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    Prologue: Well will provide Fortune Telling


Every human has a moment of birth. 

The year, date, and time of birth. 

With this, one’s fate is determined according to the flow of all things in the universe. 

It was like that on Earth. 

“What is your date and time of birth?” 

A knight clad in shimmering Armor spoke solemnly with a dignified voice. “I was born when the new moon Iris woke up from her sixth slumber.” 

My blood pressure rose from the depths of my soul. 

Feeling the threat of high blood pressure to my life, my hand swung the droplet. 

Swoosh- 

Thud. 

Clang 

“Ack…!!!” 


The knight, struck on the head by the droplet, collapsed to the side. 

“It’s obvious you are a murderer just by looking at your face.” 

If you commit a crime, you must face punishment. 

Quietly gazing at the ground, I soon realized something. 

“Oh, right. He was a knight… damn it…”



 
  
    Chapter 1: Becoming Possessed When You’re Supposed to Possess – 1


“I believe in Taoism.”

“Get lost.”

His eyebrows faintly furrowed, lips curled downwards. 

His eyes, shining yellow, were clearly those of a swindler at first glance.

Such questions didn’t pour out for no reason; they were interconnected with the world of superstitions.

“Damn, cursed fate…”

This body of mine seemed to attract such incidents continuously. 

My sharp senses, honed over 23 years, were warning me of another as I turned the corner.

And sure enough, as I turned, an old lady approached me.

“Excuse me… Your energy feels remarkably clear…”

“I know.”

Who else would have clear energy if not me?

“You’ve accumulated a lot of virtue…”

“I know.”

Virtue? 

I’ve accumulated enough just by listening to the stories that ghosts tell me. 

Lonely spirits, in particular, often needed someone to talk to, to play with, to relieve their resentment and attain enlightenment…

“The elders really like you…”

“I know.”

Though different from the previous question about Taoism, this old lady seemed to have quite discerning eyes. 

Not that it mattered much.

“How do you know?”

“Ma’am.”

“Yes?”

“That’s a malevolent spirit.”

“….Yes?”

It was evident just by looking at the ghost clinging to her shoulder.

There was no trace of divine energy; it was just a bundle of resentment.

A vengeful spirit that had harassed people in life and continued to do so even after death.

“Tsk… There was no hope that she’d understand my warning. Nineteen-year-olds always react the same way.”

And just like that.

“Y-you… where did you…!”

What kind of shaman wouldn’t be angry when the spirit they worship is called malevolent?

And those who angered me faced the same fate, either being struck by the spirits’ wrath or being showered with various bodily fluids. 

It was because such malevolent spirits dared to harbour negative feelings towards me.

Seeing the ghost desperately trying to flee from her shoulder, it seemed that something would happen soon.

“Ma’am, be careful.”

“Huh, where did you learn to mimic my disciple…”

She laughed mockingly and was about to walk away when a motorcycle shot out from a side street.

Vroom—

“Wha…? What…?”

Realizing that she could have had an accident with the motorcycle, the old lady looked at me with a dazed expression.

“I told you to be careful, didn’t I?”

“Wha… what…?”

Still stunned, she looked at me. 

I reached out and gently tapped her shoulder.

In my own way, I had cleansed her of negative energy.

“Ma’am, you seem out of sorts.”

I tapped the other shoulder.

Tap, tap.

“Have a kind heart and help people. That’s how you’ll attract divine beings.”

You could have asked what advice I could give to someone who had just been angry with me, but that’s the life of a shaman. 

Correcting those on the wrong path, making them happy. 

Perhaps leaving this old lady alone would allow the malevolent spirit that had just left to return and deceive innocent people again, accumulating ill deeds and bad karma.

“Live with the mindset of accepting losses rather than seeking gains.”

“Y-yes…?”

“Just go.”

“…Yes… Yes…”

Even though she seemed to be hesitating, she had at least taken a step back, realizing what kind of person I was.

As I watched the old lady retreat, seemingly overwhelmed, I turned away and resumed my steps. 

Perhaps there would be something fortunate ahead. 

This wasn’t just random luck; it was the result of helping the old lady just now and the motorcycle rider narrowly avoiding an accident. 

By helping two people who would have suffered great harm, I had gained this fortune.

“Good fortune, perhaps?”

As I walked, just before reaching a major road, a gust of wind blew.

Rustling through the air, fallen leaves rolled along the ground, making a soft sound.

“Huh?”

Amidst the fallen leaves, a yellow piece of paper caught my eye.

“No way…?”

Quickly picking up the paper, there was a number written on it. 

A beautiful number – 50,000. 

Even though the bill had been dampened by water and dirtied by soil, it didn’t matter. 

It was still 50,000 won.

“As expected, living kindly brings money rolling in…”

The happiness of finding money was short-lived, though, as there was an elderly man standing next to the fish-shaped pastry shop nearby, dressed in fine traditional clothing.

“Huh…”

A hanbok-clad figure in the heart of Seoul?

Indeed. 

He was someone who had already passed away. 


And next to him, an older man and a young girl were engaged in conversation.

“Dad! I want a fish-shaped pastry!”

“F-fish-shaped pastry?”

The man, addressed as dad, looked bewildered as he rummaged through his pockets. 

His previously calm expression turned bitter, and sadness filled his eyes.

“Eunseo, fish-shaped pastries aren’t good for you. Let’s have them next time.”

“Why?”

Probably because they didn’t have enough money. 

And the elderly man, looking at them with a pitying expression, was probably the girl’s grandfather.

I looked down at the money in my hand, which was probably dropped by the elderly man from afar to buy the fish-shaped pastry for his granddaughter.

“Well… it wasn’t my money after all.”

There was no reason to hesitate.

I immediately walked over and called out to the man.

“Excuse me, sir.”

Swiftly, I bowed my head and pretended to pick something up.

“Yes?”

“You dropped your money.”

Since it was obvious it wasn’t his, he would likely refuse it. 

So, I quickly handed him the bill and continued walking without waiting for a response.

Without even giving him a chance to refuse.

It was just a moment before I distanced myself from the pair.

“Oh, right.”

Bowing politely towards the person who was now at a distance, I said, 

“You’re a kind grandfather.”

In response, the elderly man smiled brightly and greeted me, as if answering my greeting.

The house would soon be filled with harmony.

“The ancestors of that family must be very kind.”

Doing a good deed made my heart feel warm. 

As my steps became lighter, I suddenly felt a sense of luck dissipating.

“Damn… this damn fate… giving away everything.”

I hadn’t even officially become a shaman yet, and already… it seemed like a tough road ahead.

***

“Moondi! We’re here! Wake up!!”

“O…five more minutes…”

Someone palm quickly slapped against my thigh. 

Smack—

“Ouch…! Oww…”

Looking at the person rubbing my thigh, it was my teacher. 

The person who could be called my spiritual mother.

She was passing down the shamanic rites to me.

A famous shaman who had no one to challenge her authority.

“Oh… I said don’t hit me…!!!”

“If you’re here for the ritual, then why are you sleeping like a dead person?”

“Oh… I understand…”

The ritual… Today was the day I officially became a shaman.

“Get your stuff.”

“Yes… yes…”

As I opened the car door, I saw the trees.

“You’ve come from far away.”

This was Mount Gyeryong.

A place known for its clear energy and tranquillity. 

A mountain where many shamans and those seeking enlightenment gather. 

My new life begins on this mountain famous for its trials.

“Sigh… damn it…”

I’ve never lived an ordinary life, but now that I’m actually leaving, curses escape my lips. 

And soon after, retribution is dealt. 

A blow to the back of my head.

“Beat him! Beat him with a stick!”

“Oh, please stop! It hurts so much! Seriously…”

I’ve done many good deeds, so why do I keep getting hit? 

Good or bad deeds seem futile. 

Anyway, following my master, we walk for a while until we reach a ritual site.

“Let’s begin.”

This ritual isn’t conducted by just one person. 

There needs to be someone playing the drum, someone playing the gong or cymbals. 

This ritual is probably the most spectacular with such a lineup. 

They’ve carefully selected renowned shamans from various places.

My master is something else, able to summon these shamans with just one phone call.

The ritual begins with the sound of drums and gongs echoing, accompanied by my master’s voice driving away evil spirits.

“Hey! Begone, evil spirits! Hoo-eey!”

Standing at the center of the ritual site, I feel strange. Excitement? Thrill?

Perhaps it’s the feeling of being possessed by a god.

Amidst the noisy surroundings, my mind becomes calm. 

And as the ritual begins in earnest, the clear sound of a bell resonates.

Ding-ding—

Ding-ding—

It’s strange. 

There’s no bell in sight, nor anyone ringing it.

Ding-ding—

The sound of the bell is clear and distinct, and it seems to emanate from my empty hands.

“Huh?”

Normally, you’d have to search for the real bell following this sound. 

It must be hidden somewhere. 

But now, it feels like something is already grasped in my hands.

Although my hands are empty, I distinctly feel like I’m holding something.

“….!!!”

The moment I realize it, a surge of heat rises from deep within my chest.

I’m possessed.

By the bell.

No, I want to ring the bell.

As my hands rise to the sky, shaking the bell, a bolt of lightning strikes from the sunny sky.


Towards me.

Flash!

And in an instant, everything goes dark.

Along with the sound of the bell.

Ding-ding—



 
  
    Chapter 2: Becoming Possessed When You’re Supposed to Possess – 2


It often happens in web novels. 

Stories about being hit by a truck and going into another world, or being reincarnated into the novel one was reading. 

Until I experienced it first-hand, I thought it was just a story in a novel.

“Why is this happening?” 

It had been about two hours since I woke up. 

Since there was no clock, I couldn’t tell how much time had passed. 

Let’s calmly review what happened… 

“I shook the bell, and then I was struck by lightning…” 

I was hit by a dry lightning bolt. 

When I first woke up, I thought I had died from being struck by lightning.

But the intense pain throughout my body fervently affirmed that I was alive. 

It was fortunate that I survived being struck by lightning. 

The real problem was this. 

My head kept throbbing with memories of an unknown identity. 

“So… am I this person named Chris?” 

Why do I suddenly believe the memories that come to mind? 

Because the face reflected in the water was clearly not mine. 

White hair, blue eyes. 

A face as white as snow. 

Distinct facial features. 

Except for the fact that my brown hair had turned white, it matched exactly with the character Chris in my memory. 

As I tilted my head, the pain returned. 

The body that was hit by lightning was not just my original body. 

This person named Chris in the mountains was also struck by lightning.

Even though it wasn’t my body, the pain was the same. 

“I’m screwed.” 

My whole body was screaming in pain. 

Stretching and yawning, I took out the item I had stuck in my waist and held it in my hand. 

“Is this the bell?” 

A thin stick about the length of my forearm with three blue bells made of the same material attached to it. 

It seemed that the source of the sound I heard before being struck by lightning was this bell. 

“Is this some kind of special item from another world?” 

Even though I was a shaman by trade, instead of something like a status window, I was given a bell. 

Having seen ghosts and survived, waking up in another world wasn’t as mysterious as it seemed. 

It looked little mysterious, which suited my taste. 

Unintentionally, as I tried to shake the bell, my wrist froze stiff. 

Huh. 

“Is lightning going to strike again?” 

Since I had already shaken the bell once and been struck by lightning, it was entirely possible. 

Swish. 

I lifted my head to look at the sky, but nothing happened. 

Yeah. 

That’s what the sky looked like when I was struck by lightning. 

If I get hit again, could I go back to my original world? 

Carefully moving my wrist, I shook the bell once. 

Ding – 

As the sound rang out, I looked up at the sky, but nothing happened.

“Well, getting struck by lightning isn’t that easy.” 

Well, that’s true, but the bell had a nice clear sound. 

Ding – 

Ding –

It was a mysterious resonance. 

The words “brilliant and pure” suited it perfectly. 

Ding- 

There were three hanging bells, but the sound was one. 

The taste of the sound felt piercingly exquisite. 

Ding- Ding- Ding- 

As I shook the bells, I felt a mysterious sensation as if I were entranced.

“Crazy…” 

I was in the process of receiving the blessing to become a legitimate shaman. 

But the god connected to me didn’t seem like an ordinary one. 

Ding- 

A very huge, gentle, and warm feeling. 

As that presence grew more and more, my mind became dizzy. 

Just as my consciousness was fading. 

I abruptly stopped shaking the bells in urgency. 

It seemed that for now, this was as far as it could go. 

“Phew…” 

Receiving a god from another world instead of the one I intended. 

I might have had an unusual fate, but this was unexpected. 

“First… I should go home.” 

Fortunately, Chris’s memories were intact. 

An orphan who lost parents in the war. 

Now an adult, making a living by hunting as a commoner. 

Neither a hero nor a protagonist in a novel, just an ordinary person. 

That was Chris, and now it was me. 

“First, water… huh?” 

Unlike the original world, the water was crystal clear. 

In the place where my face was reflected clearly, something else was also there. 


A monster with green skin and large teeth. 

“Damn… What a surprise…” 

Quickly turning my body around, I instinctively raised the bells, but soon lowered my raised arm. 

“An orc…?” 

It wasn’t an ordinary orc. 

To be precise, it was an orc ghost that had already died. 

“What the hell…? Is meeting an orc ghost the first thing I do after reincarnating into this world?” 

Upon closer inspection, it seemed quite spirited. 

Perhaps it was a significant orc among orcs. 

“What are you looking at?” 

In the midst of my already troubled state, it was irritating to see not just a ghost, but an orc ghost. 

Could it be that even after being reincarnated into this world, ghosts are visible? 

“Just take something already.” 

No matter how many times I spoke, the orc ghost didn’t react. 

Just staring at me with a curious expression. 

It seemed like it didn’t even know it was visible. 

Most ghosts were like that. 

It was natural for humans not to see them. 

I kindly pointed at the orc again and said, “I said go?”

“Right. You. Go there!”

The orc, realizing it was being seen, widened its eyes and pointed at itself with a puzzled expression. 

It seemed to mutter something, but it was incomprehensible since it didn’t have enough soul to communicate with a living person.

“Stop fooling around and go quickly. You can’t even speak anyway.”

Mixing gestures of frustration, the orc attempted to communicate. 

It seemed to have its own reasons for being here.

“Sigh…”

A person wouldn’t do much against a monster’s ghost, even if one vented their frustrations.

“This damn karma…”

Ignoring it, I turned away, but the orc slid towards me silently.

“Huh?”

“Wanna be hit by the bells?”

As I raised the bell, the orc flinched slightly, realizing it wasn’t an ordinary bell.

“Go before you get hit?”

In truth, there was no way to hit a ghost with a bell. 

If that was possible, why bother with rituals and talismans? 

I’d just carry bells and swords around.

-@%$@%#&@

The orc still followed me, even as I walked away.

“Why won’t you leave?”

As I swung the bell towards the orc, aiming to exorcise it like a malevolent spirit, unexpectedly, a different outcome occurred.

“Bang!”

&%$#@# !!!!!

“What the… why are you getting hit again?”

Seeing it writhing in pain as it held its head, it seemed quite painful.

“It seems this isn’t an ordinary object… anyway…”

Wasn’t hitting with the bell supposed to not work?

“You should’ve left when I told you to.”

As I approached with the bell, the orc looked uneasy, rolling its eyes nervously.

“You’re dead. Oh wait… you’re already dead.”

From then on, it began. 

The first time I had ever started to exorcise a ghost in my life.

“Whack!”

“Phew!”

“Thwack!”

“Alright!”

%$@#!!!

“Thwack!”

“Go away!! Why won’t you leave?”

The bell struck the orc’s head repeatedly. 

The sound echoed, relentless, hitting every part of its body, yet the orc didn’t leave, no matter how long it endured the beating.

“Sigh… sigh… Phew… it’s exhausting.”

Twenty-three years of life. 

Forty-seven years combined with Chris’s life. 

There hadn’t been many instances in my life where I struggled against a ghost like this.

“This one’s a tough one… a tough ghost stuck on me…”

Even after exorcising it so much, it wouldn’t leave.

“Sigh…”

Ironically, the orc’s expression seemed more desperate than before.

What kind of trouble could it be, involving a monster, to push it to this extent against a human?

“Alright, let’s go.”

Seeing the clinging spirit, it seemed like I’d have to accompany it until it resolved its issues. 

Ghosts’ attachments were not to be taken lightly.

Even as I reluctantly allowed the orc to go, it slid behind me as I walked.

“Ugh… why won’t you leave?”

Amidst our struggle, we ended up deep in the mountains without realizing it.

Continuing to walk, at one point, the orc’s face stiffened, and it began to slide quickly in a certain direction.

“Hey!!”

It seemed like something urgent had come up. 

When ghosts reacted like this, it usually meant something similar.

As I ran after it, we reached an open space. 

At the end, there was a cliff, and behind it, a view of the mountains stretched out.

The orc was pointing downwards from the edge of the cliff.


“Sigh… I’ve seen it all in my life.”

I quickly approached and leaned over the cliff, my head stretched out over the edge.

Sure enough, there was the sight I had expected.

About half the size of my body, a young orc was hanging onto a precarious branch, dangling in mid-air.

“Phew!!!!”



 
  
    Chapter 3: Becoming Possessed When You’re Supposed to Possess – 3


“Should I save him?” 

“%$@#!!!!!!” 

Unexpectedly, the height of the cliff with the oak hanging from the branch wasn’t that high. 

He was within reach if I stretched my arm, just at the tip of my fingers. 

If it was a powerful Orc known for his strength, he should be able to climb up easily, right?

As if answering my curiosity, the Orc ghost was clinging to one side, pointing to a wounded arm. 

The flesh around the wound seemed too damaged to move.

“If I had left him, he would have almost met his end.”

With one arm unusable and the other holding onto the branch, movement was restricted.

Though the foot was barely holding onto the edge, letting go would mean falling down below.

“Should I save him?”

The situation was tricky, but the Orc was still a monster. 

If I saved him bluntly, could he turn around and attack me?

An expression of pleading appeared on the face of the Orc Ghost beside me. 

Did monsters even have emotions?

“…Ugh.”

Just as I was pondering, a desperate voice echoed from below the cliff.

“%$@#!!!!! Human!! The oak will repay the favour! %$@#!!!!!”

“Repay the favor?”

“That’s right! %$@#!!!!!”

An Orc repaying a favour? 

It sounded like something straight out of a fantasy folklore tale.

“How will you repay it?”

I couldn’t think of anything an Orc could do for a human.

“%$@#!!!!! I’ll find a way to repay it! I won’t forget the %$@#!!!!!”

Though I squinted my eyes and thought, it seemed like a tremendously risky task.

While I had Chris’s memories intact who was originally hunter, I had yet to experience such a battle. 

The idea of a hunter fighting with an Orc itself was absurd. 

If that young Orc attacked me from behind, I would be in danger.

“Damn it. What favour could a monster like you repay?”

“%$@#!!The Orcs knows honour!”

“Is that so? Know it well then.”

I wasn’t keen on becoming an Orc meal the moment I was transmigrated to this world. 

It was one thing if it was a ghost that I could deal with, but a living monster was a different story. 

As soon as I got up, the Orc Ghost came closer to me.

“%$@#!!”

“…Ugh.”

Do you know the hardest part of becoming a shaman?

It’s that you can deeply empathize with the emotions of Ghosts. 

So deeply that you can’t tell if it’s your own emotion or someone else’s.

“Hah… it’s my fate, it’s my fate to suffer…”

Was there such a thing as an easy fate for a shaman? 

It seemed like my life was always filled with struggles.

Hanging at the edge of the cliff, I reached out with both hands.

“%$@#!!?!”

And even crawled to reach the Orc’s wrist with my fingertips.

Now all I had to do was pull with all my strength.

The problem was that in the process of pulling, he had to let go of the branch the oak was holding onto. 

I felt the Orc hesitating, seemingly unsure about entrusting his life to me.

Could this kid really not trust me?

“%$@#!!! How could an Orc trust a human? %$@#!!!!”

Should I just let go?

I had barely made up my mind to save him when the way he spoke didn’t sit well with me.

“Just leave?”

“%$@#!!… I trust you!”

“Don’t you trust me?”

“%$@#!!! I trust you no matter what!”

I lifted the orc, who was slowly letting go of the tree, with all my strength.

He was quite heavy, but my body seemed to have this level of strength.

Surprisingly, the orc came off easily.

“Whew….” 

The orc, who had narrowly escaped death, breathed heavily and looked at me fiercely. 

“Thanks! Thank you!”

As he breathed steadily, the young orc suddenly started sniffing the air.

“Hm?”

What’s he up to now? 

I wondered if he regretted turning away from death, but he seemed to be seriously contemplating something.

Following a scent, the young orc began to speak. 

“Warrior’s soul! Thank you!”

“Huh?” 

Surprisingly, the young orc stopped right in front of the orc ghost.

“Do you see that?” he asked.

“Huh? Human, can you see souls?”

“What?” 

I looked closely at the orc, but I didn’t feel anything out of the ordinary.

Maybe he couldn’t see them. 

Perhaps his sense of smell is a bit sensitive.

“Hmm.” 

The orc’s actions, both living and dead one, were unusual. 


I didn’t expect the orc ghost’s gaze to be so warm.

“Thank you!” 

Sniffing again, the orc uttered a word. 

“The scent of brother! Is the soul there my brother?”

The young orc looked at me, probably asking for confirmation. 

“Is it true? Is he your brother?”

“Thank you! Only dead brothers smell like this!”

“Big family.”

“Thank you! Orcs die if they’re weak! I am strong!”

“You almost died too.”

“I almost weakened! Thank you! But I lived, so I’m strong!”

The young orc looked at me and then muttered to the air, “Dead brother, weak!”

“Weak brother! You can go now! Thank you!”

“$#%@#$” 

I’ve never heard orc insults before, but what the orc’s ghost said was definitely profane.

“Damn….” 

After all that spectacle, I felt even heavier. 

Was it because I had been struck by lightning? 

I should be in the hospital.

I opened my mouth to address the two grappling figures. 

“I’m leaving now.”

The young orc faced me and tapped his chest twice. 

“Thank you! My name is Gulak. A great shaman’s apprentice.”

“A shaman?”

“Orc shamans converse with warrior souls.”

So there are shamans in this world too. 

Their forms may be different, though.

“Thank you! Someday I will repay the favor! What’s your name, human?”

I was about to say my name out of habit when I stopped. 

My name had changed now.

“Chris.”

“Chris! May honour come to the human shaman! Thank you!”

It felt surprisingly good. 

Rather than a monster, I felt closer to a different race.

At least I could definitely expect some sort of reward for my help.

“Wait a minute…. Reward?”

The compensation received after providing help or services. 

It’s something like fortune telling.

Usually unknown to ordinary people.

Receiving such knowledge could be considered leaking divine secrets.

Still, it felt empty to finish without even getting someone’s fortune told after becoming a shaman for the first time.

“Hey! Wait a minute.”

“Huh?” 

A bell hanging from my waist ended up in my right hand.

“Hmm…” 

Ding – 

Ding- 

Various bells overlapped, but it wasn’t a cacophony. 

There was a clear sound of only one bell.

As the bells rang, my mind drifted deeper.

To the point where I couldn’t tell if I was myself or something else.

Ding-

All senses gradually calmed down. 

The wind brushing against the skin, the shapes visible to the eyes, all senses that a human body could feel became vivid, and beyond that, the moment I felt a different sensation. 

The fate entwined around Gulak became vividly felt. 

It was a level of clarity that transcended anything I had seen before in my life.

Ring-

As the bell rang, my mouth opened involuntarily. 

It felt like someone else was speaking through my body.

Ring-

“The youngster has many burdens to bear.”

Ring-

“The path ahead is long.”

Ring-

“You must follow your destiny and carry the souls of the lost.”

The bell’s sound reverberated with a deep resonance, circling around me.

“Those who have lost their way will gather, and those who are lost will find the path.”

A clear direction appeared before me. 

No, it wasn’t seen with my eyes. 

It was truly a feeling that could only be described as ‘seeing a direction’.

The bell pointed in one direction and extended.

Clang –

“Go. You will find the way while avoiding anger.”

With those few words, my consciousness snapped back.

“Ah…..” 

Both Gulak and I looked dazed.

The orc’s ghost, whose name I didn’t know, lay flat on the ground, trembling. 

Perhaps it was just bowing before an overwhelming presence.

“Thank you! Great shaman!” 

Feeling a deep lingering, I completely woke up to Gulak’s voice.

“Ah…. damn, that was tough….” 

It seemed to be a difficult task at first.

It was probably because the destiny of this orc named Gulak was significant.

Now that the fortune had been told, it was truly time to go home.

***

A small orc stood atop a high cliff.

Gulak, the disciple of an orc shaman.

The young orc’s face, not yet an adult, seemed to be lost in a trance, facing the empty space.

Was what he saw today the appearance of a shaman passed down through legends?

Gulak, whose eyes sought the guidance of great souls, turned to where the bell had pointed.

“Go.” 

The voice seemed to echo in my head like an imprint.

The guidance of the legendary great soul was undoubtedly correct.

“Thank you! I will follow the guidance.” 

Gulak, as if entranced, began to move his feet, then suddenly realized something.

There was a cliff in front of him.

“Th-thank you!!!” 

Beside Gulak, who was about to fall again, an unseen soul was cursing.

“-&$#@$!!!”

***

That was probably the most recent thing I read. 

A novel about a noble family’s scoundrel being possessed. 

The protagonist had just woken up in his own bed.

It was clearly written there.

He got up from his soft bed.

“Ah… but why me!!!” 

The bed was too hard.

Could this even be called a bed?

It was more like a piece of wood with a fur blanket laid over it.

My house was spartan to the point of poverty.

A log cabin made of wood.

A shoddy structure that wouldn’t be surprising if it collapsed at any moment.

Furniture that couldn’t even be called such.

And there was nothing to eat in the house.

Because I came back empty-handed from hunting today.

“Why do I have to worry about food?”


I had walked all the way from the mountains, and I was about to collapse from exhaustion.

To make matters worse, it was late at night, and there was no food to be found.

Above all, I had no money.

The first night after being possessed in this world passed in hunger.







 
  
    Chapter 4: Oldman craving Stones – 1


The breathing settled calmly. 

Sss… 

The direction of the wind was perfect. 

The taut bowstring seemed ready to release an arrow at any moment, tense and poised. 

“Now!” 

Just as I was about to release the arrow towards the deer, which had let down its guard while drinking water in front of me… 

The bowstring snapped. 

“Crazy…” 

Though I couldn’t recall ever breaking this bowstring myself, it was the only expensive bow in Chris’s impoverished life. 

At the sound of the bowstring snapping, the deer looked towards me and tensed up, ready to flee. 

“Whew?” 

Swiftly, the deer bolted away upon confirming my presence. 

But I had already anticipated that the deer would flee. 

I had set traps in places where the deer might escape. 

“I can catch it!” 

I rushed out to hunt down the deer. 

“Whew!” 

“Whether you’re Whew or Nabali, you’re dead.” 

Tap, tap, tap! 

The deer dashed precisely towards the spot I had guided it to. 

“There!” 

As I approached the trap I had set, an unexpected event unfolded. 

A fruit dropped right in front of the deer. 

Thud. 

“Whew!” 

The startled deer naturally changed its direction and veered off course, leaving my trap abandoned. 

“Damn it…” 

An expletive escaped involuntarily. 

It was the third time today alone. 

Such mishaps led to losing the deer. 

“This isn’t right!!!” 

“Again?” 

As I walked towards the trap, I had to witness the scene that had unfolded.

Have you ever seen a mouse living in a fantasy world? 

No exaggeration, it was barely the size of a human thigh. 

“This darn mouse…”  

The large mouse had already destroyed my trap for the third time, gnawing through the crucial rope with its teeth. 

“It seems I won’t catch the deer anyway…” 

I was a decent hunter. 

At least according to my memory. 

Except for special cases, traps had never been destroyed like this. 

It happened maybe once a month. 

“But!!!” 

“Today only!!!!” 

It was the third time. 

Not only had the hunt failed, but not a single herb that was usually sporadically found could be seen. 

Even after rubbing my eyes and searching, nothing was visible. 

“Should I wash my eyes again?” 

As I retraced my memories to find the places where herbs grew… 

“Oh no…” 

Those places had been ravaged by mountain beasts. 

“It happened again today…” 

All I had to eat all day were a few tree fruits. 

And those were smaller than my still-unripe fist. 

And a few sips of water from the mountain stream. 

“I’m hungry……” 

A bitter feeling rose within me. 

My master used to say such things. 

“A shaman can only do shaman things, don’t even think about anything else. Have you ever seen a shaman working in a company? Or a shaman doing manual labour? No one would have seen that. That’s how shamans are. They can only do what the gods allow. “

Is hunting my profession! 

Don’t we need to eat to survive?

Maybe no matter how much I keep hunting like this, I won’t catch anything. 

And the whole world will cast spells to release the deer. 

“I am stopping because it’s dirty. Because it’s dirty.” 

I muttered endlessly as I turned my feet towards home. 

“While others live comfortably in noble houses…” 

“What do people do to eat if they don’t hunt?” 

I thought there might be something like a shaman even in a fantasy world.

After all, even just mentioning druids implied that. 

But contrary to my expectations, there were no occupations similar to shamans. 

There were professions that dealt with souls though.

“Dark Mages or necromancers…” 

Occupations that exuded the aura of villains at first glance. 

Not only did I dislike them, but I also didn’t know anything about magic.

“What a cursed fate.” 

If I don’t hunt, I’ll have to become a mercenary. 

But being a mercenary isn’t something just anyone can do, and if I applied, disaster on a journey as a novice was inevitable. 

Perhaps even that would result in the world playing tricks on me. 

“In the end, should I set up a fortune-telling shop…?” 


Is it possible to have a fortune-telling shop in a fantasy world? 

“Oh dear…” 

Because I had ventured deep into the mountains, it would take ages to get back home. 

Since yesterday, my starving stomach had been sending signals incessantly. 

Gurgle. 

“Are there no ripe fruits anywhere…?” 

As I searched for fruits and turned my head, I felt something unfamiliar. 

A place where trees thrived and grass grew. 

A common sight in the mountains. 

What had caught my attention? 

“Hmm…” 

Following the feeling of unfamiliarity, I moved my feet. 

“Is this it?” 

The surroundings appeared similar to the surroundings in sight and feel.

But something was amiss from that point onwards. 

“It doesn’t seem like a ghost’s prank…” 

The flowing energy felt remarkably pure for a ghost’s mischief. 

It felt more like a sensation of nature. 

I had felt this way when monks were honing their skills. 

“Hmm…” 

There were no visible spirits around. 

Nor did I sense any grudges. 

“It’s quite fascinating.” 

As I thought, my hand naturally reached for my waist. 

The sensation of cold bells at my fingertips. 

As if it was an old habit, I began playing with the bells, then soon grasped and lifted it. 

“What kind of prank is this?” 

Ring- 

Merely holding the bell changed my tone. 

“It’s indeed a strange occurrence.” 

Ring- 

Following the sound of the bells, my senses calmed down. 

If I couldn’t see something with my eyes, I could see it with another set of eyes. 

Clairvoyance transcended the senses. 

Sometimes it was seen with the eyes, felt with the skin. 

It could show itself through sound, and sometimes through taste. 

It was a sensation that couldn’t be expressed logically. 

Ring- 

And what clairvoyance showed was not merely souls. 

Ring- 

When the bells shook again, the scenery before my eyes changed. 

The wind became clearer, the trees seemed to breathe. 

I could feel the vitality flowing through nature. 

“It’s twisted.” 

The bells hanging from the stick extended towards that place. 

And involuntarily, my mouth opened and words came out. 

“Open.” 

Clang – 

At that moment. 

With a whoosh- 

The place before my eyes split, revealing a new path. 

As if drawing back a curtain, it opened up. 

The spot where grass stood now twisted, revealing a different landscape.

“Tsk tsk…” 

Even though I hadn’t entered yet, sadness filled the inside. 

“Who could be so despondent here…” 

My body moved on its own, but no sound came out as I tread on the ground. 

Swoosh. 

It was a peculiar stride, leaving no trace, as if walking on clouds. 

As I followed the revealed path, wandering souls became visible. 

They were not alone.

Countless souls, easily numbering in the dozens, stood still, seemingly lost in thought. 

“What are these elderly folks staring at here?” 

As I ventured further in, statues became abundant in the surroundings.

Statues holding swords. 

Statues wielding spears. 

Statues riding horses. 

The statues, which seemed painstakingly carved by someone, became more intricate as I followed the path. 

And from within, sounds could be heard. 

Clang- 

Thunk- 

“Those fellows are blocking the way with their nonsense.” 

There, an elderly man was carving stones with a hammer and chisel.

Clang- 

Every gesture was filled with sincerity. 

Each strike of the hammer contained numerous emotions. 

Sadness, joy, pain, affection. 

The tangled emotions were so complex that merely looking at them made one’s head spin. 

“Tsk tsk… What’s the point of carving arms for someone who doesn’t have them?” 

“Hmm?” 

The old man turned his stern face towards me, seeming extremely wary of my sudden appearance. 

“Who are you? How did you get in here?” 

Whether the old man spoke or not, my mouth continued moving. 

“It must be freezing. Frozen to death in the snow… Tsk tsk…” 

Pointing with my chin towards the statue, the old man’s eyes widened slowly. 

His expression mixed astonishment and wariness, as if I had accidentally revealed a secret he held dear. 

“I will ask again. How did you get in here, and how do you know about that just now?” 

“If you insist, sir.” 

Pointing with my chin towards the hammer, the old man’s expression hardened even further. 

“If necessary.” 

The old man seemed ready to smash me with the hammer at any moment. 

Whether he spoke or not, I pointed to another statue and spoke again.

“Fallen dead.” 

I looked at another statue and continued, “This person…” I sensed an entanglement with the soul standing beside the statue. 

“This soul was killed by the hammer.” 

Not only this soul, but many others seemed to have died at the hands of the old man. 

Even those who hadn’t seemed to be entangled with the old man in various ways. 

“They don’t seem to resent…” 

The souls nodded in agreement with my words. 

“Did you alleviate their pain? Hmm, it seems so.” 

As I continued to ask, the old man’s expression became increasingly rigid.

“What is this all about?” 

“wait and see.” 

The reason for stopping the old man was simple. 

The soul standing beside him seemed to want to say something. 

Knowing he couldn’t speak, the soul opened his mouth wide and gestured to me. 

“…Bille Knopf?” 

“How do you know that name?!” 

The soul, as if displeased with something, gestured wildly in front of the statue that closely resembled himself. 

“Hmm… The shape of the sword? Ah…I see.” 

“How do you know that name?!” he demanded. 

Ignoring the protest, I relayed the soul’s words as they were..

“This person isn’t holding the sword.” 

At the end of the handle of the sword in the statue’s hand, a shield pattern was engraved. 

“Next to the shield… hmm… grass?” 

The old man’s eyes widened. 


A voice passed through his mind. 

“Lord! When the war is over, please plant a laurel tree.” 

“How… could…?” 

The hammer the old man was holding fell to the ground.

TL Note: You are going to hell lot of confused. You will understand by reading next 2 chapters~



 
  
    Chapter 5: Oldman carving stones – 2


60 years ago, there was a massive war called the “Continental War.” 

It devastated half of the continent and claimed countless lives. It all began with the awakening of the Demon King. 

Kingdoms exhausted their fortunes against the demons and monsters, leading to an incalculable loss of life among the humans who lost their footholds. 

The war lasted for 10 years, during which nobles, commoners, men, and women alike all stood against the demon invasion. 

Even children under the age of 10 took up arms to protect themselves or their families. 

It was a war that plunged all the inhabitants of the continent into fear.

Parmion also participated in that war. 

He was a highly renowned knight and a noble of the empire. 

Before he reached the age of 40, he had attained the status of a Sword Master, a title few achieved so early in life. 

There was no one in the empire’s history who had reached such a status at a younger age. 

He believed that with his sword, he could overcome any number of demons and monsters. 

However, his arrogance was soon met with harsh reality.

The people under his protection began to die gruesomely, and all those who followed him, be they knights, soldiers, or servants, perished miserably. 

None of them, regardless of their rank, could be saved. 

As the war dragged on, those around him disappeared. 

What was once a source of pride, his mastery of the sword, became a source of bitterness. 

He could not protect his loved ones with his strength alone. 

He did not possess the power to save all his comrades.

His strength alone was woefully insufficient against the countless demons and monsters. 

He resented his swordsmanship, which he had once been proud of, as he witnessed his comrades suffering. 

Even those who struggled in agony under his immature command remained with him after the war. 

The fate of each and every one of them haunted him every night in his dreams. 

The broken swords of his comrades, who once rode alongside him, appeared in his dreams. 

He dropped the cursed sword from his hand, realizing that there was no reason to hold onto something that had not protected anything.

He wandered the entire continent in despair, sculpting statues where they had died. 

The stone sculptures of their faces being gradually completed became an overwhelming source of sorrow, piercing through his entire being.

Wasn’t there a blessing given to humans called oblivion? 

He tore apart that supposed blessing countless times in order to recall their faces.

The sorrow and pain only deepened, but they could not stop Parmion.

He had to remember them. 

He hoped that the statues would not fall like they did. 

He asked the magicians, who were once his comrades, to cast a spell using all his wealth to hide the statues from the eyes of monsters.

Unless someone had reached a certain level of skill, it would be impossible to find the statues.

But today, a young man with white hair came to him. 

Despite his examination, the man, who had the mana of an ordinary person, was neither a knight nor a magician. 

How did he break through the barrier and approach him? 

How did he deceive his senses? 

The young man eventually revealed astonishing tales. 

He spoke of a knight born without arms, of a knight who threw himself off a cliff, determined not to become a burden, and of a young soldier who was left alone in the snow because he did not want to be a burden.

He even knew the stories that his subordinates whispered about wanting to attach fresh leaves to their family crest. 

It was a story he had lived, remembering only their faces and their fates, even forgetting himself. 

It was not the nonsense of a swindler or a madman. 

His eyes, which had to remember so many people, were not so weak as to be deceived by such things. 

He knew it was true, which was why the hammer was on the ground. 

It was the first time in his life that the hammer, which he had held all his life, had fallen on its own. 

***

“Tsk, tsk, tsk… what a useless thing to do. What are you doing, keeping the spirits of the dead here?” 

“Am I the one who’s keeping them?” 

“It’s because of you that the spirits can’t move on.” 

A sound of regret echoed from my mouth as if biting on my own tongue.

They were souls who had already achieved what they wanted. 

Souls that should have already transcended. 

“How can you be so sure whether the spirits are here or not?” 

“Geez… you still don’t believe? Let me show you.” 

Clang- 

“Hmm… is your name Tilburg?” 

The old man’s expression stiffened without a trace.

The old man’s face, hardened as if to hide the longing emotion, did not let any emotion penetrate. 

“I’m sorry for the scars you have.” 

“Why did even the young ones like you become spirits at such a young age…?” 

The old man’s eyes turned to the empty space I was looking at. 

“You say you killed yourself with the dagger he gave you.” 

“You still can’t believe it? Should I tell you one by one?” 

The hardened old man’s mouth began to move. 

“Are they truly here?” 

The old man’s eyes, staring blankly at the empty space, were shaking so much that it was unbearable to look at. 

“Are they unable to leave because of the statues I made?” 

Sadness and pain could be felt in the old man’s voice. 

The cries of the souls empathizing with him could be heard. 

The emotions made my head dizzy as if they were my own. 

The old man’s voice once again echoed in the empty space. 

“Leave, all of you. I will remember you.” 

The trembling voice, without pause, moved towards another empty space. 

“Vileno, leave! I will tell my descendants about the laurel.” 

The old man’s voice didn’t stop. 

He was naming everyone he remembered. 

Along with the memories he cherished. 

“I will accomplish what you all couldn’t. Leave all of you! I will never make statues again.” 

I couldn’t interfere with what the old man was saying. 


This was the work of a shaman. 

Resolving the grudges of the living and the dead, guiding them to the right path. 

For the old man to release the burdens he had accumulated over his lifetime, he had to let go of everything. 

It was fortunate if, in doing so, he could release everyone and find the right path. 

However, sadly, there wasn’t a single word among the old man’s words that was true. 

“Tsk… You think its the statues…? Are the souls here because of them?.” 

They were just statues made of stone. 

They couldn’t forcibly hold the spirits of the dead, no matter how much care and emotion went into them. 

“Then why are they bound here?” 

The dead’s grudge can be resolved by the shaman. 

But if it is tangled with the grudge of the dead, that was why I was here.

“Because of you.” 

Ring- 

The bell started ringing again. 

“No one blames you.” 

Ring- 

“They don’t want you to carve statues but to wish for your happiness.” 

Ring- 

Following the sound of the bell, one soul approached me. 

A soul that seemed to lean on me for a moment. 

While speaking, his mannerisms, unique intonation, and expressions were exactly like those of the alive.

“I wonder if I’m being too presumptuous as leader… Is it bothering you that I had only one arm?” 

“P-Platz? Is it you?” 

Ring- 

Another soul leaned on me. 

“Leader! You like meat and alcohol, don’t you? Have some and be happy.” 

“Alard…!!” 

Ring- 

“Hey, Leader! Riding a horse and running was fun, wasn’t it? Hehe…”

“Taila! My friend…! Is that really you?” 

Ring- 

Many souls leaned on me, pouring out what they wanted to say. 

There wasn’t a single cold emotion among them. 

Not a single soul pitied the old man. 

And what they wished for in this world was one. 

“Live happily.” 

“Ahh… Ah…” 

The old man’s face twisted as if it was about to break. 

What they wanted was not to be remembered. 

Not even to be avenged. 

Perhaps his expression was coming out like that because he realized that they wished for his happiness. 

The shaman and the dead shared each other’s emotions. 

Their long-forgotten wishes finally found their place. 

And then, all my strength was drained right there. 

Still, it’s fortunate that everything is done. 

Right? 

Ring-

The sound of the bell subsided, and I managed to open my mouth, which was trembling. 

After muttering, I couldn’t bear it anymore. 

“C-Can I have some food…?” 

“Who are you…?!” 

Parmion’s face was filled with pity. 

How hungry must one be to seek food even after death?

He was worried for not remembering a colleague.

“I’ll prepare it right away. Who are you…!! Please tell me your name…!!”

My trembling mouth barely managed to speak. 

“I…I’m here….” 

“Yes…yes…! Quickly…!” 

“It’s me…” 

“Sorry…I can’t recognize you with just this…!” 

“I’m…Chris…” 

“Chris…?” 

The expression on his face hardened. 


It seemed he was so sorry for not remembering the name. 

Tears welled up in his eyes, representing that emotion. 

“No…not the soul, it’s me…” 

“I’ve been starving since yesterday…” 

“…”



 
  
    Chapter 6: Fortune Telling Store Opens – 1


“So you’re a shaman, huh?” 

“That’s right.” 

The food before me consisted of a few fruits, dried jerky, and a light stew. 

To my hungry self, it was a feast fit for a king. 

Can you believe that dried meat could taste like chicken? 

That’s how hungry I was. 

“You live under the Baekjak Ridge? Living off hunting?” 

“Yes. I stopped hunting though.” 

“Hmm?” 

Instead of answering, I waved the bow that had just been set aside.

“Shamans can’t do anything else.” 

“Huh?” 

Parmion’s eyes still held curiosity, but he didn’t ask any more questions.

Was it the understanding of an old man who had lived a long life? 

It seemed like he had his reasons. 

“So, are you planning to do shaman work? Setting up a divination shop?” 

“Yes. It won’t be easy, but…” 

I’ll say it again, there’s no such thing as a shaman profession in this world. 

In Korea, if you call yourself a ‘shaman,’ word will spread and someone will come looking for you, but not here. 

It had to be built from the ground up, and without a penny to spare.

“You will predict the future and resolve grudges?” 

“Yes, that’s right. You keep interrupting me while I’m eating…” 

It was common sense not to disturb someone while they were eating.

Well, it wasn’t common sense here. 

But anyway, it was annoying to be interrupted while eating my first meal in two days. 

Whose fault is it that I’m even hungrier now? 

“So, you do that and receive a reward?” 

“Yes…” 

I took a sip of stew after giving a vague answer, and Parmion got up and headed somewhere. 

“Since you’ve helped me, I should give you that reward.” 

“Yes…?” 

“Come to think of it, am I not your first customer?” 

There was a creature called an Orc, so technically he wasn’t my first. 

But would you compare a creature like an Orc to a person? 

When I got possessed earlier, he seemed like he might be the leader of a Knights. 

That means he’s a wealthy man. 

It’s a real customer, unlike the poor orc. 

This is what you call the dignity of a race. 

“Alright then. That’s fortunate.” 

As I reached into the pouch he brought, it felt reassuringly heavy. 

It was a weight that made me laugh involuntarily. 

“Haha… Sir, do you need anything else? Do you want to know your future?” 

It was a service for my first customer. 

Since I already received a reward, it wasn’t a problem to give another fortune-telling for free. 

“Hehe… I’m already over ninety years old.” 

“Yes?” 

The reason I asked was simple. 

Parmion, the Sculptor, looked too young to be over ninety. 

His skin was flawless, without a single wrinkle, and even his brown hair was smooth. 

His body was muscular, as if bursting out of his clothes. 

Well, earlier when I shook the bells, I could feel that he had a big soul. 

He must have some great talent. 

“After living this long, what future could I possibly be curious about?” 

Parmion said with a bitter smile. 

“It’ll change depending on how you live…” 

It was a valid point. 

After all, he had worked hard.

“Regardless, I’ll cheer for your future. I’ve received great help.” 

“Thanks to you, sir, I feel like my future will be smoother.” 

I received a much larger reward than I expected. 

I didn’t even think about receiving it, nor did I want to ask for it. 

My mentor always said to stay away from greed. 

But what could I do if someone gave it to me? 

I had to eat and live. 

“Now that I’ve finished my meal… I’ll be off.” 

“Are you leaving already?” 

“I have to set up my shop!”

“I see… If our paths cross again, so be it.” 

It would be nice to see each other again, but there wasn’t anything particularly good about it. 

What would that connection really do to a Shaman?

And most of the time, a shaman’s connections are made by the gods.

“To have a connection with me… Hm… No, thank you.” 

I roughly stuffed the money-filled pouch into a small bag and got up from my seat. 

I had decided to sell off the hunting gear in the bag as soon as I returned. 

After all, I wouldn’t use it anyway. 

Passing by the statues, my steps felt unusually light as I made my way out. 

“Oh, right, I almost forgot to say goodbye.” 

Parmion wasn’t the only one I should bid farewell to. 

There were still lingering souls for some reason. 


Nodding my head lightly, I chuckled as I lifted my head. 

The soul that had no arms now had arms, just like the ones Parmion had carved. 

“Perhaps being a shaman isn’t so bad…?” 

***

Parmion, who had bid farewell to Chris, lightly packed his belongings and stood up. 

“He’s quite a fine young man…” 

He was a mysterious young man. 

Wasn’t his name Chris? 

“A person who communicates with souls… Hehe…” 

As Parmion stepped outside, he glanced at the statues once more. 

“Did he wish for my happiness? I might as well try that…” 

With a relieved look in his eyes, Parmion resumed his journey. 

As he walked along the path, he stopped in front of one of the statues.

A knight who was born without one arm but was more magnificent than anyone else. 

Chris’s voice flashed through his mind. 

“Hmm… Should I cut it off?” 

After a moment of contemplation, Parmion shook his head and continued on his way. 

“I should return to my territory…” 

Having wandered around all his life, he thought it might be time to return to his territory for a change. 

“Hmm?” 

Parmion picked something up from the ground. 

“Huh… I thought he was greedy for money, but apparently not.” 

It was the money pouch he had given to Chris earlier. 

The opening seemed to have come undone, and it looked like only a few coins had been taken out, leaving the rest behind. 

He must have left it there for him to find. 

“It’s probably about five silver.” 

Just from a brief conversation, one could see a person’s character. 

A young man who knew how to help others, without even a trace of greed. 

Despite possessing an unprecedented ability to communicate with souls, he didn’t think much of it. 

He was becoming more and more likeable. 

“He said he was going to set up a divination shop, right? I should lend a hand.” 

Five silver wasn’t nearly enough to repay his kindness. 

Parmion reached into his bag and pulled out a small crystal ball. 

As mana flowed into it from his fingertips, a faint light emanated from the crystal ball, revealing a person’s face. 

“…How have you been? I met a young man I liked.” 

Looking into the crystal ball, Parmion’s feet began to move again. 

“He lives on your son’s territory.” 

***

Zigzagging. 

The meat skewered on the stick was cooking appetizingly. 

Finally, I would get to eat proper meat. 

But curses kept coming out of my mouth. 

“This damned… useless…” 

I couldn’t help but curse. 

The money I received from Parmion had disappeared. 

When I rushed back and tried to open the barrier, it was impossible. 

No matter how much I shook the bell, it wouldn’t open. 

