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    Chapter 1: A Department that has just been scheduled to be abolished


The friend who liked novels, I’ve met them before. 

They’d launch into novel stories without warning. 

At first, I’d just let it wash over me, but gradually, I started getting interested. 

“Should I give it a try?” 

The Chronicles of Knights and Wizards. 

It was a title I’d heard so much about that I could find it easily. 

“Hmm…” 

I read a few chapters, but since my life was built on practicalities, I couldn’t grasp why it was enjoyable. 

“Isn’t it all solved with magic, swords, and guns?” 

Sure, I understood that firearms didn’t make sense in the setting of the novel. 

But with my mind wandering, being unable to focus, it was inevitable.

After all, I was a firearms enthusiast. 

In the end, unable to enjoy it, I left a comment. 

“Isn’t it all this Swords master and 7th Circle all solvable with Guns and Grenades? No?” 

After leaving the comment, I closed the app. 

Occasionally, notifications popped up indicating replies, but seeing the harsh comments even in the notifications, I panicked and deleted the app. 

“What a novel. Let’s play a game instead.” 

Sitting in front of the computer with a headset on, I murmured. 

I’d have just forgotten about it… 

“Ah.” 

The usual routine. 

After finishing work and resting under a tree’s shade, I suddenly remembered my past life, as if hit by an apple. 

…It seems like I’ve been reincarnated into a novel world. 

***

The Imperial Weapons Research and Development Department. 

The main tasks are weapon improvements and new weapon development. 

The name and the tasks sound grand, but in reality, it’s not much.

Maybe because it’s a peaceful era, but in this world, what’s important isn’t new weapons. 

It’s knights and wizards. 

It’s said that to defeat one knight, you need at least a hundred soldiers.

A single spell from a mage can easily wipe out a whole battalion.

Records of Swordmaster-level knights holding off 2000 soldiers alone, or 9th Circle mages erasing a country from the map, are not hard to come by. 

In other words, the balance of power on the battlefield is towards knights and wizards. 

So, many countries spare no expense in fostering exceptional knights and wizards. 

In contrast, there’s negligence towards weapon improvements and new weapon development. 

How much progress can you make by improving a medieval crossbow anyway? 

Therefore, there’s not much to do in the Weapons Research and Development Department. 

At best, it’s about improving weapon durability and developing materials. 

Even that is just for show, like, “Look, we’re doing something!” 

After commuting at 9 in the morning and handling various tasks, it’s at most a two-hour day. 

The rest is spent chatting with colleagues or enjoying leisure time, which is the typical workday in weapon development. 

It’s truly a cushy job. 

The balance of work-life, decent pay, and tasks. 

There’s not a single disgruntled person among the department members, and there’s no need to strain your brain. 

Plus, as long as you don’t cause any accidents, you won’t be fired until retirement, unlike regular civil servants. 

It’s the dream department that everyone in the empire wants to enter.

This is a fact that can be confirmed from surveys of students’ desired career paths. 

How I managed to get into such a department… 

“I must’ve been lucky.” 

I still don’t know how I managed to land in the Weapons Research and Development Department. 

My abilities are lacking, that’s for sure. 

How much clout could a nobleman’s child like me have? 

Normally, those with connections get into cushy departments, while people like me end up in undesirable ones. 

But somehow, I was assigned to the cushy department. 

“Well, good is good.” 

Thinking various thoughts, I reached the department building before I knew it. 

“Another day, another hard day’s work…” 

I arrived, sucking up to the cushiness. 

I went to my desk first to organize my work, and soon, my colleagues started arriving one by one. 

“Oh, Brown, you’re here early? Not tired?” 

“I’m fine. Are you okay, James?” 

“I’m dead tired. Getting older makes hangovers last longer. Definitely, being young is better.” 

“Good morning.”

While talking with my senior, the team leader and other members began to arrive. 

“Good morning.” 

“Yeah. Let’s work quickly and take a break.” 

As usual, the workday began. 

After finishing work, about an hour and a half had passed. 

Looking around, James was already asleep at his desk, and the other team members were nowhere to be seen. 

‘I should take a break too.’ 

Stretching and getting up from my seat, I headed towards the back of the department building. 

There were hardly any people around, and it was cool and shady, a perfect place for a nap. 

As usual, I lay down in a suitable spot and began to doze off. 

“Oops!” 

Startled by the impact I felt on my head, I suddenly sat up and saw something rolling beside me. 

It was an apple. 

“Ah… darn…” 

While rubbing my throbbing head, strange memories began to surface.

They were unfamiliar yet somehow familiar memories. 


After a moment, I regained my composure and murmured while gazing at the sky, “Am I going crazy?” 

Despite trying to suppress the discomfort, there was no answer as I held onto my still painful head. 

Suppressing the uneasy feeling, I returned to the department. 

“Mr. Brown, you came just in time. The department head has called for all department members.” 

Arne said as he saw me. 

“Is something wrong?” 

“I don’t know. It’s an emergency meeting. The other team members have already gone. Let’s go quickly.” 

“Ah, okay.” 

The meeting was held only once or twice per quarter, so having an emergency meeting was unexpected. 

Thinking it strange, I followed my senior into the meeting room. 

Most of the department members had gathered. 

The department head’s face looked serious as he glanced around the room. 

‘What’s going on?’ 

Seeing the department head with such a serious expression, which was unusual for him no matter what the situation, it seemed like something serious had happened. 

Quietly finding a seat among the gathered department members, I watched the department head’s movements carefully. 

After some time, when most of the seats were filled, the department head spoke up. 

“Anyone else coming?” 

“It seems like everyone’s here.” 

Team Leader 1 replied. 

“Then let’s begin the meeting. There’s talk about restructuring the department, which we can’t avoid at the Weapons Development Research Department. I believe you all know the reasons.” 

The department head glanced around the meeting room briefly before continuing. 

“If that’s the case, we won’t be able to continue working as we have been. So if anyone has a good idea to prevent the department from being disbanded, speak up.” 

“Disbanding the department?” 

It hadn’t been that long since I was thrilled to have landed this job.

While I was lost in my thoughts, others from different teams began to suggest ideas one by one. 

“How about engraving magic circles on weapons?” 

“That was a proposal from a few months ago. It was already deemed unfeasible by the higher-ups.” 

“What if we embed magic stones in weapons to enhance their power?”

“Do magic stones come out of the ground when you dig? And it’s not efficient. That proposal was rejected years ago.” 

“How about researching improvements in the quality of magic circles?”

“How much more can we improve the quality here? It’s been decided that further weapon enhancements are not meaningful even by the higher-ups.” 

Eventually, the meeting room fell silent. 

The department head, who had been looking around the room with a displeased expression, spoke up. 

“If you want to keep working here, you need to come up with something achievable within a month. That’s all for the meeting.” 

After the department head left, other department members also began to stand up and move back to their respective seats. 

“Wow, this is serious. If the department gets disbanded, we’ll all be unemployed, won’t we?” 

James said as we returned to our seats. 

“Will I be laid off? What should I do from now on?” 

Arne said, his expression turning worried. 

“You’ll be transferred to another department. But there’s no department as good as this one. This is trouble.” 

The team leader continued. 

“I used to work in the Finance Department. There’s no concept of leaving work on time there. From what I’ve heard from my colleagues, there’s no place as comfortable as here. The good times are all gone.”

“We have to come up with a good proposal within a month…” 

“To present something achievable within a month. What more can we change here? It might be better to find a good place by maximizing our connections…” 

As my team members began discussing what to do next, I was absorbed in different thoughts. 

Memories that had come to mind and the current situation began to align. 

‘Could this be a reincarnation into a novel world?’ 

The words my acquaintance used to say to me and the current situation began to fit together like pieces of a puzzle. 

It was as if I was reincarnated into a novel world they used to describe.

And then, another thing. 

Memories of past lives related to weapons began to vividly resurface. 

It seemed that in my past life, I had a keen interest in weapons. 


If I could utilize these memories, perhaps I could prevent the department from being disbanded. 

[Development Proposal, Matchlock Rifle.] 

First, I needed to start with something I could create immediately.

Quietly sitting down, I began to draft the proposal.
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    Chapter 2: How do you make Gun Powder?


“Brown, what are you writing without preparing to leave?” 

“Oh, I was working on a proposal.” 

Is it already time to leave? 

I didn’t realize how time flew by while writing the proposal. 

“What is it? Let me see.” 

“Just a moment…” 

After finishing the documents, I handed them to my senior. 

“Wow, you’re hardworking.” 

“What do you mean?” 

The team leader and Arne, who were preparing to leave next to me, also showed interest. 

“Matchlock…rifle…?” 

“It’s a new method, isn’t it?” 

“Um… well…” 

As my team members evaluated my proposal, I began to feel nervous.

“Could you explain it?” 

“Yes. First, you load projectiles and beads into the barrel, ignite the projectiles with a burning string, and then launch them.” 

The concept of gunpowder doesn’t exist in this world yet. 

So I described it as projectiles and continued explaining. 

“The loading speed is slower compared to a bow. However, if we divide soldiers into three groups for loading, preparing, and firing, we can compensate for the slow speed.” 

“You’ve even thought about the operation method? You’ve worked hard. So what materials do you use for the projectiles?” 

“Well, that’s… still…” 

I’m also struggling with that. 

I have detailed knowledge of firearms structures and history from my past life, but I lack the most crucial knowledge of gunpowder.

Gunpowder is essential for firearms, but not knowing how to make it made me feel desperate. 

“Well, let’s think about that tomorrow. Let’s go home now.” 

With the team leader’s words, we headed home. 

“How can I make gunpowder?” 

Knowing the information but unable to use it. 

Without gunpowder, which is crucial, what can I do? 

While pondering, something came to mind. 

[Right now, an alchemist obsessed with explosions is trying to set the capital on fire…] 

Words from someone in my memory. 

If I find that alchemist, can’t I find gunpowder? 

“Where can I find that alchemist?” 

I needed to find the person as soon as possible. 

To prevent the department from being disbanded. 

…At least to stay in the coveted department. 

It’s unfair to be driven out to another place in less than a year.

***

The next morning, I arrived at the department. 

Perhaps due to the aftermath of yesterday’s meeting, the atmosphere was different from usual, with people discussing which department would be better for them.

“Anyway, the Agriculture Department…” 

“I’d rather be in the Health Department…” 

“I heard the Magical Archives Department is great…” 

“But you’d be dealing with wizards all day and wouldn’t even get to leave work…”

Some were discussing which department would be better for them.

“For now, let’s enjoy. Once we change departments, we won’t have this kind of leisure.”

“That’s true. Maybe go fishing at the nearby lake…”

Even those trying to make the most of the remaining time.

Looking around as I arrived at the department, I noticed that unlike usual, other team members were also there.

“Oh, Brown. You’re here?”

“Yes, Team Leader. Good morning.”

“Yeah. Have you thought about what material to use for the projectiles?”

“I haven’t figured it out yet… I’m thinking of consulting some alchemists.”

“That might help. Let me know if you need assistance.”

“…Speaking of which, do you happen to know where to find alchemists?”

Even the team leader doesn’t know. 

This is unfortunate.

As I wiped my face with my hands, trying to hide my embarrassed expression, Arne spoke up.

“I know! You can probably find alchemists at the academy, in the Alchemy Department.”

“Oh, thank you. Team Leader? Can I request a field trip?”

“But, Brown, have you ever been to the academy?”

“No.”

“I’ll go with you then.”

Accepting the field trip from the team leader, we left the department.

“Sigh… The atmosphere was uncomfortable inside, but it feels good to be out.”

Arne was right.

The weather was nice.

Leaving the chaotic department behind, I felt a sense of calm.

“…Arne, do you know much about the academy?”

“Well, I’m a graduate of the academy, after all.”

Arne said he graduated from the Department of Administration.

“Then, have you heard any rumors about the Alchemy Department?”

“That department is so quiet. Let’s go check it out today!”

Heading towards the National Academy, I thought to myself, ‘Where could the protagonist be and what could they be doing?’

All I remembered from the original work were vague descriptions I heard through acquaintances and the early parts.

‘They’re probably off causing trouble somewhere.’

I remember they initially joined a mercenary group.

After a moment of contemplation, I shook my head and thought, ‘Let’s take care of the urgent matters first.’


Finding the alchemist who attempted to set the empire on fire is the priority for now.

***

“Luna, you still haven’t given up?”

“…No.”

Her senior frowned disapprovingly, and Luna shrunk back at his expression.

“The professor is calling for you. Go.”

“…Alright…”

Luna lowered her head and made her way to the professor’s office.

As she walked, she could hear murmurs from her seniors behind her.

“She’s still not giving up on that?”

“I told her, she should do what she’s told properly instead of wasting time on useless things…”

Ignoring the mocking voices of her seniors, Luna entered the professor’s office.

“Luna Karen reporting.”


	Come in.



Upon hearing the professor’s voice, she opened the door and entered the room.

The professor was reading through her documents.

“Please, have a seat.”

“…Yes.”

Luna quietly took a seat and waited, watching the professor cautiously.

How much time had passed?

Finally, the professor looked up from the documents and spoke.

“Alright, Karen.”

“Yes, Professor?”

“I’ve read your report.”

“Thank yo—”


	Pfft.



Before Luna could finish expressing her gratitude, the professor threw her research papers into the trash.

“Ah…”

“Alright. I won’t deny that the substance you researched is indeed new.”

Luna only stared silently at the papers now sitting in the trash bin.

Ignoring her reaction, the professor continued speaking.

“But that’s all it is. What good is a substance that burns out quickly? It’s not even eligible for research funding.”

“I know you’re smart, but you’d better wake up from your fantasies quickly. I hope your next report will be more productive. You can go now.”

“…Yes…”

Luna quietly stood up and left the room.

As she picked up her discarded research papers from the trash, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of blatant disregard.

‘I worked so hard…’

She wanted at least some recognition.

But in the end, it was all in vain.

Suppressing the urge to cry, Luna moved forward.

Suddenly, she remembered a letter she had received a few days ago.

With its unique symbol and a mention of interest in her research.

At the time, she had brushed it off without much thought, but now the letter came back to her mind.

‘Could I gain recognition if I go there?’

The meeting place and time were written on the letter.

‘It was tomorrow night… Should I go…?’

As she pondered, someone approached her.

“Excuse me. Do you happen to know where the Alchemy Department is?”

“I’m actually an assistant there…”

Luna smoothed out her expression and asked.

“Oh, that’s great. We’re from the Weapon Research and Development Department.”

‘Did she cry?’

Brown thought as he looked at her.

He was worried that he might have caught her at a bad time, grabbing her and asking questions.

“Um… yes…”

Luna still seemed unsure why she was here.

“If you’re in a hurry, I apologize. We’re here to seek advice on alchemy-related matters, and we thought you might be able to help.”

Answering her, Arne, who was standing next to her, spoke up.

“Hm. No problem. What advice are you seeking?”

Surprised by Brown’s words, Luna seemed to be slightly taken aback. He seemed to be looking for something similar to what she was researching.

“Is that so?”

“Yes. I’m in a hurry to find out. But for now, I’m John Brown from the Weapon Research and Development Department.”

“I’m Arne.”

“Luna Karen. Follow me for now. I’m not sure if what you’re looking for is correct, but I’ll show you.”

Guided by Luna, the three of them headed to the research lab.

“Please wait here for a moment.”

Leaving them waiting outside the building, Luna headed towards the research lab.

***

“Is this the one we searching?”

After Karen entered the building, Arne spoke up.

“We can only hope so.”

Brown replied, waiting for Karen to come out.

After some time, she emerged carrying something.

“I’m not sure if this is correct.”

With that, Karen poured potion bottles onto the sand inside the box she brought out.

The black powder inside scattered over the sand.

After sprinkling an appropriate amount, she began chanting a spell.

Brown and Arne watched in silence.

“Fire.”

A small flame flickered over the black powder.


“Fiery.”

Soon after, the black powder started burning fiercely.

Brown smiled as he watched.

“We found it. Gunpowder.”

Now they could start making firearms.



 
  
    Chapter 3: After stopping future terrorists


“Did you collaborate with others on this research by any chance?” 

“No… I was researching alone…” 

“You did this research alone? That’s impressive.” 

“Haha… Thank you.” 

“Could we perhaps try some confirmations as well?” 

Brown began to ask questions, his eyes brightening as he looked at Karen’s research. 

She felt both embarrassed and pleased that he was interested in her work. 

None of her colleagues had shown such interest before.

“I’ll help you. What would you like to confirm?” 

“I wonder if this material catches fire or explodes when subjected to friction or impact?” 

“It used to, but for safety reasons, we’ve made it less sensitive now. It won’t ignite unless directly exposed to flame.” 

“Could it be made sensitive again, like before?” 

“We have the manufacturing method recorded, so we could make it sensitive again if needed.” 

“I also have a question about those powders. What happens if they catch fire in a sealed environment?” 

“They exploded in the previous experiment, but if you want to see it now…” 

“It might be troublesome, it’s okay. What you’ve confirmed so far is sufficient.” 

Brown started to get excited as he talked with Karen. 

Initially, he had thought it would be fortunate if her research was just similar to gunpowder. 

But as he saw her results and listened to her answers, he became increasingly certain. 

‘There’s no doubt, this is gunpowder.’

He needed her to make guns. 

That’s why he said to her, “Would you consider working together?”

“Um…?” 

“We need you for what we’re trying to create.” 

Brown regretted his sudden insistence, wondering if he had said it too abruptly. 

But Karen’s thoughts were different. 

‘Finally…’ 

She had felt so lonely doing research that no one appreciated. 

She questioned if she was doing something wrong with her colleagues’ disregard and the professor’s reprimands. 

She had even considered quitting her research and had almost succumbed to a suspicious letter. 

But as she talked with Brown, she gained confidence in her research.

‘This is the first time.’ 

Someone showed genuine interest in her research and engaged in conversation based on her research data. 

No one had done that before. 

In such a situation, when he asked her to work together, Karen intended to agree. 

But her moment of contemplation seemed long to Brown. 

Unable to bear it, he exclaimed, “Karen! I need you!” 

“Huh?” 

“I’m very interested in your research too!” 

“Um, uh…” 

Grabbing Karen’s hand in his excitement, Brown continued.

“You! You’re the talent I’ve been looking for!” 

“Um… your hand…” 

“You’re talented!” 

“T-Thank you, but… your hand…” 

Karen felt overwhelmed by Brown’s sudden enthusiasm, unable to respond properly. 

But as he persisted, she found it hard to resist. 

Yet Brown’s enthusiasm began to make her feel uncomfortable. 

“I’m sorry. But what I said was sincere.” 

“Haha… Okay…” 

“I really want us to work together.” 

“…I’m counting on you.” 

Finally, Karen agreed to share her research data. 

Brown smiled at her response. 

‘Good.’

With the acquisition of gunpowder, they could now begin making firearms. 

Brown felt a weight lift off his shoulders. 

To expedite firearm production, he needed to move around a lot. 

But if things went well, they could prevent the department from being shut down. 

He could also continue working in the department. 

‘Let’s hold out until we get through this.’ 

He was also curious about the implications of making firearms.

“Well then, we’ll take our leave. We’ll come back with a more concrete plan in the future.” 

“No, I’ll come to the department myself.” 

