [Electric Shock], now translated as [Ascending Thunderbolt].


      	뇌격 파동 (litt. “lightning wave”) — translated as [Lightning Wave]


      	번개 폭풍 (litt. “lightning Storm”) — translated as [Lightning Storm]


      	번개 흔들기 (litt. “lightning wave” or “thunderbolt wave”) — missed by the translator in v44c4, now translated as [Lightning Shake]


      	뇌전 중심 진격 (litt. “thunderbolt/ lightning center offense/advance”) — also missed by the translator in v44c4, now translated as [Thunderbolt Centered Offense]


      	휘몰아치는 전역 천둥 (litt. “whole area filled with thunder”) — previously translated as [Turbulent Thunder], now translated as [Area Sweeping Thunder]

    

  

  Chapter 1 – The Star of Palrangka (Part 5)


  


  All the humans who fought in the Palrangka War had eventually fallen.


  Then their corpses were raised as undead by Weed.


  An army of undead that consisted of Zombies, Skeletons, Ghouls, Dullahans and Death Knights!


  “Get the Necromancer first!”


  “The source of all evil. Let us rid of the foul being that defies nature!”


  In order to face Weed, tribal chiefs and warriors of non-human races stepped up to the frontline.


  Elves were natural-born archers, shamans and mages, and they were not too bad with swords, either… A race whose abilities were optimized for battle despite the fact that they loved peace!


  As for the Barbarians, there were many different tribes, all of them possessing remarkable strength and physical toughness. But the most prominent person among them was a Barbarian who was wearing a bone necklace.


  A long time ago, Weed had contacted KMC Media and made a request for all the recorded materials on historical figures of the Versailles Continent.


  Among the 10 volumes of documents, which were each 500 pages long, he found the record of one particular person:


  


  < Narinturger, the Barbarian Fighter


  He was crowned as the chief of a league of 32 different Barbarian tribes. Gifted with such mighty strength, he could break down great boulders and even make a mountain collapse!


  He liked to wander around the remotest regions of the Continent, and was known to have never suffered a defeat in combat.


  During peaceful times, countless soldiers and Barbarians would flock to him to learn the art of axe-wielding. >


  


  This was pretty much all there was in terms of his personal biography, but in the various historical events that involved him, there were a lot of things worth noting. The records said that he pulled off some great feats such as defeating a level 600 monster and tearing down the iron door of a stronghold with an axe.


  ‘A Barbarian who is likely to be a master of axe-wielding. His abilities as a Warrior are equally outstanding, too.’


  An axe warrior possessed the most destructive single-blow damage, and with the strength and toughness characteristic of the Barbarian race on top of it, he made for an extremely dangerous opponent. The other Barbarians he was leading were also known to have excellent skills.


  “Switch to a defensive position first.”


  “Understood.”


  Van Hawk commanded the undead to stand in a defensive formation, but that meant little more than assembling close together and waiting for an attack, their weapons and armor not being as good as the humans’.


  Elves were rushing past the Skeleton soldiers like the wind. The Barbarians that were following the lead of Narinturger smashed the bones of the Skeletons with their swinging axes.


  “Urraahhh!”


  The Dullahans and Death Knights lunged at them with a mighty roar, but could not hold out for long. The Elves carried strange artifacts, which could emit an intense ray of green light and scorch the Skeletons and Dullahans into black nothingness.


  Weed’s undead legion was collapsing hopelessly from the combined forces of the non-human armies.


  “Sir Knight, do you intend to fight with them as well?”


  Weed shook his head.


  “No, let’s run now.”


  “What…?”


  “They are a little difficult to deal with, and it doesn’t look like I’ll get anything of worth from fighting them.”


  “But… What about your pride as a Knight?”


  “I’m a Sculptor.”


  “Doesn’t a Sculptor also have pride of their own?”


  “Well, I exchanged it for a piece of bread. And I must say that was a good price for my pride.”


  “…”


  Weed escaped from the grasp of the non-human army by throwing his undead minions at them.


  Elves and Barbarians who loathed the undead attacked fiercely, but they were also soon trampled by monsters like the Cyclops; the endless stream of monsters was attacking all of the Elves, the Barbarians and the Bayner Kingdom.


  Narinturger and the rest of the Barbarians couldn’t have fought more bravely; to say that each of them could match a hundred enemies wasn’t quite enough to describe the epic battle they displayed, and the arrows shot by the Elves also pierced many monsters.


  However, history dictated that the final winner of the Palrangka War was to be the monsters.


  Weed rode on a phantom horse with Princess Remi and fled to a mountain far away.


  “We’re safe here, for now.”


  Most of the undead that Weed had left behind had disappeared during the fight.


  But at this point, he had as good as cleared the quest related to Princess Remi during the Palrangka War.


  He couldn’t help but feel rather sorry and regretful that he could not play a bigger part in the battle, but this time, his priority was to protect Princess Remi.


  “Thanks to you, I was able to come to a safer place, sir Knight.”


  “Don’t mention it.”


  “As a token of gratitude for my… um… honorable… Knight, I shall reward you with one of the items that I have.”


  Princess Remi took out a small mirror.


  


  < Bejeweled Mirror of Princess Remi


  This mirror is decorated with emerald and sapphire.


  It is a treasure that has been handed down for generations in the royal family of the Isran Kingdom, and it has an extremely high value.


  # Options : 


  
    	When received as a gift, increases the effects of one’s Fame and Honor.

  


  
    	Dignity +50

  


  
    	Increases the effect of the Trading skill by 4%. >

  


  


  Although it was not a magical item, there would still be plenty of people who’d want to have it. Weed took the jeweled mirror from the princess and was about to put it into his bag when he sensed that something felt a little odd.


  ‘The material is a bit… rough.’


  It was unmistakably named ‘Bejeweled Mirror’, yet the part that was made of metal felt incredibly solid.


  Weed took out a blacksmith’s hammer and put the Bejeweled Mirror on the floor.


  “Is something wrong?”


  “I have a slight suspicion…”


  “About the mirror?”


  “Yes, Princess. It’s a bit of a shame to… but I can just make it again if I’m wrong!”


  He hit the mirror with his hammer.


  *Shatter!*


  The Bejeweled Mirror was broken to pieces instantly.


  


  < A Special Blacksmithing material! You have found Chisel of Ocean. >


  


  When making a weapon or armor, this material gave additional characteristics to the crafted equipment, and it could also be of great use in creating rare items.


  The fifth floor of the Tower of Heroes.


  Weed managed to take every last hidden jackpot he could possibly get during his adventure in the battle of Palrangka.


  ***


  KMC Media.


  Manager Kang and his staff had dark circles around their eyes.


  “I hope I don’t faint after this.”


  “That’s what I am saying.”


  “Phew, I wonder if we’ll even have time to go to the bathroom when the original broadcast starts…”


  KMC Media and other broadcasting companies had been preparing some special videos for airing.


  –  Life Story of Bard Ray


  –  Life Story of Weed


  –  The History of the Hermes Guild’s Growth


  –  The History of the Arpen Kingdom


  –  Warfare Preparations in the Garnav Plain


  –  Current Situation in Castle Aren


  –  Introduction to Famous Users Participating in War


  –  Introduction to Different Groups in the Grass Porridge Cult


  –  The Organization of the Haven Empire’s Military Forces


  –  Scenes from the Past Battles


  –  Predictions by War Experts


  These videos would have made for at least 10 hours of broadcasting time before the battle in the Garnav Plain began, but now they were quite useless as the video of Weed in the Path of Struggle continued on to the Palrangka War. It was not an easy decision to make to stop the live broadcasting in the middle of things, when the said broadcast was showing the adventure and challenge of none other than Weed. To use a baseball analogy, it would be equivalent to suddenly interrupt the live match for a news report in the bottom of the ninth inning with two outs — the worst possible situation.


  The viewers’ response to the video was also quite explosive.


  –  This is a Necromancer. A TRUE Necromancer.


  –  *tremble in fear*. Isn’t he just so game-breakingly overpowered? A Warrior and a Necromancer. Sculptor is just a little extra.


  –  He was sent to the Palrangka War just to rescue Princess Remi, but he’s wiping out the whole battlefield instead.


  –  Are all Necromancers this strong?


  –  No, it’s just Weed.


  –  It hasn’t even been that long since he switched his profession after becoming a master Sculptor. How is this even possible?


  –  It’s like when a major corporation enters a new market… Although I’m not sure if Sculptor as a profession can be compared to a major corporation.


  Even broadcasting companies were astounded by Weed’s overwhelming combat abilities.


  On the KMC Media channel a famous user named Jeanne, who was said to be the most powerful among all the currently active Necromancer players, made an appearance.


  “It has not been a long time since Weed-nim changed his profession to become a Necromancer; is this profession normally so quick to grow in power?”


  “I don’t quite understand it myself. But I do have a hunch.”


  “What is it?”


  “For a profession like Necromancer, power depends heavily on the user’s understanding of its skills. It is crucial to have a firm grasp of the characteristics of the profession and to make use of them appropriately.”


  There had been a lot of arguments in the online forums as to the difficulty level of being a Necromancer. After Necromancer became a possible choice of profession in the game thanks to Weed, a lot of users had taken the challenge and became Necromancers. Some of them recommended it as one of the best class options, but others called it the worst profession possible. Summoning undead creatures was quite useless before one had experience in summoning them for a large number of times, due to the low skill level. It was quite common for a Necromancer to wander around with only a couple of weak Skeleton soldiers, only to become the first target of attacking monsters and get killed. Undead summoning and curse spells were all that was available during the early stage of this profession, so one could hardly fight back in the event of a melee combat.


  The Necromancers could not rely on hunting in a party either, and had to do everything by themselves.


  Jeanne spoke on with confidence.


  “Weed-nim has opened up the path of a Necromancer as one of the possible class options. He is the one who defeated the Immortal Legion, and I believe that his understanding of this profession based on his experience in dominating the undead army in large-scale battlefields surpasses mine.”


  “And that understanding would be the key to his strength.”


  “Just one of many reasons. Other than that, his leadership and wide range of tactics in operating his troops would also account for his power… The weaknesses of a Necromancer don’t seem to apply to him much, either. Even if there was a Necromancer that had exactly the same skills and equipment as him, I think their hunting speed would be at least two times slower than Weed-nim’s.”


  The scenes in which Weed’s undead army was sweeping through the battlefield during the Palrangka War was aired live, maintaining the ever high viewing rates.


  ***


  *Clang! Clang! Clang!*


  Fabio and Herman had built a blacksmith’s workshop.


  “What a reckless plan they got themselves into, making 3700 sculptures!”


  “Phew. I’m glad that I was able to help at least a little.”


  Not only them, but all the dwarven blacksmiths of Kuruso were giving a hand in this construction project.


  They prepared molten iron and built each specific statue elaborately and beautifully.


  Users who chose craftsmen as their profession found joy in making something. Working alone was nice, but there was a different kind of happiness to be had in collaborating with many other users to create new pieces of art.


  “Delivery of 30 sharp beaks completed.”


  “We need a bent antenna piece. We placed the order yesterday…”


  “Come back in one hour!”


  The workshop was crowded with users.


  They made various different shapes and parts needed for building large sculptures, and crafted steel structures. As they were also secretly making gears and equipment for the war on top of those, things were very hectic in the forge. In the sections where expendable items such as shields and arrows were being manufactured, they were even getting help from some users who had not chosen their profession yet.


  “Wow. It’s amazing.”


  “There’s so much heat here. So this is what the workplace of a blacksmith is like, huh?”


  Chaser the adventurer brought Lava Sealing Stone to increase the efficiency of work. It created a lava well, which could be used by experienced blacksmiths.


  Fabio put down the hammer with which he was beating a slap of steel for a moment, and gulped down a glass of beer.


  “The Rain of Flame is about to be completed.”


  “Kuuu. The Squashy Sticky Wriggler is almost done, too.”


  It was also quite a new feeling to perform the art of sculpting as master blacksmiths. Their ability to handle materials such as gold and wood was at the highest level, which made their large sculptures even more valuable. As there were also a great number of sculptors in the Garnav Plain who had gathered from all over the Continent, it was not too rare to find Fine Pieces.


  An art contest for large sculptures!


  The users held contests among themselves to gather many new ideas. Once they decided upon the shape of a new sculpture, they spared no labor and materials to construct it, which led to the creation of quite a few Fine Pieces, and in some rare cases, even Masterpieces.


  There were presently two Magnum Opuses.


  


  < Magnum Opus! A Roc Covering the Whole Sky!


  An artwork that depicts a legendary mythical creature often appearing in the tales of old elves! It is said that when this mystical bird spread its wings, its body can reach from one end of the Earth to the other. Metal, earth, wood, water and wind were all forged into one in this masterpiece. The number of users who constructed this piece together is no less than 23,742.


  Artistic Value: 9,837


  # Special Characteristics:


  
    	Those who behold the statue A Roc Covering the Whole Sky will receive a 24% increase in their maximum Life Force and Mana.

  


  
    	The statue will improve the vigor of the flying creatures in the vicinity.

  


  
    	The righteous Roc will suppress the power of evil. It reduces the potency of Black Magic, Necromancy and Curses.

  


  
    	All stats will increase by 34 points.

  


  
    	For a one-time use only, anyone can use the skill ‘Winged Leap’. >

  


  


  The Roc statue was incredibly wide, as its name suggested.


  They had sculpted a bird that reached 500 meters in length, and its wings were made of fast-growing trees that had been put together by Elves. As Shamans had bestowed it with the features of wind and water, the whole sculpture looked very mystical indeed.


  In fact, there had been some controversy among the users after it was completed because of its effect that suppressed undead summoning skills.


  “Is this going to be bad for Weed-nim?”


  “Yes, but… It feels like would be a waste to give up a Magnum Opus sculpture.”


  “Well, Necromancers are rare. It’s a penalty that only applies to few people, but Weed-nim did not request this, so let’s just wait and see.”


  


  < Magnum Opus! The Great King of the Desert!


  The days when a single Scimitar and Camel swept the whole world!


  He who was called the Great King of the Desert conquered the vast continent with his brave warriors.


  A ruthless killer, a greedy and nasty rascal, and an abominable, notorious villain! Every town that was attacked by his troops was thoroughly destroyed in pillage and arson, which resulted in them being condemned everywhere they went.


  However, he was the one who put a rest to the Warring Age that had thrown everyone into frenzied chaos, and who wiped out the Church of Embinyu which had been growing in power in the dark.


  After he defeated Ausollet, the Chaos Dragon, he was eventually seen in a different light.


  Artistic Value: 11,394


  # Special Characteristics:


  
    	Those who behold the statue of The Great King of the Desert will receive a 27% increase to their maximum Life Force and Stamina.

  


  
    	Strength will increase by 10%.

  


  
    	Each time a victory is achieved over an enemy, additional experience points will be granted, and combat abilities will be temporarily improved.

  


  
    	The combat skills of Desert Warriors will be improved by 1 level.

  


  
    	All stats will be increased by 41.

  


  
    	Endurance and Toughness will increase by 30.

  


  
    	Warriors will be able to summon a camel for a duration which depends on their level, with a maximum of 20 minutes.

  


  
    	The blacksmiths who touch the Great King of the Desert sculpture will gain special proficiency in Metal Grinding Skill. >

  


  


  The sculpture was depicting the Desert Warrior Weed in a size that was about 5 meters in height, which was relatively small compared to the other statues. A sculptor named Debbs was in charge of crafting the sculpture, and he had melted some precious metals that had been brought by adventurers and merchants. Some of the most talented blacksmiths, including Fabio and Herman, had also taken part in creating this work.


  “Ooohhh. I want to finish it up quickly and have some cold beer.”


  “We are almost done now.”


  Blacksmiths smiled faintly even as they moved around busily, knowing that this hard work would soon come to an end.


  There was not much time left until the battle against the Haven Empire broke out. Once the war began, the role of the blacksmiths would not be as important.


  Many large sculptures were still unfinished, but they were running out of time. Now they were only concentrating their effort to those that they could actually complete, so their work would soon be done.


  At that moment, the scenery in one of the corners of the workshop shimmered and swayed, and Yurin stepped out from there using her Picture Teleportation skill.


  “Fabio-nim. Herman-nim. I have a favor to ask.”


  “What is it?”


  Both of them had met Yurin, Weed’s younger sister, before — the aqualight painter who roamed about the continent freely as she met different people and drew paintings. They also knew that, in fact, Weed himself was having quite a headache because of her habit of scurrying around just about anywhere.


  “It’s actually my brother’s request. I believe you are making a sword with Helium?”


  “Hmmm. Well… About that…”


  This gave Fabio and Herman a pause. They had been tasked with making an excellent blade out of Helium, but they had not yet produced anything. As those master blacksmiths were competing with each other, they were both trying to make a sword that could certainly surpass their rival’s work.


  “My brother sent over a few more materials.”


  Yurin unpacked her backpack and took out the items she had brought.


  The hide and heart of an Essen Poratt, a first-class mana crystal, the Iron Mace of a Gratorgue, the Metal of Ruin. As Weed’s Contribution Points with the Arpen Empire had increased, he had even been able to get some ‘Dragon Tears’, albeit a small amount.


  “Hm-hmm…”


  “Why, such precious items…”


  All of these materials were new to them, but they could still tell that they were extremely high-quality ingredients.


  ”Oh, this is quite a surprise.”


  “He’s going to make just a sword with these materials? They are enough to craft a full set of armor, aren’t they?”


  Other dwarven blacksmiths, Bambi and Mark, also flocked in to take a look.


  Yurin gave them a wide smile that made her dimples visible.


  “Then please make armor for him; my brother has faith in you two.”


  “I guess you don’t know much about a blacksmith’s work. We couldn’t possibly finish making armor by tomorrow.”


  “Yes. We need to first study the materials as we beat them… Find the best possible ratio of mixture. It also takes time to come up with the shape of the new armor.”


  “Hmm. So making the sword is being delayed, and now you can’t craft the armor quickly enough, either?”


  “…”


  “Well, I thought you two were the best blacksmiths in the entire Continent, but if you’re so sure you can’t possibly do this… I guess I’ll have to ask someone else.”


  Fabio and Herman knew they were not going to get any sleep or rest. The only thing they were left with was the overnight work, but they were also driven with motivation after seeing all the rare materials.


  Chapter 2 – Summon Flaming Meteors (Part 1)


  


  Lafaye was standing in the highest tower of the Castle Aren.


  “First the Path of Struggle… and now the Palrangka War. Others would have a hard time going through just one such dangerous adventure, let alone two, yet he makes such easy work out of them… I must say, he is indeed a remarkable person.”


  Immediately before the battle of the Garnav Plain, Weed managed to take the initiative by winning the broadcasting media to his side. Recalling the course of actions he had taken to that end and the outcomes it had brought, Lafaye could not help but feel bitter, as the person who was leading the Hermes Guild.


  “Are you going to proceed with the plan?”


  Bard Ray in his full armor ascended to the top of the tower. The Hermes Guild had supplied Bard Ray with the best equipment and brand new weapons for the upcoming war.


  Lafaye answered Bard Ray calmly.


  “Yes, we will carry on as planned.”


  “And the targets?”


  They had devised a scheme to summon three flaming meteors, simultaneously aiming at Weed and the Arpen Kingdom’s camp. However, they had yet to decide exactly which locations they would target with the meteors. Lafaye unrolled the map of the Garnav Plain and pointed at the place where the concert of Marey the bard had taken place.


  “We should drop two of them here, where the biggest number of people are gathering.”


  “What about the third one?”


  “I’ve chosen the construction site of the sculptures. That way we can destroy the weapons they have been making in preparation for the war.”


  In most cases Bard Ray was content with Lafaye’s decisions, and this time was no exception. The Hermes Guild had been having difficulties maintaining their great empire. Little by little, they had been lead toward the edge of a precipice, and the only way left for them now was to fully rely on their military forces. In fact, this was what the Hermes Guild truly excelled at.


  ***


  *Ssssswaaaa…*


  Reeds swayed with the night wind.


  The army of the Hermes Guild was stationed by the Dellawood River, which was a 30-minutes horseback ride away from the Garnav Plain.


  “The troops of the Haven Empire look really magnificent, too.”


  “Yeah. This is a splendid view.”


  “Kuuu. Finally, the epic battle will take place today.”


  Well over a hundred thousand users were looking down upon the riverside from a distant mountain. The sight of great military tents, chariots and war horses standing in orderly lines was indeed deeply impressive.


  “The Hermes Guild has always lived up to its name in battles that involved its real main forces.”


  “Those guys did more than just proving themselves. They have never been defeated in a war when they were led by Bard Ray himself.”


  “As far as I remember, they’ve never even had an even match. All of their victories have been overwhelming, crushing, absolute… all that stuff.”


  There were many users from the Central Continent who worshipped martial power. They had observed every victory the Haven Empire had achieved until now, and they believed that the Empire would be the winner this time, yet again. They had not joined the Northern Continent users and they followed the Imperial Army to the assembly area, dreaming of gaining membership of the Hermes Guild or hoping to get some crumbs off of their table.


  “Still, aren’t they at a disadvantage in terms of numbers compared to the Northern users?”


  “The size of the army isn’t everything, though. What really matters is the advanced combat power. A single magic scroll can kill thousands of people, and as long as they are willing to spend their money liberally…”


  “But those kinds of magic scrolls are hard to come by, you can’t just ignore headcount. The Haven Empire has also experienced defeat in the past because of their smaller size, even though they had put up a good fight in every battle.”


  “Things are different this time. They have thoroughly prepared themselves for this, and the entire military forces of the Haven Empire will assemble here.”


  “And by now there will be all sorts of ragtag players from across the Versailles Continent gathering in the Arpen Kingdom’s camp. This will be the day the greatest battle of the Versailles continent takes place.”


  “It’s gonna be awesome when the two forces finally clash.”


  The Haven Empire and the Arpen Kingdom!


  It wasn’t easy to predict which side would win. People thought it might be possible that the tide of the battle swings heavily towards one side once the battle actually begins, but for now they had no way to know exactly how things would turn out to be. The users who were convinced of the Haven Empire’s victory continued gathering on the banks of the Dellawood River.


  ***


  One hour before the battle of the Garnav Plain!


  In the Haven Empire’s Aren Castle, the highest-ranking players were making their appearances one by one.


  “Finally, today is the big day.”


  “We’ll be able to wipe out the lot from the North, at last.”


  The core members of the guild were assembling in Aren Castle, not in the Empire’s camp on the banks of the Dellawood River. Armed with the best weapons and gears known to date and fully ready for combat, they sipped a glass of wine while relaxing.


  There was a fixed-type teleport gate currently installed there, so they could instantly move from Aren Castle to the Garnav Plain whenever they wanted. To carry out the task of setting up the gate in secret, Steer, who was leading the Intelligence Bureau and the Assassins squad, had gone through a lot of hard work.


  “Welcome, Boemong-nim.”


  “I’ve got a new double-bladed axe… and I shall fight until it breaks into pieces today.”


  “Nero-nim hasn’t arrived yet?”


  “I’ve heard that he has a lot of work related to Magical Squad business.”


  “If you’re talking about the Ice Squad, no wonder they are so busy. I’ve also heard some rumors that Nero-nim has almost reached the Master level in Ice-type spells…”


  “I don’t think that is true. Magic is one of those fields of study in which it’s very difficult to increase skill level. Still, he has probably reached quite a high level.”


  It had been a long time since all of these important members, normally scattered far from one another in hunting grounds and dungeons across the Continent, gathered together in one place. The commanding officers, including some lords of great influence and leaders of knightly orders, also enjoyed some chat as they had a meal together.


  “I’ve been itching for some action, since there haven’t been many big fights recently.”


  “This war is certainly going to be big in terms of numbers, although the fact that it’s going to be full of small fry does lower the excitement somewhat.”


  “I believe there’s already an expedition to the North planned for after this war?”


  “Of course. It seems we will start our march northwards as soon as we win this battle.”


  Even though they knew that the users of the Northern Continent were stronger than expected, and that quite a lot of users from the Central Continent went over to their side, the pride of being the dominating force of the Central Continent still allowed them to keep their composure. They were confident that any one of the players gathered in this castle would be able to single-handedly massacre about a thousand novice users. To be frank, users who hadn’t reached level 100 almost didn’t register to them as human beings.


  Draka, who was the former command-in-chief of the empire’s Northern Continent expeditionary force that invaded the Arpen Kingdom, directed a question to Boemong the Giant Knight.


  “By the way, what is our specific battle plans?”


  “Battle plans?”


  “Yes. I mean, the scale of this battle is too great for a simple head-on fight.”


  “I understand you belong to the 13th Division, Draka-nim?”


  “That I do. But we have never been informed as to exactly what role our squad has to perform, nor could we make any preparations for that.”


  As Draka spoke in a firm tone that sounded like complaining, the attention of the other rankers in the banquet hall was drawn to Boemong. They, too, had been wondering the same issue, as there hadn’t been any prior notice or instructions except for the deployment of the troops.


  Boemong could only shrug his shoulders, for he also did not have any idea.


  “I don’t know much about it, either. The only thing that is certain is that it’s going to be different from our past battles.”


  “So you haven’t heard anything?”


  “I was told that we just need to ready ourselves to kill as many enemies as possible.”


  “Just get ready to kill, is that it…?”


  Even as they felt puzzled due to the lack of detailed plans, the Hermes Guild members smiled, full of confidence. Slaughter was their favorite field of specialty.


  Before long, all of the 1000 members who had been invited filled the banquet hall. All of the lords and knight commanders, the top-tier users of great power whose names were widely known and those who possessed an army of their own gathered around without a single missing member.


  When the appointed time had come, the inner circle of the Hermes Guild, including the duumvirate, also showed up one after another. Bard Ray stood in the center of the room amid a round of applause.


  “As many of you are probably wondering about this, I shall begin to explain our battle plan. First, please take a look at the crystal in the center of the room.”


  A giant crystal orb was standing in the middle of the banquet hall; it was showing the current state of the Garnav Plain. It seemed the shots had been taken from a very high viewpoint, since each of the people gathered in the plain looked infinitely small.


  “Hmmm…”


  Someone in the hall let out a small groan. The vast plain was full of bonfires, torches and magical lights. Everywhere the light reached seemed to be filled with people. Even from this distance, things like gigantic, towering sculptures and defensive structures such as wooden barricades and moats caught their eyes.


  ‘We need to fight in that place…?’


  ‘Well, whether we win or lose, it’s going to be one wild day today.’


  The top rankers inflamed their fighting spirit once more. They might lose everything they’d got if they were to be defeated in this battle, but this was nonetheless the moment they had been long waiting for.


  Winning the entire world through power — this was what the Hermes Guild had always strived to do since its early days.


  Bard Ray’s speech continued.


  “The time is 12 o’clock now. The day has finally come that will determine the fate of the Versailles Continent.”


  The day of the battle! That fateful day was upon them at last as the midnight heralded the change of the date.


  “Everyone, look at the sky.”


  The crystal orb was now showing the beautiful night sky of the Garnav Plain strewn with twinkling stars.


  The sky and the land. Perhaps such breathtaking beauty of this world was what made them want to conquer it and take possession of it forever.


  The Hermes Guild users waited for Bard Ray’s next words, but only the silence continued.


  1 minute.


  2 minutes.


  Time was slowly passing in the banquet hall.


  ‘Just how long does he want us to watch this…?’


  ‘What is he expecting us to see?’


  Just as a few impatient members started to feel bored and look away,


  ‘Wait, there IS something!’


  The eyes of the users who had been watching the crystal orb rather doubtfully sparkled in realization. Tiny dots that hadn’t been there a moment ago appeared suddenly in the night sky.


  Three small dots!


  They hadn’t noticed them right away, but those dots were gradually gaining in size.


  “They can’t be…can they…?”


  “Ah, the meteors!”


  The Hermes Guild members tended to have quick wits when it came to this kind of matters. They knew that Bard Ray wouldn’t have made them look at the sky at this very moment for no reason.


  Summon Flaming Meteors!


  One of the ultimate magical spells in Royal Road had been cast, and the meteors were now rushing towards the Garnav Plain.


  ***


  “Kuaaaah. I’ve made it to the top, finally.”


  Vollark, a user from Port Varna, crawled on top of the giraffe statue as if climbing a cliff face. It was one of the Masterpiece sculptures in the Garnav Plain, boasting the height of a whopping 650 meters from the ground to the head.


  “We’ll finally get to fight today.”


  Every street he could see from the top of the giraffe’s head was overflowing with crowd and shimmering light, creating a dazzlingly beautiful sight.


  There were many other people standing next to Vollark who had also climbed to the top of the sculpture to appreciate the view.


  “This looks so fantastic. I really hope this place will remain like this forever.”


  “Yes. This is going to become an unforgettable place for us, too, for the rest of our lives.”


  The large-size completed sculptures were studded with shining stones that the dwarves had brought. Every night the statues shone in dreamlike colors as they reflected the light from the moon, stars and the bonfires on the ground.


  “We may never see this scenery again, who knows.”


  Vollark grinned widely. The night breeze was refreshing, and there was a soft sound of musical instruments being played somewhere in the distance. He felt as if this was going to be a day when everything would work out perfectly.


  – Udin: Where are you?


  – Vokside: We’re all ready now and about to meet up.


  He received private messages from the friends he was going to fight in the battle with.


  “I’m on top of the giraffe statue.”


  – Vokside: Did you already finish getting ready?


  “Well, I’ve made all the preparations to fight.”


  – Udin: You have? Then we’ll start heading over to you.


  “Yeah, get here quickly.”


  As he finished exchanging messages with friends and waited for them, several people came to him to share some food.


  “Here, have some bread.”


  “Thank you.”


  Countless people were streaming to the Garnav Plain — all of them anticipating the battle against the Haven Empire, naturally. Although the date of the battle had been agreed upon by both sides to be this day, there hadn’t been any talk as to what time the fight would begin.


  ‘I guess we’ll probably get started after the morning breaks? We’ll have to wait for them to arrive at the Garnav Plain first before the fight takes place.’


  He could hear the conversation among the people crowding the top of the giraffe statue.


  “The Versailles Continent will change after this battle is over, won’t it?”


  “I bet. I heard that there will be another water park that’s going to be built in the Central Continent.”


  “I remember Puhol Water Park being half people, half water just a while ago. Some even say that there are more people than there is water.”


  “Yeah, there wasn’t enough space to swim in that place during holiday seasons. And during weekends.”


  “There’s also a rumor that Mapan’s Trading Company will construct a road that connects the whole continent. It will start as a trade route for merchants, but eventually become a road for novice users to travel around safely.”


  “I guess there will be more new cities, too…”


  Everyone was picturing a bright future in their mind, full of hope. Vollark raised his head to watch the stars shining in the sky.


  ‘We must win this battle today.’


  At that instant when he was blankly staring into the sky waiting for his friends to arrive, he suddenly became strangely conscious of three small stars in the east. He didn’t feel anything out of ordinary at first, but soon realized that those tiny millet-sized stars were flying towards this location leaving blazing red tails behind.


  ‘Passing meteors, huh? I’ve heard stories that they bring luck to a person who sees them… Wait, what the heck…?’


  Vollark jumped to his feet. The three red-tailed meteors flying from the distant sky were slowly becoming bigger and bigger.


  ‘No way… No way. They can’t be.’


  The meteors continued gaining in size even as Vollark watched them. They were closing the distance to the land, rather than heading to some other direction.


  “Meteors! Meteors are falling on this position!”


  Vollark shouted in the loudest voice he had ever made in his life. People turned to look at him as if he was talking nonsense.


  “What’s wrong with him?”


  “I don’t know. He’s shouting all of a sudden.”


  But soon they too turned their heads upward to look at the sky Vollark was pointing at.


  “What are those?”


  “I see something.”


  “They are shooting stars. And they… They are flying towards here?!”


  “Kyaaaaaaahhh!!”


  An ear-splitting shriek.


  Beside the giraffe sculpture, there were many people who were standing on top of the other large sculptures, appreciating the view. They must have spotted the meteors as well, for there were currently shouts and screams coming from every direction. The lights on the ground of the Garnav Plain also began to shiver and sway, and the music played by the bards gradually stopped over some time interval.


  He didn’t know what happened to the festival or what the people in the streets were doing, but he could guess that they must have been thrown in a pandemonium.


  “No, we can’t escape from them.”


  “They are moving too fast…”


  The night sky was slowly being painted in dark red color as people gazed upon them. The meteors that came flying from the east pierced the atmosphere and lit up the sky in white.


  “They’re coming!”


  “Aaaahhhh…!”


  *Bbbbooooooom!!*


  Three meteors crashed on the Garnav Plain.


  People felt as though the whole ground was shaking. Pillars of flames rose into the sky without end, and those who had gathered to enjoy the festival seemed to disintegrate instantly in a flash of blazing light.


  ***


  The banquet hall of Aren Castle.


  The members of the Hermes Guild who had just witnessed the Summon Flaming Meteor spell being cast upon the Garnav Plain were stunned into silence for a while. Even for them who had gone through plenty of battles, this was a shocking sight.


  ‘At least one hundred thousand people have been killed. Maybe more, since they were concentrated in one place.’


  ‘So the guild had in its possession… a spell of such destructive power all along.’


  They could see the gigantic explosion causing the entire plain to quake, and parts of the large sculptures falling off and collapsing to the ground.


  It was difficult even to estimate the amount of damage.


  After the first wave of shock they felt from the force of the spell, they thought that it was an extremely advantageous move for the battle. The users in the Garnav Plain would be dazed and scared out of their senses by the impact of the summoned meteors. Once the Imperial Army took this chance and started marching now, they would be able to gain tremendous benefits in the earlier stages of the battle.


  Boemong cried out in a loud voice.


  “Let me lead the vanguard. I will take control of the Garnav Plain.”


  Calcus drew out his sword before speaking.


  “The 4th Division has finished every preparation for the battle. If we move now using the teleport gate, we can attack the Garnav Plain within 15 minutes.”


  Even as he received the passionate gazes from military commanders and top-ranking players, Bard Ray did not return any response.


  The crystal orb was currently showing the plain burning in flames. Large craters formed as the ground gave way, and the Northern users were running about urgently near the fire. It looked like there were a large number of novice users who had been killed even though they were far away from the impact site.


  “Hurry, give us an order to go to battle!”


  “We need to seize this opportunity when we can!”


  Boemong and Calcus urged him further, but Bard Ray merely took a sip from his teacup, keeping his relaxed composure.


  When everyone was getting increasingly puzzled about his attitude, Arkhim stepped up and spoke to them.


  “Please, keep watching a little longer. We are not quite ready just yet.”


  Chapter 2 – Summon Flaming Meteors (Part 2)


  


  “…Uuugh…”


  “We need a priest over here! Please, he’s going to die any minute!”


  “There are users buried in the ground. Let’s all gather around and rescue them.”


  The Garnav Plain had turned into a hellish place in a matter of a few minutes.


  There were no survivors in the locations where the meteors had struck directly, and even in the vicinity a lot of people were killed by the resulting shockwave. As the burning meteors had impacted the ground, the sudden and sharp increase in temperature had caused a great fire.


  “Spirit of Water. Summon Water Drops! Put out the fire immediately.”


  “Flooding River!”


  Shamans and Mages worked busily to extinguish the fire, but there were some other users who were fixed on the spot, feeling completely lost: those who hadn’t reached level 10 or 30.


  To them, using a magical spell when hunting monsters was something unusual, and getting hit by a magical attack was out of the ordinary. Magic itself was a curious and uncommon event to them, and so witnessing flying shooting stars that had been created by one of the ultimate magic spells, Summon Flaming Meteors, strike the land they were standing on was enough to befuddle them out of their senses.


  “Hey, are we still alive?”


  “Yes, although barely. My Life Force has dropped to less than a half.”


  “I was so frightened. My body was floating in the air for a second when the meteor hit.”


  “And we were easily more than a kilometer away from the thing. We’d probably have been killed on the spot if we had been just a little closer.”


  The users were terrified by the destructive power of the Summon Flaming Meteors spell. They were all determined to fight to the death against the Haven Empire when they first came to join the war, but it was an entirely different feeling to experience such a wondrous magic first-hand.


  “How are we going to fight now?”


  “I don’t know. Who knows, there might be more meteors coming our way if we stay too close together.”


  “Just how many people have been killed?”


  “No way to know for now. I think everyone who was standing over there is dead.”


  “Damn it. That’s where the food alley was. The buildings are all gone.”


  The surviving users found themselves trembling with anxiety and uneasiness, wondering if there would be another meteor strike as they gazed upon the now quiet night sky.


  Meanwhile, there was a group of people moving in secret.


  – Phgel: We’ve arrived at the target position.


  – Danango: Pour it into the fire and get out. It spreads quickly, so be careful everyone.


  Around a hundred users were quietly sneaking around, carrying bottles of something and sprinkling the content on top of the fire. Crowds of people who were thronging in nearby areas spotted them, but did nothing to stop them, thinking it was no big deal.


  – Phgel: Mission accomplished. Leaving the area now.


  The people who had put the liquid in the bottles into the fire swiftly fled from the site.


  Other users were racing around the Garnav Plain, which was currently stricken by confusion and grief.


  “I’m a member of the Herb Porridge squad. Our squad has a lot of paladins and priests, so come over here if you’re injured!”


  “Chicken Porridge, here to provide aid.”


  “We’re giving out free bandages for anyone who needs them!”


  The users cared for the injured, put out the fire and tried to restore the collapsed ground. Driven by the strong bond among users that had been shared since their early days in Morata, they were finding ways to help each other despite the mess that the Summon Flaming Meteors spell had left them with.


  But at that very moment:


  


  < You have contracted the Alkin disease!


  A strange dizziness and a high fever are coursing through your body.


  14 points of damage to Life Force every second.


  Your maximum Life Force and Mana have decreased. >


  


  “Huh?”


  “Alkin disease?”


  “What is it this time?”


  A mysterious disease that had started spreading from several different areas simultaneously!


  The users who were infected went to seek the help of the priests, thinking it wouldn’t be anything serious.


  “I’d like to request a healing spell; I think I contracted a disease. I can wait if you want… Looks like you are quite busy.”


  “No, it’s alright. I’ll do it for you right now.”


  The priests cast healing spells… Normally, this would instantly cure most diseases.


  


  < The healing spell did not have any effect. >


  


  < The Alkin disease gains its potency as your body becomes weaker.


  You will lose 47 points of Life Force per second.


  Your stamina will decrease to 52% of the maximum amount. >


  


  “What is this?”


  “A healing spell cannot cure this… How?”


  The conditions of the infected users continued to worsen even as they looked around at each other in panic. As their Life Force dropped, eventually they became unable to move their bodies at all and collapsed to the ground, slowly turning grey as they perished.


  


  < You are infected by the Alkin disease. >


  


  The users who were near the patients, even the priests with their uncommonly strong resistance, contracted the disease. The news of the appearance of a contagious disease that couldn’t be cured by healing spells started to spread via the regional chat channel, engulfing the whole Garnav Plain in fear.


  ***


  The Hermes Guild members assembled in the banquet hall of Aren Castle could not hold back their awe.


  ‘This is so severe. Our guild sure gets the job done in a battle it is prepared for.’


  ‘We’ve found the best solution to deal with the human wave strategy.’


  As the domestic affairs of the Empire had been through much turmoil, Lafaye’s competence as a leader had been put in question several times. He had often looked rather powerless when it came to Weed or the Arpen Empire, but nobody would think so from this point on, for he had completely and irreversibly neutralized the crowd in the Garnav Plain.


  Arkhim took a step forward and spoke.


  “This is not over yet.”


  “…”


  One would have had to go through all sorts of hell and high water to rise to a high position in the Hermes Guild. But even these veteran members had to restrain their fearful groans.


  ‘They are not done yet?’


  ‘They’ve still got a trick or two left up their sleeve after all this… I know it’s my guild, but I must say, this is brutal.’


  ‘Devils. That’s what they are.’


  The thought flashed in their mind that Weed and the Arpen Kingdom might have chosen the wrong enemy.


  What appeared before their eyes through the crystal orb in the banquet hall was the Phanzellope Order of the Phantom Knights! Having emerged from the sites where the flaming meteors had struck, they began to massacre the users who were unfortunate enough to stand nearby.


  Lancelot, who had been watching this in silence so far, asked a question.


  “Undead, are they?”


  Arkhim nodded.


  “They are called the Phanzellope Order of the Phantom Knights.”


  “Hmm. It looks like they have pretty high levels.”


  “I believe they’re at around level 620.”


  Judging by a rough scanning, the Phanzellope Order seemed to consist of about 250 members. A squad of phantom knights felt rather unremarkable compared to the Summon Flaming Meteors spell or the Alkin disease; a couple of armed groups from the Hermes Guild would be sufficient to match their fighting power.


  ‘They will certainly be effective for confusing our enemies further after the first two events… But they don’t seem like a big deal otherwise.’


  ‘They’re not that impactful, for a weapon that was specifically selected and prepared for this occasion. But then again, maybe it’s because the meteor summoning spell has left too big an impression.’


  The Northern users stepped up to stop the Phanzellope Order. Those who were under level 200 were wiped out almost as soon as they jumped into the fight, so the users at level 400s and 500s gathered together. There were also quite a lot of users from the Central Continent staying in the Garnav Plain.


  An explosion of countless magical spells!


  The phantom knights were struck by almost gruesomely fierce attacks from the enraged users. As this was not a full-scale battle against the main forces of the Haven Empire, all of the firepower was now being concentrated solely on this undead squad.


  “Huh…”


  “How did they…?”


  What happened next was enough to astound everyone who was watching.


  The Phanzellope Order of the Phantom Knights looked perfectly unscathed by all those magical attacks that had hit them. Some of the phantom knights’ forms did dissipate into the air, but they couldn’t be completely destroyed no matter how many attacks were focused on them. Even when their path was blocked by Warriors, Fighters and Paladins, they shifted to their astral bodies to vault over any obstacles and continued charging forward.


  Arkhim explained.


  “The Phanzellope Order of the Phantom Knights. Their main characteristic is that they are immune to all types of damage. However many blows they may take, they will continue to exist, until they eliminate every last enemy in front of them.”


  “…”


  A group of undead knights which do not take any damage; this was the third hidden card that the Hermes Guild had drawn.


  “We’ve really gone to that length to destroy them?”


  “Using all the rare magical spells and military forces at hand to beat them up… There really can’t be any hope for them.”


  There was nobody in this banquet hall of Aren Castle who didn’t believe in the victory of the Haven Empire now.


  At last, the members of Bard Ray’s Royal Guards began to distribute the handouts containing the operation plan to the commander of each Division. The information about the moving route for each Legion, mission objectives and battle formations was written in the handout. The Legion commanders read the title of the operation plan on top of the paper.


  


  Annihilation Plan.


  Step 1. Cast the Summon Flaming Meteors spell, targeting the Garnav Plain.


  Step 2. Spread the Alkin disease. An instantly-infecting contagion, it will deprive the enemies of their combat strength and propagate fear among the users.


  Step 3. Appearance of the Phanzellope Order of Phantom Knights. Bring more despair to the enemies.


  Step 4. The Imperial Army begins the full-frontal march into the battlefield from the North, South, East and West pathways. Use the Steel Knights and the Spears of Annihilation.


  Step 5. Cast Summon Flaming Meteors one more time. Assassinate or otherwise subdue Weed and the core users of the North in the midst of the confusion in the battlefield.


  


  For each step, there were tens of pages of instructions on the detailed operation plans. The main mission objective was to kill more than 40% of the users gathered in the Garnav Plain, including Weed.


  “With this mission plan, it should be easy to carry it out successfully.”


  “All these traps and ambushes… No one would be able to escape, even Weed.”


  “We’re basically killing them all. The point is to make sure they never even dream of opposing us, ever again.”


  The Legion Commanders and top ranking users assembled in Aren Castle began to disperse to go about their business, with a smile on their faces. Nothing was on their mind, except for the thought of heading to the battleground as soon as possible.


  ***


  A while ago, Weed had gone back to Batalli the God of Fighting after the Palrangka War.


  – The Palrangka War has been recorded differently in history now, and you have made a remarkable combat achievement. Not as a warrior like I expected… But you did something that no warrior can do.


  “I only wanted to do my best.” claimed Weed, politely yet confidently.


  – Yes… I guess not fully using the power one possesses cannot be considered good behavior for a true warrior. Here are the gloves, as promised. Next time you meet me again, I will make you fight against some of my own warriors.


  “Will there be more rewards, too?”


  – Those who fight them and win shall be rewarded with fame and power.


  “I will make sure to visit you again.”


  With that, he made his exit from the God of Fighting’s Great Coliseum where strong warriors of every race including human were assembled.


  ‘I’m going to knock them all down once I’ve mastered swordsmanship and archery as well as spear techniques.’


  Afterwards, Weed eventually reunited with Pale and the other companions, and was presently preparing himself for the battle. He repaired the damaged equipment using his blacksmithing and tailoring skills, and he needed to have some food as well; it was quite important to replenish one’s strength before a combat by having a delicious meal. Now that he did not need to do repetitive manual work to increase the level of his Sculpting skill after he had mastered it, his proficiencies in other skills were increasing rapidly.


  “Meteors have been summoned!”


  That was when he received the urgent news from the Garnav Plain.


  The video he watched using Romuna’s crystal ball showed the entire plain blazing like a burning sea in the midst of the darkness. With the appearance of the Alkin disease and the Phanzellope Order of the Phantom Knights on top of that, the Northern users were quickly being slaughtered.


  The Hermes Guild had drawn terribly powerful cards indeed; however, seen from a different angle, this also meant that they have exposed the extent of their military strength to the enemy side very early, and the North would only have to endure and survive these attacks somehow.


  Weed sent a private message to Lemon, the saint of the Grass Porridge Cult.


  “Are you busy?”


  – Lemon: Oh, hello? Things are a bit hectic here but you can go on, Weed-nim.


  “What’s the current situation?”


  – Lemon: Well, we’re not making any progress in straightening out this mess at all, and the command structure is completely down, too.


  The Grass Porridge Cult had divided its many members into numerous porridge squads. That might have been what made it difficult to quickly handle the crisis of the summoned meteor strike, but then again, no kind of command structure would have made much difference in the event of such a disaster.


  – Lemon: Still, our priests and paladins are going out of their way to help the injured users.


  “I see. Just as expected.”


  The bond that bound the Northern users together was indeed strong; it had become part of their culture to willingly give aid to those who in danger.


  – Lemon: People are getting increasingly concerned about the plague. There’s no cure for it… Those phantom knights are quite problematic, too.


  “We’ll need to stop this in any way possible.”


  Weed was just as helpless as everyone, unable to take any immediate action to sort out the situation. This was the first time he had come to know about the Alkin disease or the Phanzellope Order… As knowledgeable as Weed was, he did not know every last one of the countless secrets of Royal Road.


  – Lemon: Weed-nim! We just got a report from the Avians. The Imperial Army of the Haven Empire has appeared in the North, South, East and West of the Garnav Plain — they are everywhere!


  ***


  The twenty Legions that constituted the Haven Imperial Army began their sudden march. Besides their original military camp by the Dellawood River, more troops emerged from their other secret bases and moved towards the Garnav Plain.


  “Begin the full-scale attack!”


  The top-rankers that had been on standby in Aren Castle also made their appearance through the teleport gate. They were leading the followers of the Hermes Guild — mostly high-level users — into the battle.


  “From this day forward, not only the cities of the Central Continent, but every corner of this entire land will be covered by the flags of the Haven Empire!”


  “Let’s go. We should finish this war before the day fully breaks!”


  The top ranking users and the military commanders of the Hermes Guild shouted confidently. Just a moment ago, they had been all a little worried about how this battle would unfold, but after discovering the three powerful hidden cards of the Empire — meteor summoning, the Alkin disease and the Phanzellope Order — they did not have the slightest doubt about their victory. Hence, there was no hint of hesitance in the footsteps of the Hermes Guild members, and their voices were carrying power.


  “We are attacking the Garnav Plain. Following the way of the Hermes Guild, we shall no longer show any mercy to those who defy us!”


  North, South, East and West. From every direction, the twenty Legions of the Empire started advancing into the Garnav Plain. The sight of them was also being relayed to the rest of the world in real time through the broadcasting media. The MCs of the programs were already yelling with the veins bulging in their necks despite the fact that the battle had only entered its earliest stage.


  “Incredible. We were expecting them to carefully assemble their forces before confronting the North, yet they chose to open the battle in such a way…!”


  “It seems they are showing what the Hermes Guild is truly capable of.”


  “I believe they managed to perfectly recreate their prime days during the conquest of the Central Continent.”


  “Their spirit is burning strong. It looks like they are fully convinced of their certain victory.”


  Even the hosts of the shows of KMC Media channel that had normally maintained a favorable stance towards Weed and the Northern users were speaking highly of the Haven Empire. Having taken a look at the videos of the Haven Imperial Army in various locations, Oh Joo-Wan commented:


  “Even if we take into consideration their failed attempt in conquering the Northern continent as well as some poorly made decisions in dealing with the rebels, I must say they did not have any choice in those matters. On the other hand, the Imperial Army that we see now seems to be just as strong as they used to be during the days when they boasted to be invincible.”