Even if I danced like a madman or begged earnestly to the bell, it remained the same. 

Do you know what this means? 

It means that the gods only allowed me to have five silver as a reward.

“Why did you give it and then take it back…?” 

It seemed that the gods connected to me weren’t allowing more than five silver. 

So once again, amidst the world’s scorn, my wealth dwindled from fifty silver to five. 

“Being a shaman isn’t so bad after all… Damn it…” 

As I watched the meat cooking, I moved my hand again. 

In my hand was a fairly large wooden plank. 

It was the signboard for the new divination shop.


	Fortune Telling Services Available. 5 Copper. 



“About five thousand won… Is it too cheap?” 

It couldn’t be helped. 

People who had never even seen a fortune-teller before would not pay a high price. 

With this wonderful ability, all I could earn was this… 

“If only it was in Korea…”

Now that I’ve got some money to eat and live on for a while, I’ll try opening for business starting tomorrow and see how things go. 

Anyway, it was time for a meal. 

It was time to enjoy the taste of meat in this fantasy world. 

But my meal was not to be completed. 

Just as I reached out to grab the meat… 

Clang- 

Clang- 

There was a commotion outside. 

“What’s this now?” 

It sounded like the footsteps of several people. 

And from the sound of armoured footsteps, it seemed they were soldiers and knights. 

Soon, a loud voice could be heard from outside.

“By the order of the lord!!”

“Hmm?” 

What are they talking about? 


The lord of this place is a count, and I’m just a commoner. 

A count would never single out a random commoner like me to give orders. 

Urgently, I opened the door and peered outside. 

I couldn’t believe what I saw. 

The front of my house was filled with knights and soldiers.



 
  
    Chapter 7: Fortune Telling Store Opens – 2


“Um… Are we still far?” 

After my repeated urging, the knight responded bluntly, “Wait. We’re almost there.” 

It wasn’t much of a distance, but I couldn’t bear it any longer. 

It was because of the soldiers marching loudly right in front of me.

“Clear the path everyone!!” 

Rumble. 

Rumble. 

Yes. 

Right. I was currently marching down the main road, receiving the solemn escort of the knight and the soldiers. 

“Isn’t that young man a hunter?” 

“Will he receive a reward?” 

“He might have committed a crime.” 

“I heard Baron Hans’ daughter went missing… Could it be?” 

As I marched down the main road of Baekjak Ridge, I attracted the attention of the entire town, which made me feel uneasy. 

It was quite burdensome. 

“Can’t we proceed quietly?” 

“No.” 

“Yes, please…” 

The knight seemed inflexible, to say the least. 

It wasn’t just his appearance; his thick eyebrows, thick lips, and stern gaze gave him a rigid and uncompromising demeanour. 

Beyond rigidness, it was more like being exacting? 

“Ah… No, let’s wait. Isn’t this an opportunity?” 

In the midst of everyone’s attention, this moment, and the upcoming opening of the fortune-teller’s shop. 

It was happening now. 

As I stood amidst the soldiers, I raised my arms towards the townspeople. 

“Everyone!!! In two days, I will reveal your destiny somewhere in this town—” 

My promotion was ultimately interrupted. 

The knight immediately raised his hand to stop me. 

“Can’t you be quiet?” 

“…No, I can’t…” 

“Be quiet.” 

As I marched loudly, drawing all the attention of Count Hill, I could finally enter the castle where the Count resided. 

After walking a little further, I saw a door guarded by solemn sentries.

Step. 

Step. 

Two young knights stood in front of the door, blocking my way. 

Their gaze was intimidating, as if I was a potential criminal, and their demeanour was oppressive. 

“You cannot bring weapons when meeting the Count.” 

“I have no weapons.” 

It seemed that because of my commoner status, these knights spoke informally from the very beginning. 

Their demeanour was intimidating, but I could only chuckle. 

Was it easy to break a shaman’s spirit? 

It would be much more terrifying to be stared at by a spirit without eyes than by these noblemen with a fierce gaze. 

“Also, what’s on your waist cannot be brought in.” 

“Hmm?” 

There was only one thing attached to my waist. 

A bell, which a shaman should carry throughout their life. 

It was my soul, so to speak. 

“Does this look like a weapon to you?” 

I took out the bell and pushed it towards the knight’s eyes. 

What about this made it seem like a weapon? 

Suddenly, the knight hesitated and whispered quietly. 

“You’re a talkative commoner.” 

“Huh?” 

“How dare you challenge a knight’s words? You don’t even know your place.” 

“What?” 

Still, I tried to let it slide along with the sensation of a great opportunity.

However, the next words uttered by the knight were unbearable. 

“As punishment for defying a knight, your belongings will be confiscated by Count Hill.” 

The knight’s eyes gleamed with greed. 

With its mysterious blue light, it seemed like it could turn into money if sold. 

It was clearly a mistake by the knight. 

To think of selling a shaman’s bell. 

Especially in front of the shaman who owns it. 

“Hey, knight.” 

I turned my head slightly to the side. 

Now that I looked, this knight had been doing such things not just once or twice. 

“Did you also fleece the commoner who came to pay taxes yesterday?”

“What are you talking about?” 

“Just the day before yesterday, you extorted money from someone on the street. Let’s see… 2 silvers? You even took petty theft.” 

The knight’s face, gradually turning pale, became visible. 

“Is it not something a bandit would carry… That thing hanging from the sword! Isn’t it one of the genuine articles?” 

“Profit… This commoner is mocking me recklessly…!” 

The knight’s misdeeds didn’t stop there. 

All the ghosts surrounding the knight had scars on their bodies. 

It was evident they had been killed by that sword. 

And it seemed like they had enough resentment to hold onto. 

Taking a person’s life was one of the greatest sins. 

And if you committed a sin, you had to be punished. 


“Now that I think of it, did you also kill a person?” 

“You…!!” 

The knight’s hand moved as if he would draw his sword right away. 

Of course, the knight’s movement never materialized. 

Because I was a guest of Count Hill. 

From a distance, the stern knight who had approached whispered quietly. 

“Enough.” 

“Hmph…!”

The shady fellow’s complexion paled in an instant.

“Did you intend to aim your sword at Count’s guest?”

“W-Well… It’s just that this commoner…”

“This mistake will be taken seriously, make sure you understand.”

The knight who scolded the shady fellow turned his head towards me.

“Many apoligies. Please, go inside.”

The person who seemed tightly shut before now seemed reliable.

The knight standing beside the shady fellow added, as if waiting for his turn to speak,

“The item you’re carrying doesn’t seem like a weapon, so it doesn’t matter.”

Afterwards, there were lectures about the attitude to be maintained in front of the Count, but I only half-listened and let it pass.

I could already feel it.

That the person waiting for me inside had a temperament similar to Parmion.

Feeling it so distinctly, it seemed like we were fated to be involved somehow.

Perhaps it was an encounter predicted by the gods.

“Please come in.”

As the door opened, a middle-aged man appeared.

“Are you Chris? Nice to meet you. Just sit anywhere.”

I didn’t respond and just stared blankly at the Count.

I was already sitting down.

“You’ve already sat down?”

“I thought you would ask me to sit.”

“Hmm… Just as I heard. You communicate with souls? Can you see the future too?”

“Well, yes.”

It could be considered rude to nobles, but the Count seemed completely unconcerned.

“I, honestly… can’t believe it. If it was not for Parmion’s words, I would have thought you were a fraud.”

It was a natural reaction.

Even in Korea, where shamans exist, there are more people who don’t believe than those who do.

It was a familiar response to me.

And among the non-believers, there is always someone like that.

Someone who tries to test whether it’s real or not.

“Are there souls around here?”

“There are none in this room.”

“Since you can see the future, you must know why I called you.”

While seeing the future might be different from what the Count thought, I didn’t bother to correct him.

It was difficult to explain, and even harder to make them understand.

“Then guess why I called you.”

“It seems it was a lie after all.”

Rather than answering, I looked at the Count with a strange expression.

“Why are you asking me that?”

There was no need to explain the reason to the Count.

Because he probably didn’t even know the reason himself.

Because…

“The one who called me wasn’t you…”

My gaze shifted to the empty space.

“It seems like there’s an entity over there.”

It was there.

The same boundary as where Parmion was.

A strong energy intertwined with me was emanating from there.

“Ho-ho?”

The Count laughed with interest, and at the same time, the empty space dissipated.

Swoosh-

“Hahaha…”

Emerging with a wry laugh was a blond old man.

Contrary to the Count, his face was wrinkle-free, appearing youthful yet carrying the weight of years.

“He wasn’t lying after all.”

Before I knew it, the Count was already standing up from his seat.

The Count naturally made way for the old man and as he sat down, he spoke, “I am Aster Clozel.” 

Aster Clozel, a renowned magician to the extent that even I, a frontier hunter, had heard of his name. 

Though I only knew vaguely. 

A grand magician who reached the 7th circle or something? 

“It seems you’ve heard about me before?” 

Clozel didn’t wait for my response and continued speaking incessantly.

“I couldn’t help but be curious. Can you see mana as well as souls? How did you perceive the magic just now?” 

“I’m not sure if I can call it seeing…” 

“It seems you perceive it not just with your eyes but with your senses. Have you heard of spirit senses that spirit talkers speak of?” 

“Spirit senses…” 

“Do you perceive them like the spirit talkers do, with sound and touch?”

Clozel’s questions continued without giving me a chance to answer. 

If he wasn’t going to listen to the answers, why bother asking? 

After throwing a few more questions, Clozel seemed to realize the situation and chuckled coolly. 

“Hehe… My apologies. Magicians are naturally curious.” 

It seemed like the bombardment of questions had finally ended. 

I looked back at the empty space again. 

“Aren’t you coming out Sir?” 

It’s not like this is a waiting room, come out already. 

In response to my words, the old man who walked out was Parmion.

“Haha. I knew you would know. Cloze, what did I say?” 

“Well… you should believe it somehow.” 

“P-Parmion?” 

It seemed like even the Count didn’t know Parmion was there. 

Seeing him jump up in surprise like that. 

“Now that everyone’s here, let me ask a question.” 

“Go ahead.” 

“It seems like you’re longing for someone, is that why you called?”

“Exactly. Can you see that too?” 

As expected, it was just as I felt. 

In cases where such a connection is marked, shamans can even feel the purpose of the visit clearly. 

It was similar to when shamans predict the purpose before sitting down for a divination session. 

And in my experience, this kind of longing usually had the same goal.


“To put it bluntly, I want to meet my deceased wife first.” 

It’s true that I can communicate with souls. 

And it’s true that they found me well. 

But… 

“It’s impossible.”



 
  
    Chapter 8: Fortune telling Store opens – 3


“It’s impossible.” 

The eyes of three people widened at my words. 

“Why is that?” 

“Hehe….” 

My head throbbed as I tried to explain the complexity of the situation.

“Well, first of all, Lady’s soul is not here. She’s probably gone to the world of the dead.” 

“Ah… Could she be somewhere else?” 

“Hmm… That possibility is unlikely.” 

“If there’s no way to call her from the world of the dead… No, wait… Then it’s no different from necromancers.” 

Actually, there was a ritual to call forth the dead. 

But it was impossible in this world. 

There’s a day when the gates to the world of the dead open. 

It’s called the Celestial Gate Opening Day, but the problem is that the dates are fixed according to the celestial calendar of the original world, which is irrelevant here. 

It’s uncertain whether there’s even a Celestial Gate Opening Day in this world. 

I had to explain this… 

“Um… How should I explain…” 

The three people waited for me to speak. 

“It’s a global issue, so it’s hard to explain.” 

“A global issue?” 

It wasn’t a joke; there was simply no way to summon the dead at the moment. 

Even if we did, they might not come. 

Either because they had no lingering attachments or because they had been reborn. 

Or if they had gone to hell, they couldn’t come here. 

“And calling back the departed is not a good thing.” 

“But what if someone wants to see?” 

Wanting to see someone after death is not just a matter of missing them a bit. 

Isn’t there a saying like that? 

“It’s so unbearable that it becomes a grudge.” 

Or from dramas and movies, “Not being able to kill a person is a regret.” 

“If you don’t have a bond that persists even after death, you can’t stay in this world as a ghost.” 

“Roselle, what did I say? Didn’t I say it’s impossible? Stop it.” 

“Mm-hmm….” 

“Even if you die, if there’s a connection, you’ll meet. So even if you don’t want to, accept it.” 

“That’s true….” 

Unexpectedly, Cloze and Parmion seemed to accept it easily. 

The Count, on the other hand, looked at me with an unreadable expression. 

“It’s inevitable.” 

Surprisingly, he nodded in agreement with their easy acceptance. 

That was the right attitude. 

There were people who sometimes begged to meet the dead. 

I got kicked out by my master because of it. 

As a short silence fell, the Count opened his mouth, looking at me. 

“To be honest, I still can’t trust you.” 

“Ah… Parmion is not someone who lies about things like this.” 

“But… Dealing with souls and such, it’s like…” 

The Count’s sharp gaze turned towards me. 

“It’s like dealing with a necromancer’s stuff, isn’t it?” 

“Hehe….” 

“Of course, I believe Parmion’s words, but the more extraordinary the event, the more we must be certain.” 

I couldn’t hide my discomfort under the Count’s suspicious gaze. 

It seemed like he was suspecting me of being a necromancer… 

It was a very unpleasant situation. 

Comparing me, who releases souls’ grudges, with a necromancer who mocks them. 

I was so shocked that I couldn’t even speak. 

“Ts…!” 

I clicked my tongue briefly, and the Count looked at me uncomfortably.

I was a commoner, it would be unthinkable to stick out my tongue in front of the Count. 

Whether it was the Count’s reaction or not, I began to examine Cloze more closely, focusing on him. 

“Hmm…” 

There was clearly a great fortune attached to him. 

It was undoubtedly mine. 

A stroke of luck. 

The problem was that I couldn’t figure out the source. 

Even if I examined it again, I couldn’t identify its origin. 

What had the gods indicated to me, and what had they indicated it for? 

In such cases, most of the time, as a shaman, there was something I should do to continue the favour. 

It was intertwined with the fact that there was a great fortune involved.

“It’s strange…” 

The problem was that this event refused to reveal its true nature. 

It wasn’t meeting a deceased wife… 

I unknowingly got up from my seat and approached Cloze, looking him up and down. I even grabbed his hand subtly. 

“Where is it…?” 

Was my overt scrutiny disrespectful? 

The Count stood up abruptly and shouted as he paced.

“Stop insisting to see it! It’s endless! How dare you…!” 

“Oh, just wait a moment. I’ve almost found it, but I’m a bit… ugh.”

“What?” 

The more I examined, the stronger one image came to mind. 

A jewel shining in blue. 


It was as if the image was vividly appearing right in front of my eyes.

“Master, I keep seeing something like a blue jewel, do you have something like that?” 

“Hmm? A jewel, you say?” 

“Yes, exactly!” 

At such an important moment, the Count kept annoyingly disturbing me from the side. 

“Oh, really… you’re quite persistent.” 

Before the Count could even reach me to stop me, my hand had already untied the pouch tied at his waist. 

“Here it is.” 

As I held the pouch in my hand, the image of the jewel became even clearer. 

There was something strange about the flow of energy, akin to a barrier.

“Haha… you see, this isn’t something just anyone can use by taking it. Only the owner can use… right?” 

I felt the Count looking at me with surprised eyes. 

It was because my arm was still reaching deep into the small pouch.

Was this some sort of extradimensional pouch one would only read about in novels? 

“Hmm… not quite like this either…” 

The Count, with a pale face, was about to come closer to me, but stopped at a glance from Cloze. 

With eyes full of curiosity and wonder, it seemed my actions were once again beyond common sense. 

Swoosh— 

“Hmm…” 

Swoosh— 

The inside of the pouch was incredibly vast. 

No matter how much I stretched my arm, I couldn’t feel its end. 

As my fingers rummaged through, I felt a cold sensation. 

“This is it.” 

With a pull, what came into my hand perfectly matched the image floating in my mind—a blue jewel. 

However, as I looked at the jewel in my hand, my expression hardened. 

“No… this is…” 

Before Cloze finished speaking, I couldn’t help but ask a distant question. 

“Master, where did you get this?” 

The cold sensation emanating from the jewel. 

The chill running through my entire body. 

It felt as if I was touching a vengeful spirit. 

And I could only spit out a sigh of resignation as the vivid and painful memories flashed through my mind. 

“Agh…!!!” 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Chris?” 

The voices of Cloze and Parmion reached my ears. 

But there was no time to dwell on their meaning. 

Countless scenes flashed through my mind. 

Vivid and agonizing memories as if I had experienced them myself.

“Ugh… this… this is…” 

Many people were crowded against the castle walls. 

Among them were the elderly and even children who hadn’t fully grown yet. 

Everyone was fighting with swords and arrows. 

“Oh no…” 

“Chris!! Are you okay?” 

“Master!! That jewel is…!” 

The voices of Cloze and Parmion mixed together. 

The same voices that echoed in my mind. 

—Cut down the demons! This is the castle we must protect! 

—The magic battalion must squeeze out all their mana! 

It was the voice of shouting as if in agony.

The voices responding to me were like tearing apart their throats, as if vomiting blood. 

Even if the arms were torn off, even if the neck was severed, the eyes only faced outside the fortress. 

Ring- 

It sounded like the sound of a bell came from within. 

No, maybe it was what I heard from my own hands. 

It was hard to distinguish. 

The emotions conveyed in the scenes that came to mind were so vivid.

“Ugh….” 

My body jumped involuntarily. 

It was a feeling similar to the excitement before being struck by lightning, but back then, it felt exhilarating, whereas this time, my whole body was in pain. 

The severed arm stung, and the torn leg tingled. 

Ring- 

“Cough….!” 

“Look…!!!” 

The emotions of Parmion and Clozel, seen in my mind, surged. 

My heart ached at the sight of the dying subordinates before my eyes, and I cursed my own heart for not being able to use magic. 

-I will protect you! 

Parmion’s shout resonated in my throat as if I had screamed, and the answer to that came bursting out of my mouth.

-“Do not protect me! I will die with that thing!” 

“Do not protect me! I will die with that thing!”

“Chris?”

This time, Cloze’s voice echoed in his head.

-We must stop that flame! 

And the response burst out.

-My lord! We will throw our hearts at it! 

“My lord! We will throw our hearts at it!” 

Cloze, startled by something that came to mind, opened his mouth.

“That is…!” 

Everything started from the jewel held in my hand. 

I could feel the vibrations as if the drops trembled in other hands. 

Ring- 

Even though I didn’t shake the bell, the sound echoed. 

It was the sound I felt when I first found the bell. 

And now, it felt certain with the scenes coming to mind. 

Shamans grasp the presence of gods during rituals. 

And they all say the same thing. 

‘It feels divine.’ 

In it, the shaman feels the path they should take and senses the will of the connected gods. 

And now, I felt that divinity and wielded it. 

Ring- 

My body leaped into the sky. 

This sensation, akin to dancing but not quite, wasn’t just me doing it.

The scenes that came to mind all pointed to the same place. 

“Ah…!” 


Within that, I could know. 

That place was where I should establish my shrine. 

“…Are you okay?” 

With a muffled question, I opened my mouth, still not fully recovered.

“Where did you pick up this gem, Clozel?”



 
  
    Chapter 9: You want to build a Shrine? 1


There are places famous for being haunted, like cemeteries, abandoned schools, and haunted houses. 

Lost spirits wander there, some becoming restless spirits haunting the area. 

I found myself standing at the entrance of one such haunted place, a cemetery. 

As I walked here, the only traces left were signs of people once living nearby.

“So… the people buried here participated in the war, right?”

“That’s right.”

“Hehe…”

Parmion kept laughing like that as he followed along. 

I wondered what was so amusing; he just kept laughing. 

I could smell alcohol on him faintly.

“And this blue gem, did it come from here too?”

“It was stuck in the sword of the statue at the entrance.”

“Hmm…”

As I approached, I saw a groove in the sword’s hilt where a gem could fit. 

According to Cloze, the gem fell and rolled underfoot when they came to mourn their old comrades.

“Hmm… This statue…”

It was a familiar face. 

A person who stood alone in front of a breached gate, fending off ferocious enemies. 

One of the people in the scene depicted by the gem.

“Jismond, was it…”

“Do you know who this person is?”

“This friend Jismond was incredibly brave. Has his soul remained here too?”

At the questions from Cloze and Parmion, I nodded.

“He’s probably not nearby.”

“That’s a pity…”

“Maybe… he’s inside…”

Many spirits could be felt inside the cemetery. 

It seemed that both in Korea and in fantasy worlds, cemeteries were haunted places.

“Let’s go a little further in.”

“Let’s do that.”

While Cloze and Parmion followed without complaint, the Count still wore a wary expression. 

He seemed to be quite suspicious, contrary to his appearance.

“Hmm…”

As we walked further into the cemetery, the spiritual energy grew stronger. 

But strangely, not a single soul was in sight, not even a grave.

“Where are they all buried?”

“That’s the thing…”

Cloze explained that right after the war, they collected the bodies, but identifying them was rare. 

Most bodies were mutilated beyond recognition, with limbs and heads separated, making it impossible to identify their owners.

“After the war, they were all buried in one place. We couldn’t make proper graves as the fighting continued endlessly.”

“No wonder we couldn’t see any.”

As we walked a bit more, we saw large gravestones with names engraved on them.

“We erected these gravestones to honour them.”

“These are the lines of knights who fought alongside me.”

“Salute to the heroes who fought.”

“Uh… hmm… um… I…”

Amidst the mixed emotions pouring out from everyone, I could only stutter like a fool.

“Why are you like this?”

“Did you see something? Are the souls still here, like back then?”

“Yes… um… they are, but… what is this…”

Despite living my whole life seeing spirits, this was the first time encountering something like this. 

Behind the imposing gravestones, there must have been hundreds of souls gathered.

“This is…”

The souls hesitated for a moment, then all rushed towards us, Cloze and Parmion.

“Esteemed ones, aren’t you feeling cold?”

“At this stage, we don’t feel such things.”

“I… am feeling a bit warm.”

“Ah, come on, this isn’t even… it’s not hostile, and… what is this?”

There was no resentment towards anyone. 

The spirits had faint smiles on their faces. 

When they say the scariest ghost is the one smiling, it’s not this kind of gentle smile. 

It’s the smile of madness.

Then why are these spirits here? 

I waved my hand towards the empty space.

“Um… elders?”

Swish. Swish.


	…..?

	….?



The bewildered expressions of the souls turned towards me, souls who couldn’t even recognize my spiritual energy, why were they lingering here?

“What are you all doing here instead of moving on?”

The souls who caught my gaze slid closer with swishing sounds, each pushing their faces forward. 

As a result, my field of vision was filled with the faces of the souls, among which I recognized faces I had just seen.

“Oh, are you Sir Jismond?”

Swish. 

Jismond’s face came closer.

“Um… please don’t come too close…”

He seemed uncomfortable, starting from his empty eye socket, a long scar crossed his face.

“Hehe… Jismond, are you here?”

Parmion glanced around in various directions, asking me.

“Is he here?”

“No, that’s someone else’s arm. They moved towards you now. About twenty of them? That one has no eyes. A little to the right…”


They seemed to be comrades of Parmion from his past. 

Many souls also started clinging to Cloze.

“Well…”

The souls clinging to Parmion gestured towards me, saying something.

“Is there… alcohol? They say if there is alcohol.”

No wonder there was a smell of alcohol. 

It was a stroke of luck. 

It seemed the spirits here longed for alcohol, judging by their expressions. 

Offering alcohol to the deceased is an old tradition.

“Is that it?”

“They all seem to want to drink… let’s come here for a moment.”

Parmion approached me with an intrigued expression.

“Can spirits drink alcohol? …I should have offered it sooner.”

A translucent glass bottle contained amber liquid. 

It seemed like a type of whiskey; since it’s a fantasy world, using soju instead should be fine, right?

“Rather than drinking alcohol… um…”

As I tried to explain, I found there was much lacking. 

There was no scent, no glasses. 

But looking at their friendly expressions, it seemed unnecessary to be so formal.

“Bring it here and sprinkle it on the gravestone.”

“On the gravestone?”

“Yes. After turning the bottle three times, just sprinkle it.”

Have you ever seen turning the glass three times when making an offering? 

Some say it symbolizes the four seasons, while others say it contains blessings for the deceased’s journey.

In the end, it’s the emotions that are poured into the act. 

And the spirits drink the emotions contained in the alcohol.

Glug-glug –

The amber liquid flowed down from the glass bottle.

“We haven’t drunk in decades, so it’s been a while. Shall we drink together?”

Parmion poured his heart into it, but as the emotions spread through the alcohol, the faces of the spirits showed admiration and pity. 

Peering into Parmion’s past and tasting the emotions in the alcohol, the spirits’ faces looked warm.

“Now, Cloze, you should try it too.”

“You should drink it when you go down. Don’t sprinkle it all.”

As Cloze poured the alcohol, the spirits started moving about with excitement, as if feeling refreshed.

“How is it? Do you like it?”

“It’s delightful. But they must go now…”

Though they poured alcohol, the spirits didn’t seem to have any intention of moving on. 

Usually, there’s a sense of lingering or regret, but they were hiding that.

“Elders, isn’t it time to move on?”

“Why?”

Even to my question, the spirits only tilted their heads without showing any other signs.

A spirit named Jismond slid towards me.

“Tsk tsk… just because you stay long doesn’t mean you can do something.”

Even when I said this, Jismond only nodded his head once. 

Nod.

“It’s not like I came here because everyone else gathered here… ” 

A gem that rolled away and went to Cloze. 

And I followed it all the way here. 

Now it’s clear. 

When souls gather in groups of hundreds, they exert significant influence around them. 

The negative energy of souls descends from the mountains and reaches the villages. 

So instinctively, people who feel something won’t do anything down here. 

“Someone needs to stop this… and that someone is me…” 

Usually, shrines are built in places with either adventurous or tranquil energies. 

But some prominent shamans have different reasons. 

They sacrifice themselves in places with strong negative energies to block that energy. 

This time, it was foretold to me to do that… 

“So, the big fortune was knowing the location of the shrine?” 

Why is it that the big luck that comes to me is always like this…

I suddenly remembered the ten thousand won I picked up before coming here. 

That was also a deed of helping others like this… 

“Ugh… The divine will is too strong. Even though I’m a shaman… the elders also knew, so they weren’t just gathering behind the tombstones, right?” 

Nod. 

Nod. 

Indeed, these gentlemen also knew. 

They don’t seem to be souls that would cause harm to others, so why are they gathered here? 

“Just wait. Once I block all the negative energies, it will be easier to rest.” 

This place was a mountain inside the Count’s territory. 

Sparse in population. 

Setting up a shrine here? 

It felt like barely scraping by. 

How do people who don’t even know what a shaman is find their way here in this world? 

The Count, who was scanning the surroundings, now had a clearly guarded look in his eyes as he stared at me. 


“He doesn’t seem to trust me much.” 

Well, from the Count’s perspective, it would seem like an young man with gray hair muttering to the air. 

If it weren’t for my acquaintance with Parmion, he would have seen me as nothing more than a deluded man lost in superstition. 

“Sigh…” 

If he continues to doubt me like that, my luck will turn sour…



 
  
    Chapter 10: You want to build a Shrine here? – 2


It’s been two days since I visited the cemetery, and surprisingly, the construction for the shrine is complete. 

I now have a house with two rooms: one for me to live in and another to use as the shrine. 

And it’s not just any house; it’s made of processed wood, not logs! 

This is exactly why people should have their own space and power. 

With just one word from the two old men, the house was completed in no time. 

And this was even on a reduced scale due to the opposition from the Count.

“If only the location was better, right?” 

The plot I found wasn’t very good. 

Someone who isn’t a shaman would vehemently oppose building a house here. 

It’s located under a small mountain with a communal cemetery, and the atmosphere is gloomy. 

I even wondered if there were criminals hiding here. 

“Would anyone come here?” 

Even if I make it visible, would anyone come to such a suspicious house? 

If not, I’ll have to go out onto the streets and set up shop.

“How bad does the land have to be for there to be so many evil spirits?”

I saw ghosts in the distance, staring at this place from the mountains. 

As long as I can drive them away, that’s fine, but still… 

“I guess it can’t be helped because it’s a new house.” 

There was nothing. 

The house was as empty as it could be, and even the originally built wooden house looked wealthier. 

The bigger problem was that there were no items to decorate the shrine. 

“Where on earth am I supposed to get these?”

The paintings of gods were hard to find, and there were no incense to burn. 

The traditional shamanic way of setting up a shrine seemed futile. 

“Since it’s not a Korean god, should I arrange it according to this place…?” 

Instead of the lunar calendar, maybe a sword. 

Instead of wearing a traditional Korean hanbok, maybe a wizard’s robe or a priest’s robe. 

What should I put instead of red beans…? 

“What should I use for the scissors?” 

Using scissors was the trademark of my master. 

Of course, I inherited that skill as well. 

Maybe a big axe instead of scissors? 

“First, let’s set the direction of the shrine to this side…” 

It was a carefully chosen location. 

A place that would block the energy coming down from the mountain.

Once the shrine was properly set up, it should be able to block any gods as well. 

“Hmm… big gods…”

As a shaman, it was embarrassing, but I still didn’t know which god was connected to me. 

Usually, it happens naturally in dreams or when someone first perform a ritual.

I’ve tried communicating several times by shaking the bell, but I always wake up abruptly as if something was blocking me. 

No, I was probably being driven away. It’s not allowed yet. 

“Then which God’s pic should I hang in the shrine?” 

It’s the first shrine I’ve ever set up, and I don’t even know which god it is. 

I never experienced anything like this in all my years as a shaman. 

“For now, I should at least light some candles.” 

I sat down on the floor and took out a flint. 

Tap-tap— 

I had some memories of being a hunter, so at least it wasn’t difficult to start a fire, but if it was transmigration instead of possession, even lighting a fire would have been difficult. 

Fwoosh— 

“Phew… done.” 

The candle flickered. 

It’s been a while since I sat down and looked at a candle. 

I’ve practiced seeing auras a lot. 

I tried to shut off my aura instead. 

Because… I still didn’t want to see that ghost-like thing outside the window. 

“Sigh… Do I really have to set up a shrine here?” 

The spirits outside had detached heads. 

So, what I’m seeing outside the window right now is a head that he is holding in his own hands. 

Is that one of those undead creatures, a Dullahan? 

“Hey, are you a Dullahan?” 

There was no Dullahan. 

It was just an ordinary ghost. 

“What the…?” 

As a ghost with its head detached, it was ridiculous to nod its head as a way of saying yes. 

Seriously, who holds their own head with both hands and shakes it?

“Are you the one who came earlier?”

The guy who used to just gaze at this place from afar when the sun was up seemed to come rushing with excitement as soon as night fell. 

This ghost, unlike the others souls in the cemetery, truly fit the word ‘ghost’. 

“Why is there this ghost bastard here?” 

Even though it was a place filled with a gloomy atmosphere, to think a ghost would show up already… 

My head was already throbbing at the thought of blocking the spirits with my whole body. 

Quickly opening the door and rushing out, I saw a ghost floating around with a sinister aura. 

“Not coming down?” 

I shouted, but instead, the guy seemed to be amused and chuckled as if trying to provoke me. 

Proudly extending both hands towards his head as if to show off. 

“Come down when asked nicely.” 

The moment I saw his expression, it felt like I could hear laughter ringing in my ears. 

A very infuriating laughter. 

Tsk. 


“You’re laughing? You think this is funny?” 

Nevertheless, the ghost, with a hint of confidence, slid smoothly towards me. 

It seems he knew that the living and the dead couldn’t touch each other. 

The chuckling head seemed to be saying, “What are you going to do if I dont come down?” 

“Hah…” 

Pushing his head closer to my face with his hands, it seemed like he intended to scare me into backing off… 

But that ghost made a big mistake. 

“Hey, can teeth bite?” 

The head was in a perfect position. 

Perfect for swinging my arms. 

Without hesitation, I pulled out the bell and swung it. 

Displaying a swing like a clean hitter, clang! 

Along with the sound of impact, the head flew off in an arc. 

“Maybe because it’s weightless, it flies so well?” 

A body without a head. 

Hands flailing in confusion. 

A perfect punching bag. 

Thwack!! 

Thud!! 

I hit the body with the bell, except for the head. 

If ghosts think they can mess around just because they don’t have a head, they’re sorely mistaken. 

I have no other emotions. 

This is just payback for all the bad deeds he did while alive. 

Thwack! 

The wriggling body hit the ground. 

“Ghost!” 

Thwack! 

“Bitten!” 

Clang – 

“Huh!” 

Even when I hit an orc ghost before, I felt it, but this bell was exceptional. 

I’ve been tormented by ghosts my whole life. I’ve wanted to hit them like this more than once. 

If only I had this bell earlier, I would’ve knocked around all the ghosts in the neighbourhood 

“Aren’t you going to pick up your head?” 

Even though I’m hitting him, the guy who should at least pretend to be looking for his head just stayed still. 

And sure enough, the reason why the ghost was just taking the hits became clear soon. 

The head that flew off was coming back to him at quite a fast speed. With a face full of fear. “

Take one more hit.” 

Clang! 

With a clear sound, the head flew through the air once more. 

***

Aster Lucia.

The granddaughter who monopolizes the love of Aster Cloze. 

Lucia, with her cold expression on her fair skin, was walking. 

“It’s around here, right?” 

Lucia had heard about the person her grandfather had talked about incessantly for two days. 

It was the first time her grandfather had talked so much about someone. 

Swordmaster Parmion added more praise to the person. 

‘Did they say Chris?’ 

Who could this person be to capture the attention of a grand mage and a swordmaster? 

‘Can see souls?’ 

It seemed like he could talk to souls. 

Not only that, he claimed to see the past and know the future. 

It was inevitable that curiosity would arise as a person and as a mage.

Lucia’s footsteps stopped. 

‘It’s supposed to be here, right?’ 

Instead of using magic, Lucia stopped her mana movement to conceal her presence. 

‘Magic won’t work, right?’ 

Chris had even seen through her grandfather’s magic. 

It was an unbelievable story, but if it was true, it meant her own magic would definitely be exposed. 

Instead of using magic, Lucia approached stealthily by suppressing her presence. 

‘That person over there.’ 

A voice came from a considerable distance. 

-Who are you! 

-You’ve asked! 

“……?” 

Lucia looked to where the voice came from, and Chris was swinging his body wildly in the air. 

‘What’s he doing?’ 

Chris continued to move his body tirelessly, with his pure white hair fluttering madly. 

Chris moved his mouth non-stop as if having a conversation with someone. 

Was that the communication with souls she had heard about? 

Curious Lucia observed Chris with interest. 

-Get your head back in place. 

‘Head…?’ 

Lucia’s eyes followed the air, but there was nothing to see. 

Chris’s strange behaviour continued. 


He shouted, jumped into the air, and waved his arms around. 

It was a slightly different sight from what Lucia had thought, communication with souls in a mysterious way. 

In an instant, the words of the Count came to Lucia’s mind, warning her to still be cautious. 

The figure she saw matched exactly that. 

Unknowingly, Lucia stepped back.



 
  
    Chapter 11: Layout a Mat – 1


I set up a shrine after moving my belongings and buying various items, but still, not a single person could be seen. 

Only ghosts were wandering around tirelessly. 

Well, there was…. Parmion and Cloze. 

Cloze was even more annoying than the ghosts. 

It’s easy to ignore or drive away ghosts, but Cloze kept talking. 

I was almost out of money from buying supplies. 

So, I ended up laying a mat on the street where I was taken last time.

“Come, come, I’ll show you the future!” 

The demeanour of the big-shot shaman was more than just that.

Coming out on the street like this and resorting to hucksterism. 

“If you’re curious about how much money you can make, come here!”

And prey on the blood of young people. 

“If you have someone you love and want to know their true feelings, again!! Over here!!” 

Buzzing. Buzzing. 

“What nonsense is this? Claiming to see the future.” 

“Ha, how can he claim to know Serena’s feelings.” 

People just chuckled and turned away from my hucksterism. 

“Mmm….” 

It was somewhat expected. 

The concept of fortune-telling itself didn’t exist in this world. 

So, I just needed to show them what that “fortune-telling” was. 

Luckily, there was one person who was clearly visible. 

A mercenary with a longsword at his waist, wearing leather Armor and a scruffy beard. 

He was the first target for demonstration. 

“Hey, you there! Mr. Mercenary!” 

“Huh? Me?” 

The mercenary, pointed at by my finger, looked bewilderedly at me.

People around, doing business or walking around, had curious expressions. 

“You recently transferred to another mercenary group, right?” 

“Huh? How did you…?” 

“Because I can see everything! But transferring mercenary groups isn’t going well, is it?” 

“Huh?!” 

The mercenary’s expression suggested I hit the mark. 

With the surprised reaction, I felt the curious glances around me. 

It was an opportunity to attract customers. 

“It’s all because of the bad luck, right? Hurry up and come sit down.” 

“H-Here…? Sit here?” 

Where I was sitting was indeed on a real mat. 

It seemed awkward for the mercenary to sit on the ground on the main road, so he hesitated. 

This was the moment for decisive action. I slammed my hand on the small table in front of me. 

Thud! 

“Tsk tsk… Mr. Mercenary, has your mother passed away?” 

“H-How did you…?” 

Actually, the content was a bit like that, but it was absolutely not a joke.

A gut feeling as I held the bell. 

“Your father isn’t in good health, and he’s not making much money, right? So, you’re about to transfer to another mercenary group again, aren’t you?” 

“R-Right…!” 

“Hmm… Let’s see…” 

As I scrutinized, it seemed like the end of his troubles was near. 

There’s a time in life when no matter what you do, it doesn’t work out.

It’s darkest before dawn, as they say, and the mercenary in front of me was exactly like that. 

“Things will get better soon, and you’ll be better off staying than transferring.” 

Misfortune washes away when you’re next to a lucky charm. 

And I was the embodiment of divine favour right now. 

Given how my fortunes were used for the benefit of others, there was a high chance that he would stick to this mercenary too, provided he lived a good life. 

“Mr. Mercenary, you’re lucky.” 

“Huh?” 

“Your luck’s changing.” 

The knots and misfortunes that had been entangled seemed to untangle and dissipate. 

It was as if the suppressed things were bursting out, along with the knots. 

“Mr. Mercenary, just stay still for a moment.” 

“H-Here?” 

Just then, three people approached from behind the mercenary. 

“Hey, Carlson!” 

“Huh? Bark? Taking a break today?” 

“Ah… finally found this guy. We have a mission! We have to leave right away.” 

“R-Right now? Immediately?” 

“Yeah, this guy! If we didn’t find him this time, I would’ve just left him… ugh… Lucky guy.” 

“Wha…what…”

“It seems like you’ve already signed a contract with someone else… darn…” 

The mercenary named Carlson, who was sitting in front of me, looked bewildered as he glanced back and forth between me and my colleagues. 

He was probably glancing towards another inn, likely the meeting place for the new mercenary group he was supposed to join. 

Carlson still looked perplexed as he attempted to rise from his seat.

“Hold on.” 

Why beat around the bush?

“5 copper.”

“Huh?”

“Aren’t you grabbing a good opportunity thanks to me? Give me 5 copper and go.”

I spoke while pointing to the sign set up beside me.


There it was, written plain and simple:


	Fortune Telling: 5 copper.



Since the mercenary left, people with curiosity began lining up. 

It was an interesting diversion for such an inexpensive price. 

Plus, witnessing a mercenary getting a job right in front of them naturally sparked thoughts of giving it a try themselves.

“I… I’m thinking of opening another inn this time. Will I be able to make decent money?”

“Sir, your luck isn’t good for the time being. Are you starting this venture with borrowed money?”

“Exactly!! That’s it!!”

“Don’t overdo it and stick to what you were doing well. Next!”

Money piled up into the small basket left on the table.

“I… I’m planning to confess to Serena this time… Can you tell if it’ll succeed?”

“Tsk tsk… You’ve got the help of your ancestors. You’ve come to the right place.”

“What’s the problem then?!?”

“You and that friend, if things go like this, you’ll end up living alone for the rest of your life. Besides, it seems like that friend already has someone, doesn’t it?”

“H-How do you know that?”

“Isn’t this completely trashy? Get lost! Next!!”

As the number of fortune-telling sessions increased, the line grew longer. 

Some even stood by, marveling at the spectacle.

“Geez…! How on earth does he know?”

“Does he really predict the future?”

“Yeah, right, folks! Once you get older, you start to see these things anyway.”

“So, did you squander all your fortune on gambling, sir?”

People of all sorts gathered around, creating a lively atmosphere.

It felt like a tarot house set up at a tourist destination.

Then, the murmuring of the crowd grew louder.

“Isn’t that Sir Randolph?”

“What brings him here?”

People surrounding me parted as a knight clad in silver armor approached.

“Um? So, your name is Randolph.”

He was the stern knight who took me away last time.

Could it be me again?

“Has the Count called for me again?”

To be called on the first day of business…

But what Randolph said was the opposite of what I expected.

“Thank you.”

“Huh?”

“As you said, that man was a corrupt knight.”

“…… ?”

Ah, the guy who was trying to take my bell last time.

“Thanks to you, I was able to uphold the honour of the knighthood.”

“Wha… What…?”

“He has been punished severely and will be stripped of his knighthood.”

It was a good thing that the wrongdoer received a fitting punishment.

A knight coming to commoners for such a thing…

Maybe this person wasn’t as strict as I thought?

“This is a reward for reporting.”

“A reward?!?!”

The pouch Randolph took out seemed hefty.

“It’s a reward from the Count for apprehending the criminal, so accept it as an honour.”

Whatever it was, if it meant money, it was more than welcome.

I could already feel my mouth watering at the thought of the thick pouch.

“Well, of course!! Thank you very much!! It’s an honor!!”

“Hmm…”

Randolph’s gaze shifted from the sign to the people around, then back to me.

With Randolph’s sudden appearance and the reward bestowed, people’s eyes sparkled.

“It seems Sir Randolph has also used the fortune-telling.”

“If the knight acknowledges it, isn’t it real?”

“Ah… It’s still uncertain.”

Randolph, who was surveying the surroundings with an expressionless face, was about to leave when a desperate voice reached us.

“Y-You! Can you find people by any chance?”

“People? That’s something mercenaries…”

“Please, I beg you!! My daughter has gone missing!”

Hm…?

I felt like I had heard a similar story before.

No, when I was taken away, someone’s daughter had gone missing, I distinctly remember that.

The person’s name was…

“Could it be… Hans?”

“Y-Yes!! My name is Hans!!”

Awe erupted from the crowd.

“Now he’s even guessing the names!”

“Is he going to search for Hans’s daughter too?”

I had never searched for a person before.

But if I asked the ghosts around me, it might be possible.


However, isn’t this something that knights or soldiers should be doing?

As I looked at Randolph, he seemed to read the meaning of my expression, and he immediately replied. 

“We’re already searching, but haven’t found her yet.” 

Randolph’s gaze changed. 

There was a sense of hope that I might find her. 

“No… um… sir! Do you have a item that your daughter used to carry around?” 

“I have it!! Here it is!!” 

Hans rummaged through his pockets and pulled out a small hair tie. 

“I always tied her hair with this! She loved this hair tie the most!! Please…” 

“Give it here.” 

If it was something she loved, it might work. 

I remembered how our teacher used to find people like this. 

She said there could be a connection between a person and their belongings, didn’t she? 

I took the hair tie in my hand and closed my eyes, shaking it gently.

Ring— 

I felt warmth from the hair tie in my hand. 

It was Hans’s heart, and his daughter’s joy. 

But this wasn’t what I was looking for. 

Ring— 

In my mind, a faint picture emerged. 

Green leaves. 

And soil. 

A little child with brown hair. 

Ring— 

And as the picture in my mind became clearer, I stood up abruptly.

“She’s alive!” 


This wasn’t the time for this. Goblins were passing by the child. 

“She’s hiding from the goblins! Randolph, quickly!” 

It wasn’t Randolph who answered my words. 

“We’ll take care of it.” 

When I turned my head, Parmion and Cloze were standing there.



 
  
    Chapter 12: Lay out a mat – 2


“Sir” 

“Ah… We meet Sir Cloze!” 

It was an urgent situation where every second counted, so the more people there were, the better. 

The place I saw was in the mountains. If we were to search there, we needed to depart as soon as possible.

“We need… we need to talk!” 

At my shout, Randolph immediately moved as if he was about to run off. 

“Wait here. We’ll be back soon for the rescue.” 

At that moment, Parmion spoke up. 

“No need for that.” 

“Sir! It’s an urgent situation! We need to hurry!” 

“Hehe… judging by the way he keeps staring in that direction, it seems like it’s over there.” 

I was getting extremely frustrated with why they were dragging their feet like this. 

It wasn’t a time for leisurely laughter.

“Did you say it was urgent? If so, then there’s even less need for talk.”

Beside Parmion, who was chuckling leisurely, Cloze took a step forward.

“Because we’re faster than horses.” 

“What’s going on…?” 

Cloze’s arms swished through the air. 

“Fly.” 

“Huh?!” 

At that moment, my body floated into the air as if weightless. 

“It’s been a while since I’ve flown…” 

“It’s okay if you want to vomit. Your stomach might feel a bit queasy.”

With those words, we were propelled into the air. 

“Ugh…!!!” 

“Is that the right direction?” 

Cloze’s question went unanswered. I

t was because a powerful wind was passing over our faces. 

Breathing was difficult, let alone speaking. 

I could only nod my head weakly. 

“We’ll go a bit faster.” 

Whoosh – 

The surrounding scenery flashed by. 

Scenes vanished before I could even recognize them. 

“Hehe… You look like an ordinary young man when seen like this.” 

“It must be hard to talk. Perhaps try reaching out with your hands.”

While I struggled to breathe and staggered, the two old man’s voices remained calm as if they were just taking a stroll. 

They were not affected by the wind and I raised my hand resisting the wind.

“Just a bit more to the right, Sir Cloze.” 

Following the extended hand, my entire body surged in that direction.

Just a little further, and it was the place I had seen. 

A faint energy could be felt from a distance, trembling and crouching in the grass. 

It was the same energy as the hair tie clenched in my hand. 

“Sir!” 

“We’ve already felt it. There are some goblins here.” 

“Let’s go down.” 

We were right nearby. 

As soon as I felt my feet touch the ground, I dashed forward. 

The soul attached to the child seemed to be filled with urgent emotions.

It was a dire situation. 

Thud – 

“These goblin brats.” 

Finally, several goblins emerged, rummaging through the grass and giggling. 

They all gathered in front of me as they spotted me. 

There were over ten of them, but surprisingly, my heart remained calm.

Clanging – 

“They’re just creatures unable to be human.” 

They were beings filled with only base instincts like pleasure and appetite. 

The goblin I faced was just that. 

“A bunch of people being bitten by fleas… tsk tsk…” 

“Kee-ruk!” 

Fortunately, the child seemed unharmed. 

The energy sensed under a small rock seemed scared but not visibly dangerous.

The soul that had been attached next to me seemed to calm down as well, as its energy stabilized. 

“I need some help, elders over there,” I said as the bell rang and the soul clung to my body. 

At the same time, sharp nails flew towards me. 

“Keuk!” 

However, those nails only passed through empty space without touching my body. 

The moving sensation felt mysterious, whether it was me moving or the soul moving. 

“Why is this so strange… Everyone seems to have stayed in the afterlife without any grudges.” 

With clean and precise movements, my arm swung around. 

Thud – 

The goblin’s head, struck by the bell, shattered and collapsed. 

“For some reason… I feel like I need to make a decision.” 

My body jumped up again and swung the bell once more. 

Moving my arms like wielding a sword felt extremely familiar. 

Thud – 

“Kiik!… Kruhk…” 

Another goblin with a broken head added to the count. 


My body effortlessly dodged the goblin’s attacks and continued to crush skulls. 

Thud – 

“Disgusting and dirty.” 

Thud – 

“There’s nothing else in these souls, just these creatures.” 

“Keuk…!” 

The bell smashed the goblin as if it was a club. 

It felt like playing a board game. 

My light footsteps touched the ground, and the sound of the bell echoed in my head. 

Suddenly, there were no more goblins standing around. 

“Tsk tsk….” 

I put the blood-stained bell on my waist and turned around. 

Shuffle. 

As I moved away and cleared the grass, a small child appeared, trembling. 

The trembling head turned towards me. 

“Keep your eyes closed. It’s not a pleasant sight to see.” 

The child nodded, still obviously frightened. 

Her  hand was shaking. 

“What’s your name, little one?” 

“…A-Alisa.” 

“Keep your eyes closed.” 

The child nodded. 

There were still many dirty energies around. 

Was it because they smelled blood? 

I sensed goblins gathering as my body tensed. 

It seemed like it would take quite some time to deal with them all. 

Just as I was about to move again, the soul detached from my body. 

