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n the storm ol steam and machinery,
who can achicve the extraordinary? In
the fog of history and darkness. who
whispers? When Zhou Mingrui wakes up
bloody and dazed. he finds himsell in a
world ol guns. factories. airships. and
difference engines. But underncath the
surface of all this industry. there exists a
sceret society revolving around  potions.
divination, scaled artifacts. and  much
more. As Zhou Mingrui tries to find out
what brought him to this place. he quickly
lcarns that mystery is lurking around every
corner—and danger is never far behind!

This is the legend of the Fool...
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The Fool breaks free from the tapestry of fate and sets out on his journey.

He will continue until the world reaches completion.
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Ouch!

This hurts!

My head is killing me!

The bizarre, murmur-filled dream shattered at once. Zhou Mingrui,
still asleep, felt a throbbing pain in his head as if someone had whacked
him with a club—no, it was more like a sharp object had punctured his
temple and scrambled the insides of his skull!

Ugh... Mind in a daze, Zhou Mingrui wanted to turn over, hold
his head, or sit up, but he couldn’t move his limbs at all. He seemed
to have lost control of his body.

Seems like I m still dreaming... It wont be long before I think I'm
awake when I m actually still sleeping. ..

Zhou Mingrui, while used to such disorienting experiences,
struggled to focus and break free from the shackles of darkness and
confusion.

But in this half-awake state, it was hard to focus. His mind felt as
insubstantial as a wisp of fog—there one moment and gone the next.
It refused to be reined in. No matter how hard he tried, his focus
kept slipping away as random thoughts and intrusive notions bub-
bled up to the surface.

Why did I get such a terrible headache in the middle of the night?
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It’s so painful, too!

It better not be a hemorrhage or something. ..

Shit, am I going to die young, in the prime of my life?

Wake up, me! Come on!

Huh? It doesn’t seem to hurt as much as before, but it still feels like a
blunt knife is slowly sawing through my brain...

I probably can’t go back to sleep now. How am I supposed to go to work
tomorrow?

Why am I even thinking about work? My head is absolutely killing
me. I should definitely take the day off! That way, I won’t have to worry
about my manager nagging me!

Now that I think about it, that'’s really not a bad idea. Hee-hee, I can
finally have some free time!

Amid the waves of throbbing pain, Zhou Mingrui managed to
gather himself slowly. Finally, he straightened up and opened his
eyes, breaking free from his reverie.

His vision, blurry at first, soon took on a faint crimson tinge. As
his sight cleared, he saw a wooden desk with an open notebook on
it. Its paper was coarse and yellowed. An eye-catching sentence was
written in a strange script across the top of the page in jet-black ink.

To the left of the notebook sat a stack of neatly arranged books,
about seven or eight of them. To the right of the desk, grayish-white
pipes embedded in the wall led to a lamp. The lamp’s design was
classically European, about half the size of an adult’s head, and its
transparent glass housing was encased in a black metal lattice.

Off to one side, underneath the extinguished wall lamp, sat a
black ink bottle bathed in a pale red glow. It was embossed with
what seemed like an approximation of an angel. In front of the ink
bottle and right by the notebook lay a fountain pen with a dark,
rounded body. Its tip shimmered faintly, and its cap rested next to
what seemed to be a brass revolver.

A gun? Zhou Mingrui was stunned. He had never seen any of these
things before, and this definitely wasn’t his room.

In his shock and confusion, he noticed that a thin layer of crimson



had been draped over everything: the desk, notebook, ink bottle,
and revolver. This “veil” was the light spilling through the window.

He lifted his head instinctively, his gaze slowly inching upward.

High in the sky, against a night as dark as black velvet curtains,
hung a crimson moon, shining silently.

Wha—?

An inexplicable terror seized him. Zhou Mingrui sprang to his
feet, but before he could fully straighten his legs, another throbbing
headache overwhelmed him. In a brief moment of weakness, he fell
hard on the hard wooden chair behind him.

Thud!

It smarted, but there didn’t seem to be any serious damage. Zhou
Mingrui placed his hands on the table and pushed himself up, then
turned around in a panic to examine his surroundings.

It was a small room with brown doors on the walls to either side of
him and a wooden bunk bed sitting against the far wall.

Between the bed and the door on the left sat a cabinet with double
doors on top and five drawers below.

On the wall next to the cabinet, at about the height of a person,
was another grayish-white pipe connected to a strange mechanical
contraption with gears and bearings peeking out in places.

Piled in the corner of the room near the desk was what looked
like a coal stove and kitchenware, specifically a soup pot and an iron
pan.

On the right-hand side of the wall, past the door, stood a full-
length mirror with two cracks in it. Its wooden base was adorned
with simple, plain patterns. A quick glance at the mirror revealed his
reflection—Dblack hair, brown eyes, a linen shirt over a thin build,
with average but deep-set features...

I..

Zhou Mingrui drew in a sharp breath as a host of jumbled conjec-
tures flooded his mind, rendering him helpless and confused.

The revolver, the classical European decor, and the crimson moon
that clearly wasn’t the Earth’s moon all pointed to one thing!
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C-could I have transmigrated? Zhou Mingrui’s mouth slowly
dropped open.

He had grown up reading web novels and often fantasized about
such scenarios. But now that it may have actually happened, he
found it hard to accept at face value.

Almost a full minute later, Zhou Mingrui, trying to find some
humor in his situation, muttered to himself, “Maybe this is what
people mean when they say to be careful what you wish for...”

If it weren’t for the persistent headache keeping his thoughts sharp,
he would have suspected he was still dreaming.

Calm down, calm down... Zhou Mingrui took a few deep breaths,
trying hard to suppress his panic.

Right as he managed to regain a semblance of calm, unfamiliar
memories started bubbling to the surface.

Klein Moretti—a citizen of the Northern Continent’s Loen King-
dom who lived in the city of Tingen in Awashire. He had recently
graduated from the history department at Khoy University...

His father was a sergeant in the Imperial Army who died in a colo-
nial conflict on the Southern Continent. The bereavement benefits
his family received allowed Klein the chance to attend a private
grammar school, laying the foundation for his eventual admission to
a university...

His mother was a follower of the Evernight Goddess. She passed
away the year Klein took the entrance examination for Khoy Univer-
sity and got in...

He also had an older brother and a younger sister who lived with
him in a two-bedroom flat...

They were not well off—struggling, in fact. His brother, who
worked as a desk clerk at a trading company, was their household’s
sole breadwinner...

As a student of history, Klein had learned Ancient Feysac—considered
the source of all languages on the Northern Continent—and Her-
mes, a language associated with rituals and prayers and often found
scrawled in ancient mausoleums...
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Hermes? Something stirred in Zhou Mingrui’s mind. Pressing a
hand against his throbbing temple, he turned his attention toward
the open notebook on the desk. The text on the yellowed paper grad-
ually underwent a change from bizarre to unfamiliar, then from
unfamiliar to recognizable, until it eventually became decipherable.

That line of text was written in Hermes!

In jet-black ink, it read:

Everyone will die, including me.

Gasping in inexplicable horror, Zhou Mingrui leaned back as he
reflexively tried to distance himself from the notebook and the text
on it.

His body was so weak he nearly fell over, but he managed to grab
the edge of the table to support himself. The air seemed to hum rest-
lessly. He thought he could hear faint whispers all around him. It
reminded Zhou Mingrui of how he felt listening to grown-ups tell
horror stories when he was young.

He shook his head, telling himself it was only an illusion, and tore
his eyes away from the notebook. He took deep breaths and tried to
steady himself.

Then his gaze landed on the shiny brass revolver. A new question
popped into his mind: Given the Moretti family’s financial situation,
how had he managed to get his hands on a revolver? They certainly
couldn’t afford to buy one.

Zhou Mingrui frowned.

While deep in thought, his eyes were drawn to half of a red hand-
print on the edge of the table—it hadn’t been there before. It was
darker and more substantial than the crimson moonlight.

A bloody handprint!

Zhou Mingrui subconsciously turned over his right hand—the
one that had been gripping the edge of the table. Looking down, he
realized his palm and fingers were slick with blood.

The throbbing pain in his head persisted, though it was weaker
than before.

Did I hit my head? Zhou Mingrui wondered as he turned around
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and walked toward the mirror. It only took a few steps for a man of
medium build with black hair and brown eyes to come into view.
The person in the mirror had a distinctly scholarly air.

Is this me? Klein Moretti?

Zhou Mingrui paused. There wasn’t enough light at this late hour
for him to see clearly, so he moved forward until he was just a step
away from the mirror.

Under the hazy, crimson light of the moon, he turned his head to
one side to get a look at his temple.

His reflection showed a grotesque wound at the corner of his fore-
head, its edges visibly burnt and caked with blood.



Thump! Thump! Thump!

Zhou Mingrui stumbled back several steps in fear. It was almost
like the person in the mirror was not himself but a desiccated corpse.

How could anyone with such a horrific injury still be alive?!

He turned his head in disbelief as he checked the other side.
Despite the distance and the poor lighting, he could still make out
the exit wound and dark blood residue.

«

Zhou Mingrui drew in a deep breath as he tried hard to calm
himself.

He pressed his hand against the left side of his chest, feeling his racing
heart—pounding vigorously and full of life—through his shirt. Then he
touched his bare skin. Unmistakable warmth flowed beneath the sur-
face that was slightly cool to the touch. After he briefly squatted down
and verified that his knees worked, Zhou Mingrui stood up again, much
calmer now.

“What is this?” he muttered with a frown. He wanted to inspect
his head injury more thoroughly.

He took two steps forward before pausing in his tracks—the weak
light of the blood moon was insufficient for a “thorough inspection.”

This thought triggered a memory fragment, compelling Zhou
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Mingrui to turn to the grayish-white pipes and the latticed lamp on
the wall right by the desk.

It was a modern gas lamp, with a stable flame and excellent illumi-
nation capabilities.

Given what he knew of Klein Moretti s family situation, even a ker-
osene lamp was a dream, much less a gas lamp. Using candles would
be more befitting of their socioeconomic standing. However, back
when he burned the midnight oil four years ago to be admitted into
Khoy University, Benson, his older brother, insisted on providing a
conducive studying environment for Klein even if it meant taking on
debt. He fully believed it was an important matter that would decide
their family’s future.

Of course, Benson, who was both literate and had been working
for several years, was not one to act rashly without thinking ahead.
He had quite a few tricks up his sleeve. That was how he cajoled the
landlord into paying for basic renovations, using the argument that
“installing gas pipes would raise the flat’s property value and help
secure future rentals.” Then, taking advantage of his job at a trading
company, Benson purchased the newest model of gas lamp at nearly
cost price. In the end, he only dipped into his savings and didn’t need
to take out any loans.

After that memory flashed in his mind, Zhou Mingrui went over
to the desk and proceeded to open the pipe’s valve and twist the knob
on the gas lamp to turn it on.

Click, click, click.

The igniter made a sound, but the light did not bloom as Zhou
Mingrui had expected.

Click, click, click.

He twisted the knob a few more times, but the gas lamp remained
dark.

“Hmm...” Retracting his hand and pressing it against his left tem-
ple, Zhou Mingrui attempted to find another memory fragment that
would reveal the root of the problem.

A few seconds later, he turned around and walked over to the main
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door. Beside it was a mechanical contraption embedded in the wall
and connected to the grayish-white pipes.

A gas meter!

Glancing at the exposed gears and bearings, Zhou Mingrui fished
out a coin from a pocket in his trousers. It was dark yellow in color,
with a bronze shimmer to it. The front of the coin was engraved with
a portrait of a man wearing a crown, and on the back was a / sur-
rounded by stalks of wheat.

Zhou Mingrui knew this was the most basic unit of currency in
the Loen Kingdom—a copper penny. The purchasing power of one
penny roughly equaled three to four yuan in his original world. Such
copper coins also came in other denominations, such as the farthing,
the halfpenny, and the fivepence. An unfortunate reality was that these
denominations were not granular enough. In everyday life, one often
had to buy several different things just to spend a single coin.

This particular coin had only been put into circulation after King
George III ascended to the throne. Zhou Mingrui rolled it between
his fingers a few times before inserting it into the thin slit on the gas
meter.

Tink! Tink!

The sound of the penny tumbling to the bottom of the meter was
followed by the clanks of turning gears, producing a short but melo-
dious mechanical rhythm.

Zhou Mingrui stared at the meter for a few seconds before return-
ing to the wooden desk. He reached out to twist the knob on the gas
lamp again.

Click, click, click, pop!

A spark rapidly grew into a flame. The bright light it produced per-
meated the interior of the lamp and shot through the transparent
glass, filling the room with a warm glow.

As darkness quickly receded and the crimson retreated out the win-
dow, Zhou Mingrui somehow felt more at ease. He quickly walked
over to the full-length mirror again.

This time, he carefully inspected his temple.
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After checking every detail he could think of, Zhou Mingrui real-
ized that apart from the already present patches of blood, there was
no liquid seeping out of the grotesque wound, as if it had received the
best first aid treatment. The slowly squirming grayish-white brain
matter, the discernible growth of flesh, and the gleam of fresh blood
around the wound also seemed to indicate that in the next thirty to
forty minutes, or maybe two to three hours, a light scar would be all
that remained.

“The restorative effect of transmigration?” Zhou Mingrui muttered
to himself, smirking slightly.

He let out a long sigh. There was still so much he didn’t know, but
at least he was still alive!

After settling his mind, he pulled open a drawer and took out a
small piece of soap. Then he grabbed one of the old and tattered tow-
els hanging by the side of the cabinet and opened the door before
walking to the communal bathroom for tenants on the second floor.

I should clean up so I don’t go around looking like a crime scene. I
don’t mind scaring myself, but it would be awful if I scared my sister,
Melissa. She usually gets up early in the morning.

The corridor outside was pitch-black. The crimson moonlight spill-
ing inside through the window at the end of the hallway gave only
enough light to make out the vaguest of shapes in the darkness, mak-
ing it seem like a pair of monster eyes silently observed the living late
into the night.

With his heart in his throat, Zhou Mingrui tried to stay perfectly
quiet as he walked toward the communal bathroom.

The moonlight was brighter inside, allowing him to see everything
clearly. Zhou Mingrui stood in front of a washbasin and turned on
the tap. The gushing sound of water reminded him suddenly of his
landlord, Mr. Franky.

Water was included in the rent, but the short and skinny landlord,
who wore a top hat, a vest, and a black suit, often inspected the hand-
ful of bathrooms keenly, listening for the sounds of flowing water
inside. If the water gushed too loudly, Mr. Franky would set aside
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any gentlemanly manners by flailing his walking stick and striking
the bathroom door while shouting a variety of phrases. “Darn thief!”
“Wastage is a shameful thing.” “I’ll remember you.” “If I hear this
one more time, you better scram with your filthy luggage!” One of
his favorites was, “Mark my words, this is the best flat in Tingen for
what you lot are paying. You'll not find a more generous landlord
anywhere else!”

Putting away these thoughts, Zhou Mingrui wet his towel and
began to wipe away the blood on his face, rubbing the same spot over
and over.

After checking himself in the bathroom’s grimy mirror and veri-
fying that all that was left was the hideous wound and his pale face,
Zhou Mingrui relaxed considerably. Then he took off his linen shirt
and used the bar of soap to scrub away the bloodstains on it.

Suddenly, he knitted his brows as another problem occurred to
him.

The wound was too severe, and there was too much blood. Apart
from his body, his room likely still had evidence of his injury!

A few minutes later, after Zhou Mingrui was done with his linen
shirt, he briskly walked back to his apartment with his towel. He first
wiped up the bloody handprint on the desk, and then, by the light of
the gas lamp, he searched for any spots he might've missed.

He immediately discovered a number of blood splatters on the
floor beneath the desk. Moreover, there was a yellow bullet sunken
into the wall on his left-hand side.

“... The revolver fired while pointed at my temple?” Piecing together
the clues from before, Zhou Mingrui began to get a rough idea of
how Klein had died.

He was in no hurry to verify his theory. Instead, he diligently
wiped away the blood evidence and cleaned up the scene. Only then
did he extract the bullet from the wall and return to his desk, where
he opened the revolver’s cylinder and emptied the chambers.

There were a total of five rounds and an empty casing, all with a
brass luster to them.
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“Just as I thought...” Zhou Mingrui looked at the empty casing in
front of him and stuffed the rounds back into the cylinder, nodding
to himself.

His gaze shifted to the left and landed on the words on the note-
book: Everyone will die, including me. Even more questions arose in
him.

Where did the gun come from?

Was it suicide or a faked suicide?

What kind of trouble could someone of humble origins with a history
degree get himself into?

How could such a suicide method leave behind so little blood? Was it
because my timely transmigration came with healing benefits?

After a moment of contemplation, Zhou Mingrui changed into
another linen shirt. He sat on the chair and began mulling over more
important matters.

Kleins experience was not his main source of concern at the
moment. The real problem was figuring out the reason behind his
transmigration and if he could return!

His parents, relatives, best buddies, and friends. The colorful and
fascinating internet and all sorts of delicious food... These were all
compelling reasons to return home!

Click. Click. Click...

With his right hand, Zhou Mingrui absentmindedly swung open
the revolver’s cylinder and flicked it back into place. Over and over.

Hmm. I don’t remember doing anything out of the ordinary. All I can
think of is that I've been a little unlucky lately—that’s all. What could
possibly explain waking up in a different world?

Unlucky... Right, I remember now! I tried a luck-enhancement ritual
before dinner roday!

That thought flashed across Zhou Mingrui’s mind, illuminating
the memories concealed behind a fog of confusion.

As a qualified keyboard politician, keyboard historian, keyboard
economist, keyboard biologist, and keyboard folklorist, he had
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always proclaimed to “know a bit of everything.” Of course, his best
buddies would often use the same words to mock him.

And included in that everything was Chinese Divination.

When he visited his hometown last year, he discovered a
thread-bound book with a vertical layout titled 7he Quintessential
Secret Divinations of the Qin and Han Dynasty at an old sidewalk
bookstand. It had looked pretty interesting, so he bought it, think-
ing it could aid him in future online discussions. Unfortunately, his
interest was short-lived. The vertical layout it used made the reading
experience horrible. All he did was flip through the beginning pages
before he tossed it into a corner and forgot about it.

It wasn’t until he’d experienced a spate of bad luck in the past
month, including losing his cell phone, losing his clients, and making
mistakes at work, that he suddenly recalled the luck-enhancement rit-
ual at the beginning of The Quintessential Secret Divinations of the Qin
and Han Dynasty. Furthermore, the requirements of the ritual were
extremely simple and needed no basic foundational knowledge.

All he needed was four portions of a regional staple food and to
place them in the four corners of his room. They could be placed on
furniture such as tables and cupboards. Then, standing in the middle
of the room, he had to take four steps in a counterclockwise direction
to make a square.

The first step required him to chant “The Immortal Lord of Heaven
and Earth for Blessings.”

The second step was to silently chant “The Sky Lord of Heaven and
Earth for Blessings.”

The third step was “The Exalted Thearch of Heaven and Earth for
Blessings.”

And the fourth step was “The Celestial Worthy of Heaven and
Earth for Blessings.”

After these four steps were taken, he needed to close his eyes and
wait five minutes in his original spot. Only then would the ritual be
considered complete.
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Thinking that it couldn’t hurt, he retrieved the book, followed the
instructions, and performed the ritual before dinner. And then...

And then nothing.

Who would have guessed that he would actually transmigrate in
the middle of the night?

Transmigration!

There is a distinct possibility it’s due to that luck-enhancement
ritual... Yes, I should give it a try here tomorrow. If that'’s really the key,
then there’s a chance of transmigrating back!

Zhou Mingrui stopped flicking the revolver’s cylinder and bolted
up in his seat.

No matter how impossible it seemed, he had to give it a try!



Now that he had a plan, Zhou Mingrui immediately felt much bet-
ter. All of his fear and unease were swept away.

Only then did he have the mental wherewithal to examine the
fragments of Klein’s memory in detail.

As he ruminated, Zhou Mingrui stood up out of habit and closed
the valve on the pipe. He watched the wall lamp gradually dim
until its flame extinguished before sitting back down. As he absent-
mindedly fiddled with the revolver’s brass cylinder, he pressed a hand
to the side of his head, slowly flipping through his memories in the
crimson-dyed darkness as though he were the most attentive viewer
in a movie theater.

Perhaps as a result of a bullet passing through his head, Klein’s
memories were like countless shards of shattered glass. Not only were
the memories disconnected, but many spots were clearly missing. For
example, where had the exquisitely crafted revolver come from? Did
he commit suicide, or was he killed? What was the meaning of the
words in the notebook: Everyone will die, including me? And did he
engage in any strange business in the days leading up to the incident?

Not only were these particular memories fragmented and incom-
plete, but the knowledge he should have had was similarly affected.
Zhou Mingrui believed that if Klein were to return to university in



016 Lord of Mysteries, Vol 1

his current state, he was unlikely to graduate. This was despite him
having left school only days ago without relaxing one bit.
Ajob interview for Tingen University’s history department in two days. ..
The universities in the Loen Kingdom do not customarily hand out
offers to their graduating students automatically... My mentor wrote
me a recommendation letter for Tingen University and Backlund
University...

As hesilently flipped through the reels of his memory, the crimson
moon outside the window descended slowly in the western sky. A
faint light glowed from the east, dyeing the horizon golden.

Just then, he heard shuffling sounds coming from the adjoining
room. Soon, the sound of footsteps approached the door.

Melissa is awake... She really is as punctual as always. He smiled
with a warmth influenced by Kleins memories. He felt as though
Melissa really was his younger sister.

Of course, 1 don t have a younger sister... he mused to himself.

Unlike Benson and Klein, Melissa never attended the Sunday
school classes offered by the Church of Evernight during her elemen-
tary education. When she reached schooling age, the Loen Kingdom
enacted the Basic Education Law, which established a primary and
secondary education committee and dedicated funding for the pro-
gram, increasing the kingdom’s investment in education.

In less than three years, after co-opting numerous church schools,
the kingdom established many public primary schools. They strictly
maintained a secular curriculum, distancing themselves from any
conflicts between the churches of the Lord of Storms, the Evernight
Goddess, and the God of Steam and Machinery.

Compared to Sunday school, which cost one copper penny a week,
a public primary school’s tuition of three pence a week seemed rather
expensive. However, the former provided education only on Sun-
days, whereas the latter held classes six days a week. As a result, the
price was so low that it was almost free.

Melissa were different from most girls. From a young age, she had
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enjoyed things like gears, springs, and bearings. Her ambition was to
be a steam mechanic.

Benson, having suffered from his own lack of education and
understanding its importance, supported his sister’s dreams just as
he had supported Klein’s university education. After all, Tingen
Technical School only counted as secondary education. There was no
need for her to attend grammar school or a public middle school as a
prerequisite.

In July last year, fifteen-year-old Melissa passed her entrance exam-
inations and fulfilled her dream of studying at in Tingen Technical
School’s steam and machinery department. Accordingly, her weekly
tuition had increased to nine pence.

Meanwhile, Benson’s company, affected by the political situation
on the Southern Continent, experienced a drastic drop in both profit
and business. More than a third of the employees had been laid off.
In order to keep his job and maintain their livelihood, Benson had
no choice but to accept more arduous tasks, frequently working over-
time or going on business trips to places with harsh climates. That
was where he had spent the past few days.

Of course, Klein had wanted to share his elder brother’s burden,
but as a commoner who had attended only an average grammar
school, he felt a strong sense of inadequacy once he entered univer-
sity. For example, as the origin of all languages on the Northern
Continent, the ancient language of Feysac was something that all
children of nobles and the wealthy learned from a young age. Mean-
while, his first contact with it was in university.

He faced many similar concerns throughout his schooling. Klein
had devoted himself to his studies, often staying up late into the
night and waking up early to keep up with his peers, and eventually
graduated with average performance.

Memories of his older brother and younger sister flashed through
Zhou Mingrui’s mind until he heard the doorknob turn and the
door begin to creak open. Only then did he jolt awake and remember
that he held a revolver in his hand.
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This is technically a regulated item!

And something that’s guaranteed to scare children!

Plus, there’s still the wound on my head!

With Melissa arriving at any moment, Zhou Mingrui kept a hand
on his temple and hurriedly pulled open a desk drawer. He threw the
revolver into it before slamming it shut.

“What's going on?” Melissa glanced over curiously when she heard
the commotion. She was in the prime of her youth. Even though a
lack of nutrition made her face thin and pale, her skin was glowing,
exuding the spirit of a youthful girl.

When Zhou Mingrui saw his sister’s brown eyes on him, he forced
himself to remain composed as he picked something up before calmly
closing the drawer to hide the revolver. His other hand on his temple
confirmed that the wound had already healed!

What he had taken from the drawer was a silver pocket watch
embellished with a vine-leaf motif. He gently pressed the dial at the
top, flipping its cover open. It was the most valuable item left behind
by their late father, a sergeant in the Imperial Army. But as it had been
purchased secondhand, the timepiece often malfunctioned in recent
years, even though they’d taken it to a watchmaker for repairs. After
its poor reliability repeatedly embarrassed Benson, who enjoyed car-
rying it to elevate his status, it was finally cast aside at home.

It was worth mentioning that Melissa did have something of a
talent for machinery. After figuring out how the timepiece’s mech-
anisms worked, she borrowed tools from her technical school and
started to fiddle with the pocket watch. Recently, she even claimed
to have fixed it.

Zhou Mingrui looked at the watch’s open cover and saw that the
second hand wasn’t moving. Instinctively, he twisted the top dial
to wind it up. However, despite turning it several times, he didn’t
hear the sound of springs tightening; the second hand remained
motionless.

“Looks like it’s broken again.” He glanced at his sister, trying to
find something to say.
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Melissa shot him an impassive glance and briskly walked over to
take the pocket watch.

She pulled on the dial at the top of the watch. With a few simple
turns, the ticktock of the second hand started up.

But isn’t pulling the button up usually done to adjust the time?

Zhou Mingrui’s expression froze.

At that moment, a bell in a distant cathedral chimed six times,
sounding faraway and ethereal. Melissa tilted her head as she listened,
then pulled the dial up once again. Now she twisted it to synchro-
nize the time.

“All better,” she said simply before pressing the top dial down and
handing the watch back to Zhou Mingrui. He returned an awkward
yet polite smile.

Melissa gave her brother a long look before turning to walk to
the cabinet, where she picked up her toiletries before leaving for the
communal bathroom.

Why did her expression seem to contain a look of disparagement and
resignation? Is it a look of love and concern for her dunce of a brother?

Zhou Mingrui lowered his head and chuckled. He snapped the
pocket watch shut before opening it again. Repeating this movement,
his thoughts wandered until one question struck him. Without a
silencer, Klein’s suicide—well, presumed suicide—should have made
quite the noise. Yet Melissa, who was just a wall away, hadn’t noticed
it at all. Was she sleeping too deeply? Or was Klein’s suicide shrouded
in mystery from the start?

Click! The pocket watch opened. Clack! The pocket watch closed. ..
Melissa returned from washing up to see her brother’s idle act of
repeatedly opening and closing the watch. Her gaze once again filled
with exasperation as she said in a sweet voice, “Klein, take out all the
bread we have left. Remember to buy a fresh loaf today. And meat
and peas, too. Your interview is coming up. I'll make you lamb and
pea stew.”

As she spoke, she moved the stove from the corner. She started
a fire with some leftover charcoal and placed a pot of water on it.
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Before the water boiled, she opened the lowest drawer of the cabinet
and carefully took out a can of low-grade tea leaves as if it were a
treasure. She tossed about ten leaves into the pot and treated it like
the genuine article. Then she poured two large cups for each of them
and shared two hunks of rye bread with Zhou Mingrui over tea.

Though the bread was free of sawdust and had minimal gluten
additives, the taste wasn’t particularly good. However, Zhou Ming-
rui was positively famished in his weakened state. He kept his com-
plaints to himself as he forced the bread down his throat with the
help of the tea.

Melissa finished eating a few minutes later. Brushing her waist-
length, black hair back, she turned toward Zhou Mingrui and said,
“Remember to buy more bread. We only need eight pounds. It’s get-
ting warmer now, so it'll spoil if we buy too much. Lamb and peas,
too—don’t forget!” Repeating herself to drive the point home was
a special provision for her bookish older brother, who apparently
lacked common sense... Zhou Mingrui smiled and nodded. “All
right.”

And as for what one pound meant in the Kingdom of Loen...
Zhou Mingrui compared the memory stored in Klein’s body with
his own and concluded that it was close to one catty—a unit he was
more familiar with—equal to half a kilogram.

With that, Melissa got up and started to collect her things. Before
heading out, she packed the last loaf of rye as her lunch, put on the
old, shabby cap that belonged to their late mother, and grabbed
the briefcase she’d sewn herself to carry her books and writing sup-
plies. It wasn’t a Sunday, which meant she had a whole day of class
ahead of her.

The walk from their home to Tingen Technical School took about
fifty minutes. Though horse-drawn coaches were available at one
penny per half mile (with a four-pence cap within the city bounds
and a six-pence cap outside them) Melissa always set off early and
walked to school. As she opened the door, she paused and half-
turned to say, “Remember, Klein, don’t buy too much lamb and peas.
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Benson might not be back until Sunday. Oh, and don’t forget—only
eight pounds of bread.”

“Yes. All right,” Zhou Mingrui answered in resignation. At the
same time, he repeated the word “Sunday” to himself a few times in
his mind.

On the Northern Continent, as in his own world, one year was
split into twelve months for a total of 365 or 366 days per year.
Likewise, one week contained seven days. The former was a result
of astronomy, which led Zhou Mingrui to think that this must be
a parallel universe; the latter had its roots in religion, owing to the
seven orthodox gods of the Northern Continent: the Eternal Blazing
Sun, Lord of Storms, God of Knowledge and Wisdom, Evernight
Goddess, Earth Mother, God of Combat, and God of Steam and
Machinery.

After seeing Melissa off, Zhou Mingrui abruptly let out a breath of
relief. His thoughts quickly shifted to the luck-enhancement ritual.

Sorry, but I really do want to go home...






He sat back in his chair and remained there until the bell in the dis-
tant church tolled seven times in a row. Only then did he stand up
leisurely and walk to the cabinet.

After a change of clothes, the reflection in the mirror showed a
young man sporting a black vest with a matching suit jacket, trousers
that were a little tight around the ankles, and a short top hat. Paired
with his faint bookish air, Zhou Mingrui thought his reflection
resembled a character in a British TV show set in the Victorian era.

“I'm not going to a job interview, though. I'm only running an
errand to get some groceries and ingredients for the luck-enhancement
ritual...,” he muttered quietly to himself, laughing and shaking his
head. So concerned was Klein Moretti about the upcoming interview
that it had become muscle memory. While Zhou Mingrui didn’t give
it much thought, he’d instinctively put on his only respectable outfit.

Exhaling, Zhou Mingrui removed his jacket and vest, switching
them for an old brown coat. He topped it off with a matching bowler
hat. Having made himself look presentable, he walked over to the
bunk bed and lifted the mattress on the top bunk, reaching his hand
into the inconspicuous tear on its underside. After some rummaging,
he found its hidden compartment.

When he pulled his hand out again, there was a roll of banknotes
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in it—about seven or eight with their inky green colors already fad-
ing to white. This was the entirety of Benson’s life savings, including
what they needed to cover their living expenses for the next three
days. There were only two five-soli notes, with the rest being one-soli
notes. In Loen, the soli was the second-highest currency, its origin in
ancient silver coins. One soli was equal to twelve copper pennies and
circulated in denominations of one and five. At the top of the cur-
rency system was the gold pound, which also came in banknotes and
was backed by the eponymous precious metal. One gold pound was
worth twenty soli and came in denominations of one, five, and ten.

Spreading out the notes in his hand, Zhou Mingrui took in the
very faint whiff of oil and ink—the smell of money. It might have
been the influence of Klein’s memory fragments or even his own
unwavering desire for money, but he instantly fell in love with these
little bits of paper.

How exquisite their motifs that even King George III, with his
little handlebar mustache and stern countenance, appeared so lovely;
how alluring the watermark in the sunlight and the painstakingly
designed anti-counterfeiting marks, which looked nothing like the
tawdry forgeries!

He admired them for almost a minute, then took a pair of one-soli
notes out of the stack before rolling up the rest and stuffing them
back into the hiding place inside the mattress. After smoothing out
the fraying edges of the tear in the mattress, he neatly folded the
two bills and placed them inside the left pocket of his coat, separate
from the copper pennies in his pants pocket. Once that was done,
he slipped his keys into his right coat pocket, grabbed a large brown
paper bag, and headed briskly for the door.

Clack, clack... Clack.

His footsteps slowed as he neared the door before finally coming to
a stop. Zhou Mingrui stood there, his brow creased in a frown. With
so many questions surrounding Klein’s suicide still unanswered, if he
simply went out like this without taking any precautions, would he get
into an “accident™?
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He pondered for a moment before returning to the desk and opening
the drawer. Inside was the brass revolver, glistening in the light. It was
certainly powerful...and it was the only means of self-defense he could
think of. Sure, he’d never learned how to shoot a firearm before, but
he figured the mere sight of this handgun would be a potent deterrent.

After running his fingers down the cold, metallic barrel, Zhou
Mingrui put the gun in the same pocket as the banknotes. He
instantly felt much safer with the notes pressed tightly in his palm
and the grip of the revolver snug in his grasp. But as someone who
had dabbled in a little bit of everything, another thought immedi-
ately surfaced: What if it accidentally goes off?

Among the number of ideas running through his mind, Zhou Ming-
rui quickly devised a solution. He pulled the gun back out, snapped
it to the left to open the cylinder, and spun it until the chamber
that had been emptied during his “suicide” was now aligned with
the barrel. He snapped it closed again. This way, even if there was an
accident, it wouldn'’t fire.

Stowing the gun away once more, Zhou Mingrui tucked his left
hand into his pocket. With his right hand, he adjusted his hat before
opening the door and marching out.

The hallway was dim even in the daytime, as only a meager amount
of sunlight could make its way through the window at the end of
the corridor. Zhou Mingrui kept a brisk pace as he walked down the
stairs and out of the building. Only then did he feel the radiance and
warmth of the sun.

It was almost July, which meant it was the height of summer. How-
ever, Tingen was situated on the northern end of the Kingdom of
Loen and had its own unique climate. The highest annual tempera-
ture here wouldn’t even reach the equivalent of eighty-six degrees
Fahrenheit on Earth; mornings here were especially cool and crisp.

Parts of the street were overrun with fetid water and refuse. In Klein’s
memory, such sights were not rare in low-income neighborhoods—
even those with functional sewer systems—due to the dense population
and the necessities of life.
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“Delicious fried tilapia—get it right here!”

“Steaming hot bowls of oyster stew! One in the morning will keep
you going all day!”
“Fresh fish from the port—only five pence each!”
“Scones and eel soup with ginger ale!”
“Whelks! Come get your whelks!”

“Cheap farm produce, fresh from the countryside!”

Peddlers of vegetables, fruits, and ready-made food walked up and
down the street, hollering and hawking their wares at the passersby
hurrying past. Some would stop and carefully consider a purchase,
while others impatiently waved the sellers off because they hadn’t yet
found a job to get them through the day.

A foul stench mingled with enticing aromas wafting through the
air. Zhou Mingrui hunched over slightly as he crept his way down
the crowded street. He kept his left hand pressed tightly against the
revolver and the banknotes while his right hand held down his bowler
hat. Thieves were an inevitable byproduct of such densely populated
areas—especially on streets teeming with impoverished temporary
workers in constant need of employment and hungry children lured
into a life of pickpocketing.

Zhou Mingrui trudged on until the crowd around him thinned to
a normal density. He straightened his back and raised his head again.
Looking ahead, he saw an accordion player busking on the street, the
music alternating between melodious and jaunty. Around the musi-
cian, a circle of children in tattered clothes had gathered, their faces
sallow from malnutrition. They listened intently and moved their bodies
in time to the tune, making up their own dance moves. Their faces lit
up in joy, as if each were a little angel or prince.