  “Will the Arpen Kingdom be able to stop them?”


  Shin Hye Min wanted to join the battle herself as Maylon, but she had to take the role of the MC of this broadcasting program, as it was such a crucial one for the company. If the program continued on to the second part, the MC should be replaced as well in order for them to have a rest, so she was determined to go online on Royal Road to fight then.


  “To be honest, I really cannot be sure for now. The Haven Empire is really hell-bent on defeating the North… Judging by the fact that they’ve even chosen such extreme measures such as meteor summoning or the Alkin disease, it seems they are ready to risk any backlash from the public. They are focusing on nothing else but victory in the battle.”


  Do Chan Mi, a member of a girl group, chimed in:


  “They remind me of the proverbial tiger that rises to full height after being cornered into a dead end.”


  “Mmm. I guess that would be quite an adequate analogy, seeing that they have decided to reveal such powerful hidden cards. They’re now going all out, and I expect Lafaye’s strategy and Bard Ray’s military power will create a strong harmony.”


  Shin Hye Min looked up some data using her tablet device and said:


  “It looks like there is very little public information about the Alkin disease and the Phanzellope Order of the Phantom Knights.”


  “I believe the Hermes Guild had prepared them in utmost secrecy. They would most likely make a great impact on the battle, so we should continue monitoring how the Arpen Kingdom will stop them.”


  The users in every city of the Versailles Continent were watching the broadcast through crystal balls. Those who were in mountains, dungeons and seaside also gathered together and made comments such as:


  “I think I really must vote on the Haven Empire for this battle.”


  “It’s so amazing that they’ve readied themselves so thoroughly.”


  “What’s more amazing is that this mustn’t be all they’ve got; the true core of the Empire’s force is its Imperial troops.”


  There was an increasing number of users who anticipated the victory of the Empire and joined the Haven Empire’s army whenever it moved. The high-level users from the Central Continent had lost a place to belong to ever since their guilds had collapsed to ruin. The Northern Continent’s developmental progress seemed to be too low just yet for them to move over, and more importantly, they had the history of packing personal gains while actively taking part in the tyranny of their old prestigious guilds.


  “Should we join the Arpen Kingdom?”


  “What good would that do us?”


  “Well, there is no restriction in hunting there, and we can also take any quests freely.”


  “I dunno… I feel like things were much better before than they are now. We lived just as we pleased, and still enjoyed special treatment from people as befitted our strength.”


  “Yeah. Frankly speaking, I don’t like constantly having to pander to those newbies whatever I do.”


  These users had thus wanted to join the Hermes Guild for some time, which they finally got a chance to do so — Lafaye had made an announcement to everyone in the Central Continent:


  


  Conquest War of the Versailles Continent!


  Anyone who makes a contribution in this war will be allowed to gain membership of the Hermes Guild.


  


  Hence, currently there were many high-level users from the Central Continent streaming in to join their cause, as the earlier events in the Garnav Plain had made many people conclude that the Arpen Kingdom only had a very slim chance of winning this battle.


  “I did not want to take such extreme actions either. But you are the ones who have driven the Haven Empire into a crisis, so you should be the ones to take care of the consequences, too.”


  Lafaye was heading to the teleport gate in Aren Castle, intending to move to the Garnav Plain himself.


  ‘We will write the history of the Continent today.’


  At that moment, a woman wearing a suit of armor walked towards Lafaye.


  “Do you expect that you will be victorious in this battle?”


  Lafaye slowly turned his head and looked at the woman who had talked to him.


  ‘Dain.’


  Chapter 2 – Summon Flaming Meteors (Part 3)


  


  During the earlier days of Royal Road, Lafaye and Dain would often meet in hunting grounds and play together. Back then, Lafaye genuinely enjoyed hunting for its own sake.


  ‘I was happy when I felt myself growing stronger, and… I also enjoyed going on adventures with others, putting our strength together.’


  This was the absolute beginning stage of the Hermes Guild; there were quite a lot of users burning with ambition, Lafaye and Bard Ray being the most prominent ones, but they were yet to form a large-scale organization like they had in the present time. Royal Road, in itself, felt so new and joyful to them, so they were quite content with merely roaming about the Continent, mainly around the Haven Region. Naturally, adventure and exploration formed a considerable part of their lives, even though hunting monsters to become stronger still took priority.


  “This world is really full of fun.”


  Lafaye loved Dain’s bright smile, for it made him feel as if he owned the whole world.


  They had thought that moment of happiness would last forever, but…


  “We need to start from the Haven Kingdom, and thoroughly take it over. With our power, we’ll just need to get ready step by step.”


  “We cannot just stick to normal means if we are to weed out the other forces in this land. We must prepare ourselves in order to gain as much advantage as possible for as little cost as possible, and more importantly, to make sure we succeed in our objectives.”


  “Let’s organize an assassin squad in secret; deal with those who we need to eliminate.”


  As Dain associated more with both Bard Ray and Lafaye, she soon found out about the true color of the Hermes Guild.


  “Is all this really necessary?”


  When Dain asked, Lafaye merely turned his face and looked away.


  “Even if we didn’t do it, someone else would. Since it’s going to happen anyway, don’t you think it‘s better if we’re the ones doing it?”


  Even though she observed the Hermes Guild’s behavior, she did not leave. And so their adventures and hunting expeditions continued. Dain was an extremely competent user as a Shaman, and her skills were truly versatile in hunting grounds. One or two fighters missing did not cause any problem when more than 50 users were fighting together, but a player like Dain whose skills and abilities covered every area of expertise such as cursing, healing, blessing and combat was a very valuable asset.


  One day, Dain said something strange when they were in the flying city of Lavias.


  “I’m afraid I won’t be able to come online very often from now on.”


  “How come?”


  “My health… is not in a very good condition.”


  “I’ll wait for you.”


  “I don’t know when I’ll be able to come back. At least six months? It might even take longer than a year.”


  Lafaye could not afford to waste time, for the sake of his own growth. When Dain did not come online for three days, Bard Ray and the other core members decided to leave.


  “It seems we’ve finished looking around all the important hunting grounds here. Let’s move on to the next one of the locations we’ve scouted before.”


  “What about Dain?”


  “She hasn’t been online for some time… Let’s just leave a note for her. Or we could send her a private message later, too.”


  At this point, there was a fierce competition for higher ranks among the top-tier members of the Hermes Guild. Although Bard Ray was maintaining his lead far and away from everyone else, the contest for the second position, third position and so on was very intense. There was nobody who was willing to spare some time for Dain, and thus Lafaye chose to leave with the rest of the guild.


  ‘I made the wrong choice. I should have stayed there for her, even though everyone else had left.’


  Belatedly, along with the guilt, he also realized his true feelings for her.


  ‘I never felt joy while playing Royal Road after that day.’


  Ever since he lost contact with Dain,Lafaye had not carried out any quest or gone to a hunting ground; he had only strived for the one goal: dominion over the entire Versailles Continent for the Hermes Guild. He had had to abandon Dain when he had chosen to pursue this goal instead, and he was determined not to fail.


  When Dain suddenly came back one day, he was so happy that he wanted to do anything for her. This was why he appointed her to the position of the lord of Evaluk Castle in Kallamore, an important region for the empire. She ruled over the castle admirably, and her reputation among the public was excellent, too.


  Whenever Lafaye looked at Dain’s face he could not help but smile.


  “We’re going to win, I promise. The Hermes Guild that I have built up from the ground will never be defeated.”


  ***


  Crebulta.


  One of the top 10 ranked players of Royal Road, he was in charge of the 7th Legion.


  “We are the vanguard of this army. Our mission: kill every single enemy. Demonstrate the full extent of our power.”


  The 7th Legion mainly consisted of heavy-armored infantry and knights. A classic composition of an assault unit, they prided themselves on brutal striking power and breakthrough ability.


  *Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!*


  The grand sound made from the legendary item “Drum of Storm” reverberated throughout the battlefield.


  “Kill everything and open a path!”


  As soon as the 7th Legion arrived at the southern edge of the Garnav Plain, they began to advance while slaughtering all the users in sight. The troops clad in black armor and helmets shaped like the head of a rhinoceros rushed in all at once at their commander’s order.


  “Kuuuuuaaaahhh!!”


  As the knights yelled out mighty roars the heavy armor troopers felt new vigor welling up inside them.


  “Get out of the way!”


  “How trifling.”


  Using their terrible strength and destructive power, they drove the users back with their shields.


  “Rage of a Destroyer!”


  “Earth Strike!”


  The Hermes Guild users also willingly joined in the frontline. Whenever they used area-of-effect skills, users within the range of 10, 20 meters in radius were wiped out as if being evaporated.


  “S-stop them!”


  “But how?!”


  “Just do whatever you can!”


  The users who were staying in the outskirt of the Garnav Plain ran about in confusion and fell apart as they were struck by the unexpected attack from the enemy.


  The 6th Legion was led by Gros. He had rarely participated in wars, but he had always maintained the third or fourth position in the guild rankings in terms of player level.


  “I shan’t let the other Legions outshine us, my dignity wouldn’t allow it.”


  The way Gros operated his troops was simple: deploy the archers on the frontline and let them march forward. The superior range and destructive power was the core of their strategy. There were hardly any Northern users who dared to approach them to attack in the first place, but even those who did had already been dealt with by the knights who had been waiting in advance.


  “A slope, hmm… Let’s bombard the east side.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Whenever an area felt suspicious to them, they used magic. A pile of rocks fell from the sky and struck the site where some users had been hiding.


  The 16th Legion was under the command of Mox the Gladiator. Peculiarly enough, he also led a legion of gladiators like him; the entire one hundred thousand soldiers that belonged to his army comprised exclusively of gladiators.


  Supreme attack power, physical toughness, and stamina!


  They had taken heavy damage while fighting on the frontlines during the conquest of the Central Continent, but they had also made the greatest contribution in that war. They had grown into an elite force thanks to the experience they gained in battles, and since then they continued honing their strength through expeditions in dungeons and hunting grounds.


  “Send a signal. We march.”


  Without even making a proper formation, the gladiators started running towards the users in the Garnav Plain in an unruly manner. A singularly disorganized sight, but as each of them could match the strength of a hundred men alone, they turned the field into a scene of massacre in no time.


  “Blood! After such a long time, finally I shall revel in blood!”


  “Bring me some drink, and I’ll give you an even more painful death!”


  The legion of crazed gladiators was eliminating countless users. Until the end of the war, they were to carry out only one mission: fight in whatever way they saw fit. Such a strategy was not made possible because the Northern users were particularly weak; this was simply the way they had always fought in every one of their battle.


  ***


  Through a teleport gate, Bard Ray arrived at the military base by the Dellawood River. This was where the 1st, 2nd and 3rd Legions of the Imperial Army were deployed to, and the Emperor’s personal squad was already on standby waiting for him; the 150 thousand Combat Golems of the Order of the Steel Knights had been readied, as well as the Black Mages’ exclusive property: the Chimera army. There were even Witches, Black Mages and a legion of beasts, who all presented themselves as part of Bard Ray’s personal squad. The Hermes Guild had also sent a special force that comprised only the top elite soldiers of the Imperial Army to be included in the Emperor’s squad. These troops led by Bard Ray were the symbol of the Empire, and so they needed matching prestige in order to dominate over the Continent.


  “We’re receiving reports that the battle is progressing even more smoothly than we expected.”


  “They say that the Northern users are falling before they even have a chance to put up a proper fight.”


  “Since there are too many of them assembled together, most of those users are simply being swept away by the tides of the battle. At this rate, we’ll be able to inflict a great amount of damage on them within just an hour.”


  The news of the battle in the Garnav Plain kept coming in for the Emperor’s squad.


  “A report from the 6th Legion. They have found a group of about a thousand users presumably from the Central Continent showing resistance, but defeated them without much trouble.”


  “The 19th Legion has managed to repulse an enemy force that had the size of more than a million soldiers. Estimated enemy body count is 450 thousand. The rest ran away.”


  Most of the debriefing they had received from the field so far was reports of victory. Bard Ray, Arkhim and the other Hermes Guild users were all having quite a bright expression on their faces.


  “Sounds like the earlier stage of the battle is going in our favor.”


  “And it will continue going well for us.”


  “The enemy troops will fall apart altogether at one point; they won’t be able to hold out for long.”


  Bard Ray’s personal squad was waiting to join the battle themselves. Each of them wore a suit of armor decorated with gold and silver, and was equipped with all sorts of magical items down to very trifling parts. These kinds of gears were extremely difficult to procure even if one had money, but the guild had once discovered the weapon storehouse of the Kelton Kingdom, which had been built a long time ago during the Warring Age. This was one of the many benefits they had by having the Central Continent under their control, and this was the first time they decided to use these gears.


  One of the lieutenants approached Arkhim and said:


  “CTS Media is requesting our permission to broadcast the fight of the 11th Legion.”


  “How’s the situation there?”


  “The dual-wielding fighters are leading the battle on the front. It seems they have attracted some attention because of their unique combat style.”


  “They’ll need to demonstrate overwhelming firepower. Enough to make everyone tremble in fear.”


  “I assure you, they are making sufficiently impressive scenes.”


  “It’s going to be a live coverage, so send them some more guild members as reinforcement and tell them not to hesitate to use their power liberally.”


  Now the Haven Empire was even making preparations to engage in a psychological warfare using broadcasting stations. They had been at a disadvantage in every aspect when Weed was setting up a picture in the Garnav Plain, but the moment the actual battle began they had taken back both the fighting power and the initiative they had lost to their enemy during the last 15 days.


  ***


  The Cloud guild, the Lion Star guild, the Roam guild, the Black Sword Mercenaries, and the Black Lion guild.


  The troops of the former five prestigious guilds were waiting at a distance where they could see the Garnav Plain from afar.


  “Huh…”


  Gunt, a member of Lion Star guild, let out an impressed noise as he noticed a great flash of light illuminating the plain.


  “The Hermes Guild… They’ve become even stronger than before. And it looks like their numbers have increased a lot, too.”


  “I think the opposite side cannot even be compared to them in terms of military strength alone. We’ve all assembled here once more, but I don’t think even we can be a match for them if we fight them again now.”


  Michel from the Black Sword Mercenaries also observed the battlefield with a frown. Watching the sight of the Haven Empire’s army driving back the Northern users, he could see just how much the guild had gained in size after it took over the Central Continent. Some of the members of the Hermes Guild used to belong to these five guilds. After all the prestigious guilds had fallen, the Hermes Guild had skillfully snatched only the strongest members from them.


  “I think Weed might lose this battle.”


  Sherwood said, but others were still keeping their cautious stance.


  ‘That’s not something we can conclude so easily.’


  ‘Sherwood has always been like that.’


  ‘I wonder if he really thinks it makes him a great person to oppose Weed in everything?’


  The five prestigious guilds had already submitted a written oath promising to fully come under the jurisdiction of the Arpen Kingdom. They knew that there was nothing they could realistically achieve by themselves in their current weakened and diminished state. Although it had not been an easy decision, the Black Lion guild and the Roam guild had had a chance to directly witness something that would remain in history forever after they made this choice; they had seen Weed raise a rebellion and eventually take over the Britten Region with nothing but a few flags. If the Hermes Guild was to be compared to a giant bear, Weed would be a lion in its prime. While there would be no doubt that both sides are very strong, they felt that this lion might even have a pair of wings.


  As they continued watching the battle, Gunt murmured:


  “The Hermes Guild has dealt a huge blow to them. Isn’t this going a bit too dangerously for the Arpen Kingdom?


  They had all been in the Garnav Plain only a day ago. They had enjoyed the festival and joined in the sculpture construction work. And now they were getting worried that too many of the faithful users of the Grass Porridge Cult and the Arpen Kingdom would be killed.


  Carlise let out a chuckle.


  “As powerful as Meteor Summoning and the Phanzellope Order might be, the battle has only just begun. Weed hasn’t even made his appearance yet.”


  The leaders and the other members of the five prestigious guilds were all feeling their blood boil; they were dying to fight against the Imperial Army that was attacking the Northern users so brutally, and prove to everyone that they still had some strength left in them.


  The problem was, they were still waiting for the signal that Weed had told them about.


  ***


  “This is incredible.”


  “Uh-oh, mister! Watch out!”


  Bart the merchant was presently in the Garnav Plain.


  “Eeek!”


  He just barely avoided a flaming rock fragment flying towards him, thanks to a person standing nearby alerting him.


  “It’s still dangerous here. You should be mindful of your surroundings.”


  “Thank you.”


  Bart rose to his feet from the ground he had fallen onto.


  He remembered being fixed on the spot as if being paralyzed when the flaming meteors were rushing in to hit everything.


  ‘That was an incredible experience.’


  Bart had fallen narrowly outside of the range of the destruction. In the moment of impact, priests chanted incantations for the spell of Sacrifice, and warriors used Protection skills before throwing their bodies into the meteors.


  It was not certain exactly how much they had managed to reduce the meteors’ destructive power, but it was still a sight that allowed one to realize the true strength of the Northern users.


  ‘At any rate, this won’t be an easy battle for that lad…’


  Bart climbed to the top of the carriage he had so laboriously dragged with him, and shouted.


  “There are plenty of herbs and bandages for recovery over here! They are all free, so take however many you need!”


  “Are you sure?”


  “Yes. Feel free to use them.”


  A merchant!


  He had been the one to sell things until now, but it was time for him to start winning people’s heart. He firmly believed that there was a better and brighter future ahead of everyone after this war was over.


  Chapter 3 – Weed’s Song (Part 1)


  


  In front of the eyes of Miretas the farmer, laid the sight of the whole Garnav Plain in flames.


  “No… How could they do such a thing…”


  Some pointy-eared Elven users were standing around with him.


  “This is so gruesome.”


  “People are screaming everywhere. Spirits of fire are also running berserk in fear.”


  The Elves, who had the ability to hear and understand the speech of Spirits, spoke of the misery that befell this place. As an aftereffect of the Summon Flaming Meteors spell, Spirits of every element had been thrown into a confused state.


  “We should go help the people there. They’ll need our Spirit Healing skills.”


  After the Elves had left in a hurry, Miretas stood there alone, deep in his own grave thought.


  ‘So this is what Royal Road is like? People with great power having no qualms about harming others just because they have the power to do it?’


  He recollected his past as a novice user.


  Because of the expensive land price in cities, he had picked out gravels and dug waterways in a wasteland outside of some castle to grow vegetables. The happiness and satisfaction he felt, watching the seeds he had planted begin to sprout and grow inch by inch… When other users made money through quests and monster hunting, he had made his living by selling the vegetables he grew himself in the markets.


  “Miretas, let’s go hunting together. We’ve found a good hunting ground and made 10 Gold last time. Plenty of EXPs to earn, too.”


  “I’ll go next time.”


  “Just leave him be. Farmers are no good in hunting.”


  Gradually he had begun to spend less and less time with his friends, those who he had known since his childhood. During every heavy rain and drought he would tend to his crops worrying that something might happen to them. Sometimes his crops would indeed get ruined by monsters or wild beasts, but he would plant seeds and plowed the field again and again.


  During the early days of Royal Road, there had been very few users who took interest in farming. With the whole vast Continent full of adventures awaiting everyone, growing simple vegetables for days to sell them for a petty amount of coins just didn’t feel like a fitting task for them. However, as a farmer Miretas had diligently grown various crops and become friendly with the merchants in seed stores or markets dealing in agricultural products.


  “You’re always working hard. Try planting these seeds too.”


  “I haven’t seen them before. What are they?”


  “A kind of flower… It is known to be favored by nobles. I hear this flower is treated like something of a specialty product in the Britten region, so it would be nice if we can grow it here as well.”


  These mysterious seeds had some hidden conditions for germination, and seemed quite tricky to grow too. Even after he had managed to make the seeds sprout with much effort, the saplings withered and died if the sunlight was too hot or the wind was too strong. The plants also needed a very specific amount of water; with just a little more or less than the appropriate amount they soon went limp and perished.


  Through passion, thinking and observation, Miretas had eventually succeeded in growing the Paradoria flowers into blooming.


  “This is it! The nobles will all love this beautiful flower!”


  His Paradorias were traded at high prices in the local market, and were later registered as one of the region’s specialties after further quality improvement. Having been able to sell all the flowers he had been personally growing for more than a year straight away as specialty goods, Miretas had made a fortune. He could have enjoyed fame and wealth, yet he challenged himself to cultivate various other plants too. He had purchased a piece of land and planted many different kinds of herbs, fruits and flowers as well as various rare, magical and marine species. By growing various magical ingredients that were known to exist in only extremely small quantities he had once more earned a great amount of fame, made a fortune, and he had also succeeded in developing improved breeds of plants.


  Even when the prestigious guilds had been devastating the land through their wars and imposed heavy taxes on people, he had merely endured.


  ‘This world is a beautiful place. I’ll use my farming skills to help enrich everyone’s life.’


  In the former territory of the old Dale Kingdom, he had continued his farming enterprise in order to provide delicious and filling meals not only for the users, but for all the residents of the region. He had eventually moved to the Arpen Kingdom after much enduring, but he still hadn’t expected that the Hermes Guild would go to such brutal length to destroy their enemy.


  ‘I was being too complacent, thinking that just preparing some combat-purpose plants would be enough. I was content with doing just one man’s share of work… But now I’ll show them the full extent of the power of land and trees.’


  ***


  “It hurts…”


  “Urrgghh… I can’t believe this is how I die…”


  The users who had contracted the Alkin disease were lying down on the ground; as it was an extremely contagious disease, this was their way of enabling other people to identify the patients and thus preventing them from coming close.


  “Hold on just a bit longer. Mass Cure!”


  Even the healing spells from the most determined priests did not have any effect. The condition of the patients rapidly deteriorated, and the illness ate away their Life Force little by little.


  “Force of holy spirits, save this person suffering in agony. Healing Touch!”


  “Over here!”


  “There’s a sick person here, too. I think he’s about to die.”


  The priests tried to replenish people’s lost Life Force, but the number of users sprawling on the ground only increased over time. Eventually the priests depleted all of their Mana to the point that they could no longer use Holy magic.


  


  < You have contracted the Alkin disease.


  The disease found its way into your system as your body’s resistances became weakened. Your limbs are quaking, and you are beginning to feel dizzy.


  You suffer 11 points of damage to your Life Force every second.


  Your maximum Life Force and Mana have been reduced.


  Your Holy magic becomes less effective. >


  


  Even the priests, with their excellent resistance against diseases and curses due to divine protection, began to be infected by the Alkin disease one by one.


  “Stay away! There’s nothing we can do about this.”


  “Don’t get close to them!”


  “Everyone, please, save the others even if you’ll have to abandon us here.”


  “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”


  Despite everything they had tried in order to cure the patients, in the end even the users with holy professions had no choice but to avoid contact with the infected.


  The users that were left out were lying on the ground, quarantined and perishing slowly.


  “*Sob*. I really wanted to put up a good fight, even though I would lose… But now…”


  “My level is over 300. I never thought I would be killed by some disease.”


  “Those dirty Hermes bastards…”


  Some of the users still had not abandoned hope, and were trying to hold out for as long as possible by chewing the herbs that help recover one’s Life Force. Despite their effort they could not avoid the inevitable; those who were at higher levels could last for a longer time than others, but they all eventually met their demise.


  People were attempting to solve the problem by isolating the users who had contracted the disease, but the range of infection of the Alkin disease was quite extensive; even the users who had fled far distances became infected, and the number of patients continued to grow before the quarantine took effect.


  ***


  Halma, Margo, Rewiss and Gran.


  The quartet of backstabbers had been enjoying themselves in the Garnav Plain.


  “Let them have battles all they want, I couldn’t care less.”


  “True. It’s really none of our concern.”


  “Kukuku. I hope they’ll have a huge fight. We’ve come all the way here to watch the war; I want it to be worth our trouble.”


  They had visited famous restaurants in the food alley where all kinds of delicacies could be found, and made friends with some users from the Grass Porridge Cult as well.


  “A backstabber needs some personal connections for his job, too, you know.”


  “Damn right. We need to find out who are the easiest pushovers here first and accompany them to a dungeon. And then… Stab!”


  The quartet had not had a single care in the world as they had spent their time in the Garnav Plain; with good reason, too, as it was their plan to steer clear away from any fight and just enjoy the show from afar. This group of four backstabbers would still be enjoying themselves if the Versailles Continent itself was to be destroyed.


  Even when the flaming meteors struck the Garnav Plain, they were merely impressed. A gigantic mushroom cloud rising from the ground, the trembling earth, and the scorching hot storm of flames blowing from the impact sites that seemed to suffocate them even from such a far distance… It was truly a once-in-a-lifetime experience.


  “Wow, incredible.”


  “This is amazing. This is the true scale of a war!”


  “The Hermes Guild sure doesn’t disappoint.”


  “I wish we were like Lafaye or Bard Ray. Then I would make it my hobby to cast meteors on cities.”


  “Yeah, knocking down all those towns… It sure would be so much fun.”


  It was an emotional moment for the backstabber quartet. What a beautiful sight it was to behold… And even better was the opportunity which would present itself once this confusion has passed: an opportunity to take advantage of the wounded users.


  “Let’s find some people who are dying from the injuries.”


  “Yes. We can pretend to help and approach them, and then… Slit!”


  “Kuhuhuhu. Are we already setting off to do some nasty things so early? This is exciting.”


  The four backstabbers ran towards the impact sites of the meteors at full speed. The air was heated up like a frying pan, and blazing flames were shooting up from the ground.


  “This place is dangerous.”


  A user stepped in to block their path, but Halma spoke in a grave tone.


  “That’s no problem. We need to get there to help people.”


  “You might all die if you go further!”


  In the past they probably would have gotten past this user by force, but over time the quartet had turned into a more advanced form of villains.


  “What do our lives matter when we’re trying to do the right thing? What’s the point of holding my worthless life so dear?”


  “Ah…”


  “We’ll go there. If there’s anyone who’s still alive we’ll find them and bring them back.”


  Having deeply moved the users standing nearby, they got closer to the area where the meteors hit.


  “This used to be a food alley only a while ago. I remember there was a seafood restaurant here. I was pestering the owner to get some extra abalone.”


  “But there’s nothing left now.”


  The ground had caved in deeply, and the buildings had turned into ruin. A few people here and there were still moving, but they didn’t seem like they’d be able to last long due to the fires that were leaping up from the cracks on the land.


  “Uuurgh…”


  “Hey, there’s someone alive.”


  The backstabber quartet moved toward him in delight. Although the surroundings were quite brightly lit because of the fire, they could carry out some evildoing while the nearby people’s sight was blocked. The person they approached had his lower body under a large rock. Even so, they could see his broad shoulder, well-developed neck muscles and dumpling ear.


  He was none other than Geomchi3.


  “*Gasp*!”


  “Oh, are you here to help?”


  His low and strong voice followed the intimidating first impression. Hesitation engulfed the backstabbers as they were about to draw their blades behind the back.


  ‘He’s giving out a really dangerous aura.’


  ‘Is it really okay to kill him?’


  ‘We sure we can get away with this?’


  After exchanging calculating glances with one another they cautiously stepped closer to him, but their human instinct was preventing them from attacking.


  ‘Wow, look at this mister’s killer gaze.’


  ‘Does he really have to look so fearsome? I’d rather fight a monster.’


  It was the first time they felt a terror from simply looking at the muscles in someone’s arms bulging. At the same time, they realized who this person was.


  ‘This is one of those devilish swordsmen.’


  Geomchi and his trainers and pupils were all very well known in the Arpen Kingdom.


  Gran spoke to him worriedly.


  “You’re hurt, sir.”


  “Nothing too serious. Would you be able to move this rock?”


  “Sure. We’ll help. Everyone, we’ve found a survivor over here, please assist!”


  The four backstabbers removed the big rock that had been crushing Geomchi3’s body together with a few other users.


  “*Gasp*!”


  “Ah… Your leg’s broken.”


  Geomchi3’s thigh was bent  outward at a gruesome-looking angle. As people can feel pain in Royal Road, naturally he must have been feeling quite hurt in such a situation. He was probably able to survive the meteor strike thanks to his high level, but it was also evident that he must have lost a significant amount of his Life Force and Stamina.


  The four backstabbers just wanted to get out of there.


  “We will go and bring a priest for you right now, sir.”


  “A priest? No need, I can cure this myself.”


  “You don’t look like a priest… Might you perhaps be a paladin, then?”


  “No, not really. Do you have any medicinal herbs?”


  Rewiss took out some red colored herb that helped treat wounds from his backpack.


  “I have a little, but it wouldn’t help much.”


  “Thanks, this will do.”


  Geomchi3 lightly applied the red herb to his broken leg, and then grabbed it with both hands.


  * Crrruuunch!! *


  With the sound of the bones being forcibly snapped into place, his leg assumed its normal shape again.


  “Yes. I haven’t done this for quite some time but it always works well. Well, this was the first time I did it while I’m in Royal Road, though.”


  “…”


  “Lululu.”


  Geomchi3 wrapped a bandage around his wound as he hummed a tune. Curious, Halma asked him:


  “That still wouldn’t be enough to make you move again, would it? You will need a priest to cast a healing spell for you, sir.”


  “Well, I’m a Destroyer of Struggle.”


  “You mean Battali Church’s…?”


  “Yep, that one.”


  The title ‘Destroyer of Struggle ’ had suddenly become famous recently because of Weed.


  “What do you call it, ‘Fresh Power of Recuperation’? Thanks to this ability I can recover from any injuries quickly. That actually led me to a new hobby.”


  “What would that be?”


  Geomchi3 put his left arm to a nearby fire.


  * Blaaaze! *


  His flesh caught the fire and started to burn, yet he watched it completely unimpressed.


  “This should be just enough to give me a fourth-degree burn. It’s pretty fun to increase my fire resistance like this.”


  “…”


  Although people did not feel the same amount of pain in Royal Road as they would in real life, this would still hurt quite a lot. It would also inflict mental damage that would be difficult to endure for any normal person, as one had to watch their own flesh burn.


  “I’ve found out that if I burn my body until I’m just about to die, sometimes it will increase my Toughness and fire resistance. It’s quite a neat trick, don’t you think so?”


  “Y-yes. Sure.”


  “Royal Road is sure fun, but recently I began to feel that I’ve been living too carelessly in this world. I think it’s about time I try harder to become stronger.”


  “I, I think you’ve become sufficiently strong, sir.”


  Incredibly, Geomchi3 rose to his feet and grinned.


  “So, my kind friends, let’s go and save some people together.”


  In the end, the quartet of backstabbers accompanied him on the mission to rescue other survivors, meek as a group of lambs.


  ***


  The users who belonged to the Emergency Situation Room of the North were bitterly feeling their own carelessness.


  “We couldn’t have imagined they’d be so strong. The military power of the Haven Empire is incredible, capable of mobilizing 20 Legions into one battlefield.”


  “We must assume that they’ve continuously improved their combat strength several folds as they ruled over the Central Continent.”


  “I didn’t expect they’d use such extreme means from the beginning.”


  The Haven Empire might be called invincible, but the Northern users had always won against the empire. They had trusted the countless number of people gathering in the Garnav Plain, but now they were all cornered into a pinch in the earliest stage of the war.


  Regret and self-questioning pierced deep into their hearts, but the fact remained that they had been subjected to attacks that were very difficult to counteract.


  “The enemy troops are striking us from all directions. It is impossible to resist against them with our novice users.”


  “They say we’re hardly doing any damage to the enemies.”


  “Can we deploy some defensive units?”


  “Needless to say, it’s not easy. It’s already difficult to block all of the 20 paths they are advancing on, and on top of that our high-level users’ strike forces have suffered too much damage.”


  “The strike forces, too…? The enemy has been monitoring our every move.”


  The Hermes Guild had sent out spies to scout the Garnav Plain. They had selected the places which had a lot of famous or influential users and cast meteors upon them. As some of the most important areas entirely evaporated on impact, many Northern users were instantly killed from the very beginning of the battle.


  “We need to focus on dealing with the Phanzellope Order only. We must stop them by any means.”


  “That’s difficult. Those phantom knights are all at levels over 600. Users under level 200 would be overwhelmed with fear just by getting close to them and be unable to fight.”


  “They are immune to all physical and magical damage as well as holy spells… But surely they must have some kind of weakness too, right?”


  “This Alkin disease is even trickier. More than 30 thousand users have contracted it.”


  “But didn’t the report say only 7 thousand just half an hour ago?”


  “The disease has spread further during that time. It might have reached over 100 thousand by now.”


  There was an absolute mayhem in the Emergency Situation Room of the Grass Porridge Cult, as well. They had started making military preparations in order to slow down the advance of the Imperial Army, which was currently marching along 20 different routes, and to strike back, however meager their attempt might be. They issued mobilization orders to various porridge squads that had been waiting for the battle, and urgently came up with combat strategies including the composition of troops, positions and direction of attacks. However, they couldn’t help but feel quite lost with regard to the Phanzellope Order and the Alkin disease, as they were unable to find any way to act against them.


  “We cannot just sit and let everyone get killed!”


  “Yet what can we do? There’s no solution to this…”


  “This is beyond frustrating; we need to do something…”


  Lemon, the saint of the Grass Porridge Cult!


  A university student in real life, she usually was something of a mascot for the Grass Porridge Cult, but now she had tied her hair back tightly with a string.


  “I’ve just got a private message from Weed-nim!”


  “…!”


  With her words, a sudden silence fell on the tent that had been full of rumbling voices.


  While there was no official command structure in the Grass Porridge Cult, there still existed a person who was capable of leading everyone in any kind of situation.


  “Weed-nim said he’s going to come here right now!”


  “…!”


  
    I’m not really sure what this ‘dumpling ear’ actually means, I think it is one of the distinctive features of the Geomchi family (maybe their ears have some unusual shape?), so I decided to just translate the words literally.

  

  Chapter 3 – Weed’s Song (Part 2)


  


  Using Yurin’s Picture Teleportation skill, Weed and his companions arrived at the Garnav Plain where the battle was taking place.


  *Boom! Boom! Boom!*


  They could hear the loud drum sounds and people shouting.


  ♪♫♬ We sing


  Of victory, of glory, of love and future.


  With cheerful, merry heart


  With courage we possess, we rise.


  You, who sculpted the stars,


  Assembled the grounds,


  And lead the people onwards. ♬♫♪


  Marey the bard was singing the Song of Courage which was Weed’s theme song. More than ten thousand bards were playing the tune together with him, and the users in the Garnav Plain were also chorusing along in unison.


  ♪♫♬ The footsteps ahead, the traces of greatness


  Put a warm smile on the faces of those


  Who follow them, hand in hand.


  You who wishes to dream


  Do not be afraid to answer the call of fate


  For we are not alone,


  And will walk this path together. ♬♫♪


  As ‘Music in the Wilderness’ — the bards’ Special Skill — came into effect, countless fragments of light began to form and mingle in the sky. They crossed paths, clashed, and merged into a bigger shape, creating a great display of colors.


  “The mood here doesn’t seem to be so bad, does it?”


  “Indeed. Strange, we’ve been reported that they were struck hard by the Hermes Guild.”


  Pale and Bellot each made a remark.


  As mighty as the Hermes Guild’s attacks had been, the Garnav Plain was a vast place, so the impact of the flaming meteors and the aftermath of the Alkin disease had not spread to the area where they presently were. Only the passionate atmosphere made by Marey’s singing filled the air.


  “Huh? That guy over there just popped up out of thin air.”


  “Teleport? That’s a Mage skill… then…”


  “Hey, I think I’ve seen that person somewhere quite a lot… Is it just me?”


  The users who were standing nearby pointed at Weed and his company. Naturally, Weed straightened his shoulders and stiffened his neck; one enjoyable benefit of seizing power and success in life would be having people recognize you wherever you go.


  “That’s Pale-nim, the Battle Slave!”


  “There’s the fisherman Zephyr-nim, too.”


  “He’s really handsome. Such a well-proportioned body too.”


  “That’s Hwaryeong-nim standing next to him. I didn’t recognize her at first as she’s wearing a robe.”


  “Wow… Surka-nim, too! They are all here!”


  However, what attracted people’s attention first was the sight of Pale and the other companions.


  A typical effect of Weed’s ordinary looks!


  The fact that he looked quite different than usual due to Fabio’s heavy armor he was wearing instead of the novice outfit also made him even more unrecognizable.


  But eventually after a few second, people came to notice him.


  “Weed-nim!”


  “W-W-W-Weed-nim is here!”


  ♪♫♬ The footsteps ahead, the traces of greatness


  Put a warm smile on the faces of those


  Who follow them, hand in hand.


  You who wishes to dream


  Do not be afraid to answer the call of fate


  For we are not alone,


  And will walk this path together. ♬♫♪


  Marey’s song continued, but the excitement at Weed’s sudden appearance was spreading rapidly among the users.


  “Weed-nim is here?”


  “Is that really THE Weed-nim? The God of War?”


  “Wow. And I’ve been watching the broadcast until just now!”


  “It’s real! Weed-nim has come to us!”


  Mages soared into the air for a better view, and the crowd was bustling with joy. In the span of mere 20, 30 seconds after the arrival of Weed and his companions, the word had reached everyone within 3 kilometers in radius through private messages and chat channels.


  “Let’s go see him!”


  “I’m such a huge fan. I’d die in peace if I can see him in person just once in my life.”


  “Weed-nim! Could you speak a word, please?”


  Wild cheers broke out from the gathering crowd. From their position the hovering mages could see the countless people in the Garnav Plain thronging in like a swarm of ants following the scent of a candy.


  Having noticed that everyone was distracted, Marey the Bard was about to stop playing the music but Weed sent him a private message.


  “Please, continue your song.”


  Weed himself was a practitioner of art, although his experience as a sculptor was arguably closer to manual labor rather than creative work. Before Weed appeared Marey had been singing in great passion, harmonizing with his audience in performance. Weed did not want to interrupt the music that had the power to paint the very sky with colorful lights.


  ♪♫♬ Sing


  Sing even louder!


  You, who listen to the sound of forming wind,


  The clear drops of water,


  And the great tremor of the land.


  Your pulsing souls burst


  And shake the whole world.


  Sing,


  Raise your eyes and behold.


  Let us all march in unison.


  You, the people who share this time of miracle! ♬♫♪


  The grand tune had hit its last note.


  Weed, who was the focus of every user’s attention, raised his hands and began to applaud. Pale and the rest of the gang also clapped eagerly.


  “Excellent!”


  “That was some great piece of music.”


  Thunderous applause and cheers rose from the audience as well.


  


  < You listened to the Song of Courage.


  You heard the song that was played by 10,239 Bards together, the largest performance in the whole continent.


  For just one day, all of your recovery abilities will be improved to 200% of original efficiency.


  Your physical condition receives a boost, increasing your maximum Stamina by 25%.


  All stats increases by 7%.


  Heroic Willpower!


  The proficiency of your profession’s main skill increases by a few percents, depending on the number of people standing nearby, up to maximum 12%.>


  


  < You listened to Music in the Wilderness.


  You acquire more knowledge thanks to your Insight.


  Your performances become 20% more effective.


  Your Knowledge increases by 2 points.


  Your Art stat increases by 7 points. >


  


  All the beneficial effects of listening to music!


  Weed’s lips curled into a slightly evil smirk.


  ‘Bard is quite a nice profession, too. I think there are loads of things I can make good use of.’


  Now he was even thinking of changing his original plan and selecting Bard as his next profession after he has mastered Necromancer skills.


  A Bard who can make his undead minions dance!


  ‘I’m already good at singing, so I’ll just have to practice playing musical instruments a bit. I can play the harp so that could be helpful.’


  A grave delusion that could potentially threaten the auditory sense of every Royal Road user!


  Swordsmanship and other main combat skills could be improved faster when one had a related profession. However, Weed’s skill level had long reached over Advanced 8, and he had earned some additional proficiency in the Path of Struggle. Currently he was at 68% of Advanced 8 level — this meant he hardly needed to switch his profession to a swordsman, which was why he could seriously consider taking Bard as his new class. He had accumulated a ridiculous amount of Art stat as a sculptor, so it was quite possible that he would instantly be called a maestro after he switches to another artist profession such as Bard.


  ‘That way, I can expand my abilities in many different fields at once like octopus tentacles, in order to draw a big picture.’


  This was quite analogous to a major conglomerate with many affiliated companies attempting to extend their business to street food market.


  While Weed was deeply occupied with such a thought, Marey and the other performers were being deafened by the clapping and cheering sounds from the assembled people. They had set a new record for the best audience reaction each time they performed in the Garnav Plain, but now that the actual battle had begun they were receiving the most passionate response as yet.


  “Ahem, hem.”


  When Weed began to walk towards Marey, a path opened up in the middle of the crowd like a parting sea.


  “Weed-nim…”


  Marey was deeply touched, his eyes glistening with welling tears.


  ‘He must be coming to give me a word of encouragement.’


  He had gathered many like-minded performers for this battle, making songs and practicing together. All of their effort and sweat, and the feeling of accomplishment! He thought his hard work in preparing a great performance for everyone was going to be acknowledged by none other than Weed.


  Weed ascended onto the stage and spoke.


  “Thank you for the song. I’d say you are not too bad at singing.”


  “Thank you. I shall try harder.”


  “I’d like to make a request, if you don’t mind.”


  “Sure. I’m all ears, Weed-nim.”


  Even before Weed said anything Marey’s mind was set. Weed allowed him to continue his performance until the end, and besides, he wished to observe Weed’s adventure and achievement as up close as possible. He was ready to accept any difficult request so he could befriend him.


  “I’m thinking of singing a song myself, could you play it?”


  “You mean your own song?”


  “Yes, I’m going to sing it right now.”


  “That would be an honor.”


  Marey answered instantly without thinking, and immediately realized what exactly those things one called ‘Weed’s songs’ had generally been like so far.


  ***


  People knew that the army of the Haven Empire was currently invading from the outer edges of the Garnav Plain. They knew that another disaster like the Alkin disease, the Phanzellope Order of Phantom Knights or flaming meteors might fall upon them in any minute. Despite all that, what they were looking forward to the most at this moment was the song Weed was about to sing.


  “Dear viewers, I think this warrants your attention; it seems Weed the God of War is going to start singing.”


  “Weed’s song… this is to say he is announcing the beginning of a full-on war against the Haven Empire.”


  Every broadcasting station was transmitting this sight in real time. In addition to the one million users concentrated on the area where Weed had showed up, the total of more than a hundred million people currently in the Garnav Plain were mostly watching this as well. Everyone who was not fighting against the Haven Imperial Army in this very moment was paying their attention to the broadcast.


  “Weed-nim is going to sing?”


  “He has finally come.”


  Even the users who were dying with the Alkin disease were watching Weed through their crystal balls. Until now, all they could do was to be beaten down hard by the Hermes Guild, but a hopeful thought dawned on them that Weed might be able to change the current flow of battle. He had always achieved things that were deemed extremely difficult or outright impossible. His talents and luck would have played a part, but all of his achievements had been based on hard work and readiness to take on any challenge.


  The MCs of the broadcasting programs raised their voices in eagerness when Weed appeared.


  “There was another instance of Weed’s singing during fight against the Immortal Legion. He made such unbelievable outcomes possible after that song.”


  “That song of Karichwi the Orc is a true classic. Musicians might not agree, but it has gained such popularity among children that there’s hardly any kid who doesn’t know the song.”


  “Yes, I heard that kindergarten students often sang that song together when they were on a school trip.”


  ***


  After agreeing to play the song with the other bards, Marey asked Weed:


  “Do you have the score of your song?”


  “No.”


  “Then how should I play to your singing?”


  “You can just improvise once the song begins.”


  “Ah…”


  A performance in which one must create music on the spot according to the vocalist’s singing!


  It would be a risky and highly difficult task, but Marey had studied applied music in university after he became a Bard in game. With his knowledge of song composition that he had worked on so diligently along with plenty of experience, it didn’t seem so impossible to pull it off. Most importantly, the thought of taking on a new challenge stimulated his burning passion. Marey wished to present his audience of one hundred million people gathering in this place with music that would be remembered throughout centuries.


  “Still, in order to make a better performance, I think it would be a good idea if you could let me know the song’s rough structure or the first few lines in advance.”


  “Well, I haven’t started making it yet.”


  “You… haven’t?”


  “Yes, I’m going to do it now.”


  Marey felt his blood pressure rising, but tried to regain his composure and said:


  “Maybe you can tell me the song’s main subject or lyrics first. If we know the lyrics we can at least grasp the general atmosphere of the song.”


  “Yeah, I’m going to come up with the lyrics now, too.”


  “…”


  “Just let your soul go with the flow of music. Good music comes from following your own emotions.”


  Weed had absolutely no hesitation in saying something that only those who devoted their entire life to music might have the authority to say. Marey pressed his right hand to his forehead as he asked Weed:


  “Out of curiosity, is that how you wrote all of your other songs before?”


  “Yes.”


  “If one depends solely on improvisation when composing-“


  “Well, I haven’t had any problems with my method so far.”


  When Weed stood in the middle of the stage full of confidence, Marey was suppressing the urge to smash the back of his head with his baton.


  ‘In front of the audience this size, we’re playing an improvisation song without even knowing the main melody, following the lead of this tone-deaf idiot…’


  Doubts arouse in his mind, threatening to question his whole life dedicated to music, but Marey sent a signal to the ten most talented Bards on the spot. As they were going to play an impromptu, it was imperative that different parts do not get tangled up in the middle of the song, so Marey first selected only the most skillful performers who would be able to follow Marey’s lead. Among them there were a few users who had also learned the Special Skill of Bards like Marey. The eleven greatest Bards of the Versailles Continent were currently all present in this stage.


  – Marey: everyone, brace yourself. However low your expectations, this music might still fail to uphold them.


  The Bards clenched their teeth in determination.


  ‘Alright, bring it on. Whatever you do, we’re going to nail it.’


  ‘A song that heralds the beginning of the war… He will most probably choose a grand and majestic melody. That means we could just stick to simple rhythms…’


  ‘Should I perhaps intentionally play off-beat to go with his singing?’


  Weed did not care much about what the Bards were thinking.


  “Before I sing, excuse me for a moment, please.”


  After he asked the crowd to wait, he pulled out his carving knife.


  “Oooooohh!!”


  The mood heated up the moment the audience saw Weed’s knife. With so many sculptures that had been made in the Garnav Plain, the popularity of sculpting was tremendous among people.


  “As this is not any ordinary stage, I’ll need to carve something.”


  *Scrape Scrape!*


  The knife began to move smoothly around a large rock. His hands were so magically swift they were almost able to carve shapes as soon as he pictured them in his head.


  The eyes furrowed with selfish-looking wrinkles and the mouth hanging open with greed, and the nose full of desires!


  The large and thick teeth protruded out of the lips, and the muscles and scars looked savage.


  As it was such a widely-known figure, the crowd recognized the sculpture instantly.


  “No way, that is…”


  “Kyaaaah!”


  “That’s so gorgeous!”


  “Karichwi! Karichwi!”


  Weed was carving a sculpture of Karichwi the Orc.


  One may strain their eyes to search for any artistic value from this carving, and it would be to no avail. Ever since the war against the Immortal Legion became a hot issue among the public, countless sculptors took up the challenge to carve a sculpture of Karichwi the Orc, yet no one had been successful in that task. They might be able to replicate his appearance, but they would not dare to make a sculpture of the Orc that perfectly expressed all the subtle emotions — the endless craving, obsession, spite, and the greed overflowing all the way from the eyes to the jagged teeth — contained in his face. The sculptures of Karichwi were the reason why Weed was known to possess the most outstanding skills among the sculptors.


  ‘Money. Money. Money. Money. Money.’


  Weed was thinking of money as he made the Orc’s sculpture. One would not notice it unless they observed it very closely, but compared to the past, this Karichwi’s belly was ever slightly more bulging, symbolizing Weed’s richness of mind due to his current wealthy state. However, as the saying ‘the rich are often stingier than the poor’ goes, the Orc’s eyes looked even more intimidating, and his teeth were sharper. The thighs that looked like large tree trunks had also become thicker, and the veins were bulging even more aggressively. Weed managed to successfully carve the figure of Karichwi the Orc that depicted how he would have looked if he became meaner as he aged.


  An absolutely overwhelming sculpting technique.


  The crowd could see in person how Weed’s knife carved the statue of Karichwi without a single pause.


  “This is so marvelous…”


  “It’s a sculpture that conveys many emotions… Yet his hands never stop.”


  “I can see those artist-type professions are truly on another level from the rest, especially Sculptor.”


  “Yes. I think the difficulty level really cannot be compared. So you have to be THAT good to become a master, huh?”


  Weed probably would have gone through quite a lot of thought if he had been trying to carve a true piece of art, but Karichwi the Orc was one of the easiest things to carve for him, next to deer, foxes and rabbits that he had made so many sculptures of in order to sell them as souvenirs and rip off other users.