“Then please feel free to come tomorrow or the day after. We’ll take our leave now.”

After parting ways with Luna, Brown and Arne headed out of the academy.

“It’s a relief.” 

“Yeah.”

With the gunpowder obtained, they had overcome one obstacle. 

Now it was time to make prototypes.

“I’ll stop by the department before heading back to the workshop.”

“Wow. You’re working hard.” 

“If we want to prevent the department from being shut down, we need to work hard.” 

“Hehe. I’ll cheer you on.”

As they headed toward the department, a thought crossed Brown’s mind. 

‘But if things go like this, am I preventing the alchemist who wanted to set the city ablaze?’ 

John Brown briefly reflected on his role in stopping future terrorism.

Upon arrival, Brown went to see the team leader.

“Team leader, we’ve obtained the necessary materials. We’re now planning to make firearms. Could we get approval for budget usage?”


“That’s good news. Just a moment.”

The team leader rummaged through a drawer and handed him a piece of paper.

“It’s a promissory note. This should be sufficient for making prototypes.”

“Oh, thank you.” 

“Are you leaving now?” 

As Brown took the promissory note, the team leader asked.

“Yes. I’m going straight to the workshop.” 

“You’re always so diligent. I can’t detain busy people. Go on then.”

“Yep.”

As Brown walked away, the team leader muttered to himself while looking at the closed door.

“You’re our hope…”

The team leader also didn’t want to be transferred to another department. 

Before being assigned here, he had endured so much in the finance department. 

He had thought that department was comfortable, but compared to this one, it was nothing. 

Having fully adapted to this department, the thought of it being shut down or being transferred to another one was utterly undesirable.

As he entered the forge, the heat hit Brown.

“Phew.”

He had been here several times, but he never got used to the heat.

Along with the clanging of metal and the distinct smell, it was all too much. 

Covering his nose with his sleeve, he looked for the chief blacksmith.

“Ah, hello!”

Raising his voice as usual, he greeted loudly, aware that his voice might be drowned out by the noise.

“…Oh. You’re from the weapons department, right?”

The man frowned as he looked at Brown.

“Yes, we’ve met a few times.”

“Why are you here today?”

“Oh, I came to place an order!”

Brown presented the design he had prepared when drafting the proposal.

“Let me see.”

The chief blacksmith took off his gloves and said.

“Here.”

Brown handed him the design.

“I’ve never seen this before.”

“That’s expected. Can you do it?”

“Let me think. This needs to be made sturdy, in the shape of a barrel, and wood needs to be carved… Hmm…”

“Yes, the barrel needs to be sturdy enough to withstand significant impact, and there should be holes in this part.”

“Hmm…”

The senior blacksmith pondered, then finally tucked the paper into his pocket.

“What’s the budget?”

“The budget is…?”

“Here…” 

After confirming the amount on the promissory note, the chief blacksmith said, “This should be sufficient. Come back later this afternoon.” 

“Got it. Thank you.” 

As Brown left the forge, he thought.

‘It’s done.’ 

With the gunpowder obtained, they would soon be able to see prototypes of firearms. 

Getting approval for the prototypes from the department head would be the last thing he could do. 

After that, he could only pray for things to go smoothly. 

‘But I still have confidence.’ 

Wasn’t he also changing history with firearms from a past life? 

Of course, there were no knights and magicians in his past life, but Brown believed that firearms would still hold sway in this world. 

On the other hand, he was curious. 

How would warfare change if firearms were introduced on the battlefield? 

Fortunately or unfortunately, if his memory served him right, war would soon break out. 

The protagonist in the original work would also play a role in that war.

“Ah.” 

Suddenly, something came to Brown’s mind as he walked along the street. 

‘Cannon.’ 

He had been so absorbed in firearms that he hadn’t thought about anything else. 

Cannons were also one of the weapons that changed history in his past life. 

Brown turned back toward the forge.

***

“Hehe…”

Luna Karen Feels good. 

Two days ago, she met Brown, who had praised her research, and now she was going to the weapons research and development department.

What kind of conversation would they have when she met him today?

What did he want to create based on her research? 

She had a mountain of questions to ask him as soon as she met him.

And for him, she had also brought some of the material she had been researching.

“Hehe.”

After chatting with him, she felt a surge of confidence. 

She spoke loudly and confidently even when talking to seniors and colleagues. 

She could now make eye contact with professors and talk to them. 

Even as she went to bed, she could smile and say, ‘My research wasn’t in vain.’ 

And now, she had arrived here. 

The weapons development research department was where she would take the next step as an alchemist. 

With high expectations, Luna Karen entered the building.

And what she saw in front of her was…

“Stop it already! There is an outsider!” 

“What a creepy place to visit…” 

“Oh, no! Not at all!” 

“Is that Brown’s girlfriend? She’s cute!” 

“Must be a new recruit, right?” 

“Kehehe! Won’t be long before this department goes down. Let’s enjoy it while we can!” 

“Here… I want to stay here…”

It was chaos.

“Yeah. Let’s go back.”

Back to the academy, she would now diligently complete the assignments given by the professor. 

What she saw two days ago was just a momentary fantasy. 

From today on, she would work hard as a teaching assistant and become a professor. 

Karen turned to leave the building. 

She tried to flee but ended up colliding with someone who appeared behind her.

“Are you Karen?” 

“B-Brown?”


“I was planning to meet you today anyway.”

She couldn’t escape.

“I’m going to see the prototypes today. Want to come with me?” 

“Yes…”

She resented herself for not being able to escape in time and followed him listlessly…



 
  
    Chapter 4: What’s left for


“However… if it’s a prototype…?” 

Karen, walking behind Brown, asked. 

“It’s a weapon. Utilizing the substance you researched.” 

“A weapon…?” 

“Oh, does Karen have any aversion to it being used as a weapon?” 

“No, it’s just… I’m curious about what type it is.” 

With interest, Karen. 

Brown briefly explained to her. 

“The basic principle is to put the substance and beads into the weapon and ignite it for firing. I’ll explain in detail when we see the prototype.

 After answering her, Brown scratched his head for a moment and asked a question. 

“Oh right. By any chance, do you have that substance with you now?”

“Just in case, I brought it with me.” 

“That’s fortunate. Then let’s test it as soon as we receive the prototype.”

‘It’ll be quick to confirm.’ 

Thanks to Karen bringing gunpowder, they could quickly test the performance of the prototype. 

By the way, what should that be called? 

“What would be a good name for the substance Karen researched? Should we call it gunpowder, powder, or something like that?” 

Brown inserted gunpowder subtly and asked. 

“Oh, I haven’t thought about it. Um… let’s just call it gunpowder.” 

Karen decided on the name without much deliberation. 

“Alright. Have you thought about what you’ll do with the gunpowder, Karen?” 

“Um… the only thing I’ve thought of is using it for mining.” 

“Using it like that would be fine too. It could be used for demolishing buildings…” 

“That’s also fine?” 

While talking to each other, they soon arrived at the blacksmith’s workshop. 

“Is the senior blacksmith here by any chance?” 

“Um. Over there, go ahead.” 

Avoiding the machinery inside the blacksmith’s workshop, they entered further inside, where the senior blacksmith was whittling wood. 

“We’re here.” 

“…Wait a moment.” 

The senior blacksmith glanced at Brown for a moment. 

He fixed the gun barrel he had placed next to him onto the wood he was whittling. 

-Clang. 

Karen, who was watching from the side, asked. 

“Is that the prototype Brown mentioned?” 

“Yes. That’s it. It’s called a Matchlock Rifle.” 

“Hmm. Let me take a look.” 

Brown received the fire gun handed by the senior blacksmith. 

Visually, the barrel was straight without any bends. 

The thickness was consistent. 

‘Should be no problem to shoot, but let’s test it first.’ 

He checked the barrel and also checked the cord attached to it. 

There was no problem with the barrel moving to the side each time he pulled the trigger. 

Brown took out a cord from his pocket and inserted it into the parts to check. 

The part was long, so the end of the cord bypassed the hole in the barrel. 

“Um, could you please make this part shorter?” 

“Let me see.” 

The blacksmith hit the part with a hammer. 

After accepting it again and checking, it seemed fine. 

“Thank you. It turned out well.” 

“Hmm. Who made this? But what kind of weapon is this?” 

“I was about to test it. Would you like to see?” 

The senior blacksmith showed interest in Brown’s words. 

“I’m fine with it. When are we going to do the test?” 

“As soon as the location is okay.” “

Follow me.” 

The senior blacksmith led the way somewhere. 

Brown and Karen followed him. 

“Here. This size should be fine.” 

The place the senior blacksmith guided them to was the backyard.

Surrounded by a fence, there were plenty of raw materials such as stones, wood, and coal nearby. 

“Yes, it’s sufficient. Can we use some wood?” 

“It’s fine.” 

“Then…” 

Brown placed the firewood in a suitable position. 

“Karen? Can I have the gunpowder, please?” 

“Here you go.” 

‘This should be enough.’ 

Brown inserted the gunpowder into the barrel properly. 

Then, he tapped the handle on the ground a few times. 

Afterward, he inserted the lead beads he received earlier into the barrel and pushed them in with a stick. 

‘It’s a bit loose.’ 

Next time, he decided he would put paper or leather inside before inserting the bullets. 

Finally, he applied the grease he had brought to the cord. 

“Could you please put some fire on the cord?” 

“Ah, sure.”

Karen memorized the chant, and the end of the cord caught fire. 

Brown blew on the cord, leaving only the ember, then inserted it into the parts. 

‘Now, if I put a bit less gunpowder here… There was a small hole next to the barrel, and the wood was hollow enough to put an appropriate amount of gunpowder. Once preparations were complete, Brown grasped the fire gun and said. 


“Be prepared, as it might make a loud noise.” 

“…Yes!” 

“Hmm.” 

He aimed the fire gun at the firewood he had placed earlier. 

Since there were no sights or gauges, he relied on instinct. 

“Alright. Firing.” 

After finishing his sentence, Brown pulled the trigger. 

The part attached to the cord tilted and ignited the gunpowder. 

Then… 

Bang! 

“Ack!” 

“…” 

The gunshot echoed prominently in the noisy blacksmith’s shop. 

The recoil lifted the muzzle upwards. 

‘Is that it?’ 

Before checking for accuracy, Brown first inspected the condition of the firearm. 

The barrel was slightly warm from heating. 

The part where the gunpowder was stored seemed to have been slightly burnt. 

Nevertheless, there didn’t seem to be any major issues. 

‘There are no cracks in the barrel, and it seems fine even after firing a few more rounds.’

 After checking the firearm, Brown looked ahead. 

The white smoke from the ignited gunpowder obscured his vision.

Brown waved away the smoke with his hand and moved forward. 

The firewood was intact, but there were traces of lead pellets bouncing nearby. 

The lead pellets were lying not far away, slightly deformed. 

It didn’t hit the target. 

However, the firing was successful. 

“Alright.” 

He had achieved it. 

The Matchlock gun. 

In this world, no less. 

But this wasn’t the end. 

There were still many tests to be done, and improvements to be made.

He had identified what needed immediate improvement. 

The gun should be reinforced with metal for the sights, gauges, and the gunpowder dish that would ignite upon contact with the ember. 

“I was startled by the sound of the explosion.” 

Karen, who had approached unnoticed, said. 

“Is this a weapon that shoots metal beads?” 

“Yes. It’s a weapon that can suppress enemies from a distance.” 

“After living for a while, I’ve seen all sorts of things. But this weapon is the first.” 

“Haha. Oh, I have some improvements in mind…” 

Brown discussed the improvements with the senior blacksmith. 

“No problem. Leave it to me. By the way… can I try it once?” 

The senior blacksmith showed interest in the fire gun. 

Brown smiled and handed him the firearm. 

“Of course.” 

“Let me try…” 

Brown was pleased that those involved in making the gun showed interest. 

‘Since it’s come to this, I’ll try it too.’ 

Karen did have some pride in it. 

‘What’s left is… ‘ 

After confirming the improvements with the senior blacksmith and Karen, Brown thought about the future. 

“Then I’ll go ahead.” 

“Sure. I’ll improve the fire gun by tomorrow afternoon.” 

“Okay. Thank you. And… what about the cannon we talked about last time?” 

“That might take some time. It seems we’ll have to wait for about a week.” 

“Ah, I see. Then, see you tomorrow.” 

Brown and Karen left the blacksmith’s shop and headed down the street. 

“How was what I showed you today?” 

“…Amazing?” 

“Really?” 

“Yes! I never thought we could make a weapon like this using gunpowder! And every time I shoot the gun, I feel inexplicably refreshed…” 

Karen showed an enthusiastic response. 

‘That’s a relief.’ 

Brown thought she might feel some reluctance about using the gunpowder she researched for weapons. 

But seeing her reaction, he realized his concern was unfounded. 

“And, I think we need to improve the gunpowder a bit.” 

“In what way?”

“Because combustion wasn’t sufficient, there were a lot of residues inside the barrel. Hmm… not only that, I also thought about improving the gunpowder.”

The two continued their conversation about firearms and gunpowder as they walked. 

***

Time passed, and before they knew it, a week had gone by.

“We’ve done enough, this should be sufficient,” said the tester.

“Phew. You’ve worked hard all this time.”

“Are we going to get the prototypes checked now?”

“Yes.”

The senior blacksmith, who had a continuous interest in firearms, had already made another gun. 

He shoots it whenever he has spare time as a hobby. 

Brown spent more time in the blacksmith shop than in the department over the week. 

Karen also came to the blacksmith shop and personally shot and improved the gunpowder.

Over the course of a week, the gun went through continuous testing and improvements. 

They made a cover for the gunpowder dish so that the gunpowder wouldn’t blow away in the wind. 

They also made the gun body more comfortable to hold. 

They made it possible to attach a bayonet to the gun body and added a sight and a firing pin.

It couldn’t get any more perfect than this.


“Take care. I haven’t received the budget for making the cannon yet.”

“Haha. I’ll come back next time with a generous budget.”

“Sounds good.”

Now, all that was left was the evaluation from the department head and upper management.

After leaving the blacksmith shop, Brown and Karen headed to the Weapons Research and Development Department.



 
  
    Chapter 5: Evaluation


“Then, I’ll go check it out.” 

“Yes. I’ll be rooting for you!” 

After parting ways with Karen in front of the department, Brown headed to the office. 

“I’m here… Director?” 

Inside the office, there were not only team members but also the department director. 

He was sitting in an empty seat, reading the proposal that he had prepared. 

“Hmm. So, you came? You’ve come up with something interesting.” 

“Yes, Director.” 

“Is this the weapon you envisioned, the one I’m holding?” 

“Yes, Director.” 

“So… you insert the medium and the bead here?” 

“That’s correct.” 

“And when you press this, the bead flies out?” 

“Yes, Director.” 

“Hmm. Interesting.” 

The director set the gun down on the desk and looked at Brown. 

“This weapon is similar to a bow, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, Director.” 

“Well then, let me ask you. What do you think are the strengths of this weapon compared to a bow?” 

The director’s evaluation began. 

It was a moment of crisis for him. 

But thinking differently, it was also an opportunity. 

If he could convince the director, he could receive additional support.

And he had memories from a previous life. 

Confident in the information at his disposal, akin to having an answer sheet. 

‘I can persuade him.’

Brown began to answer. 

“It’s easy to learn.” 

“Easy to learn… hmm.” 

“Training archers is difficult. It requires adequate strength, and mastering aiming with a curved trajectory takes time.” 

“That’s true.” 

The director nodded in agreement with his words. 

“But the gun is different. Once you know how to load and shoot, it’s simple and easy to learn.” 

“Then, show me.” 

He demonstrated loading and firing to the director. 

“You put the gunpowder in, add a small piece of cloth, tamp the barrel, and then…” 

After he finished his explanation, the director said, “It does seem simple. I think I can do it right away. But simply being easy to learn doesn’t mean it can replace a bow.” 

“It can deliver significantly greater firepower than a bow consistently. And…” 

Despite asking several questions, the answers were enough to persuade the Director.

After a moment of consideration, the director nodded and said, “You’ve prepared well. It couldn’t have been easy to create a new type of weapon.” 

“Thank you.” 

“Well then. How do you think this weapon should be used?” 

“Our accuracy is still lacking. It also takes a long time to reload. If multiple people fire simultaneously and reload while others are firing, it could compensate for these shortcomings.” 

“Is fundamental improvement possible?” 

“It is. It may take some time because there are many things we need.”

“Alright. I think I’ve heard everything I need to. Keep up the good work. Support won’t be lacking.” 

“I will do my best!” 

“Well then. There will be an evaluation from higher-ups in two weeks. Keep preparing as you have been.” 

“Yes, Director!” 

After concluding the conversation, as the director was about to leave the office, he said, “Oh, Director. In addition to the gun, I’m also planning on developing another weapon.” 

“What is it?” 

“A cannon… Here’s the proposal.” 

The director briefly skimmed through the document handed to him by Brown. 

“…So, can I understand this as significantly increasing the size of the gun?” 

“Yes, Director.” 

“Hmm. Can we see this in two weeks as well?” 

“It’s possible.” 

“Alright. I’ll be looking forward to it.” 

After the director left the office, he let out a sigh, releasing his tension.

His palms were sweaty; he must have been quite nervous. 

“But I’ve cleared one hurdle.” 

He convinced the director. 

Support will come. 

There’s much to prepare for, including creating demonstration guns and cannons and preparing for the evaluation. 

As Brown pondered his future plans, his teammates approached him.

“Wow, Brown, you prepared well, huh? You answered smoothly without any trouble. Very reliable.” 

“What can I do to help until the evaluation? I’ll do my best to assist.”

“Can I try firing that too?” 

Meanwhile, in another place. 

The director sat in his office chair, reflecting on his conversation with Brown. 

“He’s made an interesting weapon.” 

The director had served as a commander on the battlefield in the past.

Now, in a peaceful time, he was away from the battlefield, serving as a department head. 

“But what if we had that weapon back then?” 

Lost in thought for a moment, the director chuckled to himself and began to attend to his backlog of tasks.

***

Next day, Brown left his department as usual and headed to the forge.

The only difference was that his team members followed him.

“Oh. Did you make this here?”


“Yes. Our senior blacksmith helped me.”

“He’s quite skilled.”

As they conversed and made their way to the forge, Brown spotted Karen.

“Oh, Karen. Are you here?”

“Hehe. How are you?”

“I got approval from the department. I’ll also receive strong support.”

“Congratulations. That’s great.”

“And this is…”

He took out a piece of paper from his pocket and handed it to Karen.

“What’s this? Oh!”

It was a check with a large amount written on it.

“I was able to come this far because of the gunpowder. Please take care of it in the future.”

“But this is too much…”

“It’s the amount for the gunpowder used so far and for future use. And thanks to you, I’ve been able to accomplish a lot too.”

“Hehe… okay.”

Karen, who was struggling financially after not receiving support from the academy, found the check she received from Brown to be a great help.

“Thank you. I’ll work hard in the future…”

“I’m the one who’s more thankful.”

“But who are these people…”

Karen asked, looking at the companions who came with Brown.

“Oh, these are members of the team I belong to. This person is…”

After introducing each other, they entered the forge together.

“I’m here.”

“Yeah. Is it crowded today?”

“It’s been a while.”