“I still need more help…” 

The soul seemed satisfied now, tilting its head. 

It even smiled faintly. 

Then its gaze turned towards the people behind it. 

“…I see all this before.” 

“What have you done?” 

Cloze asked quietly, turning his head to look at me. 

Beating up goblins was a mundane feat compared to the abilities of the flying. 

But why was he so curious? 

“…Do you really not know?” 

“It seems so.” 

It was a strange thing to say. 

I heard Parmion’s voice interrupting my thoughts. 

“When will you open your eyes?” 

“…?” 

Eyes? 

Suddenly, my mind cleared, and my senses returned to normal.

“Crazy….”

 As I raised my eyelids, I saw the fallen goblins and spirits on the ground. 

That’s right. I fought with my eyes closed. 

Was my vision really that sharp? 

I swear, my vision wasn’t this sharp. 

“Hehe.” 

“Do you understand now?” 

Cloze and Parmion seemed intrigued. 

What human fights goblins with their eyes closed? 

There was a deep fondness in Cloze’s eyes as he looked at me. 

“You fought impressively with your eyes closed. It’s a combat technique used by soldiers of the Empire.” 

“Really?” 

“Your rush towards the child was quite impressive. I heard you have no desires?” 

It seemed like this old guy had some misunderstanding about me. 

But there was no chance to clear it up. 

Goblins had gathered all around us. 

“Kirk.” 

Goblins surrounded us from all sides.

We had to fight while protecting the child and the terrain was even disadvantageous for fighting. 

“Don’t worry. Well, it must have been difficult to see something like this in this day and age.”

Parmion walked towards the goblins with a relaxed stride. 

“Although I don’t have my sword, I’ve become quite accustomed to this now.” 

Swish. 

A small hammer emerged from Parmion’s embrace. 

It was the same hammer he was holding when we first met. 

“Hehe.” 

Parmion continued to walk, laughing, still as relaxed as if he was taking a stroll. 

“Have I ever fought with this expression before?… Living happily still feels awkward…”

The hammer raised above his head began to emit light. 

Pssst. 

As the blue light, which had been rising like smoke, dissipated, the shape became clear. 

Is this what an Aura Blade looks like? 

Parmion’s momentum, which had only exuded the appearance of a grandfather, changed. 

Slowly, as his arm dropped to the ground and the hammer touched the floor. 

A thunderous noise resounded. 

Crackling. 

Did hitting the floor with the hammer make such a sound? 

That wasn’t the only thing that startled me. 

Starting from in front of Parmion, the ground split. 

No, it seemed more appropriate to say it shattered. 

‘In… sane…’ 

All the goblins in front of Parmion exploded. 

The goblins I had killed died like gentlemen. 

The goblins that died now had their bodies smashed, their limbs scattered in several places. 

“Hehe.’ 

Crack! 

Crackling! 

The sound of explosions continued. 

The ground split in all directions, and even the goblins fleeing exploded without exception. 

Boom! 

The vibration felt from the ground resonated throughout my body.


When Parmion put the hammer back into his embrace, the surroundings had turned into ruins, except for the exact spot where we were standing.

“Huh huh huh…” 

Parmion laughed mockingly from within. 

Faced with that contrasting scene, I recalled one thing. 

So… Last time, I almost got hit by that thing?



 
  
    Chapter 13: Lay out a free Mat – 3


It was just a moment to get there, but it took quite a while to come back. 

It was because Alisa was too unstable to fly together. 

The child’s condition, wandering through the mountains for days, wasn’t good at all. 

“Finally..! We’ve arrived.” 

The sun was already setting. 

It was the first day of business, but to close the doors like this… 

“Wait a moment.” 

I had forgotten in a hurry. 

“My money bag!” 

The money I counted and collected. 

“My reward…!” 

The hefty-looking purse that Randolph was going to give me. 

I spread my wings and flew away from all of it.

“Oh… this is…” 

I hurriedly ran back and saw the mat I had spread out. 

Quite some time had passed, but people were still guarding the spot and bustling around. 

“T-They’re coming!!” 

“Alisa’s coming? Why alone?” 

Among the crowd, I could see my precious money bag. 

Hans, looking anxious, was standing by my seat, watching me. 

Seeing me alone, his pupils seemed moist. 

“P-Please… say you found her.” 

He seemed to have been guarding this place since I left. 

Seeing Hans, I felt a surge of guilt. 

“Alisa is…” 

By now, she should have been visible… 

“Ah, there she is!” 

“Alisa! Oh god! Thank you…!” 

Hans rushed out and hugged Alisa. 

Crying out in gratitude, his tear-streaked face made everyone around wipe their faces. 

“It’s all right.” 

It was worth the effort. 

I even felt proud of fulfilling my role as a shaman. 

Hans, holding Alisa tightly, approached me. 

“Thank you…! Thank you so much!” 

Meeting Hans’s eyes made me feel very awkward. 

To see tears on the face of this old man… 

I had a strong intuition that I would often see this kind of gaze in the future. 

As long as I walked the path of a shaman, such things would continue to happen. 

Especially here, there seemed to be plenty of places where I could use my power. 

“You’re our benefactor!” 

Hans was now even using honorifics when addressing me. 

“How can we repay this kindness…” 

He was like as if about to rush home and gather all his possessions. 

Even if money would make things easier, I wasn’t inclined to take it. 

It was like, doing what needed to be done. 

Maybe that’s why my master didn’t charge much for her services. 

“It’s all right. Just live well.” 

“Although we have nothing, we are not unaware of your kindness.” 

At this rate, it felt like he would forcibly stuff money into my pockets. 

I said firmly. 

“5 copper.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“I can’t take more than that.” 

My words widened Hans’s eyes. 

“But even that amount… It would be a bargain compared to hiring a mercenary…” 

Hans, who had been thinking for a moment, suddenly had a strange gleam in his eyes. 

Touching emotions and respect seemed to flood his eyes. 

Another person was now misunderstanding me. 

Hans nodded. 

“You don’t expect compensation, so I’ll abide by your wishes.” 

“No, it’s not that…” 

What was this nobleman talking about? 

The more money, the better. 

But I can only accept 5 copper. 

Even if I were to accept more, in the end, I’d only have 5 copper left in my hands. 

The people around me, seeing my actions, started to murmur again. 

“He must know that Hans is in a difficult situation.” 

I didn’t know that he was in a difficult situation. 

There was no sign of hardship… 

Parmion, intervened subtly and spoke. 

“He probably deliberately accepts only 5 coper to avoid burdening him.” 

“That might be the case…!” 

Murmur, murmur. 

Strange misunderstandings began to arise. 

“No, everyone, that’s not it…” 

“Such a young man wouldn’t cheat.” 

“I’ll come back tomorrow and see about that!” 

Alisa added one more word, igniting a spark. 


“I almost got eaten by goblins, but Chris saved me…!” 

“Ohh…!” 

Two old men were watching the bustling street. 

“Look, Parmion, quite an uncommon young man, isn’t he? Don’t you think?”

“I told you, didn’t I?” 

“This time, he is only taking 5 copper.” 

The fondness in Cloze’s eyes deepened even more. 

“One should live by taking care of their responsibility.” 

Cloze was growing more fond of Chris. 

When he first heard the story, he thought Parmion had gone mad.

Knowing Parmion better than anyone else made him even more curious.

So he called Chris. 

Worried that his friend might have fallen victim to the machinations of necromancers, he thought he would kill him instantly if that was the case. 

“I didn’t sense any mana.” 

Not only was there no mana of darkness accumulated by necromancers, but there was also no trace of having learned magic-like things. 

He was just an ordinary civilian. 

“That’s strange too.” 

A normal civilian proficiently hunting goblins? 

With his eyes closed, no less? 

Certainly, Chris fought goblins as if he could see clearly. 

It was not only in front but also in the movements that seemed to have eyes behind him. 

According to Parmion, there was no trace of having learned swordsmanship either. 

“The more I think about it, the more intriguing it becomes. Parmion, can you fight with your eyes closed?” 

“Of course, I can.” 

“I see.” 

“However, that’s a story for when one is a knight of my calibre. Even for a knight of higher standing, there are limits to fighting with one’s eyes closed.” 

“Was there a hint of hesitation in the combat technique we saw earlier?” 

Parmion nodded as if it was obvious and pointed at Chris with his hand raised. 

“Can you see his hands and legs trembling?” 

“Hmm….” 

Chris’s body was indeed trembling. 

“Because he showed movements that his body couldn’t handle. It’s a muscle injury.” 

“Is there a possibility that he deliberately weakened his body?”

“Absolutely not.” 

Cloze nodded slightly. 

There was hardly any chance that his friend, the Swordmaster, was wrong. 

At least when it came to swordsmanship, he couldn’t avoid his gaze. 

“In that case….” 

Cloze, who had paused for a moment, spoke up. 

“That friend learned no magic, tore through my barrier, didn’t learn swordsmanship, yet fought goblins with his eyes closed, and….”

“Hmm….” 

“Even when his body was injured, he willingly saved the child.” 

“That’s true, but….” 

“And he doesn’t even have any greed?” 

Cloze and Parmion’s expressions became perplexed. 

“He’s like an unbelievably perfect friend.” 

“…And he’s also my benefactor.” 

“A benefactor of Awordmaster…” 

Knowing the heart of his friend who carved statues, Cloze’s expression turned bitter. 

He had put in so much effort to change Parmion’s mind. 

It was a matter of giving up with both hands and feet raised against stubbornness. 

“He’s also a benefactor to me.” 

“Haha….” 

Cloze chuckled at Parmion’s laughter. 

The laughter of a friend revealed after decades was truly a sight to behold.

***

Money was piled up. 

Although it wasn’t silver but copper, it felt reassuring. 

Altogether, 1 silver and 25 copper. 

Fortunately, thanks to Hans keeping the money pouch while I was away, I was able to acquire this amount. 

Adding the 5 coppers promised by Hans, it was a quite comfortable sum. 

Thanks to this, I could have meat for dinner tonight. 

Chiiik— 

The large chunks of meat were almost cooked. 

“It’s nice to have a yard.” 

There was no clear boundary for the yard. 

Since there were no people nearby, the place I designated as the yard was all my house’s yard. 

“First… I’ve offer one to the gods…” 

I carried the large piece of meat on a plate and walked to the back of the house. 

There, I had set up a modest table. 

It wasn’t a grand feast, but it would do as an offering. 

After all, sincerity mattered. 

Plop. 

As I placed the meat, it looked quite convincing. 

I poured myself some liquor from the bottle placed next to me and raised my head. 

“A lot of you have come.” 

First, the souls on the hill behind my house alone were more than a dozen. 

And there were also wandering spirits around this area. 

It was enough for a feast. 

“I haven’t prepared much, but please have some.” 

The souls settled in the graveyard approached the offering table with a grin. 

And so did the wandering spirits. 

“Hey! Why are these damn wandering spirits here to partake?” 

As I rang the bell, the clustered wandering spirits all froze in place.

Shudder. 

“If you had lived a good life, wouldn’t you have gone peacefully? Huh?”

They became wandering spirits because they committed sins in their lives and couldn’t change their ways even after death. 

“Do you think all your sins won’t come back to haunt you? If you mess with people for no reason, you might end up in trouble again, you know?” I

 had to either drive them away with force or suppress them with authority. 

Thanks to my strong will, they didn’t bother me much, but I would have suffered if I wasn’t.

“Hey, you, come here.” 

Shudder. 

I nicknamed him “Head” because the impact on his head was so satisfying. 

He was holding his head with both hands, afraid it might fall off. 

“What did you do to deserve a seat at this table, huh?” 

-…? 

One soul from the graveyard with a wobbly neck stared at me blankly.

“Oh, you elders, please have your meal.” 

They were more than qualified to sit at the offering table. 

They had done great deeds in their lives. 

“As for you wandering spirits, I’ve set up a separate table over there, go eat there. You don’t have any meat.” 


When will they ever convert to Buddhism…? 

I hope they have reasons to stay in the afterlife other than suffering.

Who knows, if I keep feeding them, maybe they’ll convert someday?

“Now, I should eat too.” 

Come to think of it, this was my first meal of the day.
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Actually, this place was too dangerous. I encountered monsters near the Baekjak Ridge twice. 

Even though orcs were one thing, goblins were really dangerous. 

If there hadn’t been any spirits nearby to help, I would have been seriously injured. 

Even though I’ve lived as a hunter, I’ve only hunted animals, never fought monsters. 

In other words, I need a means to protect myself. 

“So, why do you keep saying no?” 

Jismond in front of me shook his head. 

Jismond kept shaking his head without expressing anything. 

“Come on…” 

Was it the Empire’s combat tactics? 

It was very efficient in fighting goblins. 

I still had the feeling from back then, and it seemed perfect for protecting myself, so I came up to the graveyard as soon as dawn broke. 

There were soldiers and knights among the elders here, so I thought I could learn something if I asked nicely. 

But… 

“Excuse me… the elder over there?” 

Jismond slipped over and blocked my path. 

“Sigh… It’s so frustrating.” 

It continued like this. 

Whenever I tried to ask someone for help, Jismond blocked me.

“Instead of blocking me, why don’t you tell me why?” 

Jismond’s head finally stopped for the first time at my frustrated words pouring out. 

This time, Jismond smiled without even answering. 

In addition, he reached out as if to say hurry up and go down. 

He seemed frustrated, as if there was a reason he had to send me off right now. 

“Sigh…” 

It’s a waste of time to stay here any longer. 

It was time to go to work, judging by the brightening surroundings.

“Sigh…” 

Normally, I could sympathize with the emotions of the spirits and at least vaguely understand why, but the spirits here were too strange.

They seemed to be hiding a lot, as if they would never show anything.

Whenever I tried to shake the bell to find out, those elders quietly shook their heads as if to say not to. 

“What are they hiding that they’re hiding like that? Go on your way.”

There wasn’t even a hint of resentment. 

That means they have desires they want to achieve… 

“Sigh… I’m the one who can do that for you! Why won’t you tell me…!”

Muttering to myself, I returned home with a large bag and set off again.

“Let’s see… what’s going to happen today.” 

There’s something called the ‘Rice Grain Spot.’ 

It’s a way of predicting fortunes by scattering rice and interpreting the energy that appears. 

Each shaman has their own method of interpreting the spots. 

Among them, shamans who are good with grains sometimes do it like this.

In my case, no matter how I read it, it fits well, but… 

“Let’s try this today.” 

I picked a bunch of grass with lots of seeds. 

Whisk 

– Chwirr. 

When I flicked my hand, the scattered seeds fell to the ground in a mess. 

“Hmm…” 

Some people might ask, ‘What are you going to do with this?’ or ‘What do you see by scattering rice?’ 

This is not about the shape of the scattered seeds. 

It’s about the energy contained within them and the scenes that flash through my mind. 

“Hmm… Today, be careful of the energy of iron, and there’s a fortune teller… Huh?” 

A scene flashed through my mind. 

It was a person wearing a deeply pressed robe. 

“An aristocrat?”

A nobleman helping a shaman.. it was a situation where someone who helps others also has someone helping them.

“What does this mean?”

I was heading towards the place where I spread the mat yesterday. 

And as I slightly turned my body, the image of the aristocrat that had come to my mind disappeared. 

“Huh? Does this mean I won’t meet him if I go in this direction?” 

When I turned my body back to the direction I had just walked, the person’s figure became clear again. 

“Strange. Is this some kind of fate at work?” 

One thing was for sure, I needed to see him face to face to know for certain. 

If it was indeed fated, it meant another task at hand. 

How is it that there are always things to do without even a day of rest?

“Dirty fortune.” 

But what could I do? 

If it’s given, then it’s right to go. 

Life as a shaman is tough, but it’s unavoidable. 

Following the image in my mind, I soon reached a main road. 

“Look here! Are you doing fortunes here today?” 

People greeted me as if they knew me. 

“I haven’t decided yet.” 

“I’ve been waiting for you since morning.” 

Unfortunately, I couldn’t spread the mat yet. 

“I have something I’m curious about…” 

The old man continued to follow me, speaking to me amidst my preoccupied mind. 

“Sir.” 

“Y-yes! Are you going to read fortunes again this time?” 


Reading fortunes isn’t just about predicting. 

This gentleman didn’t come to get his fortune read; it seems like he’s just curious about me. 

“Sir, be careful with what you eat today.” 

“Huh?” 

“You might break a tooth. Why is this so hard?” 

“Got it? I’m busy right now, so come back later.” 

“Oh… I see.” 

The old man retreated with a very uncomfortable expression, touching his cheek as he moved away from me. 

“Miss… He’s fading again.” 

Something seemed to change between blinks. 

The clear image of the gentleman was becoming blurry as if shrouded in mist. 

It’s really darn difficult to meet the nobleman. 

“Here. It’s here…” 

As I walked, the image became clearer. 

Maybe when I turn this corner, I’ll be able to see him from a distance.

But then, someone called out to me again. 

“Mr. Chris!” 

“Huh? Mr. Hans?” 

“I’ve been looking for you for a long time!” 

Now is not the time to meet Mr. Hans. 

If this continues… 

It’s fading again. 

“Yesterday’s fee, I’ve brought it!” 

The image was fading more and more. 

If I don’t hurry, I’ll surely miss it. 

“Mr. Hans! I’m a bit busy right now…!” 

Just as I was about to move again, Mr. Hans grabbed my arm. 

“If you keep refusing like this, it’ll be difficult for me too…!” 

“No, it’s not that I’m not accepting it, I just need a bit more time!” 

“Even knowing who Mr. Chris is, please consider accepting it for my sake!” 

“Alright! Alright! Just take this off or give it quickly!” 

I quickly grabbed the pouch from Hans, who looked touched, and started running. 

“Thank you, Mr. Chris!” 

I couldn’t say anything in response to his gratitude; it was quite awkward. 

I couldn’t blame myself for not knowing the intention behind giving this money. 

It didn’t feel like just five silver coins at all. 

He probably gathered all the money at home.

Thud. 

Thud. 

The distance with the gentleman seemed to have gotten closer. 

Various smells wafted through the narrow alley. 

The smell of earth. 

The smell of water. 

A nobleman who helps a shaman appeared, so I thought it would be unusual, but how could there be such smells coming from a person?

“Hey, wait a moment!” 

I called out to the nobleman as I ran deep into the alley, but it was futile. 

“Is this also magic?”

In that place, the person I was looking for wasn’t there. 

Instead, all that remained were intensifying scents and tangled energies.

‘This isn’t a barrier, is it?’ 

I took out the bell, but the image that had been floating in my mind had completely disappeared by now. 

“Ah, well… I’ve never received help from others anyway.” 

Since I was already done for, I should go start my business. 

With that thought, as I turned my body, I realized the true identity of the fortune teller I saw earlier. 

It was because of these guys that I was in trouble. 

“Hey.”

It was a scene I had seen many times before. 

Even if the world changes, the tactics of troublemakers seem to be similar. ‘

“We’re a bit hungry, you know what I mean?” 

They were three quite sturdy men. 

With that body, they should honestly do some honest work, but look at the smile on their faces. 

They were perfect models of shady troublemakers. 

“Sigh… one thing leads to another.”

“‘Huh? Did you hear that?” 

One of the troublemakers shrugged his shoulders and approached me. 

“We were just going to take that pocket and be on our away, but now the situation has changed a bit?” 

As the three sturdy men approached me, there was a considerable sense of intimidation. 

Of course, to me, trained in all sorts of spirits, I seemed ridiculous. 

But, somehow, this was a slightly dangerous situation. 

Could I win if I fought them? 

I couldn’t even shake my bell to summon my power to capture the troublemakers… 

While I was thinking about that, a fist came at me unexpectedly. 

Swish- ‘

“Huh?” 

“Well, just politely take the hits and we will leave.” 

My body moved very naturally. 

Swish- 

Once again, the swinging fist passed by the side of my face. 

“What kind of harmony is this?” 

I understand this movement. 

I fought goblins directly with this move before. 

The strange thing is that back then, I was in a state of possession, but now it’s just me. 

Swish- 

“This bastard!”

One of them who was aiming at me eventually called the other two. 

“Hey! Get this guy!” 

That’s right. 

Troublemakers always stick together. 

The bell flew gracefully towards the three rushing at me. 

Bam! 

Boom! 

Bam! 

A refreshing sound echoed from their heads. 

They kept swinging their fists, and I dodged. 

While hitting their heads.


“Huh… He’s only aiming for the head!”

“He’s a deadly bastard!” 

It’s not that I’m only aiming for the head. 

It’s just that the only move I learned was a head strike. 

‘Ugh… you guys misunderstood.’
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Ugh. 

Ugh. 

Whew. 

Sigh… 

It was an incredibly tough day. 

The number of customers was amazing. 

There were even some people who came just for fun, probably because of the cheap prices. 

So, rather than feeling like I cleared the way for the future, I felt like I dealt with the customers more by trial and error. 

“Anyway, if just one person can live better, that’s what matters.”

Fortunately, among the people who came today, there weren’t any souls tangled up in complicated matters. 

There was someone who brought a grudge and wore the ghost of a dead person, but it seemed like that ghost was more looking for someone to listen to their story than harm anyone. 

After comforting the person, he left quietly. 

“Oh… the road is so long. Travelling is hell.” 

I entered the shrine and lit the candles. 

Swish… 

The shrine was still dimly lit. 

But from now on, things would be a little different. 

Thanks to the reward Hans gave me, I bought a lot of things. 

Unlike Randolph, who disappeared with the reward, Hans came straight to me. 

In my pocket were, as expected, a jumble of silver coins. 

They were quite rough and tough. 

It almost felt disrespectful to use them. 

“First, a longsword.” 

I visited the blacksmith and picked out a decently sharpened one. 

When I drew the sword, it made a sharp sound. 

Shing- 

“Heh… it’s well-made.” 

It was just right to replace the worn-out one. 

I placed the sword in a corner of the shrine after drawing it, and it looked quite fitting. 

“Next, a big candle.” 

Candles serve various purposes. 

They light up the shrine and sometimes even foretell misfortunes. 

The candle I brought out now was meant for wishing happiness. 

It’s said that if you light candles with sincerity in the shrine, the spirits will bless you. I

 don’t know if it works here, but good things are good, right? 

“One for Parmion, one for the ancestors in the graveyard…” 

I hesitated for a moment but ended up taking out one more candle.

“And one for our house’s mischievous spirit. That’s perfect.” 

With five candles lit, the inside of the house brightened up. 

“That’s right. The shrine should be this bright.” 

But what I brought wasn’t over yet. 

As I put my hand in the bag, I felt something heavy. 

“Clothing cart.” 

I bought it from a fruit shop, and it was as big as a watermelon, though it looked entirely different. 

But just cut off the head, and it would look quite convincing. 

Thump. 

Thump. 

I took out several fruits and arranged them on the shrine. 

Then, dragging the bag, I went outside. 

Once again, today, the ancestors in the graveyard and the headless ghosts were watching me curiously. 

“Shall we have some food?” 

Today’s table would be richer than yesterday’s. I took out everything I bought and placed it all on the table, from alcohol to skewers sold on the streets. 

“What’s this?” 

The headless ghost approached and extended both hands, offering its own head to gaze at the table. 

“Why is there only one offering today?” 

I felt all the spirits’ attention focused on me. 

I banned reverence and disrespected them, and now they seemed cautious. 

“Today, we’re all going to eat together. Ah, I forgot to bring that.” 

When I took out the longsword, the ghosts panicked and ran away. 

Even the ancestors in the graveyard seemed intrigued by the unfamiliar sight of a sword. 

“This is called ‘performance’.” 

performance, you know. 

In fact, it’s not that special. 

They beat the drum, play the janggu, hit the gong. 

They play the flute and dance happily, and the shaman jumps in the middle with bells. 

What does that look like? 

“It’s just me playing for you guys instead.” 

When you play joyfully, bad feelings tend to wash away. 

Setting up this feast, eating, dancing, and playing helps release pent-up emotions. 

“To fix your rotten minds.” 

I roughly stuck branches into the ground.

Above that, when I laid the longsword and stood up, a refreshing breeze greeted me as I gazed at the sky. 

“Even without music, it’ll still be fun.” 

It would have been nice to have a drum at least. 

But without people to play instruments, there’s nothing to be done even if there were. 

As I lit the bonfire, the atmosphere came alive quite nicely. 

“Whew….” 

It was about time to start the game. 

“Okay, everyone, let’s jump together.”


I stretched out my arms and swung the bell once. 

Clang – 

Swinging the bell, I jumped energetically. 

A tune reminiscent of the song played when celebrating victory flowed from my lips. 

Despite the lack of a drum, the arrangement was lively enough. 

Clang – 

As I closed my eyes slightly, I could feel the souls around me. 

Look at this. 

It’s natural for souls and spirits to want to have fun since they were once human. 

Clang – 

The sound of the bell resonated, awakening those emotions. 

“It’s great!” 

My body bounced up and down. 

Just as I could empathize with the emotions of the souls, they seemed to empathize with me. 

It was more akin to a connection than a fusion with the souls. 

Clang – 

I could feel even the great deity connected to me getting excited. 

The deity was pleased. 

Clang – 

The bell rang faster, and the melodies from my lips became more exhilarating. 

The elders of the graveyard began to stir as if possessed by excitement.

“Let’s have some fun!” 

The mouths of the spirits opened. 

It was not the laughter used to scare people but genuine laughter.

“Fantastic!” 

The spirits who were cautious began to gather around me, joining in the festivities. 

Some danced along with me, shaking their bodies wildly. 

Another spirit found a seat at the table and enjoyed the food.

 As the dancing spirits passed by, the bonfire swayed and moved along with them. 

“Hahaha!” 

Laughter erupted involuntarily. 

The exhilarating emotions gathered around me. 

My body moved even more enthusiastically, as if floating. 

“I’m thrilled! Let’s try the tightrope after a long time!” 

I kicked off my shoes in excitement. 

In an instant, barefoot, I brought my foot down onto the longsword. 

..!!! .

..!!! 

The souls whispered to each other in surprise, communicating in their own language. 

It was a natural reaction since I, with a human body, had stood on a sword. 

“Hooah!” 

Letting out a cry, I lifted the foot that was still stuck to the ground.

The souls looked at me as if they were surprised and shocked. 

Their amazed gaze shifted back and forth between my feet and the longsword. 

“What are you all doing? Aren’t you having fun?” 

Once again, I leaped and turned my body, landing on the blade. 

Instead of digging into my foot, the blade served as a solid support. 

It wasn’t the usual way to use a guillotine, but oh well, what can you do?

It’s not even a guillotine, it’s a longsword. 

“Nice. Very nice!” 

The elders of the graveyard watched me as if enjoying a performance.

They seemed amazed and delighted. 

The others were no different. 

Their joy replaced the anxiety they had. 

Clang— 

The anxieties held by the demons were released. 

Like tangled threads unravelling, the anxieties flowed towards me. 

Clang— 

The anxieties that once roamed my body gathered around my head, then dispersed throughout my body again. 

They seemed like souls’ energies, yet also felt mysterious, like the jingle of a bell. 

I leaped with the blade for a while. 

When those things that had been swirling around me settled, I stopped what I was doing and collapsed on the ground. 

“Haah… Haah… Oh, I’m exhausted.” 

After jumping around for a while, all my energy drained away. 

My mind felt fuzzy as if I had been wearing a hat all day. 

Well, considering that I’ve just become a subject of amusement for various souls, it’s fortunate it ended like this. 

“Haah… Haah… Let’s stop playing and eat something.” 

But I had no strength to eat. 

“Haah… Haah… What is all this?”

 Although my body lacked strength, an indescribable energy overflowed within me. 

“Was this what could accumulate in a human body? I’m not even a master…” 

I had seen masters accumulate energy. 

The feeling in my body now was similar to what was called magic in this world. 

But the energy I felt in my body was closer to the souls’ energies than those magical accumulations. 

“Can the energy accumulate in a living person’s body?” 

The tingling sensation seemed to be urging them to move. 

The energies flowed along with my will. 

They reached out from my hands and touched the table. 

The fruits on it fell to the ground with a thud. 

“This is insane…” 

It felt like ghosts were playing tricks. 

***

There was a person walking with a robe tightly wrapped around her. 

Her steps seemed to be searching for something as she wandered around. 

“Ah…” 

A small exclamation came from the robe. 

It was a clear and pure voice. 

“They were pointing to this place.” 

Her steps quickened. 

And she, perched on a large tree, examined something intently. 

“Sylph.” 

At her call, a spirit appeared, swirling around her and stirring the wind.

The more the sylph swirled around, the more her presence faded.

“Could it be…” 

How long had she been searching? 

There were countless waiting for her to complete her mission and return. 


“At last…!!” 

The person in the robe clenched their fist in excitement. 

Her trembling voice leaked out uncontrollably. 

“At last, the mission is complete…! World Tree…!”
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“Ah, really…” 

No matter how much I think about it, it’s just unbelievable. 

To think that a corpse could accumulate spirit energy. 

“Maybe I actually died when struck by lightning?” 

No, even if I died then, a living body couldn’t accumulate spirit energy. 

There are people born with strong spirit energy, like me. 

But that’s where it ends. 

That’s the total amount. 

There’s no way to increase that spirit energy unless you die. 

“Where am I supposed to use this…?” 

Knights make blades with mana. 

Mages use magic, and Taoists gather energy to perform spells. 

So what can you do with spirit energy? 

“I understand some of it, but…” 

I concentrated the scattered spirit energy throughout my body into my head. 

Hum – 

A feeling of ringing in my head as a fruit floated into the air. 

Swoosh – 

The fruit slowly flew towards me and landed in my hand. 

“How did the demons manage to do something like this…” 

Have you ever heard of poltergeist phenomena? 

It refers to objects moving on their own. 

Among them, there are cases where strong spirits touch objects, and cases where powerful demons exert force like me. 

In other words, what I’m doing now is the power of a demon. 

“Is this how it’s done?” 

Shamans can use spirit energy too. 

There are cases where they use the power they were born with, usually when they divine, it’s like invoking the power of a god and using a divining rod. 

But exerting such strong physical force like this is unheard of. 

“My vision has become clearer too.” 

I feel like the range of my concentration has widened. 

It’s not a huge increase, but I can feel that my overall abilities as a shaman have increased. 

“Hey, blockhead!”


	…?



My mind slipped away at my call. 

When I did a good deed, the grudge seemed to fade more than last time. 

“Do you know how to use Spirit Energy?” 

The head shook with his hands. 

Nod. 

“Oh, really? Try it once. Learn a bit.” 

It seemed that spirits would handle this power better than me, who just gained it. 

The head began to concentrate with a serious face. 

A faint spirt energy flowed through his body. 

He approached me and reached out his hand. 

“Oh?” 

Something seemed about to start. 

Anticipation rose. 

After all, it was a power I would control. 

Slowly. 

Eventually, one finger touched my neck. 

Tap. 

“Huh…?” 

Tap. 

“….?” 

I sighed as my anticipation deflated. 

“Ugh… what do you expect from a ghost?” 

It was clearly a ghost’s prank. 

A power that even those without the Shaman’s power could feel, like a creepy feeling in a gloomy place, enough to say, ‘Who touched my shoulder!’ 

“Ugh…” 

Maybe it would be better to study demons instead… 

Anyway, it was time to go out to work. 

I had to find Randolph too. 

Then, I heard someone calling me from afar. 

“Hey! Chris!” 

It was the voice of Parmion. 

I turned my head and saw him walking with Cloze. 

“Parmion! What’s up?” 

“We’re just out for a stroll.” 

It’s natural for retired Parmion to spend his old age like that. 

“Welcome. There was something I needed to ask.” 

“To us?” 

“Hehe. Go on.” 

“Jismond came by.” 

He came with a very frustrated look. 

He seemed much more frustrated than when he sent me off from the cemetery. 

His expression seemed to say, “Why can’t you do that?” 

“He keeps pointing over there, saying someone’s there.” 

“Oh? Over there?” 

I looked where Jismond was pointing, but there was nothing. 

Even after searching several times, I couldn’t find anyone, not even a soul. 

I continued to search, but Jismond turned back, shaking his head.


“There seems to be something.” 

Both Cloze and Parmion nodded, looking at one place. 

“Yes. But no matter how much we look, there’s nothing.”

“Hmm…” 

Both Parmion and Cloze observed the place intently. 

If even they couldn’t find it, could it be found? 

“Are you acquainted with a spirit master?” 

“He’s a remarkable spirit master.” 

“Yes?” 

I’ve never seen a spirit master before. 

How could a commoner like me encounter such a noble spirit master?

“You seem unable to find it. Parmion and I could barely recognize it.”

“Heh heh. Where is it?” 

Fortunately, they felt it too. 

If we search together… 

“Parmion? Why are you taking out the hammer?” 

Parmion chuckled as he firmly grasped the hammer. 

“Since we don’t know where it is, wouldn’t it be better to smash everything?” 

Cloze nodded in agreement. 

“Hehe, that’s right.” 

Smash it? 

What? 

Parmion waved his hand. 

The hammer he held had already formed a sharp aura. 

Whoosh- 

The aura left the hammer and flew away. 

It happened in an instant. 

And an enormous sound shook the surroundings. 

Roar- 

“Crazy… that…” 

“It’s a water spirit.” 

I opened my mouth in astonishment. 

There, the water was moving, creating a wall so massive that it made my house behind it look pathetic. 

“Look, Parmion, he doesn’t even consider us guests.” 

“Hehe.” 

Parmion continued to swing his arms. 

Roar! 

“Who’s there?” 

Roar!! 

At Parmion knock, the wall of water cracked open, revealing a figure wearing a deeply pressed robe. 

It was a familiar sight, as I had seen him yesterday. 

As soon as the nobleman revealed herself, the smells rushed in.

The smell of water. 

The smell of earth. 

The smell of wind. 

It was definitely not a human smell. 

‘Why do I have such complicated connections again…?’

I could soon see the face of the noble. 

“It’s been a long time since we’ve met.” 

Her face was so beautiful that one might wonder if it was possible.

Flowing emerald green hair that seemed to shine. 

Eyes as green as if they were clear, almost to the point of purity. 

Pure white skin. 

And pointed, elongated ears. 

“And you are?” 

She wasn’t a human, she was an elf. 

“I am Irene, the Leaf Guarding the tree.” 

“It’s been a while.” 

It seemed that both the oldmen and Irene were already acquainted.

With a curious expression, Cloze began to explain. 

“She fought alongside us during the Great War. She even made peace with Parmion.” 

“She’s lived for over six hundred years. Elves usually live for a thousand years.” 

Indeed, as an elf, she had a long lifespan. 

Parmion also seemed delighted to meet his old comrade again. 

“Haha, it’s been a while.” 

But Irene’s reaction to Parmion’s greeting was strange. 

Her mouth slightly agape, as if she had seen something amazing.

“Parmion, you… know how to smile?” 

Huh? 

Parmion smiled often, didn’t he? 

He was someone who smiled every time he spoke. 

It gave him an image of kindness. 

Parmion scratched his head with a puzzled look. 

“I only recently learned it again. How about it? Do I look happy? Haha.”

A bright smile formed on Irene’s face. 

“Now you look more human. I never thought I’d see you smile.” 

“It still feels awkward.” 

Judging from the atmosphere, this oldman didn’t seem like someone who smiled often. 

Come to think of it, it was the same when we first met. 

His face was just there, devoid of any movement to create expressions.

Interesting fact. 

That aside, the reason Jismond was frustrated was because of the elf. 

He probably urged me to meet this elf like that. 

I felt a gaze staring at me.

“I’ve come to find you.”

“Me?”

The noble’s smile disappeared, replaced by solemnity. 

“The World Tree has entrusted us with a mission.”

“The World Tree…!” 

The two oldmen exclaimed, then she continued her explanation. 

“It already appeared with lightning, so it will come here to dance.”

“Oh?” 

Since it came with lightning and arrived in this world, it must be referring to me. 

And dancing… that fits. 

“We followed the rustling of the branches and found you.” 

I’m not sure what it means to follow the rustling of the branches, but for now, it’s true that they found me properly. 

Scenes were already flashing through my mind. 

“Hmm….” 

As I looked at her, it was fascinating. 

“You’re not quite natural… nor human….” 

It felt like a person made of earth and water. 

Breathing with the wind and moving with fire. 

“Huh….” 

What’s important is that it didn’t feel bad. 

As if the deity connected to me was pleased, my mood improved along with it. 

“You came at just the right time.” 

But that dark mist looming around. 

It was blocking my view of the future. 

All I could see through the trees was dense darkness. 

“It’s like being bound and blindfolded… Tsk, tsk.” 

“What’s suddenly…?” 

As Irene expressed her confusion, the two oldmen intervened. 

“Just wait and see.” 

My mouth moved involuntarily.

“You’re tightly bound. This could be serious trouble.” 


The thick darkness gripped the trees. 

Not only that, but I could see branches decaying. 

It felt like I was being engulfed by darkness. 

And then my mouth opened again. 

“You might die a lot.” “!!!”



 
  
    Chapter 17: The Dream spot is fierce – 1


“Dying…?” 

Irene’s startled eyes turned towards me. 

The faces of the two oldmen also stiffened a bit. 

“Wait. We need to see a little more.” 

Clang- 

I closed my eyes and focused on the scenes that came to mind. 

“There’s a big tree.” 

Behind Irene, a tree came into view. 

Its presence was so immense that I had never seen anything like it before.

Its green leaves covered the sky and brought sunlight as well. 

“What on earth are these strange things?” 

They seemed to extend even to Irene. 

What could be giving off such a large aura? 

It had an endless shape that seemed ominous. 

“It’s completely sealed off. It’s hidden itself so it won’t be noticed.” 

“What are you talking about right now…” 

The eerie darkness crouched down. 

Yet it relentlessly gnawed at the tree. 

Much of the inside of the green tree was already rotten. 

“It seemed to enjoy it without even realizing the leaves were falling…” 

I peered further into the hidden darkness. 

Nothing was visible just a step ahead. 

Not even a glimpse of the future seemed to emerge. 

“Ugh…” 

Even the future was blocked by some kind of obstruction. 

It wasn’t normal. 

If no action was taken, it was a vicious being that would swallow many things. 

“It’s a disgusting creature.” 

Clang – 

The Spirit Energy flowed along with the droplets. 

The spirit energy that covered my whole body gathered in my head, and finally, I could properly confront the dark shadow. 

And in that moment. 

“You… you!!” 

“Hey!” 

I lost consciousness.

***

Where am I? 

More importantly, when did I come here? 

Cloze stood above the magic circle. 

The surroundings didn’t seem misty. 

“Hurry up and come up. It’ll be just a moment until we reach.” 

“Hehe. It’s been a while since we used the warp magic circle.” 

Huh? 

Parmion’s condition was strange. 

Why was he standing upside down? 

Irene grabbed my wrist and pulled me. 

Her face had a friendly smile. 

“Chris, what are you standing there blankly for? Let’s hurry up and go.” 

It’s strange. 

I clearly met Irene and was about to read fortunes… 

What happened? 

My mind was filled with a hazy fog. 

I couldn’t feel anything from people’s ups and downs. 

“Why aren’t you moving?”

 …? 

My body didn’t move as I wanted. 

Then, I met eyes with a soul. 

The soul had no face. 

Its body was vague. 

But its expression was visible. 

I tried to speak. 

I tried to say something, but no sound came out. 

Blabbering. 

Blabbering. 

Is this what it feels like when a living person speaks to a dead one?

Nothing was conveyed. 

Irene pulled me up onto the magic circle again. 

The soul looking at me shook its head sadly. 

It seemed to pity me. 

It shook its head in pity, as if to say, “This isn’t it.” 

And when that soul waved its hand… 

The surroundings suddenly turned black and then brightened. 

-Cough! 

Suddenly, a scream was heard. 

I was clearly standing on the magic circle, but what I saw in front of me was… what was all this? 

Parmion’s right arm was severed. 

“I’m sorry… I’m sorry… I couldn’t protect you again…” 

His face, which was smiling, was now stiff with sadness. 

His remaining arm held a sword that pierced his heart. 


“I’m sorry I couldn’t live happily…”

Cloze was crying beside Parmion.

“Why…!! Why again…!!” 

Next to him, Irene, with her eyes wide open, lay on the ground.

Blabbering. 

Blabbering. 

No words came out. 

I couldn’t move my body to save them. 

Shocking scenes were visible in my barely turned eyes. 

A person hanging by the neck in the air. 

How much blood had they shed? 

Their clothes were soaked in blood. 

No, blood was still flowing. 

It kept spurting out of their mouth. 

It was me. 

“Ugh!” 

The surroundings brightened, and the ceiling was visible. 

“What… what is this…!” 

Desperately feeling my body, I found it intact. 

No blood, and my neck was fine. 

Looking around, it was clearly a house. 

“A dream…?” 

A nightmare. 

A nightmare among nightmares. 

Now I remembered everything. 

I collapsed while reading fortunes. 

It was a heavy burden to bear. 

It was fortunate that I was standing up now. 

“Ominous, ominous. This is not the time.” 

I got up and headed straight to the shrine. 

“As expected…” 

As expected, all the candles were extinguished. 

Both the candles that illuminated the shrine and those that prayed for happiness were extinguished. 

“Did this happen because of the nightmare, or did the nightmare happen because they were extinguished?” 

My head still throbbed, unable to fully escape from the aftermath of the dream. 

The nightmare was so vivid that it couldn’t be forgotten. 

“Normally, when a person dies, it’s a prophecy dream, but…” 

The sight was too ominous to forget. 

It felt like a chill down my spine for no reason. 

“But where did that idiot go?” 

The idiot was assigned the role of a bell clapper. 

It was supposed to notify me if there was anything happening at the shrine or if the candles were about to be extinguished. 

It was supposed to cleanse sins by serving the gods. 

But what had it done until it reached this point? 

“Hey! Idiot!!” 

…? 

Whether from the ceiling or the walls, the idiot’s figure, which should have slipped in, was nowhere to be seen. 

“Idiot!!” 

Perhaps… 

Suddenly, ominous dreams flashed through my mind. 

If the shadow was what brought the nightmare… 

“Hey! Idiot!!”

The figure wasn’t visible despite shouting and searching the house. 

There was no way he could suddenly disappear. 

The soul was still deeply entrenched, not ready to leave yet. 

With closed eyes, I began to concentrate. 

A faint trembling sensation was felt. 

It was under the table set up as a shrine. 

“Haah… I was startled.” 

Peering under the table, I found a head trembling and cowering, clutching his own head tightly. 

The presence of the soul seemed faint, indicating a significant disturbance.

“Hey! Get up!”…

– The head moved, poking out slightly. 

“Squeak.” 

Seeing that the soul wasn’t harmed, it seemed like it wasn’t a big deal. 

It must have been just a momentary disturbance. 

Even traces of a death were evident. 

“I have encountered the deity I serve.” 

Now it made sense. 

The dream was a prophecy. 

The head must have experienced a brief visit to my dream, causing him to cower in fear. 

“Phew… What a shock.” 

I thought it was a noble I was consulting with, only to face something dreadful. 

“You give me quite a lot of work.” 

If he could even visit my dreams, it must be something I have to do.

“Where are the oldmen?” 

Opening the door, I saw three people gathered nearby. 

“Are you awake?” 

“You suddenly collapsed, and it startled me.” 

“Haha. I thought you were already awake, so I was about to call you.” 

I quickly approached and checked their body. 

There were no injuries, and his right arm was fine. 

“Chris, what happened?” 

“Hmm? Nothing happened.” 

“No, that’s not it.” 

What could I say? 

I immediately shook the bell in my hand. 

Clang- 

Clang- 

“Oh no… The divination didn’t come out.” 

Clang- 

Even shaking it again didn’t produce anything. 

It seemed completely blocked, inaccessible even with my current abilities, unable to receive the divine guidance. 

“Still just an apprentice…” 

Apprentice practitioners, despite their daring, are still inexperienced. 

It was a moment when I deeply felt that I was still an apprentice. 

“Master Parmion, listen to me.” 

“Go on.” 

“In my dream, you were standing upside down. What could that mean…”

Before I could finish, Cloze and Irene’s voices intervened. 

“It’s all done.” 

“Indeed, your level has progressed since then.” 

“Only elves are left, huh?” 

Cloze chuckled and grabbed Parmion’s waist, smiling proudly. 

“Chris, are you going to watch too? Unless you’re above a viscount, it’s hard to see something like this.” 

He pointed to where a large magic circle was drawn. 

“This is the Warp Magic Circle. We can reach the elf forest in an instant.” 


It seemed like a scene I had seen somewhere before. 

Cloze, Parmion, and even Irene. 

“No way…” 

Cloze chuckled and I opened my mouth. 

“Yes, it’s the Warp Magic Circle. If we get on that everyone will die except for Master Parmion.”



 
  
    Chapter 18: The dream spot is fierce – 2


“Ha-ha…”

Cloze burst into a hearty laughter. 

“It seems like you don’t properly know who we are.” 

Parmion and Irene were also quietly smiling. 

“Even if a bunch of knights were to gather, they wouldn’t be able to do anything to us. And if one more Sword Master were to join, it wouldn’t be a problem.” 

It was frustratingly hopeless. 

“No, it’s not like that right now… sigh…” 

It seems like they think I’m worrying about something unnecessary. 

“Irene, let’s focus on the matter at hand.” 

“Yes?” 

“The will conveyed by the World Tree.” 

When the topic of the World Tree came up, Irene’s expression stiffened slightly. 

As expected, there’s something being hidden. 

“Could there be something wrong with the World Tree?”

Judging by the reaction, it seems likely. 

Irene, marked as a noble to me.

The fairy who visited me in my dreams as soon as I met Irene. 

And even the blocked divination of Parmion. 

It seems like this time, the homework that needs to be done starts with Irene. 

“The tree is almost rotting and decaying.” 

“Ha-hmm… You shouldn’t speak lightly of the World Tree.” 

Cloze subtly warned me as he glanced at me. 

But is being warned like this really the issue? 

They all look serious. 

“If you don’t speak properly, the will of the World Tree and all won’t go smoothly.” 

“You… need to calm down a bit…” 

Irene’s mouth shut tight. 

Even her bright smile vanished. 

She seemed like a wounded plant. 

It felt strange, as if it wasn’t a person. 

“That tree. It could cause big trouble if not taken care of.” 

Irene’s silence was an affirmation. 

Even the oldmen realized the seriousness of the situation and quieted down. 

“If there’s a problem with the World Tree…? Is that even possible?” 

Irene, who had maintained silence, nodded her head. 

“What you said is correct. The great branches have begun to experience the passage of time.” 

“….What?” 

I sincerely didn’t understand what she meant. 

The passage of time through the branches? 

“The branches of the World Tree are always lush. But the leaves have started to wither.” 

I should’ve talked about this sooner… 

Now it’s common knowledge. 

And it’s very well known indeed. 

“But why? Do you not know the reason?” 

“…No.” 

“The culprit is hiding themselves very well.” 

Irene said with a fresh face, seemingly not liking my words. 

“Elven magic and spirit magic can’t find anything.” 

That’s not true. 

They couldn’t even figure out that the tree was rotting away. 

If the leaves are withering, it must mean it’s reached its limit. 

I feel like the World Tree has been struggling to hold on with all its might.

Irene continued her explanation. 

“You meeting us was the will recently conveyed by the World Tree, who was taking a break.” 

“That’s probably it.” 

It’s recent that I came here, so it’s a natural fact. 

Not only divine predictions, but even the World Tree, the tree itself, was looking for me. 

“It would be good to hurry, but… we can’t use warp magic.” 

It was a strong feeling. 

“Absolutely not. It’s out of the question. We’d rather walk.” 

Unexpectedly, there was someone who agreed with my words. 

It was Parmion. 

“That sounds good.” 

“Parmion, you?” 

“But…” 

Irene was about to say something but turned her head towards where the trees were. 

“The shaking of the branches…” 

When I followed her words and turned my head, I didn’t feel anything. 

It wasn’t the shaking by some soul, just the wind. 

Irene, who was staring blankly at the trees, blinked her eyes. 

“It seems like we should do as you wish.” 

“Is this fine of a sudden?” 

Irene just smiled with an unknown smile. 

She didn’t say anything more. 

I don’t know their circumstances, but if it’s the shaking of the branches, it means the World Tree has conveyed something. 

It’s their world, so I’ll respect it. 

They’ll probably need to be away for quite a while, so there’s a lot to do.

It’s said that a shaman receives a divination when the Gods send it. 

And this is not something you can receive as you wish. 


I am sincerely praying at the shrine now.

I had to leave for a long time, and I was asking what the intention was. 

Clang – 

Clang – 

I asked about the dream several times. 

As if about to say something, my mouth twitched, and scenes flashed through my mind. 

Was it because I tried to see too big of a future, or was it because I lacked the ability? 

Even though it seemed like something vague might show up, it hid its traces again. 

“How big of a meaning could it be…” 

It didn’t seem like today was the day. 

At the moment I was about to get up, one thought came to mind. 