  “Sculpture Transformation!”


  Weed also transformed into Karichwi using Sculpture Transformation skill in front of the audience. His limbs elongated, his entire body turned into muscles as he raised his arms upward. His ample-sized human arms had changed into those of an Orc, rough and wild looking.


  Weed’s showmanship to electrify his audience!


  “Oooooooaaahh!!”


  “Karichwi! Karichwi!”


  After his transformation, somebody even threw him a glaive from under the stage.


  “Tssskk! Tssskk!!”


  He grabbed the glaive and swung it, making an intimidating pose.


  Products such as plush dolls and emoticons of Karichwi were sold in tremendous quantities every day.


  ‘After I transform into him one more time in such a large stage, the sales will surely go up, too.’


  No matter how busy he was, Weed always had time to spare to support his character products that were already selling like hot cakes! That was the true spirit of Karichwi the Orc that no other sculptor would be able to reproduce.


  “Tsssshhhkk!”


  As time was running out, Weed quickly tuned his nasal voice and went straight into the improvised singing.


  
    What increases here is a bit unclear, so this is our best guess. A literal translation would be “potential in profession”, but we’re not exactly sure what it refers to and have chosen to interpret it like this.

  

  Chapter 3 – Weed’s Song (Part 3)


  


  ♪♫♬ The night has grown dark.


  The meteors fell, and the plague is spreading.


  Tsschk.


  Is it because of the darkness?


  We are falling into sadness. ♪♫♬


  Following Weed’s improvised lyrics, Marey and the other Bards began to play their instruments in a quiet tone.


  ‘The words aren’t as bad as I expected.’


  ‘I guess it could have been worse. At least this sounds like a song.’


  Thanks to the Bards’ voice amplifying skill, Weed’s tune reached smoothly into the distance even when he was singing quietly.


  ‘As surprising as it is, this is actually quite passable as a song.’


   ♪♫♬ Bring it on, world.


  Tchtchtch, Choochoochoo. ♪♫♬


  Suddenly, the song began to pick up tempo. If the first few lines were to be compared to a leisurely stroll, now he was at a full sprint.


   ♪♫♬ Swords, blades, spears, axes, bows, maces!


  I will swing anything to destroy you!


  Tsshhtt!


  Spells, Spirits, Summoning, Curses!


  I will use anything to crush you!


  Tchtchtchkk!  ♪♫♬


  Weed used Lion’s Roar and yelled at the top of his lungs. The real fun of singing was to shout the lyrics loudly and passionately — he was demonstrating all the skills that he had learnt from the drunken passersby during the early hours of dawn.


   ♪♫♬ Come, come at me.


  I’ll wipe out all of you and get the spoils.


  It’s mine once I’ve picked it up.


  Kill them all. Kill them all!


  Tcchhiiiit!!  ♪♫♬


  Weed’s Lion’s Roar resounded throughout the Garnav Plain. What he was doing was more like speaking out what he wanted to say rather than singing, but this still sounded exciting to people somehow. It was a merry tune that seemed to blow away people’s worries about having to fight the powerful Hermes Guild.


   ♪♫♬ Let us fight all night until the morning comes,


  Eat, and drink, and eat, and drink,


  Tchchchitt!!


  We are going to be rich today.


  I came, I saw, I ate!


  Let us fight shoulder to shoulder.


  Everyone fight together!


  Tchwichwichit!!  ♪♫♬


  Moved by Weed’s cheerful tune, Marey and the Bards were ecstatically continuing their performance. They were busy playing their instruments to keep up with the lyrics shouted out in Lion’s Roar. Eventually the song came to an end with a loud, nasal note, and silence fell.


  Only after they finished playing did the Bards come to their senses, as if a bucket of ice cold water suddenly poured on them.


  ‘That was a complete and utter failure in front of a hundred million people.’


  ‘How humiliating… It was so cringe-worthy my whole body is about to be permanently twisted. I’m going to beat up my pillow in embarrassment before I go to sleep tonight.’


  ‘I’ve just left a dark spot in my personal history that I’d never be able to forget.’


  The Bards looked at Weed who had just finished his song. Still in the form of Karichwi the Orc, he was spreading his arms widely as if we was about to embrace the whole world.


  ‘Crazy. He’s crazy.’


  ‘Ah… I want to run away. I’m so ashamed.’


  At that moment, someone in the crowd began to clap their hands, which soon turned into thunderous applause.


  “Hooray for Weed!”


  “We will wipe out that petty Hermes Guild!”


  “Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge!”


  His lyrics and pitch were all terrible, but his song still sounded cheerful and energetic. Most importantly, it was none other than Weed who was doing the singing in such a loud and confident voice, which in turn infected the audience with the same optimism.


  “Woooaaah!”


  “This is what I’m talking about, man.”


  “Yes, what’s there for us to lose? Some days you’ll just have to endure hard time and fight.”


  The users who were currently in different regions while watching this through crystal balls also felt their worries and frustration go away. They had all been growing quite afraid inwardly after they’d seen the attacks from the Hermes Guild.


  Death, defeat and conquest — many grim words were lingering in their minds, but Weed’s merry song was enough to rid their hearts of such negative emotions.


  Who knows what tomorrow will bring?


  If they could fight without regret, that would be enough.


  Weed let out another Lion’s Roar.


  – Time to wake up. Everyone, attack!


  Most of the users in the Garnav Plain who were watching the broadcast cheered at this.


  “Let’s go and smash everything down!”


  “Kill them all!”


  “Feast, and play!”


  


  ***


  Calcus the Slayer, leader of the 4th Legion!


  The area which he was in charge of was closer to the impact site of the flaming meteors.


  “We will penetrate the enemy camp quicker than everyone else.”


  Having been stationed in the Tullen Region, where the rebel forces had a strong presence, the Fourth Legion had undergone a constant reinforcement and enhancement of its troops. The imperial legions varied in their military strength, and the Fourth Legion was second only to the First Legion in terms of the size of its forces.


  “The Knights have broken through the enemy lines!”


  “The Rangers have reached their assigned location.”


  “Wipe out everything in the area near the base.”


  The Fourth Legion moved around decisively. Reducing the numbers of the Northern users was not the focus of their mission; the Hermes Guild users and the Knights opened up a path, and the rest of the troops followed their lead. Their advance had not been delayed one bit in the outskirt of the Garnav Plain, nor did they slow down when they were penetrating their way through the crowd.


  “Their numbers are all they’ve got. This is not even an army.”


  Calcus smirked darkly.


  The sight of the Knights tearing apart the tightly joined throngs of users — that much was enough to terrify the novice players standing nearby, rendering them unable to show proper resistance.


  “I might as well beat up little kids; this is too simple.”


  Kill, and kill again.


  The more users rushed to strike at them, the higher the mountain of bodies the legion left behind as they pushed forward.


  – Steer: Weed has appeared!


  He heard the news of Weed finally showing up, but that also failed to stir any sense of urgency in him. Calcus was feeling disappointed because of the weakness of the Northern users. There was a minority of users at level 400s or 500s, but all they managed to do was throwing themselves upon his troops in small groups only to be crushed by the force of the legion. After a few encounters followed by overwhelming defeat, even the high-level Northern users were busy fleeing from the battle.


  “Go. Prove that we are the mightiest legion in the Imperial Army!”


  A commander who had never experienced defeat, Calcus encouraged his soldiers to march forward.


  “Let’s fight back!”


  “Stop the Imperial Army, everyone!”


  “Do not fear. We’re not fighting to the death anymore; we’re choosing to die in style!”


  Then, before he realized, the flow of the battle had suddenly turned. One moment the Northern users were all falling before them hopelessly, the next they were aggressively lunging at the Imperial troops.


  “Oooehooeh!”


  “Here we come.”


  “Wipe them all!”


  The same crowds of users who had been watching the advance of the Imperial Army in awe and terror were now rushing in to fling themselves at the troops. Like moths to flames they all turned to grey as they lost their lives, but there were even more users running towards them from behind with any weapons they could find in their hands.


  “They’re still worthless newbies.”


  “Knights, break through them!”


  Calcus’ army dealt with the users striking at them from all directions. But even as they continued defeating the enemies, they were beginning to feel the difference between swimming in a calm sea and fighting against fierce waves.


  ***


  People who heard Weed’s song through their crystal balls grabbed their weapons.


  “We’ve come here to fight, so that’s what we’re going to do.”


  “So what if we’re at disadvantage? I don’t want to be so calculating while I’m in game.”


  “Let’s go, wherever we can!”


  Once a few users first stepped forward to take initiative, they were joined by countless more, gaining in numbers frighteningly quickly.


  “We’re heading to the First Legion.”


  “Then we’ll attack the Second!”


  “We need to go fight the Third Legion, too, but they are too far away… I trust our brothers and sisters in the nearby areas will find a way to deal with them, so let’s get to the closest ones, first.”


  “Yes, let’s just go somewhere. We can at least die fighting them.”


  There was no one to take command of these people; high-level users were often seen following the lead of novice players.


  “Wow, what is this sudden change of atmosphere?”


  “I know, this is so thrilling.”


  Hegel, Bella, Rumi and Nide.


  The students of the Korea University’s Virtual Reality Department also found themselves carried along by this shift in mood.


  The crowd was walking towards the directions from which the Imperial Army was attacking, with weapons ready.


  The drive and energy coming out from the sight of the enormous number of people marching decisively to battle!


  They had been taken aback by the unexpected crises such as the meteor strike and the Alkin disease, but the moment Weed had made his appearance everyone regained their will to fight.


  “I don’t think they can win this. Do we really have to go and throw away our lives like this?”


  When Hegel remarked with a frowned face, Rumi lightly kicked him in the shin.


  “Hey! Why do you have to be so negative? We’re just saying we should fight with these people.”


  “And why should we do that? It’s only our loss if we get killed.”


  “Is everything about profits and gains with you?”


  “Yes. I want to avoid any losses if I can help it.”


  Hegel was going to stay back and watch, when he suddenly noticed something in the sky.


  *Shuuaaaaah.*


  ‘Is this the wind blowing?’


  Something was obscuring the stars.


  – Quuuack!


  – Tweeet!


  They could hear the sound of the chattering birds.


  “Dancing Lights!”


  A ray of light conjured by a mage in the crowd shot up into the air, and people could see that the sky was completely covered by birds, with a warrior riding on the back of each of them—the Avians, and a squad of airborne troops who were the selected few among the Northern users. Possessing high mobility, they began to envelop the night sky with their wings soon after they appeared.


  Gulp.


  Hegel swallowed nervously.


  The Haven Empire and the Arpen Kingdom!


  The two main forces of the Versailles Continent were really about to collide with each other.


  ‘Maybe I should take part in such an important battle? This would be a story I can proudly tell people anywhere I go.’


  Being lost in his own thought, Hegel belatedly realized that all of his other friends had already left and hurriedly rushed off to join them.


  ***


  Zest, the Mage of Truth.


  Having started Royal Road in the Central Continent, his name had long been widely known to the public. He was one of the top 3 highest-ranked Mages of the game, and had spent his earlier days in the Haven Kingdom because Haven and Kallamore were two powerful kingdoms that had far-reaching territories during the beginning stage of Royal Road. This later led him to join the Hermes Guild as well, but some time ago he had decided to move over to the Arpen Kingdom.


  “Sure, the Hermes Guild provides any support you need, but not for free.”


  When the Central Continent was going though the time of turmoil, he naturally played an important part in many wars, but as the Haven Empire came to oppose the Arpen Kingdom, he decided that he wanted to remain an honorable person to his friends. He would not sell his honor to become one of the lackeys of the Hermes Guild.


  “Purification of Propagating Flames!”


  From a distance, Zest cast a spell targeting at the 8th Legion.


  A long-range magical spell!


  Cleansing flames fell from the sky upon the Haven Empire’s camp and burst into great blazes.


  “The Fall of the Earth.”


  Seeing the empire’s Knights charging towards people, he again cast an earth-binding spell. The ground upon which the Knights were marching split into two and swallowed them.


  


  < Your mana has been depleted.


  The current remaining mana reserve is 4%. >


  


  The long ranged area-of-effect spells consumed a lot of mana.


  “I’ve done what I can; I should take a rest for a bit.”


  Just as Zest took a step back, there was a shift in the formation of the 8th Legion — the users of the Hermes Guild began to run towards Zest’s position.


  “Oh, drat! Fly!”


  Zest used a flight spell to retreat, but the chase of the Hermes Guild was extremely swift. Users with professions that involved high speed such as Thieves, Assassins and Rangers were running after him. As the distance between Zest and his pursuers was about to close, the Northern users who had seen this came to his aid.


  “Stop them, we need to stop them!”


  “Quickly, run!”


  Whenever the Hermes Guild users used their skills, a mass of Northern users were killed as they blocked the attacks with their bodies. Despite that, they were trying to buy some time for Zest to escape even if they had to sacrifice so many lives.


  “We must kill him now.”


  “Zest! You won’t be able to run from us.”


  Mage — the profession capable of killing hundreds of enemies with a single spell. The Hermes Guild members that belonged to the 8th Legion continued their chase persistently.


  200 meters, 100 meters… The distance between them was closing fast.


  “Urgh.”


  “Kuuargh!”


  “Aargh!”


  But while penetrating the Northern users in high speed to pursue Zest, the Hermes Guild users suddenly began to fall and die on the spot one by one.


  “There’s an Assassin here!”


  It was already too late when they realized it: the Assassin was hunting the guild members amidst the crowd of the Northern users. In no time there were only ten of them left standing, and they were in the middle of the enemy troops.


  “Fall back!”


  The Hermes Guild users tried to get back to rejoin the 8th Legion.


  “Stop them!”


  The Northern users blocked their path once more. Not wanting to delay their retreat even a little, the Hermes Guild users tried to escape the battlefield using powerful area-of-effect skills. However, the deep gloom of the early dawn was upon them. A blade sprang forth from the shadows, slashing their legs, waists and throats in quick succession.


  “*Gurgle*…”


  “I can’t die like this…”


  One by one, they were wiped out down to the every last member.


  The subtle disguise, sneak attacks, and the strike in the dark using illusion skills; it was an Assassin wearing a black garment that emerged from the bodies of the dead Hermes Guild members.


  It was Seasoned Crab, the shadow that brings death.


  Chapter 4 – The Fight of Karichwi the Orc (Part 1)


  


  The entire crowd in the area went wild after Weed had finished singing.


  “Victory is ours!”


  “Please, vanquish the Haven Empire for us!”


  “That’s Karichwi the Orc! He looks so much scarier in person.”


  People who had directly witnessed Karichwi’s singing were unable to hold back their excitement.


  – Tchwick, Tchwik, Chitchwiit.


  Weed spiritedly waved his arms and began to dance, moving his shoulders up and down.


  The dance of the gigantic Orc, Karichwi!


  His moves could only be described as those of tipsy middle-aged men and made no conventional sense as a dance, but the audience found themselves deeply absorbed in the atmosphere all the same.


  “That’s so cool!”


  “Kyaah. Just look how relaxed he is.”


  “You are the best. Weed-nim!”


  The crowd was even more enthusiastic than they had been during the construction of the pyramids. They had reached a state where they seemed ready to respond positively to anything that he would say.


  ‘This is my chance.’


  Weed’s sharp eyes ran through the audience like a scanner. More than a hundred thousand people were gathered but a few of them especially drew his attention, either because their equipment and clothes stood out from the rest of the crowd or because they otherwise looked highly strong and competent: they were the so-called high-level users. Weed knew the name of each and every user who was above level 500 in the Arpen Kingdom, although they wouldn’t be aware of this. Mooching off the strong and powerful more thoroughly than a leech was a basic virtue of a tyrant.


  Weed called them out loudly from the stage.


  “Ghoragoll-nim. Tssswich.”


  “What? Me?”


  “Yes. Please come over here to the stage. Tchhwick!”


  One by one, Weed selected and called 40 users in total and asked them to come upon the stage.


  “Why did he call us?”


  “I’m not sure…”


  It was apparent that these users were quite confused as they quietly whispered among themselves. None of them had any personal connection to Weed. Only about seven of them had even brushed past him once in Morata, bought his sculptures or joined in a construction project. They were quite puzzled and also curious to find out how Weed knew their names. In other words, they were in their most susceptible state to be used and taken advantage of.


  “Chhwick. Please allow me a moment.”


  As 40 users stood there waiting, Weed demonstrated his sculpting skills on blocks of wood.


  ‘Waiting often raises people’s expectation. And the power of imagination forms the basis of any fraud.’


  Some would say that greed and imagination are two of the things that make life so enjoyable.


  Still in the body of a monstrous orc, Weed wielded his small carving knife. In no time, a lion, a tiger, an elephant, a hippo, a giraffe and various other sculptures of animals were made. They couldn’t even be counted as Fine pieces, just ordinary carvings made out of wood. And he attached a long rod into the stomach of each of the wooden animals so that it would be easy to raise them high above the crowd.


  “Ghoragoll-nim. Tschwit. I hereby appoint you the captain of the Lion Unit.”


  “…Sorry?”


  It was so out of the blue that Ghoragoll just stared at him wide-eyed.


  “Lead Northern users to battle and stop our enemies. Tsschwich!”


  Ghoragoll — a user at level over 510 who had started the game in the Central Continent and later moved over to the North. He once belonged to one of the prestigious guilds, but was fed up with the whole situation after the guild lost its territory, which led to his decision to move to the North.


  “Do you really trust me?”


  “Of course I do. Tsschwiit. I’ve heard a lot of admirable things about you.”


  Ghoragoll was a generally kind and generous person which made him popular among the public, and had an excellent sense of combat.


  “Understood. I will fight until my very bones turn to dust. I shall not take a single step back from the battleground.”


  Weed called the rest of the 40 users one by one and assigned them all as the squad captains as he handed them each a flag of an animal sculpture. They were deeply moved by the fact that they had just been appointed as captains by Weed while so many users and broadcasting companies were watching. They thought they had been given incredible honor and authority.


  “It’s an honor beyond comparison.”


  “Those bastards from the Haven Empire won’t be able to come any closer without stepping over my dead body.”


  “I shall never let you down.”


  At this moment, Weed was more than some famous user who was called ‘the God of War’. Being the king of the Arpen Kingdom gave him great authority, and he currently had more than a hundred million users watching in the background. He was making use of the high viewer ratings to his advantage!


  The high-level users were determined to fight the Haven Empire to death for him after receiving a crude piece of wooden sculpture-flag that they wouldn’t normally pay a single Silver coin for if it hadn’t been made by Weed.


  “I’m recruiting members of the Lion Squad. We’re going to head straight into the battlefield, so join right now!”


  “We are the Elephant Squad. Let us trample on the bodies of our enemies just like our squad name!”


  The squad captains assembled the users in the plain and rushed towards the directions from which the Haven Imperial Army was advancing. Their heads must be filled with nothing but the thought of winning an epic victory by any means. True, they wouldn’t have much of a choice other than fighting to the best of their abilities when all the broadcasting companies and the one hundred million people were watching them closely!


  ‘Which means I can exploit them without having to pay them, not to mention the fact that I don’t have to take any responsibility if they die while fighting.’


  No remuneration!


  No insurance!


  Weed had just gained new battle commanders who would give their bodies and souls to fight for him by simply calling their names in front of the crowd and giving them a cheap sculpture.


  “Rooargh! Let’s go!”


  “Fight! Defeat our enemies!”


  Even after part of the assembled users had left following the lead of the squad captains, the atmosphere among the remaining crowd was still incredibly excited.


  Weed called out some more people and started making more sculptures. The higher leveled users in the audience were looking expectant.


  ‘What if…’


  ‘He’s doing it again?’


  ‘There’s still a chance. Maybe he’ll choose me to be a squad captain, too?’


  And indeed, he began to assign a new batch of squad captains!


  While there were a lot of users gathering in the Garnav Plain, they certainly did not have enough commanders who could lead them. In addition to this, due to the sudden assault from the Haven Empire the users were currently all tangled up and disorganized. If they went on to fight the empire without having established an appropriate command structure, they would not be able to fully utilize what combat strength they had. Despite their great number, once a few of them choose to flee rather than fight, the entire army can dissolve and collapse in but a second. The Northern users who had come all the way since they first started the game in Morata had unshaken will to fight for the kingdom, but even so there would be a considerable number of other users mingled in this crowd who were planning to just step back and watch if the situation doesn’t seem to favor their side.


  ‘Good management is crucial for a big organization. I need to make sure nobody’s going to sit idly doing nothing. I can win this battle if I can get everyone to work.’


  So the solution he had come up with was to issue an excessive amount of appointment letters.


  Weed assigned many strong and competent users as squad captains, making them fight for him. But he also knew that not every user would become loyal to him just because they were given honor and authority to command.


  “Darby-nim, Tsschwit. I’ve heard a lot about your ordeal in the eastern shores. Ttschwiik!”


  “Thank you. It’s such an honor to be recognized by you, Weed-nim.”


  “Chwiick. Provonce-nim, I believe you have been giving out bandages to novice users every week? Tsschwit. I’m quite amazed by your dedication.”


  “It’s really nothing compared to what you have done for everyone, Weed-nim.”


  “Makte-nim, Tschwiwiik, I’ve hoped to meet you someday for so long; it’s good to finally be introduced to you. Chwiick.”


  “It’s an incredible honor, Weed-nim.”


  Compliments and pretense of familiarity — that much was enough to fill the newly appointed squad captains with determination to give their lives in the fight. Most people’s way of thinking was simple; they were willing to fight for someone who appreciated their ability and worth. And these users had just been recognized by Weed, the king of the Arpen kingdom and the hero of Royal Road.


  ‘Weed-nim had been watching my steps all along.’


  ‘Wow… Am I going to become famous now?’


  ‘I wasn’t aware I had such a great reputation! Weed-nim knew about it, which means everyone knows about me, right?’


  Of course, this had all been another one of Weed’s little tricks.


  – Mapan: About 340 meters to the east, you’ll see a person carrying two swords on his back. That’s Dusso, a famous dual-blade swordsman. He participated in the construction of the Goddess Freya statue.


  – Pale: A famed archer named Zeveh is currently approaching from 420 meters to the south. I’ve once done a quest with him. He’s an excellent ranged sniper, and likes it when people compliment his looks.


  – Surka: To the north! The monks from the Namad Monastery are coming towards your position. I think they’d be interested in the position of Lords.


  Weed’s companions had been feeding him information on the talented users whose abilities were yet to be discovered. For every high-level user who found themselves caught in Weed’s net, he issued a letter of assignment and sent them to areas where battles were taking place. Of course, most of them would probably die while fighting, but wars always required sacrifice.


  Weed hired more than a hundred new squad captains, thus establishing some control over the users who had assembled in the Garnav Plain seeking for something to do. Depending on their fame or connections, some squad captains were leading tens of thousands of users following them to battle.


  As the news of Weed’s arrival spread many users continued to flock in, so the crowd around the stage didn’t show any sign of thinning.


  “Me! Please select me as a squad captain, too! I’m at level 484.”


  “I wish to fight, too. I’m a Royal Knight of the Arpen Kingdom. I’m confident that my Contribution Points are second to none.”


  “I’m originally from Bamboo Shoot Porridge, and I’m online for about 22 hours every day. I want to become like Weed-nim!”


  The naïve and innocent users were begging him to pick them as squad captains. The war that had begun with the sudden assaults from the Haven Empire had now turned into something fun and exciting after the appearance of Weed.


  Over time, the reports from his companions became less frequent, and the number of talented users among the remaining audience decreased. In selecting the commanders Weed needed to take into consideration various factors such as the candidate’s level, personality and leadership, as they will take control over at least several tens of thousands other users. Even so, it would be wrong of him to simply disperse the remaining people here; once you start eating a meal, you must finish it to the last grain of cooked rice in the bowl. Weed yelled out a Lion’s Roar.


  – Everyone else who’s still here: you will fight together with me! Tcchhwwiick!


  “Woooooaaah!”


  “Kyaaaahh!”


  “Tchtchtcchtchtchwiit!!”


  The entire plain seemed to explode from the audience’s cheering screams. The heated atmosphere gave them the illusion that the ground was actually shaking.


  – Let’s go. Tchwick. Let’s fight. Tsshwit. And let’s feast! Tsschwit!


  “Hooray!”


  “Please, defeat them all for us!”


  “Let’s kill them all!”


  – We will head towards the 11th Legion. Tsshwick!


  Weed chose the 11th Legion as his target. It may look like a random selection, but the important reason behind it was the fact that there was currently a live broadcast by CTS Media.


  “GO!”


  As Weed in the guise of the confident orc Karichwi began to march, all the users standing around the stage followed him.


  The advance of an endless line of users!


  The parade gained in size several times over due to the users who kept coming to join them on the way. Several million people assembled as if it was nothing, and more users came online to become part of their march. With Weed taking the lead, the confidence felt among the crowd was through the roof.


  “Having to face us… This 11th Legion has the worst luck.”


  “Wow. I can’t believe I’m actually going to fight with Weed-nim. I’ve been looking forward to this battle for days, and it’s well worth the wait.”


  “Will we win, or lose?”


  “I’m not sure if it’s even possible for us to lose with this number.”


  “Yes, just look around you. There are so many famous users!”


  The high-level users both from the Central and Northern Continent responded enthusiastically to Weed’s calling. Due to their newly assigned position as squad captains, they were very keen to win his favor and gain some fame and popularity. Marey and the other Bards who had been following them in order to watch the battle against the 11th Legion were mentally hit by the second wave of shock.


  “I don’t understand; how can people react so passionately to a song with terrible lyrics that was all off-pitch?”


  “They say music can move people’s mind, but I’ve never imagined such strong influence would be possible.”


  “He’s certainly more extraordinary than what I’ve heard.”


  “The moment he turned into Karichwi the Orc, everyone became completely mesmerized by his presence.”


  ***


  Ultar, the Legion commander in charge of the 11th Legion, was demonstrating his strong charisma.


  “Beat them all to death! Teach a lesson to these uncivilized worms; let them know what it means to resist against the Empire!”


  The Imperial troops charged in, eliminating the Northern users. Some soldiers were wielding a Flaming Sword, and the Northern users who were struck by their blades were engulfed in a fire taller than 5 meters and soon perished.


  


  < Chain of Flames has been triggered. >


  


  The fire spread to the nearby users, exploding and terrifying the crowd. The Hermes Guild members were also running at the head of the marching troops, in the middle of a heated battle.


  – Steer: Weed has made his appearance.


  They did not care at all about the news of Weed’s arrival.


  ‘The other legions will take care of him.’


  With no less than 20 different Legions advancing simultaneously, it didn’t really feel like their problem.


  Swinging weapons and using skills against the overflowing enemies everywhere… While committing such a vicious massacre, they were intoxicated by their own power.


  ‘This is fun. It’s the real fun of playing Royal Road, slaughtering the weaker users. For too long we have been forced to restrain ourselves from such entertainment…’


  – Steer: Weed is currently approaching the 11th Legion!


  “…”


  The new intel gave Ultar and the other Hermes Guild users a pause.


  ‘Weed is coming to get us?’


  ‘He’s going to be here?’


  Ultar wore a contented smile. He himself was one of the strongest users in Royal Road, ranked within the top 30 in terms of level.


  ‘I’m going to fight Weed.’


  Excitement and fear that sent tingling sensations to his limbs… This was a welcome feeling to a person such as him who enjoyed combat so much.


  Lafaye sent him a private message.


  – Lafaye: I believe you have already heard the news.


  “Yes. Weed is coming, with quite a lot of people at his tail.”


  – Lafaye: And you are confident of your victory, I assume?


  “I’m sure we will be able to wipe them all out. Losing is not an option that is worth any consideration.


  – Lafaye: I trust in your strength, of course, but I sent an order to a few other Legions nearby to support you just in case.


  “Hmm. I don’t think that was necessary…”


  The ever-cautious attitude of the Heads of the Hermes Guild had always got on Ultar’s nerves. He acknowledged Lafaye’s great contribution in leading the Hermes Guild to its current status, but Ultar still felt his actions were often too tentative.


  ‘If it had been up to me, I’d probably have taken over the whole Northern Continent and completed our conquest a long time ago. It’s foolish not to use all the power you’ve got.’


  Even so, he had to admit that he was quite impressed by the Summon Flaming Meteors spell and the Alkin disease.


  – Lafaye: This is just in accordance with the battle plans we had established earlier. But I’m afraid it will take some time for the other legions to arrive at your position, as they would have to break through the enemy troops first.


  “*Snicker*. It won’t matter if they get more delayed. Let them take all the time they need.”


  – Lafaye: I am also trying to hasten the preparation process for another casting of the Summon Flaming Meteors spell. It will be available in about an hour. We will also make sure to support you with as much use of Spears of Annihilation as possible.


  Ultar struck down a dwarf warrior who was rushing at him.


  “Understood.”


  – Lafaye: I wish you luck in the coming battle.


  In all honesty, Ultar couldn’t help but feel that all those contingency measures were a bit too much, but he did not refuse Lafaye’s offers. He knew that it would be forever recorded in history as his own accomplishment if he could seize the victory here.


  
    The original Korean sentence has its subject omitted so I’m not really sure who or what lost their territory, but I’m assuming that the prestigious guild this user once belonged to lost its territory to the Hermes Guild. Please correct me if I’m interpreting this wrong.

  

  Chapter 4 – The Fight of Karichwi the Orc (Part 2)


  


  The Avians had arrived to join Weed. As their numbers filled the whole sky, the moon and stars were obscured from sight. The user who was the captain of these Avians, Swift Coldwind, finished his transformation from a swallow to an eagle form. His broad shoulders and strong beak made him look as if he could peck at a steel plate like it was breadcrumbs.


  Swift Coldwind spoke to Weed politely.


  “As Northern users, we would like to participate in this battle, too. We are ready to give our lives to fight the enemy.”


  “…”


  Weed merely gazed at Swift Coldwind without saying anything. In his current form as Karichwi the Orc, the intimidating aura people sensed from up close was quite significant. Karichwi’s arms which were covered with scars and bulging veins looked strong enough to snap a person’s neck in one grip. The appearance of Karichwi the Orc would terrify even the most seasoned fighters if encountered in a dark alley with few passersby.


  Weed grinned, revealing the row of hard and pointed teeth.


  “Tsschwit. I accept.”


  The Avians joining the battle!


  As they could fly in the sky at high speed, they had an exceptional advantage in combat. They could hunt weak monsters while soaring across the plain in the air, or forage some items such as medicinal herbs using their wide line of sight. However, they also had a weakness which was their night blindness, as was the characteristic of most birds.


  “We will prioritize transporting the troops until the morning comes.”


  “Okay. Tsschwit.”


  “And there will be unlimited waves of airborne troops directly dropped to the battlefield.”


  “As you wish. Chhwit.”


  Even if they wouldn’t be able to join the fight straight away, the support from the Avians would nevertheless be quite effective in destroying the Imperial Army’s battle formations.


  And there were many other forces coming to join Weed’s side besides the Avians.


  “We’ve come to provide aid!”


  Having Jeanne and the other Necromancers by their side was like adding an egg to a boiling Ramyun — they were always welcome.


  “Chicken Porridge Squad, making a formal request to join your forces.”


  “43rd division of Bamboo Shoot Porridge; we will add our strength to this fight, however meager it may be.”


  “We’re Raspberry Porridge Squad. Just for your reference, our squad is quite close to Strawberry Porridge but we’re still run as separate groups!”


  Many different Porridge groups of the Grass Porridge Cult joined the march as Weed was taking his troops to fight the 11th Legion. Their number was so huge, it was estimated that there will be more than ten million people by the time they actually begin the battle against the 11th Legion.


  “Soff-nim, please take charge of them, Tsschwikk!”


  Whenever a certain number of new troops had gathered, Weed assigned a commander to lead them. By doing so he was able to increase the efficiency in general troop management as well as give his users a sense of belonging.


  ‘I should make connections with as many high-level users as possible; I may have some use for them later.’


  The users whose names were on the Hall of Fame or those who were famous on the internet forums also made their belated appearance, and Weed was soon surrounded by many people.


  “Pale-nim! I’ve been hoping to see you again.”


  “Yes, it’s been quite a while, Pottalto-nim. I trust you are doing well?”


  “Of course. I’ve been counting the days until we can finally meet again. Hahaha!”


  Wherever he went, Pale was greatly popular among the users. His friendship with Weed and excellent archery skills brought him a large circle of acquaintances, not to mention that he had been active in Morata for a long time, too. The difficulty level of certain quests in the game dropped quite significantly when there was an archer in the party, so Pale often helped other people in those quests.


  “Irene-nim, I’ve heard that you learned to cast Complete Recovery Spell?”


  “Yes. But my proficiency level is still low; right now I can only heal half of the maximum Life Force.”


  “Whoa. That much is already amazing. I wonder if I’d have the honor of having you in my party some day?”


  “Of course, call me the next time you go hunting.”


  Irene’s fame as a priest was absolutely unrivaled. Although there were a lot of opportunities to use healing spells, the conditions for increasing the proficiency level were often varied and tricky. In order to increase one’s healing power, they had to cure many weak people, or save those who are at the brink of death. Sometimes priests earned proficiency level by turning the tide of a losing battle through their miraculous healing power. It was considered as an impossible profession for those who lacked aptitude for it, and that was why priests were treated with respect anywhere they went.


  Hwaryeong and Bellot had always been popular among the public, and Surka, Romuna and the rest of Weed’s companions were all surrounded by crowds of people.


  “Hahaha.”


  “Huhuhu…


  They were all wearing friendly smiles on their faces, but secretly memorizing the names of the people they were chatting with. It was, of course, to recommend more potential squad captain candidates to Weed later.


  ***


  The 11th Legion under the command of Ultar found the army of a great size advancing towards their position.


  “They are coming! There’re a lot of them, for certain!”


  “What’s their current position?”


  “It’s hard to tell just yet.”


  The users of the 11th Legion realized that the ground of the plain in the distance was full of lights even though Weed was yet to make his appearance. A stream of glowing lights that seemed to continue endlessly was flowing towards them.


  While feeling quite expectant, Ultar was also a little taken aback by this sight of his enemy which was far beyond the scope of his earlier expectation.


  “We’ll first gain some advantage over them by eliminating those who approach us one at a time. Don’t hesitate to set up the magical traps liberally; we’re going to use everything we’ve got if needed.”


  Following his order, the soldiers began to dig the ground, or moved boulders to set up walls.


  “Open the doors on the supply carriages!”


  “Pull out everything inside.”


  With the members from the Hermes Guild conducting them they also planted magical traps that cost more than 500 Gold each. The traps mainly consisted of Earth element types that engulfed the victim deep into the ground, or the exploding types that dealt damage to surrounding creatures.


  “Just think about how much money we spent on all these. It feels like a bit of a waste to use all the costly items in one go.”


  “Still, we really don’t have any reason to save them for later. If things go well we can finish the entire battle here and now.”


  “Yes, we’ll all become heroes of legend if we win here.”


  “That goes without saying. The history of the conquest of this continent will be determined by me, the great Gumraden!”


  The Hermes Guild members waited for the enemy’s arrival with their hearts beating in excitement.


  The march of glowing lights illuminating the Garnav Plain was rapidly rushing towards them.


  “Not yet, keep waiting.”


  Ultar watched the approaching army with a cool gaze. The lights got closer at a constant pace, and eventually the distance became close enough for them to see the faces of the people in the marching crowd.


  “Fire!”


  From the position of the 11th Legion came a shower of arrows and spell attacks.


  “Attack!”


  “We will lead the vanguard.”


  “Croacker Porridge, moving out!”


  The users holding torches in their hands sped towards the 11th Legion while being hit by the flying arrows and spells. They were armed with their novice garments and cheap long swords. The unlucky ones were killed on the spot by the flying attacks and soon turned into grey shades and disappeared, but they were replaced by others who were following behind. They were quite similar to the many novices the Haven Imperial Army had already dealt with ever since they arrived at the Garnav Plain.


  *Booooom!*


  The bodies of the users exploded in a blast of flashy lights as they stepped on the magical traps. Plenty of people were caught in the explosion and turned to dust, but the speed at which the Northern army was marching was not reduced even a little.


  The enormous number of users dashing in to face enemies with swords in their hands!


  Ultar felt the rush of the coming war that filled his heart with the heat of passion.


  “The dual-wielding fighters will take the front. Kill anyone that gets too close!”


  *Clang!*


  The Imperial soldiers with a blade in each hand stepped out onto the frontline. The spearmen and shieldbearers all lined up in the formation they had previously practiced, and the mounted troops also stood ready. The archers and mages continued to shoot arrows and cast magical spells, sending them flying towards the enemy’s position.


  “Glory to the Empire!”


  “For His Imperial Majesty!”


  A shower of arrows and magical explosions swept the users who were running towards them holding swords.


  “Do not hesitate and keep crashing against them! We will make it in the end.”


  “Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge!”


  The users in the front continued sprinting at full speed despite knowing that they would only meet their own demise!


  To them, competing over the first place in this little race was a game more important than their own lives.


  “I’ve come first. My name is Baitar!”


  “Yes! I made a narrow second.”


  “Third place. Made it to the top 3!”


  The distance between the 11th Legion and these running users closed rapidly, and before long there was a full-on collision.


  “Bash with shields and pierce with spears!”


  “Kuuergh!”


  “Aargh!”


  It mostly resulted in the Northern users, weak after draining most of their energy running all the way here, getting struck down by the Imperial soldiers and perishing, but some of them managed to break through. The 1st generation of the users from the Arpen Kingdom, who went all the way back to the days in Morata, took the lead and suppressed the blocking enemy troops, successfully opening up a path.


  “Fight on! We need to widen this hole in enemy defense!”


  “To victory!”


  “Just stand your ground and trust your comrades with the rest!”


  The users kept flooding in like water bursting through a bank.


  “Deploy the Wolf Knights!”


  After observing this for some time, Ultar sent another unit of knights as reinforcement and drove back the users.


  ‘They are not as useless as I thought.’


  Certainly, these users were very different from those he had fought until now since his arrival at the Garnav Plain. They possessed higher levels and skills, but more problematic were their speed and drive. A crowd of tremendous size was storming into the legion’s position as fast as their feet could carry them, like a swarm of locusts. Strength was the only thing they could rely on, so they kept crashing and crashing into Ultar’s troops before they fell and died, increasing the strain on his soldiers’ defense and offense abilities by several times. Even as Ultar was monitoring the fight the Imperial soldiers were beginning to perish one by one.


  “Wailing Blade!”


  One user among the crowd raised their sword.


  ‘But that’s a skill with level restriction 450 or higher!’


  Ultar and the Hermes Guild members were startled to see someone use such a skill. The user’s sword began to glow red, and it brutally struck down many Imperial soldiers with each swing. Such sword technique could not be blocked when there was a big discrepancy in defense ability. Before the Knights and the Hermes Guild users had time to counteract, the mysterious user retreated back. As that high-level skill was the only thing that distinguished them from the rest of the crowd all wearing the same novice outfit, it was impossible to identify them in the middle of the battle.


  “Soul-rending Axe!”


  This time, an axe-wielding warrior emerged out of the blue and attacked the troops. The shield bearing soldiers managed to block their fierce blows, but more than half of the shields got shattered in the process. Occasionally a few swings brushed against some unlucky soldiers, which was enough to immediately render them unconscious and unable to fight. As before, this axe fighter took some time to liberally burn up their strength and mana while exercising their power without regret, and retreated back. Among this mass of people swarming in to carry out their signature human-wave strategy, there were some powerful users hidden and acting in secret. Those in their levels 300s and 400, and even 500s in some rare cases, were all mingling in the crowd wearing common novice garments.


  Numerous elite users who had taken the side of the Arpen Kingdom had followed Weed to the battle.


  “This won’t do at all.”


  Ultar realized he had underestimated the standard of the users who had followed Weed. With so many high level users mixed with the rest of the people Weed had brought with him, the quality of his troops were wholly different from Ultar’s earlier predictions.


  “These ones are strong enough to make me feel threatened, though not by much. So, now it’s getting fun.”


  He knew that no matter what kind of military forces may appear, they wouldn’t be able to defeat the 11th Legion over a short-term battle. While they are stalling the Northern users the other Legions would arrive as reinforcements, and the Summon Flaming Meteor spell would be prepared once again.


  ‘We’re going to turn this ground into Weed’s grave. Maybe risking a little loss would make me feel more motivated to fight those worms…’


  Just as Ultar was mulling over this ambitious notion…


  “Karichwi the Orc!”


  “Weed has shown himself in our front.”


  In the middle of the flooding mass of the great army consisting of common users, Weed made his appearance sooner than expected. The towering height and size of the vicious looking Orc made him especially conspicuous from the surrounding humans. Even if one assembled every facial feature of criminals wanted for all sorts of terrible deeds, it wouldn’t be enough to match the intimidating looks of Karichwi.


  ‘He’s here. Now the real battle begins. An all-out assault.’


  Ultar and the other Hermes Guild users were getting increasingly tense. All the spells, arrows and other ranged weapons they had been saving for this encounter… They were going to lift every limitation they had put on their combat units.


  A second before the 11th Legion was to start their full-on battle by throwing everything they’d got,


  Weed yelled out with Lion’s Roar.


  – Ultar! I invite you to a one-on-one duel! Tschwichwichwichwiiickkk!


  At that moment, the fierce noise of the battlefield suddenly died down; the running users were so shocked by what they had just heard and stopped transfixed on the spot.


  ‘A one-on-one fight?’


  Ultar himself was feeling dazed as if he had just been hit by a giant warhammer in the back of his head.


  Weed used Lion’s Roar one more time.


  – Ultar! Chwwitt. I know you are there, come out and face me this minute! Tsschwik!


  An unrelenting taunt.


  Ultar was not allowed a long time to think, but he had to make decision.


  ‘I should not turn down a request for duel.’


  He was almost glad to hear Weed dare him to fight in person. The Legion Commander of the 11th Imperial Legion was not an easy position to get in any sense. Weed might have earned the nickname ‘the God of War’, but Ultar thought he was being ridiculously overrated.


  ‘That nickname was just passed down from his days of playing Continent of Magic. Besides, one’s fighting skills and the ability to carry out quests well are two different things. It seems he let his success in the Advanced Training Hall go to his head.’


  He had seen the broadcast showing Weed’s exploits on the Path of Struggle. It certainly made an impression in him, but he honestly did not think it was anything too special. The way he used Heraim Sword skill was quite astounding, but those kinds of tricks did not work well in a one-on-one combat. Having to maintain a series of connecting blows meant that it would be easily interrupted if the opponent simply dodged backward.


  ‘Sure, it might look pretty amazing to the eyes of those newbies. But we are from the Central Continent, a place riddled with wars. Any decent combat technique has been checked by users countless times. And there are good reasons why this Heraim Sword Skill has never drawn any meaningful attention.’


  ‘Weed might be establishing his legend of no defeats, but that was because the amount of troops the Hermes Guild had sent to the North had been less than ten percent of their entire military strength. Weed himself had a history of being defeated and killed in his direct encounter with Bard Ray.’


  All in all, despite many assessments of the current situation, the decision was as good as being made. CTS Media and many other broadcasting companies would be carrying on with their live coverage. His pride did not allow him to refuse Weed’s proposal and be marked as a coward who turned back from a duel like a dog with its tail between its legs.


  ‘I will gladly accept his challenge. But before that…’


  Ultar glanced at a nearby user named Nodom, a paladin serving Minne, the Goddess of Earth. As a paladin Nodom was quite a rare case, since he possessed one of Minne’s presents as a reward for his earlier adventure.


  The Armor of Mother Earth.


  Out of its numerous bonus effects, there were two most important features: firstly, it increased one’s maximum Life Force by 350%. Secondly, once the wearer activated the armor, it would reduce any physical damage dealt to it by the opponent by 87.4% for the next 10 minutes.


  ‘If I fight him while wearing this armor, wouldn’t it be impossible for me to lose?’


  Having received the keen stare from Ultar, Nodom nodded his head. They had long been friends and helped out each other in numerous occasions before, so lending his armor to Ultar was not a difficult thing to do.


  Ultar sent him a private message.


  “Thank you, buddy.”


  – Nodom: Kukuku. Just know that you owe me half of your victory once you’ve dealt with Weed.


  “I will let you choose any one from the loot I’ll get from Weed.”


  – Nodom: Deal.


  Ultar used Warrior’s Shout skill.


  “A one-on-one fight? That’s exactly what I’ve wanted. I will gladly take your challenge!”


  
    The original text is more like “Where are they?” and “I cannot see them yet”, but that made no logical sense to me because the author already said that the imperial legion had found the northern troops coming, so I changed it a little in the hope that it wouldn’t sound as weird to readers. Let me know if this sounds appropriate.

  

  Chapter 4 – The Fight of Karichwi the Orc (Part 3)


  


  The crowd moved, creating a vast empty ground in the plain for Ultar and Weed to fight in without any obstacles. The Imperial army retreated to the South, and the opposing users occupied the space in the North, settling down to spectate.


  “Wow. Who do you think will win?”


  “Weed-nim, obviously.”


  “But Ultar… He IS one of the very top rankers in the game. I doubt he has ever been defeated by anyone, save for Bard Ray.”


  “I’ve heard rumors that he is just as strong as Bard Ray in one-on-one combat.”


  “You really can’t know that unless you actually fight him. Rumors are just rumors.”


  “What is certain is that our eyes are going to be in for a treat, witnessing such an epic fight. And that Weed-nim, the God of War, will win.”


  Weed!


  Ultar!


  Their names alone were enough to make the watching crowd get tensed with anticipation.


  Weed drew his Loa Sword, readying himself for the duel. Fabio and Herman had not yet finished making his new armor.


  ‘I didn’t expect him to actually accept my challenge to a single combat. I should enjoy this when I can.’


  Still in the form of Karichwi the Orc, he had to suppress a nasty smirk that was threatening to spread over his face.


  ‘Dueling is not something I’m particularly accustomed to, but I’m not too bad at it, either.’


  He had heard that knights and warriors had lots of opportunities to take part in single combat as part of their quests, mostly through requests to defeat some people in such and such places. Those duel quests were quite important for building one’s connections and fame as well as improving one’s prowess in combat, but they were mostly irrelevant to a profession like sculptor.


  However, Weed had a tendency to find a way to win, by any means necessary.


  ‘The fantasy of an honorable duel… Such a thing doesn’t exist in real world. There are only the winner, and the loser.’


  Concealing the inner thought that was blacker than squid ink, Weed grinned.


  “Tsschwik. Let’s make this a memorable fight, Ultar.”


  “Of course. I didn’t expect to be able to face you so soon. My thanks.”


  “Why are you thanking me? Chhhwick.”


  “Because we may be able to finish this battle earlier than we thought. You have saved both me and the Hermes Guild a lot of trouble.”


  Ultar was armed with a sword and a crossbow in each hand. Naturally, both weapons were imbued with powerful enchantments.


  “I’m warning you in advance — you’ll have to be very, very wary of my crossbow. The moment you let your guard down, there will be a bolt stuck in your head.”


  Ultar’s fighting style was quite famous among users. Since his level reached over 200, his favored way of combat had been switching to his crossbow after taking some time fighting with the sword.


  Weed responded with a smile.


  “That is a good weapon. No method is too shameful so long as it makes you more powerful. Tsschwit. I have a feeling that this will be a fun fight. Chhwick!”


  “How about finding out exactly how hard it can hit before talking so big?”


  Ultar felt his body go a little stiff with Weed’s confident remark, but he was still one hundred percent convinced of his victory.


  ‘I’m not going to lose to a damn sculptor… Besides, he wouldn’t even be able to use undead summoning skills that’s become somewhat problematic recently, would he? Coming to a duel in the form of an orc of all things; it’s almost laughable.’


  Orcs were nothing more than a race of monsters he had slain countless times in the past, having plenty of experience in raiding their villages and fortresses.


  ‘Their main ability is to channel Fighting Spirit in order to boost the power of their comrades. Orcs may be a race of warriors, but in the current circumstances, he won’t even be able to gain any advantage from their racial strength.’


  Orcs could grow in strength over a short span of time, but Ultar thought no matter how strong one may become, an orc would never be anything more than an orc. They may possess superior muscle power and highly robust physique, but since they lacked the ability to use various skills in combat, their limitations became increasingly apparent as their level grew. Their great size could also be another weakness, as it gave plenty of space for an opponent to attack. On top of all that, Weed didn’t even bother arming himself with proper equipment after he transformed into this orc. He was wearing some shabby looking orc armor that looked like he had picked it up somewhere, and its mediocre quality couldn’t even be compared to that of the Armor of Mother Earth he had borrowed from his friend.


  ‘He must have underestimated me; how absurd. I will prove to you that there are a lot of people in the Hermes Guild other than Bard Ray who are more than capable of defeating you, Weed.’


  Truth was, Ultar had no idea what kind of thought was on Weed’s mind presently as he stepped forward to begin the duel.


  ‘That crossbow looks pretty expensive. And all of his other gears look far from cheap. Excellent.’