A woman passed by; her face was devoid of expression, her skin
dehydrated, and the hem of her skirt spattered with mud. Her eyes
were similarly dull and lifeless, but when her gaze swept over the
group of children, the faintest spark seemed to glimmer there as
though she saw herself in them, only thirty years younger. Zhou
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Mingrui walked past her and turned onto another street before stop-
ping in front of Smyrin Bakery.

The owner of the bakery was Wendy Smyrin, an old woman in
her seventies with a head of gray hair and a perpetually warm smile.
From as far back as Klein could remember, she’d been selling bread
and pastries here. She always made the best Tingen pies and lemon
cakes... Zhou Mingrui salivated at the memory.

Smiling, he said to her, “Good day, Mrs. Smyrin. Eight pounds of
rye bread, please.”

“Ah, little Klein! But where is Benson? Is he not back yet?” she
asked with a smile.

“He’ll be back in a few days,” he replied vaguely, avoiding any
specifics.

“What a hardworking young man,” Mrs. Smyrin remarked as
she started measuring out loaves of rye. “He’ll no doubt find him-
self a good wife.” She grinned mischievously at him and continued,
“Fortunately, you've finished school now—our very own graduate
of Khoy University’s history program! Yes, you’ll be making money
soon enough, and then you won’t have to live in the kind of flat you’re
in now. At the very least, you’ll need your own bathroom.”

“How youthful and full of energy you are today, Mrs. Smyrin,”
Zhou Mingrui replied with an awkward smile.

“Bah! I've always been this young,” she replied with good humor.

Mrs. Smyrin was right, though. If Klein could successfully pass
his interview and become a lecturer at Tingen University, he and his
siblings would be on the path to a more comfortable life.

In the fragments of his memory, there existed a fantasy of renting a
detached house in the suburbs of the city. There would be five to six
rooms upstairs, with two bathrooms and a large balcony. The ground
floor would contain two more rooms, separate dining and living
rooms, a kitchen, another bathroom, and an underground cellar.

It wasn’t a pipe dream. Lecturers at Tingen University—even
those on probation—started at two gold pounds a week. Once offi-
cially hired, their salary would be raised to three gold pounds and
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ten soli. In comparison, Benson made only one gold pound and ten
soli a week, even after years of working, whereas the weekly wage of
a regular factory worker hovered around one pound. Meanwhile, the
rent for the kind of detached house Klein dreamed of cost anywhere
from nineteen soli to one pound and eighteen soli per month.

“It’s the difference between a monthly salary of four thousand yuan
and fourteen thousand yuan...,” Zhou Mingrui muttered to himself.

Of course, all of that was predicated on him successfully passing
the interview at either Tingen University or Backlund University. As
for other options, people with no connections could never get recom-
mended for government employment, and the opportunities afforded
to history majors were even more limited. It wasn’t as if there was
a great demand for private consultants for aristocrats, bankers, or
industrial tycoons. Considering that Klein’s memories were not only
fragmented but his wealth of knowledge had gotten scrambled as
well, Zhou Mingrui felt sheepish and embarrassed in the face of Mrs.
Smyrin’s high expectations.

After weighing them, Mrs. Smyrin placed sixteen loaves of rye
bread into the paper bag Zhou Mingrui had brought and held out
her hand. “Nine pence, please.”

Since each loaf weighed around half a pound, a small discrepancy
in the price was to be expected.

“Ah, nine? Wasn’t it eleven pence a few days ago?” Zhou Mingrui
blurted. And it cost fifteen the month before last.

“You've got the repeal of the Grain Act and those who marched for
it to thank.” Mrs. Smyrin shrugged, smiling.

Zhou Mingrui nodded, though he didn’t quite understand. Klein’s
memory of this was incomplete. He only knew that the Grain Act
was enacted to protect domestic agricultural products, prohibiting
the import of grain from southern nations like Feynapotter, Masin,
and Lenburg until domestic prices inflated to a certain point. Why
would people march against it?

But he didn’t pursue the matter. Afraid of accidentally pulling out
the revolver, Zhou Mingrui carefully extracted the banknotes from
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his trousers and handed one of them to Mrs. Smyrin. He stuffed his
change of three pennies into his pocket before picking up his paper
bag. Then he set off for the produce and meat markets the next street
over, working hard for the lamb and peas his sister had ordered.

At the corner of Ironcross Street and Daffodil Street stood a town
square. A number of tents had been erected there, with clowns in
funny attire walking about and handing out flyers.

“Tomorrow evening... A circus performance?” Zhou Mingrui
peered at a flyer in someone else s hand and read the gist of its con-
tent quietly to himself.

Melissa would love it, though he wondered how much the tick-
ets cost. As the thought occurred to him, Zhou Mingrui stepped
closer. He was about to ask one of the red-and-yellow painted clowns
when he heard a raspy female voice nearby ask, “Would you like to
try divination?”

Turning toward the voice, Zhou Mingrui saw a woman standing
in front of a low tent. She wore a pointy hat and a long black dress.
Her face, painted brightly in yellows and reds, featured deep blue-
gray eyes.

“No,” Zhou Mingrui said, shaking his head. He had no money to
spare for fortune-telling.

The woman grinned. “My tarot cards are very accurate.”

“Tarot...” Zhou Mingrui blinked. The pronunciation sounded sur-
prisingly similar to the tarot cards back on Earth! Furthermore, the
tarot cards in his old world were also tools for divination—pictographic
cards, each imbued with symbolic significance.

But wait... He suddenly recalled the origin of tarot divination in
this world. It didn’t hail from the seven orthodox gods, nor was it a
vestige of the ancient past. It was invented by one Roselle Gustav,
then consul of the Intis Republic, over 170 years ago.

The same Mr. Gustav had invented the steam engine, improved the
design of sailboats, and overthrown the monarchic rule of the Intis
Kingdom. As such, he was recognized by the Church of the God of
Craftsmanship and became the very first consul of the new republic.
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After that, he initiated a series of wars across the land, bringing Len-
burg and other surrounding states under his protection while forcing
stronger nations in the Northern Continent—such as the Kingdom
of Loen, the Feynapotter Empire, and the Feysac Empire—to bow at
his feet. Thereafter, the republic became an empire, and Mr. Gustav
crowned himself “Emperor Caesar.”

During Roselle Gustavs rule, the Church of the God of Crafts-
manship received its first publicized divine revelation since the fifth
epoch, commanding that their deity be worshipped as the “God of
Steam and Machinery.” Emperor Roselle also invented tarot card
divination and established the arrangements and rules for various
contemporary paper playing cards. Several of these games were
familiar to Zhou Mingrui, such as Tractor, Fight the Landlord, Texas
Hold em, and Quint, to name a few. In addition, he sent fleets into
the tempestuous sea that later discovered the passage to the Southern
Continent, thus beginning the era of colonialism.

Unfortunately, he was betrayed in his old age. In the year 1198 of
the fifth epoch, he was assassinated through an alliance between the
Church of the Eternal Blazing Sun, the Soren royal family of the
Intis Kingdom, and other aristocrats. He died in his White Maple
Palace.

This...recollection of common knowledge made Zhou Mingrui a
little uneasy.

Don'’t tell me this great forefather was a transmigrator.

Zhou Mingrui felt a sudden urge to see what exactly these tarot
cards looked like. Nodding to the painted woman in the pointy hat,
he said, “Sure, I'll give it a try if... Well, only if the price is right.”

The woman laughed. “Sir, you're my first customer of the day. It’s
on the house.”



Free? There’s nothing more expensive than free! Zhou Mingrui
bemoaned silently to himself, already composing his staunch refusals
for any extraneous costs that might be tacked on later.

Go ahead and divine where I came from if you're so good!

With this in mind, Zhou Mingrui followed the woman with a
painted face and ducked into the low tent.

The tent’s interior was extremely dark, illuminated only by several
beams of light that managed to seep inside. A table covered with
paper cards could faintly be made out in the dimness.

The woman, who was wearing a pointy hat, was not at all affected
by the darkness. She circled around the table, her long black dress
moving as though it were gliding over water. She sat on the opposite
side and lit a candle.

The dim yellow light flickered, causing the inside of the tent to
appear both bright and dark at the same time, instantly creating a
mysterious atmosphere.

Zhou Mingrui sat down quietly, his gaze sweeping over the tarot
cards on the table. There he found familiar cards like “The Magi-
cian,” “The Emperor,” “The Hanged Man,” and “Temperance.”

Could Roselle have really been a forerunner from Earth...? I wonder
if be hailed from the same place I did...the country of food lovers...
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The corner of Zhou Mingrui’s mouth twitched as he lost himself
in thought.

Before he could get a closer look, the woman who claimed to
deliver accurate divinations had already reached out to gather all the
cards on the table. She stacked them into a deck and pushed the stack
in front of him.

“Shuffle the cards and cut the deck,” croaked the circus fortune
teller.

“You want me to shuffle it?” Zhou Mingrui asked reflexively.

The yellow and red paint on the fortune teller’s face seemed to
squirm into a slight smile as she replied, “Of course. Everyone’s
destiny can only be unraveled by themselves. I simply serve as an
interpreter.”

Wary, Zhou Mingrui immediately questioned her, “The interpret-
ing doesn’t require additional fees, does it?”

As a keyboard folklorist, I ve seen too many of these tricks!

The fortune teller was visibly taken aback before answering, her
voice muffled, “It’s free.”

Relieved, Zhou Mingrui stuffed the revolver further down into his
pocket. Then he calmly reached out with both hands to shuffle and
cut the deck skillfully.

“Done.” He placed the shuffled cards in the middle of the table.

The fortune teller clasped her hands together and carefully exam-
ined the cards for a moment. Then she suddenly said, “I'm sorry. I
forgot to ask, but what would you like to inquire about?”

Back when he was pursuing his first love and failing, Zhou Ming-
rui had also done research on tarot cards. Without hesitation, he
answered, “Past, present, and future.”

It was a type of tarot card spread—three cards drawn sequentially
respectively symbolized one’s past, present, and future.

The fortune teller nodded, then donned a smile and said, “Then
please reshuffle the deck. You can only truly get the cards you want if
you know what you would like to ask about.”
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So you were fooling me just now...? Do you have to be this petty just
because I insisted it had to be free?

A muscle in Zhou Mingrui’s cheek twitched. He took a deep
breath and retrieved the tarot deck to reshuffle and cut it once more.

“Is this okay now?” he asked, placing the cut deck back on the table.

“No problem.” The fortune teller reached out and picked up a card
from the top of the deck. She placed it to Zhou Mingrui’s left. Her
voice deepened as she said, “This card symbolizes the past.”

Then she placed a second card in front of him. “This card symbol-
izes the present.”

Finally, she picked up the third card and placed it to his right.

“This card symbolizes the future.”

“All right, which card would you like to see first?” Having done
all that, the fortune teller raised her head and gazed deeply at Zhou
Mingrui with her gray-blue eyes.

“T’'ll have a look at the ‘present’ first,” Zhou Mingrui said after a
moment of thought.

The fortune teller nodded slowly and flipped over the tarot card
directly in front of him.

The card depicted a finely dressed young figure wearing splendid
headgear and carrying a stick over his shoulder. Hanging from the
end of the stick was a bindle, and behind him trotted a puppy, tug-
ging on his pants. The card was numbered “0.”

“The Fool,” the fortune teller quietly read, her gray-blue eyes fixed
on Zhou Mingrui.

The Fool? The “0” card of tarot—a start, a fresh beginning brimming
with possibilities? Zhou Mingrui, not even an amateur enthusiast of
tarot, could only offer a rough interpretation based on his own vague
impressions.

Just as the fortune teller was about to say something, the tent flap
suddenly opened. The sunlight was so blinding that Zhou Mingrui
instinctively narrowed his eyes, even though he was facing away
from the opening.
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“Why are you impersonating me again?! Divination is my job!” a
woman’s voice growled. “Go back to your own post! You're just an
animal trainer, remember?!”

An animal trainer? By now, Zhou Mingrui’s eyes had adjusted to
the light. He saw a woman wearing a sharp pointy hat and a black
dress, her face also painted in red and yellow. The only differences
were that she was taller and had a slimmer physique.

The woman seated in front of him hurried over and said disgrun-
tledly, “Don’t mind this. It’s just my hobby. But I have to say, my
divination and interpretation can be really accurate sometimes. I'm
serious...”

As she spoke, she lifted the hem of her dress to go around the side
of the table before hurrying out of the tent.

“Sir, would you like me to interpret your cards for you?” the real
fortune teller asked with a smile as she looked at Zhou Mingrui.

Zhou Mingrui’s lips twitched as he asked sincerely, “Is it free?”

“...No,” the real fortune teller answered.

“Then forget it.” Zhou Mingrui withdrew his hands and placed
them into his pockets. Clutching his revolver and money, he stooped
to exit the tent.

Dammit! He’d just had an animal trainer posing as his fortune
teller!

Did this mean that animal trainers who didn’t want to be fortune
tellers were unqualified clowns?

Zhou Mingrui quickly put the matter behind him. He spent seven
pence at the produce and meat markets for a pound of not-so-great
lamb and then bought some peas, cabbage, onions, potatoes, and
other ingredients. Along with the bread he had purchased earlier,
he spent a total of twenty-five copper pennies, equivalent to two soli
and one pence.

“There really isn’t enough to go around. Poor Benson...” Not only
had Zhou Mingrui spent the two notes he had brought with him,
but he had even used the one penny he already had in his pocket.
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He simply sighed and tried not to dwell on it as he hurried back
home.

Now that he had secured their staples, he could get back to the
luck-enhancement ritual!

Zhou Mingrui waited until all the second-floor tenants had left,
but he was still in no hurry to perform the ritual. Instead, he trans-
lated “The Immortal Lord of Heaven and Earth for Blessings” and
related phrases into the ancient Feysac language and the Loen lan-
guage. He was already planning to try the ritual again the next day
in these local languages if the original incantation didn’t work.

After all, he had to take into consideration the differences between
the two worlds. When in Rome, do as the Romans do!

As for translating it into Hermes, the language dedicated to
ancient ritual prayers, Zhou Mingrui couldn’t do it due to his lack
of vocabulary.

After getting everything ready, he finally took out four loaves of
rye bread. He placed one in the corner where the coal stove was
stored, one under the full-length mirror in the inner corner, one at the
top of the cabinet where two walls met, and the last one on the right
side of the desk where miscellaneous items were kept.

With a deep breath, Zhou Mingrui came to the center of the room
and spent a few minutes composing himself. Then he took a solemn
step forward and began tracing the shape of a square with his feet,
walking counterclockwise.

When he took the first step, he chanted in a low whisper:

“The Immortal Lord of Heaven and Earth for Blessings.”

With the second step, he chanted sincerely:

“The Sky Lord of Heaven and Earth for Blessings.”

On the third step, Zhou Mingrui held his breath and murmured:

“The Exalted Thearch of Heaven and Earth for Blessings.”

At the fourth step, he exhaled and silently said to himself:

“The Celestial Worthy of Heaven and Earth for Blessings.”
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When he returned to his original spot, Zhou Mingrui closed
his eyes and waited for the outcome. He felt a mix of anticipation,
unease, hope, and fear.

Could he go back?

Would it work?

Would anything unexpected happen?

The darkness in front of him was tinged with a bright crimson.
Zhou Mingrui’s thoughts swirled in his head, making them hard to
control. It was then that he suddenly felt the air around him seem
to hold in place, growing thick and mysterious.

Immediately afterward, echoes of low chanting filled his ears—
sometimes sounding real, sometimes sharp, sometimes imaginary. They
were tempting, maniacal, and maybe mad. Zhou Mingrui clearly didn’t
understand what the murmurings meant, yet he couldn’t help but listen
and try to decipher them.

His head hurt again, the pain like someone had driven a steel
rod into it. He felt as if his head were about to explode, with his
thoughts now tainted by psychedelic colors. Realizing that some-
thing was wrong, he struggled to open his eyes, yet even that simple
act was beyond him.

His entire body grew tighter and tighter until it felt as though he
would break apart at any second. Somehow, a self-mocking thought
emerged in his mind:

You wouldn’t die if you didn’t court death. ..

He could bear it no longer. Just as the thread in his mind was about
to snap, the murmuring of countless overlapping voices faded. His
surroundings grew very quiet, and the atmosphere became increas-
ingly ethereal. It wasn’t just the atmosphere. Zhou Mingrui felt his
own body grow increasingly airy as well.

He tried once more to open his eyes, and this time, they obeyed
with surprising ease. An expanse of gray fog lay before him—hazy,
vague, and endless.

“What’s happening?”

Zhou Mingrui looked around, then lowered his head to discover
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that he was floating at the edge of boundless fog. The fog flowed
like water and was dotted with specks that resembled crimson stars.
Some were enormous, while others were impossibly tiny; some were
hidden in the depths, while others floated on the surface.

Looking at this sight that could only be described as holographic,
Zhou Mingrui reached out his right hand in a half-confused, half-
exploratory manner to try to touch the crimson star seemingly floating
on the surface. He was trying to find a way to leave this place.

Just as his hand touched the surface of that star, ripples of water
suddenly spread out from within it, agitating the star until it burst
into a flare of crimson flame.

Zhou Mingrui jumped in fright, retracting his hand. But in his
panic, he accidentally touched yet another crimson star.

As a result, that star burst in a spectacular cascade of light as well.

In turn, Zhou Mingrui felt his mind empty and his spirit dissipate.

In the Loen Kingdom’s capital, Backlund, inside a luxurious man-
sion in Empress Borough, Audrey Hall sat in front of her vanity. She
caressed the cracked bronze mirror before her, its antiquated motif
evident in every detail.

“Mirror, mirror, awaken...

“In the name of the Hall family, I command you to awaken!”

She cycled through various commands, but the mirror remained
unresponsive. After more than ten minutes, she finally gave up and
pursed her lips in grievance. Softly, she murmured, “Papa really did
lie to me. He always tells me that this mirror was the treasure of
the Solomon Empire’s Black Emperor and that it’s an extraordinary
artifact...”

But before she finished her sentence, the bronze mirror suddenly
emitted a crimson light that enveloped her in an instant.

In the Sonia Sea, a three-masted sailboat that looked like a relic of
the past was navigating a violent storm.
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Alger Wilson stood on its deck, his body rocking with the cur-
rents, yet he maintained his balance with ease.

He wore a robe embroidered with lightning patterns, and in his
hand was an oddly shaped glass bottle. Bubbles roiled inside the con-
tainer, turning into frost and snow one moment and coalescing into a
visible gust of wind the next.

“Still short on Ghost Shark blood...,” Alger murmured.

Just then, a flash of crimson erupted from the space between the
glass bottle and his palm. In an instant, it enveloped everything
around him.

Above the gray fog, Audrey Hall regained her sight. She glanced
left and right, trying to comprehend the situation in a state of horror
and confusion. It was then that she noticed the blurry image of a
man on the opposite side of her doing the same.

Immediately after, the two of them discovered yet another myste-
rious figure standing not far from them, also shrouded in gray mist.

The mysterious figure was none other than Zhou Mingrui, who
looked equally dumbfounded.

After the initial bewilderment, Audrey and Alger both fell silent.
Then they spoke up at the same time.

“Sir, where are we?”

“What exactly are you doing?”



Not only did the two of them speak the same Loen language, but
they also shared the same grim foreboding and tension.

Where are we? What am I doing here? I'd like to know, too...

Calming himself down, Zhou Mingrui silently mulled over the
questions posed by the other two. What left the deepest impression
on him was neither the words themselves nor their meanings but
the display of bewilderment, wariness, panic, and reverence on their
faces. For some unfathomable reason, they had been mysteriously
dragged into this world of gray fog.

As the perpetrator, Zhou Mingrui felt unusually dumbfounded and
startled himself. He could only imagine how it felt to be pulled into
this mess without any warning! For them, such events and encounters
might already have exceeded their wildest imaginations.

In that moment, Zhou Mingrui considered two options. The first
was to feign victimhood to hide his true identity, thereby gaining
a certain level of trust from the others and taking a wait-and-see
approach to exploit his circumstances when necessary. The second
was to maintain his mysterious identity in their eyes, actively guiding
any subsequent development while gleaning valuable information
from them. Without the luxury of time for lengthy deliberation, he
grasped the fleeting thought that flashed through his mind and made
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an instantaneous decision to try the second approach. Exploit the
psychological state of the others to leverage his greatest strength!

After a few seconds of silence in the fog, Zhou Mingrui let out a
quiet chuckle. In a low yet steady tone, as if replying to polite greet-
ings from visitors, he calmly said, “An attempt.”

“An attempt... an attempr?” Audrey Hall regarded the mysterious
man veiled in the grayish-white fog, finding the unfolding events
simultaneously absurd, funny, horrifying, and bizarre. Moments
ago, she had been seated at the vanity in her bedroom; in the blink of
an eye, she had been transported to this endless expanse of gray fog!
How inconceivable!

Audrey took a deep breath, revealing an impeccably courteous
smile. Apprehensively, she asked, “Sir, is the attempt over? Might you
allow us to return?”

Alger Wilson, too, intended to probe Zhou Mingrui in a similar
fashion, but his wealth of experience made him more composed. He
held back his impulse and observed silently.

Zhou Mingrui studied the questioner. Through the hazy mist,
he could roughly make out the silhouette of a person—a tall girl
with soft blond hair, though her exact features remained unclear. He
didn’t rush to reply to her question; instead, he turned to look at the
man on the other side, who had a head of dark blue hair as messy as
seaweed and a medium build that was far from stout.

Suddenly, Zhou Mingrui realized something: Once he grew stron-
ger or developed a deeper understanding of this misty world, perhaps
he would be able to see through the fog and discern the faces of the
girl and the man. In this situation, they are the visitors, and 'm the host!

With this mental shift, Zhou Mingrui instantly noticed details he
had previously overlooked. The girl with the melodious voice and
the mature, reserved man both appeared considerably incorporeal.
Colored by a faint crimson hue, they looked as if they were images
projected onto the gray fog by the two crimson stars.

These projections seemed to be based on the connections between
the crimson and himself, intangible links that only he could truly
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grasp. Once those connections were severed, the projections would
vanish, and the two people would return from whence they came...

Zhou Mingrui nodded imperceptibly and looked toward the blond
girl, chuckling. “Of course, if you make a formal request, I can send
you back right now.”

When she detected no ill intention in his tone, Audrey heaved a
sigh of relief. She believed that since a gentleman capable of such
miraculous feats had given his word, she could probably trust him to
keep it.

With her worries somewhat mollified, she was surprisingly in no
hurry to request her departure. She scanned the area with her emer-
ald eyes, which sparkled with an unusual radiance.

Anxious, expectant, and eager all at once, she said, “What a won-
derful experience this is... Yes, I always hoped something like this
would happen. I mean—I love mysteries and supernatural miracles.
No, my point is—what I mean by that, sir, is how do I become a
Beyonder?”

Her excitement grew to the point that she began fumbling her
words. The dream kindled by the thrilling fantasies her elders once
told her suddenly seemed within reach. With just a few words, she
had already forgotten all her previous fears and concerns.

Good question! I'd also like to know the answer. ..

Zhou Mingrui grumbled to himself. He began to ponder an
answer that would preserve his mysterious, inscrutable image. At the
same time, he felt it was unbecoming to continue speaking while
standing. A situation like this surely called for a palace and a long
table surrounded by mysterious, high-backed chairs engraved with
ancient sigils, with him seated at the head, silently observing his
visitors.

As soon as this thought surfaced, the gray fog began to churn, star-
tling both Audrey and Alger. In an instant, towering stone pillars
materialized around them, and above, a vast dome appeared. The
entire edifice looked magnificent, grand, and lofty, just like a legend-
ary palace built for giants.
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Directly beneath the dome, where the gray fog gathered, stood a
long, green-bronze table flanked by ten high-backed chairs on each
side and an additional chair at each end. The backs of the chairs glit-
tered and glowed with a faint crimson, forming outlines of strange
constellations that Zhou Mingrui had never seen before.

Audrey and Alger sat facing each other across the table, positioned
adjacent to the seat of honor at the head. The tall blond girl scanned
her surroundings and murmured, “How fascinating...”

Indeed, it is fascinating...

Zhou Mingrui surreptitiously caressed the edge of the bronze table
with his right hand while maintaining an unperturbed expression.
Alger also inspected his surroundings, and after a few seconds of
silence, he suddenly spoke up and answered Audrey’s question on
Zhou Mingrui’s behalf:

“You're from Loen, right? If you want to become a Beyonder,
just join the churches of either the Evernight Goddess, the Lord of
Storms, or the God of Steam and Machinery.

“The majority of us will not meet a Beyonder in our entire lives.
This has led people to think that churches are quite ordinary. Even
clergymen in some of the largest churches suspect the same. Well, I
can tell you for certain that Beyonders still exist in courts, tribunals,
and execution agencies. They continue to fight against the dangers
that grow in the dark, though their numbers are far fewer than before
and during the early days of the Iron Age.”

Zhou Mingrui listened attentively but did his best to appear indif-
ferent, as though he were hearing a child’s tale. Drawing on Klein’s
fragmented general knowledge of history, he recalled that the Iron
Age referred to the current epoch—the Fifth Epoch, which began
1,349 years ago.

Audrey listened quietly as Alger finished speaking, then sighed.
“Mister, I know all about what you just said. I even know more than
that, including the Nighthawks, the Mandated Punishers, and the
Machinery Hivemind...but I don’t want to lose my freedom.”

Alger gave a low laugh and said vaguely, “You can’t become
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a Beyonder without paying a price. If you’re not willing to join a
church and accept their challenges, your only options are to seek out
the royal families or the few nobles with a lineage more than a thou-
sand years long. Otherwise, you can try your luck with one of those
occult organizations that always hide in the shadows.”

Audrey puffed her cheeks without realizing it, then glanced around
furtively. After confirming that neither the mysterious gentleman
nor Alger seemed to have noticed her tic, she pressed on. “Are there
no other ways?”

Alger fell silent for about half a minute before turning to look at
the mysterious gentleman, who had been watching them in silence.
Realizing that Zhou Mingrui had no plans to comment, Alger
looked back at Audrey and said deliberately, “I have two Sequence
Nine potion formulas in my possession.”

“Sequence Nine?” Zhou Mingrui muttered under his breath.

“Really? Which two?” Audrey asked, clearly familiar with the sig-
nificance of Sequence Nine potion formulas.

Alger leaned back slightly and replied steadily, “As you know,
humans can only truly become Beyonders by relying on potions. The
names of these potions come from the Blasphemy Slate. After con-
stant translations into Elvish, ancient and modern Hermes, Ancient
Feysac, and Jotun, the language of giants, their names have long
been modified to suit each era. The key isn’t in the name itself but in
whether it represents the core characteristic of the potion.

“I have a Sequence Nine potion named ‘Sailor.” It grants excellent
balancing capabilities. Even in a rainstorm on a boat, you’ll be able
to walk as if you were on land. It also bestows immense strength and
produces illusory scales under your skin, enabling you to swim like a
fish and making you just as difficult to catch on land. Even without
equipment, you'd be able to submerge underwater for at least ten
minutes.”

“Sounds great... Is it the one known as ‘Keepers of the Seas’ from
the Lord of Storms?” Audrey inquired.

“It was called that in the past,” Alger continued without pause.
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“The second Sequence Nine potion is called ‘Spectator,” though I'm
not sure what its name was in the old days. This potion sharpens your
mind and grants acute observational abilities. I'm sure you under-
stand what ‘spectator’ means from watching operas and plays—like
an audience that discerns the true nature of the ‘actors’ in the secular
world by noticing even the smallest details in their expressions, con-
duct, and speech.”

At that point, Alger emphasized, “Remember, whether you're at an
extravagant banquet or a crowded street, a spectator can only ever
remain a spectator.”

Audrey’s eyes shined with excitement. After a long pause, she
asked, “Why? All right. That’s a follow-up question. I...I think I've
fallen in love with this feeling of being a ‘spectator.” How can I get
the formula for this potion? What can I trade you for it?”

Alger appeared prepared with an answer as he said solemnly,
“Ghost Shark blood. At least one hundred milliliters.”

Audrey nodded excitedly, though her glee soon gave way to worry.
“If I can get it—and I’m saying if—how do I give it to you? And how
can I be sure you’ll give me the formula in return and that the for-
mula is genuine?”

Alger replied calmly, “T’ll give you an address. Once I receive the
Ghost Shark blood, I'll mail you the formula or explain it in person
right here. As for guarantees, we can both rest easy with this mysteri-
ous gentleman as our witness.”

At that moment, he swept his eyes toward Zhou Mingrui, who sat
at the head of the table.

“Sir, the fact that you brought us here shows that you possess a
strength unimaginable to us. Neither of us would dare break a prom-
ise with you as our guarantor.”

“That’s right!” Audrey’s eyes sparkled. From her perspective, the
mysterious gentleman, with his formidable abilities, was a figure of
unquestionable authority.

Neither of us would dare to try and trick him!
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Audrey turned slightly and gazed earnestly at Zhou Mingrui. “Sir,
please be the witness to our trade.”

Then, suddenly realizing she’d been too forward and gotten ahead
of herself, she hurriedly added, “Sir, how should we address you?”

Alger nodded slightly and echoed her respectful inquiry, “Sir, how
should we address you?”

Taken aback, Zhou Mingrui gently rapped his fingers on the
bronze table. The contents of his earlier divination flashed through
his mind. He leaned back, withdrew his right hand, and steepled
all ten fingers below his chin. Offering the two a faint smile, he
said, “You can call me...” He paused for a moment, then continued

calmly, “The Fool.”






“You can call me The Fool.”

The simple answer echoed through the great hall before dissolving
into the fog. Yet in Audrey’s and Alger’s hearts, his words resonated,
stirring one ripple after another. This unexpected name felt entirely
fitting—mysterious, powerful, and strange.

After a few seconds of silence, Audrey stood up, lifted her skirt
slightly, and curtsied.

“Mr. Fool, Your Honor, please allow me to take the liberty of
requesting that you be the witness to our trade.”

“Of course,” Zhou Mingrui replied, his mind whirring as he
answered in a manner befitting his status.

“It’s our honor, Mr. Fool,” Alger added as he also rose, bowing
slightly and placing his right palm over his chest.

Zhou Mingrui raised his right hand in a placating gesture and
smiled.

“You may continue.”

Alger nodded and took his seat before turning back to Audrey.

“If you can obtain Ghost Shark blood, have someone deliver it to
the Warrior and the Sea bar on Pelican Street in the White Rose
Borough of Pritz Harbor. Tell the boss, Williams, that it’s for the
captain.
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“Once I verify it, will you be giving me an address where I can send
the potion formula, or would you prefer that I tell it to you here in
person?”

Audrey thought for a moment, then said with a smile, “I will choose
the more secure method. Lets do it here, although that will be a test
of my memory.”

Since The Fool had agreed to bear witness to the trade, it meant
that another gathering of this nature would follow.

With that in mind, she turned her head and looked at Zhou Ming-
rui with sparkling eyes. Excitedly, she suggested, “Mr. Fool, would
you mind making a few more ‘attempts’ like this?”

Alger listened to her suggestion as calmly as he could, his own
excitement evident as he quickly echoed, “Mr. Fool, don’t you find
such gatherings interesting? Although your powers far exceed our
imaginations, there must be certain domains you do not fully under-
stand or excel in. The person across from me is obviously a young
lady of noble descent, whereas I have my own unique experiences,
insights, and resources. Perhaps, one day, the two of us can help you
complete tasks that might be inconvenient for you.”

From Alger’s perspective, being pulled into this space without
warning or means of resistance meant that the mysterious Mr. Fool
was in control. Participating in these ‘gatherings’ was not some-
thing he could refuse; rather, it was better to reap the benefits of
the encounter to offset his passive, disadvantaged state. The trio at the
long table came from different backgrounds and possessed varied
resources, channels of information, and understandings of the mys-
tical realm. If they could exchange information and cooperate, even
in a limited capacity. Alger believed it could yield unpredictable and
immeasurable benefits.

The resource trade he’d just negotiated was one example. Another
possibility was that if he wished to kill someone, he could enlist the
help of others from the gathering who were not obviously related to
him, thereby perfectly misdirecting any investigators.
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A young lady of noble descent... Were my behavior and accent that
obvious?

Audrey stared at him blankly, her mouth slightly agape. But she
soon snapped back to her senses and nodded without hesitation.

“I think that’s a great idea, Mr. Fool. If these gatherings become a
regular occurrence, you can delegate certain tasks to us that might
otherwise be inconvenient for you. Of course, it has to be things
within our power.”

From the moment he heard her suggestion, Zhou Mingrui began
weighing the pros and cons. More gatherings would certainly allow
him to obtain more information on the secrets of the Beyonders
and other mysteries—a boon for his transmigration back home. For
example, it was likely that the Spectator potion formula would sur-
face at the next gathering. Similarly, the information he gained here
would prove invaluable in his present life. However, more gatherings
also meant a higher risk of exposing himself!

Regardless of the world, there is no such thing as a free lunch. ..

Zhou Mingrui reached for his right hand and gently rapped the
side of the long table with his finger.

Being in control of the gathering’s summoning and dismissal,
any threat of exposure was within his control. The pros clearly out-
weighed the cons, so he quickly made his decision.

He stilled his hand and smiled at the apprehensive faces filled with
anticipation.

“I am someone who prefers a fair and equal exchange. Your assis-
tance will not go unrewarded. Every Monday, at three o’clock in
the afternoon, try your best to be alone. After I make a few more
attempts and figure out certain things, perhaps you can apply for a
leave of absence in advance so you won’t have to worry about being
caught in inopportune situations.”

He was agreeing to Alger’s and Audrey’s suggestions. Audrey had
just turned seventeen. Having been pampered all her life, she pos-
sessed the disposition of a youthful girl. Hearing The Fool’s reply, she
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couldn’t help but clench her fist and gently pump it in front of her
chest.

“Then shall we give ourselves code names?” Audrey blurted out in
excitement, her eyes positively glowing, without waiting for Alger to
speak. “After all, we can’t converse here using our real names.”

Although she might not be able to deceive Mr. Fool about her true
identity, the fellow across from her still posed a certain level of dan-
ger. She must not let him know who she really was.

“Good idea,” Zhou Mingrui replied simply.

Audrey’s mind immediately began whirring. “You are Mr. Fool,
a name derived from tarot cards. As this is a fixed, long-term, and
secretive gathering, our designations should be uniform. Yes, I’ll also
choose a name from the tarot deck.” Her tone lightened as she con-
tinued, “I’ve decided. I shall be Justice!”

It was one of the twenty-two Major Arcana tarot cards.

“And what about you, Mister?” Audrey grinned at her “associate”
sitting across the table.

Alger’s brow furrowed briefly before he said, “The Hanged Man.”

Another Major Arcana card.

“Then we are the founding members of the Tarot Club!” Audrey
exclaimed happily, then nervously turned to Zhou Mingrui behind
the fog and asked, “Will that be all right, Mr. Fool?”

Zhou Mingrui shook his head in amusement.

“You may decide such trivial matters on your own.”

“Thank you!” Audrey beamed with delight.

Next, she turned to Alger.

“Mr. Hanged Man, can you repeat the address again? I'm afraid
my memory might fail me.”

“No problem.” Pleased with Audrey’s earnestness, Alger repeated
the address once more.

After silently repeating it thrice to herself, Audrey gleefully said,
“I heard that our tarot cards were invented by Emperor Roselle as a
mere game and that they don’t actually have the power of divinity.”

“No. Most of the time, divination stems from within. Everyone has
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a spiritual nature that allows them to attune to the spiritual world
and access higher-level information about themselves. However,
ordinary folks cannot detect this, much less interpret the signs they
receive. With the help of divination tools, though, this information
can be brought to light. Let me offer a simple example: dreams and
their interpretations.” Alger glanced at Zhou Mingrui and, seeing no
reaction, continued, “Tarot cards are, in fact, such a tool. With rich
symbolism and logical elements, they help us conveniently and accu-
rately interpret any given signs.”

Although Zhou Mingrui appeared indifferent, he was listening with
rapt attention. Unfortunately, his mental strength was waning, and he
was becoming increasingly aware of a throbbing pain in his head.