“Just a moment… I haven’t tried this.” 

Until now, I had tried to receive enlightenment in conventional ways. 

But hadn’t something different happened to me? 

I had never even thought about trying the power I had lived without my whole life. 

“I wonder if it will work…?” 

I quietly closed my eyes. 

I felt the energy flowing through my body. 

“The disciple asks.” 

I gathered my energy and sent it out in a droplet. 

Clang – 

“I request guidance, please.” 

Clang – 

A slight vibration was felt from the droplet containing energy. 

In an instant, all the energy was drained from my body. 

Both the newly accumulated energy and the energy I originally had were taken away. 

Clang – 

A sense of emptiness swept over my whole body. 

I felt drained of energy as if I had just performed an exorcism. 

At the same time, the scenes that had appeared blurry began to become clear. 

The back of my neck began to ache. 

“Ha… ha…” 

The droplet was visible. 

The droplet I was holding in my hand. 

However, contrary to what was visible, it was empty inside. 

What should I call it? It must have been a lack of ability. 

A small twig was visible far from the droplet. 

That was the end of my energy being completely drained. 

“So that’s what Irene meant.” 

The droplet I had just seen didn’t signify the soul I held in my hand. 

It was the career path I should pursue. 

The reason it felt inadequate was probably because my learning was shallow and my cultivation was lacking. 

“It means I should learn along the way, right?” 

It was a barely received enlightenment. 

Now everything fell into place, and I understood. 

“Now is not the time, I need to hurry to learn quickly.” 

There was much to prepare. 

Not only did I need to prepare for the journey, but there was something more important. 

I reached out and picked up a bundle of paper lying in a corner of the shrine. 

“If the enlightened ones want to rest comfortably, I’ll have to exert more effort.” 

The shrine is a place where gods are worshiped. 

God comes down here, and this also becomes an eye to see the place. 

The sacred energy flows as the eye of God touches it, blocking the negative energy and spiritual energy coming down from the grave. 

“Just one here for now.” 

It was the place where I had been sitting just now. 

I put a talisman here with great care. 

I put my heart into it to fill the void of effort that should be poured into the shrine. 

“And also on the ancestral altar…” 

As I stepped outside, I placed a talisman on the ancestral altar of the spirits of the graveyard. 

It was a talisman filled with a wish for them to rest comfortably. 

This talisman would pray for them on the ancestral altar. 

“Elders! My ancestral altar will be vacant for a while! Please wait a little longer, I’ll be back soon!” 

The elders who had come out for a moment smiled and nodded their heads. 

It seemed that they quite liked the heart contained in the talisman. 

“It was worth the effort.” 

Next were the talismans for our troublesome spirits. 

This part was quite challenging.

Even in death, I couldn’t find it in me to wish these bastards a peaceful rest. 

‘Anyway…’ 

So, I imbued these talismans with a slightly different sentiment. 

‘You lot better repent quickly.’ 

It’s a wish for them to feel remorse and reflect on their sins. 

There might be traces of irritation and hatred mixed in here and there, but it’s better than nothing, I suppose. 

‘Especially you, you thick-headed fool!'”


	..?



The accumulated resentment and unique determination were strongest in this guy’s head. 

Even just looking at his dead body, he seemed the worst. 

How much sin did he commit to walk around carrying his own head? 

“If you want to go to Nirvana with your genitals attached, behave yourself. Tsk tsk…” 

He shook his head with a resentful expression, but it was hardly worth half a penny. 

“Shut up. If you cause trouble, I’ll chop off your head again.” 

I didn’t know about anything else, but those damned spirits worried me the most. 

I wanted to stick around and relieve their grudges, but with the current situation… 

As I entered the shrine again, I reached out and lit a candle. 

As I touched the wick with my finger, the flame quietly extinguished. 

“Here, one charm for each.” 

I placed the neatly folded charms under the candle. 

The sincerity contained here would enlighten the shrine in my place. 

“Now… I need to prepare for the journey…” 

It’s daunting. 

It’s suffocating. 

To travel, you need clothes, food, and lots of miscellaneous items. 

I could buy them all, but… 

“Damn it… I’m broke.” 

I spent all the money I received decorating the shrine and performing the rituals, so there was no money left. 

“If those damned spirits didn’t demand rituals…” 

And I couldn’t even work today. 

“Strange… Usually, on the way to do task, someone always helps…” 

When I used to leave with the Master.

Strangely enough, everything I needed was prepared as if by magic. 

As if a sudden wealthy person came and gave me a big fortune. 

I haven’t accumulated as much virtue as the master yet, but can I expect it too? 

“Ah… I still have a long way to go.” 


At that moment, I heard a voice from outside. 

“Chris, come out and receive the lord’s reward!” 

It was Randolph’s voice. 

No wonder I couldn’t find him no matter how hard I looked… 

“This was for that.”



 
  
    Chapter 19: Life in this World is complicated too – 1


The journey was anything but boring. 

Chatting along the way. 

Taking a break and then riding again. 

Eating and then riding. 

Endlessly riding and talking. 

I even thought I broke my butt because I rode the horse wrong. 

That’s how we spent the whole day riding, and now we’re digging the ground. 

“Master Cloze, come and dig here for once.” 

“Hmm. Finally time to show it off.” 

Cloze rolled up his sleeves and stepped forward. 

“You have to dig the ground, not blow it up!” 

“Don’t worry.” 

The energies around followed Cloze’s gesture. 

Magic was fascinating the more you saw it. 

It was amazing to see mana move, and the results were even more amazing. 

“Digg!” 

The ground was dug up. 

The problem was it was dug up too aggressively. 

Even the rocks were shattered in the dug-up ground. 

“No, Master, I told you to be gentle… Do you really have to almost kill someone twice for real…” 

Master Parmion responded sharply to my words. “Roselle, aren’t you supposed to be a great wizard who can control?” 

“Quiet down. You didn’t leave the ground intact either.” 

“Next, Irene! Try digging here.” 

Can spirits dig the ground? 

It was quite anticipated. “

Gnome!” 

At Irene’s call, the spirit revealed itself. 

At the same time, a strong earthy smell wafted through the air. 

“Oh…” 

It was a plump figure. 

It was only about my knee size, resembling an old man or a young child. 

It felt like a soul but slightly different. 

Should I call it a living soul? 

If the ground was alive, it would feel exactly like this. 

“…..?” 

Why is it staring at me like that? 

Clear and transparent pupils. 

Thick eyebrows on rather determined-looking lips. 

Quite a good face. 

But does the spirit’s face look just like a human’s? 

The gnome walked around, examining me with interest. 

It stopped at the waist where the pouch was. 

“Why?” 

The gnome alternated between my face and the pouch, then nodded towards me. 

“Wow…” 

“Is… Is that a gnome?” 

Expressions of admiration from the Masters and Irene’s bewildered voice echoed. 

A polite spirit indeed. 

Even good at greetings. 

“He seems very nice.” 

“….Excuse me?” 

The gnome continued to stare at me. 

Its gaze even seemed quite friendly. 

“Chris, have you ever made a contract with a spirit?” 

“No?” 

Except for the last time when Irene used a spirit, seeing a spirit is entirely new to me. 

I only vaguely felt it then, so it’s safe to say that this is the first time I’m really seeing it. 

“Why is the spirit so friendly…” 

The gnome pointed at the pouch and shook its body. 

It seemed to mimic me when I danced last time. 

“You saw me dancing? Irene, did you watch my house?” 

“It was just following the branch’s guideance.” 

That was an execuse.

Turning my gaze from Irene, I looked at the gnome. 

“Looks like you had some fun too. Want to try digging the ground over there?” 

“Chris, spirits only fulfil the contract holder’s requests…” 

Irene stopped in amazement. 

The gnome started digging the ground. 

“….Gnome?!” 

“Right. Good. More gently.” 

It was a mysterious sight. 

As the gnome started to dig the ground, the soil split. 

The ground was dug without breaking anything. 

“A little more! There!” 

Finally, I could find what I was looking for. 

“Hey, you elders!” 

“Is he talking about us?”

“Ignore Masters.” 

“It seems there are souls nearby. They are not visible…” 


There were souls following us persistently since a while ago. 

They were souls that stuck around stubbornly even if we didn’t pay attention to them. 

They didn’t seem like malicious spirits; there seemed to be a specific reason for their persistence. 

Four souls. 

One was dressed in well-equipped Armor, appearing to be a knight, while the others seemed to be soldiers. 

The commonality among them was that they all had grim injuries on their backs. 

“These belong to the elders, right?” 

As the ground was dug up, skeletal remains began to surface. 

Though some were too deteriorated to discern their full form, it was apparent they had participated in the continental war. 

To think there was combat even in these mountains… 

“I’ll bury you properly again, so please rest in peace.” 

As I removed the heavily rusted armour from the skeletons, I looked up while gathering the bone fragments. 

“Aren’t you going?” 

Even though I had restored their physical bodies, the souls’ reactions were lukewarm. 

Was it because of something else that piled up their regrets? 

“Aren’t you here because of your bodies?” 

The soul of the knight pointed to the ground once again in response to my words. 

“Hmm? Gnome! Could you lend me a hand?” 

“Chris… Why do you keep bothering others’ spirits…” 

Regardless of Irene’s reaction, the gnome faithfully helped me with my request. 

Ssshh- 

Ssshh- 

As the ground was further dug up, the spectators couldn’t help but sigh.

Especially the sigh that came from Parmion’s lips was deep-rooted in his chest. 

“Huh…” 

“A child…” 

The skeletons were arranged as if four of them were shielding one. 

And beneath them, the skeletal remains of a small child emerged. 

They tried to protect this child with their lives, but in the end, they all perished together. 

“…It seems the elders were looking for this child.” 

The souls nodded their heads. 

Now, seeing their relieved expressions, it seemed like this child was their regret. 

“This child has already been given a proper burial. You elders must know, right?” 

There was no response. 

They simply approached and reached out to the child’s remains, ignoring their own bodies entirely. 

It was a careful touch. 

“The elders’ regret…” 

I could understand the innermost thoughts of all the souls. 

I could only feel their emotions and try to resolve them. 

They were feeling regretful. 

They regretted not being able to protect the child. 

They felt sorry for the child buried here in the mountains. 

They hadn’t followed me to recover their own bodies. 

They just hoped to move this child to a warmer place. 

Another hand slipped in between the hands of the souls. 

It was Parmion’s hand. 

“Though the armour is damaged, judging by the emblem, they were a Knight order.” 

Parmion, who had been silently contemplating while looking at the skeletons, finally spoke. 

“Are their souls still here?” 

“Yes. They’re overlapping with your hand, sir.” 

“I see.” 

Parmion, who took a deep breath, stood up. 

Countless emotions filled his eyes as they remained fixed on the skeletons.

“I’ve fought alongside them. I might not even recognize them.” 

After pausing for a moment, Parmion straightened his posture. 

From his stiffened expression, a solemn voice flowed. 

“Nameless knights and soldiers.” 

Parmion’s eyes didn’t blink at all. 

They seemed to be engraving the image of these souls into his memory.

“Nameless shields and swords…” 

The heavy mouth opened once again. 

“I will remember your sacrifice.” 

As Parmion finished speaking, bright smiles formed on the faces of the souls. 

They felt proud. 

They also felt relieved. 

“Ah…” 

To them, it might have been the highest praise they could receive even in death. 

The souls gradually faded away. 

They left with not a trace of regret, leaving behind radiant smiles.

 They were given a proper burial.

 “They’ve gone on their way now.” 

“Huh…” 

Cloze and Irene were also looking at this place with solemnity. 

“People during the continental war were all remarkable individuals.” 

At my words, Parmion seemed to smile as if he was receiving praise.

“That’s right. Have they found peaceful rest?” 

We couldn’t know where the souls had gone. 

But the relieved feelings they had during their burial hinted that their destination wasn’t a bad one. 

And also…

“They are the ones who protect the children even after death. It’s strange if they’re not at peace.” 

The child has already left, so why are they guarding this place? 

It’s not even their own body; it’s someone else’s. 

‘Tsk tsk… How foolish.’

They were all equally foolish souls. 

The soul I just met, as well and the souls who were with Parmion, were all filled with foolishness. 

Whatever the reason, everything they had was for the sake of others.

“There’s much to be done…” 

The sense of spirit energy deepened. 

No matter how much I tried to accumulate, it wouldn’t gather. 

It seemed as though my regrets were being resolved and flowing towards me. 

“How do wizards or knights accumulate mana?” 

“There’s separate training for accumulating mana.” 

“Meditation is the best.” 

I envy them. 

Just by training, mana accumulates. 

“Let’s move again. There seems to be more than just here.” 

“That’s right.” 

Irene’s opinion was important. 

Because the destination of this journey was the World Tree. 

“Hmm…” 

Irene, who had been gazing at the trees for a moment, nodded readily.

“You can’t stop the wind.” 

Was it the souls being purified just now that I felt? 

Souls were visible here and there. 

Even fleeing demons were visible. 


When they see only purification, those little demons run away like that.

Because they are crazy about releasing their grudges. 

Anger, desire, greed, and most are filthy reasons. 

It feels like there will be more candles to light. 

“I guess we should send away all those who can go.”
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I searched all over the mountain and dug into the ground. 

It was evident how intense the war had been, as remains were found in many places. 

Even after the war ended, there were still recovery efforts underway, but there were still many remains. 

It was impossible to dig up everywhere, so it was an unavoidable task. 

We could only enter the village after all the souls had been laid to rest.

“So, you’re in the middle of taking the knight’s exam, right?”

“W-well, yes!”

A young man of my age swallowed nervously.

People gathered around, observing the scene.

As soon as I entered the village, I spread out a mat. 

It’s been two days since I started. 

Word seemed to have spread, as many people gathered.

With many people, there are many stories. 

Among them, there would be those who need the help of a shaman. In the case of this young man, he came to have his fortune told.

“Hmm…”

If it’s the knight’s exam, it’s about employment luck. 

So, I should check if there’s any potential for…

“None, it’s not there.”

“What?”

Even after closing and reopening my eyes, there was no sign of luck for employment. 

Well, it was barely there. 

This kind of thing usually flows like this.

“You won’t pass completely.”

“T-then?”

“You’ll drop out in the middle.”

I didn’t know how the knight’s exam was conducted, but it would be difficult for him to be finally selected. 

However, this boy was born diligent. 

He didn’t have extraordinary luck or good prospects, but he would still lead a decent life.

“If you keep working hard, you’ll pass in a few years.”

Although he lacked luck in employment, his academic luck was quite good.

“The things you’ve accumulated will pay off. Don’t try to achieve results in a short period, but strive steadily.”

When fortune-telling, it often comes out as I just said. 

Everyone must have experienced it. 

Fortune-telling is often vague and ambiguous, except in special cases. It’s normal to live like this, going with the flow of life. 

Fortunes and misfortunes aren’t that common, so you have to make efforts for life to work out.

Suddenly, people started to scatter.

“T-the mage is here!”

“This time there are knights too!”

“The mage is here again…”

A group dressed in robes and armour walked through the crowd.

“Ahem.”

He looked like he was in his forties.

“You may not know me, but I’m a mage affiliated with the Tieraubo Viscountcy.”

The mage’s eyes seemed to question why I hadn’t greeted him yet. 

Since I spread the mat and read fortunes, two more wizards had come. One about an hour ago. And one even earlier. 

All of them exuded the scent of me being a fraud and would disturb fortune-telling. 

They were all called by Cloze.

“Since you say you can see the future if you can’t guess, you’ll be dragged away for insulting a mage…” 

The mage who was about to speak turned pale. 

“Ugh…!… This amount of mana…!” 

Mana surrounded the mage. 

It was a mana that was incomparable to the energy the man had. 

The desperate mage looked around and then stood up abruptly. 

“I’ll… come back!” 

The direction he ran in towards the two mages with their heads bowed down being scolded by Cloze. 

You should’ve found a good seat and sat down properly. 

“Now, next guest!” 

This time, it’s a knight. 

And a very dirty-faced one. 

Sleazy and clumsy. 

He was a knight with a lazy and authoritarian personality. 

He was born with good parents, I guess. 

He probably came out of curiosity, but this gentleman is also in trouble sitting down. 

“Affiliated with the Viscount’s direct Knights…” 

Hmm.

I don’t understand why these gentlemen are boasting about their affiliations so much. 

It seems like they consider it an honour in their own circles, but looking at this gentleman, he seems like he’s been summoned for something.

“…The commoner is lucky.”

What did they want from me to say if I am lucky…? 

If it weren’t for the noble companions, what would I have done alone?

Being of noble status isn’t as easy as one might think. 

Even when faced with knights or mages receiving preferential treatment, commoners couldn’t rebel much. 

That was the law here.

“Tsk tsk… Next!”

“I am a farmer. I’ve come searching for land because crops won’t grow.”

***

Behind the grand building, known as the best within the Viscount’s territory, a scene unfolded. 

Knights and mages stood in rows, bowing their heads. 

They were receiving a reprimand. 


Even in such a situation, they couldn’t express discontent. 

And that was because the two people in front of them were remarkable figures, to the extent that they couldn’t even breathe freely. 

How astonished they must have been when they found out their identities.

“You said you’re affiliated with the Viscount’s territory?” 

“Yes! That’s correct!” 

Among the knights who seemed to be leaders of the group, one answered. 

He had a disciplined and dignified appearance. 

“Do you know who I am?” 

“Yes! You are the hero of the Continental War and the Sword Master, Klaus Parmion…” 

“Enough.” 

Parmion interrupted the knight’s words. 

“It’s been a long time since I abandoned that title, so don’t mention it.”

“Yes, understood!” 

“Alright, affiliated with the Viscount’s personal knight order?” 

“Yes! That’s correct!” 

“Wasn’t the leader of the knight order Banel?” 

The knight’s expression brightened when a familiar name was mentioned.

Although he had been summoned suddenly, if he revealed who he was, he could safely leave this place. 

The knight proudly replied. 

“Sir Banel is indeed my mentor.” 

“Oh? And what is your name?” 

“My name is Mabelia Calp.” 

Calp’s face showed certainty. 

Even Parmion, known as a hero, knew about his family. 

If he persuaded well, he might even be able to scold the commoner who had caused him such trouble.

“Mabelia… I remember. You’re from the same family as that friend, right?”

“Y-yes!” 

That friend referred to Calp’s grandfather. 

A knight who went to war at a young age and earned fame. 

His grandfather, who served in the royal knight order, was the person he admired most. 

Calp’s mouth opened slightly at the following words. 

“That friend was quite cowardly, I often scolded him.” 

“…Yes?” 

“He was a hardworking friend, I remember.” 

His grandfather was like the sky to him. 

The fact that there was someone who could say such things to his grandfather astonished him. 

Normally, it would have been a matter to demand a duel in response to such insult, but it was out of the question. 

Calp knew that by the time his grandfather participated in the war, Parmion had already become the Sword Saint.

“It’s admirable to follow in the footsteps of one’s ancestors and become a knight.” 

“T-thank you!” 

Parmion stroked his chin and said strangely. 

“But… you know, back in my day, when seniors called, we would bow from head to toe…” 

“Ah…!” 

“These days, it seems the knight order’s culture has changed, hasn’t it?”

There was no opportunity for rebuttal. 

As soon as Parmion finished speaking, the knights’ heads slammed into the ground. 

Calp was no exception, unable to escape the situation. 

“Haha, luckily, it’s still the same as I remember. Perhaps, is there any dissatisfaction?” 

The knights answered in a thunderous voice. 

“No, there isn’t!” 

“Calp, it seems like you might have some dissatisfaction?” 

Calp, who had his head down, seemed on the verge of going mad. 

Did he unnecessarily step forward and end up in an awkward situation?

Calp screamed as if his throat would tear. 

“No, there isn’t!!” 

“What is it then?” 

“…Yes?”

“When did I ask?” 

He shouldn’t have answered. 

That wasn’t a question that warranted an answer. 

“I’m… I’m sorry!” 

“What are you sorry for?” 

“…” 

Calp struggled to find words. 

He resented himself for bringing up his grandfather’s name for no reason.

“So now you’re not even going to answer?” 

“I’m… I’m sorry!” 

Parmion looked around and clicked his tongue. 

“Do you think this place was kept for people like you and your grandfather to harass commoners?” 

“No!!” 

Similar scenes were unfolding a little distance away. 

“If you’re in 4th Circle, you’re still in the midst of learning magic.” 

“Yes, Lord Cloze! I’m diligently studying without rest!” 

Cloze chuckled as he looked at the knights prostrate before Parmion. 

“I don’t give lectures as barbarically as that.” 

There was a collective sigh of relief from the mages. 

They were worried they might end up like that too. 

But Cloze seemed unconcerned, which relaxed them even more. 

“You said you’re continuing to strive, so I’ll ask you something about magic.” 

The mage receiving the question clenched his fist. 

This was an opportunity to impress Cloze if he answered well. 

It was time to prove the skills he had accumulated through research. 

“I can answer anything.” 

“Oh?” 

Cloze opened his mouth with a meaningful smile. 

“Explain the formula for the Explosion spell in the 6th Circle magic.” 

The wizard receiving the question could only close his mouth. 

How could a 4th Circle mage explain the formula for 6th Circle magic? 

The magic that was two levels beyond was in an incomprehensible realm. 

I… I’m still in the 4th Circle…” 

“Oh, I see. Well then…” 

Hope rose in the mage’s eyes. 

He must have thought that 6th Circle magic would be easy since he was Cloze.


Perhaps this time, he would ask a question of a suitable difficulty for himself. 

However, contrary to such expectations, what came out of Cloze’s mouth was completely different. 

“Go and memorize it now.” 

“What?” 

“If you can’t memorize it, you should be prepared.”
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A land where crops won’t grow. I’m sure I’ve seen something similar before. 

Traveling with my master, I’ve encountered all sorts of spirits. 

Judging by the foul door emanating from the farmer, it seems that what I saw back then was accurate. 

“It’s quite fascinating.” 

Whether in this world or the next, it seems that the forms of beings are similar. 

So, it’s likely that there are similar spirits. 

Irene, who was following me, asked, “Chris, is this also related to souls?”

“We’ll have to see, but it’s highly probable.” 

Irene seemed to be watching my every move as if she intended to learn everything. 

I barely managed to prevent her from following me into the restroom.

Even the Masters had left, so why was she sticking so close to me? 

I saw them leading their juniors somewhere to talk. 

They must be nagging them endlessly. 

“Those nobles are troublesome.” 

As soon as I thought that, two inspirations followed me. 

“How did you know where I was again?” 

I didn’t tell where I was, so it was surprising they found me. 

“Master Parmion went to teach the juniors how to carve.” 

Master Closze’s gaze felt unsettling. 

It’s as if they see me as some strange phenomenon. 

“What’s going on this time?” 

“The crops won’t grow.” 

“Ah, so you know how to farm too? Quite the jack-of-all-trades.” 

At first, I answered all their questions, but Master Cloze’s questions seemed never-ending. 

Am I someone even magic can’t explain? 

Then a foul smell passed by my nose. 

“What’s this smell…?” 

The smell intensified as we followed the farmer. 

It smelled like rotting flesh… 

It was a disgustingly foul odor. 

Yet, the people around me didn’t seem to smell anything. 

“Only you can smell it again?” 

“Hmm… People who communicate with spirits also have a peculiar sense of smell.” 

“Well… we did spread fertilizer, but…” 

The stench grew stronger. 

Now, even without the farmer’s guidance, I could find the way. 

“Sir, over there, right?” 

“As rumoured” 

“They say he’s tolerant of such things.” 

It seems that people have spread rumours about my ability to discern anything. 

When will the role of a shaman be properly understood? 

As we walked a little further, we came upon the desolate land we had heard of. 

While the places we’d walked through before were lush with crops, this place had not a single blade of grass. 

Something had firmly taken root here, so it was to be expected. 

“That’s right, spot on.” 

When I uttered those words confidently, people looked at me with shining eyes, expecting something miraculous. 

Master Parmion subtly opened his mouth. 

“Feels familiar.” 

“Do you feel it too?” 

The two masters and Irene whispered to each other as if they had a suspicion. 

Cloze approached me with sparkling eyes. 

“Let’s get to work.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“Frankly, I have a hunch about this phenomenon… I want to see you solve it.” 

A hunch? 

How do the Masters know about this? 

I haven’t seen so many ghosts myself. 

“Hmm… let’s see…” 

The land was already heavily polluted. 

The air was thick with resentment and malice, giving off a feeling akin to encountering a demon. 

The land itself shouldn’t bear grudges. 

“This is a vengeful spirit.” 

“Oh? Do you call this monster a vengeful spirit?” 

Monster? This isn’t a monster; it’s a vengeful spirit. 

“It’s not a monster, it’s a vengeful spirit.”

“Wait. This definitely looks like the trace of a monster. You might feel differently though,” murmured Master Cloze quietly.

“It’s fortunate that no one is hurt… But I guess with this monster, that’s to be expected.”

Unlike other ghosts, spectres have a distinct characteristic. 

That is, they have their own territory.

“This is their home base.”

A ghost that has settled in one place.

From there, the specter consumes the surrounding environment.

As if creating their own body.

That’s why the ground looks like this.

“From here… to there?”

The territory was quite extensive.

Filthy land.

Spots of grudges here and there.

The resentment felt there was one of greed.


“They’re quite greedy.”

Do you know what distinguishes these greedy ghosts?

It’s that they hide their bodies to protect the object of their greed at all costs.

They are the ones who use force to ensure they are never taken from others.

It’s a good thing the farmer didn’t touch that.

Clang-

“What kind of creature dies and still harbors greed…”

It’s useless to hide your body tightly.

There seems to be no need for a shaman to summon ghosts.

As I approached the place filled with greed, I could feel the anger directed towards me growing.

“A fool who doesn’t know how to welcome guests.”

I tapped the ground with a droplet.

I deliberately disturbed the specter’s mind.

If what’s underneath is the target of greed, it will surely emerge unable to contain its anger just from this.

Clang-

The atmosphere vibrated.

Energies trembling with what seemed like anger were stirring.

“Still not coming out?”

I whistled with energy.

It was a sound that lured ghosts.

In the specter’s situation, someone blowing a whistle after trespassing on their territory would surely be seen as an insult.

Moreover, since it was a sound made by a shaman, it would sound like further humiliation.

A response came quickly.

The atmosphere stirred and a vague figure appeared from the ground.

At the same time, the wind howled.

“Hmm…?”

My prediction about the specter was correct.

But its condition was very strange.

It’s like it’s all covered in a bluish tint…

It seems like I can really see it.

It doesn’t feel like seeing ghosts with the naked eye.

“Can you spirits see this too?”

Next to the terrified farmer, Master walked over.

“It’s called a Wraith.”

“A Wraith…?”

“It’s a rare type of ghost.”

I was a bit surprised by the unexpected fact.

If it’s a specter, I can just drive it away or soothe its grudge.

But if it’s a monster, do I have to kill it and get rid of it?

“Wraiths have their own territory. Usually, everything around them is dead like this.”

Master Cloze stood next to me as if watching the rare sight.

“I can’t say for sure, but the magical theory in the academic world is that they are created when human souls corrupt and darkness mana coalesce.”

It seems that ghosts like this also exist in this world.

Under the name of monsters.

“If it’s too difficult, just say so. It’s a monster that can be easily dealt with using magic.”

“Huh…”

After hearing his words and examining it closely, I noticed that its physical form was peculiar.

It’s similar to a spirit taking a body, but overall, it feels like it’s made of filthy sludge.

The most important thing was that there was definitely a physical presence. 

“It must be a ghost imitating a person.” 

The Wraith’s sharp eyes met mine. 

If someone with a weak heart were to feel the intense aura, they might faint. 

“Tsk tsk…” 

There was no way that could happen to me. 

I’ve never lost in a fight against evil spirits. 

Just feeling it, I could tell that this Wraith was far inferior to me in spiritual power. 

“What are you looking at?” 

Whether it had decided to harm me in earnest or not, an intense aura emanated from it. 

“Do you want to see a little trick?” 

He whistled as if mocking, and a reaction came out immediately. 

Swooosh – 

Cold and spiritual energy spread around as it touched the ground. 

Then the stones that had been stuck in the ground floated into the air.

Maybe if I had seen this before, I would have thought it was not just an ordinary one. 

Because only someone with deep resentment could lift stones like this.

But now, it was more pathetic than threatening. 

Enough to make me want to play along. 

“Just a worthless guy. I’ll do it too.” 

Ghosts need to break the spirits of their opponents. 

Shaking the bell, I spread my spiritual energy. 

Clang – 

In an instant, the surroundings were covered with my aura. 

And just like what Wraith had done, the stones floated up. 

“Wow, this isn’t magic.” 

“Hehe…” 

My spiritual energy gradually invaded Wraith’s territory. 

I took away the floating stones, and I was even taking away his house. 

“It seems I don’t need the help of spirits.” 

Wraith was struggling desperately. 

If it intended to attack me with the floating stones, it wouldn’t be able to move a single one. 

“Not moving?” 

Wraith stiffened in the air. 

There was no way it could use its strength now that its house had been taken away. 

“Your body isn’t moving either?” 

As I got closer to the Wraith, I could feel its presence even more. 

The more I looked, the more intriguing it became. 

A ghost having a body. 

Not possessing the body of a living person, but an independent body. 

I could feel the spiritual energy flowing from the ground into Wraith. 

“It made its body by sucking up the ground.” 

It might be possible. 

I gathered my spiritual energy and blocked some of the flowing aura with my hand. 

Swoosh – 

One of Wraith’s arms disappeared, and it looked bewildered. 

“What the…?” 

When I blocked another part, this time its leg disappeared. 


“Where should I make disappear next…?” 

Fear filled Wraith’s eyes. 

“Do I have to resolve its grudge… or since its a monster, do I have to kill it …?” 

Then, I heard the urgent voice of a farmer behind me. 

“Wait… hold on!!”
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Just then, a desperate voice from a farmer behind us was heard.

“Wa… wait!!”

“Yes?”

The farmer’s expression was unusual. 

It was as if he had seen something unbelievable. 

He was cautiously looking this way.

His eyes, which were scrutinizing the Wraith, trembled violently.

“Ho… hold on could it be … Hans?”

At that moment, the Wraith’s eyes turned toward the farmer.

“Ah…!”

The farmer’s face turned dazed as he made eye contact with the Wraith. 

It’s like a ghost, bewitching people at first glance.

“Damn it! Can’t you lower your gaze? What kind of ghost bewitches people?”

I blocked the wraith’s energy, but it seemed the farmer was already enchanted. 

His eyes, now unfocused, stared blankly into space.

“…Seeing ghosts is such a problem.”

When I cut off the flow of spiritual energy, the focus returned to the farmer’s eyes.

“I… I just…”

“You were bewitched. You shouldn’t make eye contact.”

Seeing him spaced out from being briefly enchanted, it was clear this farmer didn’t have strong spiritual energy.

“By the way, you mentioned someone named Hans? Do you know him?”

“I couldn’t see clearly, but…”

Though he could have looked again to confirm, the farmer’s eyes were directed elsewhere. 

To avoid making eye contact, he had completely averted his gaze. 

For someone who met an evil spirit, he was excessively frightened. 

My household’s head guy is much scarier in appearance.

“I’ve blocked it, so it’s safe to look now.”

The farmer’s terrified eyes turned back to the wraith.

“Yes, that’s Hans! He went missing not recently.”

If he disappeared recently, it means he died not long ago… 

The grudge I felt was too intense to have developed in such a short time.

“Could you explain in more detail?”

“That’s all I know. He just didn’t come home one day…”

“Was this Hans a greedy person by any chance?”

“No way. There aren’t many as humble as Hans.”

A humble person, huh? 

And yet he became such a grudge-filled wraith? 

The kind of grudge required to become a wraith is on a completely different level from that of an ordinary spirit. 

It usually involves an intense obsession or hatred for something.

“Are you sure you weren’t mistaken?”

“We’ve been together in the baron’s territory for a long time; it’s impossible.”

The farmer glanced at the wraith with pity, as if saddened by Hans turning into a monster. 

His face was full of fear.

“Hmm…”

He doesn’t seem to be lying.

“Something’s odd…”

The state of the soul was also very clean. 

He hadn’t been stabbed to death, nor did it look like he died from natural causes. 

He became a wraith solely from greed in such a short time… 

There might be a reason, but something feels off. 

Even vague scenes was flashing in my mind, as if a vision was about to appear.

“Irene, can you dig here?”

At Irene’s call, the gnome appeared and bowed to me. 

Why it always greeted me first instead of its contractor was a mystery.

“Gnome! There’s something down there, can you dig until you find it?”

The gnome, nodding, glared sharply at the wraith before stopping. 

It turned back with a look that seemed to say, “Do I really have to dig this?”

Just as I felt unpleasantness from the wraith, the gnome seemed to feel the same.

“Please, do it for me.”

Nod.

The gnome began to dig the ground. 

The wraith started to convulse, but what could it do? 

It was already an exorcised wraith without a home.

Eventually, a white object emerged from the spot the gnome had dug up.

It was a human hand bone, tightly clutching a child’s doll.

“Is there nothing else?”

From what I saw, it seems like there were only hands buried underground.

What on earth could cause only human hands to be buried like that

According to the story I heard, it seems that the person died not too long ago, but the bones looked decayed, as if a long time had passed. 

And from beside them, a serious stench emanated. 

“What in the world?” 

Something was partially buried underground. 

A black stone with twisted characters and shapes carved into it. 

Right away, Master Cloze burst out with a reaction. 

“It seems to be infused with necromancer mana.” 

“Necromancer?” 

There was a peculiar energy emanating from the stone. 

It felt like it had absorbed all sorts of negative energies. 

Master Cloze, examining the stone, raised his head. 


“I’ve never seen an artifact like this before. But judging from the symbols, it seems to be related to the race.” 

I could feel it too. 

The echoes of the race were all flowing from this stone. 

At the same time, twisted emotions were palpable. 

I felt like I had experienced this kind of energy before. 

I spat out curses upon realizing what this thing was. 

“These rotten bastards… making a ‘yangbap’?” 

There’s something similar to the shaman’s sorcery. 

It’s a method mainly used to curse someone. 

It’s a cruel act that’s taboo even among shamans. 

It involves pushing someone into extreme circumstances and extracting intense emotions from them. 

The more negative the emotions, the greater the effect. 

Hunger, hatred, greed, it doesn’t matter. 

The intermediary that gathers these negative energies is called ‘yangbap’, and the act of cursing is called ‘sal-ullinda’. 

What I felt from this stone was exactly like that. 

The only difference was that it was driven by mana. 

Instead of cursing someone, it corrupted a healthy soul… 

A sense of anger boiled up at the dreadful act. 

It was not naturally created but artificially made evil spirit. 

At the same time, he was a pitiful spirit. 

And there was no way to restore him to his original state… 

I pulled out the stone from the ground. 

“Tsk tsk…” 

As I pulled out the stone, the energy flowing from Wraith weakened significantly. 

But once the roots were planted, it would have to endure in that state. 

“We need to find a way.” 

The Masters and Irene were discussing the matter seriously. 

“It could be a necromancer acting individually.” 

“It’s best to confirm it accurately. I’ll contact my tower.” 

Master Cloze approached me. 

“Give it to me. I’ll trace the necromancer.” 

“No. There’s still work to be done.” 

If this stone serves as a yangbap, then the necromancer has severely underestimated his opponent. 

When cursing or sal-ullinda, there’s always a price to pay. 

If there’s a cause, there will be retribution. 

“Placing yangbap in front of a shaman?” 

Cloze was holding a crystal ball in his hand. 

-I’ll do as you say. 

“I’ll leave it to you.” 

Turning to Parmion, his face was firmly set. 

“Fortunately, there are no significant signs.” 

There was an incident recently where a group of goblins appeared near the territory. 

Cloze sent knights to investigate immediately after that. 

It’s not ordinary for monsters to appear near the Viscountry of Tieraubo.

Parmion’s face was also as rigid as Cloze’s. 

“Roselle, what do you think? Do you really believe that necromancers have begun to emerge?” 

“We’ll have to wait and see…”

“Coincidence….” 

Bad feelings tend to be right more often than not. 

Parmion hoped his intuition was wrong. 

But it was too much of a coincidence. 

Irene suddenly appearing with a monster and traces of the world tree’s will, not to mention the necromancer’s tracks they found this time. 

And didn’t something seem off about the state of the world tree? 

“When was the last time their traces were found?” 

“Seems like about 40 years ago. But, we still don’t know for sure. It could be a mage meddling with forbidden magic.” 

Parmion spoke, swallowing his unease. 

“If they’ve resurfaced again….” 

Cloze’s eyes widened. 

“I’ll have to reclaim the name I discarded.” 

“Heh…” 

A moment of silence settled between them. 

Cloze was the first to speak. 

“It’s fascinating to see it first-hand.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“What Chris does. It must have been frustrating.” 

“Heh…” 

Both of them had always been curious. 

What exactly could Chris see with his eyes, and how much could he know?

“He handled the Wraith like playing with a toy.” 

There was a hint of disbelief mixed with laughter in Cloze’s words. 

It was inevitable. 

Ghost-type monsters were very difficult to deal with. 

Countless knights and soldiers had fallen helplessly before Wraiths and Banshees. 

They were monsters that only those who could use mana could deal with.

But to subdue a Wraith without using mana… 

“He didn’t use magic to lift the objects either.” 

“It wasn’t swordsmanship this time either.” 

“If this gets out, the magical community will be turned upside down. A new form of power…” 


The eyes of the two old men were focused on Chris, who was meticulously wiping droplets from a bowl from a distance.

Was it their experience? 

Something seemed to be happening around that boy. 

“I should contact my granddaughter…hehe.” 

“I already did.”
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As the night deepens and just before dawn breaks, it is the darkest. 

This is when the yin energy is at its peak, and the yang energy is at its weakest. 

In other words, it’s the best time to unleash a deadly curse.

“Whew…”

In front of me is a paralyzed wraith. 

Behind me, the elders are standing. 

I could feel their gazes inspecting the candles lit around us.

“Everything is ready now…”

I’ve placed talismans on the floor in all directions. 

These talismans serve as a protective barrier. 

Casting a deadly curse means I could also be hit by it. 

I took a deep breath to calm myself.

“Ha…”

From now on, I must steel myself. I need to bear all these overflowing desires…

As I grasped the bell, a chilling spiritual energy resonated. 

Even though I hadn’t yet absorbed it, the greed made my mind noisy.

“So annoying…”

Impure energies flowed out of the wraith. 

These energies were densely packed, known as curses. 

Now, I will unravel those curses.

“Let’s perform an exorcism.”

I lifted the bell and gave it a shake. 

Clang—

I calmed my mind, following the sound of the bell. 

Clang—

The spiritual energies started gathering in my head. 

It was a natural flow, guided by the bell and the ritual. 

Surrendering to the flow, various scenes began to form in my mind.

“You died unjustly…”

Clang—

It felt suffocating. 

No, it was more accurate to say the sensation of suffocation. 

Something was lodged in my throat, obstructing my breathing. 

Then fleeting images flashed through my mind.

Clang—

I saw a person completely shrouded in a dark robe. 

Unfortunately, Hans couldn’t die immediately. 

When his breath became choked and his vision darkened, the blocked throat would loosen, granting a sweet breath. 

The fear of possibly dying grew stronger. 

With each moment of life and death, the desire to live intensified. 

When the doll was trampled in front of his eyes, and the moment he thought of his child, his wrist was severed.

“It wasn’t greed. You just wanted to live…”

Such desires were turned into filthy greed. 

Words filled with pity naturally spilled from my mouth.

“Tsk, tsk…”

I grew more deeply connected to the wraith’s emotions.

“I’ll take it all, so cast it off onto me.”

The moment I met the wraith’s eyes, I felt suffocated again. 

Even in death, it was still writhing in this torment. 

I made a point of taking a deep breath and exhaling heavily.

“Ha… Ha…”

It’s not about me breathing; it’s about him watching me. 

I am breathing in Hans’ stead now.

“Ha… Feels refreshing! Refreshing!”

Clang—

My perspective blurred. 

It was hard to tell if the thoughts were mine or the wraith’s. 

It felt like I was both observing myself and becoming an old man.

“Are you breathing easier now?”

I drew all the curses into myself. 

In an instant, greed dominated my mind. 

Everything in sight seemed like it belonged to me. 

Even the stones on the ground.

“Tsk, tsk…”

It’s not over yet. 

All I’ve taken so far is the greed; the curses embedded within are just beginning. 

Something seeped into my body. 

This must be the mana that necromancers wield. 

I felt my eyes turning blood-red, and the area around them grew hot.

“Such impure things dare run wild.”

These are negative energies, so intense they could be called ghostly madness. 

Clang—

I shook off the energies as I levitated. 

Clang—

Clang—

Even as my body grew heavy and my mind hazy, I kept ringing the bell. It was filled with resentment and anger.

These things must have turned Hans’s soul into an evil spirit. 

Clang- 

Hans’s soul was watching everything I did. 


I released the anger on his behalf. 

I released the hatred and twisted the curse that was choking. 

“No wonder you ended up this way, feeling so stifled.” 

Did this sight please Hans? 

My chest felt relieved. 

•The resentment that had been weighing on me like indigestion was released. 

“It’s not your resentment. Don’t hold onto it, let it go.” 

Clang- 

I shook the bell and guided the malevolent energy. 

The mana that should have flowed to Hans was now flowing into me. 

The moment the target of the negative energy changed.

Ssss. 

As Hans’s figure began to blur, a stabbing pain hit my chest. 

Words tried to come out through my mouth, but I swallowed them back.

Instead of ranting, I ignored the evil emotions dominating my mind. 

“Ha… ha…” 

I must endure this completely. 

Enduring and overcoming this is exactly what Hans’s soul wanted to see.

Clang- 

Clang- 

I shook the bell tirelessly and levitated my body. 

I shook off everything as if to uproot it. 

My spiritual energy flowed with the mana, directing it to the negative energy. 

I pushed all the resentment into that place on behalf of Hans. 

The moment all the malevolent energy was expelled, I swung my hand to cut off the flow. 

“Ha… ha… so vile, so vile.” 

The stone in front of me now was a curse incarnate. 

It was filled with lost mana and malice. 

Just like the wraith from a moment ago. 

Step – 

I took seeds from my pocket and spilled them on the ground. 

I placed the bell on top of them. 

“Stand.” 

As soon as I spoke, the rod attached to the bell stood up straight. 

“I’ll help you find your way, so go in for a while.” 

Hans’s figure was as faint as mist. 

Having released the resentment and malice, the wraith’s body was disappearing. 

But it couldn’t be completely eliminated. 

Unfortunately, Hans would have to remain in the wraith’s state until a solution was found. 

Ssss. 

Hans’s body flowed through the bell and into the seeds. 

“Phew…” 

I took out a bottle and poured the seeds into it. 

I rolled up a talisman and tightly tied it around the bottle, making it look quite proper. 

These would temporarily serve as Hans’s body. 

“Damn bastards.” 

Finally, I could breathe properly. 

The confusion that had mingled with Hans cleared up. 

“Damn this fate…” 

Now it’s time to wrap things up. 

When I turned around, the two elders were watching me with unreadable expressions. 

Well, I had done all sorts of things while shaking my grey hair…. 

On top of that, the sight of me fully accepting the resentment of an evil spirit was not pleasant to watch. 

“Master Parmion, can I borrow the hammer and chisel you use for carving?” 

Unlike his usual cheerful self, the elder’s face was stern. 

“…Alright.” 

“I’m not possessed, so please smile. It’s embarrassing otherwise…” 

He, who seemed about to say something, closed his mouth and held out his hand. 

A hammer and a chisel that looked like a nail. 

“It’s just the right size.” 

Now it was time to return what was received. 

I brought the talisman to the black stone. 

“If you’ve committed a sin, you must be punished.” 

I drove the chisel into the talisman. 

Then I raised the hammer high and struck down. 

Thud- 

The sound was strange for hitting metal and stone. 

It sounded more like striking a human body. 

“What a disgusting sensation.” 

Thud- 

I swung the hammer filled with spiritual energy repeatedly. 

The talisman embedded deeply into the stone, and with one more strike, it shattered. 

Crack – 

As the stone broke, the malice within lost its direction. 

The malice, having lost its purpose, would return to the one who cast the curse. 

“This is what they call karma.” 

All the strength left my body. 

Each time I performed a ritual, I ended up in this state. 

I’m worried about the future. 

Maybe I should start exercising or something…

It seems the ritual ended well, considering there’s no lingering unease.

The elders, perhaps sensing the conclusion, walked toward me along with Irene. 

“Did everything go as planned?” 

“It seems so.” 

Parmion offered me a handkerchief. 

“Then wipe your face.” 

“What?” 

“Did you not realize… Your face is covered in blood.” 

Blood? 

Had I coughed up blood? 

When overwhelmed by intense energy, I tend to spit blood. 

It’s not uncommon when dealing with malevolent spirits. 

I rubbed my mouth, but no blood appeared. 

“Not there.” 

If not my mouth, perhaps I had a cut on my face. 

I had been shaking my body rather violently… 

Parmion’s face grew stern. 

He had the same expression when we first met. 

“Not your mouth, your eyes. You’re bleeding from your eyes…” 

“Oh… no wonder it felt hot…” 

My eyes had felt hot earlier; 

I must have been bleeding. 

Such is the fate of a shaman; living a gentle life is out of the question.

“Damn it….” 

When I wiped my cheek with the handkerchief, it was soaked with blood.

***

“Jake, it’s almost time to report.” 

“I know.” 

Torches flickered in the dark underground. 

Following the man called Jake’s command, a group of about ten people moved. 

“If anything goes wrong with this plan, be prepared to face death.”

Everyone shuddered at his grim words. 

They had seen it many times before. 

Their comrades, turned into mere undead, unable to live or die properly. 

It was at that moment. 

The change began with Jake. 

“Urgh…!” 

“…Jake?” 

Jake’s glaring eyes turned toward the necromancers. 

“Bl-blood from his eyes!” 

Jake seemed to struggle to breathe, in agony. 

With a rattling sound, he opened his mouth. 

“Pl-please… save me….” 

Everyone froze at the sudden abnormality. 

As if trying to convey something, Jake opened his mouth again. 

“A curse… spell! Quick… save me…!” 

Jake tried to form a seal with his hands. 

But he never completed it. 

His right hand hung limp and wouldn’t move. 

That wasn’t all. 

No matter how he channelled his mana, he couldn’t dispel the curse.

Soon, Jake, showing only the whites of his eyes, charged at the necromancers. 

“Everything… Everything is mine!” 

“St-stop him!!” 

Jake, charging without using magic, was subdued in an instant. 

Jake’s body froze, restrained by the necromancers’ spells. 


“…Jake?” 

A necromancer approached Jake. 

Blood trickled down from Jake’s eyes and mouth. 

His eyes, losing focus, darted around wildly. 

He looked exactly like a crazed lunatic.
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Finally, I get to say these words. 

I woke up in a fluffy bed. 

Well, actually, I couldn’t open my eyes. 

My eyes hurt too much…. 

Damn it, really…. Anyway, I got up from the bed. A fluffy, fluffy bed, at that. The kind only nobles use. 

“Now they give me this….”

I was in terrible shape after returning the curse. 

My whole body was drained of energy, and my eyes were in such bad shape from burst blood vessels that I couldn’t open them. 

It’s only natural, considering the shaman who serves the gods dealt with a curse. 

“It’s worse than I thought.” 

I returned the damn curse to the damn necromancer, and this is the state I’m in. 

A complete wreck. 

Not only my eyes but also my right wrist hurt terribly. 

“How did they know I woke up…” 

I could feel the two old men walking in. 

I guess old people don’t sleep much in the morning. 

“Chris, are you up?” 

“We’re coming in.” 

Master Cloze who entered the room, spoke to me as if it was frustrating.

“A potion would heal you in no time….” 

“Even if I do that, something else will hurt anyway….” 

Since the ritual ended, Cloze has been following me around with a potion.

A few drops on my eyes would supposedly cure me instantly. 

That’s the problem. 

This pain shouldn’t disappear quickly. 

It’s a form of retribution. 

Since I dealt with a curse, I must suffer too. 

It’s karma that only ends when I’ve fully endured the pain. 

“Being a shaman is no easy life…” 

“It’s just my fate.” 

“Why not give up and learn magic instead?” 

Magic? 

That sounds great. 

Receive the status of a quasi-noble, and the Empire sends you a steady salary. 

As you rise in rank, you can become wealthy and live without envy. 

But that doesn’t apply to me. 

“Isn’t being a mage a job too? I can’t do that.” 

“Think about it. It’s late, but I can make it happen.” 

“I’d probably need to be born again.” 

“Ugh…” 

As Cloze backed off, Master Parmion spoke up. 

“What about swordsmanship? It’s not a job, so it should be fine to learn, right?” 

“Parmion, Chris must learn magic if he’s to learn anything.” 