  ‘I will win this no matter what. I will be the one to kill you, Weed!’


  ***


  “Tsk, tsk.”


  At this very moment, an innumerable number of users were focusing their attention on the single combat between Weed and Ultar.


  Yoo Byung Jun was also watching this fight through his monitor, as Weed was one of the contenders who might unite Royal Road and succeed his entire legacy.


  “Ultar. Who the heck is this guy?”


  – He is a user currently ranked 77th in terms of player level, and 124th by combat strength.


  What the AI Versailles said was very different from what was known to the general public. Ultar’s rank by level was commonly said to be around 23rd in the whole game, but in fact this ranking did not take into account the silently active users whose profiles were not public. Even though the Hermes Guild was currently monopolizing quests and hunting grounds in the Central Continent, there were still many users living in the obscure corners of this land. Some users had long hunted in labyrinths unknown to the rest of the world, and others stayed secretly in forbidden grounds.


  The Dark Gamers, to whom Royal Road was a way of earning money, naturally had non-public profiles, cooperating with each other in private. They grew in power, exchanging goods and information on black markets. As Royal Road was their job, they maintained a secret life and avoided the eyes of the Hermes Guild. There were also other users in the Northern, Eastern and Southern regions who had grown their strength in seclusion, diligently and persistently building up their skills despite many obstacles. It was partly due to the redoubtable power of such users that the reign of the Haven Empire eventually became unstable even though it looked so absolute from outside.


  Yoo Byung Jun found himself getting irritated by the sight of Ultar, so full of confidence with his long sword and crossbow in each hand.


  “Does this one seriously think he’s going to win?”


  – Inferring from his gaze, expression and the emotions in his voice, it is estimated that he is about 98.4% convinced of his victory.


  “What a stripling.”


  He could not hold back a sigh, seeing the whole situation. Since Yoo Byung Jun had long been closely monitoring Weed’s adventures, he was even better acquainted with Weed’s darker secrets than the companions around him such as Pale.


  “This is Sculptural Transformation, for starters. And he chose to transform into none other than Karichwi the Orc…”


  He knew that one must be ready to get suspicious of any move Weed makes. He might have opted to change into the popular orc in order to excite the crowd. Or it was also quite probable that he did it because of the food advertising deals he had recently made using this character Karichwi.


  Ramyun, pizza and chicken ads!


  He had free-handedly entered into contract with three different franchises at the same time. The advertisements showed Karichwi eating the said food with relish, and he was to receive some bonus payment depending on the increase in sales. As the making of these ads had to take place in Royal Road he also did the cooking himself, and the sight of him enjoying the food with great enthusiasm was said to make the advertisers shout “Jackpot!”


  ‘Weed would never miss such an opportunity.’


  However, one still could not say they knew Weed well if they thought he only chose to assume the form of the orc for commercial purpose.


  ‘This sly bastard always aims for AT LEAST two birds with one stone, maybe more.’


  He wasn’t entirely confident, but he still had an inkling of what Weed’s true intention was. When a person temporarily changes their race into something optimal for physical combat like Karichwi the Orc, their stats also changes accordingly. The wide assortment of different stats possessed by this jack of all trades will reorganize themselves, focusing on Strength and Dexterity. Weed was perfectly aware of the new size, center of mass and even various racial characteristics of his new form, and knew how to make use of them.


  ‘That’s why you shouldn’t dismiss him as just another orc. He will be in a completely different league from all other orcs you have possibly faced until now.’


  And this was not the end of Weed’s hidden tricks.


  There were several different blessings from the God of Fighting that still had a little bit of duration left after he received them on the Path of Struggle: Swordsman’s Flourish, Unyielding Fighter, Unmatched Physique and Piercing Blade. The effect of the ordinary blessings given from priests could not compare with those bestowed directly by the God of Fighting himself. And Gloves of Dimension Door which he had earned as a reward after completing the quest in the Palrangka War were another critical factor. He will flash from place to place in the blink of an eye, and his attacks will jump over the boundaries of space to hit from unexpected directions. Granted, it was quite a difficult combat style to master and Weed had not had a chance to practice it yet, but one would be wise to take into account his adaptiveness that could match a cockroach.


  ‘He will make an excellent use of it. Most probably.’


  On the other hand, Ultar had stubbornly stuck to using a sword and a crossbow and that made his fighting style rather inflexible.


  ‘Sure, it would be quite effective for getting on the nerves of the opponent and distracting them, but there’s no way it will work on Weed.’


  Ultar was wearing the Armor of Mother Earth that he’d borrowed, but it would be making too simple of an assumption to think that taking less damage from the hits would make you win the fight.


  ‘Worst of all, that’s still not everything he’s got up his sleeve.’


  Weed’s undead summoning skill was presently at Intermediate 8 level. While it was unlikely that he would conjure up things like Doom Knights in the middle of a duel, there were various other skills he could make use of.


  Leeching Hand.


  This Necromancer skill with a name that sounded like it was right up Weed’s alley could be learned when one’s undead summoning reached Intermediate 8 level. A skill that steals part of the opponent’s Life Force and Stamina whenever the user successfully makes an attack or defend! It was a spell recorded in Bar Khan’s spell tome, and naturally Weed had already studied it. Although it hadn’t been long since he first learned Leeching Hand, but even a skill at its 1st level was better than nothing. More importantly, being able to constantly absorb the opponent’s Life Force in a duel could be a tremendous advantage.


  “Weed has so many different tricks hidden behind his back… And this idiot is being all confident just because he’s got a crossbow and some decent armor.”


  Yoo Byung Jun wanted to see Weed having some real struggle, but it seemed that would not be the case here. Ultar was nothing more than an extra character that would be used to help make Weed shine even more.


  “The real problems will be the Summon Flaming Meteor spell and the Alkin disease.”


  For this war, the odds of the Hermes Guild seizing their victory seemed extremely high. As many as 20 different Legions were carrying out their swift assaults, slaughtering the users who had sided with the Arpen Kingdom. Even if they succeed in driving back the charging Imperial Army through some difficult means, time was on the Hermes Guild’s side.


  “When those meteors strike again, there will be another mass killing. Weed might manage to evade the impact somehow, but many of his followers will die.”


  The more high-level users concentrate on one spot, the easier it would be for the Hermes Guild to wipe them all out in one go.


  “An infectious plague, is it…? Everyone shall perish if this Alkin disease is not stopped. And that will eventually lead to the Arpen Kingdom’s defeat in this battle.”


  Yoo Byung Jun asked Versailles:


  “By the way, what exactly is this Alkin disease?”


  – It is a contagion crafted by the combination of alchemical technique and a hex. It was sealed under a red rock for 374 years after its creation, until it was discovered by an expedition team sent by the Hermes Guild.


  “And the danger level?”


  – Extreme, possessing a very high rate of infection. It is estimated that at least 86% of the users assembled in the Garnav Plain will contract the disease in 35 hours.


  The Alkin disease was truly horrible. With the battle raging on in the Arpen Kingdom’s camp, it was difficult to even properly assess the accurate amount of damage.


  “Then it would be pretty much impossible to stop the spreading infection.”


  At last, Yoo Byung Jun became convinced: this time, he would finally witness Weed’s failure!


  He did think that Weed would be a better choice than Bard Ray as his successor. Still, it wouldn’t hurt to let people see him fail just for once, rather than always being successful at everything.


  “This war will most certainly end with Weed’s defeat. No matter what kind of trick he might come up with.”


  Yoo Byung Jun was muttering this to himself, but the friendly AI responded nonetheless.


  – Shall I calculate the probability of winning for both sides?


  “No, don’t.”


  It would suck all the fun out of this war, just like stumbling into a spoiler for the ending of a movie you have long been looking forward to. For now, what made him uneasy the most was this unexplainable hunch that told him Weed would somehow find a way to win once more, despite all the disadvantages.


  ***


  “Kill! Kill him, kill!”


  “Weed the God of War will be victorious!”


  “Ultar, show him the power of the Hermes Guild.”


  “Finish it with a single blow!”


  “Weed! Weed! Weed!”


  The wild shouts and cheers from the crowd could be heard everywhere. Those who supported Weed outnumbered the opposing side by more than a hundredfold, but the crowd’s support was not a very important factor in a duel.


  Karichwi the Orc!


  Ultar!


  They prowled round and round in a circle, staring intensely at each other. Both of them were running meticulous calculations inside their heads, deciding how they should begin the fight.


  *Schhwaff!*


  Ultar was the first one to attack; he lunged forward suddenly, taking a shot with his crossbow.


  *Clang!*


  Weed deflected the bolt by jerking his sword slightly, but he could feel the heavy impact made by it.


  ‘This amount of power means that that crossbow has some bonus stats like extra punch, penetrating shot and knockback effect on top of its high damage.’


  Crossbows usually came with weaknesses such as slow reloading speed and inability to make quick consecutive shots. However, this crossbow which Ultar was holding could shoot Mana Arrows, and even reloaded itself automatically. It had none of the common weaknesses of ordinary crossbows; it was a weapon that could be used freely even from a close distance.


  ‘It must be really expensive.’


  Ultar approached Karichwi’s huge body from the right side. The direction of the attack would fall in the blind spot for the slow orc. Judging by the fact that his sword was shining with brilliant light, he must have used some kind of skill that boosted his attack power as well.


  ‘Not a chance.’


  Weed began to rush forward in the same direction, swinging his arms lightly. Instead of a glaive commonly used by orcs, the Loa Sword that looked as slim as a chopstick sheared the air.


  *Claaaaaanggg!*


  The moment their blades clashed, Ultar felt his wrist snap from the terrible impact. It was an exchange of blows between two swords, yet it felt as if his arm and shoulder were about to fall off.


  


  < A powerful impact!


  Your Life Force has been reduced by 3,487 points.


  The durability of your sword has been reduced by 1 point. >


  


  Ultar had never seen his weapon’s durability go down during a fight, as it normally happened only when there was a severe gap between the levels of the two opponents.


  It was truly an overwhelming force beyond imagination!


  ‘An orc has a skill that can exert this much power?’


  As one of his many tricks, Weed had turned all of his Art stats into Strength using Sculptural Destruction skill. The great force with which he swung his sword formed only the basis of this attack; his natural shift in weight as well as the movements of his shoulders and waist all resulted in such a great impact.


  “Haah! Orc Triple Smash!”


  Weed made another attack, kind enough to shout out the skill name loudly. The attack consisted of three successive swings with increasing speed, and the last blow even had an effect of stunning the target.


  “Damn it.”


  Ultar retreated hurriedly, swinging his sword and shooting another bolt.


  *Clinkyclang!*


  He only managed to dodge out of Weed’s reach after deflecting the first two swings, and a chill was running down his spine from such an unexpected attack.


  Weed held out his muscle-covered left hand that was as good as any lethal weapon.


  *Snap snap.*


  He jerked his fingers inward, making a gesture that invited his opponent to attack this time; their duel had only just begun.


  Chapter 4 – The Fight of Karichwi the Orc (Part 4)


  


  After the first exchange of blows ended in a huge failure on his part, Ultar immediately changed his strategy.


  ‘No point in trying to match the brute force of an Orc. That’s not what I’d intended in the first place, either. That first attack was just to estimate his base capacity; now I’ll focus on my skills rather than strength.’


  When fighting against an opponent with such overwhelming strength, he would have to use speed and sophisticated skills to ensure victory, even though they were engaged in a close combat. He would confuse the enemy and shoot his crossbow when an opportunity presented itself, just like how he had dealt with numerous other users before. The enchanted bolts that inflicted the paralyzed, stunned and poisoned statuses upon the target could dramatically reduce the opponent’s combat capacity just by grazing against them.


  “Mana Sword!”


  A secret sword skill… Ultar summoned a blade and sent it flying in the air. Out of all the combat skills, this one boasted the highest utility.


  “Sword of Blood Mist!”


  This was not a secret skill, but it enabled the user to attack while shrouded in a fog in exchange for a small amount of Life Force.


  Ultar’s body vanished, engulfed in blood-red mist. Generally, people would be seized by fear and confusion when their enemy suddenly disappears out of sight.


  *Swing swing!*


  But Weed waited, spinning the Loa Sword in his hand like a toy.


  ‘You may not realize it, but I can never lose as long as I’m wearing the form of Karichwi the Orc.’


  Had he been in his normal human shape, he might have been willing to risk just a little bit of disadvantage in this fight, but considering all the ad sales and character-related business involving Karichwi the Orc, any possibility of defeat is absolutely out of the question!


  ‘I must subdue him with overwhelming power.’


  Weed merely continued waiting, calm as ever. A few seconds passed in silence. Ultar felt confident that his opponent was tricked by his tactics.


  “Take this, this is the Sword Art of Gelk!”


  From the blood colored mist emerged swords that looked blurred like afterimage, flying directly at Weed. Gelk’s sword technique consumed a lot of Mana, but enabled the sword attacks to reach anywhere within 10 meters of radius.


  *Shhhhhiick!*


  The Mana Sword also soared right towards Weed like an arrow shot.


  “Tchwichwichwiit.”


  Weed deflected The ManaSword first with the Loa Sword he had been flipping in his hand like a plaything.


  *Claaang!*


  Having blocked the incoming blow with a single swing, he further dodged Gelk’s swords by taking a step sideways while leaning his upper body back in a fluid movement.


  *Schhwaff!*


  At that instant, a bolt was released from Ultar’s crossbow, flying almost three times faster than the last one he shot.


  ‘It’s going to hit the mark for sure. This is my chance.’


  Ultar expected the bolt to strike directly into the terrible bulk that was the body of the Orc. Indeed, the bolt was flying so fast it was hardly visible, and Weed wasn’t showing any sign of movement to dodge or block it.


  But then Weed took another big step to the side, and vanished into thin air.


  “…!”


  Ultar dived sideways, following the instinct of his body. An ominous hunch dawned on him even if he was cloaking behind a 3-meter-radius fog of blood.


  *Ssssschweeep!*


  The moment he dropped to the ground, the Loa Sword swept the spot where he’d been a split second ago in a great arc. Had he been just a little slower the blade would have hit him squarely, but Ultar had quick reflex thanks to plenty of combat experience.


  “Pretty good. Tsschwick!”


  Weed continued swinging his sword as he stepped forward this time. He was perfectly aware of Ultar’s position despite the fact his enemy was obscured by the blood mist.


  The sound of the footsteps and the hint of the presence that left its trail whenever his target dodged his blade.


  Even the way he wielded his sword was to force the opponent into one direction, as if he was hunting a rabbit and cornering his quarry.


  “Damn…!”


  Ultar tried to stand his ground, dodging and blocking.


  


  < By the enemy’s overwhelming force, the Durability of the Deghor Sword has been reduced by 3 points.


  Additional damage!


  Despite blocking the attack, your Life Force has taken 3,492 points of damage. >


  


  Due to the Orc’s fearsome attack power, Ultar kept losing his Life Force even as he was deflecting the blows. For a short moment he considered taking out a shield instead of using a crossbow, but something told him that he wouldn’t be able to do anything other than blocking until the end of the fight if he did. Still, the Mana Sword, the blade summoned by his secret skill, was presently soaring through the air and aiming at Weed’s head.


  ‘In just a moment… It will be your turn to dodge or block.’


  Now the Mana Sword was a second away from piercing through the Orc’s head.


  ‘Maybe he hasn’t even noticed at all? Yes, he’s being careless! Then I’ll make a counterattack the moment he gets hit.’


  However, immediately before the sword stroke him, Weed vanished again and reappeared right behind Ultar.


  ‘What the heck is this?!’


  He wasn’t even using any skills, but somehow he teleported himself through space without any prior sign. As Ultar did not know about the Gloves of Dimension Door Weed had received from Batalli the God of Fighting, he was naturally feeling quite puzzled.


  Putting his trust in the power of instinct again, Ultar rolled forward, but Weed reemerged in front of him as he did so.


  *Whoooong!*


  Weed swung his Loa Sword upwards like a golf club, and the blade rammed right into Ultar’s body, hard.


  “Kuuerrgh!”


  


  < A fierce strike!


  The impact of the terrible blow runs through your body.


  Life Force reduced by 53,481 points!


  The Armor of Mother Earth prevented all negative status effects from being inflicted on your body.


  Your maximum Stamina has been reduced by 6%.


  The self-recovering ability of your body has been diminished. >


  


  He didn’t even have enough time to read all the message windows popping up in a flash. Ultar’s body was thrown into the air more than 40 meters above the ground, drawing a beautiful parabola.


  “Chhhwick!”


  Weed also kicked the ground hard and made a great jump. The sight of Karichwi’s massive body shooting upwards to chase after his prey gave a tremendously intimidating impression to those who beheld it.


  As he was flying in the sky, Weed gripped the Loa Sword with both hands like one would grip an axe to chop something.


  “N-nooo!”


  While spinning around and around dizzily in midair, Ultar saw what was happening in front of his eyes and panicked. Weed making such a pose in the form of Karichwi the Orc was terrifying beyond measure.


  “Uuuughh…”


  “Squeal!”


  The observing crowd also felt their palms sweating. The Hermes Guild users could only gape in horror. The moment lasted less than a second, but surely, what could possibly be scarier than this?


  “Mercy, just this once…”


  Out of sheer fear, Ultar said before he could stop himself.


  He might as well have begged a wall to spare him.


  Weed’s cold gaze had already scanned through every single piece of equipment and jewelry covering Ultar’s entire body.


  “Die and leave your items behind.”


  “W-what?”


  In the hands of Karichwi the Orc, the Loa Sword smashed Ultar in one mighty blow.


  *Crrrrruuuunchh!*


  So powerful was the impact of the strike, a gruesome sound reverberated throughout the plain.


  ***


  Geomchi and Geomchi2 were leading the desert warriors.


  “Kuhuhu. Pillage and plunder!”


  “Let’s rampage through everything here!”


  The valiant desert warriors, riding their camels with scimitars in their hands… Quite frankly, they could preserve their forces mainly because they were not one of the main targets of the Hermes Guild.


  “Master, we have come.”


  “Yes, follow us.”


  With Geomchi6 and the rest of the Geomchi members as well as their trainees having joined them, they began their march, heading to the nearest Imperial Army’s location.


  “I don’t see Geomchi3 and a few others here.”


  “Apparently they were hit by the meteors while having some barbeque.”


  “Dead?”


  “No. Just hurt a little. They say their skin was all sizzling and burning.”


  “Sounds like a fun experience. Shame I wasn’t there. I used to play with fire a lot with some industrial alcohol back when I was yet to grow up and become more sensible.”


  “Have you ever tried stacking some car tires and burning them? Playing with fire in a junkyard can be really fun.”


  “Childhood memories are beautiful things.”


  The news of Weed fighting Ultar, the commander of the 11th Legion, reached Geomchi and his trainers and pupils. They decided to watch the duel with the crystal balls some of the users took out.


  “Looks fun.”


  “Fighting as such a stalwart-looking Orc… It seems our Little One sure knows how to make a combat enjoyable.”


  “Yes. I wish we were able to fight in such a gorgeous form, too.”


  Geomchi, the trainers and pupils were not worried about Weed in the slightest. They had taught him through countless number of fights during his days in the Dojang. All the experience engraved both in his body and mind enabled him to exert his full potential even in Royal Road. Losing because of the insurmountable discrepancy in level or skills is something that can’t be helped; however, given the two opponents were at similar level, Weed could overwhelm the other with his acumen and competence as a fighter. Even Geomchi himself acknowledged Weed’s ability to use skills, make quick decisions, and attack his enemy through psychological and other various ways. On top of the foundation of his strong basic skills, he was also good at using unconventional means in combat, as well as showing great capacity in head-to-head contest.


  “Give everyone some baked potatoes or something. Let’s have some nibbles while we watch.”


  “Yes, Master. I’m not sure he will give us enough time to eat anything, though.”


  And then Weed and Ultar began the duel. The audience was expecting to watch them with their palms sweating with excitement, but before long Ultar took a mighty hit. Once his attack landed the first blow soon after the start of the combat, Karichwi the Orc was beating up his opponent senseless until people were almost feeling sorry for the guy. A brief moment of opening was all it took; Weed latched onto it and before Ultar even had time to pull himself together after the powerful first strike, he began to clobber him in all sorts of ways. If Weed used big flashy skills in between his blows it would at least give Ultar a little time until the skills take effect, but he just kept on attacking relentlessly without allowing any time to catch a breath.


  Geomchi clicked his tongue.


  “I expected as much… But our Youngest hasn’t much experience in beating up people; he’s being quite clumsy.”


  Geomchi2 nodded in agreement.


  “A lot of small blows like that just make him look excessively aggressive. He could use some cleanliness in his style.”


  “Well, it does make for a great scene. We used to fight like that when we were young, didn’t we?”


  “Yes, such precious memories.”


  “What a wonderful life we had.”


  With their glorious past now only remaining in their hearts as fond reminiscences, they continued watching Weed’s fight in silence.


  “Weed-nim is winning!”


  “Hooray!”


  The crowd cheered loudly at the sight of Weed’s overpowering display.


  ***


  “Kuhehehe. He won, just as I thought.”


  Steiner the Bandit King.


  Having been active in the regions of the Haven Empire, he had come to the Garnav Plain with a lot of his bandit henchmen.


  “Wow. That is amazing.”


  “Some monstrous skills he’s got.”


  The bandits watching the fight through crystal balls all made impressed remarks.


  Thief was a class option that was commonly available to users, but Bandit as a profession was first discovered by Steiner. Having mountains as their main active regions, possessing adequate combat skills and getting less penalties for pillaging — it was like a mix of Ranger, Knight and Thief. The fact that you could run and improve your own mountain den like a lord with their domain was what was especially appealing about this profession.


  “We should also go and make a good haul now that we’re here, don’t you think so, chief?”


  “Hear, hear, boss!”


  The bandits under Steiner’s command were seasoned fighters, as they had resolvedly persevered through many subjugation attempts from the Haven Imperial Army. Having absorbed defeated troops and some users from the Central Continent, they prided themselves on quite a formidable legion.


  “I think the 13th Legion is located close to us.”


  “4.3 kilometers in distance. We’ll get there in no time on horseback.”


  “Is that so? Then let’s go get them.”


  Steiner and his bandit followers exchanged passionate gazes.


  “We’re bandits; let’s skip the meaningless talks about order and justice for the Versailles Continent and whatnot. We should just approach this matter with a reasonable concept on our mind: that we’re emptying their pockets because they are rich, that’s all.”


  “Agreed. Let’s get this done like only bandits can do.”


  “Let’s go and make a score!”


  ***


  “Who is fighting whom, again?”


  “Weed the God of War and Ultar are having a duel. It will be on air very soon, on any channel you might choose.”


  The members of the Hermes Guild received the sudden and unexpected news of Weed and Ultar’s duel. Lafaye and the other core members of the guild had devised detailed plans for this battle, but they had not considered a one-on-one fight scenario.


  If there was going to be a duel, all they had to do was fight and win.


  “If he can defeat Weed… Doesn’t that mean this battle will end much more quickly than we thought?”


  “And we’ve prepared so much… Still, if Ultar wins, the entire continent will be as good as conquered by our Hermes Guild.”


  The guild members all wished they had been the one to face Weed in single combat; they would have been able to have wealth, fame, everything if they won. When Ultar accepted Weed’s challenge confidently, everyone thought that was the correct and obvious decision on his part.


  *Thump thump!*


  *Crunch!*


  *Slam slam bomp bomp smack!*


  …that was, until they saw Ultar being roughed up like a ragdoll.


  “…”


  “…Whoa.”


  “That is some beating he’s taking.”


  He was being so brutally flogged all they could do was to watch it in stunned silence.


  “Don’t you normally use a sword to… stab or slash?”


  “Yet he’s swinging his to smack him with it.”


  “Maybe he’s just being nasty and humiliating Ultar like that?”


  “That’s one way to see it, but he’s not controlling his power to deliberately make his blows weaker. Ultar should be dead with that amount of beating, yet somehow he’s not.”


  “The armor he’s wearing looks pretty unique.”


  “Yeah, I think he’s not dying because of that Armor of Mother Earth.”


  Ultar was only holding up due to his enhanced physical resilience despite Weed’s merciless thumping and pounding. Even so, with the amount of blows he was taking all of his stats had been diminished and he couldn’t even dream of attempting any resistance in his current state. It might have been appropriate to call it a duel for the first brief moment, but now it had pretty much turned into a one-sided demonstration of power by Weed. The fact that Ultar’s crossbow accounted for half of his combat strength was also an important factor behind such an outcome, as the said weapon was useless when he was being cornered like this.


  Lafaye watched the fight for some time with the others and frowned.


  “Is Weed stronger than we first anticipated? Or has Ultar’s power been overestimated until now? This one fight would not affect the general tide of the battle, but…”


  The mind of the public was important. Had Ultar defeated Weed, things would have been much easier for them; on the other hand, this was not a welcome turn of events.


  ‘Nevertheless, he made a mistake by revealing his position to us and wasting time like that.’


  Lafaye sent an order to the 20th Legion to attack Weed, and also directed the magical squad to make preparations.


  “We’re going to cast Summon Flaming Meteors as soon as the spell is ready.”


  – Caddler: I presume our target will be Weed?


  “Of course. Many high-level users on the Arpen Kingdom’s side are also closely assembled in the same location, so it would be simple to wipe them all out.”


  – Caddler: Target position confirmed. Our mages are still recovering, so we’ll need about 40 minutes before we can make the next attack.


  “That is much too late. Weed might have moved to another place by then, so cut down the preparation time as much as possible; use Black Magic if needed.”


  – Caddler: That’ll put some pressure on our squad, but I’ll do as you say.


  Bard Ray was also watching Weed’s fight.


  ‘He’s strong.’


  In fact, he had watched all of Weed’s fighting and adventuring videos uploaded on the Hall of Fame or put on air by broadcasting companies.


  ‘This has once more proved that he is not someone to underestimate. However, now that I’ve learned his style of fighting, it would turn out to be very useful later.’


  He implanted Weed’s combat style deep in his mind once again as he watched the duel between Weed and Ultar. Bard Ray once fought him in the past and had long been analyzing his videos, and he became increasingly convinced that Weed was truly a formidable enemy.


  ‘If we come to fight each other again, I’d better make use of my advantages and finish it quickly: maintain distance, use my powerful skills. Even when I have to face him in close range, if I make a counterattack with something that can pack a punch, it could make an opening for me.’


  The Emperor of the Haven Empire and the King of the Arpen Kingdom!


  A chance for them to directly face each other in a duel would be hard to come by, but Bard Ray was eagerly awaiting it. Something felt missing in the idea of uniting the continent using only the military power of the Empire. Bard Ray wanted to beat Weed with his own hands, the person who had long been called his rival and had risen to even greater fame recently.


  ‘If you manage to stay alive until you meet me, I’ll make it well worth of all your effort and preparation.’


  Chapter 5 – A Knight for Wy-3 (Part 1)


  


  As befitting of his status as the commander of the 11th Legion, Ultar did not give up until the end. Even after he was thrown harshly into the ground, he got up to his feet again, seeking a chance for a counterattack.


  “Rushing Flashlights.”


  He used a skill which fired three flashes of light which went in straight lines for 10 meters. Ultar wasn’t counted as one of the strongest members of the Hermes Guild for nothing, and his use of skills as well as the angles from which he made the attacks were indeed sharp and shrewd. Such technique would make it difficult for a hulking Orc to dodge out of the way. Weed raised his Loa Sword.


  “Moonlight Sculpting Blade!”


  Although he could use various other sword skills, this was the one he was most accustomed to and, more importantly, one that was useful for blocking skills like Rushing Flashlights. He was wielding the sword with the body of Karichwi the Orc, but it moved swiftly and fluidly. As he conjured up gleaming light and blocked the incoming attacks with just the right speed, the flashes sent by Ultar were bounced off without dealing any damage to their target.


  “Tssscchwiick!”


  Immediately after he deflected the attack, Weed kicked the ground and charged forward. The muscular, menacing Orc looked terrifying beyond measure as he was running furiously, closing in right in front of Ultar’s eyes like a runaway train. The mere sight of this could be considered merciless visual violence!


  “Yiiiikes!”


  Many different skills flashed through Ultar’s mind. Among them were some high-efficiency defense skills, but he could not win this fight just by blocking.


  ‘Hammer of Gargon!’


  Ultar decided to take a gamble. This skill would turn the entire area within an 8-meter radius into a chaotic mess, causing lightning bolts and falling rocks the moment he stroke the ground with his blade.


  “Take this!”


  But as soon as Ultar had raised his sword high in the air, Weed had been on his guard. A few possible skills had crossed his mind, and he had come to a firm conclusion after he saw the lightning energy gathering at the tip of his blade.


  ‘That’s Hammer of Gargon. So that’s another skill he’s learned!’


  As soon as Weed identified the skill, he took action.


  “Sword Cloning Skill!”


  A Secret Skill of swordsmanship demonstrated by an Orc!


  *Thud thud thud thud!*


  No less than 50 Karichwis were now swarming towards him, making the ground shake.


  “Eeeek!”


  Ultar swung down his sword; thunderbolts and boulders struck the earth as the skill came into effect. Some of Weed’s clones evaporated on the spot as they were hit with the skill’s effect all over their bodies, but others smashed the falling rocks to pieces with their swords. Some Orcs were jumping and screaming to attract Ultar’s attention.


  “Come out this moment!”


  Ultar cried out in rage and wariness, but Weed had already launched himself into a Dimension Door. Passing through three portals in succession, he managed to land right next to Ultar.


  “You make a pretty fine punching bag, so let me punch you some more.”


  Because he had been staring in front of him, Ultar hadn’t even noticed Weed’s presence until he spoke.


  “Y-you!”


  Ultar was completely baffled. He had experienced plenty of battles against monsters and other users, but against this particular foe, his usual tricks such as keeping the enemy at bay with his crossbow didn’t seem to have any point at all. Weed kept moving at an incredible speed in combat, and his movements were unpredictable. He focused his attacks precisely on Ultar’s weak points, and Ultar felt like he was being helplessly swept off by the enemy’s pace.


  ‘Blade Slash!’


  Ultar swung his sword instinctively, but Weed stretched out his bulky Orc’s leg as flexibly as a ballerina and kicked Ultar’s wrist out of the way.


  “Kuuargh!”


  Then he further closed in to place his body right next to Ultar’s and hit his side with quick, successive jabs from his elbow. Each strike packed a punch so incredibly strong it felt it could crush a boulder.


  *Smaaaash!*


  Weed was a jack-of-all-trades, but he was not professionally trained in fist fighting. Still, any blow dealt by him in his current form as Karichwi the Orc was bound to hurt. Weed grabbed Ultar’s throat as his body was pushed back by the difference in strength and weight.


  “Chuuurrr!”


  He stepped forward, stuck out his leg to trip Ultar up and make him lose balance, then flipped the terrified man’s whole body in a circle as lightly as one would handle a rag doll before smashing him into the ground.


  *Baaaaaaaam!*


  An explosive sound came out from Ultar’s body as he made contact with the earth.


  


  < Ferocious Strength has taken effect.


  An attack that diminishes target’s Stamina!


  The damage dealt to the opponent increases by 7.8 times. >


  


  Thanks to the Sculptural Destruction skill converting all of his Art stat to Strength, his physical attacks exerted tremendous force, yet Weed was still not done. Before anyone knew, he raised the Loa Sword above his head.


  “Just a bit more. Heraim Fencing!”


  Quite unlike how he had fought the enemies on the Path of Struggle with all those flashy and splendid moves, he was now intent on doing nothing but strike him down over and over again.


  “God damn it! Activate the Armor of Mother Earth.”


  Roots and vines began to spring forth from the armor Ultar was wearing, wrapping his body. He had activated the effect that reduces the damage taken by a whopping 87.4% for ten minutes, but the outcome was devastating.


  *Smaaaackk!*


  He needed to take a lot of hits to die, so he kept taking hits.


  Ultar scrambled to his feet and attempted to counterattack a few times, but Weed’s motions were fast and fluid despite his massive size as an Orc. He didn’t move more than it was necessary, but occasionally exerted explosive speed, making full use of his ability to manipulate space as he jumped through Dimension Doors. Ultar could almost feel his very soul leaving his body with the relentless chain attacks Weed was inflicting upon him. He took another blow, and another, and another.


  “You’re not going to…”


  “It’s not over yet!”


  “This fight has only just begun.”


  As Ultar was driven into a corner, he became increasingly reliant on big and powerful skills that could turn the table. And Weed was handling him perfectly, like a hunter chasing a rabbit into a dead end. In the end, as countless users were watching through the broadcast, Ultar met his demise.


  


  < The Slayer from the Far Land, Ultar was killed in the duel.


  The notorious lord of the Bonnem Castle has perished.


  Your combat accomplishment has resulted in an increase of your Strength stat by 2 points.


  Your Fame has increased by 4,391 points. >


  


  An overwhelming victory!


  Weed let out a fierce roar, as Orcs do when they win a battle.


  – Huuuaaaaaaaahh!


  All the users who were monitoring the duel also raised a big shout. Their cries and cheers filled the whole Garnav Plain with tumultuous noises.


  And while every user and broadcasting company were focusing on Karichwi’s face…


  – Sssscchwiick!


  Weed’s hands moved faster than eyes could follow, collecting the spoils of the fight.


   


  


  < A looted item: You have obtained the Armor of Mother Earth. >


  


  The Armor of Mother Earth!


  A holy relic of Minne, the Goddess of Earth, the armor which Ultar had borrowed from a friend for this fight, was dropped as loot. Weed felt his jaw drop as he read the message window.


  ‘What is this, jackpot?! No. This can’t be true. My luck just wouldn’t allow something like this.’


  He was suspicious at first, but the metallic touch at his fingertips was telling him it was real. The sleek, yet reliably heavy and clean texture of a luxurious item!


  ‘My rotten luck has finally turned around for once.’


  Ultar’s ill reputation on top of the fact that he had been branded a murderer led him to lose the precious armor.


  ‘I should make good use of it.’


  It would be perfectly fine to take possession of any normal looted item claimed from a fallen enemy, but since this was a holy relic of the Church of Earth, it would be better to return it… someday… eventually… like a corrupt company delays the payment to their subcontractors making various excuses.


  ‘I’ll just take good care of it, and return it in my own time. A very long time, that is.’


  Satisfied with the spoils, Weed let out a Lion’s Roar.


  – Advance. Chhwick!


  ***


  “Let us join the fight, too!”


  Oberon, the lord of the Vent Castle!


  Ever since the days when he led the Frozen Roses Guild, he had gained popularity and the trust of the public, and currently there were more than tens of thousands of users following him.


  Oberon had always put much effort to promote the development, stabilization and expansion of the local region governed by the Vent Castle. He was also often seen personally going to the rescue of novice users trapped in dungeons, which led to his high reputation. Moreover, this was the Garnav Plain: lord, castellan, or captain of a local militia from the Arpen Kingdom; no matter what kind of position you had, all you had to do was raise a flag and people would flock like clouds.


  “Oberon is here, and I say: we will go and join the fight!”


  Oberon shouted out using a Warrior’s skill called War Cry of Retaliation. Soon, users with torches in their hands began to gather around him from all directions.


  “Let’s fight!”


  “300 warriors of the Chicken Porridge group, reporting for duty.”


  “Hooray for Oberon!”


  “There’re some Clam Porridge squad members here, too; but what does it matter what groups we belong to? We’re going to the battle!”


  “Three high-level Mages available here. Would there be room for us too?”


  Users in the nearby areas responded first, but the news spread to the far distance in no time and more users began to band together under Oberon’s banner. It was impossible to know their exact number due to the hour of the night, but it could be guessed that there were a lot of people who were on this together.


  Oberon let out another war cry.


  “The enemy located near here is the 12th Legion of the Haven Imperial Army. We’re going to attack them.”


  “Yes, sir!”


  Oberon directed his troops to advance. They were further gaining in size as they encountered numerous Northern users on the way, and finally came upon the 12th Legion, led by Grenol.


  “Whew.”


  “They sure look majestic.”


  The magical chariots in the Empire’s camp were illuminating the surrounding areas. Driven by 8 horses, it had the effect of magically increasing one’s speed and endurance as well as decreasing any physical damage. Each chariot was manned with Knights, advancing as they slaughtered the Northern users with their spears. Archers and Mages of the 12th Legion were destroying the whole battlefield with ranged attacks, and the Hermes Guild members were running amok as well. Each of them had levels ranging from late 400s to 500s, so they were wiping out tens of users with a single skill like it was nothing. Those who were facing the Hermes Guild for the first time felt their body freeze with terror.


  “Here are our targets!”


  The large crowd following the lead of Oberon rushed straight in and attacked the 12th Legion from the side. Grenol, the Legion Commander and a Mage, watched this using a spell called Owl’s Eyes which gave him night vision.


  “Ridiculous. Trying to fight us with those weaklings…”


  A considerable number of users Oberon had brought with him didn’t even know how to fight. They rushed in, crashed their bodies against the magical chariots and disappeared as grey shades.


  “And they call this a human wave strategy? This is just filling their numbers with useless rabble.”


  Grenol recalled his past battles during the days when the Empire was conquering the Central Continents. His level was lower than now, but he still had many a well-matched fight against the elite members of the other prestigious guilds. The victory was always theirs in the end, but the possibility of getting killed in battle at any minute kept up his tension.


  “Such a sub-par standard, just as I saw in the videos.”


  Grenol cast a few area-of-effect spells and aimed them at the assaulting crowd. As fire and wind spells were combined, a great wave of flames swept the users away. Just as Grenol was about to turn his gaze, assuming it would be enough to forestall the enemy,


  “Grenol!”


  He heard a loud voice.


  Startled, Grenol looked at the ground where his spells had been cast.


  A short Dwarf Warrior, his entire body burning in fire!


  Oberon was running right at him in a straight line, penetrating through his magical spell. The Imperial troops and a few Hermes Guild users tried to stop him, but they were all knocked out by the Dwarf’s axe and shield bash. At that instant, Grenol remembered the name of the Dwarf Warrior once famous.


  “You are Oberon!”


  In the past he had been a widely-known user, one of the top 80 strongest players in Royal Road. The guild had forgotten about him after the Haven Empire took control over the Central Continent, and now he made his appearance again, right here.


  “Kill him.”


  Still, with a distance of 200 meters between them, Grenol thought the Hermes Guild members would take care of him somehow. There were ten thousand guild members belonging to the 12th Legion, and even though most of them were fighting in the frontline, at least a hundred were currently present around Oberon’s position. Spirit and Arcane magical attacks flew in the air, all targeting Oberon.


  “Upstream Wind!”


  A skill that improved a Warrior’s speed and evasion came to effect.


  A small-sized Dwarf Warrior!


  Oberon ran and swerved in a zigzag, avoiding all the incoming attacks ridiculously narrowly. The spells that missed him went on to hit the Imperial Army nearby. Magical chariots were knocked over, and the ground exploded.


  “Don’t worry. We’ll stop him.”


  The Hermes Guild members specialized in close range combat, who were given the role of guarding the Legion Commander, said confidently. They were almost glad to find out the person they were going to fight was Oberon.


  “Still, coming all the way here alone… He’s running to his own grave.”


  “Let’s trap him in a circle. We mustn’t miss him when he tries to flee.”


  Oberon was but one person, and they were many. They hadn’t expected any exciting battle since they were appointed as the commander’s escorts, but killing a famous user who is also a lord of a castle in the Arpen Kingdom would certainly be something to boast about.


  “Throw Millearm!”


  At that moment, an axe flew out of Oberon’s hand. It was becoming about hundreds of times larger as it was spinning and flying in the air with a ferocious speed.


  “A Secret Skill of Axe Wielding?!”


  “Use defense skills!”


  An incredible axe-throwing skill!


  The now-enormous axe struck the ground, targeting Grenol’s position. Five of the Mages and Shamans among the Hermes Guild members were killed in the attack, but otherwise the damage was not huge.


  “…!”


  However, Grenol had seen it — the sight of Oberon making his way through the guild members guarding him! The escorts also noticed it belatedly and tried to strike at him, but Oberon had already rushed past them swiftly while they were blocking his earlier attacks.


  “The Ascending Wing-“


  Grenol attempted to run away using a flying spell, as he would be at a disadvantage in close range.


  “Nobody can escape from my combat zone! Pulling Shackles!”


  A Warrior-class skill, it blocked the enemy from fleeing or moving to other locations. Affected by Oberon’s Shackles, Grenol’s flying spell was cancelled.


  “Such recklessness…!”


  Grenol thought Oberon was being quite stupid, rushing in like this without even checking his surroundings first. Even if he managed to kill Grenol, he would soon meet the same fate through the hands of the other Hermes Guild members.


  Oberon took out a dagger and stabbed Grenol. It was enough to take the life of a Mage, with their weak physical Toughness and Life Force. Oberon grinned widely as he watched Grenol’s body turn grey and disappear.


  “My skills haven’t gone too rusty, seeing that I killed the head of an Imperial Legion.”


  A Hermes Guild user standing right next to him yelled.


  “Idiot. Aren’t you the captain of those people you’ve brought with you?”


  The crowd that Oberon had led to the battle was still engaging the 12th Legion. The legion certainly possessed superior combat technique, but some brave users had climbed onto the chariots and kept fighting. The Hermes Guild members simply could not understand why the enemy captain had barged in deep into their ranks alone when he had the entire army he needed to lead.


  But Oberon had no regrets.


  “They don’t need any directions from me. We’re just going to fight, however we want. That’s what each and every one of us is here for.”


  Someone among the Hermes Guild members spoke out.


  “Still, don’t you feel it’s a bit wasteful to die here like this?”


  “No. There are many more people out there just like me. It’s you lot who’re going to face hell itself.”


  Chapter 5 – A Knight for Wy-3 (Part 2)


  


  – Krrrararararahh!


  With Bingryong at their lead, the wyverns were hovering around the distant sky. The sculptural creatures had not joined in the battle and were presently on standby, because of Weed’s order. They were told to patrol around from afar, keeping watch, as they could be slaughtered by a large-scale spell if they stepped in too rashly.


  “Why are we so weak?”


  “I want to go and fight.”


  “We must wait. Our master is trying to keep us from harm.”


  Phoenix, Fire Giant, Death Worm, Imugi, King Hydra, White Tiger, Nile, Yellowy, Gold Man and so on. Weed’s living sculptures gathered together here wished they could fight in the battle with everyone.


  “I want to do something.”


  “I have nine heads; I should be allowed to fight.”


  “Not when there are so many humans crowding in one place; you would kill some good humans.”


  As the sculptural creatures were chattering among themselves.


  – Something is getting closer.


  Bingryong twisted his body towards the southern sky. With his instinct, typical of a large flying creature, he sensed a strong presence approaching from the distance.


  – Everyone get ready for combat.


  Bingryong soared higher into the air, and the wyverns scattered to their respective positions. Phoenix and Fire Giant, who possessed particularly superior combat power among the sculptural creatures, prepared themselves for fighting together. Death Worm burrowed into the ground, and King Hydra poised its nine heads uptight, inhaling deeply to spray its poisonous breath. Weed did not use them in combat too often as he quite valued them, but their combined force was enough to easily capture a castle or two. If it had been the beginning days of Royal Road, their power would have made them known as some of the scariest monsters ever.


  Presently, enormous figures were still flying soundlessly towards their position, obscuring the moon and stars. Their forms were like those of birds, yet their size ranged from 300 to 500 meters with their wings spread wide. Bodies covered in tough muscles, they were Baraags, a race of flying warlike creatures. There were no less than fifty of them, and as they continued to close the distance, Weed’s sculptural creatures gradually shrank back in fear. King Hydra’s heads stooped down a little, and Bingryong was slowly slinking backwards. Phoenix was fluffing up his feathers, only to make it apparent that he was feeling greatly threatened.


  – Are you our enemies?


  Fire Giant let out a roar that reverberated through both the ground and the sky.


  *Flap flap flap!*


  The rapidly gliding Baraags began to reduce their speed. This simple act of flying was still enough to show just how swift and dangerous creatures they were, the beating of their wings sending huge gusts of wind to the ground.


  The Baraags gazed at Weed’s living sculptures with a sort of approving look on their faces.


  – Don’t you know? We’re friends.


  – Friends?


  – Like you, we are a creation of art and sculpting skills.


  The encounter between two groups of sculptural lifeforms.


  The race of Baraags that Emperor Geihar von Arpen had kept safe had not gone extinct, and came to meet them.


  Yellowy, who had been hiding in a thicket until now, raised his body cautiously.


  – Mooooo. I know them. I have seen them before.


  – And we also have heard about you from the parents of our parents. They said there was a very tasty-looking… I mean, a very wonderful ox friend. I see your reputation was not exaggerated.


  The Baraag’s flashing eyes scanned over Yellowy’s ribs.


  *Rrrrrrumble!*


  Death Worm emerged again from the ground; Seville the Knight and Eltin the Elf also stepped forward to greet the Baraags. The flying creatures descended to the ground to meet each other briefly, but the Baraags soon spread their wings again, getting ready to depart.


  – Did a battle break out in this area?


  – Yes.


  Bingryong straightened his body proudly. He might be a weak Ice Dragon, but his experience in hunting at least gave him the majestic frame that allowed him to maintain his confidence in front of the Baraags.


  – We are leaving to join the fight. According to the Prophecy, the Great One will come back to life through the power of sculpting. And we must serve his cause.


  The loyal race of Baraags, willing to fight for Emperor Geihar!


  – To make this world into a place where all sculptural creatures can live freely, as they once did so long ago, we will march to the battle.


  With that, the Baraags soared into the sky again and left, heading towards the Garnav Plain.


  “…”


  Even after hearing this, Weed’s sculptural servants decided to stay where they were for now. Certainly, they too wanted to fight for the world and for the betterment of all sculptural lifeforms. However, Weed had given them an order to wait and not to step into the battle just yet. They were much more afraid of Weed’s scolding, which was certain to come if they disobeyed him, than they were of the enemies.


  ***


  It was a dark night.


  The place where the flaming meteors had struck was teeming with countless users, standing without any lit torches to illuminate their surroundings. This area, which had been the construction site for the large sized sculptures, was subjected to the shockwave of the meteor impact that shook the whole ground. The sculptures that had been built hundreds of meters tall could not endure such force. All of the people’s works, complete and incomplete; the users who had been in the area could do nothing but watch helplessly while more than three thousand pieces collapsed into the ground.


  “This Hermes Guild has turned all of our efforts into nothing.”


  “It’s over now. Even the Giraffe statue has fallen.”


  Every large sculpture here had been built by the sweat of numerous users’ brows. The disappointment they felt in watching all of their works turning into piles of dust in but a second was beyond words.


  However, someone in the crowd yelled.


  “Some of them are still standing!”


  “Wow! The Craving Goblin Archer — it looks undamaged.”


  “The Statue of a Leaping Swan. This one hasn’t collapsed, either… But it’s wobbling a little.”


  “Let’s repair it then. I think we’ll just need to place something under it to support it!”


  For those users who had been working in the sculpture construction site, the current battle was the least of their problems; they had to pull out iron wires and stones from the remains of the ruined sculptures to prevent the still standing ones from collapsing.


  *Crrrrrumble!*


  A statue of a dolphin was swaying dangerously from the middle part.


  “Yikes, it’s going to fall down!”


  “Get out of there, quickly!”


  “Just a moment… I just have to reinforce this side.”


  “No, it’s too late. Just get out right no-“


  *Crrrraaaaash!*


  The dolphin statue collapsed into pieces, making an impact powerful enough to make the ground underneath quake. Quite a number of users who had been stubbornly working on it until the last minute died with it, but that only made the rest of the people burn with even more determination.


  “Nothing to lose. Architects, let’s not assess the risk for now.”


  “What? But we must follow the safety rules in any construction site. Safety comes before everything else. Do you know how much effort we put to prevent any casualties when we were building statues with the Grass Porridge Cult?”


  “Let’s put it aside just for today. We’re at war now.”


  With venomous looks on their faces, the users began to put spurs to the reinforcement work on the remaining sculptures. Not even bothering with ropes to secure their bodies, people climbed up the statues with their bare hands, strengthening the structures with steel and stones. The architects also followed suit, taking huge risk to scale the sculptures on the verge of collapsing.


  “This is my work; so it’s my job to save it.”


  *Crrrrumble!*


  The sound of more sculptures toppling down could be heard everywhere, yet the users did not hesitate. Other people who heard the news began to assemble in the construction site to help, making the place bustle with energy. It was not that these people did not value their lives; they just couldn’t stand aside and let all of their previous effort and hope be trampled into nothingness.


  “The Warrior statue is all fine.”


  “No damage on the Frontier of the North, either!”


  Miraculously, despite the enormous force of the meteor strike they discovered about 400 sculptures that were left intact.


  Depps the Sculptor.


  Face covered in dust and sweat, he shouted.


  “About those broken statues… How about we fix what we can?”


  “What?”


  “These works have been partially damaged as they collapsed, but quite a lot of them can be fixed if all of you here could lend a hand.”