“I understand,” Audrey said, nodding in agreement. Then she
emphasized, “But that’s not what I meant. 'm not doubting the
power of tarot cards; rather, I heard that Emperor Roselle actually
created another set of cards—secret ones that represented some
unknown power. He created a total of twenty-two paper cards and
later used them as a reference to develop the twenty-two Major
Arcana tarot cards used in games today. Is that correct?”

She looked at Zhou Mingrui as if seeking an answer from the mys-
terious Mr. Fool.

All he did was smile silently, then cast his gaze at The Hanged
Man, as though testing him.

Alger subconsciously straightened his back and said in a deep
voice, “That’s right. It is said that Emperor Roselle once beheld the
Blasphemy Slate and that the original set of paper cards contained
the profound mysteries of the twenty-two paths of the divine.”

“Twenty-two paths of the divine...,” Audrey repeated, her voice
filled with longing.

At that moment, Zhou Mingrui’s headache intensified. He felt his
invisible connection with the crimson stars and the gray fog begin-
ning to falter.

“All right. That will be all for today’s gathering,” he said in a low
voice, having quickly made his decision.
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“As you wish,” Alger replied, bowing his head respectfully.

“As you wish,” Audrey echoed.

Reluctant to see the gathering end, she still had many questions
and thoughts swirling in her mind.

As Zhou Mingrui severed the connection, he smiled, “Let us look
forward to the next meeting.”

The stars brightened as the crimson light receded like water. Just
as Audrey and Alger heard The Fool’s words, their figures blurred
and faded away. In a moment, the “projection” shattered, and silence
returned to the world above the gray fog.

Zhou Mingrui felt himself rapidly growing heavier as his sur-
roundings, so fleeting and ephemeral, dissolved around him. Darkness
descended, then changed into dazzling sunlight.

He was still in his flat, standing in the middle of the room.

“Like a dream... What the heck was that world of fog? And who or
what power created that transformation just now...?” Zhou Mingrui
sighed softly, filled with more questions than answers. He walked
slowly toward the desk, his legs leaden. Picking up the pocket watch
he’d left out, he tried to discern how much time had passed.

“It seems to be a one-to-one rate,” he roughly judged.

He set the pocket watch down and sank into a chair, unable to
endure the splitting headache any longer. Lowering his head, he mas-
saged his temples with his thumb and middle finger.

After a long while, he sighed and spoke to himself in Mandarin.
“Looks like I won’t be able to return any time soon...”

Only the ignorant could be fearless. After witnessing such a fan-
tastical event and learning about Beyonders and the mystical world,
Zhou Mingrui no longer dared to rashly try the luck-enhancement
ritual again using Ancient Feysac or Loen.

Who knew what else might happen? Perhaps something even more
horrifying or bizarre, or even something that would make him wish
he were dead!

At the very least, I should attempt it only once I have a deeper mastery
of mysticism, Zhou Mingrui thought helplessly.
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Thankfully, the so-called “gathering” should help him.
After another stretch of silence, he muttered to himself with dis-
may, disappointment, agony, and grief, “From now on, I am Klein.”

Klein tried his best to focus on solutions and plans to purge the
negative emotions within him. Perhaps he would overhear the Spec-
tator potion formula next week...

The gathering was fascinating indeed. People from different places
across the world could reduce hundreds of kilometers to mere centimeters
in a face-to-face discussion while supplementing each other s needs. Hub,
but why does that sound so familiar?

Klein was stunned for a few seconds before he burst out laugh-
ing. Pressing his hands to his temples, he jested under his breath,
“Sounds just like social media.”






Whoosh!

Howling wind accompanied the downpour. The three-masted sail-
boat rose and fell on the crests and troughs of the incoming waves as
if it were a giant’s toy.

The crimson glow in Alger Wilson’s eyes faded. He found himself
still standing on the deck of the ship, apparently no different from
before.

Almost immediately, the oddly shaped glass bottle in his palm
shattered into a million pieces; the frost within melted into the rain.
In mere seconds, there were no traces left of the ancient artifact.

A hexagonal crystalline snowflake appeared on Alger’s palm for a
moment before rapidly fading, as if wholly absorbed into his skin,
vanishing completely from sight. Alger nodded his head inconspic-
uously, as if brooding over something. For the next five minutes, he
remained still and silent.

Then he turned around and headed for the cabin. As he was about
to enter, a man in a robe similarly embroidered with lightning pat-
terns emerged from within.

This man, sporting soft blond hair, paused when he saw Alger. He
held his right fist to his chest and said, “May the Storm be with you.”
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“May the Storm be with you,” Alger replied, returning the ges-
ture. There was no trace of emotion on his rough-hewn, well-defined
face.

Alger entered the cabin after the greeting and proceeded to the
captain’s cabin at the far end of the corridor.

Surprisingly, he didn’t encounter any sailors along the way; the
whole place was as quiet as a graveyard.

Opening the door to the captain’s cabin, he saw a soft brown carpet
covering the floor, with a bookshelf and a wine rack standing against
either side of the room. The flickering candlelight lent a peculiar hue
to the books with their yellowish covers and to the bottles of deep
red wine.

On the desk near the candle lay a bottle of ink, a quill, a black
metallic telescope, and a brass sextant.

Behind the desk sat a middle-aged man with a pale face. The cap-
tain’s hat on his head was adorned with a skull. As Alger approached
him, the man bellowed, “I will not give in!”

“I believe you,” Alger said calmly—so calmly that it seemed as if
he were merely commenting on the weather.

“You...” The man appeared stunned by the unexpected response.

Just then, Alger hunched forward slightly and dashed across the
room. In an instant, the desk was all that separated them.

Pa!

Alger’s right hand had shot forward without warning and wrapped
around the man’s throat, giving the man no time to respond. Illusory
fish scales appeared on the back of Alger’s hand as his grip tightened,
his fingers frantically flexing with increasing force.

Crack!

Following the crisp snapping sound, the man’s eyes widened as his
body was lifted. His legs twitched violently for a moment, then fell
still. His pupils dilated as his gaze faded. A foul stench arose from
between his legs as wetness spread from the crotch of his pants.

Still holding the man aloft, Alger bent over and stepped up to the
wall beside him.
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Bang!

Using the body as a battering ram, he bludgeoned the man against
the wall. Alger’s muscular arm appeared almost monstrous. A hole
cracked open in the wooden wall, and the violent storm burst in with
the rain accompanied by the smell of the ocean.

Twisting his hips, Alger flung the man out of the boat and into the
towering waves outside.

The wind continued to howl in the dark as almighty nature
devoured everything,.

Alger took out a white handkerchief and carefully wiped his right
hand before tossing it into the sea as well.

He stepped back and waited patiently for his companions to come.

In less than ten seconds, the blond man from before rushed in and
asked, “What happened?”

“The captain has escaped,” Alger answered, annoyance in his voice
as he panted. “I didn’t know he still had some of his Beyonder powers.”

“Dammit!” the blond man muttered. He went up to the opening
in the wall and stared out into the distance, but aside from the crash-
ing waves and pounding rain, he could see nothing.

“Forget it. He was just extra loot anyway,” the blond man said,
waving his arm dismissively. “We will still be rewarded for finding
this phantom ship from the Tudor Era.”

Even if he were a Keeper of the Sea, he wouldn’t have hastily dived
into the ocean in weather like this.

“Besides, the captain wouldn’t have survived much longer if the
storm continued,” Alger added, nodding in agreement. The wooden
wall was visibly repairing itself at a discernible rate. He took a long
look at the it before subconsciously turning his head to check the
rudder and the sail. Even behind the layers of wooden boards, he
knew perfectly well what was going on there.

There was no first mate, no second mate, no crew—no living soul
onboard!

Even with no one manning the boat, the rudder and the sail moved
eerily on their own.
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The image of The Fool shrouded in gray fog flashed again in Alger’s
mind. He sighed and turned back to the mighty waves, speaking as
though in a reverie, his voice filled with anticipation and awe. “A new
era has begun...”

In Empress Borough, Backlund—capital of the Loen Kingdom—
Audrey Hall pinched her cheeks in disbelief over her recent encoun-
ter. On the dressing table before her, the ancient bronze mirror lay
shattered into pieces.

Lowering her gaze, Audrey noticed a swirling crimson mark on the
back of her hand, like a tattoo of a star. The crimson gradually faded,
eventually disappearing into her skin. Only then did she know with
certainty that she hadn’t been dreaming.

Her eyes twinkled as the corners of her lips lifted into a grin. Unable
to contain her joy, she rose to her feet. Bending down to lift the hem
of her dress, she curtseyed toward thin air and began to dance. Her
steps were light and lively, her turns graceful. It was the Ancient EIf
Dance, the most popular dance in the courts at the moment. A bright
smile adorned her face as she danced about the room.

Knock! Knock!

Suddenly, someone knocked on her bedroom door.

“Who is it?” Audrey immediately ceased her dance and composed
herself into a portrait of elegance.

“Miss, may I come in? You should start preparing for the cere-
mony,” came the soft request from outside the door.

Audrey glanced into the mirror on her dressing table and quickly
wiped the grin from her face, leaving only a tiny hint of a smile. After
ensuring everything was presentable, she replied gently, “Come in.”

The doorknob turned, and Annie, her lady’s maid, pushed the door
open.

“Oh, it’s cracked...” Annie immediately spotted the broken mirror.

Audrey blinked and said slowly, “Erm, yes! It’s because Susie was
here just now. You know how she’s always wreaking havoc!”

Susie was a golden retriever, though far from purebred. She had
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been a gift to Audrey’s father, Earl Hall, when he was purchasing
foxhounds. Nevertheless, Audrey adored her.

“It needs to be disciplined, Miss,” said Annie as she nimbly picked
up the shards of the bronze mirror, lest it hurt her young lady.

After tidying up, Annie asked Audrey with a smile, “Which dress
would you like to wear?”

After a brief consideration, Audrey answered, “I like the dress Mrs.
Guinea designed for my seventeenth birthday.”

“But, Miss, you can’t wear the same dress twice to a formal cer-
emony. People will think the Hall family has run into financial
trouble,” Annie said, shaking her head.

“But I really like it!” Audrey insisted in her mild voice.

“You can wear it at home or when you attend an event that isn’t so
formal,” Annie stated firmly. It was not negotiable.

“Then it will have to be the one with the ruffles on the sleeves that
Mr. Sades brought two days ago,” Audrey offered, drawing in an
inconspicuous gasp while maintaining her sweet smile.

“You always have such good taste,” Annie added as she stepped
back and called down the hallway, “Dressing room number six! Ah,
never mind that. I will fetch it myself.”

The maidservants immediately got to work, each responsible for a
different aspect of Audrey’s outfit: the dress, accessories, shoes, hat,
makeup, and hair.

When Audrey was almost ready, Earl Hall appeared at the door
wearing a dark brown waistcoat. He had a hat matching the color
of his suit and sported a delightful little mustache. His blue eyes
twinkled with mirth even though his sagging muscles, bulging
midsection, and conspicuous wrinkles had wreaked havoc on the
handsomeness of his youth.

“The most dazzling jewel of Backlund, it’s time for us to go,” Earl
Hall announced, gently rapping his knuckles on the open door.

“Papa! Do not call me that,” Audrey protested as she rose with
the assistance of her maidservants, deliberately putting on a troubled
expression.
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“Well, then it’s time to set off, my beautiful little princess,” Earl
Hall said as he bent his left arm, offering it to his daughter.

Audrey shook her head slightly and said with a smile, “That spot is
reserved for my dear mother, the countess, Lady Hall.”

“Then this side,” Earl Hall said with a smile, bending his right

arm. “This is for you, your father’s greatest pride.”

Arriving at Pritz Harbor’s imperial naval base on Oak Island, Audrey
stepped off the carriage with her hand around her father’s arm. Imme-
diately, she was awed by the size of the juggernaut before her.

In the military port not far from them, a massive ship shimmered
with a metallic sheen. Without sails, it sported two extra smoke-
stacks that towered over the observation deck and an extra gun turret
at both the bow and the stern. It was so majestic and immense that
the fleet of sailing warships nearby looked like newborn dwarves
clustering around a giant.

“Lord of Storms above...”

“Oh, milord.”

“An armored warship!”

Amid the gasps of surprise and marvel, Audrey felt an unprece-
dented shock—a miracle created by mankind. An ocean miracle
never seen before!

It took a while for the nobles, ministers, and members of parlia-
ment to regain their composure. Then a black spot appeared above
them, growing in size until it occupied a third of the sky, making
itself known to all. The atmosphere suddenly turned solemn.

Hovering in midair was an enormous object with a beautifully
streamlined design. Painted in deep blue, its alloy skeleton was
light yet strong, supporting a cotton exterior with built-in airbags.
Hanging from it was a cabin whose openings were equipped with
quick-loading guns, torpedoes, and cannons. The larger-than-life
humming noise from the steam engine mingled with the sound of
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the frantically spinning tail blades, creating a symphony that left
everyone amazed.

Arriving on their airship, the royal family exuded lofty, indisput-
able authority. On each side of the cabin, reflecting the brilliant rays
of the sun, was the royal sigil: the Sword of Judgment, inlaid with a
ruby crown at its hilt and pointing straight down. It was the symbol
of the Augustus family, passed down through generations since as
early as the last epoch.

Audrey was not yet eighteen, meaning she had not attended a
debut ceremony in which the queen would officially introduce her to
Backlund high society and announce her coming of age. Therefore,
she could only watch from the sidelines, unable to approach the air-
ship. Nevertheless, she did not mind. In fact, she was relieved not to
have to deal with the princes.

The miracle that marked mankind’s conquest of the skies touched
down steadily. The first to emerge down the stairs were the hand-
some young guards in red ceremonial uniforms and white trousers.
Decorated with medals and carrying long rifles, they formed lines on
either side of the staircase as they awaited the appearances of King
George I, his queen, the prince, and the princess.

Audrey was not new to meeting important people and showed no
interest in them. Instead, her attention was drawn to the two statu-
esque knights in black armor flanking the king. In this era of iron,
steam, and cannons, it surprised her to see someone insisting on
wearing a full suit of armor. The cold metallic luster of their gear,
next to their dull black helmets, conveyed a sense of solemnity and
rigid authority.

“Could they be the High-Sequence Disciplinary Paladins...?”
Audrey recalled snippets of a casual conversation among adults.
Though curious, she didn’t dare get too close.

The ceremony commenced with the arrival of the royal family.
The incumbent prime minister, Lord Aguesid Negan, stepped to the
very front. A member of the Conservative Party and the second
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non-aristocrat ever to become the prime minister, he had been
granted the title of a lord for his significant contributions. Of course,
Audrey knew more than that. The main supporter of the Conser-
vative Party was Pallas Negan, the current Duke Negan and older
brother of Prime Minister Aguesid Negan.

Aguesid was tall and slender, a balding man over fifty with a sharp
gaze. Sweeping his eyes over the crowd, he began:

“Ladies and gentlemen, I believe you've all seen this—an armored
warship that will turn our era on its head. It is 101 meters long and
21 meters wide and boasts an extra-high freeboard design. The armor
belt is 457 millimeters thick, and its displacement is 10,060 tonnes.
It is armed with four 305-millimeter main cannons, six quick-loading
guns, twelve 6-pound cannons, eighteen 6-barrel machine guns, and
four torpedo launchers. It can reach a maximum speed of 16 knots!

“It will be the true hegemon that conquers the seas!”

The crowd was incredibly fired up. The prime minister’s description
was already enough to convey the might of this armored ship. The
fact that the real thing stood right before them only heightened their
excitement.

Aguesid revealed a rare smile and spoke a few more lines before
concluding his speech. Saluting the king, he beseeched, “Your Maj-
esty, please bestow it with a name!”

“Since it will set sail from Pritz Harbor, let it be named the Pritz,”
King George III responded, his expression one of delight.

“Pritz!”

“Pritz!”

The chant spread from the naval ministers and the admiral of the
Imperial Navy to the soldiers and officers on the deck of the warship.
They all exclaimed in unison, “Pritz!”

Amidst the gun salutes and the celebratory atmosphere, King
George III ordered the Pritz to depart for sea trials and weapon tests.

Honk!

The chimneys belched thick smoke, and the noise of churning



063

machinery could be heard faintly beneath the blare of the ship’s horn
as the dreadnought departed from the harbor. When the two main
cannons at the ship’s bow fired at an uninhabited island in its path,
the crowd shouted in surprise.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

The ground seemed to shake as plumes of dust shot into the sky.
Shockwaves rippled out from the impact points, generating high
waves.

Satisfied, Aguesid turned back to the crowd and announced,
“From now on, the seven pirates who call themselves admirals and
the four who dare to call themselves kings will shiver in fear as they
await their doom!

“It is the end of an era. No matter what powers the Beyonders
wield, no matter what ghost ships or cursed vessels they possess, this
armored warship shall rule the waves!”

Taking his cue, Aguesid’s chief secretary asked, “Can’t they build
their own armored vessels?” Some nobles and members of parliament
nodded, feeling that such a possibility was not entirely out of the
question.

Aguesid immediately smiled and slowly shook his head. “Impos-
sible! Never! Launching an armored warship like this requires the
coordinated efforts of three large coal and steel amalgamators,
twenty steel mills that meet national standards, sixty scientists, even
more senior engineers from Backlund Artillery School and Pritz
Nautical Academy, two royal shipyards, almost one hundred facto-
ries for spare parts, an admiralty, a ship-building committee, a cabi-
net, a determined king with excellent foresight, and a great country
that produces twelve million tonnes of steel every year!

“Those pirates could never achieve something like this.”

Having said all that, he paused and raised his arms before announc-
ing with great fervor:

“Ladies and gentlemen, the era of ships and cannons is upon us!”






After half an hour of rest, Zhou Mingrui, who now considered him-
self to be Klein, finally regained some energy. In the meantime, he
discovered four black dots arranged in the shape of a small square on
the back of his hand. These four black spots soon faded and disap-
peared entirely, but Klein knew they still lingered within him, waiting
to be awakened.

“Four spots forming a square... Could they correspond to the four
staple foods placed at the four corners of the room? Does this mean
that I can perform the ritual and chants without preparing the food
in the future?” A theory began to take shape in Klein’s mind.

On the surface, this idea may have seemed promising, but the
appearance of something of mystical origin and unknown nature on
his body was still frightening.

He recalled many things: how Chinese divinations from Earth
could inexplicably produce effects here, the strange transmigration
that happened during his sleep, the mysterious and confounding
world of gray fog, and the ceaseless murmurings that had almost
driven him mad during the ritual. Klein couldn’t help but shiver
despite the hot June weather.

He had once heard, “The oldest and strongest emotion of man-
kind is fear, and the oldest and strongest kind of fear is fear of the
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unknown.” Now he was experiencing that fear of the unknown
firsthand.

An unprecedented and irresistible urge to interact with the mys-
terious realm stirred within him. He wanted to learn more and tap
into the unknown. At the same time, a contradictory impulse to run
away tugged at him.

Intense sunlight streamed through the window onto the desk,
highlighting a layer of golden dust. Klein stared at the desk, feeling
as if he had come into contact with a hint of warmth and hope.

He relaxed a little, only to be immediately overwhelmed by a surge
of fatigue. His eyelids were as heavy as lead and closed on their own,
a combined effect of his sleepless night and the mentally draining
encounter.

Klein shook his head and pushed himself up, using the desk for
support. With no energy to retrieve the rye bread scattered around
the room, he stumbled to the bunk bed and immediately fell asleep
as soon as he lay down.

Grumble! Grumble!

Klein was soon awakened by hunger. Feeling completely rejuve-
nated, he opened his eyes.

“Unfortunately, I still have a bit of a headache,” he murmured
while rubbing his temples. He was so hungry that he felt he could
eat a horse!

Smoothing out his shirt, he returned to the desk and picked up the
silver vine-leaf pocket watch.

Snap!

The lid sprang open, and the second hand ticked steadily within.

Half past twelve. I slept for more than three hours....

Swallowing, Klein placed the watch into the pocket of his linen
shirt.

On the Northern Continent—as in his old world—there were
twenty-four hours in a day, sixty minutes in an hour, and sixty sec-
onds in a minute. Whether each second passed at the same rate here
as on Earth was unknown to him.
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At that moment, mysticism, rituals, and the gray world of fog
slipped from his mind. His thoughts were occupied by one thing and
one thing only—food! Only once he had filled his stomach would he
have the energy to think and work.

Without hesitation, Klein gathered the loaves of rye bread from
the four corners of the room and brushed off the specks of dust. He
planned on making one of them his lunch. With only five pence left
in his pockets, he figured it best to be frugal. Besides, back where he
came from, there was a tradition of eating offerings after religious
ceremonies were completed, and the bread didn’t seem any different.
The memories and penny-pinching habits left behind by the original
Klein Moretti had also played a subtle role in his decision.

Since gas was expensive and it pained him even to use it to light
up the room, Klein took out the stove and added some coal. While
waiting for the water to boil, he paced around the room.

Anyone would choke eating those dry loaves of rye bread without
some water.

He sighed.

Will I have to live my days eating rye bread for breakfast and rye
bread for lunch and not getting any meat until dinner...? And if it weren’t
Jor Melissa’s concern about my upcoming interview, we’d only have two
meals with meat a week. ..

Klein looked around, bored and unable to think clearly because of
his hunger. When he thought of the pound of lamb, he stared at the
cabinet.

No, I need to wait for Melissa so we can eat it together, he thought to
himself, shaking his head and rejecting the idea of cooking half of it
right away.

Though he had often eaten out as a bachelor eking out a living
in a big city, he had still developed some basic culinary skills. His
cooking wasn’t gourmet, but it was sufficient. Determined to avoid
the temptation of the lamb, Klein turned away. Then he suddenly
remembered that he had also bought peas and potatoes that morning.

Potatoes!
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An idea sprang to mind. He quickly returned to the cabinet and
took two potatoes from the meager pile. First, he scrubbed their
surfaces clean in the sink of the communal bathroom, then added
them to the kettle to boil with water. After a while, he retrieved a
spice container from the cabinet and sprinkled in some coarse yel-
low salt.

Patiently, he waited a few minutes before lifting the kettle and
dividing the “soup” into a few cups and a large bowl. Finally, he took
the potatoes out with a fork and placed them on the desk.

Klein blew on one potato as he slowly peeled it bit by bit. The appe-
tizing smell of boiled potato wafted into the air.

He salivated profusely. The heat couldn’t deter him any longer.
Klein took a big bite even though the potato was only half-peeled
and still too hot to eat.

How soft! How fragrant! he thought, as the sweet taste filled his
mouth. Overcome with emotion, he wolfed down both potatoes,
unintentionally eating some of the skin.

Next, he picked up the bowl and enjoyed the “soup.” The pinch of
salt in the water proved to be the perfect remedy for the dryness in
his mouth. I ve enjoyed eating potatoes this way since I was young...,
Klein mused to himself with satisfaction.

Meanwhile, he tore off small pieces of bread and dipped them into
the soup to soften them before eating. Klein managed to eat two
loaves of bread by himself, totaling a whole pound, possibly because
the ritual had been exhausting.

Once he finished the soup and cleaned up, Klein felt thoroughly
revitalized. Yet again, he basked in the joy of being alive as he
savored the brilliance of the sunlight. He sat back down at the desk
and began planning his next steps.

I can’t run away from the problem. I need to find a way to delve deeper
into mysticism and become what Justice and The Hanged Man called a
Beyonder.

I need to overcome the fear of the unknown.

The only option now is to wait for the next gathering. I need to see if I
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can learn the formula for the Spectator potion—or perhaps other secrets
related to mysticism.

Monday is four days away. Before then, I should find out more about
the original owner of this body. Why did he commit suicide? What truly
happened to him...?

Unable to transmigrate back and wash his hands of everything,
Klein picked up the notebook on the table. He wanted to flip
through it to see if there were any hints that could help him regain
his lost memory.

The original Klein clearly had a habit of keeping detailed notes,
apparently even using his notebook as a diary. Klein was fully aware
that the cabinet supporting the right side of the desk held a stack of
filled notebooks.

The one he held began on May 10. Most of the early entries con-
cerned his school, his mentor, and topics related to his academic field
of study.
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This entry caught Klein’s attention. Compared to the notes and
history debates, the appearance of a notebook from the Fourth
Epoch was much more likely to be a lead on the mystery surrounding
Klein’s suicide.

The Fourth Epoch was the era immediately preceding the current
one, which was known as the Age of Iron. Its history was shrouded in
mystery and incomplete; very few tombs, ancient cities, and records
from that time had ever been unearthed. Archaeologists and histo-
rians could only piece together a blurry image of the past from the
ambiguous holy tomes provided by the seven major churches, which
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largely focused on matters of theological importance. They knew of
the existence of the Solomon Empire, the Tudor Dynasty, and the
Trunsoest Empire.

Having dedicated himself to lifting the veils of mystery and shed-
ding light on history, the original Klein Moretti had little interest in
the first three eras, whose events were more legends than anything
else. He was far more intrigued by the Fourth Epoch, sometimes
known as the Age of Gods.

Hmm, so Klein valued his job interview and was concerned about his
future job prospects, but it doesn’t seem at all necessary...

Universities were still very scarce, and the majority of students were
either of noble birth or came from wealthy families. Even if he was
admitted to a school, and even if he wasn’t accepted into the inner
social circles—being looked down upon because of his class—as
long as he wasn’t deemed radical, a commoner could still build valu-
able social connections through social events and group discussions.

The very generous Welch McGovern was an example. He was the
son of a banker from Constant, a city in Midseashire of the Loen
Kingdom. He was used to asking Naya and Klein for help because
they were always in the same group for classwork and projects.

Without thinking further, Klein continued reading the notebook.
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The record ended at this point. Zhou Mingrui transmigrated in
the early hours of June 28.

And there was indeed an entry for June 27. It was that line: Every-
one will die, including me. Klein flipped to the page he saw when he
first arrived, feeling goosebumps emerge as he made the deduction.

In order to solve the mystery of the original Klein’s suicide, he
should visit Welch and take a look at the contents of that ancient
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notebook. However, with a wealth of experience from novels, mov-
ies, and TV series, he suspected that if they were really related, then
unknown dangers would likely await him on this visit. Those who
went around investigating old castles that they knew full well were
haunted were a warning for everyone who came after!

However, he had no choice since running away never solved any-
thing. Evasion would only make matters worse. The problem would
simply snowball until it rolled over and crushed him!

Call the police? But I can t exactly say I committed suicide...

Knock!

Knock, knock!

A series of urgent and forceful knocks came from the door.

Klein sat straight up and listened.

Knock!

Knock, knock!

The knocks echoed through the empty hallway outside.






“Who is it?”

When Klein first heard the sudden knock at the door, his thoughts
were still on the mysterious suicide of the original owner of his body
and the unknown dangers that might lie ahead. Without thinking
twice, he opened the drawer and grabbed his revolver before answer-
ing warily.

There was a brief silence outside for two seconds before a slightly
shrill voice with an Awashire accent replied, “Its me, Mountbatten.
Beech Mountbatten.” The voice paused, then added, “The police.”

Beech Mountbatten... Hearing that name, Klein immediately
recalled the man to whom it belonged—a policeman in charge of the
street where the Morettis lived. He was known to be rude, brutish,
and fond of roughing people up. Yet perhaps such a man was nec-
essary as a deterrent for the alcoholics, thieves, part-time criminals,
thugs, and perverts. His distinctive voice was one of his trademarks.

“Yes, I'll be right there!” Klein responded loudly.

He had planned to return the revolver to the drawer, but unsure
of why the police were at his door and fearing they might search the
room, he cautiously ran to the stove where the flames had long extin-
guished and concealed the revolver inside it.
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Then he picked up the coal basket, tossed a few pieces into the
stove to cover the gun, and finally placed the kettle over the stove to
complete the ruse.

After tidying up his clothes, he quickly approached the door and
murmured, “Sorry, I was taking a nap.”

Outside, four policemen in black-and-white checkered uniforms
and peaked caps stood waiting. Beech Mountbatten, his brown beard
framing his jaw, cleared his throat and said, “These three inspectors
have some questions for you.”

Inspectors? Reflexively, Klein glanced at the shoulder badges of the
other three. Two were decorated with three silver six-pointed stars,
and the third had two. All of them were apparently of higher rank
than Beech Mountbatten, who sported only three chevrons. As a stu-
dent of history, Klein knew little about police ranks and their insig-
nia. What he did know was that Beech Mountbatten often boasted
about being a senior sergeant.

These three are inspectors, huh?

Drawing on the influence of Benson, Welch, and his classmates,
Klein deduced their rank with common sense. He stepped aside and
gestured for them to enter the room.

“Please come in. What is this about?”

The leader of the three inspectors was a middle-aged man whose eyes
were so sharp they seemed capable of piercing one’s very soul and strik-
ing fear into one’s heart. Wrinkles marked his face around his eyes,
and light brown hair peeked from under the edge of his cap. Surveying
the room, he asked in a deep baritone, “You are acquainted with Welch
McGovern, yes?”

“What happened to him?” Klein blurted out, his heart sinking.

“I'm the one asking the questions,” the imposing inspector replied
sternly.

The inspector beside him, also wearing three silver six-pointed stars
on his shoulders, offered Klein a gentle smile. “Don’t be nervous. It’s
just a routine interview.”

This officer was in his thirties, with a straight nose and gray eyes
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so indescribably deep that it made him imagine a deserted lake in an
ancient forest.

Quietly, Klein took a deep breath and organized his thoughts. “If
you mean Welch McGovern, a graduate of Khoy University from
Constant, then I'm sure I know him. We were classmates under the
same mentor, Senior Associate Professor Quentin Cohen.”

In the Loen Kingdom, “professor” signified not only a professional qual-
ification but also a position, much like a combination of professors and
department chairs on Earth. There could only be one professor in a uni-
versity department. If an associate professor wished to become a professor,
they had to wait for their superior to retire or force them out somehow.

After years of observation, the kingdom’s Higher Education Com-
mission added the title “senior associate professor” to the original
three-tier system of lecturers, associate professors, and professors
to better retain talent. This title was awarded to anyone with high
academic achievements or sufficient seniority who, for some reason,
hadn’t been able to secure the position of a professor.

Klein met the middle-aged police inspector’s gaze and thought
for a second before replying, “We have a pretty good relationship.
Recently, he, Naya, and I have frequently met to decipher and dis-
cuss a notebook from the Fourth Epoch that he’d obtained. Inspec-
tors, did something happen?”

Instead of answering, the middle-aged inspector glanced sideways at
his gray-eyed colleague. The inspector with gray eyes and average fea-
tures replied gently, “I'm very sorry, but Mr. Welch has passed away.”

“What?” Klein blurted out in astonishment. Welch had died just
like the original owner of this body?

Now that’s a little scary!

“What about Naya?” Klein immediately asked.

“Ms. Naya has passed away, too,” the gray-eyed inspector said
rather calmly. “Both of them died in Mr. Welch’s house.”

“Were they killed?” Klein asked, though he had a vague guess.

Perhaps it was suicide. ..

The gray-eyed inspector shook his head.
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“No, the evidence at the scene suggests that they committed sui-
cide. Mr. Welch repeatedly hit his head against the wall, smearing it
with blood. Ms. Naya drowned herself in a washbasin. The kind used
to wash your face.”

“That’s impossible...” Klein’s hair stood on end as if the strange
scene were unfolding before his eyes. He could imagine the girl
kneeling on a chair with her face buried in a basin of water, her soft
brown hair hanging limply from the sides of her head, swaying in the
wind, while the rest of her body remained motionless, then Welch
collapsing to the ground, his eyes fixed intently on the ceiling, his
forehead a gory mess with streaks of blood marking his numerous
impacts against the wall, dripping crimson...

The gray-eyed inspector continued, the corner of his mouth twitch-
ing, “We believe so, too, but the autopsy results and the signs at the
scene ruled out factors such as drugs and external forces. There were
no signs of a struggle.”

Before Klein could speak again, he stepped forward and casually
asked, “When was the last time you saw Mr. Welch or Ms. Naya?”
As he spoke, he signaled to his two-star colleague with his eyes—a
young man, about Klein’s age, with black hair and green eyes. He was
good-looking and carried himself with the romantic air of a poet.

Klein’s mind spun rapidly while he answered with consideration, “That
would have been June 26. We deciphered a new chapter in the notebook
together. Then I went home to prepare for my interview on June 30. Uh,
the interview is for the history department at Tingen University.”

Tingen was known as a university town since it was home to two
universities (Tingen and Khoy) as well as technical schools and col-
leges of law and business. It was second only to Backlund, the king-
dom’s capital.

As soon as he finished, Klein caught sight of the young police
inspector walking toward his desk, where the notebook—more accu-
rately, a diary—rested.

Oh no! I forgot to hide it!

“Hey!” Klein cried out.



079

The young inspector smiled in response but didn’t stop flipping
through his notes. The gray-eyed inspector explained, “This is a nec-
essary procedure.”

All the while, Beech Mountbatten and the middle-aged inspector
with the imposing air stood by and watched without interjecting or
assisting in the search.

Where are your search warrants? Klein wanted to ask, but on second
thought, the Loen Kingdom’s judicial system hadn’t developed such a
procedure—at least, he wasn’t sure if it existed. After all, the police force
itself had only been established less than sixteen years ago. When the
original owner of this body was still a child, they were called sheriffs.

Unable to stop them, Klein could only watch as the young inspec-
tor quickly flipped through his notes. Meanwhile, the gray-eyed
inspector asked no further questions.

“What ‘strange thing’?” the young police inspector asked abruptly
as he reached the end of the notebook. “And what does this mean?
‘Everyone will die, including me’...2”

Lsn’t it common sense that, aside from the gods, everyone eventually dies?
Klein was tempted to quibble, but it suddenly occurred to him that
reaching out to the police had been part of his contingency plan in case
of danger. He’d just been deterred by the lack of a reasonable excuse.

In a split-second decision, he placed his hand over his forehead and
answered in a pained voice, “I don’t know. I really don’t know... I've
been feeling that something isn’t quite right ever since I woke up this
morning. I think I've forgotten some things, especially the events
of the past few days. I don’t even know what compelled me to write
such a sentence.”

Sometimes honesty was the best policy. Of course, it required
tact—knowing not only what to say but how to arrange the words.

As a seasoned keyboard warrior, Klein had dabbled in sophistry.

“That’s absurd! Do you take us for fools?” Beech Mountbatten inter-
jected angrily. He couldn’t help himself. This lie was so poor it insulted
the intelligence of him and his colleagues. No doubt he believed that
it would be better to feign madness than pretend to be an amnesiac.
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“'m speaking the truth,” Klein said frankly as he gazed into
Mountbatten’s and the middle-aged inspector’s eyes. It really could
not be more true.

“Perhaps that is a possibility,” the gray-eyed inspector said slowly.

What? Did he believe it just like that? Even Klein was surprised.

The gray-eyed inspector smiled and added, “An expert will arrive
here in two days. Believe me, she should be able to help you recall
your lost memories.”

An expert? Help me recall my memories? An expert in psychology?

Klein frowned, troubled. What if his memories of Earth were
recovered as well? He felt ill.

The young police inspector then set the notebook down and
searched the rest of Klein’s desk and room. Fortunately, he focused
on the books and didn’t lift the kettle for a look.

“Well, Mr. Klein, thank you for your cooperation. It would be wise
for you not to leave Tingen in the next few days. If you must, please
notify Inspector Mountbatten, or you will become a fugitive,” the
gray-eyed inspector warned before leaving.

That’s it? No further questions or deeper investigation? No attempt to
take me back to the station and torture me for information?

Klein was at a loss. Still, he desperately needed an answer to the
bizarre events surrounding Welch, so he nodded and said, “Of course.”

As the inspectors exited one by one, the younger inspector was the
last to leave. Before he walked out, he patted Klein on the shoulder.
“This is good. You’re very lucky.”

“What?” Klein asked, puzzled.

The green-eyed inspector, with the romantic air of a poet, smiled
and said, “Generally speaking, in incidents like this, it’s normal for
all involved parties to have died. We're very glad and fortunate that
you're still alive.”