“Didn’t you see him fight goblins with his eyes closed last time? Someone like him should learn swordsmanship.” 

“Oh, I told you, neither is an option….” 

As if the pain in my body wasn’t enough, the two oldemen were adding to my fatigue. 

I wished they would both leave. 

I poured water into the cup beside my bed and drank. 

“For someone who can’t open his eyes, you get around just fine. Are you using another kind of sight?” 

“Yes… I can vaguely see. I can only sense outlines, though.”

Fortunately, I have a way to see without my eyes. 

If I focus on my spirit sight, I can see. 

The problem is that this is incredibly exhausting. 

Seeing like that for a few hours is one thing, but doing it all day makes my head hurt even more. 

Relying solely on spirit sight is not easy. 

So, I compromised by seeing the world in a blurry way. 

This way, I can use my spirit sight without too much strain. 

“I’ll say it again, if you want to learn swordsmanship, I’ll personally teach you.” 

“Oh, I told you, it’s not happening…” 

At that moment, someone entered the room. 

“Baron Banel, have you come?” 

“Yes, Parmion…!” 

Baron Banel.

The one who provided me with a soft bed deserves the highest praise.

From what I’ve heard, he’s the son of Parmion’s junior. 

Perhaps that’s why, unlike other nobles, he seemed quite disciplined.

“Ahem… Was the bedroom comfortable?””

Thanks to you.”

“…That’s good to hear.”

I could sense his wariness towards me. A

s a commoner under the protection of a Sword Master and a Great Mage, he seemed unsure of how to handle me. 

But this baron… he seemed uncomfortable for some reason.

“Are you hurt somewhere?”

“…I received guidance from Master Parmion.”

It seemed Parmion had taken care of him, just as he did with his other juniors. 

Accumulating good deeds is always a good thing, so it would also benefit the old man in the long run.

“Master, are you still carrying that with you?”

Parmion’s fortune-telling results had not yet come out. 

So I had given him a special measure—an amulet to ward off misfortune.


“Haha… meddling with an old man’s underwear, are we?”

I told him to fold the amulet neatly and keep it in his underwear. 

That would ensure its effectiveness.

The baron seemed even more curious about my identity due to our unreserved conversation. 

“May I ask about the relationship between you and these two gentlemen?” 

“Hmm… a relationship, you say…”

The distance between Master Cloze and the baron grew closer. 

Master Cloze whispered quietly, though it was loud and clear to my ears. 

I could even sense it through my skin. 

“He’s going to be my grandson-in-law.”

“Roselle, that’s my line to deliver.”

What were these old men talking about now? 

Why were they deciding my marriage on their own?

The baron’s eyes burned with curiosity after hearing their words. 

“If you find anything uncomfortable, just let me know. How about moving to my room in the meantime?”

“…No, thank you. And why am I becoming a grandson-in-law?”

“Now that the topic has come up, what do you think? I can bring my granddaughter over right away. It’ll just take one teleporation.”

I am a commoner. 

There is no way I’m someone these top-tier nobles would covet.

Love between a noble and a commoner? 

Nonsense.

“I mean, why are you making me your grandson-in-law?”

Parmion opened his mouth with a satisfied expression. 

“You don’t realize how remarkable you are. Plus, I personally find you very agreeable.”

“You are an extraordinary talent who will revolutionize the field of magic.”

Being a great person isn’t beneficial for a shaman. 

It’s not the goal of my profession. 

The important thing is that I’ve never even met these elders’ granddaughters. 

I’m not even thinking about marriage yet…

The only people I’ve formed connections with here are the two grandfathers and one elf grandmother. 

At least Irene still looks young and that’s fine. 

Besides, she’s honestly beautiful.

“Where is Irene?”

“She followed after some branches or something.”

“Hmm…”

Regardless of Irene, there is still a problem to solve. 

So many things to do after just waking up…

“When will the person offering help arrive?”

“They should be here soon.”

There was no proper way to deal with Hans who had turned into a wraith. 

Parmion mentioned knowing a Paladin at the temple and asked for their help. 

While there might be a solution, there had never been a case of restoring a wraith back to normal before.

“Oh… my head…”

“Haha.”

Parmion just kept laughing as if something was amusing. 

His laughter, becoming more natural, wasn’t a bad look for him, although he still seemed somewhat awkward.

Master Cloze looked on with satisfaction and spoke. 

“Speaking of which, patients should eat well.”

“Indeed. Banel!”

“Yes, Master Parmion! Your command!”

“Take care of the meal.”

Baron Banel’s attitude was akin to one receiving a divine command.

Considering he looked like someone skilled with a sword, and Parmion was a Sword Master, it made sense.

“Meat, please. It’s well known that meat is good for the body.” 

“Yes! Understood!” 

Baron Banel answered energetically and left the room. 

He seemed ready to bring every piece of meat in the barony. 

Master Parmion mumbled, his words imbued with mana, making them resound majestically. 

“The weather is nice, makes me crave some liquor.” 

Though he was already running off, the baron’s quick reply could be heard from afar. 

“Haha… I didn’t say it for him to hear.” 

This old man sometimes seems to have the tendencies of a curmudgeon.

Well, it’s only natural given his advanced age. 

Master Parmion called me. 

“There are a few things I want to check.” 

“Please, go ahead.” 

For some reason, his voice was serious. 

If he’s setting the mood like this… could it be about necromancers? 

“What is your ideal type?” 

Somehow, I seem to attract the attention of old folks. 

Even when I sought the help of the spirit who became my guardian, the spirit felt like an elderly person. 

An old god, old companions, and now they even want to marry me off to their granddaughters… 

As a shaman and as a person, this is something I need to address clearly. 

I too, responded seriously. 

“…Someone beautiful?” 

“Beautiful indeed.” 

“How beautiful?” 

“Just like me.” 

“Next!” 

Old Cloze stepped up confidently. 

“My granddaughter is beautiful too. She takes after my late wife, who was renowned for her beauty in the empire.” 

“Didn’t you once say she looked just like you?” 

“Ramon, aren’t you estranged from your children anyway?” 

“I’m planning to reconcile with them when I get back!” 

As old friends, their bickering was becoming increasingly petty. 

Anyway, they’re both saying their granddaughters are beautiful. 

But unfortunately, having a shaman in the family means the spiritual lineage continues. 

This is one reason why shamans often avoid marriage. 

“Gentlemen, unfortunately, marriage is…” 

Cloze interrupted me. 

“They’re here.” 

Someone was approaching the room. 

“Oh dear…” 

So this is the paladin they mentioned… 

A person radiating an intensely brilliant light. 

Blindingly so. 


“…Blinding.” 

The closer the person got, the stronger the light became. 

The important thing was that the light was so strong it blocked my vision.

My spiritual sight was completely obstructed. 

One of the reasons why divination doesn’t work when shamans meet clergy.
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Many clergy carry light within them. 

I have seen many such people. 

But I had never encountered such an intense radiance before. 

The light was so dazzling that I couldn’t even see the person’s figure. 

The energy emanating from the light was multifaceted. 

I unknowingly muttered to myself. 

It was pure admiration. 

“Warm and… benevolent.” 

But that wasn’t all. 

“Solid like water, rather than hard…” 

In that water, countless fish were swimming. 

That was exactly how it felt. 

I was being drawn deeper into the light. 

“Are you a guardian?” 

A tingling sensation spread across my forehead. 

My spiritual energy began to move on its own, pushing the light away. 

As my vision cleared, I could read the quality of the soul. 

To think that such a thing was contained within a person’s soul… 

There were traces of having polished and refined one’s soul for a long time. 

My mouth fell open involuntarily. 

“…An ancient fortress.” 

“A fortress that should stay put causes problems when it moves around…” 

A fortress does not move. 

It simply stands its ground. 

That is the life this person should lead and wants to lead. 

“Still, you’ve learned well. The god you serve is very pleased.” 

“Huh…” 

With this divination, my mouth closed again. 

There seemed to be no more words to convey. 

The deity I serve was also quite pleased with this revelation. 

The reaction to the divination came immediately. 

It was a tone that was both weighty and light. 

“…What a monstrous fellow…” 

A monster? 

I’ve even given him a divine reading upon first meeting, and he calls me a monster? 

Calling a kind shaman a monster. 

“Hey, who is this guy anyway?” 

Master Parmion, chuckled. 

“…You can laugh? I never thought I’d see the day you laugh.” 

“Chris is a shaman.” 

“…A shaman?” 

“He says he borrows the power of the gods to relieve the grievances of the dead. He also finds happiness for the living.” 

“Borrows the power of the gods? You describe it so simply?” 

The voice was quite agitated. 

And I know this reaction better than anyone else. 

Living as a shaman, there comes a day when you encounter a god. 

You might see them in dreams or hear a thunderous voice while praying in the mountains. 

In any case, all shamans show such a reaction when they encounter a god.

“I just saw traces of the divine in you. Explain yourself.” 

“You are very accurate.” 

What more is there to explain? 

He saw it exactly as it is, and there’s nothing more to add. 

This old man probably knows it well enough too. 

“Was what you just said the words of the god?” 

“Yes.” 

“Huh… Do you know what you just did?” 

What do you mean, what did I do? 

I received a divine message. 

For a divine reading, his reaction was excessive. 

The old man spoke with an incredulous expression. 

“What you just did is an oracle.” 

An exclamation of admiration burst from the old men

It seemed they hadn’t thought of it that way either. 

Even I hadn’t thought of it like that. 

“Oh…!” 

“Now that you mention it, indeed!” 

“Now that you mention it? You crazy fools…” 

For a clergyman, he had a rather rough mouth. 

Quite the opposite of the light he exuded. 

He probably masked himself with such an appearance. 

“An oracle, you say… It’s just a divine reading. A divine reading!” 

“It’s not just a divine reading, it’s an oracle!” 

“Why are you shouting at a patient? It’s already blindingly bright here.”

“For someone with their eyes closed, how can it be blinding…” 

Hearing the shouting made me feel worse. 

Already in pain from the backlash of the curse, now this… 

The more I thought about it, the more vexed I felt. 

I extended my hand towards the old man. 

“Give it.” 


“What do you mean?” 

“The divination fee.”

If he’s a friend of Parmion, then he’s probably quite accomplished, which means he has money. 

I’m annoyed that he yelled at me, so it’s only fair to charge a bit more this time. 

Even though it was just one word, it was a big task. 

“5 silvers. Pay 5 silvers for the divination.” 

“…What is this fee?” 

Parmion explained on my behalf, since I was still in pain. 

“It’s a payment in exchange for the divine insight.” 

And that’s when it started. 

The old priest’s fit. 

“You’re charging money? For divination? Selling divination for money?” 

He looked like he was about to foam at the mouth. 

I couldn’t see clearly, but I thought I heard something bubbling. 

Is that the sound of his insides boiling? 

“You wretch!! Selling the will of the gods for money?” 

Finally, he began to rage wildly. 

“I will restore the hierarchy of the church!!” 

This went on for about five minutes. 

The old priest sat down, looking a bit calmer. 

“…Klein is my name. And you are called Chris, correct?” 

Correction. 

He hadn’t calmed down yet. 

He was glaring at me as if he wanted to kill me.

“So, you can see even with your eyes closed? And you can see spirits too?”

“Yes.” 

“Huh… Have you lived too long?… Which god do you serve?” 

“…. “

“Don’t tell me…” 

He probably guessed it right. 

It’s quite embarrassing even for me, being a shaman who doesn’t know the deity they serve. 

“Well… sometimes when the deity come down, they look like an old man or woman….” 

“That’s the best answer someone who receives divination can give…”

Klein’s face grew weary. 

He looked like someone who was halfway to giving up. 

“The god of the earth, Ilia, is sometimes depicted that way.” 

“Ilia?” 

I don’t think it’s that god either. 

Shamans can instinctively tell. 

Usually, you find out when you’re possessed, but in my case, I was struck by lightning and passed out. 

“Is there no god related to lightning?” 

“No.” 

Looks like there isn’t. 

I don’t recall any god related to that either. 

Why is the deity hiding their identity so tightly? 

“You can see spirits but your physical eyes are fine. So it’s not divine sight…” 

“Divine sight?” 

“It’s the kind of eyes that saints and saintesses are born with. But their physical eyes can’t see.” 

What a pity. 

It sounds like the concept of spiritual vision, but being born blind.

 I guess saints here are just underperforming shamans. 

“There hasn’t been any prophecy about a saint or saintess appearing…. What on earth are you?” 

Klein asked me. 

“Do you have any aftereffects from receiving divinations?” 

“…Just a bit tired?” 

“Normally, you should be bedridden for a while. Receiving divination on your own doesn’t make sense.” 

After thinking for a moment, Klein abruptly stood up. 

“I must go to the church. I’ll assign my disciple to the matter of the wraith.” 

“…What?” 

“I’d like to heal your eyes, but seeing as there’s a divine trace, it’s better to leave them as they are.” 

Leaving these words, Klein departed. 

“…Haha, his personality hasn’t changed.” 

“Ramon, why are all your friends like that?” 

“You’re my friend too.” 

Personality aside, I’ve been swindled again. 

“My 5 silvers…” 

Gulak and Klein. 

The money I need to collect has increased to a total of 10 silvers. 

It’s not about the money. 

They left without paying for divulging the heavenly secrets. 

That’s really unfair among colleagues in the same field…. 

Come to think of it, all my debts are from people in the same field. 

I had a meal too.

I also rested comfortably. 

I wondered if there had ever been a day as peaceful as this since I came here. 

It would have been much more comfortable if it weren’t for one person.

“…Can you stop staring at me?” 

Brown hair and brown eyes. 

Clear eyes and a warm smile. 

If it weren’t for the unshaven head, he would look like a monk sticking close to me. 

“Please, speak comfortably.” 

“Ha… alright.” 

This guy’s name was Hans. 

So, I was currently with two people named Hans. 

“I said, stop staring at me.” 

“My master told me to observe everything.” 

Claiming to be Klein’s disciple, this guy came and continued to watch me without saying a word. 

His gaze was no less intense than Irene’s, if not more. 

“And why are you holding that?” 

Hans was holding the bottle with Hans the old man in it, cradling it dearly.

The phrase ‘like it’s a sacred relic’ fit perfectly. 

“The care of Ilia is impartial.” 

“…Fine. Suit yourself.” 

It was quite an unbalanced sight. 

Dressed in a pure white priest’s robe, hugging a whiskey bottle with talismans on it… 

I could overlook the way he was looking at me. 

The biggest problem was this. 

Muttering. 

Muttering. 

“Ha…” 

At that moment, a brilliant light burst from Hans’s hand. 

Whoosh— 

“Hey… it’s blinding.” 

“The light of holy magic is not harmful to the eyes. In fact, it has a soothing effect.” 

Flash— 

Flash— 

He kept repeating this, trying to purify the bottle with holy magic. 

Thanks to him, I was constantly dazzled. 

This cursed spirit eye doesn’t just disappear by closing like normal eyes.

No matter how much I try to dull my senses, that light keeps piercing through. 

“Chris.” 

“What?” 

“Can I also receive a divine message?” 

“It’s not a divine message, it’s divination.” 

“Any message from the deity is a divine message.” 

… By the standards here, I could concede and call it a divine message, but I couldn’t do divination for Hans. 

“I can’t do divination for you.” 

“Is there a specific reason?” 

“You’re in the same business as me.” 

“Then, does that mean no divine message will come through?” 

“No, it’s because your master ran off without paying.” 

“…”

“Do you have 5 silver?” 

Muttering. 

Flash. 

“Aren’t you supposed to cover it?” 

Flash. 

This bastard is definitely ignoring me on purpose. 

“Give me Hans the old man. If you mishandle that, you’ll attract evil spirits.” 

“….I shall take care of it.” 


“And the 5 silver?” 

Flash. 

“Hey.” 

“….Oh, Ilia!” 

Flash.
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I took a good two days of rest. 

Now, even when I open my eyes, it doesn’t hurt anymore. 

It’s a bit unfortunate that my eyes are still red and bloodshot, though. 

We were leaving the baron’s territory. 

“Your recovery is faster than I thought.” 

“That’s a good thing.” 

Snort- 

The horse we were riding on snorted. 

We’re walking slowly now, but once we start running, it will be boring again. 

At that moment, someone came running from a distance. 

“Wait a moment!” 

“Hmm?” 

It was a young-looking woman. 

She was at an age where she was becoming a middle-aged lady. 

One thing was for sure, she was older than me. 

“You’re the one who does fortune telling, right?” 

“I’m done with fortune telling.” 

She looked quite desperate. 

It seemed she had something she earnestly wished for. 

But running isn’t good for her right now… 

“I just… I really need to ask you something. Could you spare a moment…”

“Hmm…” 

She looked so desperate; what harm could there be in sparing a moment?

I gracefully dismounted from the horse. 

“A short moment is fine. What do you want to know? Wealth fortune? It’s probably not love fortune…” 

The woman’s face instantly brightened at my actions. 

It’s a time when emotions fluctuate greatly. 

Her question was somewhat unexpected. 

“A baby… I want to know when I’ll have a child.” 

Honestly, she looked more desperate than anyone I had met in the baron’s territory. 

How much must she want a child to wear such an expression? 

In this case, there was no need to hold the bell. 

I tucked the bell into my waistband and opened my mouth. 

“You don’t know yet.” 

“Sorry?” 

“You already have one.” 

“What?” 

“You already have a baby.” 

I could see it clearly. 

A small, pure soul nestled in the woman’s lower belly. 

Judging by the state of the soul, as long as there are no major issues, there shouldn’t be any problems with childbirth. 

The woman’s eyes widened. 

“That can’t be… it didn’t happen for so long…!” 

“It’s true. Congratulations. Just don’t run like you did just now.” 

The expression of a mother who has a child. 

It was pure happiness with not a hint of anything else. 

In fact, seeing expressions like this is the most rewarding moment as a shaman. 

Bringing happiness to both the dead and the living. 

Although it didn’t require great power, that smile alone was enough to say it was the essence of shamanism. 

The woman rummaged through her pocket. 

“I should give you a divination fee… Here’s 10 copper! If it’s okay, can you also tell the fortune of the baby…” 

“Hmm… that’s impossible.” 

It’s best not to read the divination or fate of the child. 

“Futures change depending on how one lives. If you see the child’s fortune, it might become fixed.” 

“Oh…!” 

“And you don’t need to give me a fee. You would have found out soon enough anyway.” 

The women pressed 5 copper into my hand as I was about to mount my horse again. 

I couldn’t refuse. 

I knew it was an expression of her joyful heart. 

“Thank you so much!” 

I grabbed the saddle and mounted the horse. 

Not long after we departed, Hans spoke. 

“So this is what it means to be a shaman. Hmm…” 

Both the two old men and Irene had contented smiles on their faces. I probably had a similar smile on mine. 

Would it be scary if I smiled with white hair and bloodshot eyes? 

I can’t help but think it wasn’t good for prenatal care. 

“Hmm…” 

Irene spoke warmly. 

“It will take about a week to reach the Elven Forest.” 

A week. 

It’s not a long time at all. 

Surprisingly, the Count’s territory and the Elven Forest weren’t far apart.

Located at the edge of the empire, it was a region that bordered the territories of beasts and monsters. 

That was where Irene lived, in the Elven Forest. 

It was also the central forest, akin to the Elven capital. 

Under the premise of continuous riding, it would take about two weeks to reach it.

“Hmm…” 

Only two weeks. 

A prophetic dream and its interpretation. 


The spirit showed me an empty bell and told me to hone my skills. 

But isn’t the time too short? 

“This is strange…” 

I dodged the warp as the prophetic dream foretold. 

But why do I still feel uneasy? 

“Hey, Hans.” 

“Yes, Chris.” 

“Does Ilia also show visions in dreams?” 

“Sometimes saints or holy people receive revelations through dreams.”

That’s good news. I have some reference material now. 

“In what form do these revelations come?” 

“How should I put it… They are very poetic.” 

“Hmm?” 

“The most famous one is the oracle about the Continental War.” 

Hans spoke reverently. 

“Night has come, but it is not night. Dawn has broken, but it is still night, so do not lose your way.” 

“Hmm…?” 

I have no idea what that means. 

How does one even interpret such cryptic messages? 

It was a riddle-like oracle. 

“It was such a significant oracle that even the church couldn’t figure out its meaning. We only understood it after the Continental War began. The saint who received the oracle was unconscious for three months.” 

Just as I thought, it’s not very effective. 

“That’s an unusual way to receive a revelation…” 

Great shamans often receive revelations before national fortunes decline or disasters occur. 

But I’ve never heard of receiving riddles like that. 

“Tsk…!” 

So that’s how oracles are delivered… 

I should have known when there was nothing similar to shamanism.

Besides, I’ve never seen anyone with a spiritual eye except Gulak… 

A vessel that holds a god is called a divine object, and it shouldn’t be that hard to find. 

Even a half-baked vessel that can only hold petty spirits should be visible.

How come there are no divine objects, not even anyone with sharp intuition in this world? 

“Has something happened with the gods?” 

“…Pardon?” 

“Haven’t you had any dreams?” 

“Of course I have. It is said that a single ray of light appeared in the darkness.” 

Hans puffed up his chest proudly. 

He seems to be boasting as if it’s a great achievement, but it’s really not impressive. 

“Maybe there really are no proper divine objects…” 

This might actually be the case. 

Even from the limited information I have, it’s clear that shamanistic abilities are underdeveloped here. 

We’ll have to wait and see. 

“You can’t receive an oracle, right?” 

“Even the saints, who are praised as the children of the gods, need the help of several priests to barely receive one. I’m far from that level, ha ha, ” 

“Hmm…” 

Master Parmion spoke up quietly. 

“If you’re worried, why not do a divination yourself?” 

“I’ve already done it. It’s just still ambiguous.” 

There was a sign of gossip. 

It indicated that I would be the subject of rumours. 

But the funny thing is, this sign of gossip suddenly disappeared. 

“Hans, tell your master to be wary of gossip.” 

“What’s gossip?” 

“It’s when people talk about you. It’ll probably be something bad this time.” 

“My master is a highly respected clergyman. Besides, priests don’t gossip carelessly.” 

The one who took away my sign of gossip was Klein, the old man. 

He should have just paid the fee when I asked for it… 

Because it’s me, it would have ended with just 5 silvers, but now he’s going to face a bigger backlash. 

Other than that, the only fortune I had was the curse rebound making me sick. 

Amusingly, I had a job opportunity attached to my fortune. 

“For heaven’s sake… as if you’re not going to help him anyway.” 

Parmion smiled slyly as he spoke.

Day by day, his smile was becoming softer. 

“Aren’t you tired? I saw you carrying a doll somewhere early in the morning…” 

I momentarily forgot that this old man was a Sword Master. 

Why did he have to spy on me and make things awkward? 

“Let’s start running.” 

With that, we rode endlessly. 

Except for the times when the horses rested and when we slept at night, we kept riding. 

The first day passed and then the second day came. 

We kept riding. 

By the time the third day passed, I started to sense an anomaly. 

The earth’s energy was getting weaker. 

But even Irene, who handles spirits, didn’t realize this. 

Only Gnome looked dissatisfied. 

On the fourth day, a spirit visited. 

Just like before, we found the remains and buried them in a sunny spot.

On the fifth day, that’s when bad luck started to pile up. 

Not prophetic dreams, but loud, disturbing dreams kept unsettling my sleep. 

The closer we got to the Elven Forest, the thicker the misfortune became.

On the sixth day, after purchasing provisions at a territory, we ran straight away. 

It didn’t feel good at all. 

And now, we were at the entrance to the Elven Forest. 

“Too fast, way too fast…” 

I never thought we’d arrive in such a short time. 

Despite asking the bells numerous times, the only message I received was the same. 

A bottle with Uncle Hans’s spirit in it, with the word “curse” echoing constantly from his mouth. 

There was no negative message about entering the Elven Forest. 

“It’s related to a curse…” 

Not arriving instantly via warp must have been to show us this. 

“Let’s go in for now.” 

The deeper we went into the forest, the stronger the gloomy feeling grew.

“Irene, do you really feel nothing?” 

“It feels the same as the forest before we left.” 

“That’s strange…” 

The dark aura I saw during the divination about the World Tree was nowhere to be seen. 

Well, it was a creature that hid itself thoroughly…. 

The gloomy feeling was probably from sensing its trace through my spiritual sight. 

And then, the moment I took another step. 

“Hmm?” 

A spirit slipped out of a tree. 


“Elf?” 

There wasn’t just one or two. 

There were enough spirits to fill the surroundings. 

Their one arm was raised. 

Pointing towards a single place.
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“…Seeing ghosts like this.” 

Elven spirits. 

Their temperament was different from human spirits. 

Just as Irene felt like a plant, these spirits gave off the same feeling. 

It wouldn’t be wrong to say these plants were ghosts turned into humans.

They were a kind of ghost I’d never seen before. 

“You’ve lived a long life…” 

As expected, their spirits had accumulated many things. 

“Chris, that’s not the way.” 

“No, the elven spirits are all pointing in that direction.” 

The spirits were clinging to the trees around me. 

What I felt from them was also unique. 

Determination, steadfastness, guardianship. 

It was the desire to protect something. 

Unlike human spirits, each with its own regrets, these spirits had a consistent will. 

Though their souls were divided, they shared a common feeling without any sense of discrepancy. 

Parmion clung closely behind me. 

“I know you’re constantly worrying about something. Pay no mind to your surroundings and just walk.” 

The deeper we went, the more trees there were. 

All kinds of plants were blooming. 

Cloze murmured quietly. 

“It will be difficult to go further.” 

So many plants had grown that it was hard to find a place to step. 

It was as if there was no path at all. 

But the elven spirits were still pointing in that direction. 

“Irene, what will we find if we go this way?” 

“If we can get through, it’s the right direction to the village.” 

“Why are they telling us to go this way?” 

If it was the village, we could have continued on the path we were taking. 

There must be a reason the spirits were pointing this way… 

At that moment, Irene let out an exclamation. 

“Ah…!” 

She seemed to have sensed something and looked around. 

“The branches… the branches are swaying.” 

“…?” 

The idea of swaying branches still felt foreign to me. 

But I could see the elven spirits moving busily between the trees, unlike before. 

Irene’s eyes widened as she stared straight at me. 

“Could it be…” 

At that moment, the forest began to stir. 

It wasn’t a noisy feeling. 

It was a welcoming, celebratory greeting. 

All the spirits were welcoming me. 

Creaaak- 

Crack- 

“What… is this.” 

Have you ever seen trees move? 

They moved as if stretching their bodies. 

Branches lifted, plants reclined. 

Sssss- 

A tree that had been leaning straightened its body, while others leaned down. 

And in between them, a path appeared. 

Irene trembled with excitement. 

“…The Forest Path… The branches are welcoming you.” 

A clear path opened up. 

And at the end of the path, a gigantic tree was visible. 

Even from a distance, it was clear how enormous the tree was. 

“The Forest Path, which only opens to High Elves… why is it…” 

“Hoho…” 

“Do you have a High Elf ancestor?” 

“I don’t think so…?” 

Irene was still in a daze. 

“For now, let’s proceed.” 

The elven spirits were still pointing down the path. 

It seemed they had welcomed me and opened the way. 

“These are peculiar spirits.” 

No matter how you looked at it, they were unusual. 

Was it because they were a different race that their spirit forms were different? 

Even as I stepped forward, the ground didn’t feel hard. 

The reclined plants provided a soft cushion. 

“The World Tree is enormous.” 

It wasn’t quite as sky-covering as I had imagined. 

Its significance might be that grand, but its physical form was just a tree. 

We were still too far to feel its full presence. 

“The World Tree is the source of elves.” 

It was quite a distance away. 

If I’d known this, I wouldn’t have sold my horse. I should’ve ridden. 

“The Forest Path only opens to noble elves. This is the first time it has opened to a human.” 

Irene’s eyes sparkled even more brightly.


Masters were surprised but had a somewhat accepting expression, and Hans was openly scrutinizing me.

“Since it’s uncomfortable, please look ahead…”

Since walking along the forest path, I too had been feeling comfortable. 

The discomfort had disappeared, and the vague feeling of uncertainty had vanished. 

It seemed related to the souls of the elves moving the trees as they followed us. 

We walked again. 

And at the end of the path, we could see a bustling group of elves.

“…A forest path!”

“Who could be walking on this path?”

“High elves never leave the forest…”

Soon, all eyes were focused on us.

“How did humans walk this path?”

Murmurs.

Murmurs.

There was a sense of wariness emanating from the elves. 

Curiosity and mystery were also present. 

Then Irene stepped forward and reached out her hand.

“Peace of the branches.”

“Peace of the branches… Welcome back, Irene.”

It’s a bit peculiar, but that seems to be an elvish greeting. 

Elegant, indeed… 

The elf who stepped forward looked at us and spoke.

“Irene, who are these humans? How did they walk the forest path?”

Several gazes passed between us. 

It felt like being a monkey in a zoo. 

Irene’s gaze turned to me.

“They are humans guided by the will of the World Tree through the guidance of the branches.”

Once again, all eyes were on us. 

There was no expression on any of them. 

No elf opened their mouth. Silence fell.

“…Excuse me?”

And soon, a tremendous cheer erupted.

“Wow!”

“The human guided by the branches has arrived!”

“They appeared with lightning!”

“They walked the forest path!”

I was taken aback. 

To receive such a welcome on a day like this… 

Surrounded by numerous elves, I was feeling quite overwhelmed.

“How did you open the forest path?”

This is not some celebrity event… 

Of course, celebrities are somewhat similar to shamans and fortune-tellers, but this level of attention is excessive.

With elves’ souls mixed in here and there, it was chaotic. 

But I guess it feels good. 

The elves were all beautiful, after all.

“Enough, we must see Lord Romanel.”

The elf who was guiding me intervened with the others.

“Haha… To think that the elves would welcome like this.”

The old men smiled wryly.

The harmonious race of elves rarely opposes anyone, but it’s also rare for them to give such a warm welcome. 

So, I must be a very exceptional case.

“…The elven forest is a bit different from what I imagined?”

“I thought they lived inside trees.”

Inside the elf forest, there was a huge city. 

It wasn’t like human cities with individual castles. 

The city was harmoniously intertwined with the trees. 

It seemed like they didn’t build the buildings but carved them out from the original land. 

Surprisingly, trees intertwined between the buildings.

“If you go in there, you’ll find Lord Romanel.”

A rather stern-looking elf said this and stepped back. 

Though their expression was firm, their eyes were full of goodwill.

“Thank you.”

There was a path between the trees. 

Various scents wafted through. Irene’s scent seemed stronger.

“Is this the smell of spirits?”

As you walked in, it felt familiar. 

Soon, I could confirm the identity of that feeling. 

“Bearer of the branch, welcome.” 

The mysterious silver-haired, fair-skinned high elf named Romanel… 

“Hmm…” 

It was a divine feeling. 

But not entirely correct. 

It felt like the vessel holding the deity was cracked. 

No, not cracked, more like someone had received a piece of the vessel. 

Yet, it was still harmonious. 

“How could this be…?” 

Romanel smiled brightly. 

Did she know her own state? 

“Do you worship gods?” 

“All elves worship the World Tree. I am closest to the branch.” 

I began to understand what a high elf was. 

It was a connection to the World Tree, a place for communication, much like how humans need a shaman to communicate with the dead. 

‘There are similarities.’

Romanel smiled, glancing at my companions behind me. 

“It’s been a while. Welcome, Priest.” 

After exchanging greetings, Romanel looked back at me. 

“I’ll guide you to the World Tree.” 

“Hmm…” 

Once again, unease crept in. 

We seemed to need to go, but… 

“Do you… feel any pain?” 

Romanel didn’t answer, just smiled and continued walking. 

The large tree grew closer. 

Simultaneously, the unease grew stronger, almost becoming unbearable. 

“Is that tree the World Tree?” 

“You could say it’s the World Tree’s physical form.” 


Romanel seemed fine, indicating the connection to the World Tree was intact. 

“There must be a presence…” 

I could sense it, but couldn’t grasp it. 

As we approached the World Tree, I finally understood its true nature. 

“…What is this?” 

This massive tree was the vessel for a deity. 

The vessel I felt with Romanel was indeed this tree. 


Despite Romanel’s explanation, it took getting close to realize what this tree truly was. 

It was a tree inhabited by spirits, protecting the village and honouring the guardian deity. 

Some call it the Guardian Tree. 

“So, this is the Guardian Tree?” 

No wonder I didn’t sense anything earlier.
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Last time, Irene said that time had started to flow for the tree. 

Upon closer inspection, I saw scattered withering leaves. 

“It’s such a guardian tree…” 

The size of the tree far exceeded the standards of the guardian trees I knew. 

It was large enough that even a great deity could comfortably fit inside. 

It was definitely not a tree whose leaves should be withering.

“Romanel, I heard that the World Tree hasn’t communicated its will for some time now, is that correct?”

“Yes, it is.”

If there is no response from the guardian tree, there is only one reason. 

The deity that is supposed to reside in the tree has not come. 

Since this tree is said to be the physical body of the World Tree, the elves must be aware that it is a vessel.

“Have you ever met the World Tree?”

“I have only felt its presence. I have never met it directly.”

“You can feel its presence…? When was the last time?”

This tree, called the World Tree. 

No matter how much I examined it, I could not sense the presence of a deity. 

Although I could feel mystical traces… right now, it was an empty vessel. 

Romanel looked at me with a peculiar expression. 

It was a face asking why I was asking such things.

“The World Tree is still residing in its body. It is just resting.”

What is she talking about? 

Is this some special sense that only elves have? 

I thought it was empty and that was why I couldn’t sense anything. 

Many questions started to fill my mind. 

A sense of unease crept in again. 

This wasn’t just a weird feeling. 

It was my intuition as a shaman.

“Could it be…”

A shaman can be considered a typical sacred object. 

When a shaman receives a spirit through a ritual, sometimes stray spirits occupy the place. 

These stray spirits, which are not the guardian spirits but still take residence, are called “Huju.” 

It is quite troublesome, so masters often perform a ritual to expel the Huju.

Could it be…

“Can stray spirits really inhabit a guardian tree?”

Suddenly, memories of past events flashed through my mind. 

The necromancers’ curse. 

The prophetic dream. 

The dark presence I saw in Irene. 

Everything fit together perfectly. 

The dark presence I saw back then wasn’t just any ordinary spirit.

“I thought it was strange…”

I had come expecting a dark presence hidden within the World Tree, but I couldn’t find any trace of it. 

However, if it had hidden itself as a Huju within the tree, that would explain it. 

Finding a criminal hiding inside a house is no easy task.

“This isn’t going to be easy…”

At a glance, it was a guardian tree, and moreover, a tree where the deity of the elves resided. 

For an evil spirit to take residence here, it had to be an extraordinary one. 

Even I couldn’t see it. I glanced at Romanel.

“…”

“…Why are you looking at me like that?”

“You said you were the closest to the World Tree, right?”

Romanel’s is essentialy like a vessel for the deity.

They are connected. 

If the tree is possessed by a Huju, then Romanel is in danger too.

“Please, don’t move for a moment.”

It must be watching my every move. 

From within that tree, maliciously.

“You filthy spirit, how dare you…”

I spread my spiritual energy and grasped the bells in my hand. 

I closed my eyes. 

There was no need for eyes that could be deceived at any moment. 

Clang – 

The bells rang, creating a familiar resonance. 

The spiritual energy gathered in my head vibrated along with the bells. 

Clang – 

Something was wrong. 

My mind was too clear.

“Why…”

It didn’t feel like I was channelling a spirit. 

I shook the bells again, searching for the spirit, but nothing entered my body. 

Instead, a blurry scene emerged. 

It was much blurrier than anything I had seen before. 

A dark figure was cowering. 

That single image was enough to make it clear. 

If I channel right now, that dark figure would burrow even deeper.

“This is troublesome.”

If I could draw it out immediately upon channelling spiritual energy, it wouldn’t be a problem, but I lacked the ability to do that. 

As an apprentice shaman who hadn’t yet shed that title, it was beyond my capabilities. 

That means I had to confirm the presence of that spirit without the help of a deity. 


Once I identified it, I could proceed with the ritual to expel it through spiritual energy channelling.

There’s no point in conducting a ritual without a target… 

I relaxed my body and sat down on the ground. 

“Whew…” 

I focused my spiritual sight once more. 

There was definitely a sacred aura flowing within this tree. 

It was the same with Romanel. But this wasn’t enough. 

I needed to go deeper. 

I had to see further into the depths. 

I sensed Romanel’s essence. 

Compared to the tree, it was a very small fragment. 

Following the connected energy, I examined the inside of the World Tree. 

As expected, I couldn’t find any traces there either. 

“…” 

How much time had passed? 

I searched every nook and cranny around me, but I couldn’t find any trace. 

My forehead began to ache, but I examined the surroundings once more. 

More time passed. I had reached my limit. 

My spiritual energy was completely exhausted, and it was difficult to maintain my spiritual sight. 

It would be easier to see if I used my physical eyes, but if an evil spirit capable of perching on the guardian tree was around, it would be easy to get deceived. 

“Let’s come back tomorrow.”

 As soon as I opened my eyes, I saw the worried face of Old Man Parmion. 

“…Are you alright?” 

“I didn’t accomplish anything, so…” 

“Can’t you catch it at once with a ritual like last time?” 

“The target is uncertain. If I perform the ritual now, the energy will just wander aimlessly.” 

It seemed it wouldn’t be easy. 

***

Today was the third day. 

I had found a clue. 

It was a trace I had barely managed to catch after continuous observation. 

I had also revisited my prophetic dreams several times to understand their meaning. 

“I must remind you again, no matter what happens, you must not touch me.” 

I had devised a plan. 

It seemed a bit dangerous, but with this, I could not only reveal the identity of that thing but also extract its core. 

“…No matter what happens?” 

“Yes. Even Hans can’t help, and if you, Old Man, are to be possessed by the evil spirit. That would be disastrous. Catastrophic.” 

Old Man Parmion seemed dissatisfied, but he backed off obediently. 

“Romanel, shall we begin?” 

Romanel nodded slightly and sat down on the ground. 

Fortunately, Romanel’s attitude was quite cooperative. 

I thought, being a High Elf, she might be authoritative, but she showed no such attitude. 

Romanel said that the World Tree had called me and that I held all the answers. 

Thanks to this, all the elves were very friendly towards me. 

Almost excessively so. 

“Whew…” 

I calmed my mind again. 

Feeling the cold touch of the bell in my hand, I began to sense my surroundings clearly. 

A small trace within Romanel’s soul was connected to the World Tree. 

Following that, I examined the entire World Tree. 

Among the fresh leaves, I saw leaves that had lost their vitality. 

These should normally have fallen off the tree, but they were stubbornly clinging on. 

This was the clue I had found. 

A spirit had taken residence inside the World Tree. 

There was no reason for those leaves to remain attached. 

It was a disguise to appear as part of the World Tree. 

I focused all my attention on that spot. 

The trace was the same as Romanel’s. 

A place where there were unusually many lifeless leaves attached. 

One of the largest branches. 

This was the spot. 

Within the branch, something was draping itself in vitality. 

Had it sensed me too? 

I felt a great greed. 

It must be coveting my body, which was of the same divine substance. 

And the moment I confirmed the shape of the dark entity, I sprang up and opened my eyes. 

“Damn…!!!” 

The appearance of the World Tree I had seen until now was entirely different. 

Below the branch where the entity had settled, something was hanging down. 

Drooping bodies. 

Eyes devoid of focus.

Elves were hanging from the trees. 

In an instant, their arms moved and pointed towards me. 

With their fingers straightened, they all pointed at me. 

“You bastard…” 

It was a typical trick of an evil spirit. 

A ploy to provoke the mind by showing the most terrifying scene. 

It was a prank of the evil spirits that toyed with the living. 

“Sigh…” 

My head felt dizzy, and my fingertips trembled. 

But it wasn’t over yet. 

I needed to confirm the entity’s true form. 

“…” 

I suppressed all the spiritual energy that was spread throughout my body. 

Making it easier for the entity to touch me. 

Blood dripped from the mouths of the elves hanging from the branches. 

Various forms passed before my eyes. 

Though I knew they were illusions, they were incredibly realistic. 

The entity’s energy approached me, and my mind grew hazy. 

I heard a voice calling my name by my ear. 

“Chris…!” 

“Are you alright?” 

“Chris!” 

It sounded like the voices of the oldmen, or perhaps Hans’ voice. 

Due to my blurred consciousness, it was difficult to distinguish whether it was an illusion or reality. 

They must not disturb me now. 

I barely managed to utter a voice through my unmoving lips. 

“Don’t… touch me…” 

Just a bit more, and that thing would invade and possess my body. 

I could feel the black things examining and surrounding me. 

“Sigh… sigh…” 

My body trembled, but I left it as it was. 

To make it lower its guard by appearing weak. 

I kept strength only in the hand holding the bell. 

And the moment the black energy enveloped me. 

My body floated up and was pulled towards a large branch. 

Something began to strangle my neck. 

“Ugh…!” 

My body went limp like the elves I had just seen. 

As the black thing stirred inside me, I coughed up blood. 

“Ugh…!!” 

It was the scene I had seen in my dreams. 

The one I had thought over countless times. 

Finally, I could face the black thing that had entered me. 

“What the hell… it create?” 

This was different from a wraith-like ghost. 

It was a combination of murderous intent, madness, and resentment. 

Should I say it was a form created by gathering all these thoughts? 

It wasn’t a mere spirit or an evil spirit; it was something else. 

“Do you have a head?” 

I swung the bell, striking the energy that was choking my neck. 

Filling it with spiritual energy. 

Boom— 

I shook the bell, spreading the spiritual energy. 

Clang— 

Clang— 

Sensing the divine power, the entity hid its presence again. 

But it was too late now. 


I could summon it whenever I wanted. 

Just as I was about to shake the bell again, my vision blurred and I saw the ground. 

Perhaps I had overdone it. 

As I saw people running towards me, everything went black before my eyes. “

Just one beast… that’s alive…”
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The whole world was blurry. 

Only the large tree and the figure beneath it were clearly visible. 

“…Another dream.” 

It must be a dream; otherwise, there’s no way a pitch-black figure in the shape of an elf would be in front of me. 

Despite it being a dream, my mind was clear. 

“A brat that isn’t even a demon or an evil spirit dares to pretend to be a ghost.” 

That thing was grinning from ear to ear. 

Even at the moment its true form was exposed to me, it continued to mock me with all sorts of illusions. 

Its nature was vicious beyond measure. 

“Nightmares mean nothing to me.” 

Its mouth opened wider, revealing pitch-black teeth. 

Even its gaze directed at me was yellow. 

“What a terribly ominous-looking bastard.” 

It looked like a beast pondering how to devour its prey. 

As the best of the shamans, how could it not be tempted by me? (TL Note: Self Obsession)

It seemed to have come to mock me again, visiting my dream like this. 

As expected, its nonsensical antics began. 

Although no sound came out, I heard laughter in my ears. 

It was the insane laughter of a madman. 

That laughter, full of madness, echoed as it began to move. 

“Huh, how does it even know this?” 

There’s a common saying about ghosts: the ghost that laughs, the ghost that dances. 

These two are the scariest. 

This thing was doing both right now. 

“Ha…” 

It was imitating my ritual dance. 

As if it knew exactly what I was going to do in the future, it was mimicking my shamanic dance. 

It shook an imaginary bell, leaving me speechless. 

“A brat who isn’t even as good as the head of my house dares to mimic a shaman?” 

It seemed to have every bad trait of an evil spirit crammed into it. 

It’s the kind of thing that follows shamans around to torment them when they fail to exorcise it. 

It’s the ‘mockery’ that befalls shamans who fail to drive out evil spirits. 

“It’s not that I couldn’t exorcise it…” 

Thinking back, did I fail? 

I collapsed because my body was weak. 

I should train my body once this is over. 

“A brat with no home, freeloading in someone else’s place…” 

Despite my words, it kept dancing without a care. 

It’s about time to wake up. 

“What a filthy dream…” 

When I opened my eyes, I saw an unfamiliar ceiling. 

Beside me were my companions. 

Master Cloze was examining my body. 

“You said you were a hunter, but your body is weak.” 

Master Parmion chimed in from the side. ‘

“Didn’t I tell you to learn the sword? Are you going to end up a wreck every time?” 

“A shaman should shake bells and fans… What’s with a sword?” 

Hans plopped down on the floor. 

“My divine power is already exhausted.” 

It seemed everyone was gathered out of concern for me. 

“How long have I been out?” 

“A day has passed.” 

“Hmm…” 

More time had passed than I thought. 

A day is more than enough time for that thing to hide itself again. 

Having sensed the divine energy, it must have hidden even deeper this time. 

“Should I perform a  exorcism…” I 

had performed exorcisms before. 

It’s a mandatory course before receiving the full shaman initiation. 

For some reason, not even stray ghosts approached me back then. 

Perhaps the gods of this realm…? 

While I was lost in thoughts that seemed like sleep-talking, Master parmion spoke again. 

“As you said, we’ve captured the monster.”

“…Huh?” 

I had forgotten since it happened just before I passed out. 

I definitely asked them to capture it.

But is it even possible to capture it alive? 

“As we were passing through the Elven Forest, we saw one wandering around. We broke all its legs and brought it here.” 

“…Its legs?” 

“We’ve also bound it with magic so it can’t move.” 

I momentarily forgot what kind of people these old men were. 

A Sword Master and a Archmage. 

Along with a High Spirit Summoner and a disciple of a paladin of equal rank. 

It wouldn’t be strange if they played marbles with it.

Come to think of it, I’m the weakest one here. 

“But why did you want us to capture a demonic beast?” 

“I plan to use it as bait to lure him out.” 

“Baiting him with a demonic beast?” 

It’s a concept that’s complicated to explain. 


In truth, it’s closer to an infuriating method than an exorcism. 

Using the term ‘exorcism’ for something so vulgar is a waste. 

“First, let’s check the condition of the demonic beast.” 

“Are you sure you’re okay? You just woke up.” 

“If we delay, we might miss our chance to find him.” 

The fact that it appeared in my dreams means it’s confident. 

It’s a sinister creature, so who knows what it might do. 

Given that it’s using the body of the World Tree as a vessel, the elves might be in danger. 

“Where is it?” 

Following the old men outside, I couldn’t help but gape at the captured demonic beast. 

It was my first time seeing one, and its condition was bizarre. 

“Masters…? Why is it like this…?” 

First of all, it was enormous. 

It was about three times my size. 

Should I call it a disgustingly ugly leopard? 

The demonic beast’s body was mangled in places. 

It looked like it had been carved up by something. 

And it was on the brink of death. 

It seemed they had just barely kept it alive. 

Master Parmion spoke up with an awkward expression. 

“I did a bit of carving… Seeing the demonic beast reminded me of my old comrades…” 

“Do people usually carve up demonic beasts…?” 

“Those bastards deserve it.” 

Well, Parmion did have a lot of grievances with demonic beasts… 

Examining the demonic beast, its nature was as sinister as its appearance. 

It had a soul, but it was extremely low quality. 

And all its instincts were corrupted. 

“There are all sorts of creatures…” 

I should have realized when I heard the word ‘demonic’ in its name. 

“Why did you skin parts of it?” 

The demonic beast’s body had patches of skin removed. 

And there was a dagger stuck in the middle of its belly. 

“The hide of a demonic beast is quite tough. It can even withstand a thrust from a skilled soldier’s spear.” 

“…?” 

“I skinned it so you could stab it if necessary. There’s one spot on its neck and one on each leg. This here is where its heart is.” 

“…Huh?” 

I did need to stab it. 

But to skin it without even being asked… 

At least they did exactly what I needed without me saying anything. 

“We need to move this to the World Tree.” 

Master Cloze nodded and spoke up. 

“Don’t worry. We’ve already prepared for the move.” 

He looked rather pleased with himself. 

“We just need to get it to the World Tree, right?” 

Cloze waved his hand in the air. 

Swish-

Mana swirled and enveloped the demonic beast, lifting its body into the air. 

“Let’s go.” 

Huh…. Blood from the demonic beast dripped to the ground. 

“I heard demonic beasts have remarkable regenerative abilities…?”

“That’s something Hans has seared with his divine power. It won’t be able to regenerate for a while.” 

A sense of satisfaction filled the faces of Cloze and Parmion. 

It seems they took out their stress on the monster. 

Master Cloze moved, and the monster followed behind him. 

Becoming a spectacle for all the elves. 

“This might really tick him off, don’t you think?” 

That bastard is surely watching this scene. ‘

We soon arrived at the World Tree. 

Romanel had arrived first and was examining the World Tree with a worried expression. 

“Chris, no matter how much I look, I can’t sense anything strange. But what happened yesterday….” 

Of course. 

Romanel, who didn’t have divine tools or spirit sight, couldn’t find it. 

“It will show itself soon.” 

There’s something I need to say before we start. 

“What we’re about to do… might be a bit unpleasant to watch.” 