  In the cases of those that were not completely destroyed, the pieces could be restored through a minimal amount of repair. They simply had to put together the disconnected and broken parts back into place, and if that fails, link them again using steel wires.


  “I think that’d be easy enough!”


  “The problem is that these sculptures are so huge… But we can just connect the pieces bit by bit; all we need is enough manpower.”


  With that conclusion the users were about to get to work, but Depps had one more proposal in mind.


  “It’d be too wasteful, throwing away all those statues that were damaged beyond repair. So how about putting together salvageable pieces from those broken statues?”


  Combining destroyed sculptures together!


  Some of the sculptures had their heads and torsos unscathed while completely missing their limbs, and the opposite cases were equally common. Depps was suggesting that they should find any useable parts from the destroyed sculptures and piece them together.


  “Can we do that, though?”


  “If they were all human statues, it shouldn’t be a problem, but many of the pieces here have various races and sizes.”


  “They are still sculptures… I’m not sure if we should rebuild them so crudely…”


  The users were feeling conflicted, but before long, they agreed. Realistically, for those statues which had been destroyed by more than 50 percent, it would be more difficult to fully restore them than to make new ones. Still, it would be nice if they could recreate even just a small portion of them by fixing them little by little. Even if they do end up with a failure, it wouldn’t be too late to give up then.


  “Everyone’s hope depends on us. Let’s make this work however we can!”


  “Chin up, we can do this.”


  “To work, to work!”


  “More workers keep coming to join us as the words spread. Let’s do our best. We will create a miracle here.”


  The power of users that had filled an entire part of the Garnav Plain with sculptures in mere 15 days!


  Those who had taken part in the construction of the sculptures were currently flocking in, having heard the news of meteor strike. From the ruin of broken and collapsed statues, people were sweating to rebuild their works through effort and labor.


  ***


  When Weed defeated Ultar and cried a Lion’s Roar to begin the advance, countless users raised their weapons to join him.


  “Charge, charge!”


  “Ox Knight Order, let us gather and march together.”


  “Airborne troops, begin your drop!”


  On the ground users armed with swords and shields were rushing towards the enemies, and in the sky the Avians were dropping more users from the air. The 11th Legion had to engage in the battle with their Legion Commander lost. Their damaged morale further reduced the imperial soldiers’ combat capacity by more than 20 percent. For large armies this difference was significant, and in terms of fighting spirit too, the Arpen Kingdom’s side was overwhelming the opponent. As the users fought with all their might, convinced of their victory, the Imperial Army was busy retreating back.


  “I shouldn’t just stand idle like this. Tsschwikk.”


  Weed put his fingers in his mouth and whistled.


  – Hweeeee!


  A shrill sound traversed the battlefield. Just as the people standing around him were wondering about the meaning of it, Weed called Wy-3 using Sculptural Summoning.


  “Take me on your back.”


  – Master. Are you by any chance going to mount on me in that form?


  “Of course. Let’s fight as much as we want.”


  Wy-3, with his broad and comfortably shaped back, had to endure letting Karichwi the Orc ride him.


  One wrong choice of master leading to a lifetime of suffering!


  Before jumping into the battle, Weed took out a few pieces of armor for Wy-3. They consisted of protective gears for neck, chest and head, made by thin sheets of steel which was dyed black; he had crafted a set of armor suited for a wyvern, just like what Mule’s Griffon squad wore.


  – You mean these precious items are for me…?


  “I’ve made them myself. Chhwit.”


  – Thank you. Master.


  Wy-3 was deeply moved at first, but as he was donning them one by one, he could not repress his disappointment. They were too thin, too light. Even their Defense scores were very low, and Wy-3 was dubious if this armor could block any glancing blows, let alone square hits.


  – Do these items protect me from magical spells?


  “No such function. Tsschwit.”


  – They block arrows, then?


  “Nope, Chwwiiick.”


  – Then why should I wear them?


  “Because they look great on-screen, Tsschwit!”


  What Weed wanted was the picture of Karichwi the Orc riding a wyvern clad in black armor, ruling over the sky with their majesty.


  “Let’s begin the fight! Tsschwiik!”


  – Quaaaack!


  The flying slave Wy-3 launched into the air, beating his wings with great vigor.


  “Woooooow!”


  “Karichwi, Karichwi!”


  Just by seeing the sight of Weed flying in the sky on Wy-3’s back, the crowd below exploded with tremendous cheers.


  “Let’s get closer to the ground. Chwit!”


  They lowered their altitude, gliding over the battleground where the users and the Imperial Army were fighting each other. Spears and other weapons threatened to touch Wy-3’s legs, but it wasn’t enough to frighten him. With plenty of experience in battles along with his excellent flying technique that had been improving constantly, Wy-3’s power had grown so strong that common soldiers could not pose any threat to him. He might be forced to serve an awful master, but his inborn nature as a ferocious wyvern was not lost.


  – Quuuuaaack!


  Performing an acrobatic stunt in the air like a fighter plane, Wy-3 flashed past in an explosive burst of speed.


  “That’s Weed-nim!”


  “Is that the wyvern I’ve heard so much about?”


  “Wy-3 is so incredibly fast!”


  Wherever Wy-3 went, the morale of the users soared high as they cheered and raised their weapons. A wyvern wearing black armor, and Karichwi the Orc! This somewhat mismatching combination was powerful enough to be the absolute tyrant of the battlefield.


  A group of Imperial knights caught Weed’s eyes.


  “Preys found ahead. Tchwit.”


  – I’m going.


  Changing the direction suddenly, Wy-3 rose up almost vertically. Then, in a blink of an eye, he was diving, swooping down on the Imperial soldiers. Weed swung the Loa Sword and Thunder Spear simultaneously.


  “Chwiick!”


  A wild dance of unparalleled deadliness!


  Staying at a height where Wy-3’s legs could almost touch the ground, Weed broke through the enemy lines slashing both his spear and sword.


  “Kuergh!”


  The Imperial knights clad in their sturdy armor were thrown back by tens of meters to all directions.


  “There. Chwick!”


  They couldn’t let the knight commander get away alive, even though they spared the rest of the knights. It was a basic strategy in battle to defeat the enemy commander first, but a more important reason was the golden crown which this knight commander was wearing.


  “It must weigh at least a kilogram. That’s pure gold. Tsschwit!”


  By Weed’s order, Wy-3 chased after the commander, caught him in his claws, and threw the knight into a wall violently.


  – Aaaaargh!


  Wy-3 enjoying himself!


  While fighting the Imperial knights, Weed drew attention from the Hermes Guild members as well. In his current form as Karichwi the Orc together with Wy-3 he was riding, his presence was difficult not to notice.


  “We just need to get rid of that guy, after all.”


  “That’s Weed. We don’t even have to fight him one-on-one like in a duel.”


  “Let’s kill him.”


  Spells cast by the Hermes Guild members created walls of fire in midair or spears of ice that flew towards him. Wy-3 rushed past the magical attacks using his high speed or swiveled out of the way. As the wyvern skidded in zigzag maintaining his current low altitude, blasts of dangerous spells sent by the Imperial troops followed him.


  “Run, quickly!”


  “Wipe them all out.”


  While Weed and Wy-3 were distracting the enemies, the users were increasing the pressure on the 11th Legion. The army that included quite a lot of high-level users surrounded the 11th Legion from all directions and cut down their numbers swiftly.


  Chapter 6 – Breaking Through the Trap (Part 1)


  


  The 20th Legion of the Imperial Army led by Pandeg was quite special.


  “We do not participate in battle most of the time, but once we do, our soldiers won’t stop until the fight is over.”


  Among the numerous users of the Hermes Guild, there were only about a hundred members who belonged to the 20th Legion. The rest of the legion’s forces consisted exclusively of common soldiers; a proportion that felt almost abnormal. This legion hadn’t even existed during the conquest of the Central Continent.


  As they were relaxedly following behind the other legions on their advance to the Garnav Plain, a direct order was given.


  – Lafaye: Attack Weed.


  “Understood. Are we proceeding as planned?”


  – Lafaye: There is no change, until the end.


  “We will get right to it.”


  Pandeg began to move his troops to carry out a secret operation that was not known to even the commanders of the other legions. Taking a detour around the 7th and 14th Legions, they swiftly marched towards the 11th Legion’s position, avoiding combat as much as possible. Occasionally, other legions had to clear the way for them by the orders of the Guild’s inner circle.


  “Who are they?”


  “They’re wearing the Imperial uniform. Why are they just walking past instead of joining us?”


  Hermes Guild users found them odd, but the 20th Legion did not have time to stop and satisfy their curiosity. No matter where in the vast Garnav Plain Weed may make his appearance, he was going to be the Legion’s sole target.


  ‘It’s clear that we’ve as good as won the fight if we can just get Weed. No need to care about small fry; we’re going to make the largest achievement of this war.’


  Pandeg’s 20th Legion continued to move at a great speed and eventually faced the enormous number of users who were fighting against the 11th Legion.


  “Kill them all!”


  “Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge!”


  “Victory to the Arpen Kingdom, yaaaaahh!”


  The sound of yelling and screaming from the users made everyone’s ears ring. Somewhere in the midst of it, they could also hear people playing instruments and a choir singing in harmony.


  ♪♫♪ Let us move a mountain,


  Let us create a river.


  Born from the barren land, we shall walk on this path with pride.


  We may be weak, but together we are one.


  With a sword in our hand we will make the impossible possible.


  Let us move onward.


  Let us fight.


  Create miracles by our own hands! ♪♫♪


  The songs of war that gave renewed strength to the people on the Arpen Kingdom’s side!


  The users who heard these songs while fighting on the battlefield boasted indomitable resolve. Their all-out assault against the 11th Legion was pouring out like a torrential rain brought by a thunderstorm.


  “Stop them!”


  “Don’t think about the consequences now: arrows, spells, use everything you’ve got!”


  “We need to send out the shieldbearers forward and buy some time; just do something!”


  The 11th Legion was holding out in defensive formation against the users striking with all their might, but their line was being driven back here and there. Users were dropping down from the sky and crashed their bodies against the soldiers, while those on the ground were also fighting to their very death. The speed and vigor with which they were swarming in were such that, if one was killed, two or three more emerged in their place. The high-leveled users who had followed Weed were also demonstrating their powers and subduing the Imperial troops in various locations.


  “Attack!”


  Pandeg immediately ordered the 20th Legion to attack, engaging in the battle. With the appearance of the enemy reinforcement the Arpen Kingdom users were taken aback, but before long a new battlefront was formed.


  “Bring it on!”


  “Let’s prey on these new ones, too!”


  Novice users kept flooding in, supported by the stalwart high-level users who had their backs. The squads captains who had been appointed by Weed led the users under their commands and launched counterattacks on the 20th Legion from all directions.


  “Let’s fight!”


  “Everyone follow Vandert’s lead.”


  “Dashing is our strategy. Not difficult, right? Now, pick up your weapons and sprint!”


  The users who had assembled in the Garnav Plain for this battle had been hearing explanations about the human wave strategy all the while, including every mealtime.


  “Number equals power. When people in front of you start running, you start running too. Once you’re directly facing the enemy, start fighting. It’s imperative that you never fall behind.”


  “Maintain close formation! You need to stay close to each other; always have people right next to you. Otherwise it will be the death of everyone because there will be some people who hesitate.”


  “Just remember what you’re all fighting for. Don’t worry about being righteous. People should be able to choose how they live their lives. But don’t hesitate to act when the moment eventually comes; who knows, you might be caught by a TV camera.”


  “If you don’t want to take risks, just don’t join the fight. It was always the same for the past battles of the North, too. Only those who wanted to chose to fight, and they were proud of it. If you want to fight, then step forward. Everyone will welcome you.”


  The indoctrination process had been carried out smoothly during the festival. With their optimized human wave strategy and great number combined with speed, the effect was explosive. No matter how many were killed their number will be replenished endlessly.


  Fierce battles were taking place everywhere, but the area where Weed had directly brought his people was especially overflowing with powerful users. They kept flooding in, almost glad to face the new challenge as the 20th Legion joined the fight.


  “It doesn’t matter how much damage we take to our forces. All we need to do is to create one chance.”


  Pandeg observed the continuing battle cool-headedly. The troops from both sides that covered the entire Garnav Plain were locked in an intense combat, killing and being killed, but he merely thought it was fortunate that he hadn’t arrived too late.


  “I can afford to lose all my soldiers. Even if they’re all killed…”


  The 20th Legion had been formed by assembling the stragglers from various kingdoms during the conquest. These forces could not reach the average standard of the Haven Imperial Army, and therefore it wouldn’t be too much of a loss even if they were to be annihilated.


  Although it was hard to see clearly at this hour of night, he had checked the broadcast through a crystal ball and knew that Weed was currently flying on a wyvern’s back.


  “That’s him.”


  Pandeg grinned widely. After a good while, he’d finally spotted Weed who was hunting down the knights of the 11th Legion.


  ***


  Presently, Weed was engaged in a battle as he rode on Wy-3’s back.


  “Tchchwit. Fly faster, and lower!”


  – That would be too dangerous. Also, I’m already flying at full speed.


  “Just flap your wings harder! Chwit!”


  – How could I possibly do it harder?


  “That’s for you to figure out. Chewchwik!”


  Occasionally he shot arrows from the sky, but he was mainly flying at a low altitude, swinging his Thunder Spear briskly on the wyvern’s back. Each time he swept the spear, bolts of lightning struck upon the knights. Even when several different magical attacks were fired at him, Wy-3 dodged out of the way with his acrobatic flying skills.


  – Please compliment me. Master.


  “Compl.”


  – What is that?


  “That’s half a compliment. Do better next time! Tchwick!”


  Wy-3 continued his low-altitude flight and quick turns, and at times landed on the ground and galloped like a horse for a while before taking off again. Weed’s demands were tricky, as he had to pull off some acrobatic tricks in order to deal with the knights equipped with high quality gears.


  “Hoorah!”


  “So fabulous. Making such a combat possible…”


  “Weed-nim is indeed great!”


  The morale of the users fighting alongside him was through the roof.


  There were more than a couple of backpacks tied and placed on Wy-3’s body, each of them heavy with the spoils Weed had gotten from the defeated knights, but the expression on the face of Karichwi the Orc was still full of discontent.


  “Throwing away so many junk items… Tchwichit. Looks like I’ve lost my initial motivation. I shouldn’t have given them up no matter what.”


  Weed’s voice was overflowing with shame!


  In such a quick-paced combat, it was not easy to pick up every item. Sometimes he used the Gloves of Dimension Doors to collect the spoils dropped by the knights, but as he was barely managing to climb onto Wy-3’s back on time before he flew past, he failed to pick up some cheaper miscellaneous items.


  Wy-3 asked, tilting his head curiously.


  – Wouldn’t you rather choose a single one-of-a-kind item rather than a hundred pieces of junk?


  “This is not a matter of which one is better. Tsschwick!”


  – I don’t understand.


  “Would you not pick up a thousand dollar cash dropped on the road just because you have a hundred thousand in your bank account? Chooowick. Just take my word for it. Tsschwick!”


  Weed and Wy-3 continued through the battle while demonstrating more feats and tricks that looked almost unreal to those who were watching them through the broadcast. An airborne fight was something that truly impressed the audience.


  – Mapan: More Imperial troops are approaching your position. Rumor says it’s the 20th Legion.


  Weed had been informed early on about the new group of Imperial forces coming; he had been receiving something called ‘battle status reports’ from the new captains to whom he had issued an excessive amount of appointments earlier, and they had brought news about the appearance of the new legion.


  ‘I don’t understand. There’s little they can change by just sending more troops here.’


  Since he had first made his appearance in the concert stage of Marey the Bard, Weed had led his people all the way to this area. There were currently an enormous number of users that formed the core of the Arpen Kingdom’s forces assembled here, with the Northern and Central Continent users mixed in one place. After even more users came to join while he was fighting Ultar, this army now lacked in neither quality nor quantity. With enough military power that they could make easy work of at least three Imperial Legions simultaneously, the appearance of the 20th Legion felt almost welcome; indeed, it gave a chance to fight to the users who had yet to join the fight and had been waiting their turns at the back.


  ‘I could almost thank them for showing up. I can get rid of both of them here.’


  For a while Weed thought about moving over to the 20th Legion’s position on Wy-3’s back and fighting there after he’d spent enough time dealing with the 11th Legion. It was a good opportunity to make a combat achievement as well as earn plenty of spoils.


  ‘This is good. I was given a chance to reduce the enemy’s strength easily; it will make things very advantageous for us during the rest of the war.’


  But as he was about to continue engaging in the battle in a pleasant mood, a deep corner of his heart suddenly felt heavy. The memory of himself rejoicing blithely over a cheap rent deal for a semi-basement room he had got from that wicked landlord came back to him.


  ‘Has there been even a single occasion where my life’s problem solved itself so easily? Also, could it be that I’m underestimating my enemies now?’


  The said basement room had turned out to be so damp that a fog would fill the whole room each morning — even their blankets became wet with the moist! Weed remembered his grandmother and sister always having a cough. The room was curiously cool in summer which meant they at least didn’t feel very hot, but the walls were always covered in blue molds that grew ever thickly. That was one of the biggest mistakes he had ever made while looking for a place to live.


  ‘What is it? What went wrong?’


  Weed began to go over every past event that led to now, as quickly as a supercomputer processing a multiplication. Everything felt fine up until he engaged in a duel against Ultar and defeated him. He had changed his form into an Orc using Sculptural Destruction, and made a good use of the Gloves of Dimension Doors. He had already been aware of Ultar’s dependence on his crossbow and weakness in close combat and used that information when he fought him. As a result, he was able to defeat Ultar through an incredibly quick-paced and messy fight, not allowing his opponent a single chance to demonstrate his full strength.


  ‘I also took initiative by bringing an army to fight the 11th Legion.’


  He had selected the most appropriate opponent out of the twenty different legions that had been marching in simultaneously. Things were undoubtedly clear up to this point. Then, most unexpectedly, the Hermes Guild responded by just sending one more legion to this location.


  ‘It’s already a huge loss for them to let the 11th Legion alone be annihilated like this. And the 20th Legion has chosen to walk into this scene of massacre voluntarily? Without even joining forces with other legions?’


  A typical 1+1 situation, but Weed thought there was no way the Hermes Guild would make such a stupid decision.


  ‘I could learn a lot from this guild in some aspects, such as their tyranny, and how they collect taxes from people. And am I really to believe that such competent people decided to advance their troops so recklessly?’


  His dark suspicion grew deeper. He knew that it was dangerous to be blinded by the prospect of an easy gain and accept it without thinking.


  ‘There’s something going on. It smells terribly fishy.’


  ***


  Pandeg was keeping his eyes wide open, desperately waiting for a chance to present itself. A few users from the 11th Legion managed to penetrate through the enemy lines and joined them.


  “What became of the Spears of Annihilation?”


  “We haven’t used them yet, as our Legion Commander had deceased so unexpectedly…”


  “Good. That would give us a better chance for later.”


  They dug a deep trap, and lurked.


  Pandeg was armed with a splendid uniform, not concealing his status as the Legion Commander, and they had lit magical lanterns that illuminated the nearby areas brightly.


  “You guys should stay here, too.”


  “Sounds good.”


  “Even when he arrives, don’t take any actions before I give you a signal.”


  “Understood.”


  The other Hermes Guild members also hunkered down near Pandeg, waiting. The 11th Legion continued to lose its number as the battle went on, but they thought of nothing besides getting Weed. The scale of this war was huge, but that was also why the value on Weed’s life was so absolute. Once the king is gone, the spirit of hope and resistance that he had been spreading would die with him, too.


  “He’s butchering the knights of the 11th Legion.”


  “Let’s stay calm and keep waiting. Maintain your positions.”


  “Even after he comes over to our position we shouldn’t act hastily. He is such a slippery bastard; we need to seize our chance. Pandeg-nim, move to a more conspicuous location.”


  “I’ll wait in a good landing spot that can attract a wyvern.”


  The members of the Hermes Guild held their breath and continued to wait for the right moment.


  About half an hour passed, and during that time the forces of the 11th Legion had been broken to pieces by users, and the 20th Legion was also beginning to face a serious pressure.


  “Let’s defeat the entire Haven Empire!”


  “Continue marching, this is our victory!”


  The cheering sounds from the users were getting closer. And as their anxious waiting was beginning to feel almost suffocating, they heard the sound of large wings beating from the distant sky.


  “The wyvern is approaching.”


  “Shhh. Just wait until it comes near.”


  Pandeg glanced at the sky while he pretended to direct his troops. A dark shape was flying this way, which he could see clearly through the Mages’ spell that gave him a better night vision: a wyvern clad in black armor, and an Orc riding on its back!


  Now it was becoming really difficult to hold back their excitement.


  – Pandeg: The moment has finally come. Everyone, prepare yourself thoroughly in your respective position.


  There were about two hundred Hermes Guild members who received the secret signal from Pandeg. They were disguised as common soldiers and servants with their weapons hidden. They were all currently overflowing with thrill with the prospect of the long wait they had endured in order to kill Weed finally coming to fruition.


  Before long, the Orc dropped down to the ground from the wyvern’s back. Seemingly intending to fight the 20th Legion’s commander Pandeg personally, he was merely about 8 meters away from their position.


  “Chhhwiiick! I’ve come to fight you!”


  The Orc raised his glaive high.


  “He’s here. Now!”


  Pandeg yelled.


  At that very instant, the Sorcerers of the 20th Legion began to chant an incantation. They were wearing the uniform of the commander’s guards, but they were one of the hidden weapons Pandeg had prepared.


  “Curse the weakness engraved in blood and flesh. For every evil spirit will gather in this ground to gnaw upon thee… Punishment from the Other Side!”


  The Sorcerers used rare gems as offerings and completed the incantation which lowered the opponent’s combat strength. It weakened various combat related abilities and skills as well as reducing the maximum Life Force by more than a half. A series of other curses followed, such as Mind Confusion, Severe Fatigue and Shaking Vision.


  “Get him!”


  The Hermes Guild users too emerged from their hiding spots everywhere and began to dash towards the Orc. Some of them were holding metal sticks, which were none other than the Spears of Annihilation that had been secretly prepared by the Hermes Guild. They were single-use items, but were capable of releasing the Sun’s energy stored within and shoot forth a pillar of light in a straight line. The power of that light attack was enormous, and these were not a kind of weapon to use against an individual enemy; the fact that they drew out the Spears of Annihilation, that normally ought to be used in a siege or against an entire army, demonstrated their will to get rid of Weed here and now, no matter what.


  “W-what is this?!”


  Pandeg, after observing the face of the Orc for a while, yelled out in confusion and shock.


  “Who the heck are you?”


  “Tssschhwick!”


  The appearance of this Orc certainly resembled Karichwi; his enormous size and ugly face could cause people to mistake him for Karichwi, but this one still looked far less dangerous than the other Orc. If Karichwi was to be compared to a wild lion that had gone through hell and high water, this one was more like a stray wolf. When looked closely, there was also quite discernable difference in the broadness of their shoulders and amount of muscles.


  The Orc smirked, still holding his glaive.


  “Stupid Hermes Guild. Chhhwick.”


  An ominous purple aura enveloped the Orc’s body as the dark incantation came to effect, but the Orc didn’t seem to care.


  “Using everything you’ve got, aren’t you? What a waste; I’m only level 19. Kyakyachichichwit!”


  “…”


  These words made the Hermes Guild users who were just about to launch fierce attacks against him feel completely deflated.


  “Drat.”


  “Weed could be watching this.”


  The guild members hurriedly hid the Spears of Annihilation and other weapons, but it was already too late.


  “This is all going on air. Tsschhichwick!”


  The sight of them jumping out to attack this Orc must have been transmitted to the rest of the world through the broadcast by now.


  ‘How come Weed decided to send a novice user instead of coming himself?’


  Pandeg could not understand how he was tricked. Their plan to set up a trap to kill Weed, the sole point of existence of the 20th Legion, had come to absolutely nothing. They believed they had created an inescapable trap, and threw the entire 20th Legion as bait, but the fish they had tried to catch somehow managed to simply take the bait and squeeze its way out of their clutches.


  Conscious of the fact that he was on the broadcast cameras, Pandeg straightened up his posture proudly.


  “You must be mistaken. Do you really think you have gained something just because Weed did not show up here?”


  “Pardon? Chchwit.”


  It was now the Orc’s turn to feel confused.


  “Of course, it would’ve been nice to get Weed by our own hand… but all we had to do was buy some time. Because-“


  Pandeg pointed his finger at the sky above. From a great distance, three tiny red dots smaller than sesame seeds could be seen.


  “-Summon Flaming Meteors spell has been cast, and they are going to hit this area.”


  “Tsssscccchiit!”


  The Orc looked up at the sky and yelled out in dismay. Pandeg and the Hermes Guild members expected that few people would not be terrified by the news that there would be meteors falling from the sky upon them.


  “Of course, when those meteors strike, we will die, too. But you people who are watching the broadcast; I’ll make this clear to you. As I understand, there are a lot of strong users who have sided with the Arpen Kingdom currently assembled in this place. What will happen when the meteors hit here?”


  “…”


  “Shall I answer that question for you? They will all perish, won’t they? Who knows, maybe Weed among them, too.”


  The Orc who had been sent as a decoy stared with his mouth open, seemingly unable to utter a word.


  Pandeg went on, getting the satisfying sense of victory in his heart.


  “Even if he does manage to survive with some luck, that is no reason to rejoice. The Imperial army will soon come to wipe out the rest of you. Yes, every one of you and Weed as well, in your ruined state after the meteors hit.”


  The faces of the Hermes Guild members also lit up with smiles as they heard Pandeg’s words.


  However, seeing the satisfying expression typical of victors on their faces, the ugly Orc smirked again, his nose twitching.


  “Kikikit. This is just as what Weed-nim told me. Chwick!”


  “What did you say?”


  “Weed-nim told me to come here instead of him, saying there’s something fishy in the air. Tsschik.”


  “Uum.”


  “And also, Weed-nim is not here anymore. Tschwit. He gathered all the powerful users in the Grass Porridge Cult and left to fight some other Legions. Chwizick!”


  “*Gasp*!”


  Pandeg’s heart sank with shock. The flaming meteors were already on their way, and if Weed had indeed left this area, nothing could be worse than that.


  “H-how on earth did he know about that and escaped?”


  “I don’t really understand, either. Chwick. He just said he got a bad feeling.”


  “Do you mean to say that he has such sharp instinct, enough to sense our trap and avoid it?”


  “He said, he got a feeling like earning some blind money without any effort? Tsschwick. He said there’s no way life would take such a fortunate turn for him. Tschischwit!”


  Chapter 6 – Breaking Through the Trap (Part 2)


  


  Seoyoon had assembled a portion of the Northern and Central Continent users, and was waiting.


  “There they are.”


  “I see them. The meteors are falling.”


  Summon Flaming Meteors!


  The archers with their keen eyesight first spotted the meteors in the distance, which looked as small as sesame seeds. The blazing shooting stars which appeared in the night sky soon became gradually bigger and more distinct for everyone to notice.


  “I’m not sure what their target location is yet, but it would probably be where Weed-nim is, wouldn’t it?”


  “We cannot afford to worry about them right now; we must focus on carrying out our mission faithfully.”


  “Yes; only by doing our job well can we prevent further damage.”


  Those who were following Seoyoon’s lead were the top elite soldiers of the Grass Porridge Cult. Forming the core of the Arpen Kingdom’s military force, each of them had made a significant contribution back during the battle of the Earth Palace.


  “We do not know the exact casting range of the Summon Flaming Meteors spell, but the spell was first kicked into effect southwest from here.”


  “Then the 5th and 7th Legions would be our suspects.”


  “One of them must be guarding the Mages. Seems like we don’t have any choice but to hit them both.”


  The first time the spell struck they were completely caught unaware, but every magical spell had a certain range in which they could take effect. So when Summon Flaming Meteor was cast for the second time, they were able to estimate the approximate direction through some measurements.


  “Let’s set off right away.”


  Seoyoon climbed on the back of a flying monster — not Wy-3, but something that looked far more frightening.


  – Kuuuaaaargh!


  A Baraag, a sculptural life form!


  It had a muscular frame and a long torso. Its beak and talons, which were optimized for hunting and combat, were also as sharp as honed blades. As befits an apex predator, it could frighten any other monsters with its menacing gaze only. And indeed, even the Northern users had felt their heart sink with terror when the Baraags showed up a moment ago.


  – Heeding the last words of the great Emperor Geihar von Arpen, our race has been awaiting this day ever since.


  Having made their majestic appearance, the Baraags roared unrestrainedly in front of the Northern users.


  


  < Absolute horror!


  You are succumbing to extreme fear.


  Physical withering! Mental weakness! Movement disability!


  The success chance of all skills decreases by 88%.


  Your maximum Life Force is reduced by an amount which depends on your level, up to a maximum of 85%. >


  


  A race of monsters that boasts overwhelming power! Those who were below level 100 couldn’t even move, with their legs trembling just by beholding the Baraags.


  “Those are supposed to be monsters?”


  “Whoa… I’ve seen them on a broadcast channel but that’s just…”


  “Is it even possible to hunt something like that?”


  “It’s astounding, and also terrifying.”


  The Northern users were shocked by the up-close spectacle of looking at the Baraags in person. When they showed off their size in the sky with their wings spread wide, their bodies ranged from 300 to 500 meters in length. These flying monsters that could match Dragons themselves in size were currently covering the entire sky, and any beast or monster the users normally hunted would look quite cute next to them. If the boss monster of a dungeon could give a group of users an adequate amount of challenge as they exchanged blows, this Baraag could destroy a city or fight against an entire nation. They boasted such formidable power, as though they would be able to squeeze those humans on the ground to death with their toes at any moment.


  – So you are the ones who claim to carry on the spirit of the glorious Arpen Empire?


  The Baraags yelled threateningly, and a heavy silence fell on the Garnav Plain. At that moment, Seoyoon stepped forward.


  “That is correct.”


  – What insolence! You dare call yourself the successor of the Great Emperor…


  The Baraags’ gleaming red eyes focused on Seoyoon.


  – Ah… Huh?


  And for some time, the supersized flying creatures stared at her blankly.


  Shock, amazement, lost sense of reality, captivation, and happiness.


  A beauty, a beauty, a beauty, a beauty.


  The furious gazes of the monsters soon turned docile. The Baraags politely put their front paws together as if feeling shy.


  – How do you do? We are the race of Baraags.


  “Yes, it’s a pleasure to meet you all.”


  The Baraags gently greeted her like well-brought-up kindergarten kids; a few of them even bowed their heads deeply in a formal salutation.


  The sculptural creatures created by the Emperor Geihar von Arpen!


  As the emperor himself was quite fond of attractive ladies, all of his sculptural children also shared a weakness for beauty.


  – She said it’s a pleasure to meet us.


  – Is she so glad to see us?


  – We should’ve come sooner.


  – I wish I had at least taken a shower in the rain before coming here.


  As Seoyoon greeted them back, the Baraags began to whisper among themselves, clearly thrilled.


  – Is there anything we could help with at all?


  – We will make sure to carry out any tasks you give us excellently.


  – The Great Emperor has left an order for us, after all. Please let us help in any way.


  “Yes, please help us. We are all in great hardship right now.”


  The Baraags had come here by the order of the Emperor Geihar in the first place, but they joined the Arpen Kingdom’s camp all the more satisfied.


  Seoyoon and the other top elite users of the Arpen Kingdom climbed on to the back of the reliable Baraags. They soared into the night sky silently, their bulky bodies feeling heavy and sturdy to the riders as if they were sitting on top of hovering castles. Since Emperor Geihar had created them as a combat-specialized sculptural race, they even possessed quite an excellent night vision, too.


  – We shall start moving.


  The Baraags accelerated rapidly and flew across the sky, cutting through the air at frightening speed.


  “Now that things have come to this, let’s wipe them all out.”


  “Mmm. I can feel my blood boil.”


  The users riding on the backs of the Baraags could see more clearly the meteors, which were getting closer and closer in the distant sky. They wanted to join the others in battle as soon as possible, but their current mission was to deal with the Mages who were casting the Summon Flaming Meteors spell. They might have been caught unaware for the first two times, but they could not allow it to happen again. This was a task that was possibly more dangerous than directly fighting the Imperial forces on the ground, and it was difficult to guarantee their survival. Even so, there was nobody who regretted their decision to take part in the mission. Those who did great service to the Arpen Kingdom could earn great fame. As they all saw firsthand how the heroes who had died fighting in Shelgium were treated when they arrived in the Garnav Plain, they were willing to throw their own lives for this mission.


  “Kuhuhu. May we all have an honorable death and carve our names in history.”


  “Did you hear that the Rhodium Sculptor Association is going to build a war memorial?”


  “A war memorial?”


  “You didn’t know? If we win the war, they’ll construct a war memorial to be a Great Edifice in the Garnav Plain. And it’s said that they’re going to build statues of the users who made great contributions to our victory.”


  Naturally, the artists of the Central Continent had taken the side of the Arpen Kingdom, where they could have a better standard of living and be treated with respect. The Hermes Guild had not cared one bit about those defecting artists, but they had later taken a critical role in constructing the large sculptures in the Garnav Plain. And when the architects had decided to construct a war memorial, the artists willingly had offered to produce sculptures and paintings of the heroes for them.


  “That’s the 5th Legion over there.”


  “Hmm. They sure look suspicious…”


  Seoyoon and the rest of the users continued flying on the Baraags until they could see the 5th Legion’s camp. As soon as they spotted the approaching Baraags, the 5th Legion also reacted by arranging a part of its troops in defensive formation like a hedgehog rolling itself into a ball.


  “Summon Flaming Meteors is an Ultimate Spell. It’s already quite dubious how they even managed to cast such a spell in the first place, considering the average standard of their users known to us, but still, they will be in a vulnerable state for a while after using the spell.”


  “Our opponent also wouldn’t have a way to make certain whether or not we’ve come here knowing who’s behind the meteor attack. Maybe that’s why they’re preparing themselves for a fight?”


  “We will find out once we fight them. Let’s go.”


  Many words were exchanged, but in the end they decided to attack in order to find out the truth.


  The Baraags asked Seoyoon, politely.


  – Would it be okay if we fight as well?


  “Yes, please do.”


  – Thank you. We will not disappoint.


  The archers among the Imperial troops nocked an arrow to their bows, but it was the Baraags that made the first attack. They spread their wings fully on both sides and inhaled deeply. Their already gigantic bodies began to swell even bigger like balloons, accumulating a tremendous amount of heat. Then, the Baraags breathed out the air they had been holding back all at once.


  – This heat is the power that protects art and the Arpen Kingdom!


  Crimson jets of fire shot out from the night sky, pouring down upon the Imperial forces — a hyper-temperature Breath that made the trees and bushes burn and wither, and even heated up the very ground!


  “Aaarrgh!”


  “Th-this is a Breath attack.”


  “Shields are useless against it. Run!”


  Each time a shot of Baraag’s Breath struck, the entire area within a 100-meter radius was engulfed in flames. The stream of fire continued on for almost a whole kilometer, and the inside was a complete pandemonium full of dying soldiers. The appearance of the Baraags, which would righteously be classified as top-tier monsters, forced even the seasoned troops of the Imperial Army into a state of panic.


  “We-we’re all going to die.”


  “We’ve made the gods angry!”


  Some among the Imperial soldiers who were originally common residents, not users, were overcome with fear and ran away from the battle. Even the Hermes Guild members were just taking in this sight without taking any actions. Although they had gears or scrolls enchanted with flying spells, they dared not launch themselves right in front of the Baraags.


  “Those monsters I saw in the videos are actually here.”


  “We cannot fight them alone. We’ll only be able to match them when the 2nd Legion arrives.”


  “We must strike them all at once if we’re going to have any chance of hunting them down. Even then we’ll have to be supported by magic, too.”


  The soldiers came to the Hermes Guild users and pleaded.


  “Please save my subordinates, sir!”


  “There’s nothing I can do.”


  “If you could at least use the healing magic sealed in your sword, it will help our injured soldiers.”


  “I need to keep this spell for really important times.”


  Everywhere they looked, things were very demoralizing for the Imperial Army. Even the Hermes Guild members were busy either fleeing from the fire Breaths or preparing themselves for later battles.


  “It seems they don’t value our lives very much.”


  “They say we must fight for the glory of the Haven Empire, yet our families are all starving because of the heavy taxes they put on us.”


  “I miss those days when we could just plunder villages without any concerns.”


  The morale among the Imperial soldiers was diminished even further.


  In the meantime, the Baraags continued to spew out Breaths of fire and struck the Imperial troops in every corner.


  “Disperse, and wait until they exhaust their power.”


  “Spare the knights as much as possible. We need to maintain our military strength in any way.”


  Still, as befits the top elite troops of the Empire, the 5th Legion acted swiftly and dispersed their forces to reduce the damage. And then, at one point, an unusual event occurred during which a Breath attack from a Baraag was blocked by several layers of protection spells. A flame Breath sprayed from the sky upon the ground was weakened by different protection spells that sprang forth all of a sudden, and was eventually dissipated.


  “There they are!”


  “At least 12 different protection spells were used at the same time. There are Mages, too.”


  The eyes of the Arpen Kingdom’s users caught a group of Mages hurriedly making their escape. They were also being guarded by quite a few Hermes Guild members. These were not just common Mages that normally participated in warfare, but extremely high-leveled, high-ranking Mages assembled in one place — an absolute proof that they were the ones who had cast the Summon Flaming Meteors spell!


  Seoyoon raised her sword and pointed at the Mages with it.


  “Attack!”


  ***


  The shooting stars falling across the night sky.


  As it was the case with the first strike, the users were once again standing transfixed, blankly staring at the trajectories drawn by the meteors.


  “Aaaaahhhh…”


  “Do you think they’ll strike here? Surely not?”


  “They’re getting near. They’re travelling past towards the south!”


  The three meteors that fell from the sky violently shook the vast land of the Garnav Plain one more time. Everyone could see the great explosion, and the news quickly spread that the impact site was the location where the Northern users fought the 11th and 20th Legions. But the destructive power of the meteors did not frighten the people in the Arpen Kingdom’s camp. In fact, it only set their hearts on fire, burning with fierce anger.


  “Kill them all!”


  “Let’s avenge our fallen brothers.”


  “For freedom!”


  Soon the users were engaged in heated combat against the Imperial troops everywhere.


  “What is this? These rats have become even more unruly.”


  Calcus the Slayer, the Commander of the 4th Legion.


  He found that the situation now was totally different from when he first marched into the Garnav Plain. The users were striking at their enemies wildly, and the intense fights were causing some damage to the Imperial forces as well.


  “They are still just weaklings; we’ll hit them harder.”


  Calcus ordered his Black Riders to advance forward.


  An elite army that had grown their strength through the conquest of the Central Continent and the suppression of resistance forces! The troops that had always managed to break through any line of defense and put an end to a battle were now boldly penetrating through the swarm of Northern users.


  “Grass Porridge! Grass Porridge! Grass Porridge!”


  “Fight on! Just stand your ground until the end and we can win this!”


  “Stick close to each other, and remember to run.”


  Even though there were some high-level users mixed among them, the largest portion of the people who fought against the Imperial Army consisted of novices who had started the game in the Arpen Kingdom. The 4th Legion slaughtered the coming waves of users and continued pushing through the ground covered in blood and corpses.


  “Wipe them all out of the way! We shall dominate this battleground.”


  Calcus led the knights personally. He had always enjoyed combat, and would not miss the thrill of overpowering enemies while riding with his knights on the battlefield.


  “Whoa. I’m doing one hell of a sword dance.”


  “Our legion will make the highest kill count, don’t you think?”


  The ten thousand Hermes Guild members were also each contributing to the fight. It was the Mages who set the record for the biggest achievements in battle, but the warriors in the frontline also boasted formidable competence. Each of them was like a boss-level monster, holding out against the combined attacks from more than a hundred users and even pushing them back.


  It was in that moment when even the Northern users, despite having thrown themselves so obstinately into the fray full of rage, began to lose their initial intensity by the sturdy offensive from the Imperial Army.


  – Kuuuuuuuaaaaaccchhhhwwwiiii!


  A shout that made the entire plain tremble was heard.


  “Wh-what is this?”


  “Who shouted?”


  Even though the sound came from far away, it still swayed the minds of the users who were fighting.


  “What kind of shout is so loud and terrible?”


  “Maybe it’s a monster? It sounds like some fearsome monster has appeared.”


  And then they could see it; a gigantic Orc, a perfect specimen of greed combined with nastiness, emerging from afar with a large number of users behind him.


  “Isn’t that Weed-nim over there?”


  “I think so.”


  “He must be. That’s Karichwi the Orc!”


  While fighting the 11th Legion, Weed had sensed something was up and left the place along with the rest of the high-level users. Moreover, on his way here he was joined by more users who had been scattered across the Garnav Plain. For every step he took, the number of people following him became greater; wherever Weed was, it would take just one use of Lion’s Roar and hundreds of thousands of troops would assemble to fight for him.


  “Huuuwwwwaaaah!”


  “Weed-nim has come for us!”


  “We’ve won! We’ve won this fight!”


  Just the fact that Weed had arrived here was enough to cause the morale of those who were fighting the 4th Legion to reach the peak. They were fighting a hard battle while losing many comrades, but Weed had finally come for them, bringing an enormous amount of reinforcement and in the form of Karichwi the Orc to boot.


  Weed let out a Lion’s Roar.


  – Let us mourn the death of our brothers who fell in the meteor strike! Chwichwick!


  “They’ve dropped more meteors on us.”


  “Yes, imagine just how many have perished this time.”


  – We must not let their deaths be in vain. All advance!


  “Charge!”


  “Run!”


  “Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge!”


  “Sacrifice, sacrifice, sacrifice!”


  The troops that had just appeared with Weed launched at their enemies with a thunderous roar.


  “If that’s Weed, I’ll have to subdue him here and now.”


  Calcus sent a request for support to other Legion Commanders nearby. With the Northern users being everywhere in the vicinity, it would take some time for the ground forces to arrive, but the 2nd Legion led by Myul the Griffon Knight consisted of airborne troops and therefore would be able to come to his aid quickly.


  Calcus licked his lips.


  “When the 2nd Legion joins us… Now we will be able to have a real fight.”


  There were plenty of people who enjoyed battles in the Hermes Guild.


  
    While not always translated as such, “residents” is how the author usually refers to the NPC inhabitants of Royal Road

  

  Chapter 7 – The God Of War (Part 1)


  


  – A war is raging on in the land where our vengeful wrath lies dormant… How dare they!


  The fifty thousand phantom soldiers from the Paldan Kingdom that Chaser the adventurer had brought with him attacked the 7th Imperial Legion led by Crebulta.


  “Just maintain your calm. Our priests’ combat strength is somewhat lacking, so that makes things a bit tricky… But they don’t possess that much firepower. Just be wary of their curses.”


  Crebulta’s leadership was widely acknowledged due to his experience in clearing large-scale dungeons. Not only was he one of the top 10 most powerful users of Royal Road, his ability to attract people brought him many followers among the guild members.


  As more Northern users were endlessly streaming in to join the fight, with the Paldan Kingdom’s ghosts at the center, the battle had turned into a difficult one.


  An army of phantoms, followed by the Northern users.


  And…


  “This is a cursed item I have here. Would you care to wear it, Ghost-nim with Long Hair?”


  “I have a cursed magical sword, too. It’s not as fancy as it sounds, though.”


  “I have an amulet of misfortune. Would it help?”


  The users quite willingly offered the cursed items they possessed to the ghosts. When worn by the living these items would take away the wearer’s Life Force and luck, but they were quite suitable for the ghosts.


  Meanwhile, the 6th Legion under the command of Gros was under attack from flowers, weeds and trees: combat plants that possessed swift movement and were even able to crawl under the ground. The elves who had agreed to join the Arpen Kingdom’s side were attacking the legion alongside these plants, too.


  “Do not stay on the same spot. Shoot and move.”


  “Just hold on a minute; the Avians said they would give us a ride!”


  The elves, with their excellent archery skill, demonstrated astonishing power in warfare. An Imperial soldier could eliminate a user at level 100 to 200 with a single blow of their sword, but as the elves kept dashing and shooting from a distance, they dealt continuous damage to the troops. The archers of the Imperial Legion began to counteract, but soon the Northern users came to protect the elves from harm.


  Moreover, Miretas the Farmer did not hold back his rage.


  “I have tilled and loved this land all my life. I can use this skill only one single time, but it seems it was meant to be used today.”


  With that, Miretas sacrificed himself, thereby activating the skill named ‘Wrath of the Land’.


  His body turned into a single seed and sank into the ground. The sacrifice of one’s own life! It was a skill a farmer could use only one time, and just as the name suggested it unleashed the fury of the ground below. The land began to ripple as if an earthquake was breaking out, and swallowed the Imperial soldiers and the Hermes Guild members alike. Soldiers made of sand and rocks rose from the earth, too, and joined the battle.


  “Are, are they devils?”


  An Imperial Knight thrust his spear at a sand soldier with all his might, but it only went right through the torso. Grains of sand agglomerated into crude forms of unarmored, unclothed soldiers and began to march forward. When they moved more sand dust gathered and dispersed like mist, multiplying into a larger crowd.


  “Blow them away!”


  “Fire Buster!”


  The Hermes Guild members attacked the soldiers of sand using a powerful skill, but it was a rash act.


  *Blaaaaze!*


  The grains of sand that caught fire scattered to all directions, and turned into countless many bugs. These insects of fire started devouring the Imperial soldiers and turned the victims to mummified corpses as they sucked nutrients out of them.


  “Huh? Are we using some Black Magic, too?”


  “I know they are our enemies, but that is a little too much.”


  At the sight of this unmatched cruelty, even some of the Northern users who did not know of Miretas’ sacrifice averted their eyes. But then, after the sand absorbed the nutrients, plants and flowers began to sprout forth from it. Some turned into magnificent trees, growing so fast that they bore fruits on their thick branches in but an instant. Miretas the Farmer brought forth the wrath of the earth, but all the destruction and death soon led to a new cycle of birth. The words spread equally rapidly, albeit a little belatedly, among the people that this was a skill used by Miretas upon his death.


  “Woooow. This is so epic.”


  “All this is the effect of one skill? That is beyond powerful!”


  “Turns out Farmer is the best class here…”


  Being subjected to an attack of such unimaginable scale, the 6th Legion lost about half of its troops. The elves kept moving through the forest, which gave them extra attack power and cloaked them, and maintained the pressure on the Imperial troops.


  ***


  “Those who wish to fight, follow me!”


  Geomchi3 yelled loudly, full of rage after being hit by the meteor. Other users who had survived the Summon Flaming Meteors spell, as well as the crowd that had concentrated in the central area of the Garnav Plain, all gathered together to follow his lead. Driven by fury, the users came to take part in the battle, determined to go through fire and ice.


  “Man, and why do WE have to fight, too?”


  “I don’t know, but let’s go with them for now.”


  “Yeah, this doesn’t feel like the right time to try any funny business.”


  “This is crazy. Like really.”


  Halma, Margo, Rewiss and Gran. The backstabber quartet reluctantly agreed to tag along with the crowd advancing to fight against the Imperial forces.


  It was their belief that a villain must be strong, but still they couldn’t deny that the spectacle of the 15th Legion left them speechless. The magical light cast by the Imperial troops was illuminating the whole sky. The sight of the soldiers marching in perfect order and rythm with swords and shields in their hands was overwhelming.


  “Hey, don’t you think this is like banging a brick wall against your head?”


  “You mean ‘banging your head against a brick wall’?”


  “No; I know it sounded strange, but… what I mean is that we’re going to die if we fight them. For sure.”


  “Let’s get away from here when we have a chance.”


  The backstabbers were just waiting for an opportunity to escape from the battle.


  “Let the fight begiiiiiin! Everyone chaaaaaaaarge!”


  Geomchi3 did not do anything to actually command the crowd; he merely charged towards the enemies ahead of everyone as he shouted loudly, fighting and then fighting some more. Seeing him taking the lead, the rest of the Northern users also began to run blindly after him, engaging in the battle. Whenever a barrage of magical attacks and arrows swept off a wave of users, they were immediately replaced by those following behind them.


  “Move quickly, please.”


  “Actually, we’re just here to watch-”


  “Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge!”


  Until now, they had thought only the Hermes Guild was scared of the Grass Porridge Cult… but being directly faced with the swarm of the cult members rushing from behind them, the backstabbing quartet could not help but feel terrified.


  “Uh-oh, I don’t think we can stay put in this spot anymore.”


  “For now, let’s just go with them.”


  “Are you going to fight?”


  “Well, we can’t just stay here.”


  Swept along in the crowd of users flooding from behind, the quartet found themselves running towards the Imperial troops.


  “Take this. Throwing Knives!”


  “Have a taste of my iron chain!”


  When the backstabber quartet attacked the enemies, the users nearby also came to support them and they hunted down the Imperial soldiers together.`


  “Wow. These people are strong.”