With that, he exited and politely closed the door behind him.

Normal for all involved parties to die? Fortunate that I'm still alive?!

Despite the warmth of the June afternoon, a chill crawled up
Klein’s spine.



It’s normal for all involved parties to die? Very glad I'm still alive?
Fortunate?

Shivering with goosebumps, Klein quickly ran to the door,
attempting to catch up with the police inspectors and ask them for
protection.

But as soon as his hand reached the doorknob, he suddenly
stopped.

Ifit’s truly as horrifying as the inspector said, why wouldn’t they pro-
tect me, an important witness and key lead in the case?

Isn’t that a little too careless?

Could it be a test or maybe even bait?

Various thoughts rushed into Klein’s mind, conflicting with one
another and leading him to suspect that the police were secretly
watching him, observing his reaction.

Once he reached this conclusion, he felt much calmer and was no
longer consumed by fear and panic. He slowly opened the door and
shouted into the staircase in a deliberately trembling voice, “You
guys will protect me, right?”

Tap, tap, tap...

There was no response from the police nor a change in the rhythm
of their leather shoes against the wooden stairs.
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“You will! 'm sure of it!” Klein shouted again in a tone of feigned
conviction, attempting to sound like an ordinary citizen who found
themselves in danger.

The sound of footsteps gradually receded before fading entirely as
they went down the stairs.

Klein scoffed to himself.

What an unbelievable reaction. They really need to brush up on their
acting!

He didn’t run after them. Instead, he returned to the apartment
and closed the door behind him.

In the next few hours, Klein acted out to a range of emotions—
restlessness, nervousness, agitation, and distraction. He didn’t slack
in his performance just because it seemed like no one was around.

Now that’s what you call the self-discipline of an actor! he thought
mockingly.

When the sun shifted to the west and the clouds on the horizon
burned reddish orange, tenants in the building began arriving one
after another. Only then did Klein shift his focus elsewhere.

“Melissa is almost home from school...” He looked at the stove,
lifted the kettle, brushed aside the coal, and retrieved the revolver.

Without pause or delay, he reached his hand under the thin
wooden board at the base of the top bunk, where a dozen or so wood
strips crisscrossed to form a frame.

After sliding the revolver between a wood strip and the board,
Klein straightened up and waited anxiously, fearing that the police
might burst through the door with their guns in hand.

In a typical steampunk world, he was certain his actions wouldn’t
have been seen by anyone. However, extraordinary forces were at
work in this world—ones he had experienced firsthand.

A few minutes later, he heard no movement at the door. There
was only the chatter of two tenants discussing a visit to Heart of the
Wild, a bar on Ironcross Street.

“Phew,” Klein sighed, feeling assured.
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All he needed to do now was wait for Melissa to come back and
make the lamb and pea stew!

As that thought crossed his mind, Klein could almost taste the rich
flavor of the gravy; he could also recall exactly how Melissa prepared
her lamb and pea stew.

First, she boiled water to blanch the chunks of meat. Then she
added onions, salt, a tiny sprinkle of black pepper, and water to the
lamb, setting it to simmer. After a while, she would add the peas and
potatoes and continue cooking it for another forty or fifty minutes
with the lid on.

How simple and basic... This method relies purely on the natural fla-
vors of the meat!

Klein shook his head.

But there was no other way. In a commoner’s home, there were
few seasonings and cooking methods to choose from. They could
only rely on simple, practical, and economical options. As long as the
meat wasn’t burnt or spoiled, any method was acceptable for those
who could treat themselves to it only a couple of times or even just
once a week.

Klein was not a very good cook himself; he had a history of order-
ing takeout. But by cooking a modest three or four times a week and
ever so slowly accumulating practice, he had achieved a passing level
of skill, and he was fairly confident he wouldn’t ruin the lamb.

Considering the time Melissa comes back, she won’t be done until after
seven thirty if she has to make herself food. She’ll be starving by then...
It’s time for her to see what real cooking is!

Armed with this excuse, Klein restarted the fire and went to the
bathroom to collect water and wash the lamb meat. Then he took out
the cutting board and knife to chop the meat into small chunks.

To explain his suddenly acquired culinary skills, he decided to
blame it on the deceased Mr. Welch McGovern, who had not only
hired a chef specializing in Midseashire-style cuisine but also often
created his own dishes and invited people to try them.
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Well, dead men tell no tales!

Though there is a chance in a world with Beyonders that the dead are
not necessarily unable to speak...

With that in mind, Klein felt a smidge of guilt about his idea.

In any case, he tossed aside his meandering thoughts and placed
the meat into a soup bowl. Then he took out the seasoning tin and
measured out one and a half spoonfuls of yellowing, coarse salt. Then
he carefully extracted grains of black pepper from its dedicated jar
and mixed them together before seasoning the meat with the blend.

He placed the stew pot on the stove and, while waiting for it to
heat up, rummaged for the leftover carrots from yesterday, cutting
them into pieces alongside the onions he had bought today.

When he finished his preparations, he retrieved a small jar from
the cabinet and opened it. There wasn’t much lard left.

Klein scooped out a spoonful and put it in the pot, letting it melt.
Then he added the carrots and onions and stir-fried them for a while.

As the aroma began to fill the room, Klein added the seasoned
lamb into the pot and spent some time carefully browning it.

He should have added cooking wine or, at the very least, red wine.
However, the Moretti family didn’t keep such luxuries at home.
Even Benson would only drink one glass of beer a week, so Klein
had to make do with what he had and poured in some boiled water
instead.

After simmering for about twenty minutes, he opened the lid and
added the peas and potatoes to the pot, along with another cup of
hot water and two spoonfuls of salt.

He closed the lid and lowered the heat. Exhaling with satisfaction,
he waited for his sister to come home.

As seconds turned into minutes, the fragrance in the room grew
stronger. There was the alluring scent of the meat, the rich smell of
potatoes, and the refreshing aroma of onions.

The smells gradually mingled together. Klein intermittently
checked his pocket watch, glancing at the minute hand.

After more than forty minutes, he heard approaching footsteps,
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not quite light but rhythmic nonetheless. A key was inserted into the
lock, the handle turned, and the door opened.

“Smells good...,” Melissa murmured quizzically before even step-
ping through the door.

Holding her briefcase, she entered and glanced at the stove. “You
made this?” Her hands stilled in midair, halfway through removing
her cap. The look she directed at Klein was filled with alarm.

After twitching her nose and inhaling more of the fragrance, her
expression softened, and she seemed to gather some courage.

“You made this?” she asked again.

“Are you afraid I wasted the lamb meat?” Klein retorted with a
question of his own and a smile. Without waiting for an answer, he
continued, “Don’t worry. I specifically consulted with Welch on the
recipe for this dish. As you know, he has a good chef.”

“Is it your first time?” Melissa’s eyebrows furrowed subconsciously,
though they soon relaxed in response to the aroma.

“Apparently, I have a knack for it,” Klein laughed. “It’s almost
done. Put your books and cap down, wash your hands, and get ready
for a taste. 'm feeling very confident.”

When she heard her brother’s calm, orderly instructions and saw
his gentle smile, Melissa stood rooted at the door, dazed.

“Do you prefer the meat to simmer a little longer so it’s soft?” Klein
urged with a smile.

“Ah, yes, sure!” Melissa snapped back to her senses. With her brief-
case in one hand and her cap in the other, she quickly rushed into the
inner room.

When he lifted the lid of the stew pot, a blast of steam drifted
upward before Klein’s eyes. He had placed two loaves of rye bread
on top of the lamb and peas, allowing them to be softened by the
warmth while absorbing the aroma.

By the time Melissa had put away her belongings, washed her hands
and face, and returned, a plate of lamb and pea stew garnished with
potatoes, carrots, and onions was already set on the table. A loaf of rye
bread rested on each plate, tinted by its brief dip in the gravy.
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“Come on! Try it.” Klein gestured toward the wooden fork and
spoon next to the plate.

Melissa was still a little confused, but she didn’t refuse. Picking
up a chunk of potato with her fork, she lifted it to her lips and bit it
lightly.

The taste of the starchy potato and the flavor of the gravy rushed
into her mouth, flooding it with saliva as she gobbled down the
potato in a few short bites.

“Try the meat.” Klein motioned toward the plate with his chin.

He had just tasted it for seasoning and thought it was barely at a
passing standard. But to a girl who had seen little of the world and
only occasionally ate meat, it was more than enough.

Fresh anticipation appeared in Melissa’s eyes as she carefully picked
up a piece of lamb.

It had been stewed until it was very tender and practically melted
as soon as it touched her tongue. The taste of the meat exploded in
her mouth, filling it with flavorful juices. It was such an unprece-
dented sensation that Melissa couldn’t stop eating. By the time she
realized it, she had already eaten several pieces of lamb.

“I...I... Klein, this was supposed to be for you...,” Melissa stam-
mered, blushing.

“I already took a bite long before you. It was my privilege as the
chef.” Klein smiled, reassuring his sister. He also picked up his fork
and spoon, alternating between eating a piece of meat and stuffing
his mouth with peas. Occasionally, he set down his utensils, broke
off a piece of rye bread, and dipped it in the gravy.

Seeing Klein’s casual behavior, Melissa relaxed and savored the
delicious food once again.

“It really is delicious. I can’t believe it’s your first time making it,”
Melissa praised him wholeheartedly as she looked at the emptied
dish, with not a trace of gravy left.

“It’s a long way from Welch’s chef. When I'm rich, I'll take you
and Benson out to a restaurant for an even better meal!” Klein said,
beginning to look forward to it himself.
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“Your interview will—burp!” Melissa started but didn’t finish her sen-
tence before an involuntary sound of contentment escaped her. Hastily,
she placed her hand over her mouth, looking embarrassed.

It was all the fault of that delicious lamb and pea stew!

Klein laughed to himself and decided not to tease his sister. He
pointed at the plate and said, “Now this is your job.”

“All right!” Melissa quickly rose, grabbed a wash tub, and rushed
out the door.

When she returned, she opened the cabinet out of habit to check
the seasoning tin and other ingredients.

“You used these?” Melissa asked in surprise, holding up the bottle
of black pepper and the jar of lard.

Klein shrugged and laughed. “Just a little. It’s the price of flavor.”

Melissa’s eyes shifted, her expression changing several times before
she finally said, “I’d better do the cooking from now on. Yes... You
should concentrate on preparing for your interview. You have to
think about your job.”






“Sis, can you not rub it in...?” Klein muttered to himself. He felt his
head begin to throb again.

The amount Klein had forgotten wasn’t much, but it wasn’t neg-
ligible either. With the interview in two days, how could he find
time to make up for it...? Furthermore, he’d been swept up in such
strange and horrifying events. How was he supposed to get in the
mood to study?

Klein gave his sister a perfunctory response and began going
through the motions. Melissa moved a chair over to sit beside him
and started working on her assignments by the light of the gas lamp.

The atmosphere was serene. When it was almost eleven o’clock, the
siblings bade each other good night and went to bed.

Knock!

Knock! Knock!

A series of knocks on the door roused Klein from his dreams.

He peered out the window to see the first glimmer of dawn. In a
daze, he rolled over and sat up. “Who is it?”

Look at the time! Why didn’t Melissa wake me up?

“It’s me. Dunn Smith,” a steady male voice answered from outside
the door.
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Dunn Smith? Don’t know him. ..

Klein got out of bed and shook his head as he walked toward the
door. He opened it to see the gray-eyed police inspector he’d met
the day before standing there.

“Is there something wrong?” Klein asked warily.

The policeman replied with a stern expression, “We spoke to a
coachman. He testified that you visited Mr. Welch’s residence on
June 27—the day Mr. Welch and Ms. Naya died. Furthermore, Mr.
Welch was the one who paid for your fare.”

Klein was startled. He didn’t feel the fear or guilt one might expect
from having been caught in a lie. Of course, it was because he hadn’t
been lying. In fact, he wasn’t surprised by the evidence presented by
Inspector Dunn Smith.

Apparently, on June 27, the original Klein had indeed gone to Mr.
Welch’s residence. That same night, when he returned, he had killed
himself—just as Welch and Naya had!

Klein forced a smile and said, “That’s not sufficient evidence. It
cannot directly prove that I am connected to the deaths of Welch
and Naya. Honestly, I also want to know what happened to my poor
friends. But... I really can’t remember. I almost completely forgot
what I did that day. You may find it hard to believe, but I only barely
realized that I had gone to Welch’s place on June 27 based on my
own diary entry.”

“You certainly have excellent resilience of mind.” Dunn Smith
nodded without a smile or any trace of anger.

“You should be able to sense my sincerity,” Klein said, looking him
straight in the eyes.

I haven t told any lies. I just haven’t told the whole truth, either.

Dunn Smith didn’t respond immediately. He swept his gaze
around the room before slowly saying, “Mr. Welch has lost a revolver.
I'm guessing...I should be able to find it here. Right, Mr. Klein?”

Indeed. ..

Klein finally understood where the revolver had come from. A
thought flashed through his mind, and he made a decision in an
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instant. He raised his hands halfway in the air and backed up one
step at a time, leaving an opening before him. Then he gestured
toward the bunk bed with his chin.

“It’s under the mattress.”

He didn’t specify that it was the bottom bunk. No one would
normally hide something under the top bunk, as any visitor would
notice it at a glance.

Dunn Smith did not step forward. The corners of his mouth
twitched as he asked, “Nothing else you want to add?”

“There’s more!” Klein replied without hesitation. “Yesterday, I woke
up in the middle of the night and found myself slumped forward on
my desk with a revolver beside me. There was a bullet embedded in
the wall. It looked as though I had committed suicide. But due to my
inexperience with firearms, or perhaps because I lost my courage at
the last moment, the bullet did not achieve its intended effect. My
head is still intact, and I’'m still alive now.

“And since then, I've lost some memories, including what I saw and did
at the Welch residence on June 27. I'm not lying. I really can’t remember.”

For the sake of dispelling suspicion and distancing himself from
all these strange events, Klein explained almost everything that had
happened, except for the transmigration and his “gathering.”

In addition, Klein had carefully embellished his account so that
every sentence could withstand scrutiny. For example, he didn’t sim-
ply say that the bullet missed his head—he mentioned that it did not
achieve the expected result and that his head was still fine.

To others, these two statements might seem to convey the same
meaning, but in reality, they were completely different.

Dunn Smith listened quietly, then said, “This corresponds with
what I had surmised. It also fits with the hidden logic of similar inci-
dents in the past. Of course, I have no idea how you managed to
survive the incident.”

“I'm glad you believe me. I have no idea how I survived, either,”
Klein replied, letting out a small sigh of relief.

“However,” Dunn added, “there’s no point in me believing you
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further. At the moment, you are highly suspicious. You must pass an
‘expert’ assessment to prove that you've indeed forgotten what you
went through and that you did not directly cause the deaths of Mr.
Welch and Ms. Naya.”

He cleared his throat, his expression growing serious. “Mr. Klein,
I’ll need you to come with me to the police station. This should take
a few days, provided there are no issues with you.”

“The expert has arrived?” Klein asked blankly.

Didn’t they say it would take another two days?

“She came earlier than expected.” Dunn turned aside, gesturing
for Klein to step through the door.

“Please allow me to leave a note,” Klein requested.

Benson was still away, and Melissa had gone to school. All he could
think of was leaving a note to inform them that he was involved in an
incident related to Welch and to tell them not to worry about him.

Dunn nodded, not very concerned. “Sure.”

Klein returned to the desk. As he searched for paper, he began
pondering what would happen next. To be honest, he would much
rather not meet the “expert.” After all, he had a much bigger secret he
was trying to hide.

In a place with seven major churches and under the premise
that Emperor Roselle—who Klein suspected to be a forerunner in
transmigration—had been assassinated, something like “transmigra-
tion” would probably land him in court or even before a tribunal!

But without weapons, combat skills, or supernatural powers, he
was no match for a seasoned enforcer of the law. What was more, a
handful of Dunn’s subordinates stood outside in the dark corridor.

If they draw their guns and shoot at me, I'm done for!

Klein exhaled.

One step at a time.

He left the note, grabbed his keys, and followed Dunn out of
the flat.

Four policemen in black-and-white checkered uniforms stood on
high alert on either side of the dark corridor.
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Tap. Tap. Tap.

Their shoes rapped against the wooden stairs as Klein followed
alongside Dunn downstairs, the steps creaking in protest.

Outside the building was a parked four-wheel carriage. On its side
was the police emblem, featuring two crossed swords and a crown.
The street around them was as crowded and bustling as it was every
morning,.

“Go on,” Dunn signaled for Klein to go first.

Klein was just about to step forward when an oyster seller abruptly
grabbed a customer, accusing him of being a thief. The disagreement
quickly became physical, spooking the horse and creating a scene of
utter chaos.

An opportunity!

There wasn’t much time for Klein to think; he leaned forward and
dashed into the crowd. Shoving and dodging, he raced frantically
toward the other end of the street.

To avoid meeting the expert, his only option was to head to the
pier outside the city, catch a boat down Tussock River, and escape to
the capital, Backlund. It would be easier to hide in the more densely
populated city. Of course, he could also take a steam train eastward
to Enmat Harbor nearby, board a boat to Pritz Harbor, and then
proceed to Backlund from there.

Soon, Klein reached the intersection and turned onto Ironcross
Street, where several carriages for hire were parked.

“To the pier outside the city,” Klein declared as he hoisted himself
onto one of the carriages.

He already had a plan in mind: First, he would mislead the police
pursuing him, and once the carriage was a safe distance away, he
would jump off.

“All right.” The carriage driver tugged at the reins.

Clop! Clop! Clop!

The carriage rolled down Ironcross Street.

Just as Klein was about to jump off, he noticed that the carriage
had turned onto another road, one that didn’t lead out of the city!
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“Where are you going?” Klein blurted, freezing in confusion.

“To the Welch residence...,” the carriage driver replied flatly.

What?!

In shock, Klein watched as the carriage driver turned around,
revealing his deep gray eyes. It was Dunn Smith, the police inspector!

“You!” Klein exclaimed in horror. Suddenly, the world seemed to
spin as he sat up abruptly.

Sat up?

Klein looked around, bewildered. He saw the bright crimson moon
outside the window and noticed his room was shrouded in a crimson
veil. He felt his forehead with his hand and discovered it was moist
and clammy. His back felt the same.

“A nightmare...,” Klein slowly sighed. “Thank goodness... Thank
goodness...”

He found it strange that he’d been so lucid in his dream. After
calming down, Klein checked his pocket watch and saw that it was
only two in the morning. He got out of bed quietly, intending to
head to the bathroom to wash his face and deal with his burgeoning
bladder.

After opening the door, he walked along the dark corridor. With
the help of the dim moonlight spilling in, he quietly approached the
communal bathroom. It was then that he suddenly noticed a silhou-
ette next to the window at the end of the hallway.

The figure wore what appeared to be a black trench coat, shorter
than a cloak but longer than a suit jacket. The silhouette was partly
submerged in darkness and partly bathed in the cold light of the
crimson moon. Slowly, the figure turned around, revealing eyes that
were deep, cold, and gray.

It’s Dunn Smith!



Shuffle.

Klein couldn’t help but step back. For a moment, he was unsure if
he was awake or still in his dreams.

The figure removed his black top hat and bowed very slightly.
Smiling, he said in a deep voice, “Let me introduce myself again.
Dunn Smith, Nighthawk.”

Nighthawk? The name of the Beyonder organization belonging to
the Church of Evernight? Klein remembered that Justice and The
Hanged Man had mentioned it before. Realizing this, but before
he could dwell on the implications, he blurted, “You can control
dreams? You made me dream that just now?”

Nighthawk Dunn Smith replaced his hat, concealing his mildly
receding hairline. His deep gray eyes held a hint of a smile as he
said, “No, I only entered your dream and provided the necessary
guidance.”

His voice was deep and soothing, reverberating through the
dimly lit corridor without disturbing the sweet dreams of others.
“In dreams, many of your usually suppressed emotions and dark
thoughts are amplified. It makes everything seem chaotic, absurd,
and crazy. The truth still exists, even if it’s concealed and obscured.
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For veterans like me, it’s as clear as day. Compared to your conscious
self, I trust the you’ in your dreams more.”

What...? What normal person could possibly control his own dream? If
I had dreamed of something on Earth, wouldn’t I have been discovered?

Taken aback, Klein was belatedly horrified by what had happened
in the dream.

Yet he quickly noticed another peculiar point: He remembered
being remarkably aware and rational in his dream—knowing what
to say and what not to say.

To put it simply, it didn’t seem like he was dreaming at all!

Does that mean Dunn Smith only “saw” what I wanted him to see?

Klein’s mind whirled as he grasped a hint of enlightenment.

Wias it a perk of transmigration that bestowed a special property on
his soul? Or was it the effect of that luck-enhancement ritual?

“So, Mr. Smith, do you believe for a fact that I've really lost my
memory?” Klein asked after organizing his thoughts.

Dunn Smith did not answer directly but instead gave him a long
look. “You don’t seem very surprised by all this. The people I met in
the past refused to believe in the existence of supernatural powers,
even after they’d just woken from their dreams. They’d rather believe
that they hadn’t really woken up.”

Klein hummed his acknowledgment before saying, “Perhaps it’s
because I've been praying and hoping that such a power would be
able to help me.”

“An interesting way of thinking... Perhaps it wasn’t just luck that
enabled you to survive,” Dunn replied, nodding expressionlessly. “I
can now confirm that you have indeed lost parts of your memories
due to the incident, especially those directly related to it ”

“Then can I go back now?” Klein asked hesitantly, heaving a long
sigh of relief in his mind.

Dunn placed a hand in his pocket and walked slowly toward Klein.
The darkness around them turned tranquil and gentle.

“No, you still have to come with me to see the expert.” The corners
of his mouth curled into a polite smile.
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“Why?” Klein blurted out, then added hastily, “You don’t trust
your own ability to influence my dream?”

You must be joking. If that “expert” specializes in hypnosis or mind
reading, wouldn’t that expose my biggest secret? The consequences would
be unimaginable!

“I've always been modest about my abilities, though I remain quite
confident in all things related to dreams,” Dunn replied calmly.
“However, for key matters, there is no harm in confirming them
again. Besides, we specialize in very different things. Perhaps she can
help you recover some of your memories.”

Not waiting for Klein to reply, his voice deepened. “After all,
you are the key to the whereabouts of the Antigonus family’s
notebook.”

“What?” Klein blinked in surprise.

Dunn stopped in front of him, locking his gray eyes onto Klein’s,
and said, “That notebook from the Fourth Epoch was not found at
the scene nor anywhere in the entire house. Welch is dead, and Naya
is dead. You are our only lead.”

“...All right, then.” Klein went silent for a moment before exhaling.

The notebook is missing... Now that’s strange indeed!

How have I not thought about the whereabouts of that notebook from
the Fourth Epoch?

Dunn nodded subtly as he walked past Klein. “Lock your door.
Come with me to the Welch residence right now. The expert is wait-
ing for us there.”

Klein drew a silent breath. His heart was thumping wildly with
unease.

He wanted to refuse or even run away. However, after what had
happened in the dream, he was certain Dunn Smith would be on his
guard more than ever. And with the power discrepancy between a
normal human and a Beyonder, there was little chance that he’d be
able to overpower the man.

He must have a gun on him, too... And he’s probably gotten plenty of
practice. ..
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Many thoughts flashed through his mind, but in the end, Klein
chose to accept reality.

“All right,” he said with a sigh.

I can only take one step at a time and see how things unfold. Maybe
the special property that helped me in my dream will take effect again. ..

“Lets go,” Dunn said in his impassive tone.

Klein turned and followed, but after taking two steps, he suddenly
stopped and said, “Mr. Smith, I... I would like to use the bathroom
first.”

That’s the reason I got out of bed in the first place. ..

Dunn did not stop him. Instead, he gave him a long look and said,
“No problem, Klein. Believe me, in the darkness of the night, I am
far more powerful than you can imagine.”

“In the darkness of the night,” Klein silently repeated the phrase.

He relieved himself in the bathroom, making no further reckless
attempts to escape. Then he washed his face with cold water, com-
pletely calming himself down.

After changing his clothes and locking the door to his apartment,
Klein followed Dunn down the stairs, his footsteps soft against the
worn wood.

In such serenity, Dunn Smith suddenly spoke. “At the end of the
dream, why did you try to run away? What were you afraid of?”

Klein’s mind raced, and he immediately came up with an answer.
“I don’t remember what I did at Welch’s place, nor do I remember
if I directly caused his and Naya’s deaths. I was afraid it would be
proven to be my doing, and I didn’t want to take that gamble. I
thought it would be better to escape and start anew on the Southern
Continent.”

“I would have done the same if I were you,” Dunn said as he
pushed open the door to the building, letting the cool midnight
breeze disperse the stuffiness inside.

He climbed onto the carriage first, unconcerned that Klein might
try to run away. It was the same carriage Klein had seen in his
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dream—a four-wheel vehicle drawn by a single horse, driven by a
carriage driver. The police emblem of two crossed swords beneath
a crown was engraved onto its sides.

Klein climbed in after Dunn. A thick carpet was laid across the
interior, and the air carried a soothing fragrance.

Once he was seated, he attempted to probe for more information.
“Mr. Smith, what if—and I mean if—the expert confirms that I
really have forgotten part of my memories and that there’s no further
evidence proving I'm the perpetrator instead of the victim? Would
this all be over then?”

“In theory, yes. We would search for the notebook through other
means. As long as it exists, it can be found. Of course, before that,
we’d need to ensure you haven’t been cursed or left with any linger-
ing traces of evil spirits, that you don’t suffer from any psychological
aftereffects, and that you can live the rest of your life peacefully and
healthily.”

A slight smile appeared on Dunn Smith’s face—one that seemed
rather unusual.

Klein caught on to that peculiarity keenly and pressed further.
“‘In theory’?”

“Yes, only in theory. In this line of work, there are always twisted,
unorthodox, and inexplicable things happening.” Dunn looked
Klein in the eye and said, “How these things progress or end is not
always within our expectations or control.”

“For example?” Klein began to feel a tinge of fear.

The carriage sped through the almost empty streets. Dunn took
out a pipe from his pocket and sniffed it before saying, “When
we believe that things have come to an end, that everything has
returned to normal, something might resurface in the most terrify-
ing, bone-chilling way.

“A few years ago, we handled a case involving a cult. They con-
vinced their followers to commit suicide as living sacrifices to please
a wicked god. When one of the followers was chosen, his survival
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instincts triumphed over his foolishness and twisted beliefs, and
the psychedelic drugs he had been given. He escaped in secret and
reported the cult to the police.

“The case was handed over to us. It was a minor mission since the
cult had no Beyonders. The deity they worshipped was nothing more
than a fabrication by their leader, who had traded his humanity and
morality for wealth and personal gratification.

“We only sent two team members, along with police support, to
successfully take down the cult. No one escaped justice. As for the
whistleblower, we confirmed that he carried no lingering traces of
evil spirits, was not cursed, and suffered no mental disorders. He had
no personality issues or any other irregularities. Nothing.

“After that, his life went quite smoothly. He advanced in his career,
married a wonderful woman, and fathered a son and a daughter. The
shadows of his past seemed to be long behind him, and the horrors
and bloodshed appeared to have vanished over the horizon.”

At this point, Dunn Smith smiled faintly before continuing, “Yert,
this March, despite being financially stable and having a loving wife
and two adorable children...he strangled himself to death in his
office. With his own bare hands.”

The crimson moonlight shined through the carriage window,
casting a glow upon Dunn Smith. In that instant, his seemingly
self-mocking smile sent a chill up Klein’s spine.

“Strangled himself to death...with his bare hands...” Klein silently
inhaled a gasp of cool air, as if foreseeing his own tragic end.

Even if I escaped it once, is this just delaying the inevitable?

Is there a way to resolve this completely?

Do I have to become a Beyonder to fight against it?

Silence returned to the carriage. Countless thoughts flooded
Klein’s mind, then disappeared one by one.

In that eerie silence, the carriage traveled swiftly for a long time.

Just as Klein made up his mind to consult Dunn Smith for a possi-
ble solution, the carriage came to a halt.
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“Mr. Smith, we have arrived at Mr. Welch’s residence,” the carriage
driver announced.

“Let’s go.” Dunn straightened his black, knee-length trench coat.
Then, as if remembering something, he added, “Oh, right, I should
tell you ahead of time. Our expert’s cover is that they’re the most
renowned spirit medium in Awashire.”

Klein suppressed his other thoughts and asked curiously, “Then
what is their actual identity?”

Dunn half-turned his body and looked at him with his deep gray
eyes as he said, “A real spirit medium.”






A real medium. .., Klein thought and chose not to speak further. He
followed Dunn Smith out of the carriage.

The Welch residence in Tingen was a standalone house with a garden.
The road outside the metal fence was wide enough for four carriages to
pass through at once. Streetlamps lined the sides of the road every fifty
meters, looking different from the ones Klein had seen in his previous
life. These were gas lamps as tall as an adult male, making it convenient
for the lamplighters to reach them. The black metal frame around each
one was pressed tightly against the glass, forming a grated pattern and
giving them the appearance of classical lanterns. The coldness of the
metal intertwined with the warmth of the flame, reflecting the coexis-
tence of darkness and light.

Walking along the pathway bathed in a dim yellow glow, Klein
and Dunn Smith passed through the half-open gate and entered the
house Welch had rented.

Facing the main entrance was a cemented path, wide enough for
two carriages, that led straight to a two-story house. To its left was a
garden, and to its right a lawn. The pleasantly faint fragrance of the
flowers mixed with the fresh scent of the grass, creating a sense of
relaxation and ease.

As soon as he stepped through the gate, goosebumps spread across
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Klein’s body, prompting him to glance around. He felt as if in the
garden, in the shadows of the front lawn, on the rooftop, behind
the swing—in every dark corner—pairs of eyes were observing him!

There was clearly no one here, yet Klein felt as though he were on
a crowded street.

A shiver shot up his spine as he tensed from the bizarre contrast
between his perception and reality.

“Something’s wrong!” he couldn’t help but exclaim to Dunn.

Dunn’s expression remained unchanged as he walked beside him.
He replied calmly, “Just ignore them.”

Since the Nighthawk had said so, Klein tolerated the chilling sen-
sation of being followed, spied upon, and watched, despite being
unable to see anyone. Step by step, he walked up to the main entrance
of the house.

If this goes on any longer, I'll probably go mad. ..

As Dunn reached out to knock on the door, Klein swiftly turned
around for another glance. The flowers swayed in the wind; there was
not a single person in sight.

“Come in, gentlemen,” a rather ethereal voice called from inside
the house.

Dunn turned the doorknob and pushed the door open. He
addressed a woman sitting on the sofa, “Daly, any results?”

The chandelier in the living room was unlit. A set of three leather
couches surrounded a marble coffee table. On the table was a lit can-
dle, but its flame emitted a cobalt blue glow, casting the half-enclosed
living room, dining room, and kitchen with an eerie hue.

In the middle of the sofa sat a woman dressed in a hooded black
robe. Blue eyeshadow and blush adorned her face. Wrapped around
her exposed wrist was a silver bracelet with a white crystal pendant
dangling from it.

At first glance, Klein was struck by an odd feeling: Her outfit was
almost too fitting. ..

Is she dressing up as herself?

Daly, a medium with uncanny beauty, swept a glance over Klein
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with her twinkling emerald eyes before turning back to Dunn Smith.
She said, “The spirits that were originally here have all faded, includ-
ing those of Welch and Naya. The little rascals hanging around now
don’t know anything.”

Spirits? A spirit medium. .. All those invisible things spying on me just
now were spirits? There were so many of them!

Klein removed his hat and placed it across his chest, bowing
slightly as he said, “Good evening, madam.”

“That certainly is tricky...,” Dunn Smith replied with a sigh.
“Daly, this is Klein Moretti. See if he’s able to tell you anything.”

The medium, Daly, shifted her gaze to Klein immediately. She
pointed at the armchair beside her and said, “Please take a seat.”

“Thank you.” Klein nodded, took a few steps forward, and sat
down obediently. His heart pounded uncontrollably.

Whether I survive and whether I get through this successfully or have
my secrets exposed will all depend on whatever happens next!

And the most helpless part of it all was that he had nothing to rely
on. His only hope was that his inherent specialness would protect
him...

This feeling really sucks..., Klein thought wretchedly.

When Dunn sat down on the loveseat across from Klein, Daly
took out two thumb-sized glass bottles from her waist pouch and
smiled at Klein with her emerald eyes.

“I need a bit of help here. After all, youre not an enemy, so I
shouldn’t be too rough with you, as that would make you uncom-
fortable or even put you in pain. It could even leave behind some
severe side effects. Instead, I'll provide you with some fragrances and
give you sufficient tenderness and lubrication so you can gradually
loosen up and truly immerse yourself in the sensations.”

Why does that sound kind of wrong...?

Klein gaped, his eyes filled with shock.

Seated across from him, Dunn chuckled and said, “Don’t mind
her. We’re different from those guys in the Church of Storms. Here,
ladies can tease men, too. You should understand this all too well
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since your mother was a devout believer in the Goddess. You and
your brother even attended Sunday school at church.”

“I understand. I just never thought that she would be so...so...
Klein gestured vaguely, unable to find the right words. He almost
blurted out the direct translation for NSFW.

Dunn’s mouth curled up at the corners. “Don’t worry. Daly sel-
dom does this. She’s just trying to put you at ease. She much prefers

»

corpses over men.”

“You make me sound like a pervert,” Daly interjected with a smile.

She opened one of the small bottles and dripped a few drops into
the bright blue flame of the candle.

“Night vanilla, slumber flower, and chamomile, all distilled and
extracted into this aromatic essence. I call it Amantha, which means
‘tranquility’ in Hermes. It smells really good.”

As they chatted, the candle flame flickered, evaporating the floral
essence and filling the room with its scent.

A soothing fragrance curled into Klein’s nose. His body lost its
tension, and an overwhelming sense of calm washed over him, as if
he were gazing into the darkness of a tranquil night.

“This one is called the Eye of the Spirit. Barks and leaves of drago
and poplar trees are sun-dried for seven days and decocted thrice.
Then they’re immersed in liquor like lanch. Of course, a few lines of
incantation are involved as well...”

As Daly spoke, she dripped the amber liquid onto the cobalt blue
flame.

Upon smelling the ethereal aroma of the liquor, Klein noticed the
candle flame began to dance wildly. Daly’s blue eyeshadow and blush
seemed to glitter eerily in the light, making him see double.

“They’re great tools for reaching across the divide...and with a suf-
ficiently enthralling essential oil...”

As Daly continued her unhurried explanation, Klein felt as if her
voice was coming from all around him.

Dazed, he looked around and realized that everything was
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swaying, dissolving into a blur. It was like he was shrouded in layers
and layers of thick fog. Even his body felt weightless, untethered by
gravity, as he floated in place.

Colors bled into each other like an impressionist painting—the
reds grew redder, the blues bluer, the blacks blacker. Everything
looked more vivid than usual but also dreamy and hazy. All around
him, fragmented murmurs echoed like the whispering of hundreds,
maybe thousands, of invisible voices.

This feels similar to the luck-enhancement ritual I did before...but
without the kind of madness that makes my head feel like exploding. ..

Klein wondered as he took in his surroundings. Then his gaze
locked onto a pair of eyes as bright as emeralds.

On a blurry “sofa” sat Daly, draped in her black robe. Her eerie
gaze was fixed above Klein’s head. Smiling, she said in a gentle voice,
“Let me properly introduce myself. I am Daly, a spirit medium.”

But...I can still think clearly and rationally...just like during the
luck-enhancement ritual and the “gathering”...

As the thought crossed his mind, he feigned disorientation and
said, “Hello...”

“The mental space of humans is extremely vast. Many secrets are
hidden within the mind. Look at the ocean—what we know is only
the island floating on the surface. In reality, a far larger portion of the
island remains hidden beneath the waves. Beyond that, there is an
entire ocean surrounding it and a boundless sky above, representing
the spiritual world...