Contrary to my expectations, Masters expressions were indifferent. 

“What, are you going to remove its innards or something?” 

“Plucking out its claws and using them to gouge out its eyes wouldn’t be bad. If you want, I can use magic to do it.” 

These old men reacted this way whenever the monster was mentioned. 

But I had no choice but to understand what the old men were saying. 

“My subordinate died like that.” 

“A mage who followed me had his eyes plucked out by his own hand.” 

The Continental War must have been far worse than what the old men just described. 

“Then… let’s begin right away.” 

My companions and Romanel distanced themselves from me. 

I also moved closer to the World Tree. 

“As expected…” 

The dark thing was hiding its body somewhere again. 

But it’s no use anymore. 

My two eyes had clearly seen its true form. 

I shook the bell once. 

Clang- 

My mind went hazy, and my head naturally turned to one spot. 

It must be the branch where it was hiding. 

I could feel its gaze quietly watching me. 

“This is the shaman’s trick.” 

I shook the bell and moved my body. 

As I lightly jumped up, the spirit followed my body. 

When I placed my hand on the monster’s body, sticky blood oozed out. 

I smeared it along my mouth and chin. 

It flowed down my face as if I had vomited blood. 

I was re-enacting the scene of me vomiting blood. 

Clang- 

I struck the monster’s body with the same movement as when I had hit it before. 

Clang- 

The monster’s body flinched and instinctively began to protect itself. 

Just like when I was fleeing from the spirit. 

Clang- 


With my blood-stained hand, I drew a dagger. 

Drip- Blood flowed down from the torn wound of the monster. 

In one hand, I shook the bell; in the other, I wielded the knife. 

The knife and bell clashed, creating a metallic sound. 

Now it was time to tease the monster with this knife.



 
  
    Chapter 30: The World Tree shakes its branches – 5


The ritual performed by a shaman possesses special powers. 

This is not just a mere mimicry. 

Through the act of humiliating that monster, I had to provoke its anger. 

I had to bind its thoughts within the ritual. 

Kaang— 

A sound was made as the dagger and the bell clashed. 

The spiritual energy transferred from the bell to the knife. 

Clang— 

I felt the creature’s gaze latch onto me and then fall away. 

It must be unpleasant. 

I am provoking it right now. 

However… 

I pursed my lips and created a whistling sound. 

Whii— 

This whistle, imbued with spiritual energy, has the effect of drawing the attention of spirits. 

The creature’s gaze once again latched onto me. 

“Watch closely. This is what you will endure.” 

I lifted the dagger and rubbed it against the beast’s body, shaking my own. 

As if the beast was the creature itself, I moved the knife over its body. 

Sss— 

I slipped the knife between its hide. 

Puuuk— 

The most notable trait of malevolent spirits. 

It is their intense hostility towards anything that threatens them. 

Dark energies began to pour towards me. 

Clang— 

I shook the bell to protect my mind. 

It was not enough yet to draw the creature out. 

I continued to thrust the knife in. 

Puuuk— 

The more I stabbed, the stronger the energies directed at me became. 

Once more, I whistled to bind its gaze. 

Whii— 

I held the dagger at my shoulder and shook the bell. 

Taunting it to try to stop me. 

Clang— 

Clang— 

The creature’s reaction burst forth immediately. 

Illusions began. 

My vision blurred, and the beast’s body felt distant. 

This was proof that the creature was becoming absorbed into the ritual. 

I lunged at the distant beast and thrust the knife once more. 

Puuuk— 

“Ugh…” 

Although I stabbed the beast’s body, it felt like a knife was piercing my own stomach. 

But I couldn’t stop. 

This was all an illusion, a trick of the creature. 

I clashed the knife and bell, filling them with spiritual energy. 

Suddenly, my vision wavered, and the beast’s form changed. 

It appeared as a wounded elf. 

Trembling eyes begged me. 

“…” 

I closed my eyes. 

The presence of the monster in front of me was clear. 

Once more, I thrust the knife. 

Puuuk— 

I felt nothing in my hand. 

It felt as if I had pierced empty air. 

Even though I had clearly stabbed the beast. 

A chilling laughter from a dream brushed past my ears. 

But all the sounds and sensations I felt now were creations of the creature. 

I thrust the knife again. 

This time, what I heard was a chilling scream. 

The elf’s illusion screamed. 

“Damn monster….” 

Clang— 

It stimulated my fears with all sorts of forms. 

The dark spirit was gradually permeating into me. 

Its thoughts swirled through my mind as if they were my own. 

It felt similar to the sensation of spirit possession. 

I couldn’t distinguish whether these thoughts were mine or the creature’s. 

The thoughts began to deny the spirit that resided within me. 

Clang— 

“Damn it….” 

With each shake of the bell, I felt the spiritual energy connected to me being overshadowed by the dark spirit’s thoughts. 

Clang— 

“So this is it…”

There was something my master once told me. 

When you face dark spirits, there will be times when you lose your way. 


In those moments, you must be certain that the deity is with you. 

She said that even a single thread of doubt could sever your connection with the deity… 

I had to completely shake off this thought. 

“Hoo…” 

The hand holding the dagger moved, aiming at one spot. 

The dagger was pointed not at the demonic monster, but at my own face. 

Through the echoes, I heard the voice of the astonished Master Parmion. 

“Chris…! Get a hold of yourself!” 

The elder seemed to be worrying needlessly again. 

I was entirely sane right now. 

I moved the dagger, bringing the blade to my face, and slashed. 

I heard its laughter in my ears. 

As if it was celebrating its victory. 

“Bastard… you’re mistaken…” 

The dagger passed over my skin but left no trace. 

The dagger that had stabbed the demonic monster left no mark on my face. 

It was like when I rode the ritual blade. 

The divine connection was not broken. 

A single certainty blurred the dark spirit’s thoughts. 

I could feel it struggling inside my body. 

“You can’t escape now, you bastard.” 

Now was the opportunity. 

I had to sever its connection with the World Tree. 

Just as I was about to swing the bell, I started convulsing. 

“Ugh…” 

Blood spurted from my throat. 

But this trivial matter was not the issue right now. 

As long as this thing was inside my body, I could clearly feel it. 

I knew exactly what it was trying to do right now… 

“The branch…” 

The dark thing was trying to shake the branch. 

The intruding spirit was trying to mimic the World Tree. 

Within that shaking was its will. 

The will that I was threatening the World Tree. 

“Romanel…! 

The branch shaking right now isn’t the World Tree! 

“This bastard is mimicking!” 

I couldn’t finish my sentence. 

Romanel’s eyes had lost focus. 

Romanel, who shared the vessel of the World Tree, was already fighting its will. 

The fact that she wasn’t attacking me was proof of that. 

It was struggling, reinforcing its connection with the World Tree. 

“…!” 

My arm wouldn’t move. 

“The bell…!” 

Did it know that every time I shook the bell, the spiritual energy grew stronger? 

This thing was forcibly holding my arm down. 

I had to stop it before other elves were bewitched by the branch. 

At that moment, I heard the calm voice of Master Cloze. 

It was an unbelievably composed voice. 

“Don’t mind us, just do what you need to do.” 

Master parmion’s voice followed. 

“We can hold them off for about a week.” 

Already, elves were emerging from all around. 

Master Parmion and Master Cloze blocked their way. 

“Do any of you know us? If anyone intends to lay a hand on Chris… feel free to try.” 

There was anger on the elves’ faces.

This situation is too dangerous. 

I had to ring the bell quickly. 

Only by borrowing the power of the deity could I sever this connection. 

I saw Irene walking out from among the elves. 

“Chris.” 

“Irene! The shaking branch is…” 

“Don’t worry. Elves aren’t foolish. Do you think we can’t recognize the will of the World Tree?” 

“…!” 

When I looked at the elves again, I noticed all their gazes were directed at the World Tree. 

Their anger wasn’t directed at me. 

It was aimed at the impure thing that dared to mimic their god. 

It wasn’t just the elves. 

The spirits of the elves in the forest also started coming here. 

I could feel their yearning. 

They knew. 

They knew that this thing had taken up residence inside the World Tree. 

Following the last conveyed will of the World Tree, they were waiting for me. 

The spirits clung to the branches of the World Tree. 

“…!” 

The dark energy visibly weakened. 

And my arm began to move. 

Clang- 

The bell rang. 

The thoughts that had dominated my mind until now vanished cleanly. 

It felt different than before. 

The presence of the deity was not in the form of an old man. 

My body was connected to something. 

Instinctively, I raised my arm and shook the bell.

Clang- 

“The branch is shaking!! It’s the World Tree!”

 Whenever I rang the bell, all the trees in the forest responded. 

The great tree, known as the body of the World Tree, trembled. 

Clang- 

It felt as if the tree and my body were one. 

It was a mystical feeling I had never experienced before. 

And I began to see the dark energy lodged in my body clearly. 

Clang- 

An immense energy gathered towards me. 

All the trees sent their spiritual energy to me. 

It was an overwhelming amount, almost too much to handle. 

Now was the chance. 

I severed the connection with the spiritual energy. 

The thoughts that had taken residence lost their destination. 

Gulp. 

Blood flowed from my mouth. 

Now, this thing was just a mass of impure energy. 

Having severed its connection with the divine object, it had also lost its purpose. 

And I could clearly feel it. 

It was a similar method to corrupted spirit turning into wraiths. 

As I had suspected before, it was the work of necromancers. 

“These bastards keep…” 

Originally, I intended to simply annihilate this dark thing. 

I still had a massive amount of spiritual energy gathered. 

But I changed my mind. 

If a crime was committed, there should be punishment. 

If they cast a curse to create this, it was time for them to take it back. 

The area around my eyes grew hot. 

Blood was likely flowing down. 

“I have to live with my eyes closed again.” 

I felt the shattered curses scatter into the air. 

They would return to where they came from. 

“Haa… haa…” 

All strength left my body. 

It is for something good, but lately, it feels like I only deal with curses. 

A shaman isn’t meant to handle curses like this. 

“Is it over now?” 

It was Master Parmion. 

“Yes… I didn’t faint this time.”

“You’re on the verge of fainting.” 

“What about Romanel?” 

“She just fainted.” 

“High elves are physically weak too.” 

Now that the dark thing is dealt with, shouldn’t I see it? 

I still have some spiritual energy left… 

I gently shook the bell. 

And I felt energy from Master Parmion. 

It was a sign of misfortune. 

“Now the reading is coming out… Master, be careful not to lose your belongings.” 


“Heh… You should worry about your own body.” 

It seems like Master parmion won’t die as I saw in my prophetic dream. 

And then, my vision started to darken again. 

“Damn…” 

“Didn’t I just say you were on the verge of fainting?”



 
  
    Chapter 31: The Best Species of Physiognomy – 1


My whole body hurts. 

The throbbing sensation in my temples feels like I’ll experience hell if I open my eyes. 

It was a recoil unlike anything before. 

I tried moving my arm slightly. 

Crack – 

“….?” 

What’s that sound? 

Something was touching my body. 

It was soft and moist. 

I moved my other arm again. 

Crack – 

A scent slowly seeped into my nostrils. 

It was a strong floral scent. 

I abandoned trying to feel something comforting and instead focused on the pounding headache, feeling like I’d been through a war. 

I couldn’t even muster a voice. 

A murmuring sound from beside me reached my ears. 

But it only made my head throb harder. 

I couldn’t make out what was being said. 

My body was beyond wrecked, feeling like I could believe I was a critically ill patient. 

There was an urgent need to toughen up this body. 

Though it seemed like the end, seeing what necromancers had done, I couldn’t afford to faint every time. 

I drifted back into sleep, under the wide-spanning branches of the World Tree. 

***

It was the most sacred place for the elves. 

There lay Chris, gracefully arranged on the bed of grass and flowers. 

“It’s already been three days.” 

Parmion, looking concernedly at Chris, unfolded his arms. 

His gaze was fixed on the busy elves moving around. 

“I don’t know much, but we need to put effort into the food.” 

Parmion had always observed Chris’s actions when he made offerings. 

When Chris prayed for the happiness of the living and the dead, he always put such effort into preparing the food. 

Parmion, wiping away the stiff calluses on his hands, paused. 

He remembered the altar Chris used to set up. 

Candles flanking the food. 

Chris sitting in front, earnestly praying to the gods. 

“It’s good to light the candles. Place one candle on each side of the food.” 

An elf, in response to Parmion’s words, reverently lit the candles. 

Not just that elf. 

Every elf present here was devout. 

They witnessed Chris, sacrificing himself for the sacred World Tree. 

“This should do, right?” 

“Not quite.” 

The response came not from Parmion, but from Cloze standing beside him. 

“I remember the red foods were on the right. I’m not sure why, but fruits should be cut only at the top.” 

“If it helps Chris, reasons don’t matter.” 

At Cloze’s words, the elves took out their daggers and began cutting the tops of the fruits. 

Following the instructions, red fruits were placed on the right, and white fruits on the left. 

Perhaps due to the large number of people. 

As the elves moved back and forth, the food quickly piled up. 

Parmion nodded satisfactorily. 

A table similar to what Chris used to make was laid out. 

“Roselle, do you remember what’s next?” 

“We need to pour the drinks on the table.” 

“Ah, that’s right.” 

A elf who had been quietly listening to their conversation in the distance disappeared and returned. 

In his hand was a glass bottle containing a transparent liquid that shimmered. 

“Ah, seeing this precious drink.” 

This was the highest quality silk liquor brewed by elves in their own way.

Called the “Whisper of the Trees,” this liquor was so rare that it would make connoisseurs drool.

When he saw the transparent colour, he knew it was undoubtedly the finest among them. 

An elf carrying the alcohol carefully lifted the bottle and asked. 

“Where should I place this alcohol?” 

Parmion’s hand, which had been stroking his stiff beard, paused again. 

Parmion’s mind was tracing back memories: placing alcohol at the communal cemetery and Chris’s actions at the shrine.

Parmion nodded his head twice. 

“Alcohol must be offered in a special way. Chris always used this method.” 

“Is there a special way?” 

“It is said that the more people offer, the better. Let me demonstrate first, and then you all can follow. Do you have a glass?” 

Parmion’s attitude in requesting a glass from the elf was also reverent. 

Chris always said. 

‘Everything depends on the heart and attitude.’ 

That’s how one’s desires find the right direction. 

“Hm.” 

Parmion cleared his throat and adjusted his posture neatly. 

Glug glug. 

The alcohol flowed smoothly into the glass. 

Parmion forehead wrinkled slightly. 

He couldn’t remember the direction. 

“Roselle, was it left? Or perhaps right?” 


“The direction doesn’t matter”

“Ah, I remember now.” 

Parmion closed his eyes tightly and focused his mind. 

May Chris’s body be cleansed and healed. 

May happiness be upon this young man who endures all sorrows to comfort the deceased.

May the curses of evil emotions not taint him.

The glass slowly rotated in a circle. 

Once. 

Twice. 

After the meticulous gesture, the glass was finally placed on the table. 

Parmion stood up and turned to Cloze. 

“Wasn’t there something called ‘prayer’?” 

“Chris always used to pray after pouring the alcohol.” 

Parmion momentarily lost himself in thought. 

It was a strange gesture, kneeling down with both knees and bowing the head. 

Perhaps it was a shameful act for a knight. 

But when Chris performed the prayer, such considerations seemed irrelevant. 

It was a posture of endless humility and holiness. 

Perhaps this devout gesture was one of the important elements of this ritual. 

“It would be good to do it.” 

“I think so too. Chris’s ritual has mysterious aspects, so the prayer must also be a meaningful gesture.” 

Parmion was confident. 

He was, after all, a Swordmaster. 

Even difficult swordsmanship was something he could learn with a glance. 

Such a gesture was not beyond his capabilities. 

Parmion opened his mouth to the elves. 

“This is called a prayer. It’s one of the procedures Chris always devoted himself to. I’ll demonstrate it this time, so please follow along.” 

Parmion’s demonstration was a perfect prayer itself. 

The gesture was graceful and overflowing with dignity. 

The knightly spirit embodied in his posture was enough to evoke admiration. 

After bowing once and standing up, Parmion paused for a moment. 

Chris’s prayers varied in frequency each time, but usually, they were done twice.

Originally, aren’t the basic movements of swordsmanship the most frequently used? 

And since bowing is considered basic and done twice, it’s probably the most common action. 

Parmion moved his body again and bowed. 

With the wish for Chris’s swift recovery, he said to others. 

“Just do this and step back, right?” 

Parmion and Cloze exchanged proud glances at each other. 

This progress was probably impressive enough even for Chris to acknowledge. 

Even if they weren’t shamans, wouldn’t there be some effect? 

An elf, having seen Parmion’s demonstration, said. 

“Are you praying to the World Tree?” 

“If we pray, we might reach the World Tree. That’s why we have set up an altar facing the direction of the World Tree. Since Chris is lying in the middle, wouldn’t the effect be even greater?” 

The elf nodded in agreement as if convinced. 

It was a fairly persuasive argument. 

If it’s the World Tree, it will definitely listen. 

It seemed like their prayers would go through Chris and reach the World Tree. 

“It seems that Lord Chris is performing a mysterious ritual.” 

Parmion replied solemnly. 

“In this ritual, the most important thing is the heart.” 

Many elves had gathered around. 

Even if they were small hearts, if they all gathered, the quantity would be tremendous. 

“But if everyone wants to pour alcohol, there won’t be enough.” 

It probably wasn’t just one or two glasses of alcohol needed. 

There wasn’t even enough space on the table to put them all. 

At that moment, an elf with a beautiful face stepped forward. 

“Since you said the heart is important, how about we offer the flowers we’ve grown?” 

“Oh…!” 

“That’s a good idea.” 

Positive responses erupted from all around. 

Since they were flowers nurtured with care, their sincerity would not be lacking anywhere. 

It was a common thought among all the elves. 

“Let’s do it right away. Since there isn’t enough space, everyone should bring a reasonable amount.” 

The procession of elves who had picked flowers began. 

The line in front of the well-prepared table stretched endlessly. 

As the flowers piled up and the space disappeared, the remaining flowers were placed around Chris. 

And when one by one the flowers were placed around Chris, a small movement occurred. 

Rustle— 

“…Hm?” 

“…Lord Chris?” 

Everyone fell silent with their mouths shut. 

It was definitely the sound of Chris moving. 

After a while, Chris’s arm on the opposite side twitched. 


Rustle— 

The elves’ eyes widened, emitting a clear light. 

“I-It’s working!” 

“Lord Chris’s consciousness is returning!” 

“Quickly, bring more flowers!”



 
  
    Chapter 32: The Best Species of Physiognomy – 2


A murmuring sound could be heard. 

\It was more of a buzzing than whispering. 

If you listened to the contents… 

“Chris did achieve something great.” 

“Yeah. He’s not someone who should be lying down like this…” 

It was a woman’s voice. 

The tone was very regretful, with a nuance that seemed familiar from somewhere. 

“This isn’t the time for this. I need another drink.” 

It was Master Cloze’s voice. 

He seemed a bit drunk, as his voice was full of emotion. 

“Stop sitting around and get up already…” 

The more I listened, the stranger the atmosphere became. 

I could feel Old Cloze’ss every move in detail. 

Right now, he was holding a drink. 

Pouring— 

That was the sound of a glass. 

What he did next was strange. 

“…?” 

Why was he spinning the glass? 

Old Cloze began to bow down. 

His movements were so sincere that they even felt reverent. 

“…?” 

Had this old man gone mad… 

He bowed down once more. 

Still lying down, I slyly opened my eyes. 

Flinch. 

“You…?” 

Slowly getting up, I looked around and the sight was ridiculous. 

The place where I had been lying was covered in flowers, and there was even an altar in front of me. 

There were elves gathered in groups, chatting. 

“This looks exactly like a funeral.” 

A moment of silence fell. 

Then an enormous cheer erupted. 

“Wow!” 

“The ritual was successful!!” 

“The one who bore the branch has risen!!” 

The ritual was successful? 

It wasn’t just the elves who were excited. 

Even the spirits gathered near the altar were thrilled. 

I didn’t know what they had done, but the spirits seemed to be in a very good state. 

They looked content and their faces were full of satisfaction. 

Master Parmion approached me with a pleased expression. 

“This time, you opened your eyes right away.” 

“…Indeed?” 

Surprisingly, my eyes didn’t hurt like last time. 

I thought I would have to keep them closed for a while. 

“I tried to follow what you usually do. Thankfully, it seemed to work.” 

“…What?” 

It was a fairly decent altar. 

The arrangement of the food was neat, and the placement of the candles was perfect. 

Judging by what Master Cloze had done, the procedure wasn’t bad either. 

Thanks to this, the elves’ spirits seemed very comfortable. 

But, could performing a ritual really remove the backlash of a curse? 

It was news to me. 

As I rubbed my eyes in confusion, an elf spirit slid over. 

Ssss— 

The spirit touched near my eyes, as if trying to convey something. 

“…What?” 

The spirit’s fingers pointed at the elves. 

“Wow… Does this really work?” 

It seemed they had sincerely prayed for something during the ritual. 

Probably for my recovery. 

“Did the elders do this?” 

The spirits nodded. 

So, to sum it up: 

The elves performed a ritual, and it was miraculously the correct form. 

The spirits, who ended up receiving the offerings, seemed to have heard the elves’ wishes. 

They must have resolved the backlash of the curse for me. 

“So, it’s like the ancestral spirits answered their prayers?” 

Is it really possible to accidentally worship the ancestors? 

The spirit pointed at the World Tree. 

“Wow…” 

Many spirits were sitting and resting on the tree. 

“What a strange occurrence.” 

Very rarely, though it’s become even rarer these days, there’s a saying: 

‘If you pray to the guardian tree, your wish will come true.’ 

Sometimes, a deity might help, moved by the sincerity. 

Could this be a reward for helping the World Tree? 

“Alright, alright, get your fortunes read!!” 


Murmur— 

“If you want to make money, come here! If you need love, this is the place!”

As soon as I spread out my mat, it was a huge hit. 



Having become an honorary figure to the elves, I was followed by them wherever I went. 

When I toured the city, elves gathered around me, and when I ate, extra dishes were always added to my meal. 

I had become a popular shaman. 

Thanks to this, the number of elves gathered around my mat was impressive.

“Hmm, so what are you curious about?” 

I asked.

A beautiful elf sat down in front of me. 

She had green eyes, a prominent nose, neat eyebrows, and red lips. 

Her face was aesthetically pleasing by all standards and indeed, she was very pretty.

“Hmmm…”

Elves’ concerns were quite different from those of humans. 

Basically, this race had exceptional physiognomies. 

They all had beautiful symmetry, with no part of their face being off, from their foreheads to their chins. 

They were harmony incarnate.

Physiognomy focuses on the idea that people live according to their appearance. 

And based on my observations, elves truly lived in harmony as they appeared. 

The problem was that their lives were too harmonious, which made things tricky.

“I want to become a leaf that protects the branches,” said the elf.

“Hmmm…”

I shook the bell, and a reading came out, but it was more vague than usual.

“It seems like you can achieve that without much trouble…”

“Really?” 

Her eyes sparkled.

Of course, it’s natural to be happy about being able to do what you want, but…

The issue is…

Could this even be considered an issue?

“Thank you!”

The beautiful elf stepped aside, and another beautiful elf took her place. 

Her physiognomy was harmonious, and her energy was also harmonious. 

And she was very pretty.

A slightly younger-looking elf asked with sparkling eyes. 

“I want to beautify the Elven Forest.”

I knew exactly what kind of reading would come out.

Ding –

I shook the bell and immediately got the feeling. 

This elf, too, would be able to achieve her wish without much trouble.

This is the problem. 

They live long lives, and their fortunes are harmonious, so everything is smooth. 

It’s not easy to find a remarkably outstanding individual, but…

Anyway, no matter who came for a reading, the results were similar.

“As a race close to nature, you’ll be able to achieve it without much trouble.”

“Thank you!!”

In this situation, there’s no point in giving readings. 

The essence of divination is to help people avoid misfortune and live a bit happier lives… 

But what’s the point of telling already happy people that they’ll be happy?

Moreover, elves lack greed and don’t ask for much. 

Humans desire more money, greater fame, beautiful women, and so on, but elves don’t have such desires.

“Damn… what am I doing here?”

They bear no grudges and have no greed. 

What they wish for is kind and devoid of malice. 

They just live kindly and are blessed for it. 

That’s the kind of race they are.

“This is ridiculous…”

At that moment, a man came and sat in front of me.

“Hmm, Chris…?”

I frowned. 

It was Hans who had sat down.

“Why are you sitting here?”

“Won’t you read my fortune?”

“I don’t read for people in the same line of work.”

Hans looked dejected and started to get up but then sat down again.

“You said before that fortune-telling and physiognomy are different… can’t you at least read my face?”

“You don’t need a physiognomy reading.”

“What?”

“You’re not someone who lives according to how you look, but someone who looks according to how you live…” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

Just as I said, the appearance of one’s face is called physiognomy. 

This physiognomy doesn’t change, but there are people whose other aspects change. 

This is a prominent feature of true clergymen like Hans, who strive to live righteous lives. 

“You’re someone who lives according to the state of your heart, not just your appearance.” 

“…My heart?” 

“Yes. Don’t worry about your looks, go and cultivate your heart.” 

“But didn’t you say last time that people live according to how they look…?” 

Indeed, I had mentioned something like that before. 

I gave a half-hearted answer back then because I was bothered. 

“Instead of your looks, the expression that comes from your heart is called your impression. What good is having good physiognomy if a clergyman doesn’t have a good impression? Are you going to serve the gods just based on your looks?” 

“Ah….” 

Hans, deep in thought, nodded and stood up. 

Yes, it’s rewarding when someone finds the right path after I read their fortune. 

Though in Hans’ case, I didn’t actually read his fortune. 

Hans approached with 5 cuppers in his hand, intending to put them in the donation box. 

“You don’t need to pay. I didn’t read your fortune…” 

“No…it’s not that… I must put this in.” 

“It’s not necessary.” 

After hesitating and agonizing for a moment, Hans eventually put the money in the box. 

“I don’t want to become like Master… I don’t want to receive that misfortune.” 

“Hah…” 

It seems there were rumours after all, considering Hans was trembling as he spoke. 

It looked like Klein suffered quite a bit. 

“I told you, it’s bad luck not to give the donation… Next!” 

The next person to sit down was a surprising figure. 

“Romanel…?” 

She was incredibly beautiful. 

Seeing Romanel’s face after Hans’ was like a cleansing for my mind. 

Romanel spoke with a warm smile. 

“Who is currently residing in the World Tree’s body?” 

***

Their empty eyes stared into the void. 

Bound hand and foot, their faces were devoid of any expression. 

Some of them, looking like they had lost their minds, were drooling. 

“Almost everyone related to the World Tree ended up like this.” 

A quiet silence ensued. 

Though many people were gathered, there wasn’t a single sound. 

A chilling voice flowed from the man standing among them. 

“Useless.” 

“…!” 

“However, doing this will make them useful.” 

A hand slicing through the air. 

Following that hand, an enormous amount of mana surged. 

Brrr- 

All the observing necromancers trembled. 

They knew better than anyone what was happening. 

After all, this magic was central to their identity. 

“Ugh…!” 

The bound individuals groaned in pain. 

Their bodies shrivelled, and their skin sloughed off. 

Their skin peeled away, falling to the floor, and the flesh beneath did the same. 

Thud – 

Thud – 


What remained standing there were no longer human. 

•They stood as skeletons, now referred to as undead, not as humans. 

“Use them as you see fit.” 

“…Yes, understood.” 

“It seems there’s a problem with the World Tree. I need to check it out.”
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“Hmm…” 

Tinkle— 

“Umm…” 

Nothing. 

No matter how much I looked, there was nothing there. 

The tree, referred to as the embodiment of the World Tree, was almost empty. 

Except for the souls of the elves sitting on the branches, it was vacant. 

“No one’s here…?” 

I glanced at Romanel discreetly. 

It would anger the elves who believed that the World Tree resided here if I were to say it was empty when they thought otherwise. 

But what can I say…? 

I really can’t feel any godly presence. 

‘It felt like there was someone here…’

I distinctly felt it when I was fighting with dark spirit last time. 

It was a different presence from the deity who usually resided within me. 

Given the way the branches shook, it could be inferred that this presence was the World Tree. 

“Maybe it has gone somewhere else…”

I glanced again at Romanel and the other elves for their reactions. 

Being in a position of worship, they couldn’t ignore the situation. 

But their reactions were consistent. 

“I see.” 

Everyone wore gentle smiles. 

There was no hint of anger. 

Only Romanel seemed a little troubled. 

Perhaps it was concern about whatever had been inside the tree. 

“If you’re worried that someone else might take its place… there’s a way.” 

“A way?” 

“A kind of protective magic that prevents negative energies from approaching… well, something like that…?” 

Cloze whispered, eagerly accepting my words. 

“Give it a try.” 

“No, it’s not exactly what you mean by magic…” 

“Whatever it is, it’s surely something that will shake up the magical community. We’ll have quite a show to watch in our later years.” 

How many times has that darn magical community been shaken up now? 

They shake at the drop of a hat. 

Romanel shook her head. 

“We can’t cause any more trouble for Lord Chris. The World Tree is traditionally revered by the elves. From now on, we have to take care of things ourselves.” 

“It’s not really trouble…” 

It’s not that difficult a task either. 

It’s just something that continues to bother me. 

The old men exchanged meaningful glances. 

Cloze approached Romanel with a beaming face. 

“Now that we’ve saved the World Tree, Chris will truly be the elves’ benefactor.” 

Romanel, even with her dignified demeanour, seemed taken aback. 

“Our Chris may have a frail body… but don’t the elves have ‘that’?” 

Even Parmion stepped forward. 

“I’m not saying this because you’re my companion… but apart from Chris, there’s no one else who can do this.” 

“Ramon’s right. Even the wizards can’t do something like this.” 

The old men’s lukewarm gazes turned toward me. 

I hope they don’t look at me like that. 

Except Romanel, of course. 

“Romanel…?” 

I was wrong about what she’d think. 

Romanel’s gaze was even more intense than them. 

“All right. Then I’ll formally entrust this task to Lord Chris.” 

“…Pardon?” 

“It’s settled then.” 

“Let’s get to it.” 

I didn’t even get a chance to respond before the oldmen took Romanel’s hand eagerly. 

“You seem likely to accept judging by your expression.” 

“We understand each other without words. Let’s proceed.” 

Their faces made it hard to outright refuse. 

It’s like they want to give their grandchild one more piece of candy. 

If it’s something I can’t receive anyway, it’ll work out on its own. 

They won’t be able to say anything then. 

“Then, let’s get started. But first, there’s a bit of preparation needed…” 

As I listed the necessities, I saw the elves who had been eavesdropping from afar start to move. 

Preparation was quickly completed. 

“The plant stems should be completely dry. The drier, the better.” 

“Do we just need to dry them?” 

“Yes. The drier, the better.”

The elf who asked me a question stared at the plant stem and summoned a spirit. 

“Kasa.” 

Flutter 

– Fire spirits are described in various forms by the residents of this place. 

Kasa, a lesser fire spirit, was said to have the form of a bird, but in reality, it was just a small childlike figure. 

About the size of the gnome. 

Flutter – 

Hiss – 

Shaking flames, Kasa alternated between looking at the elf and me. 


Plump. 

Glancing at the World Tree and then at me. 

Glancing at me and then at the World Tree. 

With a bewildered face, Kasa alternated between looking at both sides, then bowed to the World Tree as if understanding something. 

And then, he bowed to me again. 

Why does they keep greeting me every time? 

“Romanel, do you know why the spirits greet us?” 

Romanel already had a surprised expression as she looked at me and Kasa. 

Her reaction was no different from Kasa’s. 

Alternating between me and the World Tree, Romanel nodded as if understanding something. 

“I’ve heard stories of spirits greeting the High Elves long ago. Since we can’t see them now, I thought it was just a fairy tale…” 

Looking at Kasa drying the plants, Romanel continued. 

“It makes sense if it’s Chris. You seem closer to plants than I am…” 

Romanel’s affinity was shared with the physical form of the World Tree. 

If she feels that divine entity is closer to me… 

Interrupting my thoughts, the elf extended a withered plant stem towards me. 

“Is this enough?” 

“Yes, it’s perfect.” 

Elves carrying various coloured cloths could be seen in the distance. 

It seemed they were roughly prepared. 

It won’t be easy for the intruders to establish themselves here after the ceremony. 

A golden rope. 

Used to prohibit the entry and exit of cursed objects. 

It’s not bad to tie amulets infused with vitality at intervals. 

“Is this enough?” 

I confidently nodded at Romanel’s question. 

Even if it’s the first time here, it’s already proven to be effective. 

“Most pests will be blocked. Don’t worry, the trees themselves are sacred.” 

The World Tree was now wrapped with the golden rope around its trunk. 

Cloths of various colours were tied to the largest branches, swaying in the wind, and elves were still raising more cloths. 

“No, don’t raise them higher. The branches will break.” 

The branches of the World Tree must face the sky. 

If they face downwards, it will become an entirely different tree. 

“If they lower it, evil spirits will be attracted…” 

The more branches point downwards, the more suitable environment it becomes for evil spirits to settle. 

Although there are no problems with large branches facing the sky, it’s better to have good ones. 

The ceremony has already taken place once… 

“Let’s see… the golden rope is well tied, the position of the amulets is good…” 

It was a very convincing scene. 

“These ropes need to be replaced when they wear out. Let’s go through the ceremony for now.” 

A ceremony wishing prosperity and peace to the World Tree. 

It was perfect for the ceremony for the World Tree. 

I patted the golden rope and moved my feet. 

Thud. 

Thud. 

“Take good care of the elves…” 

Thud. 

“And the elf village as well…” 

Clang – 

“??” 

I turned my head and looked at my hand. 

Clang –

“I didn’t shake the bell. 

And the sound I hear now didn’t come from my hand. 

A sound ringing directly in my head. 

Tuk- 

I heard a sound of something breaking. 

Tock- 

The origin of that sound was a golden thread. 

Tock- 

The golden thread that broke fell on my instep. 

“The golden thread is broken…?” 

I don’t feel a sense of denial. 

Just one broken golden thread. 

Clang- 

Once again, I heard the sound of a bell in my head. 

“What is this…?” 

I felt something sinister looming. 

It was a great misfortune about to befall. 

Cantered around the elves. 

“The Sign of Death…?” 

Simply put, it was a sign of death. 

The surroundings of the elves were dyed black. 

“It seems like corpses are piled up.” 

The fact that the golden thread on the world tree broke can also be considered a warning. 

Sign of Death occurring so suddenly like this? 

Something was wrong, but it was much worse. 

Clang- 

The sound of a bell came from the center of the tree. 

“The world tree…” 

I cautiously placed my hand on the tree. 

“…!!!” 

A scream echoed in my head. 

I felt a pain as if my right ear was being torn apart. 

The World Tree was conveying something to me. 

No, this was clearly a judgment coming down. 

Elves with wounded minds passed by in my head. 

Their bodies were covered in blood, constantly expressing despair. 

It was a cry that couldn’t come from harmonious elves. 

“Haah…” 

A sigh escaped involuntarily out of pity. 

The World Tree was now very pitiful. 

Watching over those elves. 

“That’s why the tree is empty.” 

As soon as I removed my hand, the sound of the bell rang again. 

It was similar to the scenes I saw when I first met Irene. 

My mouth moved involuntarily, spitting out verses. 


“I let you loosen up and open your eyes, and now you finally see.” 

It was similar to the verses I spat out to Irene. 

And once again, my mouth opened. 

Spitting out verses that hadn’t changed since then. 

“Many will die.”
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Sssss….

With the sound of flesh burning, a horrifying scream echoed. Blood flowed along the goosebumps that had risen on the elf’s body.

“It’s still not enough.”

“Yes.”

The red-hot iron rod approached the elf again. 

This time, it was aimed at a different elf than the one who had just been pierced.

Another shriek of pain echoed. 

However, the scream came not from the elf being tortured but from a young elf watching the scene unfold. 

Her cries were filled with anguish.

“Whom should I pierce this time?” 

The iron rod moved towards another elf. 

“This girl? Or the one I just pierced?”

Despair etched itself onto the young elf’s face. 

She realized that the humans would not stop their cruel torture.

“Since you’re not answering, I’ll have to pierce them both.”

At a signal, the necromancer began stabbing the two elves alternately. 

The smell of burning flesh spread with the smoke. 

Despite the agony, the elves remained resolute, unyielding, their only concern being for the injured young elf.

“Do you feel fear now?”

Thud—

“What do you feel this time?”

Thud—

As the wounds on the elves’ bodies multiplied, the young elf’s screams grew louder. 

If she answered the questions now, would this ordeal end? 

Were her kin suffering because she refused to act as they demanded? 

She screamed, feeling as if all this was her fault.

“I will give you a chance.”

Her tear-filled eyes turned to the necromancer. 

She felt she could do anything to ease her people’s suffering.

“Choose one.”

There was no time to ponder the meaning of his words. 

The iron rod, with a sickening sound, pierced the throats of the two elves and withdrew.

“Use your pathetic elf magic to save them.”

Her kin were dying before her eyes. 

How was she supposed to choose one to save? 

From her mouth came a sound that could hardly be called language, a beast-like sobbing.

“A… Aaah… Ah…!”

Dragging her stiff legs, she crawled over to where the elves lay, writhing in pain.

“If you do not save one, both will die.”

Her gaze wavered, unable to focus. 

It felt as if her chest was being carved out. 

In the end, she had to make a choice. 

She had to save at least one. 

With great effort, she raised her trembling hand.

A bright light emanated from her hand and touched the wound. 

Slowly, the hole began to close. 

Thankfully, it hadn’t pierced directly through the throat. 

The elf started breathing a bit more steadily, their chest rising and falling.

“Once again, your choice has led to an elf’s death.”

“A… Aaah…”

Her head shook violently. 

It wasn’t her fault. 

Yet, her choice had caused one of her kin to lose their life. 

Fearful of losing her remaining comrade, she pulled them into her embrace. 

A voice whispered in her ear.

“Do you feel despair now?”

Her face went pale. 

She couldn’t understand what these people wanted. 

Why were they asking such questions? 

All she could do was desperately try to heal her comrade. 

And then, a sight she couldn’t bear to see unfolded before her eyes.

The iron rod pierced the throat of the elf she was holding.

“What do you feel when this one dies?”

This time, no scream came out. 

Instead, an emotion overtook her face.

“This time, it is truly despair.”

It was a chilling smile. 

The necromancer gestured and spoke.

“It’s still not enough. Bring more elves.”

“Yes.”

“We need time until it is complete. Gather monsters and beasts.”

The subordinate stiffened at the command and asked. 

“Wouldn’t that expose us?”

“It doesn’t matter anymore. The time is near…”

He finished in a monotone voice, raising his head to gaze at a distant point, the World Tree, the source of the elves.

“We could have eradicated all elves at once…”

His eyes narrowed. 

He still couldn’t understand how the curse magic had been lifted. 

It was a type of magic unlike human or elf magic, something only demons or necromancers could handle. 


Thus, there was only one possible suspect.

“But the High Elf’s power has undoubtedly weakened. They will not be able to stop it a second time.”

He would cast an even stronger curse.

If only there was enough time, it was certainly possible. 

All preparations had to be completed before the moment he had long awaited finally arrived. 

“This is perfect for the final touch.” 

His hand grasped the heated iron rod. 

It was time to elicit deeper despair. 

***

“They say monsters are invading, but why is everyone so relaxed?” 

I felt like I was the only one being frantic. 

Even from a distance, I could see swarms of monsters. 

But the elves were strolling around the battlements as if they were out for a walk. 

“Go that way. You could get seriously hurt if you stay here.” 

“Thank you, Chris.” 

“You, elf over there, shouldn’t be here either.” 

I felt a particularly thick aura of death. 

This elf could die if they fought here. 

“You’ll die if you stay here, so go a bit farther away.” 

“Thank you!” 

“Are you an archer? Hmm… Go to that tree over there instead of here.” 

The elf had good energy. 

If they stayed close to the tree’s energy, at least one more arrow would fly towards the monsters. 

I hastily grabbed the elf who was about to leave after thanking me. 

“Wait! Pay 5 coppers before you go. If you don’t want to die.” 

“…Excuse me?” 

“I don’t mean I’ll kill you… Just pay up and go.” 

The money box was already full with no more room to spare. 

I had emptied it several times already, but it was like this. 

It was no wonder, as I had chased after every elf I could see. 

“Where should I go? Fortune-telling must be very useful during a war.” 

The old man, Parmion, who had been following me around, asked curiously. 

I searched thoroughly but only found healthy auras. 

After enduring hardships, Parmion, who hadn’t shown any signs of good fortune in my readings, was now blessed with excellent luck. 

“Sir, you can manage on your own… Besides, are these monsters even dangerous?” 

“Heh, in battle, you never know who will die or when.” 

Although it’s unpredictable, one thing was certain. 

Our old men would be just fine. 

I turned my head to look at the forest far in the distance. 

Climbing up the battlements offered a clear view of the horizon. 

“Do monsters usually get along so well?” 

All kinds of monsters were gathered there. 

Though they looked like dots from this distance, the sizes of those dots varied greatly. 

Anyone could see it. 

Goblins, trolls, and ogres were all mixed together. 

“During the Continental War, that was actually a common sight.” 

“So that means…” 

“The Rossell Empire has made contact with them again. It seems they have reappeared.” 

From Parmion’s perspective, they were villains who deserved to be chewed up. 

But unexpectedly, his expression looked calm. 

Sensing my mood, he chuckled softly. 

“I knew a day like this would come.” 

“Hmm…” 

It was fine for him, but I was the problem. 

Though the life of a shaman was destined to be difficult, I never expected to face a war. 

When would I have time to console all the spirits that died here? 

“Don’t be too tense. You won’t lose comrades before your eyes again.” 

“Don’t say such things.” 

His words only reminded me of that nightmare. 

I still vividly remembered it. 

Seeing the old man dying, apologizing for not being able to protect me. 

“Sir.” 

“Hmm?” 

“Be careful not to get stabbed in the chest.” 

“Heh… Are you praying for my death?” 

“You were the one who prayed for that…” 

There was one more person who died other than him. 

The elf who appeared in my dreams.

“I haven’t seen Irene for a few days, where has she gone?” 

I hadn’t seen Irene since I woke up. 

Parmion pointed his finger towards a forest far from here. 

“She’s somewhere over there.” 

“…Over there?” 

It was clearly a dangerous location. 

The place where the monsters would clash first. 

“That’s originally her place. Leaves that protect the branches are like that.” 

“Leaving a perfectly good wall behind?”

“The forest is a fortress for the elves. They must know that too… I wonder what their true intentions are.” 

I won’t be decapitated, right? 

Well, it’s not easy to get decapitated in the elven forest where the World Tree stands. 

This place has such a peaceful atmosphere. 

For some reason, I didn’t feel any ominousness or discomfort. 

Though my divination showed bad luck, it wasn’t something imminent. 

“They’re coming just in time.” 

“?” 

I felt a vibration from the ground. 

Along with it, the atmosphere around us changed dramatically. 

A chilling vibe could be felt from the elves. 

“Archers, prepare yourselves.” 

Thuck— 

Arrows were nocked on the elves’ bows. 

There was still a considerable distance from the monsters. 

“Shooting arrows from this distance?” 

It was not yet a range where arrows could reach. 

“You were a hunter, so you must know how to handle a bow. But elven arrows are different from human ones.” 

As soon as the old man finished speaking, arrows were shot, covering the sky. 

Along with the thick scent of the wind. 

“What…?” 

The arrows were definitely shot, but there was no sound. 

Even though they should have made a sound cutting through the air, they felt like they didn’t exist, like the wind itself. 

“Sylphs…” 

They were spirits. 

Sylphs.

Sylphs were swirling around the elves’ bows. 

Arrows were continuously shot. 

Another monster came running, stepping over the ones that had fallen to the ground after being hit by the arrows. 

The monsters were now close enough to see with the naked eye. 

Master Parmion shrugged his shoulders and pointed at the monsters. 

“The wall you are standing on. This too, unlike humans, was not built by stacking stones.” 

“What?” 

“Look.” 

Rumble rumble rumble— 

The vibration now felt was incomparable to before. 

It felt like an earthquake. 

It was a sight I had never seen before. 

The ground where Irene was rising.

“You should have told me about this beforehand…” 


I should have known when they said they lived for a thousand years… 

I should have thought about the fact that they were a race that went through the Continental War… 

With this, it’s like I scammed the elves under the pretext of divination… 

“It feels like I extorted them…” 

I’ve never refunded a consultation fee before.
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Before I knew it, the surroundings were filled with spirits. 

The souls of elves silently glaring in all directions, eyeing the monsters. T

heir gazes were directed beyond the monsters, to somewhere else. 

“What are you looking at?'”

“I feel like there’s something behind there.”

“Hehe… I suppose so.” 

Even Parmion seemed to know something. 

Was he sensing the same as the elves? 

Although the battle was raging, there was no soul among them looking at the monsters. 

‘The real enemies aren’t just monsters.’ 

It was evident. 

The battle was not just one-sided; it was a massacre. 

Parmion shifted his gaze beyond them. 

“The real enemies are demons, both the beasts, and the undead…” 

“The undead don’t die even if you kill them. And as for the beasts…” 

Parmion was explaining how strong the demons were, but I wasn’t listening. 

It wasn’t that feeling. 

There was no soul empathizing with Parmion’s words. 

‘Is there anything else besides that? Something that might anger the elves?’ 

“Hmm…'”

Even in the midst of battle, the elves remained calm. 

There were no elves panicking at the sight of monsters, nor were there any showing anger towards them. 

Some elves were even chatting with their comrades while shooting arrows. 

However, the faces of the spirits were chillingly cold. 

Something felt off. 

“…Let’s speculate, perhaps there might be a necromancer. Is there anything bothering you?”

“Yes. The elder elves are very angry.” 

One soul looked at me. 

Still, their face remained cold. ‘

“Elder?” 

Souls’ gazes shifted to me one by one. 

Instead of anger, I felt expression of regret from them. 

It was the expression someone would make when deeply ashamed.

‘Speak up. I’m here to help the elders.’ 

The graveyard elders were just like this. 

There seemed to be something more they needed to do. 

“What are you staring at so regretfully?” 

A soul from the midst of the battle with monsters. 

Their faces were particularly colder. 

“If it’s something that angers the elders… is the necromancer doing something to the World Tree?”

A nod. 

It seemed there was more than just that. 

There was one more thing I felt anger from. 

The spirits seemed to be trying to speak, but their mouths were barely moving, as if it was hard to see. 

Their mouths seemed blurry for a moment. 

It’s not common for souls to suddenly blur. 

“…Can you say it again?” 

This time, even their faces seemed blurry. A

ll the souls were in a similar state. 

It wasn’t an issue with my vision. 

I’ve seen this before. 

Just before purification and when there’s a problem with the trapped souls. 

“World Tree…!”

I quickly turned my head, not in the direction of the World Tree, but towards the elves. 

Despite the one-sided battle, the misfortune looming over the elves didn’t dissipate. 

Given the nature of the battle, such dense misfortune shouldn’t have existed. 

Why hadn’t I realized this sooner? 

Regardless of the distance from the monsters, ominous signs surrounded all the elves.

“Sir! We need to get to the World Tree immediately!”

Oldman Parmion blocked my way as I tried to dash out.

“Wait a moment.”

“We don’t have time for this…”

“How long do you think it’ll take to get there by running?”

My body suddenly floated in the air.

“Fortunately, we arrived just in time.”

“Master Cloze!”

“Let’s head to the World Tree.”

The wind struck my whole body. 

At this speed, we would reach the World Tree in no time.

Whiish-

The trees vanished behind us, and the surrounding scenery sped past.

“…!”

Until now, I thought the discomfort was due to the wind resistance. 

But that wasn’t it. 

My body was heating up as if something hot was touching it. I also felt a stabbing pain. 

The closer we got to the World Tree, the stranger it appeared. 

A smoky smell reached my nose, as if something was burning. 

Someone lay collapsed beneath it.

“Romanel…!”


Both Romanel and the World Tree were in a dire state. 

The talismans attached to the golden string were blackened, and Romanel was making guttural sounds as if in a daze.

“Ugh…”

Now that we were closer, I could tell for sure. 

This smell was from the ghosts that had burned to death. 

Judging by the intensity, it wasn’t just one or two.

“I will heal him.”

Cloze pulled out a potion and poured it into Romanel’s mouth. 

But there was no way it would work. 

He wasn’t physically injured.

“They’re not even trying to hide it anymore.”

Curses were running rampant. 

Fortunately, it seemed like it hadn’t been long since they started, as they hadn’t fully taken shape yet, but from now on, it was only a matter of time. 

We needed to identify the source of the curses. 

If I acted now, I might be able to locate it.

As soon as I touched the bell, a sound echoed in my head. 