Members of the department would come to this forge at least once, so they seemed to know each other well.

“Nice to see everyone. Are we all here to check the guns together?”

“Yes. And we also need to make additional cannon.”

“How many?”

“About twenty.”

Brown took out the check from his pocket and handed it to the senior blacksmith.

“This includes the cost of the cannon you requested last time. Also, can we purchase Armor?”

“Why Armor?”

“I want to test its effectiveness.”

“How much did you receive? I won’t charge for the Armor. Just take one from over there and test it.”

“Okay. Then. Ah, please wait until we confirm the effectiveness before making additional firearms.”

“Got it.”

Leaving the senior blacksmith behind, Brown and the others headed to the backyard with Armor.

To cut to the chase, the effectiveness was approved. After Karen fired the gun, the Armor collapsed. It was the fourth shot.

“I hit it!”

Karen headed to check the armor.

“Wow. Brown, the armor is pierced?”

“It’s fine.”

He smiled as he listened to her words.

***

“Your Highness. It’s time to go.”

At the words of the attendant, the princess, who was stroking her golden hair, replied.

“Yes.”

It had been a month since it was decided that she would participate in the department evaluation at the imperial council meeting. 

Many departments would be abolished or integrated from today.

“Hmm…”

She would also participate in the department evaluation today, just for fun. 

Her appearance had changed gradually. 

The golden hair and the color of her eyes, which used to blush when meeting someone, changed subtly to brown. 

Her appearance was becoming more modest.

“It’s finished.”

“Yeah. Let’s go.”

“Yes.”

She got up from her seat and headed to the department evaluation venue with the attendant.

“I’m looking forward to it.”

However, the department evaluation didn’t go as she hoped. 

The results were just slightly better than usual, nothing of particular interest to her. 

Many departments went through the assessment, but there were no notable achievements to catch her attention.

“Next is the demonstration of the new weapon from the Weapons Development Research Department.”

“Let’s just see this and leave.”

The princess looked at the documents. 

According to the documents, they had succeeded in developing a new weapon that had never been seen before.

“I am John Brown from the Weapons Development Research Department. The weapon we will demonstrate today is…”

The princess glanced at the man presenting with an indifferent expression. 


The presentation was quite innovative.

“A weapon that attacks enemies by firing beads.”

It was undoubtedly a new type of weapon, but it lacked the excitement to stimulate her interest.

The princess looked at the man with an indifferent expression. 

It didn’t take long for her expression to change.



 
  
    Chapter 6: The Future of Department


“Named the Matchlock Rifle, it fires bullets to take out distant enemies…” 

Brown began his presentation by describing the gun, kicking off the announcement of achievements in the weapons research and development department. 

“Unlike bows, where the individual skill of the archer matters, the Matchlock Rifle boasts a consistent firepower…” 

Brown explained the advantages of the gun. 

“With that, I conclude the explanation of the Matchlock Rifle, and now I will show you a shooting demonstration.” 

After his words, 15 individuals entered the presentation area carrying the Matchlock Rifles. 

Five people formed one group and positioned themselves in front of the target. 

The rest of the individuals stood behind them. 

“Before the demonstration, please put on earplugs as the sound may be loud.” 

“Hmm…” 

The evaluation team put on the earplugs placed in front of them. 

After confirming the readiness for the demonstration, Brown took his place next to the first group. 

“Group 1, prepare to shoot.” 

-Click. 

As they had been practicing diligently during the remaining period, the individuals handled the guns with precision. 

“Fire!” 

-Bang bang. 

The Matchlock Rifles almost simultaneously spewed flames. 

“Oops!” 

“Yikes!” 

Some of the evaluation team members were surprised by the noise piercing through their earplugs. 

“Hmm…” 

Princess Hwang observed the shooting with interest. 

“This is quite intriguing.” 

It was a type of weapon she hadn’t seen before. 

The distance to the target seemed to be around 50 meters. 

There were holes in the armour of the previously intact scarecrow target. 

“If it can penetrate armour, its effectiveness seems promising.” 

Before the smoke from the firing of the Matchlock Rifles could dissipate in the wind, Brown spoke up. 

“Group 2, prepare to shoot.” 

As Group 1 moved back to join Group 3, Group 2 took their place. Group 1 began reloading as Group 2 took position. 

“Fire!” 

-Boom boom! 

“Group 3, prepare to shoot! … Fire!” 

-Boom boom! 

After Group 3 finished shooting, Brown looked around at the evaluation team. 

“We will now conclude the shooting demonstration.” 

He spoke while observing the expressions of the evaluation team. 

‘…I’m not sure.’

While some showed interest, others were hard to read. 

“…Next is the cannon.” 

A brief explanation of the cannon followed. 

While talking about the range and power, other individuals stacked sandbags behind the scarecrow target. 

“Now, we will proceed with the shooting demonstration.” 

-Bang! 

As the shooting demonstration with the cannon continued, the scarecrow target was completely destroyed beyond recognition. 

If it weren’t for the sandbags, the outer wall of the presentation area might have been pierced through as well. 

“…That concludes the presentation from the Weapons Research and Development Department.” 

Brown finished his farewell as all demonstrations were over. 

The evaluation team scribbled notes on their documents. 

Until Brown and his team finished tidying up the presentation area and left. “Thank you for your help.” 

After leaving the presentation area, Brown thanked those who had assisted him. 

“It was fun.” 

“We got to shoot and receive a bonus. Not bad at all.” 

Arne and other department members said. 

“Did you see the scarecrow getting hit by the cannon?” 

The team leader stretched. James replied to the team leader. 

“It felt refreshing, didn’t it?” 

“Glad we hit the target.” 

The team leader nodded at Brown’s words. 

“Yeah. Thanks to you, I’m sure the evaluation team was impressed.”

“…With that kind of firepower, breaking through castle gates shouldn’t be a problem, right?” 

Karen spoke up. 

“Anyway, thank you for your hard work.” 

“Yeah. When is the evaluation results?” 

“It’s scheduled for a week from now.” 

“Well then, let’s all head back to our departments. Karen, come with us.”

“Me too?” 

“Aren’t you an honorary department member? Come with us for a department dinner.” 

“Haha… Alright then…” 

“It could be the last department dinner for some of us, so let’s enjoy it to the fullest!” 

“Don’t say unlucky things like that. Let’s just go!” 

As they returned to the department, Brown thought to himself. 

“I’ve done everything I could.” 

Now, all that was left was to wait for the results. 

***

“…Let’s head back now.” 

“Yes.” 

After the presentation from the Weapons Research and Development Department concluded, Princess Hwang left the evaluation hall. 


“How did you see that presentation just now?” 

When asked by Princess Hwang, Sijong pondered for a moment before answering. 

“It was quite an interesting presentation. We won’t know until we use it on the battlefield, but I think positively about it.” 

“Hmm…” 

Princess Hwang’s thoughts aligned with Sijong’s. 

“John Brown… Let’s find out more about that guy, shall we?” 

“I’ll look into it.” 

“Please do. And I’d like to meet him in person.” 

“I’ll schedule it.” 

Princess Hwang was curious.

‘Is that all? Or…’

The princess began to look forward to facing him directly.

“There are many departments that are inadequate.”

The evaluators gathered to discuss.

“It seems that integrating that department with others would be preferable.”

“This department should be abolished…”

The futures of various departments were being decided by them.

“Next is… the Weapon Research and Development Department. What do you all think?”

“I’m not sure. It’s a very unfamiliar weapon. Frankly, I don’t see the difference between it and a bow or a crossbow. Isn’t it also expensive to produce?”

As expected of someone from the Ministry of Finance, he cited economic reasons for his opinion.

Another member of the evaluation team rebutted his opinion.

“I find it quite interesting. It’s easy for anyone to learn, and it’s a weapon that allows for individual soldiers’ capabilities to shine, isn’t it?”

As a military officer, he focused on the weapon’s performance.

“But even if we give these weapons to ordinary soldiers, wouldn’t it be better to save that money for training knights and mages?”

“You seem to have a misconception. While knights and mages play important roles on the battlefield, they alone cannot win wars. Let’s consider this: if we can enhance the combat capabilities of soldiers, what would happen?”

“Well… uh…”

The evaluator couldn’t answer.

“Allow me to answer. If our soldiers can overwhelm the enemy, it would also pin down their knights and mages. This would give us an advantage on other fronts, wouldn’t it?”

“Then wouldn’t it be better to distribute more bows and crossbows?”

“The effectiveness of a bow varies greatly depending on the archer’s skill. It also takes a long time to train them. As for crossbows, we’ve already reached a conclusion. While they are more expensive than bows, their performance is similar, and they also require high strength and proficiency from the shooter.”

“Wouldn’t cannons be a viable option as well?”

“Cannons are still in the experimental stage. So, I think it’s best to test them with a large number of troops before making a decision.”

As those around them watched, they also began to voice their opinions.

Before they knew it, they were debating the effectiveness of cannons and firearms rather than deciding the future of the department.

“It’s truly surprising that some think we should allocate budgets to weapons during peacetime.”

“It seems there’s a lack of consideration regarding how that peace is being maintained.”

“A cannon would be a great weapon for use on ships, wouldn’t it? Its power and range alone make it a worthwhile investment…”

“When it comes to ship battles, isn’t it more romantic to board each other’s ships and engage in hand-to-hand combat…?”

“If you desire such romance, there’s no better choice than enlisting. Only then can you speak after experiencing it first-hand”

“When I saw the firearm spitting fire, I felt embarrassed but also excited.”

“Swords, spears, and magic are the essence of war, yet why stray from that path…”

As the debate continued, another person stepped in to summarize the situation.

“This has gone on for too long. Let’s conclude the discussion here. Coming back to the point, what do you think is the best course of action for the Weapon Research and Development Department?”

After considering the opinions of the evaluation team, he nodded and made a decision.

“We’ll postpone making a decision until we ascertain the effectiveness of the weapons. Next is…”

***

A week has passed. 

“On hold… you say?” 

“That’s right. But still, it’s fortunate that we’ve prevented its abolishment.” 

Brown double-checked the document handed by the department director. 

[Weapons Research and Development Department.] 

Abolishment on hold. 

(Reason: Decision pending after confirming the effectiveness of the new weapons.) 

“Where’s the relief in preventing its immediate abolishment?” 

As Brown, who had been relieved, was thinking, the department head continued. 

“To confirm the effectiveness of the new weapons, additional budget has been allocated. They’re requesting the production of 250 rifles and 25 cannons for now.” 

“Understood.” 


“I’m going to get busier from now on.” 

In addition to processing orders, ensuring quality, and supplying, he also had to assess the demand for explosives and ammunition. 

As Brown thought about the future plans, he felt something odd. 

“I thought preventing the abolishment would bring back the happy work-life balance.” 

Somehow, he got busier.



 
  
    Chapter 7: Cannon


A month has passed.

“Ah… this is another task again…”

“Why am I so busy? Why am I so busy? Why am I so busy?”

“I didn’t hope for the leisurely department to be abolished, I didn’t wish for the department to become busier…”

“I finished the work, why another task again? Why?”

The weapons research and development department is still alive.

But the members of the department are busier than ever.

The previous tasks used to be done briefly after coming to work, but now they have to be completed until the end of the workday. Of course, the workload of the previous department was relatively light.

Even though it’s busier than before, the workload in the department is manageable.

At least, isn’t quitting work on time guaranteed?

In most departments of the empire, leaving work on time is something that happens once or twice a quarter, if at all.

Therefore, the weapons research and development department still ranks high in departments that guarantee work-life balance.

But there’s such a thing as perceived workload.

The workload has doubled from the days when one could finish all tasks in just two hours and still have time left, so complaints from department members about this have begun to emerge.

“If you’re unhappy with the workload, I recommend transferring to another department.”

“Oops, Director? No, no!”

Swiftly bowing his head in greeting, the department member hurriedly returned to his seat.

The department head glanced at his retreating figure before heading to his office.

Meanwhile, Brown was processing overdue documents.

“Why load the bullets and pour the gunpowder? What’s reloading twice?”

125 rounds of ammunition were first supplied.

He was reviewing information sent from the operational unit.

Rustle. Swish.


	Detach the barrel from the gun body and push it out carefully.



He wrote down solutions on paper.

He checked another document.

If bullets get stuck during loading or accuracy decreases? This is…

Rustle.


	Clean the inside of the barrel after shooting.



“Next… ugh. Ridiculous.”

Brown muttered softly as he read a document that said the barrel exploded.

Swish, swish.


	Use the right amount of gunpowder.



“Also, put in orders for additional supplies for the requested 125 rounds… when will the information on cannon operations arrive?”

It had become an ordinary day before he knew it.

***

“Tense up! We’re entering pirate territory!” 

The captain’s words made the marines begin to tense up. 

“Phew…” 

Jack breathed deeply, scanning the surroundings. 

Today was his first real battle. 

Their mission was to patrol the waters to protect merchant ships from pirates.

“Crazy lunatics. They don’t hesitate to kill,” Jack thought, remembering stories he had heard from his seniors. 

“Some of them intentionally aim for non-lethal spots. My colleague was captured by pirates and rescued, but he ended up becoming a wreck.”

Just then, as he recalled the stories he had heard from his superiors, he started to feel nervous. 

“Can I really fight?” 

He wondered, gripping the spear tightly with both hands.

One of the seniors approached him with a smile. 

“Hey, newbie. Feeling nervous?”

“No, sir!”

“Well, I was pretty scared during my first combat too. But don’t worry too much. Pirates aren’t that big a deal. Just stick to your training.”

“Got it!”

“And we’ve got cannons. Never used them myself, but theoretically, it shouldn’t be too difficult. We might end the fight before they even get close.”

At the mention of cannons, Jack felt some of the tension ease. 

“But there’s one pirate crew that shouldn’t be underestimated. The Blackbeard Pirates…” 

The senior’s expression hardened as he continued his explanation.

“They’re different from your average pirates. They charge in like madmen, and they’re skilled fighters. It could be over in an instant if you’re caught by them…”

As the senior spoke, Jack’s expression hardened once again. 

“Nerves. It’s just that those guys popping up… Many leave the service without ever seeing them. So, don’t worry too much.”

“…Understood!”

“That’s the spirit. Keep your cool…”

“Pirates spotted at five o’clock!”

Before the senior’s words could even finish, the voice of a lookout came from the masthead. 

The captain took out his telescope and looked in the direction where the pirate ships were sighted.

“Can we escape?” 

With three ships against them, the odds were not in their favour. 

It seemed impossible to outrun them with the size and sail difference.

They would surely be caught before reaching another ship.

They had no choice but to fight. 

“Prepare for battle!”

The marines returned to their positions to prepare for combat. 

Jack also checked the enemy ships from his position.

“Damn… The Blackbeard Pirates!” 

Exclaimed one marine with good eyesight. 

Perhaps it was because of what he just heard, Jack also began to waver. The same was true for other marines.

“Turn left!” 

Following the captain’s command, the ship began to turn.

To prevent himself from being pushed sideways, Jack grabbed onto the ship’s railings. 

In the distance, three pirate ships rapidly approached.

“Load the cannons!”

Jack cooperated with the seniors to load the cannons. 

Pushing the heavy cannon, loading gunpowder and ammunition felt even heavier due to the tension.


After loading, they pushed the cannons back and secured them to the railing. 

“Wait until they’re within range!”

Jack started to look at the pirate ships again. 

The large ship stopped, while two smaller ships quickly approached.

Soon, as people on the pirate ships became visible, the captain gave the command.

“Fire!”

-Boom! The left cannons simultaneously unleashed flames. The cannonballs, arcing through the air, collided with the pirate ships.

“Seven shots, three hits!”

One hit the right pirate ship, while the other two hit the left ship that was trying to approach from the opposite direction. 

The wood broke, and splinters flew. 

One of the shots swept across the deck of the left ship, causing havoc among the crew.

“Reload the cannons!”

However, it was too early to relax. 

The ships’ speed hadn’t slowed down. 

The left ship had already moved out of the cannon’s firing angle.

“What are you waiting for! Hurry up and reload!”

“…Yes, sir!” 

After reloading the cannons, they secured them to the railing again.

“Fire!”

-Boom! 

The cannons were aimed slightly towards the pirate ships, so most of the shots hit their targets. 

One shot hit the bottom of the pirate ship, causing it to start taking on water. 

The pirate ship that had been approaching turned around to flee upon seeing this.

In the distance, the large pirate ship also changed direction. 

Seeing this, Jack couldn’t help but cheer. 

The other crew members did the same.

The heat of battle soon turned into cheers. 

“Are we pursuing?” 

“No, first, let’s assess the condition of the ship.” 

The captain began to assess the post-combat situation. 

However, since they hadn’t engaged in close combat with the pirates and had attacked them unilaterally from a distance, there shouldn’t be any casualties or injuries, and the ship itself was intact. 

It was the first time for such an occurrence. 

In a confrontation with pirates of a certain scale, both the ship and the crew should be prepared for losses and fight accordingly. 

Moreover, the enemy had three ships. 

If they had fought as usual, they would likely have been overwhelmed by the scale of the enemy. 

But they turned the tide with their new weapon, the cannon. 

No, it wasn’t just turning the tide. 

It was a complete victory. 

They mercilessly bombarded the pirates without even allowing them to approach. 

“Hmm…” 

The captain realized that the power of the cannon was greater than he had thought. 

“Well done. Except for the minimum crew, everyone else, tidy up and then rest.” 

With those words, the captain headed to his cabin. 

“It’s fortunate that it became a test ship.” 

If they hadn’t had the cannon, it would have been desperate. 

After a moment of contemplation, the captain began to write the report.

“Here’s the operational report.” 

***

“Hmm.” 

The admiral accepted the report from the captain and began to read it.

“Is this true?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“… with no losses… and no injuries…” 

It was hard to believe. 

“It was an accident due to inexperienced operation. It was just minor injuries that were treated and could return to duty immediately.” 

“….The power of the cannon seems to be remarkably strong. Well done. You can go rest now.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

After saluting, the captain left the admiral’s office. 

Meanwhile, as the admiral continued to read the report, he called for his assistant. 

“Yes, sir.” 

***

Brown began to read the evaluation report sent from the Navy.

“…Seems like the ship is performing better than expected.” 

Unlike the gun, which had no operational information and has never been used in combat.

The evaluation report for the cannon was filled with achievements of the cannon and operational information. 


It even mentioned the desire for additional cannon supply. 

“They want ship design advice?” 

Lastly, there was a request for Brown to directly assist in ship design.

“Why… me…?” 

Brown’s work history has been updated!



 
  
    Chapter 8: New Weapon Achievement – 1


“Swish, swish. 

-In the format of a drawing, when building a battleship, regarding the operation of cannons… 

Brown, who wrote the letter, first looked at the sketch he had drawn. 

A medieval battleship from a past life was depicted. 

“The rest they will handle over there.” 

Even if you’re a military enthusiast, you wouldn’t know the interior design of a medieval battleship. 

Brown sealed the letter and then checked the next document. 

[Report on Cannon Operation] 

“Hmm…” 

There wasn’t much content. 

Regular shooting training is being conducted, and some details about how things are going. 

Still, since it’s written positively, there shouldn’t be any major issues.

“But I wonder what will happen in the future.” 

From his memory, it was clear that something was going to happen soon. 