“You are the spirit of your body. Not only do you know of the
islands above, but you also know of the depths below and the vast
ocean beyond...

“Anything that exists leaves behind traces. The surface memories
of the island may be wiped away, but what remains beneath the sea
and within the great expanse of the ocean will surely leave behind a
remnant, shadow, or projection of itself...”

Daly spoke in a slow, soothing voice as she guided Klein. The
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blurry winds and shifting shadows around him changed, taking
on indistinct forms. It was as though the ocean of Klein’s spirit
had been fully exposed, waiting for him to wade in and search its
depths.

Klein watched calmly, occasionally “churning” the ocean as if he
were looking for something. Then, in an airy voice, he replied, “No...
I can’t remember... I have forgotten...”

He expressed just the right amount of anguish.

Daly tried once more to guide him, but with his mind fully alert,
Klein remained unaffected.

“Okay. We shall end here. You may go back.”

“Go back.”

“Go back...”

As the whispering voice echoed in his ears, Daly disappeared, and
the winds and shadows settled. The ethereal scent of oils and the sub-
tle aroma of liquor became more distinct.

The colors returned to normal, and he no longer felt untethered.
With a quiver, Klein regained the weight of his body.

He opened his eyes—though he had no memory of closing
them—and saw the candle with the bright blue flame still flickering
before him. Dunn Smith remained comfortably seated on the love-
seat across the room while Daly, in her black-hooded robe, sat beside
him.

“Why were you using theories from those the Psychology Alche-
mists?” Dunn furrowed his brows at Daly.

As Daly put away the two small bottles, she replied calmly, “I
think they’re fairly accurate. At least, they correspond with some of
my own experiences and what I've seen...”

Before Dunn could respond, Daly shrugged and said, “This tricky
fellow didn’t leave a single trace behind.”

Hearing this, Klein heaved a long sigh of relief. He feigned igno-
rance and asked, “Oh, it’s over? What happened? It felt like I just
took a nap...”

That means I passed the test, right?
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Thank goodness I had the luck-enhancement ritual as a rebearsal!

“Just think of it that way.” Dunn cut him off and turned back to
Daly. “Have you examined Welch’s and Naya’s bodies?”

“The corpses can tell us more than you’d imagine. It’s a pity, but
Welch and Naya did indeed commit suicide. I can only tell you that
the force that drove them to it is something to be feared. It didn’t
leave behind a single trace.”

Daly stood up and pointed at the candle. “I'm going to rest now.”

The cobalt blue glow extinguished, and the house was instantly
cast in a warm, crimson hue.

“Congratulations. You may go home now. But remember, you can-
not tell your family or friends what happened here. You must swear
it,” Dunn said as he led Klein to the door.

Surprised, Klein asked, “Is there no need to examine me for curses
or any traces that might have been left behind by evil spirits?”

“Daly didn’t mention anything, so there’s no need for it,” Dunn
answered simply.

Thus reassured, Klein’s previous worries resurfaced, and he hur-
riedly asked, “How can I be certain that I will be free from trouble
from now on?”

“You don’t have to worry too much,” Dunn said, his lips twitching
slightly. “Based on statistics from similar incidents in the past, eighty
percent of survivors don’t experience any horrifying side effects.
Well...I made that number up based on my anecdotal memory... It’s
roughly that...more or less...”

“So that means...the other twenty percent are unlucky bas-
tards...,” Klein muttered.

“If you're that worried, you can consider joining us as an office
worker. That way, if there are any signs, we can detect them in time,”
Dunn said offhandedly as he approached the carriage. “Or you could
just become a Beyonder. After all, we're not your nannies. No one is
going to guard you day and night and watch what you get up to with
women.
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“Can I?” Klein asked, more out of curiosity than excitement. After
all, how could it be so easy to become part of the Nighthawks and
obtain supernatural power?

It’s the power of the Beyonders!

Dunn paused mid-step, then turned his head to give Klein a side-
long look.

“...Technically, yes... It depends...”

What?!

Klein was stunned. He stared at him blankly, standing beside the
carriage, before responding, “Really?”

Who are you kidding? Is it really that easy to become a Beyonder?

Dunn chuckled, his gray eyes shadowed by the dim glow of the
carriage lamp.

“You don’t believe me? Frankly, to become a Nighthawk, you’d
have to give up many things. Your freedom, for instance.”

He let that sink in for a moment before continuing.

“Even if we set that aside, there’s another issue. Firstly, you're not
a member of the clergy nor a devoted parishioner. That means you
won’t get to pick your own path or choose the safest option.”

Dunn placed a foot on the carriage step and hoisted himself inside
as he went on.

“...And secondly, among the cases we, the Mandated Punishers,
the Machinery Hivemind, and other judiciaries deal with annually, a
quarter of them involve Beyonders who've lost control.”

A quarter... Beyonders who've lost control...

Klein gaped at him, the weight of those words settling in.

Then Dunn half-turned toward him. His gray eyes were deep and
unreadable, without a trace of a smile.

“And among those cases, a large portion of them are our own
teammates.”



“Why?” Klein blurted out, a shocking wave of tumultuous emotions
rising in his heart.

Were there really such serious hidden risks to being a Beyonder? So
much so that even the church’s internal enforcers—the Beyonders
responsible for dealing with heinous supernatural incidents—were
also prone to problems?

Dunn settled into his seat. His expression and tone remained
unchanged.

“This is not something you need to understand, nor is it something
you can understand unless you become one of us.”

Klein was dumbstruck for a moment. After he sat down, he asked
in a half-joking, half-dubious tone, “If I don’t understand it, how can
I decide whether to join?”

And if not joining means never understanding, then isn't this just an
endless cycle?

Dunn Smith took out his pipe again, lifting it to his nose to take
a whiff.

“You've misunderstood. Becoming one of us also includes our
office workers ”

“In other words, if I become one of your clerks, I'll gain access
to these secrets and learn about the hidden dangers that plague
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Beyonders and the risks they might face. Then I can decide whether
I want to become a Beyonder later?” Klein reorganized his thoughts,
summarizing Dunn’s point.

Dunn smiled. “Yes, that’s right, except for one thing. You cannot
simply become a Beyonder just because you want to. All the major
churches are strict about this.”

It would be odder if they weren’t..., Klein thought.

He pressed further, emphasizing his point with a subtle gesture.
“Then what about your office workers? The selection process must be
strict, too, right?”

“There shouldn’t be any problems if it’s you,” Dunn replied, his
eyes half-closed and his expression relaxed as he idly sniffed the pipe.
However, he didn’t light it.

“Why?” Klein asked again, confused. At the same time, he thought
to himself mockingly, Could it be that my uniqueness as a transmi-
grator shines like a firefly in the night—extraordinary and bright?

Dunn opened one eye slightly, his gray irises reflecting the same
depth and tranquility as before.

“First of all, you managed to survive this incident without our
help, which suggests you possess certain exceptional qualities that set
you apart from others. For instance, luck. Lucky people are always
welcomed wherever they go.”

Seeing Klein’s dazed expression, Dunn chuckled.

“Fine, just think of that as a humorous way of putting it. Secondly,
youre a graduate of Khoy University’s history program. That’s an
area of expertise we urgently need.

“Although Leumi, as a follower of the Lord of Storms, holds despicable
views on women, his opinions on society, humanities, economics, and
politics remain incisive. He once said that talents are key to maintaining
a competitive advantage and ensuring positive development—a senti-
ment I very much agree with.”

Noticing Klein’s slightly furrowed brows, Dunn elaborated off-
handedly, “You should be able to imagine that we frequently come
across documents and artifacts from the Fourth Epoch and even
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earlier. Many cults and heretics attempt to gain power from these
things. Sometimes, the objects themselves can lead to strange and
terrifying events.

“Except for Beyonders in specialized fields, most of us aren’t par-
ticularly scholarly. Or rather, we’ve long passed that age.” At this,
Dunn pointed to his own head, the corner of his mouth curving up
slightly, as if mocking himself. “That dry, boring knowledge always
puts us to sleep. Even a Sleepless can’t resist it.”

Klein listened attentively.

“In the past, we consulted historians and archaeologists, but that
risked exposing our secrets and, worse, bringing misfortune upon
these otherwise uninvolved academics. That’s why adding a knowl-
edgeable professional to our ranks is a golden opportunity we can’t
easily refuse.”

Klein nodded lightly, accepting Dunn’s explanation. His thoughts
scattered in different directions, and after a brief pause, he asked:

“Then why don’t you simply, um...acquire and train one?”

Dunn continued, “This brings me to the third point, which is also
the final and most important one. You've already been through a
supernatural incident, so inviting you is not a breach of confiden-
tiality. Whereas if we actively recruited a new member and failed, I
would bear the responsibility for exposing our secrets. Most of our
team members and office staff come from within the church.”

“Why are you so strict about maintaining confidentiality?” Klein
asked curiously. “Wouldn’t spreading the truth about certain matters
and increasing public awareness lessen the chances of similar mis-
takes happening again? The greatest fear stems from the fear of the
unknown. If we make the unknown known, wouldn’t that help?”

Dunn Smith shook his head. “No. Humanity’s foolishness is
beyond your imagination. Publicizing certain cases would actually
lead to more copycat behavior, more chaos, and even more severe
incidents.”

Klein understood his point and hummed in agreement. “T see.
The only lesson humans have taken from history is that humans
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cannot learn from their history. They’re always repeating the same
tragedies.”

“Yes, that famous saying from Emperor Roselle is indeed very pro-
found,” Dunn agreed.

...Emperor Roselle said that? This forefather of a transmigrator really
went out of his way to leave no chance for any latecomers to act cool...

For a moment, he didn’t know what else to say.

Dunn turned his head and gazed out of the carriage window. The
dim light from the streetlamps wove together, displaying the splen-
dor of civilization against the night’s darkness.

“...There’s a similar saying within the judiciary of the major
churches. This might be the real reason for the strict confidentiality
in keeping the truth from the common people.”

“What is it?” Klein’s interest was piqued, excitement bubbling at
the thought of peeking behind the curtain.

Dunn turned back to him, and for the first time, Klein noticed the
subtle tension in his facial muscles.

“Faith and fear beget turmoil. More faith and more fear beget even
greater turmoil until everything is destroyed.”

Dunn let out a soft sigh. “Meanwhile, besides praying for the
blessings and assistance of the gods, humans are unable to deal with
actual great turmoil.”

“Faith and fear beget turmoil. More faith and more fear beget even
greater turmoil...”

Klein recited the words silently to himself, but their full meaning
eluded him. That uncertainty in itself stirred a vague sense of unease.

It was as if, beyond the streetlamps’ glow, in the darkness
untouched by light, countless open mouths and malicious eyes
lurked unseen.

The horse trotted nimbly, the carriage wheels rolling steadily along
the cobbled streets. As Ironcross Street gradually came into view,
Dunn suddenly broke the silence with a formal invitation.

“Well, would you like to join us as a clerk?”

Klein hesitated. His mind flooded with thoughts, weighing the
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implications. After a moment, he asked, “Can I take some time to
consider?”

It was not a decision to be made hastily or recklessly.

“Certainly. Just give me an answer before Sunday,” Dunn said with
a nod. “Of course, remember to keep this a secret. You must not tell
anyone about what happened to Welch, including your brother and
sister. If the secret gets out, it won’t just bring them trouble. You
might also find yourself summoned to a special court.”

“I understand,” Klein answered solemnly.

Silence returned to the carriage.

As they neared Ironcross Street and his home came into sight, a
thought suddenly struck Klein. He hesitated for a few seconds before
asking:

“Mr. Smith, what kind of salary and benefits do your office staff
receive?”

This is a serious consideration. ..

Dunn was momentarily taken aback but soon answered with a
smile.

“There’s no need for you to worry about that. Our funding is guar-
anteed by both the church and the police department. For newly
hired office staff, the weekly salary starts at two pounds and ten soli.
On top of that, there’s an additional ten soli subsidy for risk and con-
fidentiality. That brings it to a total of three pounds a week, which is
not too far from what a full-time university lecturer earns.

“Additionally, you will receive raises according to your experience
and contributions. We typically sign five-year contracts with our
office employees. After five years, you may resign normally if you
don’t wish to continue, though you’ll need to sign a lifetime con-
fidentiality agreement. You also won’t be allowed to leave Tingen
without an official request and prior approval. If you wish to move
to another city, you must register with the local Nighthawks at your
earliest convenience.

“By the way, you won’t get every Sunday off, only every other Sun-
day. We must always have three office staff on duty at any given time.
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If you plan to travel to the South or Desi Bay for a vacation, you’ll
need to switch shifts and coordinate with your colleagues.”

Dunn finished speaking just as the carriage pulled to a stop outside
Klein’s flat.

“I understand,” Klein said as he stepped off the carriage, then
paused on the side of the street. “By the way, Mr. Smith, once I've
made my decision, where should I go to find you?”

Dunn let out a deep, low-throated chuckle before replying, “Go to
The Hound Pub on Besik Street and tell Wright, the owner, that you
need to hire a small mercenary squad.”

“Huh?” Klein was momentarily confused.

“Our address is also confidential. Until you officially join us, I
can’t tell you directly,” Dunn said with a smile. “All right, Mr. Klein
Moretti, I wish you a good dream tonight.”

Klein removed his hat and gave a polite bow, watching as the
departing carriage gradually picked up speed.

He took out his pocket watch and snapped it open. It was only a
little past four in the morning. A cool breeze drifted through the
street, carrying a quiet stillness. The dim glow of the streetlamps cast
a soft yellow hue over the deserted road.

Klein took a deep breath, letting the tranquil night air fill his
lungs.

To think that the busiest and noisiest district during the day could
be so deserted and quiet at night—a stark contrast to the silent,
invisible gazes at the Welch residence and the enchanting seance that
had just taken place.

It was only then that Klein realized his back was drenched in
sweat, his linen shirt clinging to his skin, cold and clammy.



Phew, 1 passed the test with the medium. ..

Klein exhaled as he slowly turned around, savoring the cool breeze and
the tranquility of the night as he approached the door of his building.

He took out his keys, inserted one into the lock, and turned it gen-
tly, allowing the darkness and crimson moonlight to mix and expand
with the creak of the opening door.

Walking up the empty staircase and breathing in the crisp air, Klein
was struck by the odd feeling that he had gained a few extra hours
more than everyone else. The realization made his steps feel lighter.

Click.

Maintaining this mood, he opened the door to his flat. But before
he could step inside, he saw a silhouette sitting silently at his desk.

Her black hair was bathed in crimson light, and her brown eyes
were bright above her delicate features—Melissa Moretti!

“Klein, where did you go?” Melissa asked, her brows finally relaxing
after furrowing in concern. Then, as if needing to justify her presence
and clarify her reasoning, she quickly added, “Just now, I got up to go
to the bathroom. That’s when I realized you weren’t home.”

With a wealth of experience in lying to his parents, Klein’s brain
spun quickly before he put on a bitter smile and replied calmly, “I
woke up and couldn’t fall back asleep. Instead of wasting time, I
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figured I'd get some exercise, so I went out to run a few laps. Just
look at all this sweat!”

He took off his jacket and half-turned, pointing at his damp back.

Melissa stood up, glanced at him half-heartedly, and deliberated
for a moment before saying, “To be honest, Klein, you don’t have to
put so much pressure on yourself. 'm sure you’ll pass the interview
at Tingen University. Even if you can’t—er, I mean if—you’ll find a
better opportunity.”

1 haven’t even thought about the interview. ..

Klein nodded. “I know.”

He didn’t mention that he had already received an offer, mostly
because he still hadn’t decided whether he wanted to take it.

Melissa gave him a long look before suddenly turning around and
trotting into the inner room. She emerged moments later holding
an odd contraption that resembled a tortoise. It was made of gears,
rusted iron, springs, and winding keys.

After quickly turning the winding key several times, Melissa
placed the object on the desk.

Ka! Ka! Ka!

Tap! Tap! Tap!

The “tortoise” moved and hopped in a rhythmic manner, its
motions oddly mesmerizing.

“Whenever you feel stressed, just watching it move like this will
make you feel better. I've been doing this myself recently, and it’s
very effective! Give it a try, Klein!” Melissa offered, her eyes bright
with enthusiasm.

Klein didn’t refuse his sister’s goodwill. He stepped closer to the “tor-
toise” and studied it up close, watching as it wound down and stopped.

After a brief pause, he chuckled. “Simplicity and rhythm can
indeed be relaxing.”

Without waiting for Melissa’s reply, he pointed at the contraption
and asked offhandedly, “Did you make this yourself? When did you
make it? Why didn’t I know about it?”

“I made it from scrap materials from school and things I picked up
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from the street. I only finished it two days ago,” Melissa said in her
usual neutral tone, though the corners of her lips lifted ever so slightly.

“That’s very impressive,” Klein praised sincerely. As a boy who had
struggled even to assemble a four-wheel toy car as a child, he could
appreciate the effort and skill.

With her chin slightly raised and her eyes practically sparkling,
Melissa calmly replied, “It’s all right, I guess.”

“Excessive modesty isn’t a virtue,” Klein teased, chuckling. “This is
a tortoise, right?”

Instantly, the atmosphere in the room seemed to freeze.

The air felt thick and heavy.

Then Melissa’s voice, airy and wistful like the crimson veil outside,
sounded softly.

...lts a person.

A person...

Klein smiled awkwardly, struggling to find a way to explain. “The
problem must be in the materials. They’re too rudimentary.”

Quickly changing the topic, he asked, “Why were you going to the
bathroom in the middle of the night? Don’t you have a toilet in your
room? Also, don’t you usually sleep until dawn?”

Melissa froze for a few seconds. Just as she opened her mouth to
explain, an aggressive gurgling sound erupted from her stomach.

“I-I better go get some more sleep!”

Bang!

She grabbed her tortoise-like puppet, scurried back to the inner
room, and closed the door behind her.

... S0 last night’s dinner was so good, she overate, and now her stomach
is struggling to digest it. ..

Klein shook his head and laughed soundlessly. He slowly walked to
his desk, sat down, and began silently pondering Dunn Smith’s invi-
tation under the glow of the crimson moon emerging from behind
the clouds.

Being a Nighthawk office staff member had obvious disadvantages:

As a transmigrator and “The Fool”—the founder of the mysterious
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tarot gathering—I carry numerous secrets. Making my living right
under the nose of the Church of Evernight’s team, one that specializes in
the supernatural, is inherently risky.

If I join Dunn Smith and his team, my goal would certainly be to
become a Beyonder. This could serve as a cover for the benefits and
knowledge I gain from the tarot gatherings.

Yet becoming a formal member comes with heavy restrictions on my
freedom, like how an office staff member must report every time they
leave Tingen. No longer will I be able to go wherever [ want or act freely.
I would miss many opportunities.

The Nighthawks is a strict organization. Once a mission is assigned, I can
only obey orders. There is no room for negotiation or independent action.

And most importantly... Beyonders carry the risk of losing control.

Having all the disadvantages listed out one by one, Klein turned to
considering its advantages and necessities:

Based on what happened with the luck-enhancement ritual, I'm not
among the lucky 80% Dunn mentioned. In the future, more bizarre and
dangerous events will likely befall me. Only by becoming a Beyonder or join-
ing the Nighthawks can I equip myself with the means to resist such threats.

If I wish to become a Beyonder, I cannot rely solely on the tarot gath-
ering. While obtaining potion formulas isn’t a major issue, how will I
find the necessary ingredients? How will I acquire them, concoct them,
or gain the common knowledge needed for daily survival as a Beyon-
der? These are real obstacles. I can’t ask Justice and The Hanged Man
about every little thing and expect them to provide every ingredient I
need. That would not only damage The Fool’s image and arouse their
suspicions, but there wouldn’t even be enough time to communicate such
granular details. Furthermore, I have nothing substantial to offer them
in return.

More frequent exchanges of materials mean more chances to leave
behind clues about my real identity. If “online disputes” escalate into
“offline conflicts,” it would no doubt spell immense trouble.

By joining the Nighthawks, I would gain direct access to the common
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knowledge of the mystical world, as well as the necessary channels and
resources to function as a Beyonder. Over time, these could accumulate
into a useful network and leverage I can use to guide the tarot gather-
ings. In turn, the benefits from Justice and The Hanged Man could give
me an edge in reality, creating a positive feedback loop.

Of course, I could also consider joining an organization suppressed and
hunted by the major churches, such as the Psychology Alchemists, which
Dunn mentioned. But that would mean losing my freedom and living in
constant fear and anxiety. More importantly, I have no idea where to find
them. Even if I somehow extract the information from The Hanged Man,
contacting them so recklessly could put my life in grave danger.

Becoming an office staff member leaves an opportunity for a buffer and
an exit.

The inferior recluse hides in the mountains; the middling, the crowd;
and the superior, the court.

Perhaps the identity of a Nighthawk would make for the best cover.

In the future, when I become one of the top authorities of the church’s
judicial arm, who could imagine that I am actually a heretic or the
behind-the-scenes master of a secret organization?

As the first rays of morning sunlight shined, the crimson of the
moon faded away. Gazing at the golden light on the horizon, Klein
made up his mind.

He would find Dunn Smith today and officially become a part of
the Nighthawk’s clerical staff!

At that moment, Melissa, who had gotten out of bed again, pushed
open the door to the room. She was surprised to see her brother
stretching rather inelegantly.

“You didn’t sleep?”

“I was thinking through some things,” Klein replied with a smile,
feeling light and relaxed.

Melissa thought for a moment and then said, “Whenever I encoun-
ter problems, I list out the pros and cons one by one and compare
them. That way, I get a sense of what I should do next.”
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“What a good habit. That’s exactly what I did,” Klein said, still smiling.

Melissa’s expression relaxed, and she didn’t say anything more.
Holding a large sheet of yellowish paper and her toiletries, she headed
to the bathroom.

After breakfast, and following his sister’s departure, Klein didn’t
rush out immediately. Instead, he took a good nap. From what he
knew, nearly all pubs were closed before noon.

At two o’clock in the afternoon, he carefully cleaned and smoothed
out his top hat with a handkerchief and a small brush. Then, dressed
in a full suit as if heading for an interview, he left the flat.

Besik Street was a little far. Afraid of missing the “working hours”
of the Nighthawks, he opted not to walk but instead waited for a
coach at the end of Ironcross Street.

In the Loen Kingdom, coach carriages were categorized into two
types: on-track and off-track.

The off-track coaches were traditional horse-drawn carriages,
each pulled by two horses. They could seat about twenty passengers,
including an upper deck. These coaches had no fixed routes or desig-
nated stops. They operated flexibly, allowing passengers to hail and
board anywhere along their path unless they were full.

The on-track coaches, operated by the Rail Coach Company,
required rails embedded into major streets. The horses moved within
the inner lane, while the wheels ran along the tracks on either side.
This design reduced labor costs and allowed for larger double-decker
coaches that could carry nearly fifty passengers. However, their
routes and stops were fixed, making them less flexible and limiting
access to certain locations.

After ten minutes, the sound of wheels clanking against tracks
reached his ears. A double-decker coach stopped at Ironcross Street
station.

“To Besik Street,” Klein told the driver.

“You'll need to transfer at Champagne Street. But from there, it’s only
about a ten-minute walk to Besik Street,” the coach driver explained.

“I'll go to Champagne Street then,” Klein nodded.
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“That’s over four kilometers, so the fare is four pence,” said a
young, fair-faced worker beside the driver, extending his hand.

He was the fare collector.

“Sure thing.” Klein fished out four copper pennies from his pocket
and handed them over. Boarding the carriage, he found plenty of
empty seats, even on the first level.

1 only have three pennies left on me now, so I'll have to walk back...,
Klein thought, pressing his hat down on his head as he sat down.

On this level, most of the men and women were well-dressed and
sitting properly. Some were in work clothes, leisurely reading news-
papers. The atmosphere was quiet. Almost no one spoke.

Klein closed his eyes, choosing to meditate and conserve his
energy. He remained oblivious to the comings and goings of passen-
gers. Station after station passed until he finally heard the call.

“Champagne Street.”

After alighting from the coach, he made a few inquiries before
finally arriving at Besik Street.

There, he saw the pub with the brownish-yellow logo featuring a
hound.

Klein reached out his right hand and gave the door a forceful push.
It slowly swung open, allowing a wave of uproarious noise and an
impetuous burst of heat to rush out.

Though it was still afternoon, the pub was already bustling with
customers. Some were temporary workers seeking job opportunities,
while others were simply idling away their time, numbing themselves
with alcohol.

The pub was dimly lit. In the center, there were two large iron cages
with their bottom third sunken deep into the ground without any
gaps. Patrons holding wooden mugs surrounded them—sometimes
talking loudly while laughing, and sometimes cursing just as loud.

After giving the space a curious glance, Klein found two dogs
in separate cages. There was a black and white dog, similar to the
huskies found on Earth. The other was wholly black, with sleek and
shiny fur, looking healthy and fierce.
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“Wanna place a bet?” A short man wearing a brown beret sidled
up to Klein and gestured toward the black dog. “Doug’s won eight
games in a row!”

Klein was taken aback at first, but the realization dawned on him
immediately.

“Dogfighting?”

Back at Khoy University, the students of noble and wealthy families
would often ask him—half out of curiosity, half out of mockery—
if the lower-class workers and unemployed hooligans entertained
themselves with boxing, gambling, cockfighting, and dogfighting in
pubs, alongside betting on card games and other crude spectacles.

The short man smirked. “Mister, we're civilized people. We don’t
engage in such undignified activities.” Then, lowering his voice, he
muttered, “Besides, they passed a law last year banning that kind of
thing...”

“Then what are you betting on?” Klein asked, intrigued.

“The better hunter.”

Just as the short man finished speaking, a loud commotion erupted
from the gathered crowd. Turning to look, he excitedly waved his
hands at Klein.

“This round’s already started! You can’t place a bet anymore. Better
wait for the next one.”

Hearing that, Klein stood on his tiptoes and craned his neck for a
better view.

He saw two strong men dragging large sacks to the side of the
cages. When they reached the doors, they unfastened the sacks and
dumped their contents into the enclosures.

Countless gray vermin poured out.

Klein squinted, trying to make out the creatures. Then it clicked—
mice. More than a hundred of them!

The iron cages were sunken deep into the ground and sealed on all
sides, giving the frantic rodents no means of escape. Panicked, they
scurried in all directions, seeking an exit that didn’t exist.

Just as the cage doors clanked shut, the dogs were unchained.
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Woof?

The black dog, Doug, lunged forward instantly, snapping up a
mouse in one bite and killing it in an instant.

The black-and-white dog, on the other hand, froze in place, appear-
ing dazed and confused. Then, rather than hunting, it began playing
excitedly with the mice, batting them around like toys.

The crowd roared. Some clenched their mugs with intense concen-
tration, while others shouted hoarsely:

“Bite it! Kill it!”

“Doug! Doug!”

...INo way are these dogs actually expected to catch mice...!

Klein belatedly realized what was happening, and the corner of his
mouth twitched.

Where he came from, “dogs who catch mice” was an insult for
those who wouldn’t mind their own business.

Yet here, people were gambling on which dog could catch the most
mice.

Maybe they even bet on the exact number caught...

No wonder people were purchasing live rats on Ironcross Street...

What a unique pastime. ..

Klein shook his head, chuckling, as he backed away from the rau-
cous crowd. He maneuvered along the edge of the drinking patrons
until he reached the bar.

The bartender, who was wiping down a wooden mug, spared Klein
a glance.

“New here?” he asked. “One penny for a mug of rye beer. Two for
Enmat beer. Four for Southweir beer. Or maybe you’d like a glass of
pure malt lanch?”

“I'm looking for Mr. Wright,” Klein said, not beating around the bush.

The bartender whistled and turned to the side.

“Old Man, someone’s looking for you.”

! Note: This is not an invention of the author but an actual legal blood sport known as rat-
baiting back in the Victorian era.
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“Mm-hmm... Who isit...?” A slurred voice responded as an intox-
icated old man stood up from behind the bar.

He rubbed his eyes, squinting at Klein before grumbling, “Young
lad, you looking for me?”

“Yes, Mr. Wright. I’d like to hire a small mercenary squad for a
mission,” Klein said, repeating Dunn’s instructions.

The bartender chuckled. “Mercenaries? What, you think you're liv-
ing in an adventure novel? That sort of thing hasn’t existed for ages!”

Wright, however, went quiet for a few seconds before saying, “Who
told you to come here looking for that?”

“Dunn. Dunn Smith.”

At that, Wright immediately broke into laughter.

“I see... You know, mercenaries still exist, just in a different form,
with a more contemporary name. You can find them on the second
floor of No. 36 Jutland Street.”

“Thank you very much,” Klein said sincerely. He turned and
squeezed his way out of the pub.

Just before he stepped outside, he heard the crowd around the
cages suddenly fall silent, leaving only murmurs of disbelief.

“I can’t believe Doug actually lost...”

“..Lost...”

Klein shook his head, amused.

He quickly strode off and, asking around, found his way to nearby
Jutland Street.

“Thirty... thirty-two... thirty-four... Here.”

Klein counted the house numbers as he approached No. 36 Jutland
Street and its front steps.

Ascending the next stairwell, he turned at the landing and slowly
climbed farther.

Finally, his eyes fell on a vertical sign hanging outside the door.

BLACKTHORN SECURITY COMPANY



BLACKTHORN SECURITY COMPANY

Upon seeing the signboard, Klein felt a little surprised yet found it
completely reasonable.

It made perfect sense.

He shook his head with a laugh, then continued up the steps and
knocked lightly on the half-closed door.

Knock! Knock! Knock!

The sound echoed slowly yet rhythmically.

No response.

Only a steady clicking sound could be heard from within.

Knock! Knock! Knock!

Klein repeated his knocks, but the result remained the same.

Instead of waiting, he pushed the door open slightly, making the
gap larger as he peered inside.

A set of classical-looking sofas for receiving guests was arranged
neatly alongside a soft fabric armchair and a wooden coffee table.

Behind a desk sat a brown-haired girl, her head bowed, nodding
off.

Even if the “security company” bit is just a front, this seems a little too
unprofessional. ..

How long has this place been out of business?
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Well, I guess you guys don’t really need any business. ..

Klein sighed inwardly and walked closer before knocking lightly
on the desk beside the girl s ear.

Knock! Knock!

The brown-haired girl shot up immediately, scrambling to grab the
newspaper in front of her and covering her face with it.

“Tingen City Honest Paper”... Nice name.

Klein silently read the title on the front page.

“The Soaring Express steam train, put into service today, directly
connects to Constant...”

The girl, pretending to read, murmured, “Seriously? Why can’t they
have one that goes straight to Desi Bay? I'd really rather not travel by
ship again. It’s absolutely dreadful... Oh, who might you be?”

Lowering the paper, she revealed a smooth forehead and a pair
of light brown eyes. Her gaze landed on Klein with an ingratiating
expression that quickly turned to surprise.

Klein removed his hat and held it to his chest as he gave a slight
bow.

“Hello, my name is Klein Moretti. I'm here at the invitation of Mr.
Dunn Smith.”

The brown-haired girl looked to be in her early twenties, dressed in
a Loen-style, light green dress adorned with lace at the sleeves, collar,
and chest. Her pretty features were complemented by her delicate
attire.

“The captain... All right, wait here for a moment. I'll go ask him.”

She scurried away and disappeared through a door beside her.

Klein smiled faintly as he waited, standing in place.

She didn’t even offer me a cup of water... The level of service aware-
ness here is truly concerning...

He didn’t bother sitting on the sofa or armchair.

A couple of minutes later, the brown-haired girl reappeared, offer-
ing him a sweet smile.

“Mr. Moretti, please follow me. The captain is on duty at Chanis
Gate today and can’t leave at the moment.”
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“Okay.”

As Klein followed her, a question lingered in his mind.

Chanis Gate—uwhat could that be?

Stepping through the door, the first thing Klein noticed was a
short corridor lined with three offices on each side.

Some of the doors were tightly shut.

Others were wide open, revealing workers typing rapidly on heavy
mechanical typewriters.

At a glance, Klein spotted a familiar figure:

The young officer who had searched his flat the other day.

The man with dark hair, green eyes, and the air of a romantic poet.

Except this time, he wasn’t dressed in a suit.

His white-collared shirt was untucked from his trousers, giving
him a disheveled, almost carefree look.

Maybe be really is a poet...

Klein nodded in greeting.

The officer smiled in return.

The brown-haired girl pushed open the door to an office on the
left, then turned to Klein with a smile.

“We still have to go down a few flights.”

The office had no furniture or decor. Only a grayish-white stone stair-
case extending downward. Elegant gas lamps lined the walls, their stable
glow dispelling the darkness and lending a sense of tranquility.

Ahead of Klein, the receptionist walked carefully, keeping her gaze
on the steps as she descended.

“Even though I walk here often, I'm still afraid of falling and tum-
bling down like a barrel,” she admitted. “You know, that’s exactly
what Leonard did once.”

She chuckled.

“The first day he became a Sleepless—before he had fully mastered
his new abilities—he tried to rush down these stairs, bolting ahead.
And then...he rolled down like a barrel. Ha-ha-ha! I laugh whenever
I think about it. Oh! Yes, it was that guy. The one who greeted you
just now.”
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“That was three years ago. Speaking of which, I've been with the
Nighthawks for five years. I was only seventeen when I joined...”

She continued chatting freely, carefully picking her steps, but then
she suddenly smacked her forehead discreetly as though remember-
ing something.

“I forgot to introduce myself! 'm Rosanne. My father was an
official member of the Nighthawks, but he died on a mission five
years ago.

“I suppose we’ll be colleagues from now on. Errr, yes, I think col-
league is the right word... We're not teammates since neither of us is
a Beyonder.”

“I’d be honored, but it depends on what Mr. Smith says,” Klein
replied politely, scanning the enclosed space around him. A cool
dampness emanated from the stone walls, dispelling the summer
heat.

“Don’t worry. The fact that he told you to come here means the
captain has already approved. I've always been a little afraid of
him, even though he’s very amiable and caring. Almost like a father
to me.

“I don’t know why, but I'm still a little scared of him.”

She spoke as if there was a piece of candy in her mouth.

Klein chuckled. “Isn’t it normal to be afraid of your father?”

“You're right,” Rosanne agreed, holding the wall as they rounded a
bend in the staircase.

As they finished descending the winding stairs, the stone-paved
floor came into view.

They stepped into a long corridor, lined with metal-grated gas
lamps casting their elongated shadows onto the walls.

Klein keenly noticed that every few meters, there was a Sacred
Emblem of Darkness—the symbol of the Evernight Goddess.

A deep black field, dotted with sparkling embellishments, clus-
tered around a crimson half-moon.

At first glance, they seemed unremarkable, yet walking between
them filled Klein with an odd sense of serenity.
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Even Rosanne, who had been chattering endlessly before, fell com-
pletely silent.

Soon, an intersection appeared ahead.

Rosanne briefly introduced the paths:

“The left leads to Saint Selena Cathedral.”

“The right takes you to the armory, storeroom, and archives.”

“And straight ahead...” She gestured forward. “That’s Chanis
Gate.”

Saint Selena Cathedral? So that means Jutland Street is just behind
Red Moon Road?

Saint Selena Cathedral on Red Moon Road was the Tingen head-
quarters of the Church of Evernight—a sacred ground where all
nearby parishioners congregated.

Together with the Holy Numeris Cathedral of the Church of
Steam and Machinery in the suburbs and the River and Sea Cathe-
dral of the Church of Storms in northern Tingen, it formed one of
the three pillars of religion in the city and its affiliated towns.

Still, aware that his clearance level was limited, Klein remained
silent.

They passed the intersection and continued straight.

Less than a minute later, a massive iron double door carved with
seven sacred emblems loomed before them.

It was black, heavy, cold, and intimidating; like a giant standing
guard in the darkness.

“This is Chanis Gate.”

Then, pointing at a room beside it, Rosanne added, “The captain’s
inside. You can go in yourself.”

“Yes, thank you.” Klein nodded politely.

From an open window, light gently spilled out of the room in front
of Chanis Gate, illuminating the dim corridor.

Taking a deep breath to calm himself, Klein lifted his hand and
knocked.