The sound of a beast. 

At first glance, it sounded like a human voice. 

Despair, fear, pain. 

The emotions were so vivid it made my heart ache.

Jingle –

It wasn’t the illusion like which the deceiving dark spirit had shown last time. 

It was a bitter resentment within the formless curse. 

These were the reasons the resentment had formed.

Jingle –

“Tsk, tsk…”

It wasn’t divination. 

It seemed as though the curses were blaming the World Tree. 

The words that spilled from my mouth clearly blamed the World Tree.

“This wouldn’t have happened if you had done it right…”

The thicker the spirit possession, the stronger the burning smell became. 

I felt the heat even on my own body as if the smell was emanating from me. 

My whole body ached, and my throat felt dry and scratchy.

“How much did they scream for my throat to hurt like this…”

It felt like I’d been shouting for days. 

The owner of this pain must have lost their voice by now. 

Their mind would not be intact either. 

Suddenly, a wave of irritation washed over me. 

It wasn’t my own emotion. 

This situation seemed to have erupted because of this. 

It appeared to be a problem between Romanel and the World Tree.

Jingle –

We needed to resolve this while the golden string and talismans were still holding. 

I touched the World Tree and shook the bell.

Jingle –

Another scream brushed past my ears. 

The scenes flashing in my mind were horrific.

Elves charred black from the fire. 

Elves dying, bleeding with their limbs severed. 

Countless already dead elves. 

Jingle— 

But the ones emitting resentment were not these elves. 

The moment the image of an elf, screaming in despair with lost focus, appeared. 

My chest throbbed. 

“…” 

It was a despair so intense it made me dizzy. 

What on earth could have been done to make someone’s emotions this broken? 

Regrettably, right now, we needed a location more than emotions. 

A place wavered as if seen through a heat haze. 

A place where the World Tree could be faintly seen. 

Monsters darkening the sky were also visible. 

It was the direction the spirits had been looking at earlier. 

“It seems they were angry because of this elf.” 

The Necromancers were cursing the World Tree through the elf. 

Master Cloze laid Romanel on the ground. 

“Is it another curse? Are you going to send it back again this time?” 

I shook my head. 

“This time, it’s impossible.” 

The medium casting the curse was still the elf. 

If it was a completed curse like last time, it would be different, but if we reflected the curse back now, the elf would bear the full brunt alone. 

There is a preparation for the recoil when casting a spell called “warding.” 

Unfortunately, the elf’s current state made it a perfect medium and warding in itself. 

It was acting as the conduit for sending the curse to the World Tree. 

Naturally, the end point of this conduit was the elf. 

“The necromancer will take the curse once the elf is dead…” 

It was an unbearably cruel method. 

“There is an elf producing the grudge needed for the curse.” 

“…I see. So we have to save that elf.” 

As expected of an elder who had lived through wars, his understanding was quick. 

“We must save the elf before the curse is completed.” 

It wasn’t just about saving one elf. 

All sorts of misfortunes were gathering around, drawn by the growing curse. 

The situation could be worse for the fighting elves when we got there. 

The World Tree is their source, so it wouldn’t be strange if they collapsed like Romanel in the worst-case scenario. 

“This is why they targeted the World Tree.” 

“Have you found the location?” 

“They’ve hidden it with something. I saw a rough image, but… the direction is definitely that way.” 

“It’s where you were looking earlier.” 

I felt Master Cloze moving mana as he prepared to fly again. 

“Flying there is difficult.” 

“Is there a problem?” 

“The sky is full of monsters.” 

Master Cloze’s answer was simple. 

“Then there will be necromancers there too. Let’s depart immediately.” 

What absurd thing was this old man saying now? 

He seemed to have a plan, but there were just too many of them. 

Even a knight wielding a sword can’t logically fight in the air. 

If it was Master Parmion, he might manage somehow, but his power would be weaker in the air than on the ground. 

Which means Master Cloze would have to face the monsters alone…. 

What if we at least had help from the elves? 


“Do you know the absolute rule of aerial combat?” 

Master Cloze smiled as he lifted our bodies into the air. 

“Having wings puts you at a disadvantage.” 

“…Pardon?” 

“Point the direction like last time, and we’ll fly there.”
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The migration of migratory birds wouldn’t be this large in scale.

There were even monsters the size of houses.

They were soaring and covering the entire sky.

“Just as you said, the power of the elves is indeed weakening.”

The range of the arrows had become noticeably shorter even to the naked eye.

The overall formation of the monsters was also advancing significantly towards the elves.

Master Parmion spoke with a troubled expression.

“This is no ordinary problem. If we eliminate the necromancer, will the curse be lifted?”

That depends on the situation.
If we arrive in time, it’s possible, but if we’re late, we might have to lift the curse separately.

I wanted to convey this, but I couldn’t speak.

Because I was swallowing the wind.

“Gasp…!!”

Without time to spread my energy, I was dragged into the sky.

Have you ever felt like your throat was being pierced through?

I was forcibly inhaling the wind.

“Why aren’t you speaking… Ah, I see. Your body is weak….”

Despite my condition, we were flying through the sky.

I could see some flying monsters approaching the wall set up by the elves.

It seemed like we might break through smoothly since no monsters were paying attention to us yet.

At that moment, Master Parmion let out a thunderous roar.

A roar filled with mana.

“Irene! A monster is about to crash!”

Buzz—

One of my ears went numb, and I heard ringing.

It was such a loud noise that it couldn’t be considered a human voice.

Thanks to that, the monsters in the sky all turned their attention towards us.

“Chris, there are more of them than I thought… We need to change our strategy.”

With a gesture from the Master, our bodies shot straight up.

High into the sky, very high…

Until the flying monsters became tiny.

“Just to explain beforehand, no matter how skilled I am, it’s impossible to cast large-scale magic while using fly magic.”

“…?”

“Haha.”

So how do we deal with those monsters?

At that moment, Mater Parmion grabbed my arms and stretched them out to the sides.

It was like he was hugging me from behind.

“If you don’t want to die, stay stretched out. I used to do this often when I was young, and it makes you fall a bit slower.”

“…?”

With those words, we started plummeting towards the ground.

The magic had been dispelled.

Crazy old man.

I heard Master Parmion’s voice in my ear.

“It’s your first time falling from the sky, isn’t it?”

It was a very cheerful voice.

The speed of our fall was increasing.

It seemed faster than when we were flying up.

My cheeks were pushed to the sides, and it was hard to breathe.

Whoosh—

As we got closer to the ground, I could sense the elves mincing the already dead monsters.

Master Cloze with his eyes closed, was mumbling something.

The moment his gesture stopped.

Flash—

A huge lightning bolt zigzagged through the monsters.

“Fly!”

Had he been even a bit slower, we would have crashed into the ground and turned to mush.

Just in time, our bodies soared back into the sky.

Now was the chance.

I shook my bell and enveloped my body with energy.

“Phew…”

“Why didn’t you do that earlier?”

“Give me some time to do it while flying. And if you’re going to drop me, at least warn me….”

“We’re falling again.”

Once more, we plummeted towards the ground.

No matter how hard a shaman’s life is, skydiving without a parachute is just too much.


lash!
Lightning illuminated the sky once more, and we floated up again.

The monsters were falling to the ground in droves.

Some were charred black, while others were convulsing.

“Did you see that? If you can’t move your wings, you can’t fly.”

It wasn’t about immobilizing their wings; he was killing the monsters outright.

Of course, if they’re dead, they fall.

Master Cloze , sensing my bewildered gaze, made an awkward excuse.

“When I was younger, I was only strong enough to paralyze them. Back then, this was the best method.”

Now, I really don’t know anymore.

These elders were beyond comprehension by human standards.

“Why do they chop up the dead monsters like that?”

I asked, pointing at the elves who had fallen far behind.

“To prevent them from being resurrected as undead. It’s tedious, but it’s much easier that way.”

It was a more systematic battle than I had thought.

The elves, as if proving their long lives, already knew very well how to deal with the monsters.


But, you know.

If the flying monsters ignored the elves and passed by, wouldn’t they break through directly to the World Tree?

Thinking this, I looked back, but it was indeed a pointless thought.

Spirits in the form of birds as large as the monsters were tearing them apart.

“No matter how many monsters there are, they can’t be a match for the elves. That is, as long as the elves don’t get any weaker.”

“It seems this direction is correct.”

The number of monsters was steadily increasing.

Until just a moment ago, the monsters were flying towards the elves, but now they were forming groups and chasing us.

To be precise, we were surrounded by monsters on all sides.

They were monsters I had never seen before.

Monsters that looked like they could easily devour humans.

There were harpies that looked like humans, and even gigantic monsters that seemed to be wyverns.

What was even more surprising was that despite being surrounded like this, I didn’t feel any sense of dread.

All the ominous feelings I had were directed far away.

“We need to paralyze them with lightning again.”

“…Again?”

“Is there a problem?”

It wasn’t the fear of something falling from the sky.

It’s just that I had a bad experience with lightning.

“Hmm…”

One of the monsters attacking us from above grazed past my head.

“Don’t be alarmed. It happens often when flying in the sky.”

“…Being eaten by a monster?”

“That hasn’t happened yet.”

The monsters, unlike us, couldn’t make sharp turns.

Master Cloze skilfully maneuverer between the monsters, taking advantage of this fact.

But even that had its limits against such a large number.

Soon, more monsters flew towards us.

“Ramon!”

Master Parmion grasped his hammer.

He swung it, the clear aura around it shining.

Bang –

Thud –

A harpy exploded on the spot, scattering blood and flesh.

Bang –

Every monster charging at us fell to the ground in the same way.

Even the wyverns were no exception.

In fact, the larger they were, the louder the sound of them bursting.

“The hammer indeed has a satisfying feel.”

Killing just one wyvern would boost a mercenary group’s reputation.

That’s how powerful these monsters were.

And such creatures were now being killed in droves.

“It’s around here.”

It looked similar to the scenery I saw from the World Tree.

The elf forest visible in the distance had the same layout as back then.

The necromancers would be on the mountain peak visible now.

“If we go down, all the monsters nearby will swarm us.”

Flying monsters were already approaching in large numbers.

If we landed on the ground, it was inevitable that we would become their target.

Master Cloze spoke, looking slightly troubled.

“There is quite a high-level barrier here. It might take some time to dispel it. Will you be okay with that?”

I can sense the barrier covering the mountain peak as well.

A mysterious flow surrounded that place.

Unlike what Master Cloze created, it felt considerably filthy.

Rather than twisting it like the master did, it seemed to be oppressing nature.

“Please just block the monsters.”

“It looks like there’s a way.”

Clang-

My senses quietly settled.

Clang-

Following the sound of the bell, my mind floated up.

The auras I felt around me and the mana enveloping me were clear.

Even amidst the clarity, my mind was inexplicably hazy.

It’s still a feeling I can’t put into words.

I was myself, yet I wasn’t.

“Master, that’s the entrance.”

I felt the gaze of Master Cloze, looking curiously at my suddenly changed tone.

“Got it.”

The place where the ground and trees cowered in fear.

This was the start of the barrier.

The elders’ bodies made a sound as they touched the ground.

A sound only they made.

Thud-

Thud-

“Ho….”

“That’s how it was when I first met Chris. Even I couldn’t sense his presence.”

Clang-

The monsters flying in the sky were descending towards us.

They seemed fierce enough to tear us apart at any moment.

“You’re working those nasty kids hard again, huh.”

I met eyes with the descending wyvern.

It had the fiercest presence.

It was probably the leader of the wyvern pack.

Two vertically slit eyes.

The two eyes filled with ferocity wavered and turned away from me.

The wyvern, which had seemed so enormous, felt infinitely small and young.

Clang-

“Retreat.”

Flinch.
The wyvern’s wings trembled.

Could it have had some spirituality?

It let out a dejected cry and started to ascend back to the sky.

“Huh…”

“A wizard’s life is meaningless.”

Suddenly, my head became noisy.

It felt like a conversation I couldn’t understand was happening.

And then, suddenly, I saw the elders.

I also saw myself.

It was clear who the owner of the gaze was.

The trees.

Sss –

The trees were shaking their branches, welcoming me.

At the same time, they were cowering in fear of something.

The surrounding nature was all in the same state.

“I’m sorry.”

Why do I feel so sorry for something that isn’t my fault?

When I expressed my feelings, such words came out.

Right now, it felt like they would listen to me.

“Could you open the way?”


Crack-

As the space split open, a pitch-black dead land appeared,
emitting a terrible stench.

As soon as I stepped in, Master Cloze’s muttering brushed past my ear.

“…Feels like seeing an elf.”

It was an infinitely welcoming statement.
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“There’s no time.”

“How much is left?”

“The children are already weakened, and soon…”

“Did you say children?”

Master Cloze’s gaze swept over my face.

I felt a sense of familiarity with the elves that came to mind.

They felt small and precious.

When Romanel came to mind, the strongest feeling was sorrow.

From Irene’s face, I felt gratitude towards me.

“Many children have already died.”

The summit of the mountain.

Although it wasn’t something I saw or experienced, I could know it thoroughly.

I could tell what kind of horrors had occurred there.

It was an incredibly cruel method designed to break an elf.

Swish –

The sound was too alien to be called footsteps.

The sound of grass brushing against grass.

Swish –

Amidst it, the sound of the old men’s footsteps blended in.

“It seems like a path someone has cleared.”

It’s half true.

A path made by trees, grass, and the ground.

A path to reach that place as quickly as possible.

Nod.

“Is it like the path through the forest you walked last time?”

Nod.

“Hoo…”

Nod.

“This time, I didn’t ask a question… I see.”

Master Cloze looked around as if he understood something.

My nod wasn’t directed at him.

The spirits of the elves filled the surroundings.

As I passed, the spirits bowed their heads.

This was my answer to their call.

Nod.

Though their forms were fading, they did not stop greeting me.

As I walked along the path, I had to stop.

A spirit covered in burns.

There was a gruesome hole in its neck.

I expressed the emotion that welled up within me.

“You’ve been through a lot.”

The emotions were palpable.

Anger and sorrow.

Compassion and hatred.

The spirit maintained a remarkable balance between these emotions.

It did not disrupt the harmony.

“You’re admirable.”

A smile came naturally.

“Hmm…”

Since greeting the spirits, something had been bothering me.

The flow of mana surrounding the old men and me.

I understood the purpose of the magic, but it felt extremely unnecessary.

Judging by the flow, it seemed I could dispel it.

The thought came to me very naturally.

Clang-

“Huh…”

“We don’t need it.”

With a single shake of the bell, the flow of mana returned to its place.

This flow felt much more natural than the twisted one.

“You know, beyond here lie necromancers. Now that the magic is dispelled, they will sense us.”

“It doesn’t matter. This is more natural.”

It was a careless remark, but Master Cloze’s expression turned strange.

He looked as if he was pondering something.

“…’Natural’, huh. You speak like an elf again.”

Nod.

We were getting closer to an increasingly unpleasant aura.

Before the possession, it would have felt filthy; now it felt disturbing.

“Shouldn’t we hurry?”

“That won’t do.”

“I see.”

The old men did not question my words further.

They wore expressions suggesting this was a common occurrence, assuming there must be a reason.

“A bit slower.”

“Understood.”

Something kept echoing in my mind.

A tickling sensation brushed past my entire body.

It seemed the deity connected to me, the World Tree, was teaching me something.

Nod.

The more I faced the wounded spirits of the elves, the clearer the scene became.


The curse ritual they had undergone flowed into me.

“So, that’s how they did it.”

Knowing its nature, I almost scoffed.
The method and principle were incredibly crude.

It was so primitive that it was almost primal.

It was an imitation without a proper system.

“Huh…”

By comforting the spirits, one naturally learns how to release their grudges.

The curse exploited this process, but this method seemed to be devised by someone who didn’t understand what a grudge truly was.

That’s why the unresolved grudges were being conveyed to me.

Nod.

Another soul passed by, conveying a scene. 

In response, the spirits stirred with anticipation. 

Master Parmion spoke, his gaze fixed on a point. 

“Looks like the necromancers are coming.” 

“Phantom Steeds, huh? Just a bunch of amateurs, don’t worry about them.” 

Three necromancers descended from the sky, riding the souls of horses.

“They’re not elves, but humans.” 

“Two old men and a young one…” 

As soon as they appeared, a sensation of flowing energy began. 

It wasn’t me moving; it was a lesson to teach. 

Blocking two Masters attempting to step forward, I walked out. 

“They’re dangerous beings to you.” 

While Master Parmion showed concern, Master Cloze quietly observed me. 

“Wait, Ramon. Perhaps…” 

“Hmm?” 

How are they riding souls? 

The souls of the horses were clearly visible… 

“Now they’re using animal souls…” 

It felt like being in a trance like Wraith. 

The agonizing cries of horses forced to whinny echoed in my ears. 

Clang-

Clang- 

The bell rang, and my mind cleared. 

It was practice time. 

“You three scoundrels.” 

“Huh?” 

“What?” 

“Bring that thing nicely.” 

Sa-bak – 

Sa-bak – S

lowly, my body approached them. 

They waved their hands with indifferent faces. 

“Curse Pier.” 

“Perish in terror.” 

They believed I would fall without any doubt; their faces showed no concern. 

Sa-bak – 

A dense mana enveloped me, inducing a sense of fear. 

It seemed more like an illusion of fear rather than real terror. 

It was a far inferior method compared to what demons used. 

I couldn’t stop my steps. 

Sa-bak – 

“How… Pulse! Darkness!” 

Several spells flew towards me, but none had any effect. 

Guiding the restless energy in the same direction nullified their magic easily. 

“…Eek! Dark Arrow!” 

A dark arrow materialized in the air. 

Wheesh – 

Thud. 

The Dark Arrow hit me with a dull thud. 

“Even the headless guy d would do better than this.” 

When a deity descend, even a guillotine can’t harm me. 

Let alone these wretched spirits, they couldn’t affect me. 

Pure mana might have, but this was a gathering of fake spirits creating illusions. 

“What have you done?” 

It felt entirely different from curses I knew. 

It was different from the curses I’ve deflected so far. 

It felt like using mana to create phenomena, not curses. 

And even that mana was gathered from murky spirits. 

It resembled a curse but wasn’t one. 

“Curse Pier! Curse Pier!” 

The kid relentlessly cast curse spells on me, disbelieving. 

“Ha… all your horses. I have to comfort them all to come down, right?”

The filthy energies swirling around made me extremely irritable. 

Clang-

Clang- 

The bell rang as the energies harmonized and dissipated.

“Can’t you hear me? I said come down!”

The necromancers’ eyes widened in shock.

“How… without using a Dispel spell?”

“Summon all the undead.”

The necromancers simultaneously opened their pouches and poured something onto the ground.

Swish— 

Clatter—

“Seriously?”

They were human bones. 

Judging by the lack of lingering attachments, they seemed to be the bones of people who had passed away a long time ago.

“Do you guys dig up graves? It must be hard to live that way…”

I can confidently say that I’ve never seen anyone live well after desecrating others’ graves. 

Though, it’s likely impossible for these guys to live like normal humans anyway.

“Summon Skeletons!”

Clickety-

clack—

Skeletons started rising, interlocking with each other. 

There were dozens of them. 

The air was thick with the stench of death.

“Is this how it works? The souls are being utterly destroyed.”

The necromancers’ souls were linked to the skeletons. 

It looked like they were subservient to the skeletons. 

Even though the connection was faint, linking with such things would contaminate their souls.

Click-

clack—

The skeletons started walking towards me. 

Any ordinary person witnessing this scene would probably have fainted.

The sight of skeletons walking is not a pleasant one.

“These spirits need to be pacified, so lay them down quietly.”

Clang—

A spiritual energy spread quietly around me.

“Is this how it’s supposed to be done?”

This didn’t seem like the right way. 

The tickling sensation grew stronger.

Clang—

Is this the method they were trying to teach me? 

It was harmony itself. 

The place where the spiritual energy passed regained balance, and the skeletons’ movements came to a halt.

Frozen.

“Although only your bodies remain… I will soon appease you, so please wait a moment.”

A significant amount of spiritual energy drained out. 

If I hadn’t accumulated it over time, I might have collapsed from exhaustion again.

“Damn it!!”

The mana around the skeletons intensified and they started to move again.

Crack— 

Creak—

“Hmm…”

Clang—

What kind of harmony is this? 

My mind was filled with the sound of bells. 

Memories of when I used to strike our household head came to mind.

“Ah… I see. That’s why I can strike spirits with this bell.”

It seems the deity gave me this bell for this very purpose. 

I moved the bell and struck the skeleton’s head.

Smack— 

Clang—

“Gah…!”

The one who took the hit was the necromancer. 

Strangely, there wasn’t even a trace of damage on the skeleton. 

It must be because I struck the soul, not the body.

Smack— 

Clang—

“You’re the owner of this soul…?”

Smack—

Three strikes. 

That was enough. 

The necromancers collapsed to the ground, writhing.

“Sigh…”

“Heh heh…”

I heard the hollow laughter of the old men.

“A natural enemy.”


Thud—

The skeletons, having lost their masters, crumbled to the ground.

“Let’s go quickly. I’ve learned everything I needed to.”

“There will be more undead ahead. Judging by what I just saw, it shouldn’t be a problem, but…”

“I’ll pacify them all.”
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Smack— 

Clang— 

With each blow, the skeletons crumbled in heaps. 

Twenty with a single strike. 

The necromancer who controlled the skeletons must have lost consciousness, losing his grip over them. 

This alone was a remarkable feat. 

It’s rare for an ordinary person to hold their own against the undead like this. 

By an ordinary person’s standards, that is. 

Boom! 

Boom! 

Skeletons exploded from the spot where I had just been standing.

Magically enhanced bones shattered into pieces. 

It was the hammering of Master Parmion. 

“Still, it’s fortunate.” 

“What’s that?” 

“I thought you might say we shouldn’t destroy the bodies of the dead.” 

“Sigh…” 

Indeed, smashing skeletons felt a bit unsettling. 

Despite being monsters named undead, they were still human remains at their core. 

“If you had said that, it would have been more difficult to deal with them.”

Smack— 

The bell struck the skeleton’s head, and it collapsed into a pile of bones.

“This is probably better. It’s better to destroy their undead bodies…”

Smack— 

Crunch— 

Thud— 

“You fight better than I thought.” 

In truth, I had never learned swordsmanship, but it didn’t matter. 

I wasn’t fighting the moving skeletons. 

Clang— 

As the spiritual energy spread, the skeletons froze. 

This was how I fought. 

Stop the skeletons first. 

Smack— 

Then, console them. 

With this, the consoled skeletons sank to the ground. 

Whoosh— 

Boom— 

“Ow, hot!” 

It was a fireball cast by Master Cloze. 

Master Cloze, with his calm face, spoke. 

“Is that really consolation? It just looks like you’re hitting dead people.”

“Hitting them also hits the necromancer, doesn’t it? Taking out the culprit… it’s fine, right?” 

Would any spirit refuse having their undead body destroyed while hitting the damned guy who turned them undead instead? 

How did they gather so many remains without lingering attachments? 

It was fascinating. Tinkle— 

“Ugh…” 

A sharp pain spread as the spiritual energy drained away. 

If a skeleton was hard to stop or didn’t stop, it was assumed to be an undead of a high-ranking necromancer. 

Such ones didn’t need to be captured. 

“Could any of you old men help me!” 

Boom! 

Shrapnel grazed my face as it flew past. 

“I’ll fetch it.” 

Old man Parmion leaped into the sky and shot off somewhere. 

He was probably heading to where the necromancer was hiding. 

The path up the cursed mountain was longer than expected. 

Magic flight would have been faster, but that was not an option either.

Rumour had it there was a rather strong one up there. 

Flying would expose us to attacks. 

Smack— 

Crunch— 

“When are we ever going to get through all this…” 

A dark mana suddenly flew toward me. 

This wasn’t a curse spell. 

It was a very annoying spell. 

A transparent barrier formed around me, and all the bones exploded.

Boom! 

“Whoa…” “Can’t you stop that somehow?” 

“How can I stop an explosion?” 

“You seem strong yet weak at the same time.” 

Mana surged from Master Cloze. 

It was strong enough to make my hair flutter wildly. 

And the moment it took shape, A tremendous roar echoed, incomparable to the previous bone explosion. 

Boom— 

Had I not been in a trance, my eardrums might have burst. 

A massive crater had formed where the explosion occurred. 

Somewhere in that crater lay the disintegrated necromancer. 

“Still resorting to underhanded tactics, those scoundrels.” 


The necromancers remained hidden. 

It was evident how insignificant the ones I knocked out earlier had been.

They had combat methods as sinister as their magic. 

They would hide somewhere, sending undead and casting curses. 

Or they would use foul magic to inflict damage. 

Most of the battles we had faced so far had been like this. 

Cloze, who had just sent another fireball flying, clicked his tongue in disapproval.

“Can’t we just bring down the whole peak?”

“There are still living elves up there, you know?”

“Ugh…”

“If you bring down the peak, can’t we just fly away?”

“If we do that, there’s a high chance one of us three will die. And that would probably be you.”

Suddenly, a menacing malice emanated from the direction of the mountain peak. 

The emotions coming from the young elf had already surpassed mere hatred. 

Although it couldn’t be seen with the naked eye, the mountain peak was darker when seen through spiritual sight than it had been earlier. 

At this rate, even if we saved that elf, their mind wouldn’t be intact.

“Sir, let’s just fly away.”

“I’m not joking. Against such a powerful foe, I can’t protect you from the sky.”

“I have a long life ahead. There’s much I still need to do.”

Clang-

There’s a saying that goes, ‘Man proposes, God disposes.’ 

In the weary life of a shaman, this is one comforting fact. 

Sometimes, the heavens do take my side. 

My career as a shaman has only just begun; there’s no way my life will be cut short already.

“…Will this really be okay…?”

To be honest, it’s like throwing oneself at the mercy of the gods, hoping for a miracle.

“Even if I get scolded, I need to save a life.”

Clang-

Just in case, I shook my bell, and I didn’t sense any anger from the spirits.

At least it meant I wasn’t fated to die soon. 

Instead, a clear picture formed in my mind. 

I finally understood why I had received such a divination back then…

“Sir, I won’t die, so let’s just go.”

“…I’ll trust you have a plan.”

Cloze and I floated towards the mountain peak.

“What about Master Parmion?”

“He’ll make his way here. He’ll probably arrive around the same time.”

Ssss –

Mana wrapped around my body, and we began to speed up. 

At this rate, we’d reach the peak in no time, provided there were no interruptions.

“So, what’s the plan?”

“Um…”

“Don’t say there isn’t one. A major spell is already coming our way.”

As Cloze said, a huge force was flying towards us from the peak. 

It was an energy condensed with death. 

A black mass of magic was headed our way.

“Death Blade… at least a 6th-circle spell…”

Our bodies spun uncontrollably as we fell to the ground. 

We narrowly dodged the spell once, but it wasn’t over. 

The spell, having grazed past us, changed direction and flew at us again.

“Buy me some time!”

“…You think that’s easy?!”

We barely dodged the spell again. 

As if the spell wasn’t enough, there was another problem. 

Dead wyverns had turned into undead and appeared in the sky. 

There weren’t ten of them, but even this number was a significant problem right now.

“…Can’t we do something about those?”

“No…”

“Hold on, we’re going to go high up into the sky.”

“No! We need to keep going this way!”

After a moment of hesitation, Old Man Cloze immediately changed direction.

Towards the mountain peak.

In front of us, a wyvern; behind us, magic was surrounding us.

I could feel the old man preparing his own countermeasures, moving his mana.

But it wouldn’t be necessary.

Because…

“Chris!!”

With a voice calling me from afar, a spell exploded.

Boom-

“Huh…”

“I told you it would be fine, didn’t I?”

“Did you know she was coming? I didn’t even notice because of the spirits.”

The wings of the approaching wyverns were being torn apart.

By a spirit in the form of a giant bird.

“Yes. He is my benefactor. A fated benefactor. It seems I was given a sign by the World Tree for a reason…”

From atop the spirit, I heard Irene’s voice.

“I followed the shaking of the branches! Hurry up!”

Irene was blocking the incoming spells, but she looked precarious.

She was significantly weaker than when we first met.

It seemed the world tree’s encroachment had advanced considerably.

With the obstacles gone, we reached the peak in no time.

Chaos was already unfolding there.

Explosions were erupting, and the ground was torn asunder.

The scattered undead and necromancers showed how fierce the battle had been.

“A Death Knight…!”
An undead blocked Master Parmion’s hammer.

A chilling aura of death emanated from the Death Knight clad in black armour.

What caught my eye was the sword the Death Knight was holding.

I had definitely seen it before.

It looked exactly like the sword that had been thrust into old man Parmion’s heart in my dream.

I had found it odd that he, who never used a sword, had one in his heart.

And to think it was that very sword.

“This is…”

Frantically scanning my surroundings, I sighed in relief.

The location was different from what I had seen in my prophetic dream.

If I had been killed by the dark spirit of the world tree…

It would have happened due to those invading the elven forest.

Except for Irene, everyone was safe.

“Can you… rescue that elf on your own? The one next to it is quite a formidable foe.”

The young elf was staring blankly into space, seemingly in shock.

The spirit might already be broken.

Judging by the constant emanation of hatred and despair…

Clang-

Fortunately, I could still sense a faint soul.

Wounded but not broken.

“I need to lift the curse.”

“It’s something only you can do, isn’t it?”

“No. For now, if we kill that bastard, it will be lifted.”

“It’s not something I can do quickly. I’ll drop you off near the elf.”

Rumble –

Mana burst from Master Cloze.

In an instant, the old man’s body and the necromancer’s body next to the elf vanished.

Flash –

Boom-

Could this battle between the two even be called human?

Lightning whipped and wind split the ground.

Walls of fire were pierced, and the earth rose up.

It felt more like natural disasters clashing than a human fight.

The imbalance of energies made my head spin.

“Chris! I’ll hold them off… please take care of the child.”

Irene, blowing away the undead approaching the young elf, gestured for me to hurry.


Clang-

Without hesitation, I leaped forward.

I had to lift the curse before the elf’s soul extinguished.

The moment my hand touched the elf’s body, I realized.

“A High Elf…”
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The aura of the undead stiffens the body and causes loss of will. 

Ordinary people will tremble with fear, and even trained soldiers will find fear seeping into their hands. 

But for the elderly fighting here, it was a completely different story.

Blocking fear had been their life. 

Standing with the weak and defeating their enemies had also been their life. 

Even with undead swarming around and magic flying at them, there was no tremor in their calm eyes.

With a gesture from Cloze, the incoming magic dissipated like mist. 

The necromancer facing him couldn’t even manage a gasp of shock.

“Who said you could speak?”

Swish—

A sharp wind left a wound on his body.

“Remember this. The only thing you can do in front of me is run.”

The necromancer’s body vanished in mid-air, having cast a blink spell. 

But where he reappeared, flames were already waiting for him. 

The necromancer broke the ring he was wearing, creating a transparent barrier. 

It was a spell cast at the cost of breaking an artifact, but it wasn’t enough to block the flames.

Whoosh—

As the flames brushed past, burns appeared on his body. 

A heavy gust came flying towards him as he moved to control the undead.

“Ugh…!”

“I told you, running is your only option.”

Thud—

The sound of something breaking pierced the necromancer’s ears. 

There was no time to check what had broken. 

Even a moment’s distraction would mean his body would be obliterated without a trace.

“Did you think your incomplete seventh circle magic is on par with mine?”

As the spells tangled messily and the air burst apart, Cloze had the upper hand in their duel. 

However, the necromancer wasn’t easy prey either. 

His expression twisted horribly as he fled from the magic. 

All he needed to do was curse the World Tree. 

The elves had no means to stop it. 

They wouldn’t even know where the curse was starting. 

High Elves had long since lost that ability. 

Fighting like this wasn’t part of his plan.

“Damn…!”

Even the destruction of his Death Knight was felt. 

Another strong opponent to face. 

It was impossible to fight them all at once. 

If he was going to lose his life anyway, he would complete the curse with his soul. 

If his plan failed, he would not be able to die even if he wished to.

As the necromancer’s mana surged, his heart exploded.

“…!!”

Sensing the anomaly, Cloze quickly cast a spell. 

Flesh burst and disappeared as the necromancer’s arms vanished.

Simultaneously, the necromancer’s head fell to the ground. 

It was Parmion’s aura blade—a perfectly clean strike. 

Despite having cut off the necromancer’s life, the two elderly men’s gaze was fixed on him. 

More precisely, on the necromancer’s head lying on the ground. 

A decapitated person is dead. 

That is the natural law of the world. 

But the head on the ground was still moving. 

A dreadful voice, like metal scraping, emanated from it.

“The curse has already begun. Not even your magic can stop it.”

“Human magic can’t stop that…”

Clang—

With the sound of a bell, the moving head stopped. 

Only then had it completely died.

“Still a dreadful breed…”

Cloze spoke, his tone grim.

It had long been a habit to fling necromancer’s arms. 

Necromancers who hadn’t died often cast spells with their severed bodies, after all.

“Roselle, their numbers are smaller than I expected. I suspect this might be just a vanguard.” 

Cloze nodded. 

He thought the same.

The curse that had been cast on the World Tree, and was weakening elves.

Had they arrived even a little later, they might have had to face a much larger force. 

If that had happened, they would have had to fight a difficult battle while protecting the elves.

Parmion crushed a head under his foot and said. 

“Their target is certainly not just the elves. And their plan…”

Chris would be able to find out. 

It was a thought common to both old men.

Their eyes remained fixed on the ground, unable to look up. 

They couldn’t bear to see it. 

The frantic sound of a bell filled the air. 

The sound, which had always maintained a regular interval, was now shaking erratically.

If that had been all, their heads wouldn’t have stayed bowed. 

Flinch. Parmion’s hand clenched into a tight fist. 

Among the bell sounds, Chris’s scream was mixed in. 

That sound pierced their hearts as if tearing them apart. 


They had heard such screams countless times. 

Those who had lost their loved ones had cried out like that.

“He said killing the necromancer would break the curse…”

The two lacked nothing. 

But whenever they were with Chris, they often felt this helpless. 

What good were a lifetime of honing sword and magic if they couldn’t properly help one young man?

Clang- 

Clang- 

The bell rang rapidly against the elf’s body. 

It was simultaneously awakening the soul and driving out the malicious forces. 

“Gasp…!!”

To save the elf, the curse must be lifted. 

This curse originated from the elf’s resentment. 

If the resentment was resolved, the curse’s root would disappear. 

The problem was that this elf had no intention of resolving her resentment.

“Please… If she becomes any more consumed, her soul won’t be retrievable.”

The bell drove the curse away from the elf’s heart. 

It followed the curse’s path, swinging the bell to herd it. 

How frantically had he been chasing the curse? 

Suddenly, the flow began to change. 

The necromancer’s soul started to inhabit the curse.

“Get out!”

The curse flinched at the stern command filled with spiritual energy.

“You wretch, where do you think you’re going?!”

How dare you torment the elf like this and continue your misdeeds even in death? 

How had the silent soul come to merge with the curse so completely already? 

This was an unexpected development. 

He hadn’t anticipated that magic could create such variables.

Clang- 

Clang- 

Originally, he had planned to persuade the elf to resolve her resentment herself. 

But now, there was no time. 

Before that creature took control of the curse, he had to resolve the resentment.

“Huff… huff…” 

He placed his hand on the elf’s heart and shook the bell. 

He poured all his heart into making sure she could hear the bell sound clearly. 

Offering to resolve her resentment for her, pleading with her to look at him. 

If it was too much to bear, he urged her to throw it all to him.

Clang- 

Even whistling didn’t change the curse’s focus. 

Nowhere could he sense the elf’s soul. 

“The branches…!”

The feeling of the branches shaking, experienced once before. 

Clearing his noisy mind, he shook the bell once more, following the energy of harmony.

My arm trembled like a branch swaying in the wind. 

Perhaps because it was a familiar call. 

I felt a faint gaze in response to my call. 

Following that gaze, a pang of sorrow arose and shook my head. 

“Child… look at me.” 

My mouth opened and words that were not my own burst forth. 

And the moment our eyes met. 

A deep sorrow surged towards me. 

“…!!!” 

Fear, terror, despair. 

Countless scenes flashed through my mind. 

Facing the deaths contained within them, I couldn’t utter a single word. 

I couldn’t even scream. 

It felt like speaking would cause someone else to die. 

Clang- 

Clang- 

I forced my mouth open and squeezed my throat. 

I screamed in place of the elf who should have cried out. 

Was that really my voice coming from my throat? 

It was the most terrible scream I had ever heard. 

“Haa… haa…” 

I gasped for breath and kept striking my body with the bell. 

The sorrow poured in endlessly through the bell. 

Another horrifying scream erupted. 

This is the right thing to do. 

It’s okay to cry when you’re sad. 

If you’re in pain, it’s okay to shout. 

If that can help release it, there’s nothing more right than that. 

I cried in her place, and I raged in her place. 

All these actions were the pent-up sorrow she couldn’t release. 

Clang- 

Time passed in a blur. 

I poured out my emotions until my throat felt hoarse and my voice cracked. 

I could feel the tightly bound sorrow loosening. 

I didn’t expect to release it all at once. 

Letting go of so much grudge towards someone is an impressive feat.

Revenge is the most futile, yet the most tenacious thing. 

“Haa….” 

Her soul was tainted and the harmony was broken. 

It was not the form an elf’s soul should take. 

I gathered spiritual energy and infused it into the bell. 

Recalling the harmony I had learned. 

Clang- 

Twitch. 

Every time the bell rang, her body twitched. 

The curse inside was struggling. 

It was trying to hold its ground as there was no place for it in a soul that had found harmony. 

“Get out.” 

Clang- 

“Get out!” 

I raised my energy and struck her body. 

With a dull sound, something began to flow from the middle of her forehead. 

It was a curse merged with the necromancer’s soul. 

It wandered, lost. 

Of course, it did. 

It could no longer enter the elf’s body, and the World Tree was covered with protective wards. 

“Hmm…?” 

Something seemed off. 

An unknown force was pulling it in. 

Drooling hungrily. 

Whistling, I pulled it towards me. 

“These bastards… coming in pairs…” 

But before I could shake the bell. 

The soul and the curse vanished entirely. 

“…Haa.” 

I couldn’t understand what had happened, but I knew the soul’s end would not be peaceful. 

“…Are you okay?” 

It was the voice of Master Parmion. 

His eyes were filled with worry as expected. 

“This time I didn’t pass out… although I lost the soul.” 

“It must have been taken by the demons.” 

“Pardon?” 

“The priests say so. They sell souls to the demons.” 

“Ha…” 

It seemed the situation was now over. 

The necromancers were tied up unconscious, Irene was sitting on the ground, and the elf was lying in front of me. 

Both seemed unharmed. 


“Clean the blood off yourself.” 

I was aware that blood was flowing from my eyes. 

“It’s not the rebound from the curse…” 

It was just a burst blood vessel. 

“The grief was so deep it made me cry blood.”
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Srrrk— 

The elf, who had stayed up all night with her eyes wide open, finally rose from the bed. 

The soft bed felt unfamiliar to her. 

It had been roughly 20 years. 

During that time, the only place she had been allowed to sleep was the cold floor. 

She looked around. 

She looked around. 

Her anxious eyes kept scanning the surroundings. 

Even though she knew nothing would happen, she couldn’t help but feel uneasy.

She stepped outside and walked somewhere. 

Quietly, the door opened to reveal someone sleeping soundly. 

Was his name Chris? 

She gently stroked Chris’s eyes with her bandaged hand. 

Swish— 

Even in her dazed state, she could feel it clearly. 

This person had cried in her place. 

He had shed tears of blood, enduring emotions he shouldn’t have had to experience. 

Flinch. 

When Chris’s body moved, she quickly pulled her hand away. 

She worried that her hands, full of wounds and scars, might have disturbed his sleep. 

While she was falling apart under the curse, she could feel Chris. 

Solid and immense, yet warm and gentle. 

Contrary to the presence she felt back then, Chris’s body was ordinary. 

He had no more mana than an average human, and his physique was much weaker than that of knights. 

Had he really fought and overcome that dreadful curse with such a body?

The elf, who had been staring at Chris for a long time, widened her eyes.

The anxiety she had felt until just now disappeared as if washed away. 

The peaceful atmosphere emanating from Chris calmed her heart. 

An atmosphere reminiscent of the World Tree. 

Even his scent was similar to that of the World Tree. 

Swish— 

Sitting quietly beside Chris, she exhaled softly. 

Maybe here, she could sleep peacefully. 

It felt like the images of her fellow elves that surfaced when she closed her eyes would disappear.

***

“Disappointing.” 

“….There were circumstances.” 

The eyes of the two old men turned bleary. 

“Hmm… A man always has his reasons.” 

“I had guessed something when you two came out together.” 

Master Cloze looked at me with an openly lecherous gaze. 

It seemed he misunderstood my situation as something else. 

“No, not that kind of reason…” 

I, too, was flustered by the situation. 

After returning to the elf forest yesterday, I had fallen asleep exhausted.

As soon as my head hit the pillow, I fell into a deep sleep. 

And when I woke up feeling refreshed, what the heck? 

A woman was lying next to me. 

It was the elf I had saved yesterday. 

“It’s not what you think…” 

“Did you not already promise to be my grandson-in-law and now you’re doing this?” 

“When did I ever promise…” 

I mean, I’m a victim here too. 

How could I have known that the elf sneaked in while I was sleeping?

Master Cloze snorted and replied to my protest. 

“When you were in the barrier, you sensed things like a ghost… And now you expect me to believe this?”

“It wasn’t my intention, I tell you!”

I don’t even know why I’m making excuses in the first place.

I have no intention of becoming the grandson-in-law of these old men, and besides, it’s all just bewildering.

“Hmm…”

The old men started to take notice of the elf beside me, albeit a bit late.
Master Cloze spoke in a dignified voice.

“May I know your name?”

“…”

Despite the elder’s question, the elf’s expression didn’t change.

Her face was as cold and expressionless as ever.

Feeling awkward, Master Cloze started to offer a handshake but then retracted his hand.

“She doesn’t speak much. Please understand…”

“That’s quite understandable.”

I had briefly explained yesterday.

Given what she had been through, it was natural for her to be in such a state.

The elders seemed to understand.

Master Cloze then looked at me with a sly expression.

“So, you know, don’t you?”

“…Pardon?”

“I mean her name. Surely you wouldn’t spend a night together without knowing her name, right?”

“That sounds incredibly wrong when you put it that way.”

Of course, I knew her name.

“She said her name is Serena.”

“Hoho…”


Serena’s face remained cold.

She wasn’t like this when we were in the room…

Everyone, except for me, was watching Serena intently.

Even the spirits that followed us.

“Serena? How about a smile?”

Serena’s lips curled up slightly.

But as soon as her gaze left mine, the smile vanished.

“Hmm…”

She still seemed to be having a hard time.

It was only yesterday that she was suffering in agony, so it was understandable.

Just then, I heard someone calling me.

“Oh! Sir Chris!”

I had been itching to meet this guy.

This so-called priest who serves a god was nowhere to be found when it mattered most, and now he shows up.

As a fellow professional, his behaviour was unacceptable.

“You’re only showing up now?”

“It’s not like that! I had my duties at the church too…”

Hans’s excuse was as follows.

Reporting the appearance of a necromancer to the church took quite some time.

Due to the seriousness of the matter, the meeting dragged on.

By the time he finished and rushed to the battlefield, I was already gone.
His excuse sounded plausible, but it was still infuriating.

“Ugh…”

“Sir Chris! I heard the news. You have a companion now… is it perhaps this person?”

“…Companion?”

I had no idea how the rumors had spread so quickly.

My head started to ache.

How could the rumours have spread within minutes of me leaving the room?

Looking at Serena, she seemed unconcerned.

In fact, she appeared to be wary of Hans’s presence.

Considering a stranger had appeared, it was understandable from Serena’s perspective.

“Hey, you, move along.”

“Pardon?”

“You’re making the patient uncomfortable.”

“Oh… if she’s injured, I can heal her…!”

After driving away the reluctant Hans, I tried to find a secluded spot.

But that seemed impossible.

Elves were following me everywhere I went.

“Sir Chris has awakened!”

“The Saviour of the Elves!”

The atmosphere was much more intense than when I first arrived.

If I was popular before, now I was practically being worshipped now.

It was overwhelming.

And for good reason…

“Is that Sir Chris’s bell?”

“Could he shake it for us…?”

The elves were watching my every move.

When I scratched the back of my head in embarrassment, they reacted immediately.

“I heard he was injured. Is it… perhaps in his head?”

With this remark, a solemn atmosphere spread among the elves.

“We cannot overlook Sir Chris’s injury. Does anyone have a potion?”

If left unchecked, it seemed like every potion in the forest would end up here.

Not wanting things to get more chaotic, I tried to stop the elves by speaking up.

“I’m not injured, so there’s no need for that…”

This silence, what is it?

“To think you came out of the fight with the necromancer without a scratch…”

“Indeed, it’s because of Chris…”

Even the elves, who typically don’t get wounded, seemed to have their share of troubles. 

Though considering the scale of the monsters, it’s safe to say there were none.

“Isn’t that the same for all of you…?”

“Even humble…”

Their reaction seemed a bit exaggerated to me. 

I felt like hiding in a mouse hole.

“Sigh…”

Just then, the savior who would rescue me appeared.

“Chris.”

Approaching with a composed stride was Romanel. 

She seemed more lively than when she was lying down. 

Her soul seemed quite stable too. 

Perhaps it was because Romanel, being in the same business as me, sometimes collapsed just like I did. 

Shamans weren’t usually this weak. 

It’s rare for them to collapse while performing a ritual. 

It’s just that the scale of what’s happening here is different.

“The World Tree has conveyed its will.”

Was this the order that came down? 

There were still issues to be resolved with the World Tree.

“That’s good news.”

Romanel smiled gently and walked towards the World Tree. 

The elves followed behind me in procession. 

It felt like a festival was happening.

“What did the World Tree say?”

“The will I heard was simple. It said to bring you there.”

As expected, a simple order. 

When Hans talked to me about divination, I felt it was different from the commands I received. 

It made me doubt my abilities as a shaman…

“Let’s go for now.”

As I stepped forward, the number of elves behind me increased. 

Enough to fill the area around the World Tree.

“Hmm… definitely…”

A spiritual energy flowed from the once empty tree. 

Now it finally resembled a proper World Tree.

“I guess we’ll have to hang the golden thread and amulet again.”

A considerable portion of the golden thread was blackened due to the curse. 

The amulet also seemed too withered to function properly.

“Um… so we just had to come here?”

“The World Tree said so.”

“Hmm…”

There didn’t seem to be any signs of something happening. 

Should I shake a bell or something?

As I was about to reach for my waist, I heard a strange sound near my ear.

Creak –

A sound like something splitting. It’s the sound trees make when they split.

The sound spread out once more.

Creak –

“…Huh?”

Thump –

It was a branch just as big as my leg. 

Fresh leaves adorned it.

“…”

A heavy silence fell. Of course… because the branch of the World Tree had broken. 

As soon as I saw the branch, I had a strong feeling. 

It was a blessing. 


It seemed like a good omen. 

If only it hadn’t happened in front of the elves. 

The elves, shrouded in silence. 

I awkwardly opened my mouth.

“…It wasn’t me.”



 
  
    Chapter 41: Silent Women – 2


The Branch of the World Tree. 

“What on earth is this…?” 

It was a bizarre object. 

For a mere piece of wood, it was sacred. 

It was thicker than my thigh and about the same length as my leg.

Honestly, this single branch looked more sacred than the sacred trees of many villages. 

Moreover, several hours had passed, but the leaves on the branch remained fresh and vibrant. 

“This is no ordinary thing either…” 

It seemed to have been given to me to use well, but… 

I had an idea for its use, but it was a bit vague. 

As I hugged the tree and pondered, I felt Serena’s gaze on me. 

“Hmm?” 

Since Serena was a high elf, this reaction was to be expected. 

From her perspective, this branch was a piece of the body of the deity she worshipped. 

“…Do you want to see it?” 

Serena, who had been staring at the branch, shifted her gaze to me. 

She shook her head. 

As expected, showing it to her would be somewhat irreverent… 

“Sigh…” 

Smacking my lips, I looked at the newly adorned World Tree. 

The gold string was three times thicker than the previous one. 

And the talismans placed here and there. 

I had exhausted my spiritual energy using those talismans since morning.

In other words, the World Tree was in a very sturdy state right now. 

With sacred energy flowing out, nothing profane would dare to approach it. 

“This isn’t all.” 

A guardian tree protects the village and brings good fortune. 

With the World Tree in a good state, the elf forest would become much more prosperous. 

One could tell just by looking at the spirits attached to the World Tree.

Their appearance was very wholesome, like spirits who had lived well and died peacefully. 

“I’ve accumulated a lot of virtue again.” 