  “You are really good.”


  As they broke through layers of defense made of Imperial soldiers, the quartet was quite thrilled to hear the people around them compliment their combat skills.


  “We’re fighting really well. We’re going to be on TV, right?”


  “Who knows, we might even become heroes if we go on like this.”


  “The heroes of the Arpen Kingdom? That doesn’t sound too bad.”


  But just as they had begun to enjoy this feeling of exhilaration, dozens of bolts of lightning struck their position; a spell fired blindly by a Hermes Guild Mage came flying and blasted them off. All that was left on the ground where the lightning bolts hit were a few junk items left by the now deceased quartet.


  ***


  “Pale-nim, please let us fight with you, too!”


  “Surka-nim, I have always admired you very much.”


  Because Weed’s companions were all extremely famous, many users wished to fight alongside them.


  Pale could not hide his look of awkwardness.


  “I’m not exactly an expert in commanding troops.”


  “All you need to do is fight, isn’t it? We need a pivotal figure.”


  Users above level 300 or 400 assembled together and asked him to take the role of their leader. The name ‘Pale’ was in itself quite widely known, but he was more famous among the users for his title, ‘Weed’s Battle Slave.’


  “Ah. Maybe this is why Weed-nim didn’t even bother appointing me as a squad captain.”


  “Pardon?”


  “No, I was just talking to myself. Alright, let’s fight together.”


  With that Pale left for the battlefield, along with the humongous crowd following him. Surka, Romuna and Zephyr also had to take charge of a large amount of troops each. Irene agreed to travel with a band of priests around the areas where difficult battles were taking place, and Hwaryeong and Bellot found themselves facing a different task, too.


  “Let’s get out of the plain.”


  “Why?”


  “Because there are lots of users we know at least by face out there.”


  Hwaryeong had been given the status of a lord in the Central Continent by the Haven Empire, although the Hermes Guild had thought little of it and she was not much more than a symbolic figure to show to the Northern users. Hwaryeong had spent her days as a lord throwing a party every day, and had been introduced to many users in the process.


  “Let’s go meet the users from the Central Continent who didn’t take part in the war, and ask for their help.”


  “Would they really accept our request so easily, when they’ll have to put their own lives at stake?”


  “Quite a lot of them would simply be hesitating to join the fight because they lack a good cause. Besides, they are mostly men.”


  “Sorry?”


  “I have never been rejected by a man before.”


  It was rare for Hwaryeong to ask a personal favor of someone, but it was rarer still to have her request be rejected by someone.


  ***


  “Troops without proper formation cannot be called an army. They need to buy some time somehow and start fighting more systematically.”


  “It seems the Arpen Kingdom’s side is particularly vulnerable in the western part of the Garnav Plain due to a lot of spectators mixed in their forces. Still, they’ll want to slow down the collapse of their formation.”


  “Look at the 12th Legion. The Hermes Guild is attempting to start a large-scale lightning assault using their chariots. They are charging in all at once!”


  Every single staff member of the broadcasting companies including KMC Media and CTS Media was ready to work all night. They had prepared many scheduled programs, but once the battle to decide the fate of the Versailles Continent had begun, things were happening so fast it was hard to keep up.


  “The 6th Legion is losing ground; look at the elf squad making an excellent show of their skills!”


  “The 13th Legion led by Commander Draka. They are making a great contribution, fighting against the Bandits. However, judging by the monitor screens showing the Northern users approaching them from every direction it seems they have a difficult battle ahead.”


  “The Magical Squad of the Hermes Guild speculated to be the one that cast the Summon Flaming Meteors spell… the Mage Cadler has made his appearance.”


  “Currently the 12th Legion’s location is one of the hottest places in the entire battlefield. After Oberon’s death, the users are literally throwing their bodies against the enemy soldiers.”


  The announcers were completely absorbed in the battle as they were watching the monitors and commentating on the current situation. The entire area of the vast Garnav Plain had turned into the battleground of a full-scale war in the matter of 3, 4 hours — a battleground where people were killing and being killed at such an incredible rate…


  “The Haven Imperial Army is firmly standing their ground. Their fire spells managed to block the advance of the Northern users.”


  “Look at the sky. Those specks that are fluttering and falling in the air are not snowflakes; they are people. The Avians provided extensive support in order to overcome the currently unfavorable battle progress.”


  “That’s the 14th Legion. It seems we’ll have to take back our earlier prediction that the Haven Empire is likely to seize victory. The Northern users… Where did all those powerful users come from? They are strong. Extremely strong warriors!”


  The users who were dispatched to relay from the scene were constantly changing their words. The camera and directing crews were also handling an amount of work beyond their limit, analyzing and editing the videos.


  “With the summoning of Flaming Meteors it was thought that the Haven Empire seized the chance to win at the earlier stage of the battle, but the Northern users are putting up a much better fight than expected.”


  “The twenty Legions. It is difficult to estimate the number of users killed by the Imperial Army’s attack so far. We can only speculate that an astronomical number of people were eliminated.”


  “When we take a look at the combat patterns and movement routes of the Imperial Army, we can see that these different Legions are using extremely complex battle strategies… And the North is countering them with the Human Wave tactics.”


  “We see a lot of users who look like they are from the Central Continent. Have they been affected by the Northern users? Many of them are mixed among the swarming crowd.”


  Each broadcasting channel was rapidly switching between different screens relaying the battle in the Garnav Plain. As all the battles were equally important, they could not keep their focus on one spot for too long. Top rankers and celebrities of Royal Road were killed in an instant, and a knight order of formidable strength made a new appearance. There were so many scenes they needed to put on air they did not even have time to choose. Battles were taking place everywhere, each of them so intense that they would’ve put it on rerun for at least a couple of weeks if it had been any other times. They couldn’t even afford any time to spend on giving information about powerful spells as they were used, or showing highlights such as a sight of a knight order penetrating through enemy ranks.


  “Weed! Weed has encountered the 4th Legion.”


  “A fight against Calcus the slayer? Put it on the top of our list, no exceptions.”


  Even in such a hectic situation, they were showing much interest in Weed, a proven key to high viewing rates. Every movement of Weed was an element that could potentially decide the outcome of the battle, as he was the core of the Arpen Kingdom’s camp.


  The broadcasting companies were also operating analysis teams consisting of distinguished experts. During times like election seasons, they assessed advantages and disadvantages for each side, and broadcast live voting results. Weed and Bard Ray, the Arpen Kingdom and the Haven Empire; they were analyzing the battles in real time in an attempt to predict the final winner, but it was not an easy task.


  “We cannot even figure out exactly how many people are fighting now.”


  “It’s good thing that it is so dark. If we saw the Garnav Plain in daylight, there would be nothing but people killing each other.”


  “More than 90 percent of the users in this vast Versailles Continent have gathered in one place. No matter how much time passes, there wouldn’t be any battle that surpasses today’s one in terms of the scale.”


  The analysts all threw up their hands. Ferocious Titanic struggles were breaking out everywhere, and tens of thousands of people were slaughtered in the blink of an eye.


  Manager Kang of the KMC Media who was present in the studio asked a junior staff.


  “What is CTS’s view on the war?”


  “They think that the Haven Empire managed to gain the upper hand during the beginning of the battle, but it seems they are also unable to make any prediction as to the final outcome.”


  The broadcasting stations had assumed that a battle to determine the fate of the Versailles Continent would not begin until the morning or midday. So ever since the Summon Flaming Meteors spell was first cast they had all been greatly pressed for time.


  “However, I heard the CTS Media is speculating that the Haven Empire has higher chance of winning, although they are not confident enough to make such a claim through broadcast.”


  “On what ground?”


  Manager Kang and other staff members nearby did not look happy to hear it. The KMC Media was able to achieve significant growth thanks to Weed’s popularity, so the Haven Empire’s victory was not an outcome they would hope for.


  “Weed is doing a great job fighting them, isn’t he? He defeated the 11th Legion, and the 20th Legion was also torn apart by the Summon Flaming Meteors spell. Those two legions are barely holding up with only a few stragglers left.”


  The 11th and 20th Legions of the Haven Imperial Army had nearly lost all of their strength. Several other Legions were either locked in a tight fight against the Arpen users or took a considerable amount of damage as well. The loss that the Imperial Army suffered as a result of turning the entire Garnav Plain into their battleground was certainly not trifling.


  “We thought the users would break apart helplessly once the battle began, yet they are storming upon the Imperial troops so fiercely. Of course, their lives are being consumed extremely quickly, too, but still.”


  “This is the conclusion the CTS Media derived after they studied the Alkin disease.”


  “What about it?”


  The Alkin disease!


  Although attracting less attention as it was obscured by the splendid battles that caught people’s eye, the number of people infected by the Alkin disease was mounting at a terrible speed.


  “There have already been a lot of people who contracted the disease and perished. And it looks like the disease spreads through the dead bodies, as well.”


  “And they still haven’t figured out how to cure it?”


  “Yes, they are quite helpless at the moment. The disease is also extremely contagious. At this rate, the death count will soon get out of hand.”


  “Hmm…”


  Some employees of KMC Media had separately stored videos about the Alkin disease. The users were lying on the ground, suffering from the sickness and finally losing their lives. Those who at higher level did not contract the disease easily and survived longer than the others, but everyone who was infected eventually died or became unable to fight without fail.


  “How many people have contracted it?”


  “The infected groups are scattered across quite a few different places. It is estimated that there are more than 4 million patients, although this is not a perfectly accurate count. And the disease is spreading even more rapidly now.”


  “Then it is truly a disaster.”


  Manager Kang was more than a little concerned about the Alkin disease. Under the surface of the fierce battles, countless users were dying from a disease behind the scenes. If such a situation continued, the Arpen Kingdom’s forces would completely collapse like a house of cards.


  ‘Could it be that the Empire sent all of the 20 Legions simultaneously to battle in order to hide the spread of the Alkin disease?’


  It was a suspicion that flashed across his mind but for a second, but he thought it might be true.


  The broadcasting screen was showing Weed’s troops clashing against the 4th Legion.


  A match of strength!


  The Arpen Kingdom had superior numbers, and there were certainly a lot of powerful users in the area where Weed was fighting. A battle that was sure to please many broadcasting authorities, who cheered and cried over viewer ratings, was about to take place.


  “Get some people to investigate the Alkin disease.”


  “…What?”


  “We need to broadcast a detailed account of this Alkin disease, as quickly as possible.”


  Chapter 7 – The God Of War (Part 2)


  


  Myul, who was leading the Haven Empire’s air forces, received a private message.


  – Calcus: Come here at once help us kill Weed!


  Five thousand Griffon Knights.


  Besides them, other flying monsters such as Drakes, Harpies, Mechai and Gorghols that were useful in combat were all under Myul’s command as well, although they were not carrying any riders. Myul possessed a vast territory in the Haven Empire, and this army of great size was the result of him pouring all of his funds into military forces as per the policy of the guild.


  “I want to kill Weed with my own hands.”


  – Calcus: I am well aware of your thirst for revenge. And I can give you a chance to quench it, too.


  “Alright. I’ll be there.”


  Myul gladly accepted Calcus’s request for support and ordered his forces to move.


  One advantage of airborne troops was their ability to move swiftly without having to worry about terrain features or the presence of other troops on the ground.


  “The land looks splendid, my brothers.”


  “I did not expect such a day would come.”


  Rangble and Dorkeh, two users of the Second Legion, commented on the scenery below. The Garnav Plain they saw from the sky was full of lights like the night view of a city. They were not only coming from the torches the users were holding, but also from blasts of magical spells and spreading fires. When the Flaming Meteors hit the ground a far distance from them, the whole night sky lit up as brightly as the middle of the day for an instant.


  ‘Casting such a large-scale spell as if it is nothing… Our Hermes Guild is quite insane indeed.’


  Myul was one of the power elites of the Hermes Guild, but he did not always agree with every decision the guild had made. The more you knew about the Hermes Guild, the more you found out that the entire guild was controlled by Lafaye and Bard Ray. The rest of the users were merely feeding off the guild’s power in exchange for lending their strength, thus forming the base of its military forces.


  ‘A battle that will determine the fate of the continent.’


  Myul spoke to his comrades in the Second Legion.


  “Let’s go. Time to show them how we fight.”


  “Good. I was itching for some action.”


  “Let’s fly at full speed.”


  “I’ll lead the vanguard, my brothers!”


  The Second Legion was organized quite uniquely compared to other Imperial Legions. It consisted of users who were all Myul’s companions and possessed great interest in flying. The same users who had been with Myul all the way from the days when he first took up the reckless challenge of taming a dragon formed the core of the Second Legion. Not surprisingly, they boasted excellent teamwork and combat capacity, which gave them the nickname ‘a cavalry in the sky’.


  ***


  “Tssscchwiick!”


  Weed, still in the shape of Karichwi the Orc!


  He had just stumbled upon a new weapon. He didn’t exactly mean to get it, but a warrior user who happened to be nearby dropped it as he died.


  


  < Ridiculously Solid Greataxe: Durability 190/200, Attack Power 45~104


  Somewhere in the free cities, there lived a mad blacksmith. He spent more than ten years of his life crafting a single battleaxe. Heating and hammering, then heating and hammering again… This heavy axe is seriously strong.


  Restrictions: Strength 280 or higher.


  Item features: Maximum Attack Power increases by 2.5 times when used as two-handed.


  If a successful critical hit was dealt to an opponent with great gap in strength, the damage is increased by 200%.


  Knocks back weak opponents. >


  


  “Well well, this looks like a fun weapon to wield.”


  For quite a long while, Weed had been using Kolderim Daemon Sword. It had an effect of weakening monsters, and various other features such as giving extra Strength and Dexterity stats and Magic Resistance. The base Attack Power also ranged from 103 to 211, which meant that this greataxe could hardly be compared to the Daemon Sword. Due to the restriction that one had to use both hands to wield it, as well as the fact that it was a large-sized battleaxe, it could not slash and pierce as quickly as a sword. Nevertheless, Weed found himself quite liking the axe.


  “Tsschwick!”


  The Loa Sword was too light for Karichwi the Orc. Same could be said for Thunder Spear, but this axe provided excellent grip to the Orc’s large and ruggedly hands.


  “Hooooraaaaarrrgh!!!”


  After one swing of the axe that swept past like flashlight, the shields that the Imperial soldiers were holding all shattered to pieces. Weed’s overflowing strength did not stop at that, and sent about twenty of the soldiers flying.


  “This isn’t half bad.”


  The formation of the shield-bearing troops was pushed back, and collapsed into a mess.


  *Whooosh!*


  Weed lunged at them, brandishing his axe joyfully. He was liberally exerting the strength he had boosted using Sculptural Destruction skill as he was wielding the axe.


  Karichwi the Orc, marching forward while breaking through and destroying the lines of shielded soldiers!


  “Weed-nim is opening up a path for us. Everyone advance!”


  “Hooray, their defense has been breached!”


  “Chaaarge!”


  Through the opening Weed had made, countless users poured in. Like a collapsing dam, once a small hole was made the users began to spread at once. As they involved themselves in combat enthusiastically, an intense battle against the 4th Legion soon broke out.


  “I am Gusoon of the Hermes Guild. I challenge you to a duel.”


  “I’m Weed. Chwit!”


  Weed enjoyed the occasional duel against the Hermes Guild members that came at him.


  A one-on-one fight!


  Among those who had not yet experienced defeat in a duel, there were quite a lot of people who still underestimated Weed.


  ‘He’s nothing but a mere sculptor…’


  ‘It must have been through some dumb luck he’s made it so far.’


  ‘Even if he is really as strong as they say, I’m still going to defeat him here. I’ll become a hero once I get Weed.’


  In the form of Karichwi the Orc that was optimized for combat, Weed got to work to give them all a bitter lesson.


  “Haaa!”


  He seized victory after victory, beating the living soul out of his opponents with his axe, or striking them with his Loa Sword.


  *Tooshtooshtoosh!*


  The Hermes Guild members, subject of much condemnation and blames from the people around the world, chose to fight honorably and died one by one.


  The top 10,000 users of Royal Road! Once you get to that level, there were quite a few users with notable abilities, those who had honed their basic techniques faithfully and worked on their skill proficiencies, not like Ultar and his unbalanced combat style.


  “Downward Smash!”


  Weed forced his opponent to lose his balance with a swing of his axe.


  The difference in size was evident, and this cunning Orc had converted all of his Art stats into Strength by breaking Masterpieces through Sculptural Destruction!


  Each time Weed emerged victorious, cheering screams broke out in his vicinity. More and more Hermes Guild members were constantly coming to challenge him to a duel.


  ‘They haven’t experienced the world enough. There are surprisingly many pure-minded people among those who are aware that what they’re doing is evil. The best way to put them right is to give them a few black eyes.’


  Although Weed was engaged in the battle personally, he also had to command his troops against the 4th Legion. Unlike Geomchi and other companions, he was conscious of the battle situation over a large area.


  ‘I need to send reinforcements to the East, but they wouldn’t be able to hear me if I give an order from here.’


  He was fighting alongside the countless users whose names he didn’t know. Even if he managed to find the squad captains and direct them to attack the East, it would be difficult for them to move through the confusing mass of the crowd.


  ‘Which means I need to move myself.’


  Weed charged and occasionally changed his position as necessary.


  – To the East! Tsschwickk!


  “To the East!”


  “Let’s head eastward!”


  “Weed-nim is moving to the East!”


  Whenever Weed let out a Lion’s Roar, the entire troops moved simultaneously.


  As the 4th Legion demonstrated great combat capacity, many users were killed in battle against them. Some stood in the way of charging Imperial knights in an attempt to protect Weed, and others were killed in great numbers by magical attacks.


  “Bear Porridge all assembled! We’ve come to provide reinforcement.”


  “It’s an honor to fight alongside you, Weed-nim. Strawberry and Banana Porridge squads have arrived.”


  “W-we’re… Mineral Water Porridge. Try drinking some clear water with porridge!”


  However, on their side was a reassuring stream of users who were endlessly coming to join the fight. An ever increasing number of Northern and Central users kept appearing to join the fight. Although they had been terrified by the Summon Flaming Meteors spell, the heat of the battle had led them on. This sight of these users assembling was also clearly seen by the Hermes Guild users and their leaders.


  “That guy sure does not lack popularity.”


  The muscles around Calcus’ eye twitched in irritation.


  Weed the God of War!


  He was the one user who boasted great fame that could match Bard Ray’s, but Calcus wasn’t going to admit that so readily; if Calcus said it wasn’t true, even if the entire world said otherwise, he still would believe that it would not be true.


  “Our reinforcement will be here shortly, too. Let’s finish it all here!”


  Calcus sent out all the Steel Knights that were assigned to the 4th Legion.


  Ten thousand Steel Knights, with their infinite stamina and astounding defensive ability!


  The Golems made of Steel pushed the users back as they marched.


  “Kill them all. This is going to be a head-on match.”


  A general mobilization order was issued to the entire troops of the 4th Legion as well, so the soldiers began to fiercely drive the users back. The Hermes Guild users also joined in the slaughter, blasting their skills without restraint.


  “Weed-nim. I’m a big fan!”


  “My blade is yours. Aaargh!”


  Although Weed was surrounded with flocks of users following his lead, he could sense the change in the tide of the battlefield. The 4th Legion was deploying all of its troops into the fight. The Mages and Archers were also pouring out all their firepower without any concern for the later battles.


  – Mapan: Weed-nim, things are getting serious. All the Imperial troops are moving towards you.


  – Pale: We are currently engaging the Imperial forces, but their high-mobility knights have all left the battlefield to head to your position. We’re sending reinforcement, but I fear they’ll arrive later than the enemy troops.


  – Seasoned Crab: Ahem-hem. Seasoned Crab here. I was fighting the 8th Legion, but their main members have disappeared. It looks like they are moving to your position, Weed-nim.


  Weed’s companions and high-rank users of the Grass Porridge Cult were sending urgent reports on the assembly of the Imperial Army. Among the twenty Legions deployed by the Haven Empire, all the core forces were currently moving to the area where Weed was fighting. The army whose power was without match, the same army that had united the Central Continent, was now focusing its forces in one single position.


  This was a decision made by the heads of the Hermes Guild.


  – Lafaye: Every Legion Commander will support the 4th Legion as their top priority.


  Lafaye gave them mission instructions.


  Ultar of the 11th Legion had suffered an unexpected defeat in the duel, but he had still managed to buy a little time. However, Weed with his quick wits had squeezed his way out of the 20th Legion’s attack as well as the Summon Flaming Meteors spell.


  The Hermes Guild had twice missed their chances, but this was the moment that the Imperial Army was really waiting for as they swept across the Garnav Plain.


  “They say the number of users in the Garnav Plain reaches one hundred million… But not all of them can fight in the battle.”


  As a strategic move, the Imperial Army was going to seize control of every single area in the vicinity of Weed’s position. All they had to do was to wipe out Weed and the users fighting with him after isolating them from the rest of the Northern users and other people on the Arpen Kingdom’s side by blocking their ways. All of the Empire’s main forces that could be moved were heading towards the location where the 4th Legion was fighting. The rest of the Imperial troops started a guerilla warfare in order to stop the Arpen Kindom’s users.


  “We are going to determine how this battle begins and ends. This place will become Weed’s grave.”


  However, Weed soon saw through the Hermes Guild’s trick and used Lion’s Roar.


  – We are winning. Everyone attack!


  The users were rushing about in frenzy.


  “He said we’re going to win.”


  “Of course we are.”


  “Waaaaaah! Let’s fight!”


  They didn’t know if it was true, but it still had the effect of raising their morale and setting a counter fire against their enemies.


  The forces of the 4th Legion was beginning their assault while being spread widely rather than huddling in one spot, their artillery blasting off without a pause. On the opposite side, millions of users were dashing in a full sprint, in an equally widespread formation.


  A war of attrition: killing and being killed!


  “Break them all!


  Weed played an active role, swinging the axe with one hand.


  “Magic!”


  “They’re using Magic.”


  Then suddenly, the sound of screaming users was heard; hundreds of spears made of ice were flying at them from the east. As they had been seeking their chance to hit, the 4th Legion had waited until Weed got sufficiently close, then fired magic spells simultaneously.


  Weed’s brain worked in a flash.


  ‘Frozen Spear. Powerful, but you just need to avoid being hit. It would have been more troublesome if they used flame spells that explode in midair.’


  The white, radiant spears of ice possessed remarkable density and destructive power. They most probably chose to use such a strong spell with Weed’s Life Force and physical toughness in mind.


  ‘I suspect it took them at least twenty Mages above level 450 to cast it.’


  Based on the information about the spells he saw on the Hall of Fame or video sites, he could even make such estimation.


  Five seconds to impact!


  ‘I can dodge it.’


  Through the power of the Gloves of Dimension Doors, he would be able to avoid the spears like a formless ghost. Or he could just make use of his incredible strength and leap upward from the ground, moving out of the way by dozens of meters. But just as Weed was about to escape,


  “Weed-nim! Quickly, run!”


  A user with a young looking face yelled.


  Just one of the countless Northern users, but Weed once sold a fox sculpture to him in Morata during the earlier days of pioneering the Northern Continent.


  “Um, Weed-nim… I’d like to buy your sculpture.”


  “There’s just one fox sculpture left.”


  “The thing is, I only have 7 Gold… This wouldn’t be enough to buy your work, would it? I’m sorry.”


  *Gulp.*


  “It is my wish that everyone would be able to appreciate works of art without having to worry about the expense.”


  “Wow. Does that mean you are willing to sell it to me?”


  “Yes. I will sell it for 7 Gold.”


  And this was how Weed had blatantly overcharged this user when he sold his fox sculpture. The novice user he had met then was wearing old and shabby-looking gloves and cloak, and his armor was of quite humble quality. Even now his level didn’t seem high, maybe because he hadn’t been occupying himself with monster hunting or adventuring very much. Suddenly, Weed felt bad for taking 7 Gold from this guy. What other people would call a fraud was a mere business practice to Weed, yet in this rare occasion he was feeling a slight pang of conscience, his long and tumultuous history of ripping off customers notwithstanding.


  3 seconds until the collision with Frozen Spears.


  The icy lances were piercing the air as they flew across dozens of meters of distance.


  ‘If I dodge out of the way now, this person will die. This is a sacrifice I cannot avoid.’


  People say that when a person is in mortal danger, fleeting images of their past crosses their mind like a kaleidoscope. And with the pang of conscience Weed was experiencing right now, he had a lot of memories to recall.


  Instead of running away like he had originally intended, Weed made his grip firm on his Loa Sword.


  “Chwwwwieeeck!”


  The muscles in his thighs bulged like thick ropes, and Weed kicked the ground hard as he jumped. He rose several tens of meters, facing the ice spears in midair.


  “Sword Cloning skill.”


  Suddenly, Karichwi the Orc multiplied himself into more than fifty clones. The whole sky was now filled with ferocious Orcs.


  “Moonlight Sculpting Blade!”


  Weed began to parry the spears of ice with his luminous sword. With his clones also swinging their swords at once, the spears were shattered into ice shards.


  ‘Too fast, and too many.’


  He kept breaking the Frozen Spears, wielding his sword of light while burning his Mana liberally. He brandished the sword in every direction out of pure reflex, not even taking a proper look at the almost dazzlingly number of ice spears that approached him. Incredibly, the spears were broken into tiny pieces and fell to the ground, but some of them found their mark on Weed or his clones. The clones simply winked out of existence, but Weed had to take the full damage of the spears.


  


  < Attacked by Frozen Spears!


  Due to your high Physical Toughness and Magic Resistance, the damage has been reduced by 87%.


  Your movement speed was decreased by 3.5%


  Your body movements slow down by 1.4% >


  


  < The Frozen Spear has hit you in the side.


  Your tough skin prevents it from penetrating your body.


  Your Stamina has been reduced by 5% as the wounded area freezes.


  Your Life Force will take 13,812 points of damage for 5 seconds. >


  


  < You are currently taking continuous hits by Frozen Spears.


  Your resistance against ice spells has been temporarily reduced by 8%.


  Your general physical abilities diminish as your body freezes.


  Occurrence of status effect possible!


  Your Life Force has been reduced by 4,991 points.


  You are now feeling a severe fatigue. >


  


  < A series of hits by Frozen Spear!


  The merciless ice spell is causing intense ice formation.


  You are unable to move your body as the thick layers of ice bind you.


  Movement disabled.


  Your Life Force will be reduced every second.


  If you cannot remove the frozen condition in 3 minutes, it will eventually result in death. >


  Chapter 7 – The God Of War (Part 3)


  


  The spears of broken ice in the sky were shining like snow and falling to the ground. It was truly absurd, how Weed was able to  block the powerful magic with just his sword and resilience.


  “Ha ha ha. This is so cool.”


  Weed thought he heard someone cheer.


  ‘Well. I can sell more of Karichwi the Orc’s dolls.’


  “Weed-nim is putting his life on the line to protect us.”


  ‘To be honest, I haven’t put my life on the line. And it’s all to make a profit.’


  “He’s always been that way. People sometimes complain and doubt, but we know that Weed-nim has always been like that.”


  ‘Emphasizing the good, hiding the bad, all thanks to you. I’ve been living so well thus far. But still, to know that I’ve had such a big influence… This must be why being a politician is so worthwhile.’


  “I believe in Weed-nim more than in my father!”


  ‘I must never have a son like him.’


  As a matter of fact, it was like he was offering a new blindfold to the users who were already blinded.


  “What’s with this crazy choice?!”


  “You could just avoid them… Are you insane?!”


  The Hermes Guild members were also surprised. Though the spells were all aimed at Weed, they expected him to avoid them because they were shot from so far away. Crushing the spears of ice in midair was a feat of great combat ability, but on the other hand the consequences would be lasting. From what they could see, Weed had been hit by at least ten spears of ice.


  “But still… wasn’t that quite reckless?”


  “His health must be low.”


  “Given the power of the magic, it’s amazing he’s even alive.”


  Weed had been hit by several high-level magician’s Frozen Spears and he fell to the ground. He was covered in a mass of ice and stumbled.


  “This is our chance.”


  “Let’s kill him.”


  From the Hermes Guild members came out those, who were proud of being amongst the strongest. Like a snake charging and leaping in reaction to its prey, they have closed the distance with their flying magic.


  Their goal was Weed of course!


  They did not take their eyes off him, as they were moving.


  “His body is completely covered in ice.”


  “I had my doubts, but it looks like it was on target.”


  “This is our real chance!”


  It was a battle for the destiny of the Versailles continent.


  Though they couldn’t say for sure,  everything could be decided within that short time.


  Is that not the moment when history changes?


  Hoping to be the main characters, the Hermes Guild members quickly narrowed their distance to Weed.


  “Die!”


  “It’ll end here. I’ll be giving interviews at the station. To tell everyone, that he has died by Macaro’s hand!


  “Take my name too. I’m Twigin.”


  The Hermes Guild members had a firm sense of self-esteem, fitting those who had conquered the Central Continent.


  ‘The one who arrives first, catches him.’


  ‘Ignore the small fish nearby. That’s a complete waste of time.’


  ‘Our forces need to be more alert. No need to share this glory.’


  It wasn’t long before the Hermes Guild members’ confidence was broken.


  Weed swung his fist and broke out of the ice with a loud voice. He overcame the ice formation with his high magic resistance and stamina.


  ‘It doesn’t matter, you have no health left anyways. One hit will kill you.’


  ‘Try and resist. There’s over hundred people here.’


  ‘No matter if you are Weed, it will be impossible to deal with us all at the same time.’


  The hyenas united to grasp their best possible opportunity.


  The Hermes Guild members at the peak of the Versailles continent gathered together and were force that couldn’t be ignored.


  Though Weed had broken out of the ice, his condition was certainly not normal.


  Decreased health!


  Decreased physical ability!


  It was a serious decline in attack power.


  And… In that moment, tens of thousands of lights in the shape of Karichwi the Orc gathered around Weed.


  A bright and beautiful light!


  Users of the priest and paladin professions from all platforms lavished cleansing and holy spells on Weed.


  


  <Health has been restored by 382.>



  <Health has been restored by 931.>


  <Health has been restored by 2,474.>


  <Health has been restored by 894.>



  <Health has been restored by 126.>


  


  …


  There was a difference in the amount recovered, but all his life was restored. Weed was restored to his normal state, but also received all kinds of blessings. Though it happened a short moment ago, some of the priests who saw him get hit by the frozen spears had made an incantation of self-sacrifice. They had also given Weed a blessing that boosted his defense.


  Karichwi the Orc!


  His strong body was covered in strength and vitality. His elastic muscles wiggled, and his body was hot as if it was on fire.


  “Hu ah ah ah ah ah ah ah.”


  Weed struck with his axe without hesitation.


  *Thwack!*


  With a terrible sound, the Hermes Guild members who arrived first were thrown backwards.


  “Uh…. Ah, are you okay?”


  The Hermes Guild members who were caught by the axe screamed and were surprised at the unexpected damage.


  The armor had absorbed the hard axe hit.


  Health was reduced by 7%, but it was all right.


  “His attack is weak!”


  “Weed. Your legend is…”


  Just then, five people surrounded him at the same time.


  Weed’s body, like a mirage, vanished through a dimensional door.


  Then he appeared in a different place and attacked the Hermes Guild members with his Loa Sword.


  Cut, cut, chop, and slash.


  With each step his shoulders and arms moved automatically, and the movement of his sword did not stop. Drawing a beautiful line, the power of the sword continued.


  Instantly, three Hermes Guild members took heavy damage and backed off.


  “He’s perfectly fine.”


  “It’s more than that.”


  “The axe is weak, but that sword is real!”


  They had thought it was the chance of a lifetime, but they belatedly realized, that they had stepped into the cave of a tiger.


  Weed was fully recovered and from close seemed certainly strong.


  “Keuh ho ho. But this is the catch of a lifetime.”


  “Let’s not waste time and finish this in one shot.”


  Hundreds of Hermes Guild members!


  Their eyes shared the goal of eliminating Weed and attacked at the same time.


  “Mind Rapture!”


  “Heaven, Earth and Wind Smite!”


  “Iron Rush!”


  The Hermes Guild members unleashed their most powerful abilities.


  “They’re like wild boars.”


  Weed’s head turned quickly. A few skills he could use came to mind. Moreover, a list of equipment passed by like a slideshow.


  


  < Armor of Mother Earth!


  Increases your maximum health by 350% and on activation reduces your physical damage taken by 87.4% for 10 minutes. >


  


  Thanks to the holy magic of the priests of the Church of Mother Earth, the sacred power was stored and was possible to invoke it at any time. This armor could even be worn on an orc body. This was because it was the armor of the goddess of the fair land that cares for all.


  *Cha la lang!*


  Weed took out the armor from his inventory and put it on. With this nice armor, the white and green Karichwi the Orc was akin to a deadly weapon.


  “Look here, a champion that does not retreat!”


  


  < The Blessing of Devotion!


  A champion who does not retreat. The power of the dragon skin is given to those who move forward on the battlefield. >


  


  The Blessing of Devotion had a very short duration but it could exert a tremendous defense boost, as long as you did not run away.


  Weed had tried to save it for Bard Ray, but in the end he decided to use it now.


  There were a lot of variables in war, but it was better than wasting the blessing!


  ‘Ah. Did I waste it? That’s too bad, but…’


  As soon as he used it, he started running quickly to the front. Naturally, there were Hermes Guild members that had to be attacked.


  Weed at this time did something nobody could have imagined. A burst of skills, dust and flashes that made it hard to keep one’s eyes open. He did not avoid, did not block, and took every hit with his body.


  “Heraim Fencing skill.”


  Weed began to swing his sword.


  In the Hermes Guild, there was no awareness of this sword skill. It was normally used against monsters and not users, who were more prone to deflect it.


  ‘You can just block once in the middle, right? Even if you spend a lot of mana, hit them with defensive skills and it’s over.’


  “I can avoid with evasion skills.’


  ‘I am not a fool; how could I not even dodge one.’


  An abnormal skill that only gets stronger with consecutive successful attacks.


  Even if Weed had used the skill on the Path of Struggle, it was difficult to use in a real battle.


  Let alone against themselves.


  *Pu pu pu puk!*


  Weed swung his sword in a flash at the nearest enemy.


  A sword that penetrates attack and swings at the unprotected user! Merciless strikes were poured out on the Hermes Guild members.


  


  < 1st consecutive successful attack completed. Agility increases by 20%. >



  < 2nd consecutive successful attack completed. Power increases by 40%. >



  < 3rd consecutive successful attack completed. Agility increases by an additional 40%. >


  


  “Catch him!”


  “This way.”


  The Hermes Guild members were coming at Weed like moths. Because of their greed, they all rushed together at once and were unable to use any area of effect skills lest they hit their own allies.


  *Ddaa dak. Puck. Ppak. Pakwang!*


  *Gwang gwang! Kwa kwa kwa gwang!*


  Weed swung his sword like crazy as he took their blows.


  More than 10 times, he struck heavily enough to knock out their eardrums and then became like an uncontrollable storm.


  Power and speed.


  Combining judgment and boldness, he sent the Hermes Guild members flying into the air at random.


  Four or five people per second!


  From a distance, the Hermes Guild members seemed to attack in force, then in one moment they were swept away.


  Karichwi the Orc’s skeletal muscles flexed and generated an explosive force.


  Though you couldn’t see it clearly, his thick thighs supported his center of gravity and the sword sharply cut through the wind.


  After more than 30 attacks, no one was able to stop Weed. Even if the Hermes Guild members were wearing good equipment, if they took hit head-on they would lose their life.


  “Ahhhhh. Crazy!”


  “What the hell! How is he so strong!”


  Combining absolute defensive power with the Heraim Fencing skill resulted in the strongest attack power.


  Weed roared like a lion.


  “Roarrrrrrrrr!”


  A loud roar from a thick neck!


  More than 30 people had lost their lives in such a short period of time.


  Though Weed’s body was littered with direct blows, the Armor of Mother Earth was barely damaged at all.


  It originally had the Unbreakable option, and on top of that it could restore its durability on its own by absorbing the aura of the earth.


  Weed began to move forward again.


  Karichwi the Orc!


  Every time he wielded his sword, the Hermes Guild members were crushed like beginners.


  “To be this strong…”


  “He’s crazy strong.”


  “Don’t try to survive! We can’t leave this place. If we can create an opportunity, we can catch him.”


  “Yes. He should be hurt too!”


  The Hermes Guild members blindly ran in in the heat of the moment, but really they had no better option.


  It was difficult to go back because the Northern users were already present in their vicinity.


  Weed, at least in their view, was also quite hurt.


  He had already demonstrated tremendous amount of combat power in the battle, though he should have been dead at least a dozen of times.


  Like one of his nicknames, the God of War, Weed pressed his attack with strength.


  “I have pride. I can’t lose!”


  “Yes. Weed! This is your grave.”


  “Let’s see the end. Chaos!”


  The Hermes Guild members gave up on their defense and did not even look to the safety of their comrades.


  They just used all their mana to show off their best skills. It was their best judgment!


  If Weed evaded the attack, the Heraim Fencing skill would be stopped.


  


  < Blade Cut!



  You were cut by the side of the sword of Mujadin.


  Your thick skin reduces the damage.



  Health was reduced by 4,281. >


  


  < Sharp Penetration!



  A sharp sword pierced your back.


  The bleeding doesn’t stop!


  Health decreased by 7,381.



  You will lose 318 health every second until you treat the bleeding wound. >


  


  < The Last Counterattack!



  Gisa Duzon countered at the moment of his death.


  This final counterattack contains all of his power.


  You receive 40,846 health damage.



  Maximum health decreased by 7%. >


  


  < Skin Rupture!



  Fire magic burns you and your body catches on fire.


  Though it is overcome through fire resistance, a part of your skin bursts.


  Health was reduced by 7,466.



  Endurance weakened by 13%. >


  


  The damage dealt to Weed was reduced by the Armor of Mother Earth and the Blessing of Devotion.


  


  < 747 health has been restored. >



  < 912 health has been restored. >



  <481 health has been restored. >


  


  < Enhanced Defense!



  The Blessings of Rock Skin has been granted.



  It makes your skin hard. >


  


  < 9,928 health has been restored. >



  < 54 health has been restored. >


  


  < Glory of the Sword!



  The Loa Sword emits Lugh’s light.



  It increases the weapon’s damage by 14%. >


  


  Once again, the full healing of the priestly group of northern users!


  Weed’s body was covered with all kinds of divine powers and was treated neatly.


  He recovered several times his maximum health.


  “This is cheating.”


  “Total cheating.”


  “I can’t… I can’t fight anymore.”


  The Hermes Guild members froze.


  Karichwi the Orc, that brings the God of War to mind!


  He was scarily running and hurling them aside one by one with the Heraim Fencing skill.


  In the beginning, only two or three were thrown just slightly away, but now they were all sent flying for 50 to 100 meters.


  Goodbye, literally!


  Some Hermes Guild members decided, that they would not be able to do it and tried to make a run for it.


  However, they were blocked by the northern users.


  One down, one more, and another!


  Each time, Karichwi the Orc’s steps shook the ground as he ran, before he swiftly swung his weapon and dreadfully reaped the lives of his enemies.


  “Ooow wah wah ah ah ah ah ak!”


  Weed roared again, and at that time the army that gathered to fight the four corps cheered together.


  Everyone wanted to become a hero while playing Royal Road.


  They wanted to go on wonderful adventures, and to hunt boss monsters.


  However, the most fearful and dangerous beings were the Hermes Guild members.


  Even in cities, or villages, they were recognized as being special, way stronger than others.


  For over one hundred of them to lose their lives to Weed, in the form of Karichwi the Orc, was a great scene.


  Looking at the scene from afar, Calcus clicked his tongue.


  “Tsk. I was too greedy. I didn’t know I would lose like that.”


  Though they were excellent, they were only a hundred.


  Given the 700,000 guild members, it was not a big deal, but it still left a bitter taste.


  Calcus had decided not to attack when Weed was frozen.


  “It’s not easy to win. However, the trap is thoroughly set.”


  Under the command of the head of the empire, each army of the Imperial army was taking control of the area.


  Aside from all the battles and situations, the Imperial forces across the Plain of Renna were gathering here.


  “I’ll take special care to kill each and every single one of you.”


  Chapter 8 – Last Resort (Part 1)


  


  – Mapan: Weed-nim. It seems that the troops are gathering over there.


  – Pale: The movements of the enemy knights are strange. The knights and cavalry quickly left during the battle.


  – Irene: The Phantom Knights ran that way. You must avoid them!


  – Surka: It’s dangerous there. Come on.


  – Lemon: I’m watching. Each of the squad leaders of the Grass Porridge Cult are saying that a large force is moving toward Weed-nim. Though we were blocking them, they were still able to pass through. Hurry and let’s go!


  Many people sent whispers to Weed.


  The Imperial Army, which was conducting a large-scale battle on the Garnav Plains, ran like a beast that got loose.


  “They’re trying to catch me. Chwiiik.”


  The battles he fought today were fresh in his mind.


  Twenty Imperial Legions had set up a trap and waited, going as far as summoning a burning meteor without hesitation.


  The change in the Haven Empire Army’s movement was clearly another attempt at him.


  “What did I do wrong?… Chhhwi. I was just trying to keep my back warm and my belly full. Whoo!”


  The users heard the news while Weed was lamenting.


  “The Imperial Army is coming!”


  “Mozori, he’s coming here?”


  Before they knew it, the sudden movement of the Imperial Army was officially reported on the emergency network of the Grass Porridge Cult.


  Myul’s Griffon army was also seen flying overhead in the sky by various people.


  “Get out of here!”


  “It’s dangerous here, Weed-nim!”


  Nearby users said this in their worry for Weed.


  The Northern users had also recognized this place as a battlefield and were gathering around.


  Nevertheless, the users scattered across the plain were one or two steps behind the Imperial Army.


  ‘Having twenty legions narrowing down on us at the same time gives them a major tactical advantage over our troops, but it’s clear that I’m their only target.’


  Weed calmly surveyed the situation.


  Even if you suffer at the hand of a swindler, if you get yourself together, there is always a way out!


  Of course, if the swindler lays a perfect trap, it’s impossible to survive. But there are many variables in this world.


  It’s not even easy to fry a piece of chicken perfectly.


  “We’ll stop them. You have to get away right now.”


  “You can’t die here.”


  “We’re fine. You have to survive, Weed-nim.”


  He welcomed the users’ suggestions for making an escape route.


  “Everyone…”


  Weed’s eyes twinkled with emotion.


  It was plain as day what would happen next. Many of the users gathered here would be wiped out.


  Countless users would be attacked from all sides and killed.


  Weed’s fame would fall if his escape was broadcasted.


  A runaway.


  A coward.


  All the popularity that had been gained so far would vanish into thin air.


  Advertising revenue, appearance fees!


  Weed’s popularity now dug into the hearts of children and their pocket money!


  Considering the increase in sales every year from the character business, running away would be the worst thing for numbers.


  “We have to stop them for Weed-nim. We hope for everyone’s cooperation!”


  “Please stop the Imperial Army from coming. Weed-nim, please run away quickly!”


  Though it was a short time, a few routing voices could be heard.


  ‘No. I won’t falter. I will protect my own. Even if a nuclear bomb falls.’


  Weed roared.


  – Everyone! The Haven Empire is gathering here!


  Though most of the users already knew this, he told them again deliberately.


  “Hurry and leave, Weed-nim.”


  “You should be able to leave now. We will stop them.”


  The users were determined to make Weed leave.


  They thought he would say he’d leave and apologize, but it was the opposite.


  – I’ll fight to the end. Chwiiik! I won’t falter a single step, and I will succeed! Chwiik. Chwi. We will not fail. I will show everyone a miracle. Chwiiiiik!


  Weed shouted like he was running for Congress. And then, he raised a sculpting knife to create a miracle.


  *Seuk seuk seuk seuk*


  He started to sculpt a nearby rock quickly, and the figure slowly revealed a grubby grandfather with a beard.


  ‘Though there is no other solution here, I’ll figure something out.’


  The nearby users focused on Weed as he roared and continued the sculpture. The Northern users who recognized the figure opened their mouths wide with surprise.


  “My God.”


  “It’s him.”


  “Who is it?”


  “Emperor Geihar von Arpen! The first emperor to unify the Versailles Continent!”


  The original plan was to restore it after a bit more fighting. Many sculptures were destroyed on the Garnav Plains and a lot of time was required to restore them all.


  ‘Change of plans. Let’s unload it all.’


  From far away, in the 4th Legion, Calcus and the Hermes Guild members saw him sculpting.


  At the same time, countless users were watching over the broadcast.


  – The Emperor Geihar!


  – Finally, it looks like he will restore the emperor.


  – Not long ago, Weed has returned to the days of the Arpen Empire and protected its seashore. That was all in order to revive Emperor Geihar von Arpen here today.


  – Who the hell is he?


  – According to the data… As a sculptor, the emperor unified the entire continent.


  The hosts of each broadcasting station were overflowing with enthusiasm.


  With the appearance of Weed, the battle of the Garnav Plains was never-ending.


  Though there were important battles going on in many regions, they were not as important as the one Weed was in.


  And it grew increasingly more important as the Imperial Army concentrated their forces and the Northern Users followed them.


  Perhaps the fate of the Versailles Continent would be settled here.


  But the summoning of the Emperor Geihar!


  “He pulled out a knife.”


  Calcus wanted to interrupt him as soon as he became aware of Weed’s intentions.


  The resurrection of a dead hero was inherently intriguing, but he knew it would be disadvantageous for it to be completed.


  “Don’t let him finish!”


  The magicians of the Hermes guild chanted powerful long-distance magic spells without conserving any of their mana.


  “We’ll use Flame Magic which is full of diffusion and damage.”


  “Fire Blaster.”


  “Flame Shower.”


  “Fire Buster.”


  Hundreds of flame magic projectiles were shot across the sky, forming a huge parabola.


  Their goal was Weed!


  But this time, the Northern users were also fully prepared.


  “Let’s have our magicians return fire!”


  “Let’s stop it at all costs.”


  “Throw your own body if you have to.”


  Spirit and magic arrows, ice magic… Hundreds of those flew into the air.


  *Papapang!*


  An explosion occurred as flame magic collided with all kinds of projectiles.


  It seemed as if all the world’s fireworks burst at once as they spread through the night sky.


  Fire magic burned like a meteor shower and penetrated the atmosphere, breaking into pieces and falling towards them.


  “We can stop it!”


  “A little more power!”


  The magicians shot their ice magic again, and the priests casted protective magic around Weed.


  In addition, the users gathered together to form a wall of defense.


  They were able to throw themselves forward because Weed had promised to protect them.


  “Ugh… No.”


  “Let’s block them. That’s what we’re going to do.”


  The wall of users gazed at the approaching magical flames.


  In the dark night sky, the flame magic became all kinds of fireworks, crisscrossing and dispersing everywhere.


  Seeing that they could no longer reach them, the users raised their arms in triumph.


  “Hurrah!”


  “We did it again!”


  Hot rain streaks fell from the sky in the aftermath of the ice and water magic blocking the flame magic.


  *Ssuah ah ah ah.*


  And while in the rain, Weed kept tirelessly waving his sculpting knife.


  The quickly forming sculpture of Emperor Geihar!


  Wrinkles at the corner of the eyes and chin, the slightly protruding teeth, everything was intact and being restored.


  ‘He had a big bald spot on his head, can’t leave out the small details.’


  If you looked closely, Emperor Geihar didn’t look that heroic, but there’s something you learn from living in society: a normal-looking person can be very scary!


  Sometimes, a vicious-looking landlord may feel a little sorry when they raise the rent.


  On the other hand, an ordinary-looking man may do it with confidence.


  “I’m going to raise the monthly rent by 30,000 won[T/N: about $30], starting this month.”


  “Old man. Sir. I’m barely making it now. The surrounding market price hasn’t gone up either.”


  “If you’re unsatisfied you can leave. You think I can’t find another tenant? I pitied you and saved you from staying on the street!”


  “For us, 30,000 won a month is a burden. You didn’t fix the boiler, either.”


  “Do you know who dug up this house? Did you so much as shovel when I was building it? Huh? Did you!?”


  Weed reminisced about his horrible landlord as he continued working on the sculpture of Emperor Geihar.


  It was perfectly normal, yet strange and a little different.


  A sculpture completed by quick hands rather than artistry or refinement!


  A grandfather with dirty clothes and a beard!


  Rather than a hero who unified the continent, he looked as if he had fallen asleep after drinking makgeolli and eating samgyeopsal [T/N: respectively Korean rice wine and pork belly].


  Perhaps there was some resemblance to an old man he had seen long ago on some corner.


  ‘I wonder if that grandfather bought some cocoa.’


  Though he had only met him for a moment, that grandfather’s shoulders looked narrow and pitiful. He was the type that looks hearty at first, but the more you look at him the more pathetic he gets.


  “It’s going to be hard if he gets older and loses weight. I don’t know if he’s getting enough to eat.”


  It was so sad that even the stingy Weed willingly handed over 200 won [T/N: About 20 cents] for him to drink some cocoa.