Knock! Knock! Knock!

“Come in.” He heard Dunn Smith’s deep and amiable voice.
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Klein gently pushed open the slightly ajar door.

Inside, the only furniture consisted of a table and four chairs.

Dunn Smith, dressed in the same black trench coat from the night
before, sat at the table. A gold watch chain dangled near his front
button as he leisurely read the newspaper.

Looking up, he set the paper down and gave Klein a small smile.

“Have a seat. Have you thought it through? Are you certain you
want to join us?”

Klein removed his hat, gave him a polite bow, and then sat by the
table. He nodded slowly.

“Yes, I am certain.”

Dunn pulled open a drawer and retrieved a bundle of paper.

“Then take a look at this pact. Ha, I suppose people prefer to call it
a contract these days.”

Klein took the documents and carefully examined them.

There weren’t many clauses, and most of them had already been
mentioned by Dunn.

The main focus was on the confidentiality clause. Any violations
would be tried in the tribunal courts of the Church of Evernight,
bypassing the king’s court entirely.

It was similar to a military court-martial, where soldiers and ofh-
cers were subject to their own laws.

A five-year pact... Two pounds and ten soli per week, plus a ten-
soli subsidy as compensation for the risk and confidentiality..., Klein
thought it through carefully as he read and answered with a solemn
expression, “I have no problem with it.”

“Then you can sign it,” Dunn said as he pointed to the dark red
fountain pen and ink.

Klein picked up the pen, tested it briefly on a scrap of wastepaper,
and drew in a quiet breath.

Then, with deliberate strokes, he signed his name:

Klein Moretti

Lacking a personal stamp, he pressed his thumbprint onto the con-
tract instead.
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Dunn retrieved the signed contracts, took out a stamp from his
drawer, and marked the end of both documents along with key
sections.

Then, standing up, he returned a copy to Klein and extended his
hand.

“Welcome. From now on, you are one of us.”

He added lightly, “Please note that the contract itself must also be
kept confidential.”

Klein stood as well, taking the contract with one hand while shak-
ing Dunnss hand with the other.

“So...should I address you as Captain now?”

“Yes.”

Dunn’s gray eyes seemed deeper in the dim lighting.

After the handshake, they both sat down again.

Klein glanced at the stamp on the contract, which read:

“Nighthawk Squad, Tingen City, Awashire, Loen Kingdom ”

Chuckling, he remarked, “I didn’t expect you to use a name like
Blackthorn Security Company as a disguise.”

“Actually, we have other signage.” Dunn pulled out a piece of paper
from the drawer.

It was stamped with the dual stamps of the municipal government
and the police department. The contents were as follows:

“The first four units,” Dunn began, “are regular police units han-
dling general security, like VIP protection or securing important
locations. The rest deal with supernatural incidents within the coun-
ty’s cities.

“Our unit is responsible for incidents related to the followers of
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the Evernight Goddess in Tingen. If the incident involves different
sects, then we delegate the case by geographical area. We are mainly
responsible for Northside, Westside, and the Golden Plane area.

“Unit Six of the Mandated Punishers squad under the Church of
Storms is in charge of the piers, Eastside, and Southside. The univer-
sity town and the suburbs are under Unit Five, which is the Machinery
Hivemind squad in Tingen.”

“Right.” Klein had no questions about it. He then laughed. “What
happens if someone really comes here because of the ‘Blackthorn
Security Company’ sign and requests our services?”

“We take them, as long as it doesn’t interfere with our real work,”
Dunn said slowly and with good humor.

“Any earnings go toward bonuses, so our members are quite happy
to accept such jobs. Of course, minor cases, like finding lost dogs
and cats, have already been taken over by private detectives.”

“How many people are there in this Nighthawk squad?” Klein
asked since they were on this topic.

“There aren’t many supernatural incidents, and there are even
fewer Beyonders. In all of Tingen, there are only six official members
of the Nighthawks, including me.”

He added, “As for office staff...including you, we now have six.”

Klein nodded.

After a brief pause, he finally asked the question that had been
weighing on his mind the most.

“Captain, what did you mean by Beyonders losing control? Why
do they lose control?”



Upon hearing Klein’s question, Dunn gazed out the window toward
the corridor leading to Chanis Gate.

He reached into his coat and retrieved his pipe, stuffing it with a
mixture of tobacco and mint leaves.

Bringing it to his nose, he took a deep whiff. His voice turned
reflective, drifting as he said, “Only at home can I enjoy the exquisite
flavors of tobacco mixed with mint leaves without any reservations...
Klein, do you know about the creation myth?”

Klein nodded, recalling fragmented memories from the original
Klein.

“Of course. When I was in Sunday school, we learned to read using
The Revelation of Evernight. In particular, the chapters ‘Book of Wis-
dom’ and ‘Letters from the Saints’ mention the myth of creation.”

Then, with deliberate care, he began to recite the story from
memory.

“The Creator awoke from within the Chaos, shattering the darkness
and creating the first ray of light. He then fused Himself into the uni-
verse and transformed into all of existence. His body became the land
and stars. One of His eyes became the sun, and the other the crimson
moon. Some of His blood rushed forth and became the rivers and
oceans, nourishing and nurturing lives...”
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Klein subconsciously paused when he said that. Partly because the
relevant memories were a blur and partly because it was very similar
to the Chinese creation myth of Pangu.

Do myths across worlds tend to converge like this...?

Noticing that Klein seemed to have trouble, Dunn smiled and con-
tinued for him, “His lungs turned into the elves; His heart turned
into the giants; His liver turned into the treants; His head turned into
the dragons; His kidneys turned into the feathered serpents; His hair
turned into the phoenixes; His ears turned into the eldritch wolves;
His mouth and teeth turned into the mutants; and His remain-
ing bodily fluids turned into the sea monsters, the most precious of
His liquid turning into the naga. His stomach and intestines, as well
as His parts of malice turned into demons, evil spirits and various
wicked unknown beings. His mind became the Eternal Blazing Sun,
the Lord of Storms, and the God of Knowledge and Wisdom...”

Klein finished the last sentence. “His wisdom gave birth to human-
ity, making way for the First Epoch, the Age of Chaos.” He found it a
little funny—and a little ridiculous.

As a keyboard folklorist, it was the first time he’d heard a creation
myth that had been arranged in such great detail. It was so detailed
that almost every prominent race corresponded very specifically to a
particular body part of the Creator.

Sure sounds like the Creator was giving out body parts like gifts on a
talk show.

Furthermore, it was not only the canon of the Evernight Goddess
that mentioned this. The Churches of the Lord of Storms and the
God of Steam and Machinery also had similar descriptions. They
were not elevating themselves while demeaning other gods...

This either meant that the creation myth was real or hinted at the
fact that the major churches had agreed to a consensus before the Fifth
Epoch after undergoing long periods of conflict and compromise...

A sudden thought struck Klein.

He frowned and voiced his question aloud:

“I do have a small problem with that. Why were the Eternal
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Blazing Sun, Lord of Storms, and God of Knowledge and Wisdom
born directly from the Creator’s mind, yet the Goddess wasn’t?”

In The Revelation of Evernight’s recordings of prehistoric times,
the Evernight Goddess had only awoken at the end of the Second
Epoch. Together with the Lord of Storms, Eternal Blazing Sun,
and other gods, she’d protected and helped humanity survive the
Great Cataclysm. It was also known as the Third Epoch, the Age of
Cataclysm.

It was during that time that the Earth Mother and the God of
Combat appeared as well. Meanwhile, the God of Steam and
Machinery, whose original name was the God of Craftsmanship, did
not appear until the Fourth Epoch.

From a historical perspective, this seemed to imply a hierarchy
among the gods.

Those who were more ancient were considered more orthodox.

This was a long-standing concern among Evernight followers.

Dunn Smith held his pipe in one hand, and instead of answering,
he returned with a command. “Repeat the Goddess’s full title.”

Klein immediately regretted asking the question.

He racked his brains and tried his best to recall:

“The Evernight Goddess stands higher than the starry sky and is
more eternal than eternity. She is also the Master of Crimson, the
Mother of Secrets, the Queen of Fear and Calamity, and the Lord of
Repose and Silence.”

Thankfully, Klein’s mother had been a devout believer of the Ever-
night Goddess.

Before her passing, she had recited this prayer every evening and
before every meal.

Even though the memories of the original Klein were now mere
fragments, not all had been lost.

“What does the Master of Crimson symbolize?” Dunn asked with
a guiding tone.

“The red moon.” The moment Klein answered, he immediately
understood.
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“And which part of the Creator did the red moon come from?”
asked Dunn with a smile.

The answer was instantly clear.

“A single eye!”

Klein and Dunn exchanged a knowing look and grinned.

This was in no way less impressive than the Lord of Storms, who
was formed from only a third of the Creator s mind!

As for the churches of the Earth Mother and the God of Com-
bat, they likely had similar explanations. However, the God of Steam
and Machinery had been “born” too late for such justifications. Their
church had remained weak for the past thousand years until the inven-
tion of the steam engine, which allowed them to seize the opportunity
to truly stand beside the other gods.

Dunn stroked his pipe thoughtfully and spoke again.

“Humanity was born from the wisdom of the Creator. Thus, we
possess intelligence but lack other fantastical abilities. However,
from the creation myth, we can draw a simple yet clear conclusion:
Everything stems from the same origin.”

“The same origin...,” Klein repeated the last few words.

“According to this conclusion, humans who are protected by the
gods to be able to resist giants, demons, and the mutants gradually
figured out means to obtain the power of the Beyonders. They do
that by using the corresponding parts of evil spirits, dragons, mon-
sters, magical trees, flowers, or crystals and combining them with
other materials to make potions. By consuming and absorbing the
potion, one will gain various powers. This is common knowledge
among students of mysticism.”

Dunn didn’t elaborate in great detail and only gave a brief intro-
duction. “In this process, our ancestors relied on painful lessons to
discover that if someone directly consumes high-level or unconven-
tional potions, there are three possible outcomes.”

“Which three?” Klein pressed curiously.

“The first is mental death and a complete breakdown of a body.
Every piece of flesh would become a terrifying monster. In the second,
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their personality would be changed by the powers contained in the
potion. They would become cold, sensitive, irascible, cruel, and apa-
thetic. As for the third, well...” Dunn put down his pipe and picked
up a porcelain cup, taking a sip. “Fermo coffee from the Paz Valley
is bitter but very fragrant. It leaves a splendid aftertaste. Would you
like some?”

“I prefer coffee from the Feynapotter highlands. Of course, I have
only drank it a few times at Welch’s home.” Klein politely declined.
“What’s the third outcome?”

“Insanity, to go mad on the spot, becoming more devilish than
the devil. This is what it means to lose control.” Dunn emphasized the
words lose control.

Without waiting for Klein to say a word, he put down his coffee
cup and continued, “After a long period of experimentation and
exploration, together with the emergence of the Blasphemy Slate,
humans have finally perfected the potion system. We developed a
tiered system of stable progression paths. This system is known as
the Sequences. The lower the Sequence number, the higher the level
of the potion. Today, the seven major churches each control at least
one complete Sequence. Besides that, there are also incomplete paths
they’ve gathered over the past hundreds or thousands of years.”

“The Blasphemy Slate?” Klein perked up at the term. At the tarot
gathering, The Hanged Man had also brought it up!

According to The Hanged Man, the Blasphemy Slate was the key
to the formation and completion of the potion system.

But Dunn’s explanation seemed different.

“Those were things made up by some wicked gods. As for which
era it first appeared, what it contains, or what’s so special about it, I
am unsure as well,” Dunn said vaguely. “If you discover any clues,
you should report them to me immediately. It deserves the highest
level of response. Just now, I mentioned one of the ways Beyonders
lose control. I'll now tell you the remaining four.”

“Yes, I am all ears.” Klein pushed the question of the Blasphemy
Slate to the back of his mind and listened attentively.
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“Although humans are born with clever minds, we lack extraordi-
nary powers, but that is not an absolute statement. There are always a
few lucky ones, or perhaps I should call them unlucky. They are born
with above-average spiritual perception. Yes, it refers to one’s affinity
for spirits. They can hear voices that others cannot and see things
that remain invisible to the rest of us.”

While Dunn spoke, he looked at the relatively vacant room around
him and watched Klein shiver with goosebumps. “In other words,
they are equivalent to half a Sequence Nine Beyonder, with fixed char-
acteristics. Oh, incidentally, nine is the lowest rank in the Sequence...
In short, they can only choose their corresponding, fixed Sequence
path. If they consume other potions, the side effects might range from
mental disorders to a loss of control or, even worse, death.”

“Got it.” Klein nodded slowly.

“The third kind is similar to the second kind. Once you choose a
Sequence, you can only go down that one path. There is no turning
back. If you attempt to consume a potion from another Sequence,
the effects will be catastrophic.

“You will acquire mixed, unstable, and warped powers. Perhaps
you will become sensitive and volatile...or bloodthirsty and cruel...
or silent and melancholic.

“And there is only one such opportunity for divergence. After that,
regardless of if you consume the potions from the original path or
potions in the present Sequence, the only result is a loss of control,
which will either lead to mental death, a physical bodily breakdown
into monsters, or even transformation into an evil spirit.” As Dunn
continued, he lifted his coffee cup to take another sip.

Klein, alarmed and fearful after hearing this, fell silent for a few
seconds before asking, “And what about the fourth kind?”

“The fourth kind, ha. That is actually the most common one.
When we consume potions to gain powers that originally belonged
to extraordinary beings, we undergo an unnatural transformation.
Therefore, we will more or less be affected by the residual spiritual
powers inherent to the original ingredients. While perhaps the
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symptoms might not manifest and are undetectable to others, they
will still affect the mind. Rush to consume a higher rank potion in
the Sequence before fully mastering the extraordinary powers the
potion brings and eliminating the subtle traces of its effect, and the
madness will accumulate, and so too the possibility of losing con-
trol...,” Dunn suddenly trailed off.

After a short pause, he said with a sigh, “As per our internal rules
in the Nighthawks, even if a teammate makes a great contribution,
they must have consumed their last potion at least three years prior
before advancing to the next Sequence. Even so, there are still many
who lose control every year.”

How terrifying..., Klein thought. He drew in a deep breath and
asked, “Then what about the final kind?”

There was no trace of a smile despite Dunn’s curved lips.

“The fifth kind is also a common reason for losing control. Beyon-
ders possess an enhanced spiritual perception. The higher the rank in
the Sequence, the more enhanced their perception. Therefore, they
can hear what others cannot hear, see what others cannot see, and
encounter things others would never run into. They are constantly
enticed by mystery and bewitched by illusions. If they experience a
great shock or give in to greed and desire, they will slowly go down
the path of losing control.”

As he spoke, Dunn looked straight at Klein, his gray eyes reflecting
Klein’s figure. Voice bleak, he continued, “Archbishop Chanis, the
founder of the modern institution of Nighthawks, once said, “We are
guardians, but we are also a bunch of miserable wretches in a con-
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“We are guardians, but we are also a bunch of miserable wretches in a
constant struggle against danger and madness.”

The corridor outside the window was sealed, and its walls were
ice-cold. The room was illuminated by bright yellow lights. Dunn
Smith’s voice echoed in the enclosed space, tolling over and over in
Klein’s mind. It left him temporarily at a loss for words.

Dunn shook his head and smiled when he saw Klein remain silent.
“Does that disappoint you? Beyonders are not what you imagine
them to be. We've always walked side by side with danger.”

“There is always a price for power,” Klein answered in an even tone
after recovering from his shock.

It was true that he had never imagined that behind the halo of the
unusual and the extraordinary aspects of a Beyonder, there would
be such hidden threats. Perhaps it was because he had only heard
descriptions without witnessing them firsthand or because he had
already been sucked into this vortex, with strange occurrences ready
to befall him at any moment. Either way, Klein was soon able to
bring his fear, unease, worry, and apprehension under control.

Of course, the thought of shrinking back was inevitable; it lin-
gered in his mind, refusing to leave.

“Not bad. Very mature and rational...” Dunn finished the last
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mouthful of coffee and added, “Also, Beyonders are not as powerful
as you imagine them to be, especially ones high in the Sequence.
Ha, why do we use one’ to represent the highest rank while ‘nine’ is
the lowest? Its against all logic and intuition. The low Sequence we
often mention refers to a low rank but a high number. It’s the start-
ing point of the Sequence.

“All right, where was I? Yes, Beyonders are not as powerful as you
imagine. A low-rank Beyonders power is no match for firearms,
much less cannons. They are just more unpredictable and difficult
to defend against in some aspects compared to firearms. If you ever
have the chance to become a Beyonder, you should carefully consider
what I've said today. Do not make a rash decision.”

Klein gave a self-deprecating smile. “I don’t even know when T’ll
have the chance.”

He felt that if an opportunity presented itself, he wouldn’t miss
it. The risk of consuming the wrong potion or one too high in the
Sequence could mostly be avoided. The main danger lay in the subtle
influences of the potions and the unknown things one might see and
hear after an upgrade in spiritual perception.

For the former, he could draw on the experiences of those who came
before him. As long as he wasn’t in a rush to advance and steadily
worked to gain mastery over his powers, the chances of losing con-
trol were relatively low. Furthermore, he had taken this step with the
primary goals of resolving the underlying dangers he currently faced,
understanding the essential principles of mysticism, and finding a
way to return home. His aim was not to climb to a higher Sequence
rank. If it was that easy to lose control, he would simply abandon the
idea of advancement. He could stay at his current Sequence level and
rely on knowledge to strategize his way back.

As for the other potential risks, he didn’t need further lectures. Klein
still remembered the murmurs by his ear during the luck-enhancement
ritual as if it were yesterday. Those voices had nearly driven him mad,
threatening to make his head explode. It wasn’t something he could
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avoid simply by choosing not to be a Beyonder. In that case, it was bet-
ter to hold onto the power he could use to defend himself.

With this in mind, Klein felt the pros clearly outweighed the cons.
His thoughts of withdrawing almost disappeared.

Dunn picked up his pipe again, his gray eyes carrying a trace of a
smile.

“I can’t give you a definite answer on that. To become a Beyonder,
first, you must make enough contributions. Perhaps tomorrow or the
day after, you’ll decipher some critical ancient documents or provide
valuable guidance on one of our cases. Second, it depends on whether
the higher-ups have any new ideas. No one can be sure of that.

“In any case, I believe you now understand quite a bit about Beyon-
ders and won’t be making any rash decisions in the future. Now I’ll
tell you about the Nighthawk team’s office duties.”

He stood up and walked to the door, pointing in the opposite direc-
tion of Chanis Gate. “We have an accountant and someone responsible
for procuring necessities, collecting supplies from the church and the
police department, and occasionally acting as a carriage driver. They
are both professionals and don’t need to take shifts, so they get Sun-
days off.

“The other three office staff members are Rosanne, Brett, and Old
Neil. Their jobs include receiving visitors, keeping the rooms tidy,
writing and organizing case files, and maintaining inventory lists.
They also guard the armory, storeroom, and archives, strictly enforc-
ing the registration process for anyone wishing to enter, remove an
item, or return it. Each of them has one day off per week, excluding
Sundays. They negotiate among themselves for night shift and rest
day arrangements.”

“Will I be doing the same tasks as Rosanne and the others?” Klein
swept away his thoughts about Beyonders and focused on confirm-
ing his job responsibilities.

“No, you don’t need to. You are a professional,” Dunn said with
a smile. “You currently have two tasks. First, every morning or
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afternoon, take a stroll outside. Focus on the various streets that lead
from the Welch residence to yours.”

“What?” Klein was dumbfounded.

What kind of job is this?

Is it really professional?

Dunn inserted his hands into the pockets of his black trench coat
and said, “After you confirmed that you had lost your memories, the
case on Welch and Naya was considered closed. Similarly, the Anti-
gonus family’s diary has vanished completely. We suspect that you
took it with you at the time and might have stashed it away some-
where on your way home. That might explain why we found no clues
in your flat. It’s also likely the reason you weren’t at the scene but
instead chose to commit suicide at home.

“Although you were influenced by mystical forces and have forgotten
that piece of your memory, the human spirit and brain are fascinating.
There may still be residual traces. Daly might not have been able to
retrieve them as a medium, but that doesn’t mean they don’t exist. Per-
haps you'll feel a sense of deja vu at a familiar or critical location. 7hat s
what we’re hoping for.”

“I see.” Klein was enlightened.

The Nighthawks” deduction of the diary’s location was indeed rea-
sonable. He was the only one alive among those present at the time.
Only he had both the opportunity and motive to take the diary and
hide it on his way back!

“If you can find the diary this way, it will likely be enough of an
achievement for you to become a Beyonder.” Dunn encouraged him,
indirectly revealing the diary’s importance.

“I hope so.” Klein nodded.

Dunn shifted the topic back to work. “Your second task is to take
one day off every week. For now, you can decide which day. When
you’re not out of the office on workdays, go to our archives and read
through our canon and literature. That is the job of a professional
historian. Once you've finished reading everything, you’ll begin tak-
ing shifts with Old Neil and the others.”
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“Yes, no problem.” Klein quietly heaved a sigh of relief.

That doesn’t sound so difficult. ..

At that moment, Dunn turned slightly and pointed to the black
iron double doors engraved with seven sacred emblems. “This is
Chanis Gate. It’s named after Archbishop Chanis, the founder of
the modern Nighthawks. There is one under the central cathedral
of every major city.

“Formal Nighthawk team members take turns guarding it. Addi-
tionally, at least two Keepers are stationed inside, sent by the church,
along with countless traps. You must not approach it under any cir-
cumstances. Misfortune will befall you.”

“That sounds scary,” Klein admitted.

“The area inside is divided into several zones. Stored within are
potion formulas for various Sequences and other magical materials.
It is also used to temporarily detain heretics, mutants, cultists, and
members of secret organizations. But don’t worry, ha-ha. They’re
eventually sent to the Holy Cathedral,” Dunn said in passing.

The Holy Cathedral? The Cathedral of Serenity, the headquarters of
the Church of Evernight, located in the county of Wintrester, north
of the kingdom? Klein nodded thoughtfully.

“In addition, there are all sorts of highly classified documents and
records inside the gate. When you've gained a higher clearance, you
might have the chance to read them.” Dunn hesitated for a moment
before adding, “At the bottommost level of Chanis Gate, there are
also sealed artifacts.”

“Sealed artifacts?” Klein repeated the term, mulling it over.

It sounded like a specialized term.

“Of the extraordinary items we’ve collected, some are simply too
important and powerful. If they were to fall into the wrong hands,
the destruction would be immense. Therefore, they must be kept
strictly confidential and under close watch. Even so, they can only be
used under special circumstances.

“Besides...” Dunn paused briefly before continuing. “Some of
them have very unique properties and even contain certain ‘living’
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characteristics. They can entice the Keepers, influence their sur-
roundings, attempt to escape, and cause catastrophic consequences.
They must be strictly controlled.”

“How fascinating,” Klein marveled.

“The Nighthawks headquarters has categorized these sealed arti-
facts into four grades. Grade Zero is Extremely Dangerous. These are
of the highest priority and the highest confidentiality. They are not
to be inquired about, disseminated, described, or spied upon. They
can only be sealed deep underground in the Holy Cathedral,” Dunn
explained in detail.

“Grade One is Highly Dangerous. These artifacts can be used in
limited ways. Their security clearance is restricted to diocesan bishops,
Nighthawk executives, and higher. The central cathedrals of diocesan
headquarters, such as Backlund, can hold one to two of these artifacts.
The rest must be handed over to the Holy Cathedral.

“Grade Two is Dangerous. They can be used with caution and
moderation. Security clearance requires one to be a bishop or a
Nighthawk team captain or higher. The central cathedrals in major
cities can keep three to five of these artifacts. The rest must be turned
in to the Holy Cathedral or the diocesan headquarters. Grade Three
is Somewhat Dangerous. They have to be used carefully and can only
be requested for operations that require three or more people... The
security clearance requires one member of the team to be a formal
member of the Nighthawks.

“In the future, when you read the relevant literature, you’ll under-
stand what they represent simply by their numbers. For instance,
2-125 is Dangerous Sealed Artifact No. 125.”

As Dunn spoke, he suddenly turned around and returned to the
room. He pulled a piece of paper from the bottom of a drawer.

“By the way, take a look at this. Three years ago, a newly appointed
archbishop lost control and somehow managed to storm through
layers of protection before vanishing mysteriously with a Grade
Zero sealed artifact. Look at this photo. If you ever find him, do
not alert or approach him. Just report back immediately. The chance
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of perishing in the line of duty against this man is one thousand
percent.”

“What?” Klein took the piece of paper. There was no heading, just
a black-and-white photo with a few lines of text.

The picture and description depicted Ince Zangwill wearing a
double-breasted black clergyman’s robe with a soft cap on his head.
His dark blond hair and deep blue eyes—so dark they were nearly
black—gave him a striking appearance. His high nose and tightly
pursed lips, combined with his smooth, wrinkle-free features, made
his face resemble a classical sculpture. The most distinctive feature,
however, was that he was blind in one eye.

“The description of the corrupted is so detailed, but the only
thing about the lost artifact is its serial number...,” Klein remarked
honestly.

“That’s because it falls under the highest security clearance. Infor-
mation about the search for Sealed Artifact 0-08 is only delivered
verbally, never written down. Besides, we have only the barest infor-
mation on it,” Dunn said with a sigh. “Artifact 0-08 appears to be an
ordinary writing quill but doesn’t require ink to write. That’s all we
know.”

Dunn did not delve further into the topic. He tugged at the golden
chain on his lapel, pulling out a glamorous pocket watch of the same
color. Clicking it open, he took a glance before pointing outside.

“I've told you everything you need to know. Go to the armory and
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find Old Neil. Have him arrange the specific literature you’ll need to
read. He is no ordinary office clerk. He was once a formal member of
the team, but due to his age, his failure to advance, and his declining
health, he can no longer go out on cases. Furthermore, he has no
desire to become an internal Keeper inside the gate or retire at home.
All he wants is to be surrounded by the literature in our archives.”



“Okay.” Klein bowed slightly as he put on his hat again. However,
his mind was preoccupied with imagining what Sealed Artifact 0-08
actually looked like.

It appears to be just your everyday quill?

It writes without ink?

Then what is its actual use? What makes it classified at the highest level
of confidentiality and deemed Extremely Dangerous?

Could it be a pen that kills anyone whose name is written with it?

No way, that would be far too overpowered. Ince Zangwill wouldn’t
have needed to run away and hide if that were the case....

Just as Klein turned to leave, Dunn suddenly called out to him.

“Just a moment. I forgot something.”

“What is it?” Klein turned his head, his expression puzzled.

Dunn tucked away his pocket watch and smiled. “Remember to
visit Mrs. Orianna, the accountant, and get a four-week advance on
your pay. A total of twelve pounds. After that, you'll continue to
receive half of your salary each week until the difference is covered.”

“That’s too much. There’s no need for that. I'd be okay with less,”
Klein replied instinctively.

He had no objection to receiving an advance. After all, he didn’t
even have enough to pay the fare for the coach ride back to his flat.
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However, receiving twelve whole pounds at once left him feeling a
little uneasy.

“No, its necessary,” Dunn said with a chuckle, shaking his head.
“Think about it. Do you really want to keep living in that apart-
ment? The one where you have to share a bathroom with so many
other tenants? Even if you're not thinking about yourself, you should
at least consider the lady of the house. Besides...”

He paused when he saw Klein nod in agreement, then smiled as
he sized him up and added meaningfully, “Besides, you also need a
walking stick and a new suit.”

Klein was taken aback for a second before realization dawned. His
face immediately burned with embarrassment. His suit was cheap
and of poor quality.

Typically, a top hat made of silk cost five to six soli. A bow tie
was three soli, a silver-inlaid walking stick was seven to eight soli,
and a shirt was three soli. Trousers, a vest, and a tailcoat combined
amounted to about seven pounds. Leather boots ranged from nine to
ten soli. Altogether, a proper gentleman’s outfit would cost upward of
eight pounds and seven soli. And of course, to truly present oneself
as a gentleman, a watch chain, pocket watch, and leather wallet were
also necessary.

Long ago, Benson and the original Klein had scrimped and saved
to set aside a little money. When they visited a clothing store to ask
about prices, they had run off without even bothering to haggle. In
the end, they each bought a set of clothes from a bargain shop near
Ironcross Street for less than two pounds total.

It was also because of that incident that the original Klein had a
lasting impression of clothing prices.

“O-okay,” Klein stammered in reply.

Like the original Klein, he couldn’t stand the thought of appearing
less than presentable.

Dunn took out his pocket watch again and clicked it open, taking
a quick glance.

“Perhaps you should go to Mrs. Orianna first? I know you’ll end
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up spending quite some time with Old Neil, and Mrs. Orianna will
likely be going home soon.”

“That’s a good idea.” Klein, keenly aware of his financial situation,
had no objections.

Dunn returned to the table and pulled on a few hanging ropes.
“I'll get Rosanne to take you there.”

The ropes moved, setting off a series of gears that turned and
shifted, producing a chime from a bell in the reception area of Black-
thorn Security Company. When Rosanne heard it from her desk, she
hurriedly stood up and carefully made her way down the stairs.

It didn’t take long before she appeared in front of Klein again.

Dunn humorously said, “Hope I didn’t disturb your rest. Ah, yes.
Please take Moretti to Mrs. Orianna.”

Rosanne pouted in secret but answered with a pleased smile, “Yes,
Captain.”

“That’s all?” Klein blurted out in surprise.

Shouldn’t the captain need to sign some kind of approval? Shouldn’t he
write something?

“Pardon?” Dunn responded, puzzled.

“I mean, don’t I need your signature to claim an advance payment
from Mrs. Orianna?” Klein tried his best to phrase it simply.

“Oh, no. There’s no need. Rosanne is proof enough.” Dunn pointed
at the brown-haired girl as he spoke.

Captain, it seems there’s almost zero oversight when it comes to our
financial management. ..

Klein resisted the urge to make a sarcastic remark and instead
turned to leave the room with Rosanne. Just then, Dunn called out
again.

“Wait, please. There’s one more thing.”

Can we please just get everything out of the way at once?

Klein turned back with a smile. “Yes, sir?”

Pressing a hand to his temple, Dunn said, “When you see Old
Neil, remember to pick up ten demon-hunting bullets.”

“Me? Demon-hunting bullets?” Klein asked in astonishment.
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“You still have Welch’s revolver, right? You don’t need to turn it
in” Dunn slipped a hand into his pocket and continued, “With
the demon-hunting bullets, if you run into any paranormal danger,
you’ll be able to protect yourself. Uh, at the very least, it’'ll give you
some courage.”

There was no need for that last part...

Klein had been worrying about this exact issue, so he answered
without hesitation, “All right. I'll remember!”

“This, however, will require a formal note. Give me a moment.”
Dunn sat down, picked up a dark red fountain pen, and hastily scrib-
bled out a note before signing and stamping it.

“Thank you, Captain.” Klein accepted it sincerely.

He slowly backed away before turning around—

“Hold on.”

... Captain, you look to be in your thirties. Why do you seem to exhibit
early symptoms of dementia?

Klein forced a smile and turned back. “Anything else?”

“I forgot earlier that you haven’t been trained in firearms, so just
having demon-hunting bullets wouldn’t do you much good. How
about collecting thirty normal bullets every day? Take the oppor-
tunity when you’re out to visit the underground shooting range at
No. 3 Jutland Street, at the end of the road. Most of it belongs to
the police department, but there’s a section reserved especially for us
Nighthawks.

“Oh, right, you'll also need to get a badge from Old Neil. Without
it, you won’t be allowed inside the range.”

Dunn smacked his forehead, took the note back from Klein, added
the information, and stamped it with another seal.

“Practice makes perfect. A good marksman is made with spent
bullets. Don’t take this lightly.” He handed the revised note back to
Klein.

“Got it.” Klein, always fearful of potential danger, was already
itching to visit the shooting range that very day.

He took two steps toward the door before carefully and slowly
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turning around again. After a moments hesitation, he asked, “Cap-
tain, is that really everything?”

“Yes.” Dunn nodded firmly.

Klein heaved a sigh of relief and walked straight out the door. As
he walked, he had to suppress the strong urge to turn back and ask,
“Are you absolutely sure there’s nothing else?”

He resisted the temptation and finally left the guard room
successfully.

“Captain has always been this way, always forgetting things,”
Rosanne said as she walked beside him, softly disparaging the cap-
tain. “Even my granny has a better memory than he does. Of course,
he only forgets the trivial stuff. Mm-hmm, yes, trivial stuff.

“Klein—oh, I guess I'll just call you by your name from now on—
Mrs. Orianna is a very affable person. She’s easy to get along with.
Her father is a watchmaker with excellent skills...”

Klein listened as the brown-haired girl prattled on while they
ascended the stairwell and returned to the upper floor. They found
Mrs. Orianna in the outermost office on the right-hand side.

She was a black-haired woman dressed in a long, ruffled gown.
Appearing to be in her thirties, she wore her curly hair in the latest
fashion. Her green eyes were bright and smiling, giving her a refined
and elegant air.

After Rosanne relayed Dunn Smith’s instructions, Mrs. Orianna
took out a note and wrote an advance payment slip.

“Sign here. Do you have a seal? If not, you can just leave a
thumbprint.”

“All right.” Klein went through the now-familiar procedures.

Orianna retrieved a copper key and unlocked the safe in the room.
As she counted out the pound notes, she smiled and said, “You're
lucky. We happen to have enough cash today.

“By the way, Klein, did Captain recruit you because you were
involved in an occult incident and because you have a special skill?”

“Yes, you have impeccable intuition.” Klein wasn’t stingy with his
praise.
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Orianna took out four banknotes, each printed with a light gray
background and deep black designs. After locking the safe, she
turned back with another smile.

“That’s because the same thing happened to me.”

“Really?” Klein expressed an appropriate level of surprise.

“Do you know about the serial killer who shocked all of Tingen
sixteen years ago?” Orianna asked as she handed over four gold-
pound notes.

“...Yes! The Bloody Butcher who killed five girls in a row—some
with their hearts taken out, others with their stomachs removed.
My mother used to scare my sister with those stories when we were
young,” Klein said after a moment of thought.

He accepted the notes, realizing that two were five-pound
denominations and the other two were one-pound denominations.
All of them had a gray background with black designs, their four
corners adorned with intricate motifs and special ink to prevent
counterfeiting.

The five-pound notes were slightly larger and bore the portrait of
Henry Augustus I, the direct ancestor of George III and the fifth
king of the Loen Kingdom. He wore a white hair band over his
round face, his slender eyes set in an unusually serious expression.
But to Klein, he looked rather adorable.

This is a five-pound note!

That’s nearly four weeks of Benson’s salary!

Meanwhile, the one-pound notes featured William Augustus VI,
the former king and father of George III. With his thick mustache
and commanding gaze, he had led Loen out of the shackles of old
traditions, restoring the kingdom’s status as a global power.

They were all good rulers, Klein thought, faintly inhaling the
delightful scent of the ink.

“Yes, if the Nighthawks hadn’t arrived in time, I would have been
the sixth victim.” Despite the passage of more than ten years, Mrs.
Orianna’s voice still carried a trace of lingering fear.

“I heard that the serial killer—I mean, the Butcher—was a
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Beyonder?” Klein asked as he carefully folded the banknotes and
tucked them into the inner pocket of his suit. He patted the area a
few times to make sure they were secure.

“Yes.” Mrs. Orianna nodded gravely. “He had killed even more
before that. He was only caught because he was preparing a demonic
ritual.”

“No wonder he wanted different organs... 'm sorry, Mrs. Ori-
anna, for making you recall such unpleasant memories,” Klein said
sincerely.

Orianna smiled. “I've long since stopped being afraid... Back then,
I was studying accountancy in business school. After that incident,
I've been here ever since. All right, I won’t keep you any longer. You
still need to see Old Neil.”

“Goodbye, ma’'am.” Klein took off his hat and bowed before leav-
ing the office. Before heading downstairs, he couldn’t help but pat
his inner pocket to make sure the twelve pounds were still there.