I thought I would have good luck for a while. 

“Everything should be ready now.” 

Master Parmion looked at Serena and me with disapproval. 

“Have you said all your goodbyes?” 

“Yes, we finished earlier.” 

“Haha, if it was me, I would have stayed here.” 

We were already prepared to leave. 

Living here would indeed be convenient, as the old man said. 

The elves were all friendly to me, and I could live without working for the rest of my life here. 

That is, if I didn’t continue being a shaman. 

“I’d like to stay too, but I can’t move the shrine.” 

The place where the shrine was established was not ordinary. 

It was a site personally chosen and purified. 

It was a place of great significance to me. 

“I see. Well then, shall we get going? Have you met Irene?” 

“Yes. She seemed very busy.” 

“Of course. The elves have formed a pursuit party.” 

Irene was in a state of deep anger. 

She had left with a brief farewell, saying she would pursue the traces of the necromancer. 

Leading other elves. 

“She has always been like the wind. Here one moment, gone the next.”

“Hmm…” 

I started walking, following Master Parmion.

“Once Roselle and I return, things will get busy.”

Master Cloze had already been grumbling for quite some time.

He complained that he was going through all sorts of hardships in his retired years.

A necromancer had reappeared, and since we were the first to encounter them, there was no way around it.

“By the way, I have something to ask you.”

“Me?”

“During the recent battle, there were a lot of monsters, right?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“But there wasn’t a single orc among them. Can you find out the reason with your divination?”

Come to think of it, there were all kinds of monsters, but it seems there were no orcs.

The mention of orcs reminded me of something.

An orc who ran away with my money.

That guy had quite a fate on his shoulders.

Considering the size of the spirit that came down to me then, he must have been a significant figure among the orcs.

“This is a bit ambiguous…”

“Looks like you know something already.”

It probably had nothing to do with Gulak.

The direction he was supposed to go was different.

Considering the location of the cliff where I met Gulak, the direction from which the spirit came down was the opposite.

“I don’t think it’s related to what I know. I’ll try once I get to the shrine.”

Judging by the vague feeling I got when I heard it from the old man, it seemed unlikely that a reading would come out.

It seemed that the spirits weren’t particularly concerned about it.

“I appreciate it. I’ll prepare a fee.”

As we talked and walked, we saw elves gathered in a quiet clearing.

In the middle stood Master Cloze proudly.


“With this, we’ll be at the domain in no time.”

The old man was so proud of that warp magic that his shoulders were trembling with excitement.

“Old man, what’s with the flowers?”

Master Cloze was holding a bouquet of yellow flowers.

When I asked, he smiled and answered.

“There is someone who likes flowers… they were blooming especially beautifully.”

There was something uncharacteristically melancholy in his tone.

I wanted to ask more, but it didn’t seem like he would answer.

Master Parmion spoke first.

“Will there be no deaths this time?”

“Yes, there shouldn’t be any problems.”

This time, there were no nightmares or ominous readings.

I even felt relieved, thinking we had picked a good day.

As we walked toward the warp magic circle, Romanel approached me.

“Mr. Chris.”

She was holding a small pouch in her hand.

“This is a reward for the request.”

“Oh… right.”

Come to think of it, she had formally requested that we protect the World Tree.

It seemed that the thing the old men mentioned was inside that pouch.

“I’ve included the fruit of the World Tree, along with other things you might need.”

“Wow…!!”

The old men immediately expressed their admiration.

“The fruit of the World Tree…?”

Seeing my puzzled expression, Mater Cloze excitedly explained.

“If a mage or knight eats it, they can instantly gain a lot of mana. If you eat it, you’ll never have to worry about being sick for the rest of your life.”

It seemed that the reason they said I was weak was because of this.

Seeing Master Cloze almost shouting as if it were a legendary fruit, I could tell it was quite valuable.

It only bears one fruit every five hundred years, so it might indeed be a legendary fruit…?

Romanel placed the pouch in my hand.

“Huh…?”

Usually, precious items have a destined owner.

There is a connection through fate.

As soon as I received the pouch, I could tell.

This is not mine.

“I don’t think I can accept this.”

“It’s meant for you, Mr. Chris, so don’t feel burdened.”

She seemed to think I was refusing out of modesty.

Romanel smiled gently and stepped back after placing the pouch in my hand.

“No, it’s not that…”

“You’re at it again. Let’s go.”

Master Parmion sensing my intentions, urged me to move.

His gleaming eyes warned me not to even think about refusing.

“You know what the World Tree means to the elves, don’t you? You definitely deserve this.”

“It’s not that I don’t want to receive it… Se… Serena?”

Serena pushed me from behind. 

Towards the warp magic circle.

“Uh… uh… wait a minute!”

It all happened so fast, like I was being kidnapped. 

Mana was drawn into the magic circle, and a light flashed.

“Peace to the branches for Chris!”

Flash – 

Swish –

The scenery in front of me changed instantly. 

A familiar scene. 

My modestly built house. 

And the elders from the graveyard and the group of spirits led by the chief.

They were staring at us with surprised eyes. 

We had returned.

“Ho… We finally…”

“Tsk tsk… Why can’t you accept it when it’s given? You’re a frustrating fellow.”

“… Excuse me?”

The two old men were looking at my hands. 

One hand held a thick tree branch, the other was empty. 

It was the hand that had been holding the pouch just moments ago.

“… I knew it.”

The pouch had already disappeared. 

Of course, it was an impossible task anyway. 

Even the tip money maxed out at 5 silvers. 

It was a miracle to receive a branch of the World Tree.

More importantly…

“Why did you come along…?”

“Are you talking to me?”

“No, Hans, not you, Serena.”

Serena, who had subtly followed without saying a word. 

Is it okay for a High Elf not to stay in the forest and follow us here? 

Master Cloze must have known that Serena stepped onto the warp magic circle…

“… Really? Did you come along too?”

Nod. 

Master Cloze was pretending to have made a mistake, acting slyly. 

His sly expression was quite unpleasant.

“Sigh…”

“We’ll be off now.”

“Already?”

The old men started moving.

“We need to visit the palace. This is no ordinary matter…”

“I suppose there’s no choice.”

I didn’t mind them leaving, but there was a favor I needed to ask Master Cloze. 

My house is small with only two rooms. 

One shrine and my bedroom. 

Serena needed a place to stay.

“Master, could you possibly let Serena stay…”

“Hem hem… I’m busy, so I’ll be off…”

“I’ll go with Roselle to the palace.”

“Master…?”

Master Parmion pulled Hans along.

“Aren’t you supposed to go to the church?”

“No, my master told me to stay with Chris… Cough…!”

Droop – 

Hans’ body went limp as Master Parmion dragged him away.

“Hans says he’s going to the church.”

“I just saw you knock him out…?”

“Roselle, let’s go. We don’t have a moment to lose.”

That’s a lie. 


The old men didn’t look busy at all. 

If they were really in a hurry, they wouldn’t drag Hans but fly away using magic.

The old men quickly disappeared, leaving only Serena and me here.

“… Shall we eat first?”

Nod.
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I am facing a significant task.

“Whew…”

Holding a small axe tightly in both hands, I stood in front of the branch from the World Tree.

As a man, I couldn’t just let this go, even if I was a shaman.

There’s a saying, isn’t there?

A man is as good as his gear.

They say a craftsman doesn’t blame his tools, but I am not a craftsman yet.

As an apprentice shaman, good equipment is essential.

“Honestly, if a shaman goes to war, shouldn’t they at least get something like this?”

Nod.

Serena nodded in agreement with my opinion.

In fact, Serena would have nodded no matter what I said.

She was in total agreement with everything I said.

“Serena, could you turn away for a moment?”

It might be an unbearably cruel sight for her.

Strictly speaking, the branch in front of us was something like a finger of the World Tree.

“…?”

“Oh, I’m going to make a fan.”

“…?”

“There’s something like that which shamans use.”

Living as a shaman, you generally become quite perceptive.

Even I communicate with spirits just by watching their expressions and gestures.

So it was enough to communicate with Serena even if she didn’t speak.

“Shall we get started?”

I didn’t need to use the entire branch.

I planned to use the smaller branches attached to the main trunk.



I had already offered a prayer to the World Tree.

I asked for permission to make a fan and to look upon it kindly.

It seemed somewhat displeased though…

Swish—

I raised the axe vigorously and struck a small branch.

Thunk—

“Huh?”

“…?”

The axe hit the branch accurately.

But it didn’t even penetrate as much as a fingernail.

I swung the axe again.

Thunk—

Again, the axe bounced off.

I’ve chopped all the firewood at home with this axe.

The performance of this axe has been proven by the many logs it has split.

It wasn’t the axe’s fault.

“Is it because it’s the World Tree…?”

No matter how many times I swung the axe, nothing changed.

The branch withstood the axe and did not split.

“This is strange…”

I wasn’t just saying that, it really was strange.

Have you ever heard stories like this?

A discarded doll returning home, or a hand sticking to a grave but falling off when alcohol is poured.

My intuition was telling me that this was one of those kinds of eerie stories.

“Hmm… is this not the way?”

Considering the branch itself wasn’t just an ordinary item, that could be it.

But still…

“Hey, Blockhead, what are you trying to say?”

The head and the evil spirits were laughing.

I might have tolerated it if it was just ridicule, but these creatures looked grotesque.

When they laughed like that, their faces became even more monstrous.

Especially that head, laughing while holding its head in its hands…

For now, I bowed my head toward the branch again.

“World Tree… I’m just trying to make a fan.”

Swish—

Thunk—

“Just one fan… okay?”

Thunk—

“Sigh…”

The sound of hitting the tree echoed, but not a single mark was made.

This meant that the branch was not prepared to be made into a fan.

“After I already prayed for permission, now you do this…”

Just in case, I asked Serena.

“Can you use an aura blade by any chance?”

Shake, shake.

“How about cutting it with magic? Would that be too much…?”

If I couldn’t make a fan, then…

As I hugged the branch  and pondered, something kept coming to mind.

The problem was that I couldn’t make that thing with this.

“It would be really small…”

It seemed right, as it kept hovering in my mind…

“Do I have to confirm it after all?”


I shook the bell and asked a question.

Clang—

“I wish to make a fan. Is there something else you desire?”

Clang— 

Again, it flashed through my mind. 

Clang— 

“If I make it with this, it will be very small.” 

There was no change in what came to mind. 

How does the World Tree know and tell me to make this… 

Maybe it saw what was in my memory. 

“Ha… Let’s just give it a try.” 

I tucked the bell into my belt and picked up the axe again. 

But no matter how much I think about it, it feels ambiguous. 

“I mean, where in the world is there such a small jangseung?” 

Jangseung is supposed to be really big. 

Moreover, they are usually made in pairs. 

Although there are slight regional differences, well-known jangseung are usually a pair. 

The jangseung of the General Under Heaven and the General Underground. 

“Does it really want me to make a jangseung…?” 

The branch is exactly the length of my leg. 

If I split this in half, I’ll get two jangseung as tall as my knees. 

Can such small things even be called jangseung? 

“… Please look after me as I make this jangseung.” 

I swung the axe that was in my hand. 

It was an uncertain swing, just in case. 

Thud— 

Crack— 

“It’s really a jangseung.” 

Astonishingly, the branch split in half and broke. 

Even the part I didn’t hit broke off cleanly. 

It was a strange occurrence. 

While it’s good that the wood split, there’s a problem. 

I have no talent for carving. 

Even if I try to carve a jangseung, it won’t come out looking right. 

“It doesn’t seem right to leave it to someone else…” 

I felt that this was something I had to do myself. 

As a shaman, if I feel this way, there’s no choice but to do it. 

I must do what must be done. 

“Who knew I’d even end up doing carving in my life.” 

I fetched a suitable dagger for carving, and Serena brought over a chair and some wood and waited. 

“Thank you.” 

As long as the wood doesn’t resist like before, I should be able to manage.

With that in mind, I placed the tip of the knife against the wood, and it carved easily. 

Shhk— 

Shkkrk— 

Was this really the same hard wood as before? 

It carved smoothly, as if it was soil. 

“I really am experiencing all sorts of things in life.” 

I’ve been struck by lightning, flown in the sky. 

And now, I’m carving a jangseung. 

Made from the World Tree, no less. 

Shhk— 

I trimmed the twigs and peeled off the bark, and a fairly decent branch emerged. 

Except that it kept getting thinner. 

“Hmm… No matter how I look at it, this isn’t right…” 

A jangseung so thin and small. 

After whittling away the wood to make it look like a cylinder, the size was truly pathetic. 

It might be more sacred than any other jangseung, but no jangseung could match this in size. 

“Quality is more important than size.” 

The face is the most important part of a jangseung. 

That’s what scares away evil spirits. 

A sacred aura and a strong face. 

Though I’ve never been a ghost, so I can’t say for sure, they must seem incredibly terrifying to evil spirits. 

I carefully carved the face. 

“Serena, how does it look? Does it seem scary?”

“…”
It had a lukewarm reaction.

Well, with my skills, how good could the result be?

Vague facial features and a head shape that could be a hat or something else.

I tried to mimic the hats worn by nobles, but no one else would recognize it except me.

“Hmm…”

I carefully engraved the words ‘Great General of Heaven’ on the body.

And so, the great general jangseung was completed.

When I stood it up, it only reached my knees, looking more like…

“More like a club, really?”

It was just the right size to swing around.

If I just thinned out the handle, it could immediately be used as a club.

I grabbed the wood for making the underground female general jangseung.

Seeing that the work would take quite a while, Serena seemed to have something to say, fidgeting.

“What?”

Her mouth moved as if she had made up her mind about something.

And then Serena’s voice leaked out.

“I’ll… prepare a meal.”

Serena was always like that when she spoke.

Speaking itself was a terror for her.

Perhaps it was a scar left on her mind.

“Thank you.”

Time passed as I carved the jangseung.

After working on it meticulously for a while, it started to look quite decent.

Of course, that’s considering my skill level.

The facial features were still vague.

“This should do.”

The two jangseungs had inscriptions on them.

Great General of Heaven and Underground Female General.

I inscribed the local language instead of Chinese characters to fit this world.

Doing so made them look quite unique.

“As long as it works…”

The energy they held was extraordinary, so it should be sufficient.

Probably…

“Where should I plant these?”

Our house has no fence.

There wasn’t anything that could be called an entrance.

“I need to set them up at the entrance… for now, maybe here?”

The centre of the yard.

Since we hadn’t held the jangseungje ritual yet, it was perfect for a temporary spot.

It would also be convenient to refine them further whenever I had time.

I dug the ground and set the jangseungs facing each other.

“Hmm…”

Just then, Serena approached me.

It seemed she had finished preparing the meal.

I found out yesterday that Serena was an excellent cook.

Finally, I could have proper meals at home.

“Are you already done?”

She hadn’t just prepared our meal.

The ritual table was already set as well.

For the ancestors’ graves and even the stray spirits.

Serena couldn’t see them, but she was very diligent.

Thanks to Serena, many things had become easier.

Like not having to fetch water separately.

“Undine.”

It bowed.

As expected, Undine greeted me.

Then it approached somewhere.

“?”

“Huh?”

It went towards the jangseung I had planted.

“Is it because it’s the world tree?”

Undine approached it familiarly, tilted its head, and started pouring water on it.

“Undine?”

“?”

Why is it watering that?

“Wait…”

Come to think of it, that branch had been detached for quite a while but was still fresh.

Even before trimming off the twigs, the leaves hadn’t withered.


A sudden thought flashed through my mind.

A ridiculously large jangseung.

It received the spirit’s blessing.

If my guess was correct, everything made sense.

“Could this possibly… be growing?”
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Statue of a saint. 

It was a statue commemorating the sacrifice of the saint who sacrificed herself to end the continental war. 

Positioned in the imperial church, this place was also a pilgrimage site visited by many. 

Below it, priests formed a line passing through.

“To receive oracle alone… Haha… Truly…”

“Master Klein knows more about oracles than anyone…”

These days, it was the hot gossip among high-ranking priests.

“Even His Holiness the Pope does not permit oracle without approval.”

“How difficult the preparation process must be.”

They debated fervently on the greatness of oracles. 

Among them were stories of their own efforts to receive oracle. 

Not far from them, Klein walked alone.

Seeing priests boasting about their struggles made Klein chuckle bitterly.

“Not amusing at all.”

Since when had priests’ hardships been so praised?

Even though priests sacrifice themselves without complaint, Klein couldn’t hide his bitterness towards the behavior of these high-ranking priests.

‘How did such people end up in the church…’

From Klein’s perspective, it was something he couldn’t help but lament.

The priests’ conversation topic changed again. 

They mocked Klein for his unbelievable stories.

“Haha…”

It was embarrassing to hear such loud voices in broad daylight. 

Moreover, the subject was him.

Klein discreetly averted his gaze when he saw novice priests greeting him with faces equally embarrassed.

“I wonder if Hans’s words were true…”

Hans had sent him vague messages. 

He warned him to be cautious as his name might come up in people’s conversations.

If it wasn’t about the oracle Klein received, it wouldn’t have caused such a stir. 

Naturally, Klein didn’t believe those words.

Oracle wasn’t something taken lightly, unlike what was being spread.

However, like a lie becoming reality, when Klein returned to the church, discussions about Chris began.

He heard snide remarks and few good words. 

Klein understood.

If he hadn’t seen it with his own eyes, the reactions would have been the same.

Klein moved to a quiet place and took out a crystal ball from his pocket.

There were things he needed to confirm before the meeting.

Not long after, Hans’s voice came through the crystal ball.

“Yes, Master.”

Klein’s eyebrows twitched upon hearing Hans’s words.

“I heard you were at the palace. You and Chris have separated.”

“That…”

Hans’s hesitant explanation continued.

“I found myself in the palace.”

“Master Parmion needed a witness…”

Klein’s frozen expression softened.

If his friend had done it, there must have been a reason.

Hans couldn’t have prevented Parmion’s actions, nor could he have interfered in matters of the soul.

“Whatever is needed, I will assist.”

“Yes, Master.”

“A soul that has become Wraith…”

As Klein spoke, he turned his head and fell silent.

At the same time, the voice from the crystal ball abruptly stopped.

“I didn’t know you had a hobby of eavesdropping.”

“Master Klein seems to have many concerns in various ways.”

“Ha…”

Klein’s expression upon seeing the priest he encountered was not favorable.

Berte. 

Noble from a fallen kingdom.

He who abandoned the noble title to live a life for God. 

However, more than any other priest, he was someone who had an eye for profit. 

“You’re still going around doing useless things.” 

“Someone has to do what needs to be done. I can’t avoid hardship, you know.” 

Berte replied with a gentle expression. 

It was an attitude that would be exemplary of a humble priest to anyone who saw it. 

But Klein knew better than anyone what kind of person Berte was. 

“Don’t talk about hardships. If you were to release half of your wealth, your hardship would be halved.” 

Berte laughed off the remark and subtly replied. 

“Just to make it clear, Sir Klein, your opinion will not be accepted.” 

Klein had only one opinion. 

That before the necromancer’s faction began to act in earnest, their roots had to be pulled out. 

The opinion was to send knights and priests to assist the empire. 

It was a matter of urgency, but it also faced opposition and could not proceed. 

“What do you know, you who barely started walking during the Continental War.” 

Klein muttered softly as he passed by Berte. 

“Always remember that I am watching.” 

His comrades retired and lived comfortable lives and he alone was enduring hardships?

Suddenly, a voice passed through Klein’s mind. 

-“The walls that should remain still keep moving, causing problems…” 

It was what Chris had said as he entrusted something. 


If I live like that, can I live a peaceful life? 

Can excellent priests take his place in the church? 

Klein greeted the statue of the Saint and turned his body. 

“Five silver coins… Berte’s greed is so different.” 

According to Hans, Chris was clearly at the center of the incident. 

He also said that Chris was the only one who could lift the curse. 

“If only he could bring him… we could proceed smoothly…”

***

“My tooth really broke.” 

“… You don’t have to show me.” 

It was a man I remembered. 

The old man who grabbed me last time I was busy and asked me to look at his fortune. 

“That’s why I told you to be careful with your food.” 

It was quite awkward for him to show me his broken molar with his mouth wide open towards me. 

You don’t have to show it, I’m saying. 

“Is there no way to make it grow back?” 

“… That’s not something I can do.” 

I’m the one who reads fortunes, not the one who fixes teeth. 

And once a person’s tooth falls out, that’s the end of it. 

“If you read my fortune, will a way to grow the tooth back appear?”

“There’s no such thing! Next!” 

There are people like this everywhere. 

Do they think fortune-telling is a cure-all… 

I stopped the old man from putting five cooper into the donation box.

“You haven’t even had your fortune told, why are you giving an offering? Just go.” 

Showing off his molar and then offering a donation… 

The next person who sat down was an elderly lady. 

I can tell why she came. 

“Ma’am, living alone?” 

“… How did you know?” 

“That’s what it looks like.”

Unfortunately, she had no luck with men

Unless she meet the perfect person, she might live her whole life alone.

I am not even seeing a sign of meeting someone special.

“Hmm…”

Just as I was pondering whether I should use a talisman or not, I heard unexpected words from an old lady.

“To be honest, I have been meeting someone these days…”

“…Really? That can’t be true.”

“…I feel a bit offended.”

It was just that she couldn’t meet a man, how could she say she met one?

I didn’t feel any connection around the old lady.

“Oh, that’s right.”

A man who clung to her, even though she wasn’t interested.

There was a straw to grab.

“Ma’am, are you rich?”

“How do you…?”

People around also looked at her strangely.

How could I not know from her clothes that they were shining?

“That person is after money.”

“…My money?”

“Yes. You’ll be in big trouble if you keep meeting that man.”

If I say this, someone will argue.

It would be so embarrassing if their lover aimed for property.

It’s not easy to explain on the spot.

I will have to wait and see what method he wants to use to make money.

“…”

The silence of the old lady continued.

It seems she believed it.

I felt the expectation that there might be a fight around me.

But that won’t happen.

This old lady has very good ears.

“Listening and seeing.”

And then I exhaled in admiration.

“Huh….!”

“So this is what it means to be generous.”

“Generous and generous.”

In any case, this old lady’s turn is over.

There’s nothing more to say.

“Next!”

“Just a moment! … Should I live alone for the rest of my life?”

“Hmm…”

Looking at the old lady’s face, it seemed quite sincere and not urgent.

It’s not so easy to correct the fault.

“There’s a way…”

“Whatever you say.”

There is something like a general solution that works well in bad fortune.

When there’s no other way to get a match, this is the best way.

“Live while helping people. If you do good things, you will receive blessings.”

You get blessings if you build virtue.

It’s a natural law.

This applies to almost everyone.

As I watched the old lady nod her head and leave, I saw the person next to her, and I cursed at him.

“This bastard is a thief.”

“…?”

The look was like that.

Evil and quiet.

The faintly touched scenes were the same.

Following someone quietly.

And quietly taking something away.

It was clearly the figure of a thief.

“Someone, please report this person to Randolph.”

Before the words were finished, the thief whispered secretly to me.


Very desperately.

“I… I am a direct information gathering officer for the Count…!”

“…?”

“I am not a criminal, so you don’t need to report me…”

It was a job similar to a thief.
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It was quite an eventful day.

I witnessed the standoff of a righteous thief… regarding promotion, that is.

“What’s this about now?” 

As I walked home, souls appeared sporadically.

Near the communal graveyard, which was usually populated, there was a noticeably larger number than usual.

“Has there been gossip among the ghosts?”

After returning home, I set up the ancestral shrine and even provided food for lost stray spirits.

However, it was unusual for the number of souls to increase so drastically within just two days.

“Such a strange day…”

No matter how I looked at it, they seemed to be heading towards our house.

If they came to resolve grievances, they should have stuck to me, but the spirits were diligently making their way towards the house.

I summoned one imp with a face.

“Where are you all going?”

The cursed spirit seemed uninterested in me and continued on its way.

“This rascal…”

Even after preparing a meal and chatting with them, they were very ungrateful.

Whatever the reason may be, I might find out once I go up.

I moved along with the souls.

“A wide variety of them gathered.”

The number increased as I got closer to the house.

I could see almost twenty souls with my own eyes.

There were various souls, including cursed ones.

“It’s time for the ghosts to beg.”

It’s not just one or two.

Why would the perfectly dead ghosts suddenly gather at our house?

As I climbed for a while, I witnessed another scene.

A place where the house was seen in the distance.

There, cursed spirits with a filthy energy gathered and trembled.

They seemed to be scared of something and stopped on the road.

“Why can’t you go and gather?”

The cursed spirit I talked to earlier pointed to the house with his hand.

From the expression, it seemed like there was something in our house.

“They used to come well except the new dead?”

Except for the temple, I have never left a charm to prevent dark spirits.

I opened up for them to come and eat.

It’s a action that they can’t go against.

“What? Are you here too?”

It was our house guardian.

Seeing him trembling like a dog kicked out of the house, it seemed like something was there.

“It’s getting stranger and stranger.”

Other souls seemed normal, so it seemed like only dark spirits were blocked.

I stopped walking at the sound I heard.

It was a very clear voice.

It was similar to the sound of a flute, but a little different.

Even listening, I feel comfortable.

“… Serena?”

The owner of that sound was Serena.

Serena was sitting alone in the middle of the courtyard.

In her hand was a small leaf, touching her mouth.

The sound I heard was that of a grass flute.

“… There’s no one else here.”

It seemed like watching a bard playing a flute.

When they are doing good, people who play instruments are called bards.

It was not a role that could only handle instruments.

It must be possible with its own wonderful, it seems.

What Serena was doing was similar to that.

“… How do you know and made this?”

The sound of a grass flute did not spread to the village.

I could barely hear it once I came nearby.

When I walked into the yard, I could see why the souls had gathered.

“jangseung…”

Subtly, but it was clearly bigger than yesterday.

Even the features seemed a little different.

A face that changed slightly from its vague impression to something clearer. 

Clearly, what they were facing each other for was in different directions. 

The Great General was in the direction where the evil spirits were gathering. 

The Female General was in the direction where the village was. 

“It seems they guided the way.” 

A signpost guiding the path of souls while chasing away evil spirits. 

It can be considered the true ability of the Great General. 

“Is it because of the branches of the World Tree… It’s already powerful.”

The reason why the evil spirits were trembling seemed to be because of the Great General. 

In their eyes, it must have felt like facing a knight with a sword. 

Since the Great General is guarding the courtyard, there is no choice but to go home. 

Suddenly, the sound of the flute that had been heard stopped abruptly.

The harmonious atmosphere was shattered, and the souls turned their eyes to me. 

“…You’ve come?” 

Serena blushed slightly, seeming embarrassed. 

“What’s happening all of a sudden?” 


It seemed to be related to looking at the Great general. 

She must have felt something because it’s the World Tree. 

“…I’ve prepared a meal.”

Somehow, it seemed like they found it, and they seemed to have brought out hidden alcohol in the house. 

Right now, the table was filled with mellow alcohol. 

It seems like they were touring collectively to Serena’s flute. 

It seemed like the elders were looking at me because they didn’t like that the flute sound stopped. 

“…I think you should keep playing the flute?” 

“Continuously?” 

“They’re all glaring at me.” 

Serena turned her head quickly, but her gaze soon returned to me. 

“First of all, there’s something I have to do.” 

“….?” 

Shouldn’t we also call the evil spirits outside? 

It would be more comfortable to feed and send off the prepared meal.

“Umm… How should I do this…?” 

As I tried to forcibly change the direction of the Great General, I approached with a bottle of liquor. 

Squeeze – 

“They’re souls with no evil intentions towards me, so it’ll be fine.” 

As I touched the Great General, the Spiritual energy naturally flowed in. 

And as if lying, the evil spirits began to approach here. 

“Wow… Did I just tell them to come for no reason…?” 

Even if you bring a reasonably bad scene, it won’t be more terrifying than this. 

It was a sight of creepy-looking guys flocking in. 

But still, the was afraid and kept glancing furtively. 

“Go eat. Thanks to Serena, I know it’s a contemplation.” 

Evil spirits greet Serena. 

Still, having diligently educated them so far, their manners have been thoroughly polished. 

Even the skull has significantly reduced its rough energy compared to before. 

It looks like he’s a new guard who has been stripped of his office. 

“When are you going to be enlightened?” 

“….?”

“Not the elders…” 

Why don’t the souls who come here to this place become enlightened…

Even if I ask, they’re sure not to tell me. 

It’s probably best for both of us to go our separate ways. 

Souls began to take their seats one by one. 

Everyone was looking at Serena.

Shiver.

“Do you feel chills?”

Nod.

Even Serena, a High Elf herself, couldn’t be completely unaffected. 

If these glances are any indication, even ordinary people might feel a shiver for no reason.

“It feels like they are waiting for you to play the flute, doesn’t it?”

“…The souls?”

“Yeah.”

Serena continued walking without answering.

“Why is she like that?”

The elders were holding their bellies and laughing.

Blockhead tossed his head and caught it, excited.

“This…”

Then Serena’s flute sound spread softly.

It was a performance eerily similar to the World Tree.

Involuntarily, I got lost in the serene performance.

It felt like the wind was brushing against me, and the scent of grass was particularly strong.

Is this what harmony is?

Not only did energies harmonize, but even my heart became peaceful.

In this moment, everyone must have had similar feelings, regardless of whether they were living or deceased.

There was also no distinction between good souls and bad souls.

Because what defines a person is their heart.

“Hehe…”

In a way, it was similar to a ritual.

If what I’m doing is playing on behalf of other spirits, it feels like telling a story.

“That’s why rituals need music.”

Ultimately, a ritual is about releasing pent-up feelings while having fun.

Everyone needs to get excited for it to work.

Even the shaman performing the ritual needs to be in high spirits to communicate with the gods.

“I’ve been doing too many gloomy rituals lately…”

Just hearing it made me feel lethargic and relaxed.

Even the evil spirits let go of their grudges and quietly watched Serena.

The sight of Serena accompanied by sound was like a painting.

Ssuee –

The wind blew, and the flute’s melody was mournful.

It was obvious who they were thinking of without asking.

The longing for those who have left stirred the hearts of the souls.

After all, they too are people who have left someone behind…

“It sounds nice.”

The person living near sadness.

That’s what a shaman is.

While continuing the profession, they always live facing grudges.

I was the same.

During this time, it felt like my exhausted mind and body were being cleansed.

And then the flute stopped, and everyone woke up from their serenity.

Serena quietly approached and sat down next to me.

“How was it?”

“Everyone seemed to like it.”

“You’re the one I am talking about.”

“…Me?”

Serena’s next words were unexpected.

“…Did it bring comfort?”

The word ‘comfort’ suddenly sounded unfamiliar.

Is it because I’m receiving instead of giving?

“…There seems to be no one comforting Chris.”

What should I say? 

It was a very awkward moment.

I wondered how the spirits would receive this.

From now on, I should pay more attention when listening to stories.

“Well done. You could be a good shaman.”

An awkward atmosphere flowed.

It was a slightly uncomfortable silence without saying anything.


“…Do you still have nightmares?”

Serena didn’t answer.

She seemed to be looking at Jangseung as if thinking about something.

Following Serena’s gaze, I looked at Jangseung and froze.

Morning had arrived.
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“What are you looking at?”

As soon as I stepped outside after waking up, Blockhead and other mischievous spirits were staring at me.

As if they were looking at a fool.

Their faces were practically saying. 

“How can you actually just sleep?”

“Hey…?”

Blockhead thrust his head forward with both hands.

He must think I’m an easy target, seeing him act so cheekily.

I thought it might be time to do an exorcism with the bells after a long time.

“Did you all get hit on the head with a knife first thing in the morning?”

Gloom.

The faces of Blockhead and the other spirits darkened instantly.

The spirits, with large wounds on their heads, hung their heads low.

Even I thought I might have gone too far with that.

“…Sorry.”

“…Who told you to sin and die?”

“I’ll tell Serena to prepare a proper ritual table for you.”

The number of spirits increased.

About twice as many as usual.

They seemed to have settled in since gathering yesterday.

“Still, this is a house where people live… why are there so many ghosts…?”

It’s not even a goblin-infested area….

As I walked into the shrine, I nodded at the sight of the lit candles.

They were burning smoothly without any issues, so it seemed like everything was fine.

“Hmm…”

And there was one new candle added.

After hearing about the candles, Serena had lit one for me.

For some reason, it seemed to be burning a bit faster than the others.

“Will there be no incidents today?”

I sat down in front of the small table in the shrine and grabbed a handful of seeds gathered in one place.

Clang-

Clang-

“Let’s see…”

Rattle-

“Good shoes… good health…”

I was satisfied with the arrangement of the seeds.

I hadn’t intended it, but after accumulating various merits, my fortune was wide open.

Right now, whatever I did would come easily because my energy was good.

“Looks like a guest is coming.”

One corner of the seeds was clumped together significantly.

“And not just one or two.”

There were several people, but their purposes were twofold.

The first guest would be…

“Coming with a path to success.”

And it was wide open.

What reason would a shaman have for success…

“Success is good, but… it looks like following it will bring a lot of hardships.”

Clang-

The image of the second guest passed through my mind.

“Tsk…”

As soon as the fortune passed by, I felt uneasy.

I felt my expression must be exactly like that of a parent looking at a wayward child.

“Should I accept this?”

A troublesome guest.

Not someone welcome, but not entirely unwelcome either…

A real headache.

“I guess I won’t be able to go out to the village?”

Today was a day for receiving guests.

“Hey, Blockhead!”

Swish.

He came towards me, floating through the wall.

“Guests are coming, so keep an eye out. Let me know when they arrive.”

Nod.

“And don’t mess with the second guest… hmm… just don’t go near them.”

Blockhead looked slightly puzzled.

But he nodded at my words and went back outside.

“What kind of people are they to take up my whole day…”

Clang-

I shook the bell.

“Stubborn, arrogant, solid… and curious? What’s this?”

They gave off an aristocratic vibe.

The first guest to arrive was probably a noble.

Clang-

I shook the bell again and closed my eyes tightly.

“…So bright.”

The second guest seemed to be a priest.

I hoped they wouldn’t come if possible.

“What a hard-headed, rebellious rascal.”

That’s exactly the impression I got.


A brat who didn’t listen.

Clang-

“Both guests are bringing misfortune with them…” 

How long has it been since I’ve returned, and now there’s talk of misfortune again. 

Life leaves no room for not lamenting one’s fate. 

“Can’t even quit…” 

Quit being a shaman? 

That’s nonsense. 

The spiritual illness is terrifying. 

Not only does it bring bad luck, but in severe cases, it can lead to mental illness and even paralysis. 

I don’t know if there will be spiritual illness here too. 

Anyway, I’ve hardly seen anyone who rejects the shaman’s fate live normally. 

Even they ended up becoming practitioners in the same field. 

Of course, that’s assuming it’s a proper shaman’s fate. 

Those who receive false spirits are an exception. 

“If I quit, at the very least, I’ll be struck by lightning.” 

Having been struck once, there’s no reason to think I can’t be struck twice.

“Anyway…” 

I might as well choose a path of hardship that I like, among the ones I’m going down. 

Not sure if it’ll go according to my thoughts. 

“Let’s see…” 

Clang- 

Clang- 

As I shook the bell, the surrounding air seemed to change. 

In reality, it felt different to me. 

It was very hot… 

And scorching. 

“This is hellfire…” 

Clang- 

The second guest gave the same feeling. 

“This is also hellfire… what could be so hot?” 

Following it might lead to some fire breaking out. 

An interesting fact is that both guests, in the end, would flow to the same place. 

Although they came with different purposes, it ultimately was one.

“Wherever I go, it’s the same.” 

As expected, there were no choices according to my thoughts. 

After all, life doesn’t go as planned. 

A shaman must live according to their fate. 

“Ah, whatever…” 

I got up and dusted off the shrine for no reason, then turned and went outside. 

“Better get ready to receive the guests.”

***

Allurede. 

A name without a family name. 

But his appearance was such that anyone would think he was a nobleman.

His platinum blonde hair, almost white, was neatly combed back and tied.

His distinct features blended with the silver armor, creating a mystical atmosphere. 

Even the sword at his waist was spotless. 

There were many titles to refer to him by. 

A candidate for the next Pope. 

A noble paladin. 

A child of Ilia. 

Allurede, who walked the path of hardship following Ilia, the god of the earth among the many gods of the church. 

He was currently climbing a mountain. 

“Living in a house in front of a cemetery…” 

Allurede recalled what Hans had said. 

‘Keep your expression composed. You’ll be criticized for your looks.’ 

‘Keep your mind in order. He can see through it.’ 

‘If asked for money, just give it. Trying to save 5 silvers could lead to big trouble.’ 

‘Don’t take him lightly despite his light appearance. Especially be more careful when he suddenly seems like a different person.’ 

These were words he couldn’t make sense of.

There were numerous other points he couldn’t understand.

“Receiving oracles, you say…”

And the man who could see souls as well. 

That wasn’t the end of it. 

Didn’t he rescue the World Tree and the elves from the necromancer’s plot? 

Just from what he had heard so far, it was as if he was witnessing the stories of saints and holy figures he had grown up listening to. 

Hans’s evaluation was indeed like this: “A person who is like a saint despite not being one.” 

This single statement was what led Allurede to this place. 

It was a mission he had been able to receive after begging Klein, insisting that he would go himself. 

For Allurede, who held the stories of saints in the highest regard, it was an irresistible temptation.

“Is he really living in such a place?”

It was deep in the mountains, where no one else was. 

Anyone would shake their head if asked to live near a graveyard.

“He said he settled here to console the souls…”

As he followed the path up, Allurede saw a modest house. 

He had been envisioning a noble’s residence. 

The house was nothing like what he had imagined. 

It was a house a commoner might live in, and a frugal one at that. 

A small exclamation of admiration escaped from Allurede’s lips.

“To be so humble, despite being the benefactor of the elves…”

If he had wanted, he could have easily owned a grand mansion. 

His steps quickened at the thought of soon meeting this person. 

And then, Allurede finally encountered Chris.

Hair as white as snow. 

A simple black outfit. 

The moment Allurede met Chris’s intense gaze, he froze.

‘…What a piercing look.’

Though his eyes appeared calm, they held a spine-chilling intensity. 

It was a look that made even someone like Allurede, who had met countless people, flinch. 

In front of the halted Allurede, Chris spoke.

“Really, what a stubborn guy.”

Who would say such a thing upon a first meeting? 

Nevertheless, Allurede didn’t feel offended. 

Instead, he felt a sense of guilt. 

Regardless of Allurede’s reaction, Chris continued talking.

“The one supposed to come after ended up coming first… unbelievable…”

Listening to his words, it seemed as though he had known Allurede would come. 

And that seemed to be true, given that the table was already set with food.

“Sit anywhere. I’ve prepared some food.”

“…Did you know I was coming?”

“There will be more coming. You just came a bit early.”

Meeting Chris’s eyes again, Allurede had to look away. 

Those intense eyes were thoroughly piercing through him. 

Had he ever tried to avoid someone’s gaze before? 

The number of people who could make him feel like this could be counted on one hand.

“A bright one has come first…”

Leaving these words, Chris closed his eyes. 

Allurede couldn’t hide his confusion. 

Was it a sign that he didn’t want to converse anymore? 

As Chris turned his head towards a distant place, his words reached Allurede, who followed his gaze.

“Not there. A bit more to the side.”

“…To the side?”

Feeling something strange, Allurede stopped shifting his gaze. 

How could Chris know where he was looking with his eyes closed?

“Don’t look at me, look over there.”

Following Chris’s direction, Allurede saw nothing but trees. 

Since Chris claimed to see souls, did he perceive a different landscape?

Unable to contain his curiosity, Allurede asked Chris.

“Is there something over there?”


A person more saintly than a saint. 

Allurede hoped he might get an enlightening answer.

“There’s nothing there.”

“…Pardon?”

“The elders said you look so gaudy that they turned their heads away.”
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He’s a really strange guy. 

Even though it was our first meeting, he felt incredibly familiar. 

He seemed like a naïve younger brother. 

That’s why I treated him so roughly right off the bat. 

“You’re asking me to follow you to the Order?” 

“Yes, that’s correct.” 

Allurede’s expression was serious, as if this was an important matter.

Apparently, he had been sent by old man Klein, whom I had met before…

“Hmm…” 

According to the oracle, it was a hellfire no matter where I went. 

I wondered what the Order had to do with fire, but ultimately both visitors led to that place. 

That wasn’t all. 

I had a feeling it wasn’t the right time yet. 

“My instinct tells me to wait for now.” 

“…What do you mean?” 

“I said there were more visitors.” 

As the saying goes, speak of the devil and he shall appear. 

I felt mana swirling at the corner of the yard. 

“They’ve arrived.” 

Flash— 

“As if it wasn’t already bright enough…” 

They appeared with a flash of light. 

They were all wearing long, elaborate robes. 

Among them was someone holding a staff. 

“….?” 

I expected nobles, but they were mages? 

“They are indeed nobles…” 

The ones who appeared via warp magic were all mages. 

There were just under twenty of them. 

Among them were a few middle-aged women, but most were either middle-aged men or elderly. 

“It’s been a while.” 

Master Cloze waved his hand. 

“Curiosity, huh…” 

I could understand why I felt their curiosity. 

All the mages’ sparkling eyes were fixed on me. 

Swarming— 

“Are you the one said to possess the Spiritual Eye?” 

“They say you use a power other than magic?” 

“Could you explain exactly what this ‘spiritual energy’ is?” 

The swarm of mages bombarded me with questions. 

I felt like my ears were going to hurt, not just my eyes. 

As I stood there with my mouth open, Cloize laughed with satisfaction.

“What did I tell you? The world of magic academia is turned upside down.” 

“…Excuse me?” 

Mages in front of me. 

Mages to my sides. 

Even without the Spiritual Eyes, I saw mages behind me. 

“…Um…excuse me…” 

“Are you closing your eyes to use the Spiritual Eye?” 

“It’s true, I can’t sense any mana.” 

“What is that wooden statue over there? It doesn’t seem ordinary.”

“Oh…that statue is subtly radiating mana.” 

They were chatterboxes. 

Even in a short time, countless questions were hurled at me. 

“Could you first show us this ‘spiritual energy’?” 

Their endless talking was exhausting. 

Maybe showing them would make them quiet? 

I thought that since they couldn’t sense the spiritual energy, they’d give up once they realized there was no way to detect it. 

“Just a moment! I’ll show you, so please be quiet…” 

As if they had never been noisy, the mages instantly fell silent. 

This approach was clearly the right one. 

“This is the spiritual energy…” 

Swish— 

Spiritual energy spread around me. 

The mages looked bewildered. 

Of course, they couldn’t sense anything. 

“You can’t feel anything, right?” 

They seemed to be concentrating, but only made puzzled expressions.

“…This is unbelievable.” 

“I really can’t feel anything…” 

“A power we don’t know of…!”

Contrary to my expectations, the mages were even more excited. 

Their expressions showed that they couldn’t contain their excitement at discovering an unknown world. 

The mages, who had been talking among themselves, approached me again.

“We’ve pooled all our money to research this thing you call fortune-telling.”

“…Pardon?”

It seemed that this mage wasn’t the only one who had brought money.

Each of them pulled out their pouches and held them out to me.

“You only take payments in copper and silver, right?”


One of the wizards turned his pouch upside down and spilled the money onto the table.

Charr-r-ring—

“…?”

Charr-ring—

Copper and silver coins poured endlessly from the pouch.

Charr-ring—

Before I knew it, the table was overflowing with coins, and they were even spilling onto the floor.

“We have plenty of money, so please continue this fortune-telling. Start with about a hundred samples.”

Charr-ring—

“…Pardon?”

“Wasn’t it a maximum of 5 silver coins per session?”

Charr-ring—

“We hope you can assist in our research.”

Even as they spoke, the money kept spilling out. 

How much money was that? 

I swear I’d never seen this much money before. 

It was like a treasure trove from a fairy tale, with silver coins piling up.

“Is it correct that it’s 5 silver coins per session?”

“It is… but… I can’t perform multiple readings for the same person…”

To handle all this, wouldn’t it take a few years at least? 

As the flow of money from the pouch stopped, another mage opened his pouch.

“Wait a moment! I understand, so please stop…”

“We’ll give you as much money as you want.”

The yard grew noisy again. 

It seemed they had no intention of listening to my answer, as they continued to speak over each other. 

Their voices overlapped so much that it was hard to understand what they were saying. 

It was similar to the first time I met Master Cloze. 

Are all mages like this…?

“Ahem, everyone, please be quiet.”

“Yes, Master Closell.”

At the elder’s word, the mages clammed up. 

Stepping forward to mediate, Master Cloze stood in front of me and pushed the mages back.

“Can’t you see that Chris is troubled?”

Our dear elder, standing up for me after all the time we spent together. 

In this moment, he felt quite reliable.

“No matter how curious you are as mages, maintain your dignity.”

“Hmm, yes…”

The mages, looking embarrassed, straightened up and cleared their throats. 

Grandpa Cloze nodded as he sensed the calmer atmosphere.

“Furthermore, I should mention that Chris is a friend who will become my grandson-in-law.”

Uh…?

Why does the conversation always veer off like this?

“In other words, you could say he has an exclusive relationship with me to some extent.”

“…Master?”

Swoosh—

Grandpa Cloze’s hand landed on my shoulder.

“Isn’t that right, grandson-in-law?”

Murmur, murmur. 

The yard looked like it was about to get noisy again. 

Sure enough, the reaction burst out immediately.

“Even for Master Cloze, monopolizing this young man is too much.”

“This is unfair.”

“Considering our past connections, I hope you’ll make some concessions…”

At that moment, the door burst open with a loud noise that surprised everyone.

Bang—

“…An elf?”

Serena emerged outside, looking extremely cautious. 

With fearful eyes, she glared at Master Cloze.

“…You were here too.”

Murmurs spread among the mages due to Serena’s sudden appearance.

“An elf in a place like this…”

“Isn’t she the elf master Cloze mentioned…?”

“The one who was rescued from the necromancer…?”

“So, she’s a High Elf?”

The sudden silence was unsettling.

“No way…”

Throng—

This time, the mages flocked toward Serena. 

Meeting a High Elf was a rare opportunity for them.

Serena would still be wary of people…

It was as noisy as a marketplace; I didn’t know what was happening.

Between the noisy people and a bunch of troublesome spirits, a sigh emerged from deep within me.

“Haa… I wish all these visitors would just leave…”

“Although there’s been a slight delay, the situation isn’t good.”

“Hmm…”

With nonstop questions being thrown at me, I thought they had come here for research purposes. 

But according to Master, that wasn’t the case. 

They had discovered traces of a necromancer in the northernmost part of the empire. 

They were here as an investigation team for that.

“But should we be standing around like this? Shouldn’t we leave immediately?”

“It takes time to redraw the warp magic circle.”

“So, I need to go with you?”

“There might be things we can’t detect, like last time.”

“Mm…”

Both Master Cloze and Allurede awaited my response.

“Just a moment.”

I consulted the divination again, but the result was the same. 

No matter which path we took, it all led to the same place. 

However, the elder’s path felt much more urgent.

“Chris, if it’s a matter related to the necromancer, you don’t need to go to the Order.”

“Hmm?”

That was unexpected. 

I thought they would insist on going first.

“The purpose of having Chris is to deploy Paladins to aid the empire.”

“And?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at Allurede’s response.

“If that’s the reason… I’ll just follow Chris.”

“…?”

“If I go, Paladins will be deployed to protect me.”

“Huh…”

“Perhaps Klein thought of this and sent me.”

That elder, I thought he was straightforward, but it seems he has a crafty side too. 

Trying to use a trick when things didn’t go his way. 

If Master Cloze hadn’t come, we would have joined them after going to the church.

“Then, we can depart immediately.”

Master Cloze began a brief explanation.

“First of all, there’s no one there.”

“…Is it a wasteland?”

Considering it was a necromancer’s trace, it could be an uninhabited place. 

They would likely operate in deserted areas…

“More precisely, everyone disappeared.”

“!?!?”

“Thousands in the barony vanished all at once.”

“…?”

What was this now?

“This was discovered two days ago. A knight order has already headed there.”

This was a completely different move from what we had heard about the necromancer’s actions so far. 

Isn’t this too blatant?

We’ll know once we get there.

“Thousands vanished… This doesn’t feel right…”

I had a hunch, but I hoped it wasn’t true. 

There couldn’t be anything more dreadful.

Once the warp magic circle was completed, everyone stepped onto it, including Serena who followed me.

“Will you be alright?”

She nodded.

Then, mana enveloped us, and a flash of light burst forth. 

In an instant, the scenery changed to a desolate village. 

Truly, there was nothing. 

No people, no souls.

Master Cloze called out to me in a slightly flustered voice.

“…Chris.”


“Yes?”

“Did you bring that?”

Turning my head at Master Cloze’s words, I saw something that shouldn’t be here.

“Why is this here?”

Wooden totems were stuck in the ground.
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