But since he skimmed through the novel and only heard bits and pieces from his friend, he had to guess based on what he briefly saw in the early part. 

“If I knew I was going to be reincarnated, I should have read the novel properly.” 

Brown scratched his head and got up from his seat. 

He needed to visit the forge to check the production status. 

“Since I’m going out, maybe I should see Karen too.” 

He hadn’t been able to meet her because he had been busy lately.

Brown changed direction and headed outside. 

“Oh, it’s you.” 

“I came to check on the second batch of production.” 

“It should be completed within three days.” 

After checking the production status, Brown headed to the gunpowder workshop. 

It was his second time visiting the workshop that Karen had set up after leaving the academy. 

“Is this it?” 

He entered the office attached to the gunpowder workshop. 

“Mr. Brown? It’s been a while.” 

“Indeed. Have you been busy?” 

“Not really. I’ve almost finished everything. Would you like to sit down?”

Karen, who had organized the documents, sat down in front of Brown with a cup of coffee. 

“Enjoy your coffee. How’s the workshop going?” 

“It’s tough. But I think it’s much better than when I was at the academy. I can continue my research.” 

As she said, she looked much happier than when she was a teaching assistant at the academy. 

“We’re getting a lot of orders from various places. There’s more demand than I expected.” 

“That’s good to hear.” 

“How about you, Mr. Brown?” 

“I’m just suffering from increased workload as usual. The cannons are receiving good evaluations from the navy, and as for the cannon operation…” 

As Brown and Karen chatted, time quickly passed. 

“It’s already time… I should be going now.” 

“I had a great time today. Feel free to come by anytime.” 

“She seems satisfied.” 

She seemed to be enjoying herself. 

***

Meanwhile, the navy soldiers were shouting at the top of their lungs.

“Darn it, I want to board a ship with those cannons!” 

“With those cannons, we could defeat those damn pirates without even fighting them!” 

“Wow, I want to fire a cannon too.” 

The soldiers all wanted to operate cannons on warships. 

“Still fighting pirates in this day and age. They’re pitifully backward.”

“Oh, firing a cannon! There’s nothing like it.” 

“The tip of the cannon shines, and the cannonballs deliver judgment. Willingly bringing justice to pirates and responding to crime with force. Oh, cannon! Place me by your side. The one who spills others’ blood will also spill his own.” 

Those already assigned to operate cannons on warships were relaxed.

This situation wasn’t only happening among the soldiers. 

“Did you say John Brown? Find a way to get him to voluntarily enlist in the navy.” 

“Why isn’t such talent in the navy?” 

“Oh, John Brown. Why are there only these many cannons? We need more cannons…!” 

Among navy officers, talk about cannons spread, and they all clamoured for more cannons. 

“It’s John Brown’s reply!” 

“Quick, check it!”

“Ah… The Report has arrived… I’ll read it with a devout heart.”

Summarizing the contents of the letter:

“Yeah, yeah. I sketched it roughly. I don’t know much about the structure of ships, so this is the best I can do. Think about the space for bullets and gunpowder inside as well. Alright, fighting in the military!

Along with it, a picture of a battleship was enclosed. 

“Wow… dividing cannons by floors for adaptation? Innovative…!” 

“Oh, there are 24 cannons per side? Hehehe… hehehe…” 

“This isn’t enough, we need bigger, more…” 

“Let’s retrofit the battleship immediately!” 

“Budget… we need a bigger budget…” 

“Ah, firing with 24 rounds at once!” 

The picture eventually made its way to the shipyard with additional budget. 

They, too, had heard rumours about the cannon, so they eagerly accepted the picture. 

“Damn, this is innovative.” 

“Let me see… Damn, this is innovative.” 

“What’s this? Damn, so how about the interior design?” 

“They want us to figure that out ourselves?” 

“?” 

The shipyard suddenly experienced a surge in orders and welcomed a period of prosperity. 


While some areas were retrofitting existing ships, others were constructing new ones. 

“So when are the cannons coming?” 

“Sorry, Mom. It seems I have to fight pirates and battles… Stay healthy. I’ll see you next vacation…” 

“Strange? It’s time for you to come home, isn’t it?”

 “Additional order. Shall I place it?” 

Quantity of additional cannon orders: 2000. 

“Ugh…” 

Due to increased workload, John Brown’s back bent like a bow.

***

Meanwhile, imperial bureaucrats were troubled by the barbarians near the border. 

“The damage worsens every year.” 

“Yes. The grievances of the imperial citizens near the border are growing. Even the lords are asking for help. Trade has also become difficult.” 

“If trade is difficult…” 

The bureaucrats looked at each other. 

“Is it… because there’s no more spices?” 

“It’s a serious matter.” 

“Indeed.” 

“Let’s deploy some troops to the areas where the imperial citizens suffer from barbarian attacks.” 

“For justice.” 

“For peace.” 

Some of the troops were thus relocated to the border areas. 

Units testing the use of flame guns were also included. 

“Who cares about a bunch of barbarians.” 

They headed to their assigned positions without much concern. 

But what they encountered… 

“Welcome to hell.” 

The stationed soldiers greeted them with expressions of despair and lethargy. 

“What’s going on…” 

“Ah… barbarians…” 

“Disgusting and uncivilized. They scratch you gently at first, but once reinforcements arrive, you’re done for. And when you return, your base is plundered.” 

“Hehehe. Have you ever fought them? Crazy bastards who aren’t afraid to die.” 

“Have you ever fought them all day? It’s a constant onslaught that fills you with despair…” 

“I couldn’t bear to watch anymore. They get stabbed with spears and still laugh, swinging clubs at the soldiers next to them. Ugh…” 

“I want to go home, I want to go home, I want to go home…” 

They were overwhelmed by a sense of defeat. 

The supporting troops were confused as they watched them.

“Weaklings. What’s the big deal about barbarians.” 

“What if it’s worse than you can imagine?” 

“Are you stained with that too? Get a grip.” 

One stationed soldier laughed at the supporting troops. 

“Hehehe. That attitude. It’s a good. Let’s hope they can maintain it even when they meet them.” 

“You’re just babbling bad luck. We have knights, after all. Barbarians are nothing.” 

“We had knights too.” 

It was in the past tense. 

The stationed soldiers kept complaining about their bad luck. 

The supporting troops ignored them and began their duties. 

It wasn’t long before they faced the barbarians. 

“It’s an ambush!”

“Move to the designated positions!” 

Soldiers were hastily constructing barricades around the camp. 

“Follow the training!” 

“Don’t get too excited! Hold your ground!” 

The soldiers stood in position, waiting for the barbarians. 

Archers at the rear began aiming their arrows. 

“Fire!” 

Swoosh! 

Several of the charging barbarians fell from the arrows. 

However, the barbarians, undeterred, continued their assault towards the barricades. 

“Ugh, the stench of their sweat reaches here!” 

“Ugh… these brats… crush them!” 

Thud. The clash between the barbarians and the defenders. 

As the barbarians fell from spear thrusts, more surged forward from behind. 

Despite attempting to shield themselves, they were outnumbered.

“Damn it, draw your swords!” 

The soldiers drew their swords from their waists and engaged in melee combat. 

After a long and gruelling battle, the barbarians began to retreat. 

“Is it over…?” 

One of the reinforcements gasped for breath, exhausted. 

“Prepare! They’ll be back soon!” 

After the words of the stationed soldiers, it wasn’t long before the barbarians regrouped and attacked again. 

“These brats… crush them!” 

“The stench of their sweat reaches here! Ugh!” 

“They’ve come again! Missed us, didn’t you?” 

“…Move to the designated positions!” 

“Ah…” 

Only then did the reinforcements begin to understand the words of the stationed soldiers. 

“These annoying bastards…” 

It was a moment when the minds of the reinforcements and the stationed soldiers aligned. 

Meanwhile, The fortress with the new guns was also under attack by the barbarians. 


“Move to the designated positions!” 

“Gunners, start loading! Fire as trained, starting from squad 1!” 

The waiting gunners and archers. 

Finally, the order to fire was given. 

From the barrels of the guns, flames erupted.



 
  
    Chapter 9: New Weapon Achievement – 2


“It’s really serious. We can live luxuriously for a month!” 

“Thanks for always providing delicious food! I’ll enjoy it!” 

The barbarians crossed the border as usual to pillage the villages outside the castle. 

The soldiers of the empire would try to stop them, but it didn’t matter. 

If they managed to break through, they would proceed to the villages and plunder them. 

If the defence was strong, they would retreat after some fighting. 

Then they would regroup with other tribes and focus their attack on weaker areas. 

This method had allowed the barbarians to plunder successfully without major problems so far. 

But this time was different. 

There seemed to be more soldiers stationed at the castle than usual. 

“It seems tough here. Let’s shake things up a bit and retreat!” 

It didn’t matter. 

After fighting briefly and retreating, they would regroup with other tribes to identify weaker spots and concentrate their attack. 

The barbarians were excited at the thought of gathering resources as usual. 

“Charge!” 

“Prepare for arrows! Raise your shields!” 

They started to push harder with their spears. 

At that moment, something started flashing from the castle side. 

Soon, an unfamiliar sound followed. 

-Boom! 

Boom! 

Dozens of barbarians in the front lines fell. 

The confused barbarians slowed down. 

“What’s happening?” 

“Is it a sorcerer?” 

Before they could figure it out, flashes appeared again. 

-Boom! 

Boom! 

Those standing in the front lines fell again. 

“It’s sorcery!” 

“Why are sorcerers suddenly here?” 

“Let’s block and see! Raise your shields!” 

-Boom! 

Boom! 

The barbarians tried to defend with their shields, but the wooden shields were easily pierced. 

Caught off guard, the barbarians were thrown into confusion. 

But they quickly figured out what to do next. 

“Retreat! Run away!” 

“We need to report to the chieftain! Sorcerers from the empire are here!” 

The barbarians turned and quickly fled. 

-Boom! Boom! 

The soldiers didn’t stop shooting until they were out of sight. 

“Cease fire! Prepare for the next attack after regrouping!”

The commanding officer who ordered the ceasefire looked around the field in admiration. 

“Overwhelming…” 

The soldiers felt the same way. 

“What’s… that?” 

“Oh… this? It’s called a Matchlock Rifle…” 

The reinforcement troops were impressed by the power of the Matchlock Rifle. 

The stationed soldiers swelled with hope that they could fend off the barbarian attack. 

It was the first real battle for the Matchlock Rifle unit.

The soldiers hadn’t trained for long. 

They repelled the barbarian attack with 167 functioning Matchlock Rifles without any losses. 

It was a moment when the power of the Matchlock Rifle proven. 

***

After the attack, the barbarians regrouped at their gathering point.

“Hmm? Looks like some arrived first.” 

One barbarian spoke as he saw those who arrived earlier. 

But there was no response, and they seemed not in good condition. 

So, he grabbed one and started asking. 

“There are fewer people. What happened?” 

With a look of terror, the person, struggling to speak, raised his head.

“…We were hit by sorcery.” 

“Sorcery?” 

“With a roar, light flashed. At the same time, our comrades in the front fell! It’s definitely the work of sorcerers!” 

“This is serious…” 

“Is there something wrong?” 

At that moment, other barbarians started to gather. 

“They say sorcerers from the empire have come.” 

“I see.” 

The barbarians started to ponder. 

“Sorcerers…” 

“We might not be able to plunder anymore.” 

“Then we’ll starve! Where will we get food?” 

“And we’ll be vulnerable to monster attacks! We’ll be back to difficult times!” 

The barbarians’ worries grew. F

inally, one barbarian came up with a solution. 

“First, let’s report to the chieftain.” 

“You’re smart.” 


“The chieftain who defeated knights. Surely he will have an answer this time too!” 

“Let’s go back first.” 

The barbarians headed back to the tribe, hoping the chieftain would provide answers. 

***

“Krrrr… A massive monster growled lowly.

 “Chieftain, it’s too big!” “

It’s too much! Let’s capture it together!” 

The surrounding barbarians shouted as they wielded their clubs. 

“No. I’ll do it alone.”



***The chieftain unwound the wolf skin from around his neck. 

Then his giant form was revealed. 

“Be careful not to get entangled.” 

Handing the skin to a barbarian standing nearby, he stooped with a large axe in both hands. 

“Kraaah!” 

The horse neighed loudly. 

At the same time, the chieftain slammed the ground. 

In an instant, he was in front of the monster. 

The mosnter swung its front legs to attack, but he shifted his body slightly to dodge the attack. 

Then he tightened his grip on the axe and began to gather momentum.

Aura emanated from his hands, spreading to the blade of the axe.

“Huuup!” 

As he swung the axe, a thick leg of the monster was severed. 

The mosnter groaned in pain and stumbled. 

With an agile move, the chieftain leaped onto the mosnter’s head. 

He brought down the axe onto the its forehead. 

“Keng!” 

“Keaang!” 

“Ouch…” 

“Keng!” 

“It’s brutal no matter how you look at it.” 

“…Is it dead?” 

“Seems like it.” 

After subduing the monster, the chieftain wiped the horse’s blood off his face with his hands. 

Since the horse’s bodily fluids contained magic, just touching them would cause pain, but he wiped it off indifferently. 

“Chieftain! You’re amazing as always!” 

“I brought something to clean up! With this, you can…” 

“That’s enough. I’ll leave the monster to you.” 

If the monster was left as it is, the nearby land would be contaminated.

The monster had to be dealt with before it was too late. 

That’s why the chieftain asked other barbarians to take care of the horse. 

‘If only we could eat that…’ 

The chieftain glanced at the monster for a moment before turning away.

“Chieftain! We have a problem!” 

Another barbarian ran towards him. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“An imperial sorcerer has arrived! It seems difficult to secure provisions as before!” 

“A sorcerer? What does that mean?” 

“With a loud noise, flames flashed! Dozens of our people fell at once!”

“Hmm…” 

The chieftain pondered upon hearing the news from the barbarian.

“First, let’s return to the settlement. We’ll meet and have a conversation about the sorcerer.”

***

“…Is that so?” Mumbled the chieftain. 

“Have you ever heard or seen this type of magic before?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Well, how do you think we should deal with it?” 

“I don’t know that either.” 

“… How much food do we have left?” 

The chieftain asked the barbarian standing beside him. 

“Not much. At most a week’s worth. Soon, many will begin to starve.”

“…I see.” 

It was the worst-case scenario. 

‘Too many people gathered in a narrow space.’ 

Everyone had gathered to escape the threat of the monsters. 

The more people gathered, the safer they were from the threat of the monsters. 

But another problem arose. 

Limited space and limited resources. 

The food sources around the tribe started to deplete rapidly. 

The new way to obtain food was to raid the villages of the empire. 

So far, there hadn’t been major problems, but it would become increasingly difficult in the future. 

If they gave up raiding, many would starve to death. 

Yet, dismantling the tribe would push them into the threat of the monsters. 

The chieftain, after a moment of contemplation, spoke up. 

“Prepare to migrate. And gather the warriors of the tribe.” 

It was a pre-emptive strike before the punitive expedition arrived. 

The chieftain began to prepare for the migration, planning to raid one last time before the empire retaliated.

***

After repelling the barbarian attack, there were no further attacks for three days. 

Some hoped that the raiders had given up, but the situation did not unfold as hoped. 

“The barbarians are preparing to attack.” 

“What’s the estimated size?” 

“About 3000, roughly.” 

“Hmm…” 

The commander, upon receiving the scout’s report, began to ponder.

Time was running out. 

There wasn’t enough time to evacuate the village’s goods and people to the castle and prepare for a siege. 

“It seems like a difficult siege. We’ll set up camp here and defend.”

Pointing to a part of the map, the commander spoke. 

“I heard that the chieftain is a skilled tactician. Knights will face the chieftain. And the mages will support from the rear.”

“Prepare for the attack,” the commander ordered. 

Following the commander’s orders, the officers led their respective squads and began setting up camp in their designated areas.

***

“There are sorcerrers,” murmured the chieftain. 

It wasn’t difficult to find those who could conjure fire in the air or manipulate lightweight objects with magic. 

However, locating mages capable of significant magical attacks or defences was no easy task. 

That realm was accessible only to those born with innate abilities. 

He himself was a mage who had reached the fourth circle. 

The information that there were shamans intrigued her. 

“I wonder how skilled they are. I’m looking forward to it.” 

The knights were discussing the chieftain. 

“I heard a knight was killed by the chieftain before.” 

“Hmm. Barbaric, isn’t it?” 

“There are rumours that he single-handedly defeats high-level monsters, so his skill must be exceptional.” 

Meanwhile, the soldiers waited and chatted among themselves.

“Nothing major will happen, right?” 

“We have knights and mages; surely it won’t be a big deal?” 

“Oh. Are you still unaware of the power of the firearm?” 

“Watch closely. The might of the firearm.” 


“What’s that?” 

“Wait, I see something!” 

In the distance, the silhouette of the barbarians began to appear.

“Prepare for battle!” 

With the commander’s command, the war between the barbarians and the empire began.



 
  
    Chapter 10: New Weapon Achievement – 3


“Uwaa!” 

The barbarians began to rush towards the imperial army. 

The shaman raised his staff and began chanting a spell. 

A current flowed, passing through the barbarians.

Then, the bodies of the barbarians began to glow red, vitality surging within them.

“Prepare for arrows and the shaman’s attacks!”

As the barbarians entered the range of arrows, they raised their shields above their heads.

Meanwhile, on the imperial side…

“Prepare to shoot!”

The archers aimed their bows, while the gunners aimed their guns.

The commander waited for the enemy to enter range.

“Fire!”

At the commander’s command, flames spewed from the gun muzzles.

At the same time, arrows shot from the archers’ bows traced parabolic arcs.

Thud. Thududung.

Most of the arrows either stuck in the barbarians’ shields or bounced off. 

However, unfortunately for them, their shields couldn’t withstand the firepower of the guns.

“Gah!”

“Ugh…”

Despite some of the frontline barbarians being knocked down, they didn’t stop unlike before.

Meanwhile…

“Is this some kind of magic?”

“No. I don’t sense the flow of currents typical during spellcasting. It seems to be a new type of weapon.”

“I see.”

The chieftain pondered briefly upon hearing the shaman’s response.

“If we attack there, we might prevent our kin from falling before they face them.”

“Indeed.”

“I request the shaman’s attack.”

After finishing the conversation with the shaman, the chieftain gripped his axe and leaped forward.

The gunners spotted the swiftly approaching chieftain.

“Fire!”

Following the commander’s orders, the guns once again spewed flames.

However, the chieftain easily deflected the attacks with his axe.

As he leaped closer, about to descend upon the gunners…

“Prepare for the attack!”

At the commander’s command, soldiers surrounding the gunners raised their spears.

“Damn it…”

Someone muttered a curse under their breath.

The chieftain, with his axe gleaming menacingly, descended upon the gunners. 

The soldiers, feeling helpless, despaired, thinking they couldn’t stop him.

But then…

-718!!

Others intercepted the chieftain as he leaped towards the gunners, glowing with a brilliant black light.

They were the empire’s knights, joining the battlefield.

“They’re knights!”

“We’re saved!”

Despairing imperial soldiers cheered upon seeing the knights.

“Knights, block the barbarians’ approach! Gunners Prepare to shoot!”