This time, when he reached the corridor’s intersection, he turned
right. It didn’t take long before he saw a half-closed iron door.

Knock! Knock! Knock!

Behind the sound of his knocks, an aged voice rang out from
inside. “Come in.”

Klein pushed open the metal door and found himself in a cramped
room, just big enough for a desk and two chairs.

There was another tightly locked iron door inside the room. Behind
the desk sat a hoary elder dressed in a traditional black robe. He was
reading a few yellowed pages by the light of a gas lamp.

Lifting his head, he glanced toward the door and asked, “So you're
Klein Moretti? Little Rosanne came by just now and said you're very
polite.”

“Miss Rosanne is certainly an amiable person. Good afternoon,
Mr. Neil.” Klein took off his hat as a gesture of respect.

“Have a seat.” Neil pointed to a silver tin can adorned with intri-
cate floral patterns on the table. “Would you like a cup of coffee? I
ground the beans myself.”
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The wrinkles at the edges of his eyes and mouth were deep, and his
dark red eyes appeared slightly turbid.

“It doesn’t seem like you drink coffee,” Klein noted keenly, having
noticed that Neil’s own porcelain cup contained only clear water.

“Ha-ha, that’s just my habit. I don’t drink coffee past three in the
afternoon,” Neil explained with a laugh.

“Why?” Klein asked out of curiosity.

Neil held back his smile and looked him in the eye. “I'm afraid
it would affect my sleep. If that happens, I end up hearing random
murmurings from unknown existences.”

...Klein was momentarily at a loss for words. Quickly changing
the subject, he asked, “Mr. Neil, what literature and books should
I be reading?” As he spoke, he took out the note from Dunn Smith.

“Anything related to history, whether complex or incomplete. To
be honest, I've always wanted to study it properly, but I've only man-
aged to grasp the most rudimentary stuff. The rest is too difficult.
Things like personal diaries, popular contemporary books, epitaphs,
and so on...,” Neil lamented. “For example, the documents I have
here require more detailed historical records to deduce their specific
content.”

“Why?” Klein asked, confused.

Neil pointed at the yellowed pages in front of him. “These are
pages from Roselle Gustav’s lost diary, written before his death. To
maintain secrecy, he invented his own strange symbols.”

Emperor Roselle? The transmigrated forefather? Klein was taken
aback, then immediately perked up, listening attentively.

“Many believe that he never truly died but instead became a hid-
den deity. Because of this, cultists who revere him perform all kinds
of rituals in attempts to gain power. Occasionally, we encounter such
incidents and manage to obtain original or duplicated pages of his
diary,” Neil said, shaking his head. “To this day, no one has been
able to fully decipher these special symbols. That’s why the Holy
Cathedral has allowed us to keep copies here for research, hoping for
a pleasant surprise.”
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As he spoke, Neil revealed a smug smile.

“I've already deciphered a few symbols myself and confirmed that
they represent numbers. Look at what I've discovered—it’s actually a
diary! My plan is to cross-reference different historical periods, espe-
cially events surrounding the emperor, with the corresponding dates
in the diary. That way, I can try to decipher even more symbols.

“That’s the mind of a genius, right?” The old gentleman, with his
white hair and deep wrinkles, looked at Klein with bright eyes.

Klein nodded. “Indeed.”

“Ha-ha, you can take a look as well. Starting tomorrow, you’ll be
helping me with this diary.” Old Neil pushed the yellowed pages
toward him.

Klein turned them over, but after just a cursory glance, he was
completely stunned!

Although they were crude, slightly distorted copies of the afore-
mentioned symbols, there was no mistaking it...

...because this was a text he was intimately familiar with:

Chinese!

And it’s freaking Simplified Chinese, to boot!






For a moment, Klein almost believed he had transmigrated back to
his own world. But the elegant gas lamp encased in brass and the
silver-inlaid coffee tin before him grounded him in his current reality.

Could it be that Emperor Roselle, the legendary transmigrator, is a
Sfellow countryman of mine?

And more importantly, he used Simplified Chinese—a script that
doesn’t exist in this world—to record bis secrets?

Overcome by the indescribable feeling of encountering an old
friend in a strange land, Klein quickly read through the three pages
before him.

November 18 — Truly an incredible thing. A wild fantasy of an exper-
iment and a chance mistake led me to discover a pathetic fellow, lost and
trapped in the depths of darkness amid the storms. He can only barely
approach the real world on the full moon each month, yet he is unable to
transmit his cries. Lucky for him, he met me—the protagonist of this era.

Reading over what I just wrote, I suddenly feel a bit wistful. Even
when writing in Chinese, my words feel like a translation. Forty years
have passed in the blink of an eye. My memories of the past feel more like
a dream.

January 1, 1184 — The grand New Year’s Gala. Lady Frenelle is truly

a most ravishing beauty.
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January 2 — My diplomats are all idiots!

January 3 — My choice back then was far too hasty. In hindsight,
the Apprentice, the Seer, or the Marauder all would have been better.
Unfortunately, there’s no way to redo it now.

January 4 — Why are my children so stupid? I've repeated myself so
many times—don’t be fooled by those charlatans! No, perhaps those char-
latans have even fooled themselves. The key thing about potions isn’t just
mastering them—it’s digesting them! It’s not about tapping into power
but acting the part! And a potion’s name isn’t just a symbolic representa-
tion of its core—it’s a concrete image and the key to digestion!

September 22 — An alliance opposing me is forming. Feysac in the
north, Loen in the east, Feynapotter in the south—my enemies have
finally joined forces. But I have no fear. I will teach them, with undeni-
able facts, that the gap between our weapons and knowledge cannot be
bridged by sheer numbers and low-rank Beyonders. Besides, it’s not as
though I lack my own Beyonders. As for the higher ranks... Ha-ha, have
they forgotten who I am?

September 23 — I've lost communication with the ship sent to search
for the Forsaken Land of the Gods. It’s time to consider inventing wire-
less telegraphs. I hope they won't be affected by the storms.

September 24 — Miss Ithaca is even more mesmerizing than Lady
Frenelle. Or perhaps I'm simply nostalgic for my youth.

Since these were handwritten copies, and because Simplified Chi-
nese had more intricate strokes compared to this world’s writing, the
font had been significantly enlarged, resulting in very little content
per page. Furthermore, for preservation and research purposes, the
back of each page had been left blank.

Even so, Klein felt an immense surge of emotion as he read through
the diary. In particular, Roselle’s notes on the key to potions made
him feel as though he had just discovered the missing piece to a com-
plex mathematical equation. The realization sent a thrill through
him.

This...might be the guiding light for my future as a Beyonder!

Hmm, the three pages are from different years. It seems Emperor Roselle
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only wrote the year on the first entry of each new year, which means
there’s no way to determine which years the September and November
entries belong vo. ..

And who is this “pathetic fellow” he discovered?

What exactly do “digesting” and “acting the part” mean?

Where is this Forsaken Land of the Gods...?

Questions bubbled and churned in Klein’s mind, making him eager
to gather all of Emperor Roselle’s diary pages and read every last one.

“Klein?”

At that moment, Old Neil’s puzzled voice snapped him out of his
thoughts.

Klein jolted back to reality and hurriedly covered his reaction with
a laugh. “I thought I might be the special one, so I was trying to see
if I could decipher it.”

Old Neil chuckled. “You really are young.” He nodded with a
knowing smile. “T once thought I might be the special one, t0o0.”

Klein flipped through the three pages in his hand, confirming he
hadn’t missed anything, then handed them back to Old Neil. Feign-
ing ignorance, he asked, “Are these all we have?”

I need to see more of Emperor Roselle’s diary!

“Do you think we have an abundance of them?” Old Neil scoffed
as he caressed the pages, his wrinkles deepening. “To begin with,
there aren’t that many mystical or supernatural incidents in a given
year.

He sighed. “Mainly, it’s because of the gradual extinction of
extraordinary species on the Northern Continent. Without them, we
don’t have as many potions, and as a result, the number of Beyonders
is dwindling with each passing year.

“Over the past few centuries, dragons, giants, and elves have been
reduced to mere records in books. Even the seafolk no longer appear
near coastal waters.”

Hearing this, Klein suddenly thought of a comparison and joked,
“I think it’s time to establish a Society for the Protection of Dragons
and Giants.”
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Old Neil looked confused for a moment before the meaning
dawned on him. When it did, he slapped the table and burst into
hearty laughter, completely abandoning any pretense of gentlemanly
composure.

“Ha-ha, Klein, you really are funny. It’s good that young people
have a sense of humor. That’s an important tradition in the Loen
Kingdom. But why limit it? Why only protect dragons and giants? It
should be the Society for the Protection of Fantastic Beasts!”

“Oh, no, no. How could we forget about those poor, endangered
plants?” Klein shook his head with feigned seriousness.

They exchanged a look and declared in unison, “The Society for
the Protection of Fantastic Organisms!”

Any lingering awkwardness or unfamiliarity dissolved in their
shared laughter.

“There are fewer and fewer interesting young people like you these
days...,” Old Neil mused before shaking his head. “Now, where was
I? Oh yes. There aren’t many cases each year that involve Beyonders
or mystical phenomena. And those fools who revere Emperor Roselle
have always been rare to begin with. We're lucky to have obtained
even three pages of his diary.

“Well, the larger cathedrals or dioceses might have more...,” he
muttered to himself before reaching for the permission slip Klein
had placed on the table earlier.

“Do you need pistol rounds, rifle rounds, or steam-gun rounds?”

“It’s for a revolver,” Klein answered truthfully.

“All right. T’ll fetch them. Ahem, do you have an underarm hol-
ster? As a gentleman, you mustn’t walk around with something
bulging at your waist in public.” Old Neil made a joke that every
man understood.

“Hee-hee, no. Should I ask Captain to add it to the slip?” Klein
chuckled in response.

Old Neil waved a hand dismissively. “No need. I'll just make a
note of it. It’s included as an accessory item. Repeat after me! Acces-
sory item.”
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“Were you a teacher in the past?” Klein teased.

“I spent some time teaching at the church’s Sunday school and
affiliated schools,” Old Neil replied as he picked up the permission
slip, retrieved a key from a drawer, and unlocked the iron door lead-
ing to an inner chamber.

Beyonders don’t seem that different from ordinary people..., Klein
mused before his gaze instinctively drifted to the table, where the
three pages of the diary lay.

Emperor Roselle was truly involved in the mystical world...

His diary is invaluable. To others, they’re just undeciphered scraps of
paper, collecting dust until someone cracks the code. But to me, they are
a priceless treasure!

Where is the rest of his diary?

I need to find a way to get more...

Klein’s thoughts surged uncontrollably, making it difficult to calm
down. This continued until Old Neil emerged from the inner cham-
ber and locked the iron door behind him.

“Ten demon-hunting bullets and thirty standard rounds for your
revolver. A leather underarm holster. And your Seventh Unit, Spe-
cial Operations Department badge. Here. Count them out and test
the holster. Then sign your name in the logbook.” Old Neil placed the
items neatly on the table.

The revolver cartridges were arranged in a paper box in three even
layers. They shimmered with the same yellow sheen as his current
bullets, but these appeared narrower and slightly longer.

The demon-hunting bullets, however, were stored in a small
iron box. Though identical in shape to the regular ones, their sil-
ver exteriors gleamed under the light. Upon closer inspection, Klein
noticed intricate patterns etched onto their surfaces, with tiny Sacred
Emblems of Darkness engraved at the bottoms.

The leather holster was sturdy, complete with a belt and buckle.
Beside it lay a badge, about half the size of a palm. It had a metal-
lic background with “Awashire Police Department” and “Seventh
Unit—Special Operations Department” inscribed in silver, forming
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two nearly closed circles around the police emblem of two crossed
swords beneath a crown.

“Too bad it’s not a Nighthawks badge,” Klein remarked, half-
joking and half-probing,.

Old Neil simply smiled and motioned for him to try on the holster.

Removing his jacket, Klein took some time to fasten the holster
securely under his left armpit.

“Not bad.” He left it on and put his jacket back on over it.

Old Neil eyed him approvingly. “Suits you well. My eyes are as
sharp as ever.”

After pocketing the other items and signing the logbook, Klein
chatted with Old Neil for a while longer before finally leaving.

Halfway down the corridor, he suddenly stopped in his tracks.

Then he slapped himself on the forehead.

1 forgot to ask for more information about Sequences and potions...

It’s all Emperor Roselle’s diary’s fault. It completely distracted me...

At this point, Klein still had no idea what the first rank (Sequence
Nine) of the complete pathway possessed by the Church of Ever-
night was.

Though Rosanne might have mentioned something... The Sleepless?

As he walked slowly toward the stairs, a figure suddenly rushed
down from above.

The man wore form-fitting trousers that allowed for easy movement.
His white shirt was untucked, and he carried the unmistakable air
of a romantic poet. It was none other than the dark-haired, green-
eyed inspector who had searched Klein’s flat. They had crossed paths
upstairs earlier but hadn’t exchanged words.

“Good afternoon,” the young poet-like Nighthawk greeted him
with a smile.

“Good afternoon. I suppose I don’t need to introduce myself?”
Klein replied humorously.

“No need. I remember you quite well.”

The young Nighthawk extended his right hand. “Leonard Mitch-
ell. Sequence Eight, Midnight Poet.”
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Sequence Eight... He really is a poet...

Klein shook his hand and smiled. “Do you have a deep impression
of me?”

Leonard Mitchell’s green eyes seemed bottomless and unreadable
as he replied with a faint smile, “You have an unusual air about you.”

...Hmm, is he giving off a gay vibe...?

The corners of Klein’s mouth twitched slightly, but he maintained
his smile. “I don’t think so myself.”

“After encountering an incident like that, you managed to survive
without our protection. That’s plenty unusual.” Leonard pointed
ahead. “I have to relieve the captain. See you tomorrow.”

“See you tomorrow.” Klein stepped aside to let him pass.

Once Klein had disappeared down the stairwell, Leonard Mitchell
suddenly stopped and turned around.

Gazing at the stone-paved floor illuminated by the golden hues
of the setting sun, he muttered softly into the air, “Did you notice
anything...?”

“Yes. There’s nothing special about him...”






After climbing the stairs and returning to the reception hall, Klein
was about to bid Rosanne farewell when the brown-haired girl cheer-
fully mentioned, “Captain says you can start on Monday. He wants
you to take some time to settle your household affairs first

“...Oh, all right.”

Klein hadn’t expected the Nighthawks’ management to be so
humane and accommodating. He felt a little touched.

Originally, he had planned to wake up early the next morning to
visit Tingen University while carrying out his job of wandering around
the city. He wanted to inform the interview staff that he wouldn’t be
proceeding with the follow-up rounds. After all, the original Klein had
secured the interview through his mentor’s recommendation. Regard-
less of the circumstances, basic courtesy dictated that he give them
notice. He had to respect his mentor’s efforts.

In a world without telephones, where telegrams were charged by
the letter and a posted notice would arrive too late, taking a coach to
the university was the most economical and practical choice.

Now, with the Captain’s special permission, Klein wouldn’t have
to tire himself out. He could get a proper night’s rest and take his
time.

Just as he was about to remove his hat and bid Rosanne farewell,
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a thought struck him. Looking around cautiously, he lowered his
voice.

“Rosanne, do you know what the starting point of the Church’s
complete Sequence is?”

He had forgotten to ask Old Neil earlier.

Rosanne’s eyes widened in astonishment. “You want to become a
Beyonder?”

Was I that obvious? Klein touched his face self-consciously and
answered with slight embarrassment, “After learning that extraor-
dinary and mystical powers exist, it’s only natural to feel drawn to
them.”

“Oh my Goddess. Do you know how dangerous it is? Didn’t the
captain tell you? A Beyonder’s enemies aren’t just cultists and dark
sorcerers—their greatest enemies are themselves! People lose control
and die nearly every year. Have you thought about how your family
would feel?”

Rosanne gestured animatedly as she spoke, her agitation evident.

“Klein, I think the better choice is to stay grounded and work as
regular office staff. There’s nearly no danger in that, and our salaries
increase every year. After a few years, you'll have saved up plenty of
money. Then you can rent a detached house in Northside or the sub-
urbs, marry a charming lady, start a happy family, and have adorable,
mischievous little angels—”

“Stop, Rosanne! Hold up!” Klein quickly cut her off, realizing she
was veering further and further from the topic. “I just wanted to...
well, have a basic understanding.”

“All right...” Rosanne fell silent for a few seconds, lowering her
gaze as she calmed down. “Because of what happened to my father,
I tend to get...you know, a little worked up about these things. But
to be honest, I admire anyone who willingly chooses to become a
Nighthawk.”

“Of course. I understand,” Klein reassured her.

Rosanne blinked her light brown eyes and added, “My father
once said that one should never think they can conquer hidden
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dangers simply by becoming more powerful or advancing further in the
Sequence. In fact, it’s the opposite. The stronger you become, the more
terrifying the things you encounter. When facing some unknown
horror, death and insanity are often the only outcomes... He died
two weeks after saying that...”

“Rosanne...”

“Don’t worry, Klein. My life is great now, really great! But you
should be a little more afraid of these things!”

“...I really just wanted a basic understanding,” Klein replied, feel-
ing cornered, so he simply repeated himself.

Captain explained it in far greater depth and detail than you did.
And even if I don’t become a Beyonder, I've already encountered the
extraordinary...

“All right, then,” Rosanne said, her expression softening in
thought. “I've heard Captain and Old Neil talk about this before.
Because extraordinary creatures are declining or extinct, there are
hardly any high-Sequence Beyonders left in this era. Becoming a
Beyonder is impressive enough on its own!

“The combined population of Tingen and the surrounding sub-
urbs is several hundred thousand, maybe more. And yet there are
only about thirty Beyonders here. Well, that’s just my guess... 'm
not counting the cultists and dark sorcerers hiding in the shadows.”

Without waiting for Klein’s reply, Rosanne seemed to regain her
vibrancy. She clenched her fist and brought it to her chest.

“And among these thirty-plus Beyonders, most of them are Sequence
Nine! Oh, it seems I've gone off-topic...”

“It’s okay. That’s exactly the kind of basic information I was look-
ing for.”

Klein hoped Rosanne would keep talking as usual, revealing more
details as she rambled on.

“Anyway, becoming a Beyonder is already a very, very impres-
sive feat on its own!” Rosanne repeated. “The starting rank for our
church’s complete Sequence is a Sleepless!”

I see...
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Klein nodded slightly as he listened, now that Rosanne had found
her thythm.

“You should be able to guess from the name. A Sleepless doesn’t
need to sleep at night. Just three to four hours of rest during the
day is enough. Ah, I'm so envious... No, wait, not at all! Sleep is
a gift bestowed upon us by the Goddess. It’s the truest bliss in the
world!

“Where was 12 Ah, right. Sleepless can see through the darkness
even without any lights. The deeper the night, the more powerful they
become. I mean that in all aspects—their physical strength, spiritual
perception, and mental capabilities. However, even though they can
detect lurking dangers, they still need demon-hunting bullets and
other tools to deal with monsters that can’t be fought through con-
ventional means. My father was once a Sleepless.”

Without giving Klein a chance to interrupt, Rosanne continued,
“After that comes Sequence Eight—Midnight Poet. And one level
above that is Sequence Seven—Nightmare.”

Nightmare?

Klein immediately recalled how Dunn Smith had entered his
dream. He asked, as if to confirm, “The captain?”

Rosanne’s mouth formed an O shape. “You know about that?”

“The captain entered my dream once...” Klein glanced around and
lowered his voice.

“I'see...” Rosanne looked enlightened. She took a sip from her cof-
fee cup before saying wistfully, “The church only has two Sequence
Seven Beyonders in Tingen. The captain is probably one of them.
He’d be an impressive figure even in a large diocese like Backlund.
Some Nighthawk leadership might not even be as strong as he is!”

“So the captain is that formidable, huh?” Klein echoed with a
smile.

Frankly, Dunn Smith’s appearance in his dream the night before
had left a deep impression on Klein. Instinctively, he had already
considered the captain a very powerful Beyonder.

“Of course!” Rosanne straightened her back proudly.
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But her thoughts jumped to another topic, and she furrowed her
brows. “As for what’s above Sequence Seven, I have no idea. The cap-
tain is probably the only one among the Nighthawks in Tingen who
knows.”

“Then what about other starting Sequences? The ones that aren’t
complete?”

Satisfied, Klein smoothly changed the subject.

Rosanne’s description of Sleepless matched his expectations of
Beyonders, but it wasn’t what he wanted to become. In his mind,
the perfect Sequence Nine should be one that studied and mastered
a wide range of mystical knowledge. That way, he could uncover the
mystery behind his transmigration and lay the foundation for find-
ing a way back.

Rosanne thought for a moment before sighing. “I don’t have much
interest in that. I just know that our church has more than others.
After all, the Goddess is the Mother of Secrets...

“Well, there should be two or three more. Some of our teammates
are rather cold and distant. They even smell a little peculiar, which
makes me uneasy. While others... Well, I mean, you should talk to
Old Neil. He knows a lot, including plenty of fascinating magical
rituals.

“Let me think... Hmm... Ah! I remember now! He once men-
tioned his Sequence Nine title—the name of the potion formula...
Yes, it’s called Mystery Pryer.”

A great number of interesting magical rituals? And “Mystery Pryer”...
That sounds exactly like what I m looking for. ..

Klein felt a surge of hope.

“Oh! And I also know the name of a Sequence Seven from an
incomplete pathway!” Rosanne added with a hint of excitement,
clearly pleased with herself for remembering.

“What is it?” Klein asked, his curiosity piqued.

In a world where High-Sequence Beyonders were scarce to the
point of nonexistence, Sequence Seven was probably considered quite
a potent force in the church.
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Rosanne revealed a sweet smile as she replied smugly, “Spirit
Medium!”

“Ms. Daly?” Klein blurted. After his initial surprise, he realized
that it shouldn’t have been surprising. Only a strong Beyonder at
Sequence Seven could achieve such an impressive performance as a
medium!

Rosanne’s eyes widened once again as she said in disbelief, “H-how
do you know about her?”

“I've met Ms. Daly.” Klein did not hide the matter.

“All right,” said Rosanne in an envious tone. “If I could directly
become a Spirit Medium, one just like Ms. Daly, then I'd want to be
a Beyonder, too. No, I'd consider it carefully for ten minutes...”

“Yes, Ms. Daly fulfills all of my expectations of what a Beyonder is
like,” Klein echoed in a slightly exaggerated manner.

Having fulfilled his goals, he chatted idly with Rosanne for a few
more minutes. Once he was sure he wouldn’t be getting any new
information, he took off his hat and bowed before leaving.

As he descended the stairs outside, Klein suddenly stopped after
a few steps. He reached out to touch the bank notes in his inner
pocket.

Then he took out the twelve gold pounds and clenched them tightly
in his left palm before stuffing his hand into his trouser pocket and
refusing to release the notes or pull them out again. Without realiz-
ing it, a subtle smile had appeared on his face.

According to the customs of the Foodaholic Empire from which
he hailed, after receiving a sum of money, a good meal was in order!

He would treat his sister to a good meal tonight!



As Klein walked down Jutland Street, feeling the warm, humid
breeze against his face, a realization suddenly struck him.

He only had three pence in change. Taking a coach back to Iron-
cross Street would cost him four. If he handed over a one-pound
note, it would be like using a hundred-dollar bill to pay for a cheap
bottle of water back on Earth. There was nothing inherently wrong
with it—just incredibly awkward.

Should I use three pence to travel three kilometers and walk the rest of
the way?

Klein reached into his pocket with one hand, slowing his pace as
he considered his options.

That won’t do. He quickly dismissed the idea.

Walking the remaining distance would take too long, and con-
sidering he was carrying twelve pounds—a small fortune—it wasn’t
exactly safe.

Besides, he had deliberately left his revolver at home, worried that
the Nighthawks might confiscate it. If he encountered any lingering
threats from Welch’s death, he’d have no way to defend himself.

I could get change from a bank... No, no way! Banks charge a 0.5%
processing fee. That’s way too extravagant! Klein shook his head silently.
Just thinking about it made his heart ache.



176 Lord of Mysteries, Vol. 1

Ruling out one solution after another, Klein’s eyes lit up when he
spotted a clothing shop up ahead.

That’s it! The logical course of action would be to buy something at a
reasonable price to get some change. A formal suit, shirt, vest, trousers,
leather boots, and a walking stick are all within budget. Plus, I'd have
to buy them sooner or later.

Hmm... But trying on clothes is a hassle. Besides, Benson knows more
about this than I do, and he’s better at bargaining. I should wait until
he’s back. ..

Then a walking stick? Yes!

As the saying goes, a cane is a gentleman’s best choice for self-defense.
It’s half as good as a crowbar. A gun in one hand and a cane in the other.
That’s how a civilized person fights!

His decision made, Klein turned and stepped into the shop under
the sign that read WELKER CLOTHING AND HaATs.

The store’s layout resembled the ones he had seen on Earth. The
left wall displayed rows of formal suits. The center was filled with
shirts, trousers, vests, bow ties, and other apparel, while the right
housed leather shoes and boots neatly arranged inside glass cabinets.

A male sales assistant dressed in a white shirt and red vest approached
him with a polite smile. “Sir, may I help you find something?”

In the Loen Kingdom, wealthy gentlemen of high status typically
wore black suits with white shirts paired with black vests and black
trousers. Their colors were deliberately monotonous, so they required
their male servants, sales assistants, and waiters to dress in brighter
tones to distinguish them from their masters.

Conversely, ladies wore glamorous dresses in vibrant colors, while
their maidservants were restricted to black-and-white uniforms.

Klein pondered for a moment before responding, “A walking stick.
Something sturdy and hard.”

Preferably the kind that can crack open someone’s skull.

The red-vested sales assistant gave Klein a subtle once-over before
leading him deeper into the store. He gestured toward a row of canes
in a corner.
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“This one with gold inlay is made of ironheart wood. It has a won-
derful heft and is incredibly durable. This costs eleven soli and seven
pence. Would you like to give it a try?”

Eleven soli and seven pence? Why don’t you go rob a bank while you re
at it?! So what if it has a gold inlay? Big whoop!

Klein was momentarily taken aback by the price but maintained a
neutral expression. He nodded slightly. “Why not?”

The sales assistant carefully picked up the ironheart wood cane and
handed it to Klein, as if afraid that Klein would drop and break the
merchandise.

Klein took the cane and immediately felt its weight. He moved
it around experimentally and found that it was too heavy to swing
smoothly.

“It’s too heavy.” He shook his head, relieved.

And I’ll have you know that’s not just an excuse!

The sales assistant put the cane back and pointed at three others.

“This one is made of walnut, crafted by Mr. Hayes, Tingen’s most
renowned cane maker. It’s priced at ten soli and three pence. This
one here is made of ebony wood, inlaid with silver. It’s as hard as
steel and costs seven soli and six pence. And this one is made from
the core of a white bory tree, also inlaid with silver. It costs seven soli
and ten pence.”

Klein tested each one, ensuring they were of a suitable weight. He
tapped them with his fingers to check their hardness before finally
making his choice.

“I’ll take the ebony wood.” He pointed at the silver-inlaid cane in
the sales assistant’s hand.

“Of course, sir. Please follow me to complete the purchase. If your
cane ever gets scuffed or stained, feel free to bring it back for free
maintenance.”

The sales assistant led Klein to the counter.

Taking the opportunity, Klein unfolded the four gold-pound
notes he had been tightly gripping and pulled out two of the smaller
denominations.
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Behind the counter, the cashier greeted him with a polite smile.

“Hello, sir. That will be seven soli and six pence.”

Klein had intended to maintain his gentlemanly image, but as he
held out his hand with the one-pound note, he couldn’t help but ask,
“Would there happen to be some kind of discount?”

“Sir, all our merchandise is handcrafted, so our costs are quite
high,” the sales assistant beside him replied politely. “And since the
owner isn’t here, we aren’t authorized to lower the prices.”

The cashier behind the counter added with a slight bow, “Yes, we
are terribly sorry about that, sir.”

“All right then.”

Klein handed over the note, exchanging it for the black, silver-
inlaid walking stick.

While waiting for his change, he took a few steps back from the
counter and tested the swing of his new secondary weapon.

Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh!

The cane slashed through the air, producing a satisfyingly heavy
sound. Klein nodded in approval.

But when he looked forward again, expecting to see his change
prepared, he was instead met with an unexpected sight—the red-
vested sales assistant had retreated far away while the cashier had
backed into a corner, subtly inching toward the double-barreled
shotgun hanging on the wall.

The Loen Kingdom had a semi-regulated policy on firearms. To
legally own a gun, one had to apply for either an all-purpose weapon
permit or a hunting license. However, neither permit allowed for
the possession of restricted military firearms such as repeating rifles,
high-pressure steam-powered guns, or six-barrel machine guns.

An all-purpose weapon permit allowed one to purchase and possess
any civilian firearm, but acquiring it was notoriously difficult. Even
merchants of considerable status often found their applications denied.

In contrast, a hunting license was much easier to obtain. Even sub-
urban farmers had them. However, it was strictly limited to hunting
rifles and imposed a cap on the number of firearms one could own.
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Most people with considerable wealth or assets applied for a hunting
license as a means of self-defense in case of emergencies—like this one.

The corners of Klein’s mouth twitched as he looked at the two shop
assistants, who were now watching him with intense wariness.

He let out a dry chuckle. “Not bad. This cane is perfect for swing-
ing. ’'m very pleased.”

Realizing he had no ill intentions, the cashier behind the counter
let out a quiet breath and carefully handed over the notes and copper
coins with both hands.

Klein accepted the change and glanced down. He had received two
five-soli notes, two one-soli notes, a fivepence, and one penny. He
nodded inwardly in satisfaction.

After a brief pause, he ignored the wary gazes of the shop assis-
tants and held the four notes up against the light, inspecting the
anti-counterfeiting watermarks.

Satisfied, he tucked the notes and coins into their respective places.
With the cane in hand, he touched the brim of his hat in farewell
and strode out of Welker Clothing and Hats like a proper gentleman.

Lavishly, he spent six pence on the fare for a short-distance track-
less coach and a transfer, successfully making his way home.

After closing the door behind him, Klein counted his remaining
eleven pounds and twelve soli three more times before finally placing
them into his desk drawer.

Then he pulled out the bronze revolver by its wooden grip.

Clink! Clang!

Five brass cartridges fell onto the table.

He then retrieved the silver demon-hunting bullets, each engraved
with intricate Sacred Emblems of Darkness, and loaded them one by
one into the revolver’s cylinder.

As before, he only loaded five rounds, leaving an empty chamber
to prevent accidental misfires. The remaining demon-hunting bullet
and the five ordinary bullets were carefully placed into the small iron
case.
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Clack!

He snapped the cylinder into place, and an unmistakable sense of
security settled over him.

With growing excitement, Klein holstered the revolver under his
armpit and buckled it securely. Then he began practicing the quick-
draw motion, unbuckling and pulling the gun repeatedly.

Whenever his arms ached, he would pause for a short rest, only to
continue again. He repeated this cycle over and over until sunset,
which was when the sound of tenants walking in the corridor outside
finally drew his attention.

Phew!

Klein let out a slow breath before returning his revolver to its holster.

Only then did he remove his suit and vest, swapping them for his
usual brownish-yellow jacket. He swung his arms a few times to
loosen them up.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

The sound of approaching footsteps echoed in the hallway.
Moments later, a key turned in the lock.

The door opened, and Melissa entered, her soft black hair neatly
framing her face.

She sniffed the air and immediately glanced toward the unlit stove.

The light in her clear eyes dimmed slightly.

“Klein, I'll heat up the leftovers from last night. Benson will prob-
ably be home tomorrow.” She turned to her brother.

Klein, hands casually tucked into his pockets, leaned against the
desk with a grin.

“No, we re eating out tonight.”

“Eating out?” Melissa asked in surprise.

“How does Silver Crown Restaurant on Daffodil Street sound? I
hear their food is excellent.”

“B-but...” Melissa still looked confused.

Klein’s grin widened. “To celebrate my new job.”

“You found a job?” Her voice unknowingly rose in excitement.
“B-but isn’t your interview at Tingen University tomorrow?”
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“A different job.”

Still smiling, Klein reached into the drawer and pulled out the
stack of notes.

“They even gave me an advance—four weeks’ pay.”

Melissa’s eyes widened as she stared at the gold pounds and soli.

“Oh my Goddess... You... They... What kind of job is it?”

This...

Klein’s expression froze for a moment as he carefully considered his
words.

“A security company that specializes in seeking, collecting, and
protecting ancient relics. They were in need of a professional consul-
tant. It’s a five-year contract, paying three pounds a week.”

Melissa was silent for a moment before asking, “Is this what you
were troubled over last night?”

Klein nodded. “Yes. Being a lecturer at Tingen University would
have been more respectable, but I like this job better.”

“...Well, it isn’t bad, either.”

Melissa gave him an encouraging smile, though her expression
remained half-suspicious, half-curious.

“Why would they give you such a large advance?”

“Because we need to move.” Klein grinned and shrugged. “We
need a place with more rooms...and our own bathroom.”

He felt that his smile was impeccable—just short of saying,
“Surprised?”

Melissa was momentarily stunned before she suddenly spoke in
a fluster. “Klein, our current living situation isn’t that bad. It’s just
that I sometimes complain about the bathroom out of habit. Do
you remember Jenny? She used to live next door to us. But after her
father was injured and lost his job, they had no choice but to move
to Lower Street. Their entire family of five is crammed into a single
room—three in a bunk bed and two sleeping on the floor.”

Melissa looked up at Klein, her voice soft but firm.

“And even then, they were thinking about renting out the last bit
of empty floor space to someone else... Compared to them, we're
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already very lucky. Don’t waste your salary on this. Besides, I love
Mrs. Smyrin’s bakery.”

Sis...why is your reaction completely different from how it played out
in my head...?

Klein’s expression stiffened as he listened to her words, utterly
caught off guard.



The sky outside was gradually painted in golden hues as Klein met
Melissas gaze, momentarily at a loss for words. None of the lines he
had prepared seemed suitable.

He cleared his throat twice and quickly searched for another
approach. “Melissa, this isn’t a waste of money. In the future, my
colleagues—and Benson’s as well—might visit our home. Are we
supposed to host them in a place like this? And when Benson and I
get married, are we still going to sleep in our bunk bed?”

“Neither of you even has a fiancee yet, right?” Melissa countered,
logical and precise. “We can wait a little while and save up more
money in the meantime.”

“No, Melissa. This is about social expectations.” Stumped, Klein
had no choice but to pull the “it’s what people do” argument. “Since
I'll be earning three pounds a week, we should live in a way that
reflects that income.”

To be honest, he didn’t find their current living conditions that
uncomfortable. Having shared rental apartments before, he was used
to it. But precisely because of that experience, he knew how inconve-
nient this environment was for a girl.

More importantly, his goal was to become a Beyonder and study
mysticism to find a way home. He would eventually have to conduct
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magical rituals at home, and with so many people living in the same
building, the risk of being discovered (or causing accidents) was sim-
ply too high.

Seeing that Melissa was about to argue further, Klein quickly
added, “Don’t worry. I'm not planning to buy a detached house, just
a terraced house. The most important thing is that it has a bathroom
we can call our own.

“I like Mrs. Smyrin’s bread, Tingen pancakes, and lemon cakes,
too. We can look for a place near Ironcross Street and Daffodil
Street.”

Melissa pursed her lips, hesitating for a moment before slowly
nodding.

“Besides, I'm in no rush to move.” Klein chuckled. “We’ll wait for
Benson to come back first. Otherwise, he’d be in for quite a shock
when he opened the door and would probably cry out, “Where are
my things? Where are my siblings? Where is my home? Is this my
home? Did I go to the wrong address? Oh Goddess, wake me up if
this is a dream! I was only gone for a few days, and now my home has
vanished!””

His imitation of Benson’s exasperated tone made Melissa involun-
tarily smile, revealing her shallow dimples.

“No, Mr. Franky would definitely be waiting by the door, demand-
ing Benson hand over his keys. He wouldn’t even get the chance to
come upstairs.” She scoffed, disparaging their miserly landlord.