  “The sculpture has been finished!”


  “Wow. It’s been less than 5 minutes and you’ve made a human being. Are you a copy machine?”


  “He’s like a 3D printer. It’s exactly like Emperor Geihar.”


  It was a startling speed to the users who had been watching Weed make the sculpture.


  Just a slight movement here and there and elaborate details were made. Body and face lines were formed, and wrinkles were caught.


  He could be lacking compared to other artists’ artistic sense and creative expression, but when it came to squeezing things together and working speed, he deserved to be called a master.


  The myth of the old world!


  Weed immediately put his skills to the test.


  “Sculpture Resurrection!”


  < You used the Sculpture Resurrection skill.


  The ruler of a vast continent.


  Spreading art widely, and the father of all life forms.


  Master of Sculpture, Emperor of Arpen, Geihar von Arpen.


  Receiving the calling of art, he will move again on this earth.


  Art stat permanently decreased by 45.


  Faith stat permanently decreased by 10.


  Level dropped by 3.


  18,000 life and mana consumed.


  The person brought back by Sculptural Reincarnation has the knowledge and ability they had during their life.


  They may or may not be grateful for being able to see and move around in the world again for a short time. >


  


  < Your Sculpture Resurrection skill has improved >


  


  The sculpture of Emperor Geihar!


  It did not respond for a few seconds.


  Although Weed held his breath, Emperor Geihar stretched and let out a yawn as if awaking from a long sleep.


  “Euuh ha ah ah am. This is… my student.”


  “Yes, Master.”


  Weed bowed his head without hesitation and greeted him.


  Just because he could revive him, it didn’t mean he would help.


  Those resurrected by Sculptural Resurrection did as they wanted.


  ‘In the name of saving the continent, I swindled, bought alcohol, and bought meat. I did everything that was asked.’


  In the worst-case scenario, even having to dine and dash!


  Although Geihar was the first emperor to unify the Versailles continent, Weed felt a twinge of uneasiness.


  While looking around, Emperor Geihar confirmed that the 4th Legion and the users were fighting fiercely.


  “This is the battlefield. Just as you said, this moment is that moment.”


  “Yes.”


  “They’re the bad guys?”


  “That’s right. They’re complete scumbags!”


  Weed further explained that the Haven Empire would pay for what they did in the past.


  The evil empire, threatening peace on the continent, belittling art and destroying sculptures!


  Weed spoke in a grim voice.


  “After they take over the land, I fear your great achievements will disappear. Even Yellowy…”


  “What! Did the cow die?”


  Emperor Geihar’s affection for sculptural lifeforms was extraordinary.


  He even rode on its back and had an attachment to the nice cow. Of course, Yellowy was very annoyed and forced to let him ride.


  “He’s not dead yet. But they smacked their lips while watching the cow. They went to get the salt too.”


  “Beef needs to have salt.”


  “That’s right. You don’t need this or that, it’s perfect with just some good salt.”


  “The ribs of a cow are simply excellent. Just thinking about it makes my mouth water.”


  “I’ve got some makgeolli [E/N: the Korean rice wine mentioned before] for Master to quench your thirst too.”


  Weed smiled and brought out a wooden liquor bottle.


  Makgeolli as the best bribe! It was a perfect shot at Emperor Geihar’s tastes.


  Chapter 8 – Last Resort (Part 2)


  


  – Only one minute before the 2nd Legion arrives!


  – The 3rd Legion is joining forces with us as we speak.


  – Our troops are gathering from all over the Garnav Plains. They will slaughter the Northern users and advance to the area Weed is in!


  The Imperial Army’s sudden change in tactics caused a commotion among the broadcast stations.


  The sky gradually brightened as dawn rose on the battle which had started at midnight.


  The sight of countless imperial troops gathering from all directions was shocking.


  – The Phantom Knights are quickly advancing from the East.


  – The 9th Legion are arriving from the West, and the 14th Legion from the North.


  – The Imperial Army’s movements are phenomenal. And yet, their location and movements have changed a little bit since Weed appeared. It seems like they were waiting for him.


  – It reminds me of how wild animals roam around their prey then suddenly take a bite out of their necks.


  It seemed that Weed and the users who followed him were put in danger by the Haven Empire.


  Though the Northern users were hurriedly gathering, there were other troops there to prevent that from happening.


  When they had no choice but to die or run away, Weed used the Sculpture Resurrection Skill.


  The appearance of Emperor Geihar von Arpen!


  – It’s amazing, the sculpture is alive!


  – Emperor Geihar… The emergence of the historical figure who united the continent, turning it into the Arpen Empire!


  – It seems that Weed had planned this all along. What can we actually expect from this?


  – It appears that the reason that he had countless users make sculptures on the Garnav Plains was for this very moment. But obviously, the destruction of those sculptures is something to consider.


  – Destruction, you say?


  – The Summon Flaming Meteors spell destroyed many sculptures. The users are working on their restoration, but the damage will still be significant.


  – I think even getting there will be a problem.


  In the broadcast video, the Imperial Army was coming in from all sides, like a pack of starving wolves.


  This was a scene in which the users who were with Weed on the outskirts were quickly dying.


  – If this continues, neither Weed nor Emperor Geihar will be able to handle this.


  – Running away doesn’t seem easy either.


  – The sky has been blocked by the 2nd Legion. On the ground, the Imperial Army is in their way no matter which direction they choose. They’re completely surrounded.


  * * *


  “Keuoh, they’re killing them… Won’t drinking this help me revive?”


  Emperor Geihar took three bottles of makgeolli and gulped them down one by one.


  Weed was checking the progress of the battle in the meantime, but Mapan was more accurate.


  – Mapan: There are too many Imperial troops that are moving towards you, Weed-nim. According to CTS Media the 2nd, 3rd, and 6th Legions are on their way, and the 7th Legion will arrive even faster!


  Weed had decided to stay here, but his confidence was not without reason.


  Geihar von Arpen!


  The hero who unified the continent could do anything!


  “Hiccups. Gguh uh uh uk. I’m getting drunk. Good. Yoohoo!”


  Emperor Geihar shook his arms and danced.


  – Mapan: There’s no weakness in the siege network. And we’ve discovered that some of the 3rd Legion troops possess magical scrolls! If their AoE spells fall from the sky, the users protecting Weed-nim will quickly fall.


  There was no hopeful report.


  Since Mapan was bound by strong interests rather than loyalty, it would not be strange if he joined the Hermes guild now.


  Mapan was faithfully reporting because he believed in Weed.


  Experience and feelings!


  His belief was that Weed would not just let up and die.


  “If it’s like this, we’ll all die. Master! Hurry up and do something.”


  “Isn’t there one more bottle of makgeolli? I need a little more to feel just right.”


  “That was the last one a moment ago.”


  “Too bad. I was going to have a lot of fun.”


  Weed was highly suspicious of whether the revived emperor had become an alcoholic.


  ‘It wasn’t in the history books, but there’s no way he could have died of alcoholism, right?’


  The hidden consequences of Time Sculpting.


  If even the flap of a butterfly’s wings may alter the future, Weed’s actions in the past might have resulted in Emperor Geihar becoming an alcoholic.


  Emperor Geihar, who loved free alcohol, spoke with sad eyes.


  “A lot of time has passed. In this era, most of the friends I have given life to are probably dead.”


  “Maybe so.”


  The Iron Blood Warrior Bahamorg was revived.


  Although many tribes, including the long-living marine life, may still be alive, most of those whom the Emperor himself gave life to were killed.


  “My friends… I’m trying to mourn my children’s death… I’m short of a drink”


  Emperor Geihar was sad.


  “Master. I hadn’t even thought about that…”


  Weed was forced to take out the expensive wine he had saved in order to comfort him.


  It was a high-quality wine, worth much more than 3000 gold.


  “Golggak. Golggak. Ggeuhuk. I’m getting drunk.”


  Emperor Geihar opened the bottle and drank it like he would a bottle of makgeolli.


  “Weed-nim! The outskirts are falling apart!”


  “A large military presence has emerged in the South! I can see them with my own eyes!”


  “Ggyah ah ah ak! The Griffin troops are circling the sky! They could attack at any time!”


  Users fell and died.


  Meanwhile, Myul’s 2nd Legion circled the sky, observing the ground.


  They didn’t underestimate Weed and attack right away, but instead waited for the right opportunity.


  An unprecedented crisis!


  Emperor Geihar drank his wine and closed his eyes.


  “Master?”


  “Cool…”


  “Master. Did you happen to fall asleep? Get up. This is not the time.”


  “Zzzzzzzzzzz!”


  Weed confirmed that Emperor Geihar was deeply sleeping and pulled out the Loa Sword.


  A fair-weather friend, this wasn’t unheard of in human relationships.


  What’s the difference between him and a common drunk?


  “If only you did half of what Hestiger did… As expected, sculptors are a lazy and self-indulgent bunch.”


  While trying to strangle Emperor Geihar, he hesitated.


  ‘But still, I’ve made an investment… No. Let’s cut it down right now. It’s better to run away now… But it’s not over yet.’


  Although it would be easier to turn away from the approaching crisis, he could not make a decision due to his regret over Emperor Geihar.


  3.2 seconds later!


  Finally, Weed made his decision.


  “This is the only way for me. I have to take action.”


  The plan to hunt in the form of Karichwi the Orc had failed.


  He wanted a free meal, but he was forced to pay for it.


  It was time to show his true colors as the God of War.


  Weed took out a lump of gold with his sculpting knife and materials.


  One lump from his backpack, then two, started to pile higher.


  He told people that he had no money, that he was poor, that he invested everything in the Arpen Kingdom… But in fact, he was rich!


  He gathered the yellow gold he got from his adventures and hunting, and put it to the side.


  “Holy Fire!”


  Weed raised the Flame of Hestia and melted the gold into one large mass.


  *Sha Sha Sha shak!*


  He called the Wind Spirit Xing Xing and simultaneously cooled and shaved down the hot gold.


  “Ah tteu tteu tteu.”


  


  < You have taken fire damage.


  Health has been reduced by 31 points. >


  


  Even though it was reduced by his Fire Resistance and Resilience, he still took some damage. Without thinking about it, Weed quickly worked on a sculpture. The sculpture was taking shape faster than any sculpture he had made before.


  “Wow. I’ve never seen so much gold.”


  “Weed-nim is amazing.”


  The nearby users gathered and watched.


  ‘There’s nobody you can trust in this world, but there are many thieves.’


  Fortunately, it was a sculpture he had carved several times in the past.


  A skeleton without a speck of flesh!


  Surpassing the boundaries of life and death and leading a terrible fight, a being who can fight any number of enemies with confidence.


  ‘It’s a lich.’


  The sculpture of a golden skeleton shining brilliantly!


  It seemed to be an ill-matched combination, but for now it was cool.


  The whole thing was made of gold, so of course it was cool.


  It would have been a bit more ordinary if it wasn’t for its golden halo.


  Like the term “beautiful skin”, the sculpture’s materials were great.


  ‘Well, I’m a bit short on ingredients.’


  Weed felt like he needed more gold while carving its upper body.


  The 4th Legion continued to attack, and there were reports of Hermes Guild users everywhere.


  Myul’s Griffin Knight Legion slowly came down towards the earth.


  Weed felt secure because he had been guarded while he was summoning Emperor Geihar.


  ‘Let’s just do a rough job. Having one short leg shouldn’t matter when using magic.’


  – Please name the sculpture you made.


  “Let’s go with Golden Lich.”


  – Is Golden Lich correct?


  “No, wait a minute… It should raise the hopes and dreams of young children. It must be a cute name… Look at Pororo and Tayo. Hmm. Let’s choose Clongy [E/N: Pororo and Tayo are respectively Pororo the little penguin and Tayo the little bus, two Korean computer-animated series for little children. The name Weed gives to his statue is “Kkorongi”, a matching cute-sounding name. We tried to find something that felt a bit cute to English readers while keeping a similar pronunciation, please tell us what you think].”


  – Is Clongy correct?


  “That’s right.”


  


  < A masterpiece! You have completed Clongy!


  The hero who will save the world, the king of the vast northern continent!


  A new work by the widely renowned sculptor, Weed.


  It is a sculpture of a lich made of pure gold.


  The skeleton who creates a subtle fear!


  The bones inside its body are expressed with amazing detail and beauty.


  Why one leg is short is unknown, but given the perfection of the other parts, the sculptor must have his own profound purpose for it. 


  Artistic value: 12,381.


  Special options:


  – All undead who look upon Clongy will gain a 24% increase in the efficiency of Health and Mana absorption.


  – Lowers the enemy’s morale.


  – Inflicts pain and fear onto the enemy.


  – Luck reduced by 55%.


  – Black Magic Resistance reduced by 10%.


  – Enhances the effectiveness of undead summoning skills.


  – Reduces the cooldown of unique undead skills.


  – Without the fear of death, Attack increases by up to 3 times as Health decreases.


  – All stats increased by 33.


  – Knowledge increased permanently by 1.


  – Increases rate of trophies received in this area.


  – Effects do not stack with other sculptures.


  Number of masterpieces completed so far: 36


  Fame has increased by 5,321.


  Art stat has increased by 44.


  Endurance has increased by 1.


  Leadership has increased by 3.


  Wisdom has increased by 2.


  Faith has decreased by 2.


  Making this sculpture has increased your Insight stat by 2.


  As the result of creating a masterpiece sculpture, all stats have increased by 1. >


  


  Completion of a masterpiece!


  Weed worked in a hurry, but still a masterpiece was made.


  Though he was a master sculptor, there was also some luck involved.


  “As expected, true art is in the fine detail and the value of the materials. Sculptural Shapeshifting!”


  – He’s using Sculptural Shapeshifting!


  Weed’s height slowly shrank from the form of Karichwi the Orc. His shoulders narrowed, and his log-like limbs became thinner.


  The rich hair rustled down to the ground as the wind blew.


  As his flesh dried up, it peeled off, leaving only the bones.


  A skeleton… He had become a lich!


  


  < The change in body shape has made a lot of your current equipment unusable.


  You cannot wear any equipment that has Holy Power or is made of Mithril.


  Please obtain new equipment according to the shape and type of your body.


  Due to the influence of Sculptural Shapeshifting, your Knowledge and Wisdom stats have greatly increased.


  Strength and Agility have decreased significantly, and your Art stat has been reduced by a third.


  Health and Mana have greatly increased.


  Physical limits have disappeared.


  With a master level understanding of the sculpture, you have become a perfect lich.


  You have been given a Lich’s special characteristics.


  Life Vessel!


  Create a vessel and store away your health. If the vessel remains intact, you will not die unless from a very powerful magic or Holy Power.


  As an undead, the efficiency of Health and Mana absorption increases by 45%.


  Health and Mana will not regenerate under direct sunlight.


  You take more damage from Holy Power.


  These effects will last until Sculptural Shapeshifting is called off. >


  


  < Transformation into a masterpiece sculpture!


  Due to the nature of the sculpture, you have been given evil characteristics.


  Every time you kill a living human, there is a fixed probability that your stats will increase.


  Curse and fear power have increased to 200%.


  Notoriety has increased by 42%. The power of the dead builds up 26% more. >


  


  The name is Clongy!


  However, it was Weed who had transformed into the frightening lich.


  *Cha cha cha chak.*


  He wore Bar Khan’s full set of equipment, and raised the Staff of the Fallen Saint.


  “Come back to the land you lived on. This is a dark place. A black and rotten land. Engrave the law of darkness that will never disappear to everyone. Undead Rise!”


  He immediately used undead summoning magic.


  A whole skeleton army rose, with Death Knights as the base units.


  Phantom Knights were summoned, and even Doom Knights appeared from the bodies of Hermes Guild users.


  “Call Death Knight van Hawk. Call Vampire Lord Torido!”


  With black smoke, his men were called in.


  – Ggeu oh oh oh ro ro ro oh oh oh eung!


  Weed followed with a Lion’s Roar.


  The skeletal undead army clattered their jawbones and shouted.


  “Keu keh keh keh ket!”


  “Eu he he he he he he.”


  “Blood! Death!”


  Chapter 8 – Last Resort (Part 3)


  


  “He became a Lich!”


  Calcus commanded the 4th Legion.


  “Destroy the undead thoroughly. Do not let them revive again!”


  The appearance of a large-scale undead legion came as a shock to the Hermes Guild. They became very cautious as they witnessed thousands of skeletons summoned through the spell Undead Rise.


  “We need to open the way quickly or things will get annoying… Damn, time is on our side, but this is getting complicated…”


  The Hermes Guild members, including Calcus, looked up at the sky resentfully.


  ‘Myul and his Griffon Knight Legion are roaming the skies, but they barely come down to the ground at all… Why?! What the hell, could it be that they still want to focus on catching Weed? That’s not their purpose!’


  If the battle was over, obviously he wouldn’t protest. With the help of Myul and his 2nd Legion, Weed would be captured quickly. Calcus did not hide his anger, but the situation was getting better.


  “I saw the 3rd Legion.”


  “The 6th Legion is here too.”


  “The 7th Legion has also arrived.”


  The Imperial forces were converging on their position. The 6th Legion had been fighting farmers and elves, while the 7th Legion had been up against a ghost army, which had put them through a lot of trouble. Since the beginning of this battle, about 30 to 40 percent of the Legions had come from all over the Garnav Plains, and they made up a force that could not be ignored.


  ‘Forget it. We can definitely catch Weed here.’


  Calcus sent a message to the legion commanders.


  – Calcus: Welcome to the hunt for Weed. You’re just in time.


  – Heiller: Nice to meet you here. Which of us should be in command?


  – Calcus: Although your rank as the 3rd Legion commander is high, wouldn’t it be better for each legion to work independently?


  – Heiller: Well, that’s one way to go about it.


  Calcus did not want to lose his authority. If they fought separately, the 3rd legion’s Heiler would be able to conserve his forces, and since he thought he was likely to catch Weed, he agreed.


  – Heiller: The 3rd Legion will take care of the North. We will completely destroy the enemy.


  – Gross: The 6th Legion will take care of the West.


  – Crebulta: We will then take care of the East. Come on, we will be the ones to win this war.


  – Calcus: Hehe. The 4th Legion is confident in winning the war too. Capturing Weed will be our achievement.


  – Heiller: No, this glory will belong to the 3rd Legion. Let’s start this battle.


  The four powerful Imperial Legions began their assault. They swept through the undead, wiping out nearby northern users along the way. The whole battlefield burned with large-scale flame magic.


  Meanwhile, Weed was putting Van Hawk in command of half the skeletons.


  “They must be stopped, kill them all.”


  “Yes, master.”


  The skeletons ran as a group and fought with the 7th Legion. Though their combat power was a little weaker than the soldiers of the Imperial Legion, they fought well as they had a lot of vitality. Moreover, even when the lower part of their bodies were sent flying, the moving skeletons hung on to the enemy soldiers and bit them.


  “Uhhuhu, nooooo! I can’t fight corpses!”


  “We are going to die.”


  The soldiers feared the undead. Knights and Hermes Guild members yelled and calmed down the soldiers.


  “Fight, do not run away! We are the Imperial Army!“


  “The Haven Empire is invincible!”


  It was a big problem for the Imperial Legion that morale declined while fighting the undead. In order to fight with Weed, they held silver weapons and wore blessed armor. Nevertheless, the summoned undead were pretty annoying.


  “Show me the sword of hell.”


  “Go forward with blood.”


  30 Doom Knights rushed out and displayed their terrifying might.


  Doom Knight Hero Neturus!


  He had been summoned to lead the Doom Knights!


  Riding on Hell Horses, which had emerged from the darkness and continuously breathed out poison, the Doom Knights started fighting the Imperial Knights.


  *Kwakwa Kwang!*


  Knights from the Imperial Legion were sent flying dozens of meters. Weed sighed when he saw the scene.


  “They would have been even more powerful if I had used Sculptural Destruction to increase my Wisdom.”


  The Sculptural Shapeshifting skill allowed one to make use of the skills and characteristics of another race. However, as a Necromancer, he already knew many of the skills he would have obtained through transforming, so he had awoken even more undead characteristics which made the undead he summoned even more powerful.


  Weed’s body was sometimes surrounded by flames.


  


  <The divine fire burns you. Health was reduced by 8,381.>


  


  Despite the fact that he was only watching the battle, Weed was surrounded by white flames! The divine fire from the goddess Hestia caused side-effects now that he had transformed into a Lich.


  


  < Mana decreased by 3.7% >


  


  Weed took damage from time to time, but the health and mana he absorbed from the undead that participated in the battle made him quickly recover.


  *Flash!*


  The brilliance of his shining golden skull lit up the darkness.


  “Wow, look at Weed!”


  “He looks really cool.”


  But something else also attracted the attention of the Northern users. The trajectory made it clear that a new attacker was coming to their position. The Northern users were still caught up in an intense fight against the users from the Central Continent, and if another Imperial Legion joined in they would be in trouble.


  – Mapan: The 1st Imperial Legion is on its way. I think they will arrive in about 5 minutes.


  – Pale:  I’m coming. Not only me, but all the users here are running. Hold on for a while whatever happens!


  – Cold Wind: The Avians have gathered together. Even the little chickens from Lavias, the Sky Island, have entered the battle. But there was a problem on the way here. It seems like the magicians from the Hermes Guild are causing many troublesome gusts of wind in the sky.


  – Seoyoon: Let the Baraags take care of the magic troops, we have to stop them from summoning those gusts. The only problem is that some of the wizards seem to be missing.


  – Mibullo: I’m not sure if you still remember me, but I’m an architect. I’m currently preparing to stop this Imperial Legion. I intend to use Ground Collapse to do so, but it can only delay them for ten minutes at most.


  According to the whispers that the users were sending, the situation was not good. Weed called out to a nearby user, Rubles, who had been appointed as a Vice-Captain due to her intelligence.


  “I need you to deal with something right now.”


  “What is it? I’ll do anything. I will give my all till my heart ceases to beat.”


  The blonde warrior.


  Rubles was an aggressive warrior, and her level was high. Weed entrusted the drunken Emperor Geihar to her


  “Please take care of him.”


  “Yes?”


  “He is very important to the Arpen Kingdom, please keep him safe.”


  “…”


  As Rubles saw it, this was not an easy task.


  Before the battle began, many users made sculptures in preparation of Emperor Geihar’s arrival. If this drunken old man were to die, one of the pillars of the Arpen Kingdom would collapse. It was clear that if this fact was noticed by the Hermes Guild, they would make a strong attack.


  “Nevertheless, I’ll keep watch over him.”


  Weed decided to leave Emperor Geihar behind, and went to the battlefield alone.


  “This battle is going to be my battle.”


  Even his trump card was useless. In such a situation, he could only rely on himself.


  


  < 26 Mana has been absorbed >


  < 31 Mana has been absorbed >


  < 55 Mana has been absorbed >


  < 12 Mana has been absorbed >


  < 7 Mana has been absorbed >


  < 83 Mana has been absorbed >


  


  …


  Health and Mana were absorbed at a high rate from the undead who participated in the war.


  “Create a Life Vessel.”


  Weed used a spell which allowed a Lich to store away its health. He took a clump of hard soil and made it into the shape of a bottle.


  


  < Life Vessel. Within lies the powerful health of Lich Clongy. >


  


  A Lich would not die unless its Life Vessel was destroyed. However, if it was, its magic power would be reduced, and the efficiency of Health and Mana absorption would be lowered. The vessel had to be kept safe at all costs! It would not even be enough to bury it deep underground. Weed took the vessel, which was the same shape as a Coke bottle, and gulped it down.


  *Gulp!*


  The vessel went down his throat and faded into his ribs.


  “It’s better to keep it in my body because I cannot give it to anyone.”


  He spoke loudly enough that the surrounding users could hear him. It wasn’t a safe place just because there were no enemies nearby. Weed walked with big strides and quickly moved away from the users.


  *Sasha Shack!*


  Weed wanted to run back and forth and celebrate; he felt as though had had won a prize. His sister had finally appeared, wearing an old robe.


  – Yurin: Good job. Then…


  Yurin’s mission was to escape with the life vessel… Non-combat users were not priority targets to the Hermes Guild, and they also had some ways of escaping, including shadow moving. During her time playing Royal Road, Yurin had never been killed. She had strong survival skills and even Weed felt ashamed of his inferiority.


  “All of you, down!”


  “Keke kell”


  Weed climbed on top of a mountain of skeletons, his Hell Cloak fluttering in the wind. Although the skeletons wiggled a little bit, this mountain had reached a height of about 30 meters. At its top, he now stood as a golden Lich, looking down at them. Weed was also currently absorbing their Health and Mana.


  


  < The Power of the Dead has increased by 3. >


  


  Although there was a penalty due to the Power of the Dead, in the short term it also increased his magic power.


  “I’ll think about it later… For now let’s just keep doing it.”


  He would deal with the aftermath when he got there. For the moment, Weed decided to only live in the present. Holding the Fallen Saint’s Staff, Weed shouted.


  “Darkness that cannot be scattered by light, descend and nurture those who wake from death. Death Aura!”


  One of the three great magics of Bar Khan, Death Aura was activated to strengthen the undead!


  Weed thrust the Fallen Saint’s Staff into the mountain of skeletons.


  Then the black aura spread out in all directions and changed the undead. Wherever it went, skeletons became pure white in color. Their bones became thick and sharp, and their bodies became bigger.


  “Ku aak”


  “This is overwhelming power! It is the proof that we can overcome even death!”


  Among the undead, the skeletons and zombies belonged to the lowest level. As they changed, they became mid-level boss skeleton commanders. The flying ghosts emitted a plaintive cry in the sky and became evil spirits. These evil spirits used dark magic, took lives and cursed the land and people. The change in the Doom Knights, however, was even more dramatic.


  “Our power has recovered. It is likely that we can even win against the gatekeeper of hell.”


  “A powerful necromancer has summoned us. We absolutely must obey!”


  The 30 Doom Knights lowered their heads to Weed. After they saluted, they cut off the heads of the Hermes Guild users who until now had held the upper hand. The Doom Knights also became stronger as they fought. They had several inherent characteristics such as short-range flight. All of these traits were awakened by the power of Death Aura, which allowed them to display their original fighting capacity.


  Van Hawk was also affected, and it was as though he had slipped out of his skin. He had the authority to act as the chief commander of the dark legion and, as all of the other Death Knights had backed away from the position, he was also promoted to their team leader.


  As to Vampire Lord Torido, he blended into the darkness. He had lost a lot of his abilities as a vampire when he had become Weed’s subordinate. After that he hadn’t had that many opportunities to fight against enemies, but it now seemed that all of his seals had finally been released.


  “It is a pity to end with this.”


  Weed absorbed more mana to use another great magic.


  “Foolish humans, what futile resistance. This land is governed by my rule of darkness. The power of eternal immortality shall thrive. Dark Rule!”


  A magic that changed the rules of a region!


  All corpses were awoken and forced to become undead. Weed’s Dark Rule spilled down into the depths of the ground. The ground shook, cracking as many skeletons, zombies, death knights, dullahans, and ghosts began to fly. The bodies of the Hermes Guild users who failed to kill Weed became a good sacrifice. The number of Doom Knights increased to 35, and some of the high-level corpses spread darkness like sludge.


  *Ku a a a a ak!*


  Bones began to melt and unite, changing shape bizarrely. The sounds of breaking and cracking could be heard. Long vertebrae formed and wings sprang up. Something immense was being created.


  *Ku aaaaa!*


  Then two Bone Dragons let out long cries as they flew up into the sky! In the past, even if a prestigious guild poured out all of their power, it was difficult to hunt even one dragon. Now it would not be as difficult; as long as top-level users joined forces, they could even hunt them in the sky.


  The dragons’ birth did not slow the spell down. The ground kept shaking, and the dead bodies kept rising up to form a legion composed of tens of thousands of undead.


  Book 52


  Chapter 1 – Dark Rule (Part 1)


  


  “Foolish humans, what futile resistance. This land is governed by my rule of darkness. The power of eternal immortality shall thrive. Dark Rule!”


  Weed’s magic shook the Garnav Plain, and caused the undead to rise.


  A horde of zombies and skeletons sprang up from the ground!


  Ghosts rose from the underground, filling the air with fog, while Death Knights roared from the backs of their horses.


  “Oh god, he started summoning the undead.”


  “Is undead summoning always like that? Corpses just keep rising endlessly.”


  Under the eyes of the 4th Legion’s commander, Calcus, the undead were rising 100,000 at a time.


  Weed, standing atop his mountain of skeletons, proclaimed:


  “This is the indomitable might of the darkness, that can’t be smitten by puny justice!”


  Words from a true villain!


  They couldn’t be more fitting in this situation.


  “Bar Khan Demoph’s Dark Rule.”


  “Wooow, I can’t believe I’m seeing this magic with my own eyes!”


  Users were gripped by the might of this magic.


  All the dead corpses revived and there was no limit on how many could come back to life.


  This was because Dark Rule didn’t just bring back the undead one by one; it overturned the rules of the entire land.


  “Advance, my obedient servants. You’ve been given ageless life and henceforth you’ll be raised again and again forever.”


  Under Weed’s command, the skeletons began marching, their bone joints creaking.


  “The lord of immortality!”


  “The Lich king has ordered us thusly.”


  “Eternal pain!”


  “Grant us your blessing of blood.”


  Fragile they may be, the enormous troops of the undead, which stretched as far as the eye could see, marched with synchronized arm swings and steps toward the Haven Empire’s army.


  The troops had benefited from Weed using Sculptural Shapeshifting to turn into a Lich, which had had an impact on their stats and skills.


  Their Knowledge and Wisdom had soared, and their skills had reached Advanced level 7 thanks to the Undead Summon spell being Intermediate level 8.


  Even a one-level difference in magic meant a huge difference in power, so this had made the undead tremendously stronger.


  Each and every skeleton was either blackened or wore an armor and a helmet made of bones and darkness.


  “Goddamn. Seems like they won’t go down easily.”


  Despite being frustrated at the sight of the summoned undead, Calcus regained his cool in no time.


  “All soldiers shall spare no holy water.”


  His warriors sprayed their weapons and armors with holy water.


  Before joining this battle, the 4th Legion had made a huge donation and purchased holy water in bulk.


  They had also kept in mind that if they got close enough to catch Weed, there was a possibility he would transform into a Lich. They felt that their preparation had proved worthwhile.


  Other legions of the Haven Empire also took out holy water or their blessed weapons.


  The 3rd Legion, even more thoroughly prepared, grabbed a huge amount of silver arrows from their war wagons.


  “Get into position!”


  “Hurry. Advance swiftly.”


  The horde of undead summoned by Weed didn’t stop the Haven Empire’s army from moving forward.


  “Whirlwind of Fire, arise. Move and sweep all!”


  “Glory of War, the radiant light sparking merciless massacre!”


  It was followed by an attack from the Hermes Guild’s mages.


  Some of the top users of the Versailles Continent had gathered together.. Five to six of them combined their forces to complete their magic.


  A fiery whirlwind with a radius of about 40 meters danced on the land, sending skeletons and zombies high up in the sky.


  A high-level flame, burning with unbearable heat, made the skeletons crumble and reduced them to ashes!


  Remains of the ashes rained down from the sky to the earth.


  “March. Forget the petty, low-level undead, go straight to target only Weed. Piercing Flash!”


  “Don’t let anyone outrun you. The 7th Legion shall be the first to reach Weed.”


  The knights templar were surrounded by light and then galloped immediately.


  They stamped down on the undead using the momentum of their charge, zombies and skeletons dissolving every time they swayed their spears.


  “Aaarrgh!”


  “Kuuuaaaargh!”


  As spectacular as it was, many of the half-shattered skeletons would absorb vitality and rise back up.


  “Formidable indeed… But you still won’t be able to simply dismiss the undead.”


  Atop the high tower of skeletons stood Weed, eyeing the battlefield with cold-hearted, analyzing eyes.


  *Kaboom!*


  Bursting magic spells made the land shake.


  Archers shot fire arrows at the rows of skeletons and zombies, setting them ablaze.


  The synchronized movements of the humongous undead legion was a marvellous sight, yet they were being torn apart by the Haven Empire’s armies.


  “There’s no way they don’t know that I will eventually triumph as long as I hold on.”


  For the moment Weed was in an extremely disadvantageous situation, but over time the tables would turn.


  For beyond the empire’s armies were an unlimited number of users coming to the rescue.


  “Our lord is in crisis. All shall stand up and fight!”


  Doom Knight Hero Neturus bellowed.


  The outcry rallied the undead and the Doom Knights victoriously fought all across the battleground.


  They staged a successful and wondrous defense against a thousand knights templar from the 7th Legion.


  ***


  “Oh no.”


  Mage Pormon.


  His hands trembled as he grabbed his cane.


  He came to the battleground even though his level had only reached 45.


  “I should have cut short my play time at Poohol Waterpark and hunted more instead.”


  He had run all the way from the bards’ performance stage to fight for Weed, but the users around him were terrified.


  “We’re screwed.”


  “All of the empire’s forces have shown up to get us.”


  Beginner-level users were losing their mind over the rapid pace of progress.


  They were having fun when they were pushing the 4th Legion with their sheer numbers, but became shocked by the news that all the empire’s armies had gathered here.


  “We’ve been trapped.”


  “It’s driving me nuts. Their maneuver is fantastic. Is this how Versailles Continent falls to the hands of the Haven Empire?”


  “Can’t Weed-nim just run away from here?”


  “Weed-nim is not someone who would run away. And the users here are the Northern’s main force. It would be quite a serious blow if all of them die.”


  Fear engulfed Pormon and other users.


  Not all the Northern users were brave.


  They might be willing to lay down their life for the Arpen Kingdom, but that didn’t mean that they were not afraid.


  “Zombies are awesome.”


  “Look how skeletons run.”


  “Honestly they look tougher than us.”


  A lot of the Northern users were still surrounded like Weed, and were waiting for a battle to break out.


  They wondered for how many seconds they would last, while witnessing magic spawning grand destruction from afar.


  They thoroughly felt the magnificence of the Hermes Guild whenever its destructive force quaked the earth.


  When one’s level surpassed 400 or 500, their magic became strong enough to annihilate a small region, though it consumed a lot of mana and thus couldn’t be used often.


  – Mandol: Stay calm! Our role is to buy time.


  He was the hero of Shellgium.


  Mandol steadily encouraged users in the regional chatting room.


  “Damn, this is where I die.”


  “As much as I braced for this, I’d like to go down in style at the last moment.”


  Holding weapons, the users waited for the Imperial army to approach.


  Foul-smelling zombies entered the battle, while skeletons were seen fighting even as they were beaten and broken apart.


  “There are Bone Dragons in the sky!”


  “Kuuuaaaargh!”


  With their crimson, gigantic eyeballs, the Bone Dragons roared in the air.


  Their roars were so loud that they echoed.


  “I must say, it’s amazing just to be in a battlefield of this magnitude.”


  “Indeed. How could we experience this if it were not for Royal Road?”


  “I’d like to fight often. Next time I won’t be as weak as I am now.”


  A message, which was not sent to ordinary users, popped up on the screen of the empire’s commanders:


  


  < Sorrowful Fear!


  You have heard the cry of a creature that symbolizes death.


  Troops’ morale decreases by 31 percent.


  Unhappiness takes effect.


  It increases the chances of contracting contagious diseases, and warriors are more likely to panic. >


  


  The force of a Bone Dragon’s outcry!


  The two Bone Dragons flew in the sky and fell on the 10th Legion that was approaching the users.


  The huge dragons killed soldiers by pinning them down, stamping on them or striking them with tails.


  “Kuuuaaaargh!”


  The dragons grabbed knights with their mouths and threw them a hundred meters away.


  “That cocky Bone Dragon…”


  “Kill them!”


  Users of the Hermes Guild were confident that they would prevail even against the powerful dragons.


  After all, they had formed teams before to catch monsters of this level.


  “Let’s get rid of them!”


  The users came and activated their skills.


  The dragons were attacked by dozens of skills and ran among the Legion.


  They could endure these attacks thanks to Death Aura, which significantly boosted their defense and magic resistance. The dragons cried and soared into the sky.


  Soon afterwards, a dark shadow engulfed the Bone Dragons.


  


  < A new homeland for the undead.


  This land is overrun by the fear of death.


  Those who were stained by grief as they crossed the boundary of death give away their life force!


  The Bone Dragons fully recover their Health.


  Their Agility goes up by 34 percent and their Strength by 51 percent. >


  


  “No…”


  The users on the ground sighed.


  The area became populated by a large number of undead.


  The dragons absorbed life force and recovered swiftly.


  The 10th Legion leader Slatter raised his sword and commanded.


  “It’s hard to damage a high-level undead without holy power. Just stay clear of them and march sideways!”


  He deemed it a headache to fight against the dragons and found it unnecessary to waste time on them.


  He thought the empire’s other armies would vanquish the dragons.


  “Hooooop!”


  But the sight of the dragons inhaling deeply horrified the Hermes Guild members nearby.


  “Holy crap, those are breath attacks!”


  “Hell no, we need to run away from this.”


  The Bone Dragons’ Acid Breath!


  The guild members prepared to use short-range movement skills or special equipment.


  A huge amount of damage was inevitable for them the moment they get attacked by the Dragons’ Breath.


  Slatter yelled his instructions.


  “Stop and defend yourself! Activate all defensive magic!”


  “All troops circle around!”


  The infantry units of the 10th Legion broke their formation and ran over themselves in an effort to stay as far away from the dragons as possible.


  At that moment, instead of spewing their Breath, the dragons moved to somewhere else.


  “…?”


  “What the hell?”


  The 10th Legion was outmaneuvered.


  The marching formation turned into a mess, and it would take time just to get back into formation.The Northern users were also congregating from all around, completely entrapping the troops and causing a delay.


  “Did they fool them?”


  “Holy cow, I didn’t think Bone Dragons could pull that off.”


  “Kuuuaaaargh!”


  The two flying dragons, all of a sudden, spewed their Acid Breath on the 14th Legion.


  Dark, blue breath spread across the sky and shrouded the empire’s 14th Legion.


  “Amazing.”


  “Incredibly powerful.”


  The users of the 10th Legion who were watching the scene weren’t sure if they should be crying or not.


  ***


  “They’re putting up a decent fight.”


  After transforming into a Lich, Weed could see all as if it were bright daytime.


   


  


  < Lich’s eyes.


  The high-level undead is familiar with darkness.


  They can see farther, even places shrouded in the thick darkness. >


  


  It is quite convenient since it becomes unnecessary to use the magic that illuminates the darkness.


  Millions of undead had been summoned, and more were rising in this very moment.


  The northern users who had followed Weed were killed massively under the aggressive attack from the Haven Empire’s armies, but they revived as undead and went back to the battlefield.


  Some of them gained even more power when they turned into skeletons.


  


  < Brutal Madness was activated.


  The undead who are eager to fight back see their combat abilities improve. >


  


  < Fear of the Abyss!


  Soldiers become terrified. >


  


  < Recovery from Damage.


  Some Death Knights learned a new skill.


  They have learned how to absorb life force by killing.


  If the Death Knights are let free to harvest as many lives as possible, they might break free from the restraints on their souls, allowing them to be reborn as new beings. >


  


  < Zombies have activated Disgusting Vomit! >


  


  Numerous message windows popped up, reporting the status of the undead.


  “Death Knight Crowell. Greeting the commander of immortality.”


  “Go. Fight.”


  “Death to all enemies!”


  As Weed was commanding the two Bone Dragons, boss-level Death Knight commanders conjured by Dark Rule swore allegiance to him.


  Dark Rule raised countless undead, and increasingly more high-level ones appeared.


  


  < Dark Rule has created a holy land of the undead.


  Many are those who have died, and thus a massive amount of undead have risen. Puny, unpleasant holy power shall not set foot in this sacred land.


  The power of the Priests’ holy spells decreases by 60 percent.


  The ability to give Blessings and lift curses won’t be usable by those who lack Faith. >


  


  The holy land of the undead!


  A literal land of death has been created.


  Weed sharply eyed the battlefield.


  “Nonetheless, we remain at a disadvantage in this battle.”


  If commanded, the skeletons would gladly jump into a fire.


  Most low-level undead were not properly fighting against the empire’s troops.


  Everywhere, thousands of warriors from the skeleton legion were seen running, only to be dissolved by arrows before even getting to fight.


  A Flaming Meteors spell hit the center of the undead soldiers, smashing and scattering their bone joints.


  “Kagh, damn you. You won.”


  “The great rule dominates this land. We have returned from death.”


  “Too strong…”


  The skeletons kept dying and reviving, chipping away at the Haven Empire’s armies.


  “Break though!”


  The skeletons were swept away by the empire’s knights, like restless autumn leaves falling from trees. In the next moment, however, they persistently rose back and fought to stop the Imperial troops or knights.


  Weed, in his Lich form, lowered his jaw bone with a deathly sick smile.


  “Ain’t this quite a nice battlefield.”


  A sense of crisis jolted him as the empire troops flocked from all around. Yet this also meant that no battlefield could be bigger and nicer than this.


  All abilities could be tapped to confront the opposing side.


  “I will crash this party as much as I can.”


  Chapter 1 – Dark Rule (Part 2)


  


  “Van Hawk, Neturus, come back!”


  Weed used Lion’s Roar to call back Van Hawk and the Doom Knight Hero Neturus.


  “Our master calls for us.”


  “We shall move immediately.”


  Elite undead knights in the middle of combat repelled their enemies and rushed to the tower of skeletons.


  Death Knights and Doom Knights.


  These dangerous beings wore armour that had been worn down over time, exposing their bones, which had been discolored by darkness.


  Their aura was foreboding, and they looked menacing.


  And Weed was the one leading them.


  “Kaargh!”


  An aura of dark magic seeped through the air like a fog.


  Crows cried with all of their vocal strength.


  “We await your command, our lord of immortality.”


  Weed stood atop the tower of skeletons, and high-level undead Doom Knights bowed humbly before him.


  Van Hawk had been standing upright, but soon kneeled alongside the other undead.


  The commanding authority of a Necromancer was in full effect.


  ‘This is what it feels like to wield real power.’


  Weed’s chest swelled with pride.


  Is this how the chairman of a conglomerate feels?


  Is this what it feels like to be a politician, like a mayor or the representative of a town?


  This sensation of earning the loyalty of countless subordinates.


  Weed was being worshipped by the Doom Knight Hero Neturus as well as hundreds of thousands of other undead soldiers, though 99% of them were either skeletons that lacked proper communication abilities or zombies that were dripping pieces of flesh.


  He was also attracting attention from the Northern users and from the Hermes Guild members who had gathered nearby.


  This was the moment to show off a trick he had hidden up his sleeve to fully make use of the situation.


  Weed raised his skeleton staff, spreading dark energy.


  “Behold. This is my Magic.”


  It was one of the magic spells written in Bar Khan’s Necromancer Tome: Concentration of Sacrifice.


  “Disappear! Be consumed! All of you who crossed the boundary between life and death, sacrifice everything for me!”


  He used a secret method to increase his magical power by consuming a large amount of the undead’s life force.


  A crimson aura covered Weed’s body as his magical power increased by a whopping 75 percent.


  This had also cost a lot of the undead’s lifeforce, including his own, but it couldn’t possibly be a problem.


  


  < 341 Health has been absorbed. >


  < 278 Health has been absorbed. >


  < 94 Health has been absorbed. >


  < 67 Health has been absorbed. >


  < 219 Health has been absorbed. >


  


  While it helped that he previously used Life Vessel to preserve some of his life force, he was also absorbing life force from the undead fighting in the battle.


  ‘It’s good indeed. Feels like the owner of dozens of apartments and commercial buildings collecting rent.’


  Soccer was not his favorite sport, as players fairly competed on the ground while following the rules.


  ‘It’s wild and cool yet not quite thrilling enough.’


  Weed’s approach to victory was simple.


  ‘I will make use of everything that can be exploited. Only then will I get a crushing victory that makes me feel relieved through and through.’


  Turning the tide was not as fun as leveraging overwhelming force to stamp down on the opponent.


  The only reason he had always appeared to be on the weaker side, resisting, was because every time his opponent had been the Hermes Guild.


  Since his time on the Continent of Magic, Weed’s keenest pleasure had been to use overwhelming force to crush his enemies.


  “Fear.”


  “Sacrifice of Mother Earth.”


  “Wrath of the Dead.”


  “Mana Amplification.”


  “Power of the Cursed.”


  He continuously amplified his magical power by constantly sacrificing his own life force.


  He had first used Sculptural Shapeshifting to turn into a Lich, and from there had then exponentially increased his magical power, yet it still grew mercilessly.


  With terrifying charisma, he discharged the mana of darkness that flowed down the tower of skeletons.


  It looked just like the exploding lighting of a singer’s concert.


  The sticky mana of darkness sprayed all over, which the undead picked up and absorbed.


  As the low-level skeletons absorbed the mana, their fingernails and toenails grew, and even their hair turned bushy.


  “Kaaaaooooook!”


  The undead were merged like assembly blocks into a grotesque, evil monster.


  But even this scene was only part of the effects created by Weed’s dark mana.


  “Crush flesh, bones, skin, nails and eyeballs with absolute force. Twisted, Ruptured Space.”


  Weed performed black magic against the Fourth Legion.


  He targeted about a thousand imperial soldiers who were fighting triumphantly in black armor. The beaming dark aura surrounded them and squeezed them to death.


  His dark magic instantly killed about 650 warriors!


  “Kaoook!”


  “Magic attack!”


  Some Hermes Guild users also got attacked by the magic.


  Knights were killed, and the guild members were left either dead or seriously wounded.


  The only survivors were those who noticed and evaded it earlier, or those who wore a lot of holy equipment.


  “Pretty powerful.”


  Weed felt content on his tower of skeletons.


  Twisted, Ruptured Space consumed a lot of mana but worked on a large area.


  It informed the caster how powerful and high-tier a magic it was.


  ‘Seems like it’s 10 times as strong as the normal effect.’


  The hall of fame had once featured a video in which the dark mage John Clark from the Hermes Guild used Twisted, Ruptured Space.


  “Astounding, this is black magic!”


  “There’s a reason for the Hermes Guild’s reputation. It’s daunting force.”


  “Holy cow, truly the best.”


  “80 monsters got destroyed in an instant. I’m taking note of a mage’s impact on a battle.”


  “They just got swept away. John Clark-nim will also make it to the top ranker list.”


  Back then, the replies were full of exclamations and compliments.


  Mages had attracted the spotlight for a long time because their attack wielded a tremendous force and could kill many within seconds.


  While John Clark had used his magic against weak and evil monsters, Weed was using his against the imperial troops, who were high-level, wore equipment and were even blessed with holy power.


  The large amount of consumed mana was regained in no time, depending on the performance of the undead.


  “Kaaaaaghk!”


  “We were reborn with the power of immortality!”


  The imperial soldiers killed by the magic were revived as Dullahans or Specters, and attacked the warriors alongside whom they were fighting just moments ago.


  They were also revived with many curses and enhancements cast by the dark mana.


  ‘Well, that’s one thing out of the way.’


  Weed decided to up his game with a full-scale attack.


  Looking around from his skeleton tower, he spared no mana for his spells.


  “Revenge of Blood!”


  “Infection of Thirst and Pain!”


  “Firewall!”


  “Sweeping Blade!”


  “Plunging Land!”


  Each spell targeted hundreds of users within its damage radius, and all of the spells’ effects worked in combination.


  They weakened the enemies with curses, spread diseases, burned them with fire and cut them with blades and winds.


  He was one of the most horrible singers, yet in this moment he cast magic spells with vocal performance that matched that of a rapper.


  Like a rapper free-flowing between rhymes!


  His speed was limitless as he didn’t have to breathe and had no tongue.


  He cast spells as if he were lecturing his sentient sculptures non-stop.


  “This is insane!”


  “Weed-nim is using magic.”


  “His firepower is awesome.”


  Weed poured his magic on the 4th Legion only.


  Dark magic consumed both life force and mana simultaneously, and some of the spells also caused physical injury or status ailments to the caster.


  Although his limbs had broken and he had collapsed on the ground as the penalty, he soon recovered to his senses and rose again.


  Each attack killed at least dozens of people in the Haven Empire army, and put many others out of action.


  The imperial army attempted to block the magic with an array of holy equipment, but the magic stormed them.


  Sometimes multiple curse spells flew in succession as if they were racing each other.


  An insane level of concentrated magic!


  “Don’t stop, keep moving! Kill him!”


  The spells penetrated Calcus’ 4th Legion, but avoided the remaining northern users as well as the undead.


  ‘Save mana!


  Even as he was casting magic, Weed constantly saved a portion of the mana which he absorbed.


  The mages of the 4th Legion were also attacking from afar, but his way of dealing with the situation was dumb and simple: having faith in his magic resistance and regeneration ability, Weed just endured the attacks with his whole body. That being said, most of the time the attacks hit the huge skeleton tower instead.


  However, the magic spells that fell from the sky like airstrikes made it rather inconvenient to recite spells.