At the commander’s command, they refocused on their mission.

Meanwhile, the knights began to confront the chieftain.

“They’re skilled.”

One of the knights murmured.

Despite the three knights attacking cooperatively to end the chieftain, they could only hold him off.

“Kuh. Knights, huh.”

With a snort, spitting out a gob of phlegm, the chieftain gripped his axe tighter.

The knights wordlessly surrounded the chieftain.

“Urgh!”

-Clang!

As one of the knights blocked the chieftain’s axe, their battle began.

Meanwhile, the shaman cast spells to aid their kin.

With his incantation, flames began to manifest in the air.

After a while, his spell formed into a giant fireball, flying towards the imperial army.

However, the fireball didn’t disrupt the empire’s formation.

“Hmm. Quite impressive.”

Watching the fireball, a mage murmured, then began to chant a spell, wielding their staff.

Then, meteorites began to form in the sky, shooting towards the barbarians.

While some meteorites hit the barbarians, most were blocked by the shaman’s magic.

“Interesting.”

Although she had experience dealing with monsters or participating in mock battles, it was her first real combat.

Excited by the unfamiliar thrill, she licked her lips, preparing for the next spell.

In the clash of magic and spells, the duel between the mage and the shaman began.

However, the duel didn’t last long.

“There’s a shaman over there.”

A knight murmured, gazing at the location where the magic was forming.

“Alright. Two should be enough.”

Another knight said, loosening his body.

Soon, he dashed towards where the shaman was.

“Knights! Prevent the shaman’s attack!”

Even though the overconfident barbarians tried to stand in their way.


“Aren’t they underestimating us too much?” 

“Hmph…” 

The knights easily subdued them. 

“What about the shaman?” 

“Seems like you underestimated.”

 Suddenly, the shaman who had widened the gap between them tried to block them with magic.

 -Swoosh. 

A knight swiftly closed the distance and swung his sword. 

“Any more?” 

“Let’s observe a little longer.” 

“Not a bad idea.” 

They sat back, surveying the battlefield. 

“Doesn’t it seem like the tide has already turned?” 

“It certainly does.” 

The barbarians were now engaged in battle with the soldiers, but the mage cast spells to massacre them unilaterally. 

It wouldn’t be long before the battle came to an end. 

It seemed like the winner had already been decided.

***

The tribal chieftain tried to stand up again, but his injuries were severe, making it difficult for him to muster any strength.

“Sigh.”

He sighed and looked around. 

It was easy to see how the situation had turned out. 

The surviving tribesmen were fleeing, and even they were falling one by one. 

The empire had prepared more thoroughly than he had anticipated. 

His misjudgement had led his people into a deadly trap.

“I admired your skills. Almost regrettable for your birth.”

The murmurs of the knights reached his ears, but he couldn’t muster the strength to reply. 

The tribal chieftain just leaned against the handle of his axe, gasping for breath.

1:3. 

From the numbers alone, it was an unfavourable fight. 

But even if he had fought one-on-one, he didn’t think he could defeat the knights. 

Their techniques were on a different level. 

Despite pushing with all his might, he was outmatched. 

After a gruelling battle, the tribal chieftain exhausted his strength.

“If only you had received proper training, you would have grown much stronger. It’s regrettable.”

“It can’t be helped.”

“…Please look after my tribesmen.”

“What do you mean?”

At the knight’s question, the tribal chieftain spoke again.

“…It’s my fault. My tribesmen only fought under my orders to survive. So please, look after my tribesmen.”

“Well, that’s admirable.”

“But it’s against the rules.”

The knights scratched their heads for a moment. 

One of them stepped forward, holding his sword.

“We’ll consider it.”

The tribal chieftain bowed his head.

***

“Alright. Shall we return?”

“…Yes.”

After returning, the knights went to report to the commander.

“First, we need to assess the casualties.”

Following the commander’s orders, the officers began assessing the casualties.

“1st company casualties… wounded… current status…”

“2nd company… AFA…”

“3rd company…”

There weren’t many casualties.

“Thank you for your hard work. Thanks to your dedication, the people of the empire will be able to live their lives in peace. Except for the minimum guard personnel, everyone can rest until the next orders.”

After ordering rest, cheers from the soldiers finally rang out.

The commander, leaving them behind, returned to his seat and took a break.

“Deputy Kurin Maxon here. May I come in?”

“Come in.”

“…The scouts have found the barbarians’ stronghold.”

The commander hesitated for a moment before speaking.

“They should be warned. They’ll disperse on their own if left alone.”

“Yes. Understood.”

Watching the deputy leave, the commander sighed and began to examine the documents.

***

A report on the battle with the barbarians had arrived at the military headquarters.

“Interesting.”

“…Indeed.”

“It seems they haven’t rusted yet.”

There was also an evaluation of the Matchlock Rifle the report.

“…Is this the extent of it?”

“The exchange cost would be staggering.”

“However, it’s undoubtedly effective against.”

“I’d like to try it out in our unit.”

The officers who reviewed the report began to show interest in the Matchlock Rifle. 

They started requesting supplies for it, providing another task for the people who were diligently working today.

“Brown, did you hear? The Matchlock Rifle received good reviews in combat.”

“Oh really?”

“Yes. The military also highly values the Matchlock Rifle. You’ll get promoted soon. Haha!”

“Haha…”

“And this is the order for Matchlock Rifle…”

“7000… right? Oh…”

“Another supply request.”

After the cannons, now the Matchlock Rifles. 

It was certainly a happy occasion, but Brown couldn’t be pleased. 

The evaluation and workload were proportional, and the blacksmiths in the capital were already fully operational making cannons.

“But where are these Matchlock Rifles being ordered?”

“Oh…”


“This is confidential.”

Then, lowering his voice, the team leader whispered, “The empire is planning to award you for your merits.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Keep up the good work! Haha!”

Brown’s workload increased by 200%!



 
  
    Chapter 11: Personal Appointment


Through practical experience, the Empire confirmed the effectiveness of the Matchlock rifle and cannons. 

As a result, the Empire loosened its finances, started additional weapon production, and began mass-producing troops. 

Orders for the modification and construction of battleships flooded the shipyards. 

The heyday of the Empire’s industry had arrived. 

However, unfortunately, the world doesn’t always turn happily for everyone. 

Where there are gains, there are also losses, as per the cruel principles of the world. 

This is a fact easily observable even in John Brown’s previous life through stocks or coins 

(let’s ignore the fact that he had quite an inheritance in stocks and coins in his previous life). 

So, where are the losses being incurred? 

It was in the weapons research and development department that led the heyday. 

Strictly speaking, they weren’t incurring losses, but judgments are subjective, aren’t they? 

The weapons research and development department was on the verge of collapse due to the workload of weapon production and supply management. 

“Ugh, this wasn’t supposed to happen? This wasn’t supposed to happen? This wasn’t supposed to happen?” 

“Dad, I’m sorry? We’re working overtime today…” 

“But the extra pay is significant…” 

“We didn’t come to the department wanting additional bonuses!” 

“Why isn’t the workload decreasing?” 

Department members were pushed to the brink by historically intense tasks. 

The previous work-life balance and relaxed atmosphere were nowhere to be found. 

They began to search for the cause of the increased workload and found it closer than they thought. 

John Brown, once hailed as a hero who saved the department from the brink of closure. 

“Is it you who took away our work-life balance?” 

“Where can I get a cursed doll?” 

“To alleviate [evil] and achieve [justice]. Is that my [mission]?” 

He also sensed the ominous atmosphere in the department. 

“John Brown, I curse you!” 

Bewildered, Brown ignored the curse echoing from somewhere and headed to his office. 

“…Mr. Brown. Where have you been? You didn’t just take a break, did you?” 

“Look at this. The workload hasn’t decreased at all. Isn’t that strange? We’re clearly still working.” 

His team members, greeting him, had eerie looks in their eyes for some reason. 

There was no paradise in the escape. 

Brown just closed his eyes tightly. 

Today, John Brown set off for work again. 

There was someone calling out to him. 

“…John Brown?” 

Is it finally coming? 

John Brown closed his eyes and sighed deeply. 

“Please. Please end it without pain.” 

“What?” 

“Are you… an assassin?” 

“What nonsense…” 

Irritated, he frowned, then turned away. 

“Kyle McCollson. Researcher at the Institute of Magical Engineering.” 

“Oh.” 

Embarrassed by his mistake, Brown turned the conversation around.

“Oh, yes. But why…?” 

“Don’t get cocky.” 

“What?” 

“Just because you developed a new weapon, don’t get cocky.” 

“What…” 

Brown wanted to confront him right away. 

He wanted to throw out words like 

“When did you see that? Are you speaking informally? Who are you to argue?” 

But he couldn’t. 

He had to endure it. 

One lesson from 20 years of present life. 

Those who come out like that are usually high-ranking nobles or their children. 

Although John Brown was also a noble, he was the weakest child of a viscount, so he couldn’t act recklessly. 

He had to keep in mind that confronting high-ranking nobles would inevitably lead to his downfall. 

Brown gritted his teeth and bowed his head in frustration. 

“…Yes. I will remember.” 

“Hmph. I’ll be watching you.” 

Brown watched him leave and thought, ‘What a pain.’ 

Today, he felt the annoyance of being the weakest noble’s son again. 

But Brown’s annoyance didn’t last long. 

Today was the day the palace rewarded him. 

Time flew by quickly, and soon the envoy sent by the palace arrived at the department. 

Unfolding the documents and loosening his collar, the envoy spoke. 

“The Empire highly appreciates John Brown’s dedication and passion… The effectiveness of the new weapons has been proven through practical experience… and through this, the Empire’s defence capabilities are further enhanced…” 

That was the content.

“Matchlock rifle and cannon are great. The plan is to significantly increase the number of troops. Additionally, the economy is booming thanks to this. They are grateful for what you have created for us.”

After a long introduction, he moved on to the main point.

“At this, the Empire acknowledges your merit…”

“Oh… a reward?”

Brown started to feel hopeful. 

What kind of reward would the Empire give?

“…will provide a reward of gold…”

It’s an amount that can buy a large, well-located house even in the expensive capital.

Brown calmed his excitement, eagerly awaiting his next words.


“And…”

Eventually, the words that came out of his mouth were completely unexpected.

“The weapon research and development department will change its name to the Arsenal Management Department, and a weapon research institute will be established, appointing John Brown as a researcher.”

Shocked by the statement, Brown was handed some documents and the man left the room.

“Did I mishear?”

In the case of a researcher, the minimum rank of a government official in the Empire is Grade 6 or 7.

He, being Grade 9, was suddenly promoted.

Brown pondered whether he had misheard.

His pondering was interrupted by the congratulations of his colleagues.

“Congratulations.”

“Congratulations.”

“Congratulations.”

“Oh, shoot me a drink later.”

Though different from usual, his colleagues were still congratulating him.

“So, is this the end of our time in this department?”

“Yeah. Are you really going to run away after causing all this trouble?”

“Can’t you take the department work with you when you move?”

It wasn’t exactly like that.

“Still, since today is your last day, let’s have a farewell party.”

“Can you look forward to it?”

“Don’t run away now.”

Still, the farewell party was enjoyable.

***

After the farewell party, Brown enjoyed a short vacation. 

Time flew by quickly, and soon it was the day to start at the newly assigned department. 

Brown felt excited at the thought of meeting new colleagues as he set out for work.

“As long as they’re not weird people.”

Before he knew it, he arrived at the laboratory. 

After checking his attire, he nervously opened the door. 

To his surprise, he encountered Kyle McCollson, whom he had met on his way to work a few days ago.

“Why is that guy here…”

Brown froze in confusion as he faced McCollson. 

McCollson, too, had a surprised expression but soon composed himself and spoke up.

“Of all people, I end up working in the same place as you.”

Encountering each other, the least desired individuals, on the first day of the new department assignment was not easy.

“Well… he’s probably from a noble family, so I should be humble.”

Once again, Brown experienced the troubles of dealing with a snobbish noble.

“I’ll do my best.”

“Don’t even bother speaking. It annoys me.”

Such was the cold response Brown received.

 Brown’s patience remained intact, a skill acquired through twenty years of life experiences. 

This highlights the importance of consistent learning.

“But what class must he belong to, to maintain such an attitude?”

Despite knowing the outcome wouldn’t be favorable, Brown couldn’t suppress his curiosity. 

It was like a support checking the bush where there might be a dragon to slay in League of Legends. 

Brown asked McCollson:

“Excuse me, but may I ask what class you belong to?”

McCollson grimaced at Brown’s question. 

Asking about noble class was a significant breach of etiquette.

“…You don’t recognize my family name? I’ll overlook your rudeness just this once.”

Surprisingly, McCollson was more lenient than expected.

“I appreciate your leniency.”

“Fine. My family name is McCollson, of the Viscount class. Remember that.”

Viscount class. 

Excluding the Baron, it could be considered the lowest class in the noble hierarchy. 

Brown, by some coincidence, was knowledgeable about the McCollson Viscount family. 

There was no need to be overly cautious or humble.

“Hmm.”

Brown chuckled dryly. 

His mind was in turmoil, something was boiling inside him. 

But he couldn’t hold it back anymore. 

There was no need to endure further.

“You…”

McCollson was taken aback by Brown’s sudden change in attitude.

“Do you think you can act arrogantly because you’re a noble? Are you not afraid of repercussions?”

“Fear repercussions? From a Viscount? Damn, let’s duel.”

The reason Brown didn’t immediately resort to violence was also due to twenty years of…

“Ignorant. Nobles should…!”

“F*ck noble etiquette! Punch for your arrogance!”

“Do you even know who I am?”

“Who are you?”

“Am I supposed to care about my rank? We’re different in class and position, I’m a researcher!”

“Oh, really?”


Brown regained his composure momentarily.

“Calm down!”

Suddenly, a voice echoed from the entrance, causing Brown and McCollson to turn their heads. 

Standing at the entrance was Luna Karen.

Brown quietly released his grip on McCollson’s collar.



 
  
    Chapter 12: Friendly Lab


“Why is Karen’s here…” 

“Oh, I received an offer to work as a researcher at the weapons research Institute. Hehe…” 

“I see…” 

Answering Brown’s question, Karen glanced at them for a moment before asking. 

“But why are you two…” 

Hearing Karen’s question, Brown, who had released his grip but still had McCollson pinned to the ground, straightened up and brushed off his clothes before speaking. 

“Oh, it’s nothing.” 

“That ignorant guy… Argh…” 

McCollson tried to say something about what Brown had done, but…

“Haha. It’s really nothing. Just helped him up after he fell.” 

Brown muttered and whispered to him. 

“Should I brag that I won in a one-sided duel?” 

McCollson fumed, but there was some truth in what Brown said. 

What could be more embarrassing than boasting to a woman who witnessed one-sided defeat? 

Besides, it was a duel. 

There was nothing more humiliating than being beaten one-sidedly in a duel. 

“This is a matter between us to settle.” 

“Huh. I see what you’re doing.” 

Scowling at Brown’s sneer, McCollson stood up, straightened his clothes, and said.

“Right. It’s nothing.” 

“Can one really get this messed up from just falling…?” 

But Karen, observing the situation, could easily sense that something was off with their conversation, especially with the way they were whispering to each other. 

Something suspicious was going on. 

“What are they hiding?” 

Quietly observing them, Karen noticed their dishevelled clothes. 

Brown’s fist was red, and the other’s face seemed like… 

“Did they fight?” 

Karen’s guess was close to the truth. 

But her analysis was interrupted by the arrival of another person. 

“Can you move aside for a moment?” 

“…Yes.” “Everyone’s gathered here.” 

Entering with her secretary, a woman with brown hair and a confident demeanour spoke with a slight frown. 

“Nice to meet you all. Let me introduce myself… Did you two fight on your first day?” 

Brown glanced at McCollson as she spoke. 

“He’s good at being polite.” 

Her confident attitude, her well-made clothes—though not overly adorned but made of high-quality materials and designs—coupled with her relaxed demeanour, emitted an aura typical of nobility. 

Teasing him with informal language would either mean the person was insane or royalty. 

“Ahem. Let me introduce myself first. I’m Seria Tillun. This is my secretary. I’ve been appointed as the director of this research institute .” 

“I’m Luna Karen. I joined as a researcher after being invited by the institute for my work on explosives. Nice to meet you.” 

“I’m John Brown. I developed matchlock guns and cannons. I’ll do my best.” 

“Kyle McCollson. A mage engineering researcher.” 

“Right. Let’s work well together.” 

After the introductions, Seria Tillun began speaking. 

“Within the budget…” 

The budget was substantial. 

The workload was intense. 

It seemed like this weapons research and development department would be at the top in terms of employee satisfaction again. 

“This lab seems promising.” 

“Yeah, it does.” 

Exiting to the backyard of the lab, Brown and Karen spoke. 

“By the way, what happened to the business you were doing, Karen?” 

“The Empire acquired it.” 

“Oh…” 

Her previous business was acquired by the Empire. 

And she accepted the offer to work as a researcher for the Empire, still wanting to pursue further research on explosives. 

“That’s good.” 

“Hehe. What research are you planning to do next, Brown?” 

“Well… First, I plan to work on improvements for matchlock rifles and cannons.” 

Brown answered her, pondering. 

‘The matchlock rifle has clear disadvantages… 

They have received good reviews in this world thanks to their quality. But there are issues with slow reloading and inability to fire in the rain. 

If we don’t step out of the framework, we won’t be able to solve them. Now it’s time to move on to the next stage. 

I’ve been thinking about it. 

The next firearm I’ll design will be a bolt-action rifle with a simple and reliable structure. But how will I make the ammunition?’

He understood the structure of ammunition, but producing it was the problem. 

‘Can we even make guns in the first place?’

It was also a problem to make bolt-action rifles in the smithy. 

In a world where the quality and calibre of guns varied depending on who made them, when they were made, and where they were made, could we mass-produce more complex and standardized rifles and ammunition than mortars? 

Scratching his head, his thoughts continued even as he entered the lab.

‘First, should I start sketching out ideas?’

Brown, lost in thought, felt McCollson’s presence. 

“Damn. Ignorant fool.”

Whispering to himself, McCollson headed to a place as far away as possible.

“Why the fuss. Did I miss something?”

As he stared at Macolson, a thought flashed in his mind.

‘If it’s magical engineering, isn’t it the same engineering?’

Though unlucky, Brown thought he should check.

-Twitch.

“…Why are you coming over?” 


“Oh, nothing. Just had a question to ask.”

Scratching his head, Brown asked him a question.

“Huh. Do you need advice from a genius like me?”

“Jeez.”

He was already tired of the conversation.

The one feeling regret at the moment was Brown.

He asked, inwardly acknowledging the patience. 

“Okay. Can magical engineering mass-produce something like this?”

“Hmm…” 

McCollson pondered Brown’s question for a moment. 

“To cut to the chase, it won’t work.” 

“Why?” 

“Magic stones are not easily obtainable resources. There’s no investment in such places unless there’s a war.” 

‘Ah.’ It seemed impossible to mass-produce bolt-action rifles and ammunition right away.’ 

“Useless.” 

Brown expressed his gratitude and returned to his seat. 

“Ignorant.” 

McCollson responded, but it couldn’t be denied that it was quite an interesting institute. 

‘Still, let’s make a prototype.’ 