In the Moretti household, joking about Mr. Franky had become a
beloved pastime—one that Benson had started long ago.

“Right, there’s no way he’d change the locks for the next tenants.”
Klein laughed before gesturing toward the door. “Miss Melissa, shall
we head to Silver Crown Restaurant for our celebration?”

Melissa let out a soft sigh and said, “Klein, do you know Selena?
My good friend from school?”

Selena?

A mental image surfaced in Klein’s mind—a girl with wine-red
hair and deep brown eyes. Both of her parents were devout followers
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of the Evernight Goddess, and they had named her after Saint Selena
as a blessing. She was not yet sixteen, half a year younger than
Melissa, and was always cheerful and outgoing.

“Yes.” Klein nodded. He remembered Selena Wood.

“Her older brother, Chris, is a solicitor. He earns close to three
pounds a week, and his fiancee works part-time as a typist,” Melissa
began. “They’ve been engaged for more than four years. To ensure
they have a stable and comfortable life after marriage, they’re still
saving up. They have yet to walk the wedding aisle, and according
to Selena, they plan to wait at least another year. She says there are
many people like her brother who can’t afford to marry until they’re
at least twenty-eight. You have to plan ahead, Klein. You need to
save. Don’t squander your money.”

... 1t s just a meal at a restaurant. Is there really a need for a lecture?

Klein was speechless. He didn’t know what to say or how to react.
After a brief pause, he finally replied, “Melissa, I'm starting at three
pounds a week, and my salary will increase every year. You don’t
need to worry.”

“But we need to save in case of unexpected emergencies.” Melissa’s
tone was firm. “What if that security company suddenly shuts down?
One of my classmates had to quit school because her father’s work-
place went bankrupt. Their family’s situation worsened drastically,
practically overnight. He had to take up temporary work at the pier
just to get by.”

Klein rubbed his face.

“That... Well, this security company has...some government con-
nections. It won’t go bankrupt so easily.”

“But even the government isn’t stable.” Melissa refused to back
down. “Every election, if the party in power changes, positions shift,
policies get overturned, and everything turns into a mess.”

... Sis, you sure know a lot...

Klein let out a small sigh of exasperated amusement and shook his

head. “All right, all right...
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“Then...I'll make some soup with last nights leftovers. Why don’t
you head out and buy a pan-fried fish, a black-pepper steak, a small
jar of butter, and a mug of ginger beer? We should still celebrate a
licele.”

These were common street foods sold by hawkers on Ironcross Street.

A pan-fried fish cost six to eight pence, a not-so-big piece of
black-pepper steak was five pence, a quarter-pound jar of butter was
four pence, and a mug of ginger beer was a pence.

Buying a full pound of butter would be a better value since that
would only cost one soli and three pence.

The original Klein had been responsible for buying ingredients
whenever he had time off, so he was no stranger to the prices. Klein
took a few seconds to do the mental calculation, deducing that
Melissa would need about one soli and six pence. He took out two
one-soli notes and handed them to her.

“Okay.”

Melissa didn’t object to Klein’s proposal. She put down her brief-
case and accepted the notes.

As he watched his sister ready a small jar for the butter and a tub for
the other food before briskly heading toward the door, Klein thought
for a moment and called out, “Melissa, use the leftover change to buy
some fruit.”

On Ironcross Street, many merchants sold low-quality or near-
spoiled fruits they had acquired cheaply from elsewhere. The residents
had no qualms about buying them because they were extremely
affordable. As long as they cut away the rotten parts after bring-
ing them home, they could still enjoy delicious fruit at a fraction of
the cost.

As soon as he spoke, Klein took a few quick steps forward, reached
into his pocket, and pulled out his remaining copper pennies, stuff-
ing them into Melissa’s palm.

“Huh?”

Melissa’s brown eyes widened in confusion as she looked at him.



187

Klein stepped back and smiled. “Remember to stop by Mrs.
Smyrin’s. Reward yourself with a slice of lemon cake.”

Melissa s mouth opened slightly as she blinked. After a brief pause,
she finally said a single word.

“Okay.”

Then she quickly turned around, opened the door, and ran toward
the stairwell.

Cedars and maples lined the banks of the river, filling the air with
a fresh scent that was almost intoxicating.

Carrying both his revolver and walking stick, Klein stepped off
the coach carriage he had paid six pence for. He walked along a
cemented path leading toward a three-story stone building shaded by
greenery—Tingen University’s administrative block.

It truly deserves its status as one of the two major universities of the
Loen Kingdom. ..

Klein marveled at the sight. This was his first time here.

Compared to Tingen University, Khoy University, located just
across the river, could only be described as shabby.

“Heave ho!”

“Heave ho!”

A series of rhythmic shouts drifted toward him.

Two rowing boats were making their way upstream along the Khoy
River, their oars slicing through the water in perfect unison.

This was a popular varsity sport across the Loen Kingdom. Even
Klein, who had needed a scholarship to finance his university educa-
tion, had joined Khoy University’s rowing club alongside Welch and
a few others. Surprisingly, he had been pretty good at it.

“Ahhh, youth...”

Klein sighed wistfully, stopping for a moment to watch.

In another week, such sights would disappear. Summer break was
approaching.

As he continued down the tree-lined path, Klein reached the
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three-story stone building. After registering himself, he easily found
his way to the office he had visited before.

Knock! Knock! Knock!

He rapped lightly on the half-closed door.

Come 1n.

A male voice responded from inside.

As Klein entered, he saw a middle-aged instructor dressed in a
white shirt and black tailcoat. The man frowned slightly and said,
“The interview isn’t for another hour.”

“Do you remember me, Mr. Stone? I'm Klein Moretti, a student
of Senior Associate Professor Cohen. You read my recommendation
letter before.”

Klein smiled as he removed his hat.

Harvin Stone stroked his full, dark beard and looked at him in
puzzlement. “Do you need help with something? I don’t conduct the
interviews.”

“Here’s the situation. I've already found a job, so I won’t be partici-
pating in today’s interview.”

Klein explained his reason for coming,.

“I see...”

Harvin Stone nodded in understanding before standing up and
extending his right hand.

“Congratulations. You certainly are a polite young man. I'll inform
the professor and senior associate professors.”

Klein shook his hand and was about to make some brief small talk
before taking his leave when a familiar voice suddenly spoke from
behind him.

“Moretti, you found another job?”

Klein turned around and saw an elderly man with silver hair and
deep-set features. His dark blue eyes were sunken, yet his face bore
few wrinkles. Dressed sharply in a black tailcoat, he had an unmis-
takable presence.

“Good afternoon, Professor Cohen. And Mr. Azik,” Klein greeted
them hurriedly. “What are you doing here?”
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The elderly man was none other than Senior Associate Professor Quen-
tin Cohen of Khoy University’s history department—Klein’s mentor.

Beside him stood a middle-aged man of average build with
bronze-colored skin and no facial hair. He held a newspaper in one
hand. His black hair and brown irises gave him a mild and approach-
able appearance, yet there was a subtle, unspeakable weariness in his
soft features. His eyes carried the weight of time, as though they had
seen all the vicissitudes of life.

Beneath his right ear was a small black mole, visible only if one
looked closely.

Klein recognized him immediately—MTr. Azik, a lecturer in Khoy
University’s history department.

He had often helped the original Klein in his studies. He also
enjoyed debating with Senior Associate Professor Cohen. Though
they frequently held opposing views, the two were close friends,
always meeting for discussions.

Cohen nodded, his tone relaxed. “Azik and I are here to participate
in an academic conference.

“What kind of job did you find?”

“A security company that seeks, collects, and protects ancient rel-
ics. They needed a professional consultant and are paying me three
pounds a week,” Klein repeated the same explanation he had given
his sister the previous day.

Then he added, “As you know, I prefer exploring history rather
than summarizing it.”

Cohen nodded slightly. “Everyone makes their own choices. I'm
pleased that you came all the way to Tingen University to inform
them instead of simply not showing up.”

At that moment, Mr. Azik interjected.

“Klein, do you know what happened to Welch and Naya? I read
in the papers that they were killed by burglars who broke into their
home.”

The incident has been classified as an armed burglary? Why is it
already in the newspapers?
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Slightly surprised, Klein carefully weighed his words before
responding.

“I'm not very sure of the details, either. Welch obtained a diary
from the Fourth Epoch—from the Antigonus family of the Solomon
Empire. He asked me to help decipher it. I assisted them for the first
few days but later got busy preparing for my interviews. The police
even came to see me two days ago.”

He deliberately mentioned the Solomon Empire and the Antigo-
nus family in the hopes of drawing information from the two history
teachers.

“The Fourth Epoch...,” Cohen muttered, his brows furrowing.

Meanwhile, Azik’s bronze-skinned fingers tightened slightly
around the newspaper.

For a moment, he simply stared blankly. Then he inhaled sharply
and rubbed his temple with his left hand.

“Antigonus... That name rings a bell... But why can’t I remember
where I've heard it before?”



As Azik muttered to himself, he subconsciously shot a glance at
Quentin Cohen, as if hoping for a hint to jog his memory.

Cohen, his deep-set blue eyes calm and unwavering, shook his
head without hesitation. “I don’t have any recollection of it.”

“...All right then. Perhaps it was just something that sounded
similar.” Azik lowered his left hand and let out a self-deprecating
chuckle.

Klein felt a pang of disappointment at the outcome. He hesitated
for a moment before adding, “Professor Cohen, Mr. Azik, as both of
you know, I'm very interested in exploring and restoring the history
of the Fourth Epoch. If either of you ever recall anything or come
across relevant information, could you please write to me?”

“Of course.”

Thanks to Klein’s polite conduct, the silver-haired Senior Associate
Professor seemed particularly pleased with him.

Azik nodded as well. “Is your address still the same?”

“For now, but I’ll be moving soon. I’ll send a letter to inform you
once I do,” Klein replied respectfully.

Cohen tapped his black cane against the floor and remarked, “It’s
about time you moved to a better environment.”
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At that moment, Klein’s gaze drifted toward the newspaper in
Azik’s hand. After a brief deliberation, he asked, “Professor Cohen,
Mr. Azik, what did the papers say about Welch and Naya?

“I only learned a little from the constables investigating the case.”

Azik was about to answer when Cohen suddenly pulled out his
pocket watch, the golden chain glinting under the light. He clicked it
open, glanced at the time, and then tapped his walking stick against
the ground.

“The meeting is about to begin, Azik. We can’t afford to be late.
Just give Moretti the newspaper.”

“Ah, good idea.”

Azik handed the newspaper over to Klein.

“We’re heading upstairs. Don’t forget to write. Our address hasn’t
changed. It’s still the Khoy University history department ofhice.
Ha-ha.”

With that, he laughed lightly and turned away, leaving the room
with Cohen.

Klein took off his hat and gave a slight bow as they departed. After
watching them disappear down the corridor, he bid Harvin Stone
farewell and strolled out of the gray three-story building.

Beneath the midday sun, Klein unfolded the newspaper and saw
that it was The Tingen Morning Post.

Tingen sure has an abundance of periodicals. ..

There’s The Morning Post, The Evening Post, The Honest Paper,
The Backlund Daily Tribune, The Tussock Times, plus family maga-
zines and book review columns...

A list of names surfaced effortlessly in his mind. Of course, not
all of them were local. Some were transported to Tingen via steam
locomotive.

With advancements in papermaking and printing, the price of a
newspaper had dropped to as little as one penny, making it accessible
to a wider audience.

Klein didn’t bother scanning the other articles. Instead, he flipped
directly to the news section and found the headline report.
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Klein walked down the shaded path, nodding to himself impercep-
tibly.

So...the matter has been handled and covered up...

As he flipped through the newspaper, he skimmed other news arti-
cles and serialized stories.

Suddenly, he felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end.

It was a feeling as though countless thin needles were stabbing into
his skin.

Someone is watching me...?

Observing me?

Monitoring me?

As thoughts flooded his mind, Klein felt a faint realization dawn
upon him.

Back on Earth, he had occasionally experienced the sensation of
being watched before eventually discovering the source. However, he
had never felt it as intensely—nor as assuredly—as he did now!
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The same was true for similar occurrences in the original Klein’s
fragmented memories.

Wias it transmigration itself or the mysterious luck-enhancement
ritual that enhanced his sixth sense? Klein fought back the urge to
search for the observer. Instead, he imitated what he had learned
from fiction, TV, and movies, slowing his pace as he folded the news-
paper. He then pretended to be admiring the Khoy River.

Moving naturally, as if merely taking in the scenery, he began to
gradually turn his head little by little until he had rotated almost
fully—his eyes scanning his surroundings all the while.

Other than the trees, grass, and distant students passing by, the
boulevard appeared empty.

Yet Klein was certain that someone was watching him!

This. ..

His heart pounded.

Blood coursed through his body in time with the intense thump-
ing in his chest.

Klein unfolded the newspaper and covered half his face with it,
afraid that the observer might notice something in his expression.

At the same time, he tightened his grip on his walking stick, keep-
ing himself ready to draw his revolver.

One step.

Two steps.

Three steps.

He walked slowly, maintaining a steady rhythm.

The eerie sensation persisted, but no immediate danger erupted.

With forced composure, he continued forward, reaching the end
of the boulevard and arriving at the coach carriage stop.

Just in time.

One was already pulling up.

“Iron... Jut...No, Champagne Street.”

Klein changed his mind multiple times before finally settling on a
destination.
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He had originally planned to head straight home, but he feared
leading the unknown watcher back to his flat.

Then he considered going to Jutland Street to seek help from the
Nighthawks or his colleagues. But what if the observer was trying to
bait him into exposing his connection with them?

Eventually, he settled on a random location.

“Six pence,” the fare collector said matter-of-factly.

Klein hadn’t brought any gold pounds with him today. He had
hidden his savings in their usual spot and only carried notes worth
two soli. After spending the same amount on the ride earlier, he was
left with one soli and six pence.

So he handed over all his remaining coins and boarded the carriage.

Once inside, he found a seat and listened as the door shut.

Instantly, the unsettling sensation vanished.

Klein exhaled slowly. His hands and feet trembled slightly.

What do I do?

What should I do next?

Staring out the window, Klein’s mind raced.

Until he could determine the watcher’s intentions, he had to
assume malicious intent.

Numerous thoughts surfaced, but he dismissed them one by one.
He had never experienced anything like this before, and it took him
a few minutes to organize his thoughts.

1 have to notify the Nighthawks.

Only they can truly eliminate this threat. But I cant head there
directly since I might expose them. And that might be exactly what the
observer wants—to force me into exposing the Nighthawks.

Following this line of thinking, Klein began to crudely deduce
various possibilities. His thoughts gradually became clearer.

Phew!

Exhaling again, he felt himself calm slightly. He then turned his
focus to the passing scenery.

The journey to Champagne Street was uneventful.
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But the moment Klein stepped out of the carriage and onto the
street, the suffocating sensation returned.

That same oppressive feeling. ..

I m still being watched!

Feigning ignorance, Klein held his newspaper and walking stick as
he slowly walked toward Jutland Street.

However, just before reaching it, he made a sudden decision—he
didn’t make the turn at the corner.

Instead, he continued walking past the street, heading toward Red
Moon Road.

There, in the center of a beautiful white plaza, stood a magnificent
cathedral with a pointed roof.

Saint Selena Cathedral.

The Tingen headquarters of the Church of Evernight.

As a follower of the Goddess, there was nothing suspicious about
him attending mass or praying on his day off.

The cathedral’s architecture was reminiscent of the Gothic style
found on Earth.

Its black facade loomed ominously, and a tall, mottled clock tower
stood at its front, rising toward the clouds.

Between its checkered windows of blue and red glass, the tower
cast long shadows across the plaza.

Klein stepped inside, his footsteps echoing across the vast prayer
hall.

The narrow red and blue stained glass windows allowed only slivers
of light to enter.

The blue was closer to black, and the red the same color as the
crimson moon.

Together, the hues bathed the interior in an eerie, enigmatic glow.

The feeling of being watched vanished again. Klein’s expression
betrayed nothing as he approached the wide-open prayer hall.

There were no high windows inside. Instead, profound darkness
dominated the space. However, at the far end of the hall, behind the
arch of the holy altar, about twenty round, fist-sized holes punctured
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the stone wall, allowing pure, radiant sunlight to pour through. The
concentrated beams of light shined brilliantly into the dimly lit hall.

It was akin to a traveler in the night lifting their gaze toward the
sky and seeing shimmering stars glowing with grace, purity, and
sacredness.

Even though Klein had always believed that deities could be ana-
lyzed and understood, he couldn’t help but lower his head in reverence
at this moment.

As the bishop preached in a deep, gentle voice, Klein silently made
his way down the aisle, which split the rows of pews in two.

He found an empty seat near the aisle and slowly took his place.

Leaning his walking cane against the back of the pew in front of
him, Klein removed his hat and placed it on his lap, along with the
folded newspaper. Then he clasped his hands together and lowered
his head onto them.

Every movement was deliberate, slow, and methodical—as though
he were genuinely here to pray.

Klein closed his eyes and listened silently to the bishop’s sermon in
the darkness.

“Utterly naked and wanting for clothes and food, they shiver
uncovered in the cold.

“Thoroughly drenched by rains with nowhere to hide, they huddle
around the rocks.

“They are mothers from whom children have been snatched. They
are orphans from whom hope was lost. They are the poor forced
astray from the proper path.

“The Evernight did not forsake them but bestowed them with
care .

Echoes amplified as they entered his ears. With the expanse of
darkness in front of him, Klein felt as though his spirit and mind had

been cleansed.

2 Adapted from Job 24:8, Old Testament.
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He calmly took this in until the bishop finished his sermon and
ended the mass.

Following this, the bishop opened the door to the confessional
booth on the side. Men and women began lining up before it.

Klein opened his eyes.

Donning his hat once more, he picked up his walking stick and
newspaper before standing and joining the line.

After waiting more than twenty minutes, it was finally his turn.

He stepped into the confessional booth and closed the door behind
him.

Darkness enveloped him once again.

“My child, what do you wish to say?”

The bishop’s voice came from behind the wooden screen.

Klein reached into his pocket.

He pulled out his badge—engraved with the words Special Opera-
tions Department—Seventh Unit.

Sliding it through the narrow slit in the screen, he spoke in a low
voice that seemed to blend in with the silent darkness.

“Someone is following me. I wish to see Dunn Smith.”

The bishop took the badge.

A few seconds of silence followed.

Then he said, “Turn right from the confessional booth and walk
all the way to the end of the path. There is a hidden door to the side.
Once you enter, someone will guide you.”

As he spoke, he pulled a rope inside the booth.

A faint chime rang, notifying a particular priest.

Klein took back his badge, removed his hat, and pressed it to his
chest. He gave a slight bow before turning around and exiting.

After confirming that the feeling of being watched was gone, he
donned his short top hat again. Keeping his expression neutral, he turned
right and walked toward the arched altar.

On the side wall, perpendicular to the altar, he found a hidden door.

Without hesitation, he silently pushed it open and stepped through.

The door closed soundlessly behind him.
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In the glow of gas lamps, a middle-aged man in a black priest robe
appeared.

His gaze was calm but sharp.

“What is it?” he asked tersely.

Klein lifted his badge once more.

Repeating his words from before, he said, “Someone is following
me. I wish to see Dunn Smith.”

The priest gave a brief nod.

Without asking any further questions, he simply turned around
and began walking forward.

Klein nodded as well, taking off his hat once again.

Holding his walking stick, he quietly followed.

Rosanne had mentioned before that turning left at the under-
ground crossroad would bring him to the Saint Selena Cathedral.






Tap! Tap! Tap!

The sound of footsteps echoed through the dark, narrow corridor,
spreading through the silence.

Klein kept his back straight as he followed the priest’s even steps.
He did not ask questions or make small talk, remaining as quiet as a
still lake.

After passing through a heavily guarded doorway, the priest
unlocked another hidden door with a key and pointed down a stair-
case made of stone. “Turn left at the intersection to reach Chanis
Gate.”

“Goddess bless you.” Klein tapped four points on his chest, mak-
ing the sign of the crimson moon.

In society, one followed etiquette. In the house of God, one fol-
lowed the rites of religion.

“Praise be to the Lady.” The priest returned the gesture.

Klein said nothing further. He followed the stone steps down into
the darkness, aided by the elegant gas lamps recessed into both sides
of the wall.

Midway, he subconsciously turned back and saw the priest still
standing at the top of the stairs. Encased in shadow, he resembled an
immobile wax statue.
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Klein looked away and continued his descent. It didn’t take long
before he reached flat ground, where ice-cold stone slabs led him
deeper underground to the intersection.

He did not turn toward Chanis Gate—Dunn Smith, having only
recently finished his shift, was definitely not there.

Instead, he turned right, following the familiar path. He ascended
another flight of stairs and emerged inside Blackthorn Security
Company.

Seeing doors that were either ajar or tightly shut, he refrained from
entering any rooms unannounced. Instead, he went to the recep-
tion desk, where a brown-haired girl with a sweet smile was fully
engrossed in a magazine.

“Hi, Rosanne.” Klein approached and deliberately rapped the
table.

Crash!

Rosanne jumped to her feet, knocking over a chair in the process.
Flustered, she blurted, “Hi! What nice weather we re having today.
Oh! It’s you, Klein! What are you doing here?”

She patted her chest and caught her breath, like a young lady afraid
her father had caught her slacking off.

“I need to see the captain,” Klein said simply.

“...You sure gave me a fright. I thought you were the captain.”
Rosanne glared at him. “Don’t you know how to knock? Hmph, you
should be glad I'm a tolerant and forgiving woman. Well, I do pre-
fer the term girl... Why are you looking for the captain? He’s in his
office, across from Mrs. Orianna.”

Despite his tightly wound nerves, Klein was amused by Rosanne’s
antics and smiled. He pondered for a moment before saying, “A
secret.”

“...” Rosanne’s eyes widened. As she reeled in disbelief, Klein bent
forward in a slight bow before quickly taking his leave.

He passed through the partition beyond the foyer and knocked on
the door of the first office on the right.

“Come in.” Dunn Smith’s deep, mild voice sounded from within.
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Klein pushed open the door, entered, and closed it behind him.
Removing his hat, he bowed. “Good morning, Captain.”

“Good morning. Is something the matter?” Dunn’s black trench
coat and hat hung from a nearby coat stand. Dressed in a white shirt
and black vest, his high forehead and deep gray eyes gave him a sol-
emn air, yet his countenance appeared lighter than before.

“There’s someone following me,” Klein stated candidly, without
preamble.

Dunn leaned back and clasped his hands together. His deep gray
eyes studied Klein’s face. Instead of addressing the topic immedi-
ately, he asked, “You came from the cathedral?”

“Yes,” Klein answered.

Dunn nodded slightly but did not comment. Instead, he steered the
conversation back. “It could be that Welch’s father doesn’t believe
the cause of death we reported and hired a private investigator from
Wind City to look into the matter.”

The city of Constant in Midseashire, also known as Wind City,
was a major industrial hub, boasting advanced coal and steel indus-
tries. It ranked among the top three cities in the Loen Kingdom.

Before Klein could voice an opinion, Dunn continued, “However,
it could also be tied to whoever—or whatever—that notebook came
from. We're currently investigating where Welch obtained the Anti-
gonus family’s notebook. Of course, we can’t rule out the possibility
of other people or organizations being after it.”

“What should I do?” Klein asked in a serious tone.

Without question, he hoped for the first scenario.

Dunn did not answer immediately. Raising his coffee mug, he
took a sip, his calm eyes betraying not the slightest ripple. “Return
the way you came, then go on doing anything you wish.”

“Anything?” Klein asked, seeking clarification.

“Anything.” Dunn nodded with certainty. “Naturally, don’t scare
them off or flout the law.”

“All right.” Klein took a deep breath and bade him farewell. He left
the room and returned underground. Turning left at the intersection,
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he walked silently through the dim, cold passageway, bathed in the
glow of the gas lamps lining either side.

His footsteps echoed through the empty corridor, amplifying his
loneliness and compounding his unease.

Soon, he arrived at the stairs. Climbing up, he saw the middle-aged
priest standing in the doorway, shrouded in shadow. The two did
not exchange words. The priest simply turned in silence, making way
for him.

Klein proceeded without a sound, returning to the prayer hall. The
round openings behind the arched altar remained as pure and bright
as before, while the interior retained its serene darkness. Men and
women still lined up outside the confessional booth, though their
numbers had dwindled.

After pausing briefly, Klein slowly exited the prayer hall with his
walking stick and newspaper as though nothing had happened and
made his way out of Saint Selena Cathedral.

The moment he stepped into the blazing sunlight, the familiar feel-
ing of being watched returned. He felt like prey under the scrutiny
of a hawk.

A question surfaced in his mind.

Why hadn’t his stalker followed him into the cathedral? Even
if he had used the dark environment and the priest to conceal his
temporary disappearance, wouldn’t it have been easy for them to
continue monitoring him by pretending to pray? If they had done
nothing wrong, there would be no issue walking openly into the
church, right? Unless...they had a reason to fear the clergy. A dark
history? Perhaps they knew that some priests possessed the powers of
a Beyonder...

If that was the case, the likelihood of it being a private investigator
was very slim.

Klein exhaled, no longer as tense as before. He strolled leisurely
around the block toward Jutland Street.

Stopping in front of an archaic building with mottled walls, he
eyed the number written on the door—3.
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This was the Jutland Shooting Club.

Part of the police department’s underground shooting range had
been opened to the public as a way to earn additional funds.

As soon as Klein stepped inside, the oppressive sensation of being
watched disappeared. He took the opportunity to hand over his Spe-
cial Operations Department badge to the attendant.

After a brief verification, he was led underground to a small,
enclosed shooting range.

“Ten-meter target,” Klein informed the attendant simply. He
retrieved his revolver from his underarm holster and pulled a box of
brass cartridges from his pocket.

The feeling of being hunted had sharpened his desire for self-
preservation, outweighing his habit of procrastination. He had come
here because he needed to practice.

Snap!

Once the attendant left, he flicked open the cylinder and removed
the silver demon-hunting bullets. Then he reloaded the revolver with
standard brass rounds.

This time, he didn’t leave an empty chamber to prevent misfires.
Nor did he remove his suit jacket or short top hat. He intended to
practice in his usual attire. After all, in a real encounter, he wouldn’t
have the luxury of saying, “Wait a minute. Let me change into some-
thing more comfortable.”

Click!

Klein closed the cylinder and spun it with his thumb.

Suddenly, he raised the gun in both hands, arms straight out, and
aimed at the target more than ten meters away.

Yet he didn’t fire immediately. Instead, he recalled his week of mili-
tary training back in school, mentally reviewing past mistakes—how
to align the iron sights, account for a gun’s recoil, and steady his aim.

Amid the rustling of his clothing, he repeated his drawing, aim-
ing, and ready stance over and over, as serious as a student preparing
for a university entrance exam.

After several repetitions, he retreated to the wall and sat down on
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a long, cushioned bench. Setting the revolver aside, he massaged his
arms, resting for a while.

He spent a few minutes mentally reviewing his earlier practice
before picking up the revolver again. Standing in place, he assumed
the standard firing position and pulled the trigger.

Bang!

His arm trembled slightly, his body shifting from the recoil. The
bullet missed the target.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Adjusting as he went, he fired again and again until all six rounds
were spent.

I'm starting to bit the target...

Klein stepped back and sat down, catching his breath.

Click!

He swung out the cylinder and let the six spent shells clatter to the
ground. Without hesitation, he loaded more brass cartridges.

Rotating his shoulder to loosen the stiffness, he stood up once
more and returned to position.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Shots echoed as the target shook. Klein alternated between prac-
tice and rest until he had expended all thirty regular rounds, along
with the five he already had. His accuracy was gradually improving.
He was now consistently hitting the target and even beginning to
aim for the bull’s-eye.

Swinging his sore shoulders, he tossed aside the last five spent
shells. Then, with his head slightly bowed, he reloaded the silver
demon-hunting bullets into the cylinder, leaving an empty chamber
to prevent misfires.

After securing the revolver in his underarm holster, Klein patted
the gunpowder and dust from his clothes and exited the shooting
range, stepping back onto the streets. .

The feeling of being watched returned immediately, but he
remained calmer than before. Walking unhurriedly to Champagne
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Street, he spent four pence on a tracked coach to Ironcross Street and
made his way home.

As soon as he stepped inside his flat, the eerie sensation of being
spied on vanished without a trace.

Klein took out his keys and unlocked the door—only to see a
short-haired man in his mid-twenties, wearing a linen shirt, seated
at the desk.

His heart tensed momentarily before relaxing. He smiled and said,
“Good morning— No. Good afternoon, Benson.”

The man was none other than Benson Moretti, Klein and Melis-
sas older brother. Though only twenty-five, his receding hairline and
world-weary appearance made him look closer to thirty.

With dark hair and brown eyes, he bore some resemblance to
Klein, though he didn’t have the same mild, bookish air.

“Good afternoon, Klein. How was the interview?” Benson stood,
grinning.

His black coat and short top hat hung from the side of their bunk
bed.

“Horrible,” Klein replied flatly.

Benson blinked in surprise.

Chuckling, Klein continued, “Actually, I didn’t even go to the
interview. I found a job ahead of time—three pounds a week.”

He repeated what he had told Melissa earlier.

Benson’s expression eased as he shook his head with a laugh.
“Feels like ’'m watching a child grow up... Well, this job sounds
pretty good.” He sighed and added, “It’s nice that the first thing I
hear upon returning from a trip is good news. We should celebrate
tonight. How about some beef?”

Klein smiled. “Sure, but I think Melissa will feel the pinch. Why
don’t we go buy the ingredients together this afternoon? We can
bring at least three soli.” He paused before muttering, “I won’t lie—
twenty soli to a pound, twelve pence to a soli, plus extra denomi-
nations like the halfpenny and farthing... This currency system is
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completely counterintuitive. Its such a hassle. I'd say it’s one of the
most foolish monetary systems in the world.”

As soon as he said it, he noticed Benson’s expression turn stern. A
flicker of apprehension crossed his mind.

Had he said something wrong?

Could it be that, in the lost memories of the original Klein, Benson
was actually an extreme patriot with no tolerance for criticism of the
kingdom?

Benson took a few steps forward, his face serious, and refuted him
in a firm voice.

“No, not one of the most foolish. 7he most foolish.”

Klein blinked.

Then realization dawned, and he burst into laughter alongside his
brother. Indeed, this was Benson’s signature sarcasm.

With the corners of his lips slightly upturned, Benson added dryly,
“You see, to implement a reasonable and simple currency system,
one must understand the decimal system—and know how to count.
Unfortunately, there are too few such talents among the powerful
who rule.”



How sharp and incisive. ..

Klein burst into laughter. Drawing from the rich experience of his
previous life, he added, “In fact, there’s no evidence to suggest that
those powerful people have any brains at all.”

“Yes! Very good!” Benson roared with laughter, giving him a
thumbs-up. “Klein, your sense of humor has improved.” Catching
his breath, he continued, “I have to return to the pier this afternoon.
I won’t have a day off until tomorrow. After that...let’s visit the Tin-
gen Housing Improvement Company together and see if they have
any decent, affordable terraced houses for rent. Also, I need to pay
Mr. Franky a visit.”

“Our landlord?” Klein asked, perplexed. “Does our current land-
lord own terraced houses in good neighborhoods?”

Benson shot him a glance, amused. “Have you forgotten our one-
year lease with him? It’s only been six months.”

Klein inhaled sharply.

He had completely forgotten!

Although they paid rent weekly, the lease itself lasted a full year.
Moving now would be a breach of contract. If they were taken to
court, they could end up owing a hefty sum.

“You still lack societal experience.” Benson touched his receding
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hairline with a sigh. “I fought hard for that clause. Otherwise, Mr.
Franky was only willing to offer us three-month leases at a time. For
wealthier tenants, landlords are happy to sign long-term contracts—
one, two, or even three years for stable income. But for us, and for
our neighbors, landlords worry about unexpected circumstances that
might prevent tenants from paying rent. So they prefer short-term
contracts.”

“It also makes it easier for them to raise the rent frequently,” Klein
added, drawing from both the original Klein’s memories and his own
experience as a tenant.

Benson sighed. “That’s the harsh reality of today’s society. But don’t
worry. The lease issue can be easily resolved. Frankly, the moment we
miss a week’s rent, Mr. Franky will throw us out and confiscate any-
thing valuable we leave behind. His intelligence is barely above that
of a curly-haired baboon. He’s incapable of handling anything too
complicated.”

Hearing this, Klein was reminded of a joke about a certain Sir
Humphrey Appleby. Shaking his head, he said seriously, “No, Ben-
son. You're wrong.”

“Oh?” Benson raised an eyebrow.

“Mr. Franky’s intelligence is surely at least a smidge higher than
that of a baboon,” Klein replied with an utterly straight face.

Benson’s smile deepened.

“...When he’s at his best, that is,” Klein added.

“Ha-ha!” Benson blurted out, unable to contain his laughter.

After a round of hearty laughter, he pointed at Klein, momentarily
at a loss for words. Finally, he shook his head and returned to the
topic at hand.

“Of course, as gentlemen, we can’t resort to such shameless tac-
tics. We’'ll speak with Mr. Franky tomorrow. Believe me, he’s easily
convinced.”

Klein had no doubt. The existence of the gas pipes in their flat was
proof enough.

After some idle chatter, the brothers made use of the leftover
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pan-fried fish from the previous night, adding it to a soup with veg-
etables. As it boiled, steam moistened the rye bread they had placed
inside the pot.

Smearing a little butter on the bread, they enjoyed a simple but
satisfying meal. The rich aroma and sweetness of the butter left a
lingering sense of contentment.

Once Benson left for work, Klein took three soli and some spare
pennies to the produce and meat market. He spent six pence on a
pound of beef and seven pence on a Tussock fish that was tender and
had few bones. Then he purchased potatoes, peas, radishes, rhubarb,
lettuce, and turnips. He also bought herbs and spices, like rosemary,
basil, and cumin, along with cooking oil.

The entire time, the feeling of being watched remained. Yet, as
before, there was no direct contact.

After stopping by Smyrin Bakery for a while, Klein returned home
and began weight training using heavier items like stacks of books to
build arm strength.

He had originally planned to run through boxing drills, which
he had learned during his brief high school military training camp.
However, he had long forgotten the daily radio exercise routines from
school, let alone the boxing moves he had only practiced once a year
at most. With no better option, he settled for something simpler.

Klein made sure not to overexert himself; muscle fatigue would
only put him in greater danger. After an appropriate amount of
training, he stopped to rest and began reading the original Klein’s
textbooks and notes, refreshing his knowledge of the Fourth Epoch.

In the evening, Benson and Melissa sat properly and still in front
of the desk, staring at the food like eager schoolchildren.

The rich aroma of the dishes blended into a tantalizing overture—
the savory scent of stewed beef, the lingering heartiness of mashed
potatoes, the sweet warmth of pea soup, the mellow tang of stewed
rhubarb, and the fresh creaminess of the butter on rye.

Benson swallowed a mouthful of saliva as he turned to watch Klein
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place a golden, crispy fish onto a plate. The heavenly aroma of the oil
wafted into his nostrils, traveling down his throat and settling deep
in his stomach.

Gurgle!

His stomach let out a distinct growl.

Klein rolled up his sleeves and set the fried fish in the middle of
the desk. Then he retrieved two large mugs of ginger beer from the
cabinet and placed them before himself and Benson.

Smiling at Melissa, he reached into the cabinet again and, as if per-
forming a magic trick, produced a lemon pudding. “We’ll have our
beer while you have this.”

“... Thank you,” Melissa murmured as she accepted the pudding.

Seeing this, Benson lifted his mug with a grin. “Here’s to Klein for
finding a decent job.”

Klein raised his mug and clinked it against Benson’s, then lightly
tapped it against Melissa’s lemon pudding as well. “Praise be to the
Lady!”

He tilted his head back and took a deep drink. The spicy taste
warmed his gullet, the lingering aftertaste just as satisfying.

Despite its name, ginger beer contained no alcohol. It mimicked
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