  “Van Hawk, send skeletons upward.”


  “Yes, my lord.”


  Death Knights threw skeletons into the sky.


  “Barrier of Souls.”


  Weed extracted the souls from the skeletons and created a powerful magic protection barrier around him.


  It might not be as strong as the Absolute Defense spell that Bar Khan had used in combination with his two other great magics, Dark Rule and Death Aura, but nevertheless it was quite effective.


  It was an impressive skill, except that it was a temporary spell consuming a lot of skeletons and mana.


  *Saeeeeek!*


  *Koooooong!*


  The attacks from the imperial mages collided with the barrier of souls in the air, which absorbed most of the damage, and exploded, causing a strong wind like a typhoon on the ground.


  “That tickles.”


  Both sides were thrown into disarray by the magic attack.


  Checking the amount of mana he had saved, Weed started reciting a long spell.


  “Spear of thunder that pierces the sky, join hands with the raging land to punish all. Summon the grand power of mana that lulls even the last scream from weaklings…”


  Dark purple rays of light engulfed him as he was chanting at the top of his tower of skeletons.


  The sheer terror of the final boss!


  He completed his spell without a single mistake, and he didn’t forget to enhance its power by spending twice the amount of mana.


  “Land-Burning Lightning!”


  Once again he aimed at the 4th Legion.


  Dozens of lightning bolts struck from the sky.


  The lightning kept moving within a certain area.


  The land collapsed, devouring people in the process, while the horses of the Knights Templar were stunned.


  


  < You have acquired experience points. >


  < You have acquired experience points. >


  < You have acquired experience points. >


  < Level Up. >


  


  Huge amounts of experience points rolled in!


  


  < Your Undead Power stat increases by 361 as the users were slaughtered to death mercilessly >


  


  His Undead Power was increasing a lot, but he decided to set that fact aside for now.


  


  < You killed Butcher Kerok, who had a bounty on his head.


  Your reputation increased by 2,381.


  Your notoriety decreased by 31. >


  


  Ironically his notoriety fell as the Hermes Guild has a lot of bad guys.


  “Kahahahahahahahaha!”


  With a sinister laughter, Weed once again cast the attack magic. His mana pool hit rock bottom yet became refilled through the battle of the undead.


  “He’s a monster, a real lunatic.”


  Myul was leading his Legion of griffon knights in the sky, and looking down at the ground. Whenever Weed recited a spell, he witnessed a chilling scene of a large area getting destroyed by curses or offensive magic.


  ‘Just how strong are you?’


  He was pulling off something beyond the imagination of Bard Ray or the regular users.


  Although some Legendary-class magic weapons might be able to cause a similar effect, this monster wasn’t even taking a break and kept casting a string of spells.


  – Calcus: Myul! Quickly start the assault!


  He casually ignored Calcus’s urgent whisper message.


  “I did come here to kill Weed, but it’s a bit difficult in the current situation.”


  While the 4th Legion would enjoy a short moment of relief if the 2nd Legion descended for an attack, it would also mean that his griffon knights would have to endure the damage.


  Magic was the weakness of those who dominated the sky.


  His army would be decimated if he led them down through Weed’s magic attacks.


  ‘Let’s wait for an opportune moment when he loses power… But will he?’


  Myul squinted his eyes.


  Curses, dark magic and invincible life force; he was merciless against the imperial army, befitting the reputation of worst Necromancer Lich.


  That didn’t mean, of course, that he could simply remain indomitable for eternity.


  The size of the undead army raised through Dark Rule, and especially the number of zombies and skeletons were rapidly decreasing because of the Imperial Soldiers.


  Upon realizing that Weed was fueling his mysteriously strong magic power with mana obtained from the undead, the soldiers started smashing skeletons thoroughly.


  Nevertheless, ghosts or Death Knights reigned on the battlefield, and the Doom Knights’ massacre raged on.


  The Doom Knights’ combat strength was pumped up, but not as much as the Death Knights’, who were shrouded in a whole array of buffs, with battle strength far surpassing the generally known statistics for their species.


  ‘This is a real headache. How can it be so difficult to kill one guy after gathering forces on this scale…’


  Myul decided to step back and watch the fight for a while. His force was never aided by the ground army, even during the conquest of the Central Continent. Most of the time, he was the one supporting other imperial troops, so he owed them no favor.


  “Goddamn, bullshit. Fuck!”


  Forgetting it was broadcast live, Calcus kept swearing.


  “Can’t you just die already!”


  Even as he spat out no-brainer words, his brain calculated fast.


  Soldiers, knights.


  The Hermes Guild members in his army were dying and reviving as the undead.


  ‘His attacks are only targeting our Legion. The damage is too big.’


  The plan to wage a siege against Weed had started well.


  Based on past experience, it was predictable that surrounded northern users would resist violently and that Weed would transform into a Lich.


  ‘But this is too powerful. This…’


  A sheer number of the undead reminiscent of Bar Khan’s Immortal Legion, and fierce magic attacks!


  Even if the enemy proved victorious, Calcus and the commanders of the other Legions hoped to retain their Legions’ strength to fight.


  But the northern users, the undead and Weed fought back too vehemently in this siege.


  ‘Why am I the only target?’


  “Weed! You’re using a dirty undead summoning trick. I, Vulkan, shall punish you!”


  Following the blaring proclamation, one warrior shrouded in light flew to Weed.


  ‘Who’s that?’


  Calcus felt gratitude for that warrior.


  For about 1.5 seconds.


  *Kuurung!*


  A bolt of lightning struck the user, frying him to death.


  Under the eyes of all those watching, the user who called himself Vulkan died helplessly. Then he got resurrected as a Death Knight.


  “Kaaaaaagh, I have come to liberate you from death!”


  The freshly risen Death Knight was swiftly destroyed since he was in the middle of the imperial forces.


  “Damn, what are the other Legions doing?”


  “They’re killing the undead.”


  “They want to get an advantage while we get decimated. We don’t have other choice, so speed up!”


  “Low-level troops will fall behind. Skeletons keep rising from the dead.”


  “The Hermes Guild members and the cavalry will lead the attack to break through enemy lines, even if that brings them further from the headquarters. We will end this battle.”


  “Yes, sir!”


  Calcus ran to the group of skeletons with only his main knight force.


  Their target was Weed, atop the skeleton tower!


  ‘800 meters? We can rush that in a few strides.’


  They ran through the skeletons on horseback while smashing Dullahans and Death Knights with their spears.


  They chose to run through their enemies even though they would rise back in the next moment.


  ‘‘That’s…”


  Upon seeing their movement, Heiller of the 3rd Legion started to feel hurried.


  “We’ll be losing our achievement if Calcus succeeds. Speed up. Go!”


  He didn’t want the 4th Legion to take all the credit.


  The 3rd, 4th, 6th, and 7th Legions’ knights forged forward at a rapid pace.


  They penetrated like a sharp awl among northern users, and the undead scattered widely.


  Weed laughed, his jaw bone clanking.


  ‘Underestimating me, aren’t you?’


  Chapter 1 – Dark Rule (Part 3)


  


  Weed had memorized Barkan’s Necromancer Tome from beginning to end, so that some day he could use them to conduct true evil.


  “Only prepared villains succeed… Gathering of the bones!”


  Countless bones lay scattered across the battlefield. Shattered skeletons. The bones, smashed to smithereens beyond the point of revival by Dark Rule, were brought together in one place by the magic.


  “Summon Bone Golem!”


  *Cccccccccccccccrack!*


  As if caught up in a storm, the gigantic pile of bones whirled upward into the sky.


  The bones merged in the air and then transformed into a humongous, 170-meter tall golem.


  “From death I….”


  “Cut the intro. Fight the enemy.”


  “Understood.”


  The Bone Golem summoned by Weed charged into the lines of the 4th legion and started its battle.


  Countless arrows and magic attacks utterly failed to scathe the golem. This summon had required 10,000 corpses worth of bones, and it could resist magic and physical attacks.


  A ridiculous trait that gives immunity to all attacks except holy power!


  Its disadvantages, like low movement speed and simple attack skills, were hardly an issue.


  “Surging spine field!”


  Each step taken by the Bone Golem caused sharp bones to spike up from the ground and lacerate the soldiers.


  Mana was overflowing; the enemy was everywhere, and Weed had many spells at his disposal to torment them.Weed held his skeleton staff high and started chanting spells.


  “Summon Possessive Evil Spirit!”


  


  < The evil spirits cling to the enemy and hinder their movement speed. >


  


  “Keheheheheh. Play with me Mister!”


  Young evil spirits clung onto the ankles of the Hermes Guild members.


  “Physical withering!”


  


  < Physical resistance decreases.


  The close-range defense of enemies near the target location are greatly weakened. >


  


  The skin of the targeted users became flabby and weakened.


  “Summon Ants of Tiraque!”


  


  < Red ants are spawned and tread on the armor.


  Durability is decreased by 1 every 10 seconds.


  If durability is depleted, the defense will weaken and the equipment may be destroyed.>


  


  There were even ants crawling on the enemies’ bodies!


  Weed showered his enemies with 13 more curse spells like a rapper going nonstop.


  Some of them were unpleasant, rather than powerful.


  One felt like having a squirming electric eel inside your clothes.


  It sent weak electric currents, which disrupted concentration ability.


  Another curse even made crows scatter their feathers.


  He was deploying as many as 16 curse spells, which could each be considered either annoying or disgusting depending on one’s personal preferences.


  “I should call this the rhapsody of curses.”


  There was more than enough mana to go around.


  Like a rapper competing for a final victory in championship, Weed delivered the incantations with precise pronunciation, bombarding his targets like a waterfall.


  The God of striking words!


  “I will kill him for sure!”


  “Vile necromancer. Such a dirty way of fighting!”


  The members of the Hermes guild that were charging screamed in deep frustration.


  “All this hate makes it so worthwhile. It’s why I love being a necromancer.”


  Weed’s personality was such that he felt better the more he was cursed at.


  It sort of made him feel rewarded for working hard for himself.


  The northern users burst out in joy as the Hermes guild members became weaker.


  “We can win. Give it your all!”


  “Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge, Grass Porridge!”


  The closer they got to Weed, the heavier the resistance the Imperial Legion faced.


  High tier users from the Central Continent or trained from way back in Morata were cluttered in one location.


  They would not stand a chance in a one vs. one, but several of them were attacking in unison.


  “Capturing Net!”


  “Unforgiving Blade!”


  “Dagger throw!”


  They used various skills and damaged the members of the Hermes guild.


  “If it weren’t for these annoying curses!”


  “Let’s take care of the undead first. They will keep coming back if we leave them be.”


  The other Legions were also struggling.


  Weed’s magic was concentrated on the 4th legion, but did not miss any opportunity to strike.


  “Dark Spear!”


  He summoned a dark spear and launched it towards the Hermes Guild members that had been exhausted from fending off the undead.


  An opportunity was not something to be wasted.


  


  < Level has increased. >


  


  < Dark Spear’s skill level has increased to Advanced level 4.


  Piercing damage has been improved.


  Range has been increased. >


  


  High level Hermes Guild members were easy to prey on for experience points.


  “Damn it!”


  The commanders of each Legion knew that their troops were suffering huge casualties, but couldn’t keep the damage under control.


  They were stuck in the middle of enemy territory, and were flooded with an unending stream of high-efficiency curse spells.


  The more time and holy power the priests spent on lifting the curses, the harder it was to vanquish the undead.


  “Corpse Explosion!”


  To make matters worse, Weed blew up the corpses near the priests while they were off guard.


  He was meticulous in blowing up corpses the instant they perished, only moments before they were resurrected by Dark Rule.


  The commanders shouted in a fit of rage.


  “That’s Weed. The target is right over there!”


  The four legions competed with one another to swarm in.


  While the 4th Legion was hindered by magic attacks, the 3rd Legion’s Heiller charged through the front lines and appeared before Weed.


  “I have arrived. At last, Weed….”


  The skeleton tower was about 30 meters away.


  He looked up to where Weed stood.


  ‘He isn’t there.’


  He no longer stood on the spot from where he had been pouring his curses. Weed had vanished.


  ‘When the hell did he…’


  Weed had hid himself while Heiller was dealing with the battle and the curse spells.


  In the corner of his eye, Heiller caught on a blurry grey fog flying towards Calcus on the other side of the field.


  ‘I can’t make it out precisely, but could it be Weed?’


  He knew it instinctively from his vast battle experience, yet he sent no warning to Calcus.


  Calcus wasn’t a friend. In fact, he was just a competitor.


  ‘This is a good chance to see Weed’s battle skills. Let’s see how he fights.’


  The grey fog snuck behind Calcus and morphed into Weed, raising a huge weapon with his two hands.


  It was a large steel axe!


  


  < Recklessly Densified Large Axe


  Durability 190/200


  Attack Damage 45~104


  Somewhere within the free city existed a mentally insane blacksmith.


  For over a decade, he forged a single axe.


  Heated, then hammered. Heated, and hammered again.


  This heavy axe was dense.


  Requirements: Strength 280.


  Options:


  – When wielded with two hands, maximum damage is multiplied by 2.5.


  – Deals 200% damage when you successfully deliver a critical hit on an enemy with whom you have a great Strength difference.


  – Its blows knock back weak enemies. >


  


  “Ca… Calcus!”


  Heillar moaned as he was observing.


  It was as if he couldn’t take his eyes off from what was about to happen.


  *Fwoooooosh!*


  Weed mercilessly wielded the large axe.


  *Crack!*


  With an horrifying noise, the large axe struck down on Calcus’ skull, exactly on the point where his hair parted on the back of his head.


  


  < Critical strike!


  You have been struck with a horrific, brutal attack!


  You will be stunned for the next 2 seconds.


  Defense decreases by 31%.


  Life force decreases by 23,317. >


  


  “Huh.”


  “What was that!”


  Calcus collapsed on the ground before the eyes of the Hermes Guild members.


  Even though he was using Sculptural Shapeshifting, all of his Art points had been converted into strength due to the use of Sculptural Destruction.


  Relying on that very strength, he knocked away the surrounding users and chased after Calcus.


  “You are my prey. This is revenge for being unable to collect any loot from this slaughter!”


  He was weaving the large axe with his left hand, and had suddenly pulled out the Loa sword with his right hand.


  Weed wielded the two weapons with ease and attacked him relentlessly.


  Calcus attempted to fight back the moment he was freed from the stun. However, Weed landed a flawless succession of stun, paralysis, confusion and knockback spells.


  “We… We have to help him!”


  Calcus’ comrades standing right nearby made a move.


  They were also skilled users over level 500.


  “You cannot pass.”


  “Not until we allow it.”


  The Doom Knights led by Neturus, who had followed after Weed, stopped Calcus’ comrades in their tracks.


  “We have to save Calcus. Wipe them out!”


  A battle broke out between the 4th Legion’s users and the Doom Knights.


  Meanwhile, Weed was sticking to Calcus like a leech and continued his combination of attacks.


  With overwhelming power, he was attacking Calcus and not allowing him any momentum to use melee skills.


  “P-Piercing…”


  When Calcus pulled out his sword and attempted to use a skill, Weed struck down with his axe and interrupted it before it activated.


  He was no match in a close-range combat where the opponent didn’t leave him the time to use of skills.


  Calcus was also used to wielding a sword, but Weed had trained his actual sword technique to a high level in preparation for such a situation.


  Wielding an axe and sword together was a chaotic sight, and Calcus was unable to predict the nature of the attacks or their trajectory.


  “Screw this!”


  He was cornered, and he had nothing more to lose.


  He decided to use his hidden trump skill. He had not used it even once.


  “Demon sword!”


  The lower the life force and the greater the injuries, the more powerful this skill became.


  The eyes of Calcus glowed red whilst taking the assault from Weed.


  After the battle ended, he would permanently lose 14 points in both Strength and Agility.


  Reputation, Faith, and Fighting Spirit would also decrease.


  It was a painful loss, but he believed that the battle was worth this sacrifice.


  However, it was too late.


  Once Weed estimated that Calcus’ life force had gone below 20%, he reached out with his fleshless hand.


  “Death Touch!”


  A necromancer skill that instantly kills a target with less than 20% life force!


  


  < Death Touch has slain Calcus.


  23,816 Life Force have been drained.


  7,482 Mana have been drained. >


  


  < Calcus, the lord of Charlington has fallen.


  Warrior of warriors, known for his extraordinary combat skills, he has fallen on Garnav plains.


  You have completed a great accomplishment. Your reputation increases by 7,947. >


  


  < You have gained experience points. >


  < The proficiency of your Swordmanship skill has increased. >


  < Fighting Spirit increases by 1 due to the combat achievement. >


  < You have obtained Helmut’s helm. >


  < You have obtained Gloves of Wind Flare. >


  < You have obtained 71,038 gold. >


  


  *Zu zu zoom!


  He picked up Calcus’ gloves, helm and gold.


  “How complacent he was!”


  Weed felt both pity and gratefulness for Calcus, for bringing so much gold with him to the battlefield.


  They say you can’t trust anyone in this world, but the most dangerous of all is oneself.


  More than a few people became complacent and arrogant in their life, which lead to their downfall.


  “He was skilled, but you can’t survive in this harsh world with that kind of attitude.”


  It is also an ability to be able to fully utilize one’s battle strength!


  If he had waited for Calcus to activate a powerful skill, he would have been a formidable opponent. But Weed didn’t leave him any chance.


  “Kill Weed!”


  The Hermes Guild members from the 4th legion were devastated by the death of Calcus.


  They crowded towards Weed with weapons in their hands to avenge him.


  “You all think you can catch me that easily? Sword Cloning Skill!”


  The number of Weed’s clones rose to 50 and they dominated the air.


  Skeletal Liches, floating in the air and swinging their axes and swords.


  Not a single attack could be taken lightly.


  “Destroy them all!”


  The clones were defeated by the Hermes Guild members from the 4th legion, but the real one had already snuck its way near a male priest without notice.


  “Agggh!”


  The long bearded male priest screamed at the skeletal shape that had appeared in front of him.


  “Don’t be scared. I don’t mean to brag but I’m an experienced killer. There should be no pain.”


  “Shield of Justice!”


  The priest cast a holy protection spell, but the Loa sword slashed him before it could activate.


  A clean death!


  “Here!”


  “This way!”


  Weed’s position was exposed, which led to a concentration of powerful spells.


  Dozens of explosions sparked but Weed advanced to the next target without worry.


  His Lich body could absorb any kind of physical attack as long as holy magic wasn’t involved.


  He was draining life force and mana even at this very moment, so he could withstand just about any attack.


  Furthermore, any skills that brushed past Weed exploded on the troops of the Haven Empire.


  “Remnants of Darkness! Radiant Sword!”


  He stirred through enemy territory using curse spells and secret sword skills simultaneously.


  “Neturus, Van Hawk, Torido!”


  “Yes. My lord!”


  “Fight to your heart’s content! You have no promised future. You only live for this day.”


  “Understood.”


  The Doom Knights and Death Knights rose and pushed back the 4th Legion aggressively.


  The Doom Knights were under the effect of Death Aura, they didn’t fear death and pushed forward. Soon after, Calcus and the male priest revived as Doom Knights.


  “Glory to the immortal warrior.”


  “No need for words. Fight.”


  Weed swung his sword with his right hand, while he blessed the undead and cursed the users of the 4th Legion with his left hand.


  “Splitting thunderclap!”


  “Crush!”


  “Scorching body!”


  The Lich delved deep into enemy territory, using sword and spells simultaneously!


  “Death Touch!”


  Weed led those with low life force to their demise. The army of Doom Knights grew in numbers gradually.


  “Mana Sword!”


  10 Hermes Guild members gathered and activated their secret sword skills all at once.


  An opportunity to turn the tides!


  But Weed didn’t bother spending any attention to it, and moved between the enemies.


  10 flying swords chased behind him and nimbly stirred through the Hermes Guild members.


  “Dodge it!”


  “You think it’s that easy?!”


  The Hermes Guild members had to fight off Weed and dodge flying swords at the same time.


  


  < 132 Life Force have been drained. >


  < 442 Life Force have been drained. >


  < 892 Life Force have been drained. >


  < 910 Life Force have been drained. >


  


  …


  Life Drain!


  Weed withstood the sword slashes and continued to pour his attacks on his opponents.


  He could fight continuously, as long as he didn’t take too much damage all at once.


  


  < You’ve been struck by the holy magic Hammer of Punishment!”


  You have taken 3,491 damage.


  Physical abilities are weakened by 4% for 3 seconds due to the holy magic’s aura. >


  


  < You’ve been struck by the holy magic Virtuous Conviction!


  The will of the priest punishing the wicked.


  Life force is reduced by 16%. >


  


  < You’ve been struck by the holy magic Chain Link of Pain!


  The damage you receive is tripled for 3 minutes. >


  


  Countless holy magic spells cast by the priests landed on Weed.


  All the spells were targeting Weed, allowing the Doom Knights to wreak havoc.


  “Torido!”


  “I was waiting. Master.”


  The 4th Legion was fixated on Weed who had killed Calcus in an instant.


  Meanwhile, a colony of bats snuck upon the priests and mages, transformed into vampires, and landed a surprise attack on them.


  “Kuuugh!”


  They were the True Blood Vampire Clan, who bit into the necks with their teeth and sucked the blood.


  “Tear these things off first!”


  Some vampires were attacked and killed, yet they still numbered hundreds.


  Human blood, especially the blood of pure priests, was known to empower the vampires’ abilities significantly.


  The sight of Weed and the undead swarming in unison caused the users of the 4th Legion to panic.


  “Too… Too strong.”


  “He’s a monster.”


  87 users had lost their lives, including Calcus.


  Considering those who were being leeched by Vampires or fighting with Doom Knights, casualties would multiply exponentially.


  Without a doubt, the dead would resurrect as greater undead, which was a huge problem.


  ‘He’s a Lich. He’s supposed to be raising undead or using curse spells from afar, but this one has enormous Strength and even uses sword skills in melee combat?”


  ‘Didn’t he become a mage?’


  ‘How can he be this powerful?’


  Mages, such as the Lich, were weak in close combat.


  But Weed was a Master Sculptor. He made use of extraordinary skills and innate battle senses, and exercised a high level of sword technique trained through effort.


  He had expanded to a variety of new spells and undead summoning as he became a Lich, and had gained allies in the process.


  On top of that, he had obtained a ridiculous amount of life force and overflowing drain spells.


  ‘This is such a ridiculous combination.’


  ‘This is insane. He is too overpowered.’


  ‘How can you even kill this monster?’


  The Hermes Guild members realized a little too late the true nature of Weed.


  There were no weaknesses to be found as he was a combination of a Sculptor, Swordsman and Necromancer.


  Chapter 2 – Catastrophic Backfire (Part 1)


  


  “This is bad.”


  Crebulta had served as a fine commander of the 7th Legion so far.


  He was popular within the Hermes guild; he knew how to command an army and was officially ranked 8th based on level.


  He was at a loss for words when he saw Weed kill Calcus and roam through the 4th Legion.


  “I knew he was powerful. I suspected that he had a few tricks up his sleeve, but to think his skills were this advanced…”


  It wasn’t just a matter of a couple of skills or hidden equipment.


  Weed flawlessly blended the strongest traits of multiple classes into wondrous battle tactics.


  Crebulta was envious of Weed, who seemed to shine so brightly, and especially so because of the way he masterfully used all of his classes and brought out their maximum potential.


  “He’s probably more powerful amidst the undead. I won’t have a chance one on one.”


  Crebulta had prepared a trump card for this battle.


  Demon armor Kranossa.


  An armor that retaliated to any attack by dealing five times as much damage to the attacker as they had dealt to its wearer. It caused their own attacks to lead them to their demise.


  “It won’t be too useful since he’s a Lich, but I know that Heiller has prepared the holy sword.”


  A veteran with the holy sword, supported by a reliable warrior.


  Crebulta whispered to Heiller.


  – Crebulta: Let’s make a joint attack.


  – Heiller : Alright. I will head over.


  …


  The 6th Legion’s commander, Gross, had rallied up all of his forces and was galloping with excitement.


  “Charge through! We are close to the objective!”


  The army overcame the plains of zombies and skeletons, as well as the resistance of the northern users.


  – Crebulta : Calcus was taken down by Weed in a surprise attack. All men stay alert.


  The news was conveyed through the commanders’ channel, but it could not stop the charge of an entire Imperial Legion.


  The surroundings were filled with northern users and the undead. They were already riding towards Weed and could no longer get off the tiger’s back [E/N: referring to the idiom “riding on the back of a tiger and finding it hard to get off”, where you can’t stop halfway through].


  “Dumb Calcus. I knew he would die sooner or later.”


  While he was busy commanding the army, he watched the video of the battle between Calcus and Weed.


  “Calcus got complacent and went down totally unprepared. Even if he had fought properly, he would still have lost due to the Lich’s special traits.”


  Calcus the Butcher.


  Due to the nature of his class, the more he killed, the more his combat abilities improved and the higher number of skills he could use. It seemed rather fortunate that he died without using all of them.


  “I should be able to do better than him. I don’t really have much of a choice anyway.”


  Gross had no guarantee that he would win, but he did not expect to lose either.


  His class was Warrior!


  When raiding boss-level monsters, he stood on the frontlines ahead of all the other Hermes Guild members.


  Warriors could withstand an enemy more than 10 times stronger than themselves, as long as they were geared with reliable equipment and supported by priests.


  “We will win as long as we don’t die. If we manage to stick close to Weed long enough to appear on broadcast, we’ll be heroes.”


  A confidence born from surviving the most ferocious of attacks.


  The 6th Legion’s numbers had been cut in half after taking heavy casualties from Farmer Miretas and the elven users.


  The core military forces were still standing, but in terms of military strength they could not last until the end of the battle of the Garnav Plains.


  “We are going to be annihilated anyway. Let’s just charge with all our remaining forces”


  Gross’s decision was to commence a final charge to end the battle.


  The idea of going down in a blaze of glory boosted the morale of the 6th Legion.


  “It will be jackpot if we capture Weed with our hands, and if not… At least we will be praised for putting up a good fight.”


  “Our accomplishment will be recognized greatly if the Haven Empire wins.”


  “We might even appear in an ad.”


  The ranked users under the 6th Legion were also thinking the same.


  The warriors led by Gross were obsessed with fighting.


  “If the empire is defeated we will be dead anyway.”


  “Alright then. Plain and simple.”


  Hence it was decided to follow through with the all-in strategy.


  None of them looked back as they led the blazing charge.


  They darted through the northern users and the undead in a straight path, without worrying about their forces being dispersed or about the front and back halves of their formation being separated.


  “Weed. We have come!”


  “We are the invulnerable 6th Legion. The heroes that will end the battle of the Garnav Plains!”


  The Hermes Guild members and the Imperial troops approached menacingly, gradually closing the distance.


  “Weed! We have come to punish you for your arrogance.”


  Gross used the Battle Cry skill.


  “I, Gross, the Imperial Army’s best Warrior, will cut you down!”


  His cry spread across the battlefield.


  His speech sounded archaic and downright cheesy, but the thrill of shouting such words before the start of a battle was something that only those who had done it could understand.


  Weed, who was wreaking havoc amid the 4th Legion, soared up into the sky and cried!


  “I was waiting for the strong to challenge me. Are you ready to relieve me of my loneliness?”


  Gross’s face brightened suddenly.


  He had planned to shout one more line before he headed into battle.


  But unexpectedly, Weed played along with his hero roleplay.


  Gross pulled out his sword and gripped it tightly with his hand. He tossed away the sheath carelessly.


  “It is my pleasure! I have come for what will be recorded as the most intense battle in all of the Versailles continent. The loneliness that you feel in the absence of a worthy opponent is over, I will be the one to make your blood boil.”


  The confident war cry was crystal clear.


  “Amusing. Remnants of Darkness!”


  Weed chanted a basic spell and surrounded himself with darkness.


  “Torido!”


  He called for Torido, who was in battle, as well as for his True Blood Clan, to fly alongside him.


  He summoned an escort of bats, and nimbly called for the Bone Dragons as well.


  “Summon skeleton archers!”


  He fully decked the back of the Bone Dragons with skeleton archers.


  It was not very effective and added little to combat ability, but it was an impressive scene that further cemented his position as the leader of the undead legion.


  Weed was playing to the broadcasters, portraying himself as the best of all necromancers.


  “Come forth. I accept your challenge!”


  An appearance befitting the final boss.


  The Haven Empire was usually the one portrayed as the villain, but things were different this time.


  “Good. Let’s end this! Haaaah!”


  Gross sprinted towards Weed, letting out a war cry.


  The northern users and the undead stepped out of the way, creating a path for the two to connect.


  Weed raised his skeleton staff high, and chanted his spell.


  “Wander through pitch darkness in excruciating pain. The dead will be at your side in the abyss…


  “Reign of the Dark Spectres!”


  During the brief conversation, he had recovered all the life force and mana that he had lost in the battle with the 4th Legion.


  He entrusted the remaining northern users and undead with finishing the 4th Legion, whose formation had already been broken.


  Weed buffed himself with reinforcement spells, boosting his physical and magical abilities.


  The spell that he prepared was a composite spell of magic and curse attacks.


  Dark spectres emerged from the ground and enveloped Gross.


  This spell could only be activated under the condition that the location was a place where death had occurred. But once that condition was fulfilled, it was impossible to evade.


  “Urgh!”


  Gross sensed that something was amiss as he observed the ground covered by darkness. The instant the spectres surged up, he changed directions and evaded to the side.


  “Those who fought against Weed before warned not to think of him as an ordinary user, or even as a good person. He was said to be sly, clever, shameless and arrogant…”


  Gross was alert and attempted to avoid the spectres. However, they flew quickly and chased after him.


  


  < Horrifying Spectres from the hell of darkness have emerged.


  Spectres born from darkness are powerful enough to consume even light.


  They desire human bodies.


  Those whose Life Force drops below a certain level will transform into small spiders… >


  


  Gross was reflexively reading the message windows swiftly.


  As a warrior it was a natural habit to be aware of any damage taken by spells that he sees for the first time.


  ‘Do these dark spectres cling to enemies and attack? Such a petty way of…’


  An that moment, when he was scanning messages quickly with his eyes and thinking.


  *Sheeeeeeeeeek!*


  Something was piercing through the dark spectres and was approaching Gross.


  “What is that?!”


  He deflected it instinctively.


  *Clunk!*


  He successfully defended against it as it crashed into his shield and knocked back his entire body.


  He was proud of himself for his decisive counter, but the attack had contained tremendous strength.


  ‘What kind of attack was that? Surely it was from something at least on the level of a boss monster.’


  *F-f-f-f-f-wooooosh!*


  At that moment, along with the sound of a whirlwind, a ferocious attack came from the front lines.


  Weed in Lich form was moving among the spectres, his skull becoming visible on occasion.


  “I cannot differentiate the attacks.”


  Gross hid behind his shield.


  “Will of Retaliation!”


  *C-c-c-c-c-c-c-clunk!*


  


  < Your Mystical Shield bursts with intense deflection power.


  89% of your innate physical resistance is applied.


  Intense resistance!


  All damage will be absorbed and converted into extra Life Force for 10 seconds. >


  


  ‘Kukuku. Those attacks won’t work now.’


  Unknown horrifying attacks were hammering away at his shield.


  He could hear Weed’s voice coming from the front.


  “You are pretty good!”


  Gross wanted to yell in delight.


  ‘So you cast a magic spell and immediately rush for a surprise strike? It’s a good maneuver to catch your opponent off guard, but it only makes me stronger..’


  The effect of Will of Retaliation was to temporarily absorb all damage taken.


  


  < The deflection power has left the Mystical Shield.


  1,381,291 damage has been absorbed and converted into extra Life Force.


  This extra Life Force will persist for 29 seconds.>


  


  Gross was amazed.


  ‘What an outrageous amount of damage. Endurance and defense were not applied, but still…’


  1,300,000 damage was not an amount that could be accumulated in such a short time, even when raiding a dangerous boss-level monster.


  ‘Now comes my opportunity.’


  Gross was aiming for a single counter-attack. He threw his shield away and advanced forward.


  “Intense sword slash!”


  The skill gathered all the user’s power and split the enemy in a flash.


  Nothing was visible, but he was certain that the enemy stood in front of him.


  He released all the energy that he stored up, and at that moment;


  *Shluk!*


  He felt something crumble at the tip of his blade.


  Gross’ heart overflowed with excitement.


  ‘Did… Did I really kill Weed, just like that?’


  It was a single strike, but a powerful one, which could be more than enough to kill Weed.


  Even if he didn’t kill him, it would at least be a deep injury. However…


  


  < You have killed the wriggling skeleton. >


  


  ‘That was a skeleton just now?’


  Weed was behind him before he could notice.


  ‘The psychological process of humans is similar for the most part. I am also fully aware of the warriors’ battle tactics. On top of that, Gross, I saw your style of going for one single glorious blow plenty of times in the Hall of Fame.’


  The Warriors’ winning strategy was to endure and retaliate.


  They couldn’t last long in a dogfight, so the crucial part of beating this strategy was to trick them into retaliating preemptively.


  “Seal of Pain!”


  


  < The target’s Life Force recovery is restricted. >


  


  “Intensified bleeding.”


  


  < The damage suffered by the target increases. >


  


  He applied two curse spells and began to beat the crap out of Gross.


  “Heraim Fencing skill!”


  Ruthless swings landed right on Gross’ body.


  Everyone was watching Weed and his spectres battering Gross.


  “Weed-nim is winning!”


  “Hurray for the Arpen Kingdom!”


  The northern users shouted and the Hermes Guild members from the 6th Legion joined the battle without hesitation.


  However, they were only being taken down one by one as Weed raised more spectres.


  The Doom Knights, curse spells and northern users all combined to throw the 6th Legion into chaos.


  The Imperial Legion was stronger in terms of overall military power but could not exercise its full potential due to Weed’s interruptions.


  – Crebulta: More Doom Knights will emerge, so we cannot drag this out any longer. Let’s wipe out the undead all at once and end this battle once and for all.


  This message popped up on the commander’s guild chat.


  The 3rd, 4th, 6th, and 7th Legions had arrived first, and the rest of the commanders were approaching as they cut down resisting northern users.


  Even as Calcus was falling in battle and Gross was being battered, most of the Haven Imperial Army’s core military powers were arriving.


  Crebulta wished to take charge together with Heiller, but soon changed his mind and asked for assistance from the others.


  – Max: Is Weed really that powerful?


  – Crebulta: I have observed him, and he is at an unbelievable level.


  – Heroid: I don’t believe that we can’t push through with a frontal assault.


  – Crebulta: Due to the Lich’s Life Drain skill, we can’t deal any damage with just a dozen people. He uses curses and dark spells violently. Calcus got taken down in a close-range fight, but look at the way he fights against Gross… I cannot seem to find a weakness.


  The other commanders also recognized that this battle was one to decide the supremacy over the continent.


  – Slater: Alright. Don’t try to hog all the glory. Let’s carry out an organized all-out attack to take them down.


  Slater, commander of the 10th Legion.


  He was advancing quickly through the path that had been cleared by the 4th Legion.


  – Max: We will arrive in 3 minutes, bypassing all the wriggling skeletons. When are all the other legions expected to arrive?


  – Slater: We’ll be there in 5 minutes. Don’t try to clear the skeletons and zombies. Gather up all the users first, then proceed with an aerial charge.


  – Fromy: I can certainly get there too with that method.


  – Heroid: I can see our path to victory. We will ambush and take down Weed, then proceed to wipe out all the remaining users that are clustered around the other Legions. We don’t have to think about what comes after that.


  – Crebulta: I assume everyone prepared their holy equipment and also has relics handy?


  The commanders were all fully prepared, even though there was no detailed mention of what they needed to have at their disposal.


  Calcus, who died early, would have also had them in his inventory. As for Gross, he only geared up with defensive equipment because he was a Warrior and would have a difficult time taking Weed down with just his own attacks.


  – Heiller: A Lich raid all together… I think we could make a pretty awesome video out of this.


  – Slater: I fear that the battle may end too quickly, haha.


  While the commanders were settling on a plan, another voice joined the discussion.


  – Dain: The 19th Legion will also participate.


  The 19th Legion led by Dain.


  This was a legion mainly comprised of Central Continent users, and not of Hermes Guild members.


  – Heiller: Has the 19th Legion arrived?


  – Dain: Yes, we have broken through with ten thousand users. The core of our forces are tailing behind.


  Dain was the weakest out of all the commanders in terms of level and combat skills.


  She governed the Kallamore region with stability and was reported to have fought exceptionally in the current battle. Even so, there was an overall atmosphere among the commanders, undermining Dain.


  – Heiller: Great. Select the best soldiers to aid us.


  – Dain: Roger that.


  Chapter 2 – Catastrophic Backfire (Part 2)


  


  While the northern users were defending against the 4th and 6th Legions, they were observing the Haven Imperial army gathering up.


  “The sun will be up soon.”


  – Mapan : The movement of the Imperial army has hastened. They are ignoring the risk of being separated and are bypassing the skeletons to increase their speed.


  – Hidden Money : Additional enemy forces are arriving within 3 minutes.


  – Lemon : The 2nd defense line has been penetrated. Please evacuate quickly!


  It was an extensive, breathtaking fight.


  Weed and the northern users had to hold their ground until their reinforcements arrived.


  The problem was that this was not going to be easy, as the Haven Imperial army was moving swiftly.


  “Weed-nim! It is dangerous here!”


  A user named Whalefood who was recently appointed as vice-captain, shouted at Weed.


  “We have to evacuate now!”


  “Be on your way!”


  “Weed-nim must escape. We will create a path.”


  It was chaotic near Weed.


  “Reinforcements are coming. Spread out in a defensive formation and hang on for a little longer!”


  “We will win!”


  The Hermes Guild members from the 4th and 6th Legion were still alive. Each one of them was powerful, so they were able to sustain themselves quite well.


  Gross wore the Armlet of Revitalization, which fully healed the user when life force dropped below 3%.


  He took a long beating from Weed, recovered his life force, and then hid himself in the crowd of enemies.


  However, the Hermes Guild members and Haven Imperial knights revived as greater undead when they were slain.


  “I obey the oath!”


  “This Death Knight is yours to command.”


  Over 500 Doom Knights and several thousand Death Knights had been created, making the undead army even more powerful.


  The undead force, that was reinforced by Death Aura, was pushing back the Haven Imperial army under the command of Van Hawk and Torido.


  Weed remained calm and poured out wide area curse spells, leading the battle to his favour.


  “I can see Heiller and Crebulta from afar.”


  “The generals are approaching with their core forces!”


  The northern users recognized the Hermes Guild members drawing near, and screamed.


  They were well-known ranked users who were also also famous for appearing often on broadcasts!


  ‘These guys are too quick. They’ll get here before our allies.’


  Weed had been communicating with his comrades, including Pale.


  Users on the side of the Arpen Empire were gathering from all parts of the Garnav Plains, but it was unlikely for them to arrive on time.


  Past the swarm of undead, the northern users were surrounded by the Haven Imperial army.


  The fact that Myul’s 2nd Legion was not attacking but revolving in a wide circle in the sky was also a nuisance to Weed.


  A smirk appeared on Weed’s mouth.


  ‘Yes. This is what you call a tight spot!’


  Recently, Weed had come to think about his life being too mild.


  He recalled his experiences in the Plains of Despair, where he led the orcs and warred against the Immortal Legion. It sparked excitement.


  ‘First I need to buy some time. I must reduce their numbers. It is essential for me to target a wide area. Of all my skills, only Disaster Sculpting can make it happen!’


  Weed returned to the skeleton mountain and took out his sculpting knife and the Metal of Ruin.


  He had acquired the Metal of Ruin after defeating the Gratorgue on the Path of Struggle.


  It had remained in his possession after he gave away the other 1st class blacksmith materials to Fabio and Herman.


  *Slak Slak!*


  Weed began carving the Metal of Ruin.


  It was very dense, but he could carve off a bit at a time.


  He sat down and began to shape it without rest.


  ‘A mediocre disaster will only be in vain.’


  In fact, it was highly likely that the weak northern users would be wiped out first instead.


  Therefore, the Hermes guild would have also excluded the possibility of a Great Disaster.


  ‘I will show them why they need to fear disasters.’


  The Hermes guild members were gradually gathering in the camp of Heiller’s 3rd Legion.


  As they closed in on Weed, Slater’s, Heroid’s and Dain’s forces merged.


  “Weed is creating a sculpture!”


  An urgent report came in from a user from the 6th Legion.


  “I don’t know what he is sculpting… But it is nothing more than a last-minute struggle.”


  Heiller swung his sword and blew away the skeletons in a 50m radius with Heat Storm.


  The mana consumption was costly, but it was an attack skill that covered a wide area.


  Most of the skeletons were destroyed completely and could not be resurrected. However, skeleton after skeleton charged in persistently, as well as the remaining Death Knights.


  The 4th Legion and the 6th Legion.


  The northern users that guarded this location revived as undead and attacked tenaciously.


  “Their resistance is growing heavier, but we are close to where Weed is.”


  “We shall not lose to Crebulta’s side.”


  The 3rd Legion became the heart of the formation. The 10th, 18th and 19th Legions took the wing positions and broke through together.


  There were questions about Dain’s combat strength, but the users of the 19th legion opened a path like a honed spear and proved their worth.


  Although they were not recognised by the Hermes Guild, they were highly exceptional users in the Central Continent.


  “Alright, alright. Everything is perfect!”


  At that moment, Neturus and the Doom Knights charging on their Hell Horses came into Heiller’s view.


  “Defend the front line!”


  The Haven Imperial army was run over like haystacks, and the Doom Knights broke through.


  “Lay down the path of death!”


  Doom Knights were individually powerful monsters, spreading dark auras while on their flying Hell Horses.


  They used their dark auras to affect large areas, struck with their weapons, in order to annihilate the Haven Imperial troops.


  The Hermes Guild members caught in the path of the knights’ charge perished helplessly.


  Heiller screamed.


  “That is Weed’s core military force! We must get rid of them!”


  “I agree. If we take care of those Doom Knights, we can quickly deal with the remaining undead.”


  Slater also agreed enthusiastically.


  The skilled users were excited at the sight of the Doom Knights charging towards them.


  “Eliminate them!”


  Numerous users, the most skilled of the Hermes Guild members, stepped forward.


  They gathered around the Doom Knights charge, not in the front, but at the sides and rear…


  They tried to close in on the Doom Knights while using attack skills, but the Doom Knights recklessly charged forward.


  Their assault was frightening, and those who died at their hands revived as undead.


  In most cases, when Hermes Guild members died they emerged as Doom Knights and joined the assault.


  


  < The aura of death is becoming stronger.


  The living are intimidated.


  The undead in this region will obtain increased attack.


  There is a higher chance of spawning greater undead. >


  


  “Use everything at your disposal to obliterate them before the situation turns for the worst!”


  Heiller led the Hermes Guild members in the entire region.


  They pressured the undead using all their resources, sparing none of their remaining holy water, relics or magic scrolls.


  The Doom Knights cavalry got swept away by hundreds of offensive magic spells.


  Nearby Haven Imperial soldiers and Hermes Guild members were sacrificed in the blast, but they did not show a hint of hesitation.


  “Bone Dragons!”


  Two Bone Dragons flew into the battle.


  The Bone Dragons, boasting tremendous power and life force, roared and ripped through the Imperial army.


  “It is nothing to be feared! It is only an undead!”


  Users in the Hermes Guild had countless experiences in raiding boss monsters.


  They knew how to divide their roles and lunged relentlessly.


  The Bone Dragons and the Doom Knights boosted by Death Aura stalled for more than 10 minutes.


  The half-hearted kills led to resurrections, and more of the fallen emerged as undead.


  “Good. Only a little more left.”


  Meanwhile, the Haven Imperial army advanced and closed the distance with Weed.


  More northern users fell, were resurrected as undead, and continued fighting until they dissipated completely.


  The entire 4th and 6th Legions were annihilated and turned into undead; Gross and the Hermes Guild members managed to escape, but they had lost all their military forces.


  “The power of death reigns over this land!”


  “Intruders. Taste the power of immortality!”


  It was a desperate fight indeed, but Heiller was smiling brightly.


  “This is it. There are no more variables in this fight.”


  A little further and Weed would enter the range of his arrows.


  The number of northern users were reduced to a third.


  Slater turned his head to the rear and shouted.


  “There is a large force of users gathering on the outskirts.”


  “It doesn’t matter. By the time they arrive, Weed will already be dead. Furthermore, if more users continue to gather up… kukuku. All the puzzle pieces will be aligned.”


  He was filled with excitement from head to toe.


  The Alkin Disease!


  The most powerful weapon in possession of the Hermes Guild.


  The entire Haven Imperial army hunting for Weed was the ultimate objective and bait for turning the battle into victory.


  Users scrambled frantically in their quest to save Weed.


  If the Alkin Disease were to spread amongst these users, they would all perish indefinitely.


  “Yes. With this, the Haven empire will seize control over the entire Versailles continent.”


  *Slak Slak!*


  Weed carved his sculpture with composure.


  If the undead could not stall, he would have rushed, but they were buying him considerable time. Northern users were also fighting bravely and giving their lives.


  Though this situation was set up without any option to retreat.


  “This is a difficult sculpture, but I think I am almost finished.”


  He cut stones into figures of buildings and humans.


  A great sculpture of a city if he left it the way it was.


  No state of catastrophe, but his true character was about to be unleashed.


  Weed grasped handfuls of dirt with his two hands and sprinkled them gently over the sculpture.


  “Summon Xing Xing!”


  He called for the wind elemental spirit Xing Xing that he forged himself.


  “You have summoned me, your highness!”


  “Yes. Use a gentle breeze so that the dirt does not blow away. “


  “Understood. My handsome highness of great stature.”


  Xing Xing created a gentle wind and a whirlpool.


  Weed’s sprinkling dirt turned into a murky grey cloud and engulfed the city sculpture.


  Fine dust!


  The most horrific catastrophes of the modern society – sand and fine dust buried the sculpture.


  “Still not enough. More over here!”


  *C-c-c-c-crack!*


  He applied pressure daringly and created a crevice on the bottom of the sculpture.


  Contorted and split.


  “There. Now it is complete.”


  It looked as if he was sloppy, but each time he carved with his sculpting knife he poured in all of his concentration.


  It was quite detailed, considering that he had made the sculpture in a hurry.


  – Please name the sculpture that you have created.


  “The name of the sculpture is Curfew.”


  – Is Curfew correct?


  “Yep. It’s correct. It is a piece that reminds us that our bed is the safest haven in this world.”


  


  < A masterpiece! You have completed the Curfew sculpture.


  A friend of Mother nature!


  A piece representing a horrific catastrophe, sculpted by Weed by incorporating all expressions of beauty.


  The unfortunate world of humans buried in thick sand is cracking.


  The piece was sculpted from a special material called Metal of Ruin and gives off a gloomy atmosphere.


  Artistic worth : 26,891.


  Special traits : All creatures that stare into the curfew sculpture gain 11% increased life force and mana recovery rate.


  – Morale of all units is weakened.


  – Increased chances of taking higher damage when attacked.


  – All resistance is reduced by 3%.


  – Temporarily decreases maximum life force by 10%, but increases all stats by 5%.


  – Increases the effects of area damage spells.


  – Permanently increases Intelligence by 1.


  The effects do not stack with other sculptures.


  Number of masterpieces completed: 37


  Reputation increases by 21,391.


  Art stat increases by 21.


  Endurance increases by 3.


  Wisdom increases by 1.


  Faith decreases by 1.


  As a reward for sculpting a masterpiece, all stats gain an additional 1 point. >


  


  < Minne, Goddess of the Earth dislikes this sculpture. >


  


  A perfect sculpture!


  He thought he would be satisfied even with an exceptional piece, but he ended up creating a masterpiece.


  It was all due to his detailed representation of the disaster itself.


  “The most despised and feared catastrophe in modern society. You cannot possibly avoid fine dust. Disaster Sculpting!!”


  < You have activated Disaster Sculpting.


  Art stat permanently decreased by 20.


  20,000 life force and mana consumed.


  All stats temporarily decreased by 15% for three days.


  Your affinity with Nature decreases.


  Disaster sculpting can only be used once per day.


  Once you call down a dangerous disaster, Reputation or Notoriety may increase depending on the severity of the damage.


  Please bear in mind that you may be killed under a disaster. >


  < Metal of Ruin was destroyed. The power of the Great Disaster increases by 60% >


  The sculpture shattered into pieces and fell to the ground.


  “So, that’s one bad thing done for now.”


  He picked up the destroyed Metal of Ruin.


  The forces that dominated the Central Continent had now all gathered to this location, so he felt that this wasn’t enough.


  Several Legions were rushing toward one single objective.


  “The world has changed. Villains nowadays are competent and are even diligent!”


  Weed began carving another sculpture.


  He had already used Sculpture Resurrection. He did not wish to face any bigger loss but he had no other choice.


  “Whatever. Levels I can grind back again. After all, you only live once.”
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