He began jotting something down on paper with a pen. 

***

“Damn! Does this make sense?” 

The leader of the Blackbeard Pirates exclaimed, sweeping the table.

Various items on the table scattered on the floor. 

“We can’t even approach it! How are we supposed to deal with that!”

Having amassed wealth through piracy, he had expanded his influence.

But with the Imperial ships starting to use new weapons, profits had turned into losses long ago. 

The overly inflated pirate group was now just a burden. 

“If we can’t approach it, we can’t deal with it…” 

One of his subordinates tried to say. 

“Who doesn’t know that?” 

He snapped at his subordinate. 

“Find a way to neutralize it immediately!” 

With that final command, the leader left the meeting room. 

It was only after he left that his subordinates rose from their seats, feeling helpless. 

“If we knew, would we be in this situation?” 

“Maybe we should give up now.” 

“Feels like running away.” 

“Run away?” 

“What else can we do? We look like fish out of water.” 

“Should’ve stuck to fishing.” 

As they conversed and left the building, someone was running towards them. 

“Big trouble!” 

“What’s up?” 

“Imperial ships are attacking!”

They ran towards the island beach upon the lookout’s report. 

Imperial ships were approaching beyond the anchored pirate ships. 

“Ah, damn.” 

Meanwhile… 

“There, that must be the pirates’ base!” 

“Approach within cannon range.” 

The marines were relaxed. 

“Hey, rookie. Watch carefully. Witness the greatness of our cannons.”

“Yes!” 

Jack, now a senior marine, was easing the tension of the rookies. 

Their atmosphere was leisurely. 

The plan was as follows: fire cannons until the pirates surrender. 

If they don’t surrender? 

Keep firing until all their ships are destroyed. 

And then come back the next day and fire again. 

Until the pirates surrender or completely disappear. 

“What can they do?” 

“What can they do while watching their ships getting destoryed?” 

The sea would soon regain peace. … 

At least, the pirates would hide out of sight in the waters near Imperial territory. 

“Within cannon range!” 

As the island came into cannon range, the ships turned to the side. 

And then, the ports opened. 

“All ships, load cannons!” 

After loading the cannons, the gunners awaited the next command. 

Soon, flames began to spew from the ports. 

The pirates tried a final stand but couldn’t hold out for long. 

They couldn’t escape the barrage of fire from the five Imperial ships. 


The cannonballs smashed the pirate ships, and some even destroyed buildings on the island. 

In the end, the pirates waved the white flag. 

Surrender didn’t take long. 

“Can we return by evening?” 

News of the pirate group’s defeat spread throughout the Empire.



 
  
    Chapter 13: Revolution


“The pirates are hiding out.” 

“Well, that’s good news.” 

“It seems the navy is well-prepared this time. They’ve already subdued several pirate groups.” 

“How much damage has been caused by the pirates so far?” 

“Merchants who focus on maritime trade have always been troubled by pirates.” 

“That’s why the imperial navy’s crackdown on pirates has them excited.”

“We won’t suffer any more losses because of pirates.” 

“Orders are increasing too.” 

“The damage caused by pirates has decreased. The trade routes are becoming safer.” 

“Should we transport goods by sea as well?” 

“What if we encounter pirates?” 

“Haven’t you heard the news yet? The navy is taking action against the pirates. It’s true. It’s disheartening to see merchants so uninformed.” 

“Is that really true? We should check the shipping schedules right away.”

Goods that were previously transported by land were now heading for the sea. 

Imperial trade began to thrive. 

However, this was only within the empire’s jurisdiction. 

Merchants who primarily used overseas trade routes could only watch from afar. 

“Yes, it’s good that there are no more pirate incidents in imperial waters.”

“But we’re still uneasy.” 

Outside the empire’s jurisdiction, the seas were still not safe from pirates.

Furthermore, with pirates pushed out, overseas trade became even more difficult. 

“It’s bitter.” 

“Should we give up on overseas trade?” 

In such circumstances, there was an additional announcement from the navy. 

They would provide escort services for merchant ships for a certain fee, protecting them from pirates. 

“Patriotism… is rising…!” 

“It’s worth it compared to the profits!” 

“Set a schedule! No, contact first…” 

The empire’s shipping industry entered a boom period. 

Not only that, goods from the east began to be traded with neighbouring countries through the empire, further boosting the empire’s economy.

However, there were those who viewed this development uncomfortably.

“The empire’s momentum is skyrocketing.” 

“…Indeed.” 

Kingdom of Heyrun. 

The king’s words made his courtiers bow their heads. 

“New weapons… and trade… this is…” 

The trade balance between the empire and the kingdom was not favourable. 

This was because the empire controlled most of the resources from the east. 

“Would it be difficult for us to trade directly with the east?” 

“…That’s…” 

Imperial merchant ships were escorted by imperial warships. 

Moreover, armed with cannons, pirates had long turned their attention away from the empire’s merchant ships. 

Therefore, ships from countries other than the empire were now facing even greater threats from pirates than before. 

“Protecting our ships like the empire…” 

“…That’s difficult.” 

The reason the empire drove out the pirates. 

The reason the pirates didn’t attack the empire’s merchant and warships.

It was because of the new weapons, the cannons. 

“…Then what about making new weapons?” 

The king’s question left his courtiers speechless. 

“Damn it, just when I thought we were finally catching up to the empire, how could things turn out so bleakly!” 

The king exclaimed.

He still hadn’t forgotten. 

Forty-two years ago, the moment they lost to the empire in the war. 

The moment his father kneeled before the empire. 

Since then, he had harboured a burning desire for revenge. 

He tirelessly planned to reclaim what was taken by the empire. 

And then, he ascended the throne as king. 

Thirty-eight years had passed since then.

The kingdom, which was on the brink of collapse, was greatly strengthened to the point of rivalling the empire, and its military forces also saw a significant increase. 

However, the empire, developing new weapons, once again widened the gap between itself and the kingdom. 

Moreover, through the use of these new weapons in trade, they also affected the economy. 

The king, who had been momentarily silent, spoke softly, “Find a way to somehow mimic their weapons.”

***

“Ugh.” 

John Brown sighed as he looked at the proposal he had written. 

The design of cartridge and bolt-action rifles was there, but he pondered whether it could be made with the current technology. 

“Making cartridges isn’t easy either.” 

Brown began to ponder, leaning back in his chair. 

‘Switching to metal cartridges right away seems impossible… Should I start with paper cartridges?’ 

From the dilemma of cartridges to the intricacies of gun design, Brown found himself contemplating every aspect. 

‘How do you forge a barrel? Hmm…’ 

He even found himself considering the logistics of production. 

Brown had thought he only needed to design the guns, but he was now facing the harsh reality that lay beyond. 

Eventually, Brown compromised with reality and began to devise firearms using paper cartridges. 

‘Paper cartridges, tailored for oading rifles…? A paper cartridge method where gunpowder and bullets are contained within the paper. Tear the paper, load the gunpowder and bullet into the breech-loading rifle, and fire. The advantage is that some of the loading process can be skipped, and precise measurements can prevent the overuse of gunpowder.’

Having roughly finalized his proposal, he submitted the report to the head of the research institute. 

“Hmm, it’s a decent improvement plan. Let’s pass it on to the military.”

Eventually, the proposal made its way to the artillery units. 


“Hmm, putting gunpowder and bullets in paper.” 

“Let’s try it out for now.” 

“As you wish.” 

The next day during working hours, artillery troops sat on the ground, each loading paper with bullets and gunpowder. 

“Ugh, what are we doing?” muttered one soldier as he filled the paper.

Another soldier replied, “Still, isn’t it nice to take a break from training?”

“Oh?” 

“Are you a genius?” 

Originally, they should have been training since morning, but sitting on the ground and stuffing paper with bullets and gunpowder was much easier on the body. 

“Phew, I’m done.” 

“I’ve finished too.” 

“Then help me.”

“…Yes.” 

“Am I late? What’s the commotion?” 

“No!” 

As time passed and afternoon arrived, the troops began their actual training. 

“Load!” 

At the command of the officer, the troops began to load their firearms.

They tore the part of the paper containing the bullet and gunpowder, poured the gunpowder into the muzzle, pushed it in awkwardly, then finally pushed the covered part into the muzzle. 

Lastly, they poured gunpowder from the powder dish into the muzzle. 

“It seems a bit faster than before.” 

The troops felt that the loading process was much faster than before, as they instinctively poured gunpowder from the powder pouch into the muzzle more quickly than before. 

“Group 1, prepare to fire! Fire!” 

– Boom. 

“Group 2, prepare to fire! …” 

The commander measured the firing speed. 

‘It’s faster than before.’ 

“Cease fire! Go back and replenish the spent paper cartridges!”

After several rounds of shooting, the officer commanded. 

The operators complained as they watched the officer move away. 

“Do it again?” 

“Could you do mine too?” 

“…Yes.” 

“Is the response… slow?” 

“I’ll fix it!” 

Meanwhile, the officer returned to headquarters and reported, “The reloading speed has been significantly improved compared to before. It’s worth implementing.” 

“Alright. Then expand it to the operators.” 

“Yes. Then…” 

The operators’ tasks were expanded. 

“Ugh, so annoying.” 

“Can’t someone just make this for us?” 

“Your gun and my gun have different bullet sizes, you know?” 

“Ugh. Even melting lead to make bullets is annoying. It’s exhausting.”

“Who came up with this?” 

“It was the person who made what you’re holding.” 

“Doesn’t that person have anything better to do?” 

Scratching his ear, John Brown suddenly felt itchy. 

“Who’s cursing at me?” 

He shrugged it off and continued his commute to work. 

John Brown is satisfied with his life working in the research lab. 

Low workload. 

Good pay. 

Decent colleagues… except for one. 

“If only that guy wasn’t here…” 

Today, too, Brown exchanged greetings with McCollson. 

“Unlucky guy.” 

“Ignorant fool.” 

Afterwards, Brown pondered over the report he had written. 

“I want to make it…” 

Memories of being a military enthusiast in his past life were burning vividly. 

I have to make it… But sadly, the technology in this world is stuck in the Middle Ages. 

There is a technology called Magitech, but unfortunately, it’s mostly disregarded due to the scarcity of magic fuel called magicite, and is only used in a few fields. 

“Hmm…” 

After a moment of contemplation, Brown stood up abruptly. 

His destination was McCollson’s desk. 

“Don’t come near me just because you’re annoyed.” 

“Well… I want to talk to you for a moment.” 

“What is it?” 

“…But.” 

“Using the power of magicite to drive machines, right?” 


Magitech is… 

“Then how about replacing the machine’s power source with something other than magicite?” 

“Huh. Nonsense. If there was such a thing, it would have been…”

McCollson scoffed at Brown, but Brown’s expression was serious. 

“It might be useless nonsense, but hear it out for now.”



 
  
    Chapter 14: Steam Engine


“Probably just nonsense, but let’s hear it out anyway,” sighed McCollson.

Brown explained while drawing on paper with a pen. 

“When water boils, it produces steam. If we can convert this into power, could it possibly replace mana stones?” 

“Hmm… well…” 

“Look, if we use the power of steam to push components like this…”

Brown’s explanation was crude, and the drawing was simple. 

Listening to him, McCollson thought. 

‘Turning boiled water into power? Seems like nonsense.’ 

Just boiling water to get power. 

Who would believe such nonsense? 

But there was something nagging at him to not dismiss it outright. 

After briefly calculating in his head, McCollson said. 

“Hmm…” 

“…?” 

“I need to think about this for a moment…” 

After that, McCollson began jotting something down on paper and then headed out of the lab. 

‘I wonder if this will work.’ 

Brown watched him leave the lab, pondering. 

‘I should have shown some interest in engineering too.’ 

In his previous life, he had shown a lot of interest in weapons.

Unfortunately, he wasn’t well-versed in engineering aside from the fact that the Industrial Revolution started with advancements in steam engines. 

So, he hoped that McCollson(even though he was a narcissist filled with noble aspirations and nothing else) could at least pull off creating a steam engine to kickstart the Industrial Revolution. 

After losing interest in McCollson, he glanced at the blueprint he had previously written. 

‘Ah, maybe I should discuss this with Karen.’ 

Getting up from his seat, he headed towards Karen. 

“What’s the matter?” 

Karen, sensing his approach, smiled and asked. 

“I’ve come up with a new type of gunpowder, and I need your help.”

“Well… as far as I know, I’ll do my best to help!” 

“Could there be a type of explosive powder that detonates upon significant impact?” 

“Well… I’m not sure if that’s what you’re looking for, but would you like to come with me?” 

Karen led Brown to the warehouse where the gunpowder was stored.

“Here it is. Handle it with care.” 

“Gosh, will it explode if handled incorrectly?” 

“Well, it might.” 

After hearing her words, Brown carefully measured some gunpowder onto a piece of paper and wrapped it up. 

Then, he went outside and laid it on the ground before hitting it with a rock. 

-Bang! 

‘Could this be used for primers?’ 

He confirmed that it exploded upon impact, but he still needed to see if it could ignite gunpowder. 

“Could we test other types of gunpowder as well?” 

“Of course.” 

“Thank you as always.” 

“Oh, it’s nothing.” 

Brown, along with Karen, began testing various types of gunpowder.

Before long, they were able to draw conclusions. 

‘It works…!’ 

They confirmed that the gunpowder could be used for primers, and that it could ignite gunpowder inside a cartridge. 

They had obtained the essential ingredients to make bullets. 

“Thank you so much, Karen.” 

“Oh, it’s nothing…” 

“Really, I’m so grateful. Without you, I wouldn’t have been able to do anything.” 

Brown said to her before heading back into the lab. 

“Heh, thanking me…” 

Karen chuckled to herself as she murmured alone. 

Back at his desk, Brown looked over the blueprint once again. 

While they had confirmed that the gunpowder worked for primers, standardizing metal cartridges for production was still impossible. 

But he couldn’t just sit idly by, so Brown went to find the director of the lab. 

“So, what’s up?” 

“It’s a new weapon concept.” 

“Let me see.” 

The Director took the blueprint and examined it. 

Without a word, she looked through it and then finally spoke. 

“What is this…?” 

“It’s a concept for a bolt-action rifle and cartridge.” 

“Hmm…” 

As she ran her fingers through her hair, she let out a sigh. 

“Explain it to me.” 

“Yes, certainly.” 

Brown began explaining as he touched on the blueprint. 

“It’s a bolt-action rifle. You lift the rear bolt handle upward to cycle it and load the bullet. The bottom of the rifle body has a magazine where you can load about five bullets…” 

As Brown continued his explanation, he observed her reaction. 

“…That’s it.” 

She remained silent until he finished explaining the bolt-action rifle and cartridge. 

“…What do you think of the weapon he just reported?” 

“It’s a much more advanced weapon compared to the blunderbuss we’re currently using. However, we lack the infrastructure to produce it. Equipping the empire’s soldiers with these weapons would be quite challenging.” 

After pondering for a moment at the secretary’s words, the Direcotr of the lab said quietly. 

“Using Magitech would be difficult.” 

“Yes.” 


“If there were no restrictions on mana stones, how do you think it would have been?” 

“It would take some time, but I think it could not be supplied to the entire army.” 

“…Is that so.” 

The Director of the lab muttered to herself as she absentmindedly twirled her hair. 

The dwindling mana stones after the demise of the final demon king were truly regrettable.

***

“Ah, have you come?” 

It was Senior Master Blacksmith whom I hadn’t seen in a while. 

He still looked sturdy. 

“Yes. It’s been a while.” 

“Yeah. What’s the matter?” 

“Could you take a look at this?” 

“Hmm…” 

Senior Master Blacksmith quietly examined the blueprint. 

“It’s complex. I could make it, but I’m not sure how long it will take. And you say we need to carve grooves into the barrel too? Hm… Let me check the workshop.” 

“Then, please.” 

Judging by his reaction, it seemed like making one would be the extent of it. 

… McCollson thought. 

“Steam-powered propulsion? Nonsense.” 

Brown (the brute who boasted about making a few weapons) had mentioned this theory, which bothered him. 

He scoffed at Brown’s suggestion that steam could replace magic stones.

But what bothered him even more was why it sounded plausible. 

Brown’s explanation was vague. 

There were no formulas, no evidence. 

It was mostly speculation about what could happen if this was utilized. 

But why did his words seem convincing? 

Why did he even consider them? 

Something felt off. 

To dismiss it as foolish talk would be to ignore McCollson’s instincts, which were shouting at him. 

Shouldn’t he verify it once? 

At the same time, his ego was bruised that he was swayed by mere conjecture. 

Yet his curiosity as an engineer was too strong to ignore. 

So McCollson devised a way to prove it. 

It wasn’t difficult. 

His mind was quick when it came to engineering. 

Finding a way to prove Brown’s idea was not too challenging either. 

He designed based on the principles of Magitech he had learned. 

Then he set out to find the necessary materials for the experiment. 

To verify it himself. 

And to mockingly prove Brown wrong. 

“But what if Brown’s idea is correct?” 

Amidst the swirling thoughts, McCollson shook his head. 

Then he assembled the acquired materials. 

“Assembly done.” 

He lit a fire under a bucket of water.

Now it was time to wait. 

Until the water boiled. 

Until steam emerged. 

Until he could confirm movement. 

He was ready to ridicule Brown. 

To say his idea was wrong. 

McCollson waited quietly. 

Until finally, after a long time, he heard the bubbling sound from the bucket. 

And soon steam began to emerge. 

McCollson held his breath and watched the components. 

10 seconds… 1 minute… 5 minutes… 

But the components remained still. 

There was the sound of boiling. 

Steam was escaping. 

But the components didn’t move. 

“Haha.” 

He proved that Brown’s idea was wrong. 

Then he took it and showed it directly to Brown. 

Mocking him, saying his idea was wrong. 

“You were wrong! Brown!” 

McCollson shouted, pounding the desk with his fist. 

The impact caused the components to tremble slightly. 

“Your foolish idea…” 

McCollson couldn’t continue his sentence. 

Because the components started moving. 


Creak-creak, creak-creak. 

They were rotating regularly. 

Emitting steam. 

“Ha…” 

McCollson quietly watched the rotating components.



 
  
    Chapter 15: Presentation


“Wait a moment.” 

McCollson called out to Brown, who had just returned from the workshop.

“Why are you calling me?” 

Brown didn’t know that McCollson had checked the operation of the steam engine, so he couldn’t figure out why he was being called. 

He simply followed McCollson, who started walking ahead of him.

After they came out of the laboratory, McCollson turned around and said,

“Yeah. Do you remember the conversation we had about converting steam into power?”

“Yeah, I do.”

“To cut to the chase, your hypothesis was correct.”

“Already?”

“Yeah. I just experimented and came back.”

Brown was surprised by his efficiency. 

How could he confirm it so quickly after bringing up the topic? 

‘He’s more competent than I thought.’

Brown’s evaluation of McCollson rose slightly.

“How on earth did you come up with that method?”

But Brown couldn’t come up with an answer to McCollson’s question. 

He couldn’t just honestly say that he learned it during class in a past life.

So Brown remained silent for a moment before speaking up.

“Just… a hunch.”

“I see… is that so?”

After hearing Brown’s answer, McCollson fell into thought for a moment.

‘How did he come up with that method? And just based on a hunch? He might be more remarkable than I realized.’

McCollson’s evaluation of Brown rose slightly. 

He brushed off his thoughts and said to Brown. 

“We’ve confirmed that it can be converted into power. It might need some more adjustments, but my conclusion is that it can replace mana stones, um…”

“Steam engines.”

“Yeah, steam engines. This is a revolution in engineering. We won’t have to rely on mana stones anymore.”

“That’s… fortunate.”

“Thanks to your idea, Magictech that has been stagnant for over a century can move forward again. You can be proud.”

“Uh… sure…”

Brown was taken aback by McCollson’s sudden praise. 

‘He’s not usually like this.’

Nevertheless, McCollson continued. 

“Would it be alright if I polish this up and present it to the academic community?”

“Of course. Oh, I have one question. Is what I asked last time possible?”

They had confirmed that steam engines could replace mana stones as a power source. 

The next thing to confirm was whether they could produce bolt-action rifles and cartridges through magical engineering.

“Oh… that. It’ll need some more research, but once steam engines replace mana stones, it should be soon. Maybe… within five years.”

Developing bolt-action rifles in just five years since the development of steam engines. 

In previous eras, it would have taken centuries for something like that to be possible.

“Five years isn’t too bad.”

It was a bit disappointing, but still, it was remarkably fast.

Brown nodded and said. 

“Alright then. Do as you please.”

“Thank you.”

Pause.

‘He wouldn’t be monopolizing the research alone, would he?’

Brown caught McCollson.

“Wait, do you think I’m going to monopolize this research alone?”

“Uh, sorry.”

‘He’s more conscientious than I thought.’

Brown adjusted his evaluation of McCollson slightly.

“Well then, I guess I’ll be busy from now on. I’ll be going.”

“Yeah.”

As he watched McCollson go back into the laboratory, Brown pondered,

“What will I do for the next five years?”

Developing weapons would probably only be possible after advancements in engineering technology. 

Scratching his head, Brown looked around.

The backyard of the laboratory seemed suitable, with its relatively flat ground, lush grass, and the comforting shade provided by well-placed saplings.

It reminded him of the designated nap spot at the (former) Weapons Research and Development Division.

“Ah…”

This must be a sign.

Brown walked into the shade as if he was possessed and lay down.

A pleasantly cool mountain breeze.

Soft grass.

And if you lay behind a tree, even concealment from the laboratory windows.

This was a good place to come up with new ideas.

At least, it was a good place for a nap.

***

The academic world of the empire, which had been lax, began to stir.

News spread that a substitute for magic stones had been discovered, but there was only rumour, and nothing was known about its existence.

“Hmph. It’s probably just a scam. Some trickster trying to make a quick buck. Don’t be fooled.”

“But if we could replace magic stones, wouldn’t that be a great innovation?”

“Nonsense! If such a thing existed, we would have replaced magic stones long ago! It’s because of naive people like you that all sorts of con artists spread rumours like this. And there’s no evidence either!”

“Like your girlfriend, huh?”

“What did you say?”

“Oh, nothing. Your point is valid.”

“That insult… a duel!”


The academic community split in half – those excited about the possibility and those warning not to be swayed by such nonsense. 

But as time passed, the opinions of many scholars began to lean towards the latter.

“Always the same, just nonsense. If there’s still no evidence, then…”

“They’re probably just trying to scam us. I’m tired of this. So tired.”

“But it would have been great if it were true.”

“If it were true, we would have replaced magic stones long ago. Why would we need magic engineering if it were replaceable?”

Eventually, as most turned their backs on the rumors, a regular academic conference was held.

“Do you think they’ll show up?”

“I doubt it.”

The scholars sat down and began to discuss various topics.

“We’ve been thinking about how to further advance Magitech.”

“Yeah. Even though we’ll probably spend our whole lives just thinking without magic stones…”

“Is there a way to extract more magic stones from the beasts?”

“Ah.”

“Ridiculous. Is that even possible?”

“If everything was fine, wouldn’t magic stones be overflowing?”

“Wow, this guy’s crazy. Magic stones overflowing? You would’ve died a long time ago.”

“Me? Haha.”

“Hold on. He’s right.”

As they conversed, they soon began to focus on the presentations.

“We’ve been thinking about ways to solve the shortage of magic stones. First, when was the era when magic stones were most abundant?”

“Before the war with the demon realm.”

“That’s right. By re-implementing the demon realm into the empire…”

“Isn’t that the faction of the heretics?”

“We’ve been researching ways to use magic stones more efficiently. If we can utilize this…”

“Wouldn’t we end up using more magic power in the end?”

“This is the Institute of Magical Engineering. This year, we plan to reduce the amount of magic stone supply from last year.”

“Do you always?”

“Sigh.”

They each presented their research results in turn. As each turn passed, a man stood up.

“I’m Kyle McCollson, a researcher at the Weapon Research Institute.”

“The Weapon Research Institute?”

“I’ve never heard of it.”

“That’s where the guns and cannons were made.”

“Oh, I was quite interested in that.”

“I heard he’s quite talented, apart from his strange personality.”

Grumbling, McCollson paused for a moment before continuing.

“Due to the shortage of magic stones, Magitech has been marginalized in most industries, except for a few. But today, I can confidently say that Magitech will be reborn and lead the empire’s technology once again.”

The crowd grew noisy.

“Based on the idea of my colleague John Brown, I, Kyle McCollson, designed it. Let me introduce it to you.”

The steam engine was revealed to the world.

***

“Did you do well on the presentation?” 

“Yeah. It was perfect.” 

“How did it go?” 

“To put it simply, I just explained the theory.” 

“?” 

Brown didn’t understand McCollson. 

“What about the actual thing?” 

“The theory is sufficient.” 

“You should show the real thing for people to believe, shouldn’t you? Why?” 

“I guarantee you, this is more effective.” 

“What does that mean?” 

In response to Brown’s question, McCollson replied. 

“Well, nobody would believe it anyway.” 

“So… I don’t get it.” 

“Scholars will try to verify.” 

“Then…” 

“They will try to experiment based on the theory presented, create a steam engine, and then there’s no choice but to acknowledge it.” 

‘Like me.’ 

McCollson swallowed his words. 

When the steam engine, which had been dismissed as impossible, succeeded, he wanted other scholars to feel the same emotions he did at that moment. 

It was his petty pleasure.

***

“Ha, right. It’s all just theory anyway. There’s no substance to it.”

“Still, doesn’t it seem quite plausible?”

“Damn it, don’t be fooled. Do you really think machines can run just on steam?”

“Hmm. That part definitely needs verification.”

“Let’s just go back and check first. Or forget it altogether. I’ll make sure he never set foot in this academic circle again.”

Many scholars at the conference doubted and criticized the presentation.

“The design is shoddy too. I can make it easily.”

“Let’s just check quickly. He’s so full of it, he is walking around with his head held high.”


“It’s starting to boil. Haha! Your lies will be proven… huh?”

“Oh?”

“…?”

Squeak. Squeak…

“It worked?”



 
  
    Chapter 16: 5 Steps of Verification


Sizzle. 

Sput. 

Sputter…

“…working?” 

“Why is it working?” 

The field of Magitech was thrown into confusion. 

Because the steam engine, which had been dismissed and ridiculed as impossible, had finally started working. 

“What power does steam have to make this work?” 

“I can’t believe it.” 

“I’ve been predicting it since I heard the rumours. Even the sound of a pot lid can be heard because of steam…” 

“Didn’t you laugh and mock it more than anyone, saying it wouldn’t work?” 

“Well…” 

“A steam engine… I’ve seen all sorts of things in my life.” 

But now, it was proven that the steam engine worked. 

Therefore, the scholars of Magitech looked at it with skepticism. 

Eventually, the verification process began. 

First stage. 

Denial. 

“It’s like an expensive toy. How can it replace Magic Stone with this crude thing?” 

“Thinking that this machine, which just emits steam, can operate the intricate devices of Magitech is utterly ignorant.” 

“Replacing Magic stone with this? I can’t believe it!” 

“Haha. Everyone is falling for the charlatan’s prank. I hope they’ll judge rationally. It’s impossible, isn’t it?” 

“It may be a new approach, but even if this works, those who believe it can replace Magic Stones must be fools who would believe a person can fly in the sky. Anyway, this is nonsense. No, it can’t be…” 

Second stage. Anger. 

“You fools! How can you think something like this can replace Magic Stone!” 

“Do you really think we’re so ignorant as to believe in this? It’s not even funny!” 

“Is our academic integrity clouded by this? We can’t just sit idly by. We need to verify it quickly. Aren’t they looking down on us too much? If this really works, how do we explain the last 100 years of Machitech?” 

“Haha. Let’s see it for ourselves. Prevent it from happening; keep it from ever setting foot in academia again.” 

At this point, they began to study ways to integrate the steam engine with Magic Tech engineering. 

“This part needs to be replaced.” 

“If we don’t need Magic Stone, then we don’t need this part either.” 

“To transmit power, this part needs to be modified in this way.” 

“Should we redesign it entirely?” 

“Humph, let’s conduct experiments first, but the result is obvious. How can it replace Magic Stone?” 

“Haha. If this works, then I’ll believe even if someone says they can fly in the sky.” 

As time passed, scholars confirmed their results one by one. 

“It works?” 

“It does, doesn’t it?” 

“Ha… Ha…” 

Third stage. 

Compromise. 

“…it works.” 

“…yeah. 

It’s certain that they can replace Magic Stone with this power source. 

“Basic Magic Tech can be replaced with steam engines.”

“That’s right. Although we’ve confirmed that steam engines can replace Magic Stone as a ground-breaking power source, high-level magic engineering still requires Magic Stone.” 

“Magictech engineering is still intact. But it’s worth continuing research and development of steam engines.” 

“That makes sense. Steam engines can serve as an auxiliary power source for Magictech.” 

Scholars acknowledged that the steam engine could indeed partially replace Magictech, but they still believed that the core technology of Magictech could not be replaced. 

However, there was someone with a different opinion. 

“You’re wrong. Steam engines can be integrated with all magictech machines” 

“Ridiculous! It’s just a partial replacement… Minister?” 

The one who voiced this opinion was the Minister of Magictech. 

“I’ve confirmed through various research institutes. The verification is already complete.” 

His glasses glinted as he spoke calmly. 

“Magictech… is over…!” 

“Oh…” 

Fourth stage. 

Depression. 

“Could Magic stone have been replaced so easily…” 

“Why didn’t we think of this approach…” 

“Our past days devoted solely to Magictech seem foolish…” 

Final fifth stage. 

Acceptance. 

“I’ll accept it. It’s revolutionary.” 

“Let’s research it. We’re talking about steam engines.” 

“Magictech will be reborn through steam engines.” 

“That’s right. The essence of wanting to develop technology remains the same, even if we can’t resurrect Magictech.” 

“I believe in them. Even if it’s a frivolous statement that a person can fly in the sky if this works.” 

“Ah, isn’t the passion of our youth reigniting? It’s exciting to look forward to the changing world with this technology.” 

The field of Magictech continued its research on the steam engine. 

Of course, it cost a lot of money.

***

However, in the empire, resources and funds are unlimited. 

The empire spared no expense in supporting research. 

Eventually, academic research began to flourish and was released to the public. 

The first to benefit was the mining industry. 

“Thanks to the steam engine, the time it takes to pump out water from the mines has reduced.” 

“Thanks to that, the amount we can mine has significantly increased, and the earnings are good. Hmm.” 


Previously, as they dug deeper into the ground, water would start accumulating in the mines. 

Because they had to continue working while pumping out the water, the amount they could mine wasn’t very good. 

However, with the steam engine, they could quickly pump out the water, increasing the amount mined. 

Coal and iron ore began to be released into the market in large quantities.

“The price of coal has dropped significantly. Isn’t it time to use it instead of charcoal?” 

“Are you still not using it? We’ve long switched to coal. Production has increased as well.” 

As coal, which has a higher heat value, began to replace charcoal, the iron production at foundries also increased. 

“Since the heat is strong, how about melting the iron ore separately instead of mixing and lighting it together?” 

“Impurities would decrease. But how do you plan to do that?” 

“I’ve been thinking about it a bit, using the steam engine…” 

Some were researching efficient ways to melt iron ore. 

Meanwhile, private workshops also began to bring in steam engines.

“Since we brought in the machines, our production has increased significantly.” 

“Oh, should I try bringing one in too?” 

Steam engines, open beta begins. 

The industrial revolution has come to another world. 

“In recognition of John Brown and Kyle McCollson for inventing the steam engine, a power source to replace the magic stones of magictech engineering… the empire hereby…” 

Someone from the royal family arrived. 

They came with a generous reward. 

With their red nose and ears, it seemed like the royal family had sent Rudolph. 

In reality, they were there to deliver a gift. 

“Congratulations.” 

After the royal person left, Karen congratulated him. 

White steam puffed out from her mouth. 

“Thank you. But where is the director…” 

“She had something urgent and went somewhere this morning.” 

“Ah…” 

Brown thought for a moment. 

‘If the steam engine becomes established… We will be able to produce bolt-action rifles and bullets. But it would take time for the steam engine to become established.’ 

‘Hmm… Come to think of it, when does the war break out?’ 

Brown clearly remembered there being a war. 

But despite quite some time passing, there was no sign of war. 

Brown scratched his head as he thought. 

‘What should I do for now?’ 

Producing weapons required a certain level of technological advancement.

The bolt-action rifle he had asked the senior blacksmith to make last time was in such poor condition that he had to give up on making it immediately. 

So what could he do right now? 

Brown called McCollson after thinking for a while. 

“What’s up?” 

“I’ve been thinking about vehicles powered by steam engines, are you interested?” 

The empire’s territory is vast. 

If they made steam trains, it would greatly improve the transportation of goods and movement compared to before. 

“What is it? Tell me quickly!” 

Brown drew a picture on paper. 

“This is the steam train I imagined. Connecting the steam engine to the wheels to make it move forward. Look.” 

“Hmm…” 

“And attach several carriages behind the locomotive to carry people or goods. And make it move on a path called a railway. What do you think?”

“…I’ll think about it.” 

McCollson, who was jotting something down on paper, soon left the laboratory. 

Brown watched him leave and thought. 

‘Well, he’ll do well on his own.’ 

Although he usually found him annoying, McCollson was a grateful presence who always packaged and presented well what Brown mentioned. 

“Good job today.” 

“Hehe, you too, Mr. Brown.” 

In the end, neither the director nor McCollson returned that day. 

Brown exchanged goodbyes with Karen and headed home. 

“Uh, um…” 

Brown turned around at the sound of Karen’s voice behind him. 

“Yes?” 

After hesitating for a moment, Karen smiled brightly and said. 

“…It’s nothing. See you tomorrow!” 

‘?’ 

Brown watched her as she walked away. 

But he couldn’t figure out why she had called him. 

‘It’s probably nothing.’ 

Brown continued walking. 

“…?” 

Suddenly, he felt a cold sensation on his nose. 

Brown looked up at the sky. 

Ice crystals sparkled as they fell, illuminated by the light from the surrounding buildings. 

“It’s winter.”

***

“It’s winter.”

The director of the institute muttered as she watched the snow flurry from the darkening sky.

“Aren’t you cold?”

“I’m fine. Is it here?”

“Yes.”

As they entered the building, burly men stood up and bowed their heads.

“Welcome.”

“Raise your heads. Are they inside?”


“Yes. I will guide you.”

When the director entered the room, someone was kneeling on the floor, bound.

She walked over to him, bent down, and asked,

“Alright. Can you tell me why you’ve come all the way to this distant land?”

It was one of the director’s hobbies.



 
  
    Chapter 17: Water knows the answer


“Alright. Can you tell me the reason you came to this distant land?”

“Hehehe. I came to… Aaargh!” 

“Let me ask again. Can you tell me the reason you came to this country?”

“…Do you think I would tell… Grrr…”

 “Do you feel like talking now?” 

“Not ready to talk yet, I see. Let me help you with that.” 

“Ugh…” 

“A mind control spell…” 

With the secretary’s magic and the assistant’s help, the Director of the research institute was able to extract some information from him. 

“I’m sorry. I can’t push the magic any further.” 

“It’s fine. It seems we’ve obtained the important bits. Please take care of the rest.” 

“Yes.” 

The secretary, who had been standing behind her, spoke. 

“Shall we return?” 

“Let’s do that.” 

The Director of the research institute reviewed the information as she left the building. 

First. 

The captured spy is affiliated with the Kingdom of Heyrun. 

Second. 

He infiltrated the Empire to steal new weapons and technologies. 

Third. 

He plans to kidnap or win over the staff of the weapons research institute.

Lastly, the spy from the Kingdom of Heyrun is not alone, and other kingdoms might have also sent spies. 

Firearms and cannons were being produced not only in the Empire’s arsenals but also in various forges due to high demand. 

Moreover, steam engines were beginning to spread to the public. 

While precautions will be taken, it will be difficult to completely protect the information. 

‘As expected…’ 

She boarded the carriage and started to make plans. 

At the very least, measures to protect the institute’s personnel seemed necessary. 

Especially John Brown.

His creativity was beyond imagination. 

It was something she realized after repeatedly reviewing his inventions. 

‘It’s just a pity that he lacks the necessary technology.’

***

“Well, she’s gone.”

The one who had been watching the spy muttered as the Director left the building.

“Then, now we can…”

Another person spoke.

“Get on with the job.”

They looked at the spy with indifferent eyes.

“A spy. In the past, they wouldn’t have even set foot in the Empire.”

“Still, the budget has been increasing, and we’re getting more staff. It might not be all bad.”

Engaging in trivial conversation, they began to take out the hidden tools.

“Ah. It was really frustrating not being able to use these in front of her.”

“Now we can work comfortably.”

The spy began to tremble with fear.

“Ah, let me warn you in advance. None of us here can use magic.”

“That’s right. There are so few magicians.”

“It will be a traditional process. Are you okay with that?”

“It’s just part of the process. The end will be peaceful, I promise.”

They tried to reassure the spy.

But it didn’t seem very effective.

“I… I’ve already told you everything…”

The spy muttered desperately, but they didn’t stop.

“Yes. I believe you. But this guy here is very suspicious.”

One of them said while running his hand over the tools.

“There’s not a shred of personal grudge involved, so don’t misunderstand.”

“Ah… Ahhh… Mercy…”

“Shh. Can you keep that to yourself?”

“Yes. We don’t accept advance payments.”

“I… I have told you everything!”

“No way. I can hardly hear you. Let’s help you speak more comfortably.”

“Oh, if you’re thinking of biting your tongue, please bite this instead.”

“Uhh…”

“Did you know? There’s a saying that has been passed down in the intelligence department.”

“Ah, I was just thinking about that saying too.”

“Mm…!”

“Water knows the answer?”

“Yes. I really like that saying.”

“It’s a humane method. No one gets hurt.”

“Shall we see if that saying is true?”

“!?!?!”

“…!”

Splash.

“So, do you feel like talking now?”

“…War… kingdom…”

“Mm, seems like you’re being more cooperative. Tell us a bit more.”

“Empire… kingdom… rebo…”

“Thanks for the kind explanation. Let’s move on. How many spies does the Kingdom of Heyrun have?”


“…I… that… don’…”

“Seems like we need a bit more correction.”

“…!”

***

“Hmm. Is that so?” 

“You’ve been through a lot.” 

“…Well then, I’ll be going.” 

After the door closed, the Director of Intelligence looked out the window.

The sun had long set. 

Nothing could be seen outside, only the snow tapping against the window and leaving traces before disappearing. 

“Things are going to get busy now.” 

A spy from the Kingdom of Heyrun. 

There is only one currently in custody, but that number will increase in the future. 

42 years ago. 

Just like the time when the kingdom was at war. 

Time had passed, and his hair had turned gray, but his eyes remained sharp.

***


As usual, Brown left his house to go to work today. 

However, today was different from usual. 

Not only was the first snow covering the ground, which was unusual…

“I am Serena Arwin, assigned to be your bodyguard.”

A woman in armor, with a sword, was standing in front of his house.

“A… bodyguard for me?”

“Yes. Your safety is guaranteed.”

“Oh, okay… Nice to meet you.”

‘Why do I need a bodyguard…?’

“By the way, why do I need a bodyguard?”

“You are an important person in the Empire, so it is only natural to have a bodyguard.”

‘Me? That important?’

Brown felt a surge of confidence for a moment. 

He looked at her carefully.

‘She seems familiar somehow.’

Her dark blue hair and strong features. 

She was about as tall as his nose.

‘Where have I seen her before?’

Brown’s pondering wasn’t short.

“If you have any instructions, please feel free to let me know.”

“Oh, no. Let’s go.”

‘Why is the protagonist here…?’

He had met the protagonist from the original story. 

And she was his bodyguard.

‘Calm down, even if she looks exactly like the illustration and has the same name, she could still be a different person.’

After taking a deep breath, Brown asked her a question.

“Uh… so, what did you do before becoming a bodyguard?”

“I was a mercenary.”

‘Ah.’

The likelihood that she was the protagonist had slightly increased.

***

“Hehe. You came to me first…”

“Oh…” 

“You said you needed me…” 

“You must have liked it.” 

“Of course. You acknowledged me first… Hehe.” 

“Oh…” 

Rustle, rustle. 

Luna Karen and her escort chatted as they headed to the research lab.

“Oh! Mr. Brown! Nice to see you here…” 

Karen greeted him warmly but hesitated upon seeing the woman standing beside him. 

‘She’s pretty… confident…’ 

Karen’s confidence took a slight dip. 

“Good morning, Karen.”

” “Yes… good… morning…” 

She suddenly felt gloomy. 

Brown was puzzled by Karen’s sudden change in attitude. 

The research facility was secure. 

Guards patrolled the perimeter. 

But today was different. 

There seemed to be more guards than usual. 

“What could be going on?” 

“Yeah. With all the escorts and extra guards, it’s a bit concerning.” 

The escorts waited near the research building. 

Researchers gathered in the office and discussed. 

“Hmph. Finally treating key personnel properly. Not bad.” 

“Yeah, I guess.” 

Brown was disgusted by McCollson’s words. 

Karen felt the same, but she had control over her expression. 

It was a skill she learned as an assistant. 

“Hah. Just stating the facts.” 

“Yeah. You’re right.” 

“Ahaha…” 

“By the way, about the steam-powered vehicle you mentioned…” 

“Steam locomotive.” 

“Yeah. I have made some progress in the design.” 

“Oh. Let me see.” 

“Me too.” 

“Ah, let me introduce. It’s a masterpiece designed with all my heart.”

McCollson said with his characteristic unlucky expression as he took out a paper. 

“Um.” 

Brown didn’t understand it well. 

But it looked plausible. 

“I’ve designed it based on the theory you mentioned. Right now, I have made a small model, but it’ll take quite some time to implement it on a larger scale.” 

“Yeah, that’s true.” 

“Yeah. The theory is perfect, but reality doesn’t follow along.”

Unfortunately 

“That’s what I meant.” 

The reality where technology doesn’t keep up. 

Brown felt that too. 

‘Yeah. Bolt action right away is too much. But what we can do is…’ 

Brown pondered for a moment. 

Still, can’t we make percussion caps? 

Instead of the traditional method of igniting gunpowder in a firing dish, ignite it by striking a ball into the primer.”

At least it was more feasible than bolt action for now. 


We can also secure technology for the breech.

There will be trial and error, but it was possible to improve on traditional firearms. 

‘If the steam engines are being distributed. Can’t we implement bolt action through machinery?’ 

He harboured some hope and a plan.

Meanwhile, information leaked from the spy was relayed to the royal family and the military.



 
  
    Chapter 18: A Spy’s Dream


“Kahaha! I did it!” 

“Mm..mmph…” 

The spy felt like he was flying. 

He had successfully kidnapped John Brown, the researcher who developed the Empire’s new weapons. 

“If I can just return to the kingdom…!” 

It was like having a guaranteed ticket to success. 

The spy’s mind painted a picture of the future. 

With a rosy future in mind, his determination burned brightly. 

“Hoo. Calm down.” 

He was still in the heart of the Empire. 

To make it back, he had to stay sharp. 

Until he arrived in the kingdom. 

“Hehe.” 

Still, he couldn’t help but laugh softly. 

“Hee..heh…” “…?” 

The intelligence agents looked at the grinning spy. 

“This guy is laughing.” 

“Must be having a good dream.” 

“A good dream? I’d rather not see him escaping reality.” 

One agent’s mouth twitched slightly. 

The others’ expressions didn’t change, but both were angry. 

“Since the moment he made those outrageous statements, I wanted to erase the word ‘happiness’ from his short remaining life.” 

“Yeah. It irks me too.” 

However, their anger soon subsided. 

The spy had gone through such extensive cooperation processes that he was broken to a degree unbearable for a regular person to witness. 

“…Maybe we were a bit too harsh.” 

“Yeah. At this point, it might be enough of a punishment.” 

For a moment, there was a hint of pity in the agents’ expressions. 

“At least it’s over.” 

“Yeah. Now we have plenty of others to question.” 

“We should start cross-verifying soon.” 

The agents chatted as they left the room. 

-Thud. The room was left with just the spy. 

“Uhh…uh…” 

His condition wasn’t good, but at least his expression seemed happy.

***

The Imperial Intelligence Bureau. 

Directly under the Imperial family, it was responsible for intelligence gathering and covert operations. 

Their achievements were remarkable at one time. 

There’s no doubt that their efforts contributed significantly to the Empire’s victory in the Great War. 

However, since the end of the Great War 42 years ago, a peaceful era has dawned. 

In contrast, the Intelligence Bureau had grown excessively large since the end of the Great War. 

The Emperor was concerned about the Bureau’s increased scale. 

The Emperor couldn’t tolerate the bloated size of the Bureau, which handled sensitive information, including intelligence pertaining to the Imperial family. 

To manage them without burden, their numbers needed to be reduced.

Hence, the number of personnel in the Bureau gradually decreased. 

Of course, the Emperor compensated them enough to quell their dissatisfaction. 

As the number of personnel in the Intelligence Bureau decreased, naturally, the scope of their surveillance also diminished. 

And then, the consequences began to show. 

Spies were already rampant within the Empire. 

“I thought we had made some preparations, but we’ve been caught off guard.” 

“I’m not blaming you, so don’t be burdened. Can you tell me how much of our technology has been leaked?” 

“Firearm and cannon manufacturing techniques have already been leaked. However, gunpowder research and production are still under control, and we are safe from information leaks in that area.” 

“I see.” 

Firearms and cannons. 

Both are weapons that provide overwhelming superiority in firepower and range during war. 

But if the enemy is also armed with these weapons, the gap would narrow.

However, it wasn’t a major concern. 

Without gunpowder, they are just cumbersome metal lumps. 

Moreover, the production costs are significant. 

Even the Empire, with its vast wealth, feels the financial strain of producing additional new weapons. 

How would other countries fare? 

Even if they manage to secure the technology and produce the weapons, even if they somehow discover the method of making gunpowder… 

Can they truly produce enough to operate them with less wealth than the Empire? 

“What if not only the weapons but also the gunpowder technology were to be leaked?” 

“…It would be impossible to arm quickly. It’s expected to take at least 2 to 3 years before small-scale operation is possible.” 

The Director of the Intelligence Bureau answered almost immediately, as if he had anticipated the Emperor’s question. 

His answer was not different from what the Emperor had expected. 

‘But that doesn’t mean we can just watch and do nothing.’ 

Sending spies into the Empire couldn’t be left unpunished. 

The Kingdom of Heyrun needed to be held accountable for their transgression, and other countries needed to be warned. 

“…We’ll need to increase the personnel in the Intelligence Bureau a bit. Look for trustworthy individuals.” 

“Yes, understood. Then…” 

After the Director of the Intelligence Bureau left, the Emperor looked out the window, pondering the next meeting. 

The long period of peace was beginning to crack. 

***

“What do you mean?” 

“…I mean, let’s create a lever to allow movement forward or backward.”

“You think too simply… Hmm…” 


“…Did you think of something?” 

“Let me think for a moment.” 

McCollson started writing something down on paper again. 

Brown watched him and thought. 

‘Do we really need a computer?’ 

This was a thought Brown had been having lately. 

McCollson(despite his annoying arrogance and the smug attitude that made him insufferable every time they met) would always come up with results, albeit after some time, whenever information was input into him. 

It was incredibly convenient. 

With a satisfied expression, Brown returned to his seat. 

Meanwhile, McCollson, who was focused on modifying the design, paused. 

‘…This is strange.’ 

Something bothered him. 

‘Why am I pondering over Brown’s (whom I am observing to personally write an in-depth paper on whether ignorance and creativity are directly or inversely proportional) idea?’

Of course, he soon forgot about it as an idea for the steam locomotive’s design came to him. 

‘If I insert a joint here, it would allow the lever to control the direction of the wheels. Should I ponder this a bit more? If we could control the power, we could adjust the speed as well.’ 

The sound of the quill scratching on the paper became slightly faster. 

“I’d like to create a metal cap that contains sensitive gunpowder, which could ignite the gunpowder inside the chamber when struck.” 

“Hmm…” 

“My concern is whether it’s possible to make this.” 

“Applying gunpowder… inside a metal cap… Hmm…” 

Karen thought for a moment before speaking to Brown. 

“I don’t think it’s impossible. The only concern is… never mind. With the various machines being supplied through steam engines, producing metal caps should be feasible soon.” 

“…So, it will take some time.” 

“That’s unfortunate.” 

“Well, there’s no helping it. Thank you anyway. You’ve eased my concerns a bit.” 

“Hehe. I’m glad I could help.” 

After talking with Karen, Brown was about to return to his seat. 

“Oh, by the way, Mr. Brown.” 

“Yes?” 

“Today’s guards and the increased security, don’t you think something bad might have happened?” 

“Well…” 

This was also a point of concern for Brown. 

Why had the Empire suddenly tightened security? 

He had a rough idea. 

‘Is this a sign that a war is about to start?’ 

It seemed a bit later than he remembered. 

The reason, he suspected, was probably due to… 

‘The weapons I developed, perhaps.’ 

The thought came to him unconsciously. 

Brown felt a chill from that thought. 

‘Did I just have a McCollson-like thought?’ 

Being close to him seemed to have made his thoughts contagious. 

To think so self-centeredly. 

‘He’s harmful after all. But still useful, hmm…. He was like radiation.’

 Undoubtedly useful, but getting too close would cause exposure. He felt the need to purify his mind from the contaminated thoughts. 

“Uh… Mr. Brown?” 

“Oh, yes.”

 Lost in thought for a moment, he had somewhat neglected Karen. 

“Ahem. It’s probably nothing. Don’t worry too much.” 

Brown couldn’t bring himself to tell her that war was imminent. 

“Is that so…?”

However, Karen seemed to be worried about something slightly different.

“What if the guard and you… ugh…” 

Karen muttered softly. 

“Pardon?” 

“It’s nothing. I just hope everything goes back to the way it was soon. Anyway, see you later, hehe.” 

‘She definitely said something.’ 

Brown pondered for a moment about what she had said, then continued his previous train of thought. 

‘Was it a war where allied nations invaded the empire?’ 

He couldn’t remember the specific names of the countries. 

After all, he had only heard a brief explanation from a friend. 

That too was something mentioned briefly while hearing about the protagonist’s exploits. 

‘Did he manifest aura while fighting as a mercenary hired by the empire on the battlefield…?’ 

As Brown organized his thoughts, he soon realized something puzzling.

‘Then if she’s assigned to guard duty here…’ 


There would be no reason for her, who is on guard duty, to go to the battlefield. 

If she was to fight, it would only be possible if the enemies invaded the capital. 

‘It seems like things have diverged a bit, no, a lot….’ 

The story from the original work he had heard seemed to have diverged quite a lot. 

Brown could only hope it wasn’t because of him.



 
  
    Chapter 19: Machines, Steam  Engines and….


“Sorry, I’m a bit late.” 

“Get here faster next time.” 

“Don’t you guys also take turns being late?” 

“That’s true.” 

The owners of the workshops gathered at the bar. 

As usual, they exchanged idle chatter while waiting for drinks and snacks.

During their conversation, one of them looked at him and asked. 

“By the way, you seem to be looking much better these days.” 

“Haha, is it that noticeable?” 

“It would be strange not to notice.” 

Indeed, it was obvious. 

His attitude was more relaxed than before. 

His clothes, his subtly displayed watch, everything was of high quality.

Even the other workshop owners, who would have to think deeply before acquiring such items, noticed. 

“Is there something good happening?” 

There’s nothing as interesting as hearing about each other’s recent activities at a drinking party. 

Of course, in this situation, they were more curious about what had happened for him to be spending so much more. 

Though they were in different fields, the owners’ workshops were of similar scale and earnings. 

The sudden increase in his spending made them suspicious. 

“I’ll tell you later. It’s a bit uncomfortable to talk about it here.” 

But he was hesitant to answer. 

“Oh come on, do you think anyone here cares about our conversation? Stop stalling and tell us.” 

“Yeah. We’re not even competitors; let’s help each other out.” 

“Hmm. Well then…” 

Eventually, pressured by their persistent questions, he began to speak.

“Do you guys know anything about machines?” 

“Um…” 

“I think I’ve heard of them.” 

They looked puzzled. 

Seeing their confusion, he sighed and said. 

“Ah, you really don’t know.” 

“So what is it then?” 

“Still, I’m not comfortable talking here…” 

He glanced around. 

He was concerned that discussing this in a place where anyone could hear might lead to a competitor eavesdropping and adopting the machines, thus reducing his profits. 

“Stop stalling. We’ll cover the drink bill, so just tell us.” 

“We? Hold on a sec.” 

“Ugh, just be quiet. Anyway, go on.” 

The others’ impatience grew as they urged him to continue. 

Sighing deeply, he finally agreed to explain. 

“In simple terms, it allows one person to do the work of many.” 

“Is there really such a thing?” 

“Don’t lie to us.” 

“I’m serious. Plus, the quality of the goods it produces is quite good. It’s like having several skilled workers.” 

“It’s hard to believe just by hearing it.” 

They found it difficult to trust his words. 

However, he had anticipated this reaction. 

“I understand. I couldn’t believe it at first either. But after bringing it into my workshop, I realized it was true. It’s better to get one machine than to hire more skilled workers.” 

“So where can you get it? I’d like to try it out too.” 

“First, a warning. It’s quite expensive and you’ll need to reorganize your workshop. Be prepared.” 

“Ha, don’t underestimate our earnings.” 

“No need to worry about our finances; just tell us quickly.” 

“…Alright, I’ll tell you the cost of installing the machine in my workshop.”

When he mentioned the amount he spent, the others were astonished.

“Wow. That’s quite steep.” 

“Wouldn’t it be better to just hire more people with that money?” 

“Well, each to their own. But I’m satisfied.” 

He took a leisurely sip of his drink, smiling. 

The conversation eventually shifted to other topics, but the others couldn’t stop thinking about his clothes and watch. 

‘If he can afford such high-end items, his profits must have significantly increased after getting the machine.’ 

‘It’s a hefty sum, but if it means higher profits, it might be worth it.’ 

“Well, take care. Let’s meet again sometime.” 

“Sure. Thanks for today.” 

“Oh, whether you decide to get the machines or not, let’s keep this conversation between us.” 

“Of course. Don’t you trust us?” 

Their pondering continued as they left the bar and headed home. 

‘Okay, let’s give it a shot.’ 

Although the cost was substantial, the reason they decided to invest was partly due to the high-end items he wore today. 

“Have you been doing well lately?” 

“Oh, is it noticeable? Well, I’ve been doing pretty well.” 

“Did you start a new business?” 

“I’m curious. Tell me.” 

“Do you know anything about machines?” 

“Um, I think I’ve heard about them.” 

“Let me tell you. A machine is…” 

“I need to get one too.” 

Before long, steam engines began to be used in various workshops throughout the empire. 

***

“McCollson. Busy?” 


“Yeah, why are you bothering me while I’m this busy?” 

McCollson, who was deeply engrossed in designing steam locomotives, was irritable. 

‘Ugh, this is annoying.’ 

But Brown had something to ask him. 

‘Alright, the one in need has to be patient.’ 

“Um, McCollson. How do you groove a barrel?” 

“Why would you need that?” 

“For accuracy, of course.”

“Why?” 

“Well… can you make a device that can cut grooves into a barrel?” 

Brown was too tired to explain. 

How could he explain that making a conical Minié ball that would spin and stabilize when fired through rifling would improve both range and accuracy? 

“Hmm…” 

McCollson hesitated for a moment, then took out a piece of paper and began sketching something. 

“Oh, it would be good if the grooves could be cut in a spiral shape.”

McCollson glanced at Brown. 

“Say that earlier next time.” 

“Hmm…” 

He quickly took out a new piece of paper and started drawing something else. 

After a moment of hesitation and scribbling on the paper, he paused briefly, then resumed drawing. 

“If we make a device roughly like this, we should be able to cut spiral grooves.” 

“Great. Thanks, as always.” 

Brown returned to his seat and looked at the sketch. 

Turning the wheel would rotate the cutting blade, carving out the rifling inside the barrel. 

“Yes, the performance should be solid.” 

Next, he thought about the Minié ball. 

It wasn’t particularly difficult. 

A conical bullet slightly smaller in diameter than the bore of the barrel.

Creating a hollow base would allow the bullet to expand upon the explosion of the gunpowder, engaging the rifling. 

“Hmm, this should do it…” 

Considerable time had passed since the first matchlock rifle was made.

Manufacturing technology had improved significantly, and it was time to move on to the next stage. 

The next stage was the percussion cap firearm. 

By cutting rifling into the barrel and supplying Minié balls, the range and accuracy of existing matchlock guns could be greatly enhanced. 

Having organized his materials, Brown went to see the Director of the research lab. 

“So, Brown. Speak.” 

“Yes, I’d like to explain about percussion cap firearms…” 

***

The Empire’s military. 

Boasting a long history, it had led or defended the Empire to victory in many wars with formidable strength. 

Even now, their power deterred other kingdoms from daring to challenge the Empire. 

The military’s new focus was on matchlock rifles and cannons. 

Matchlock rifles, in particular, garnered high interest. 

“I can’t stand it. Grr…” 

“Is the additional production not ready yet?” 

“More matchlock rifles! Greater firepower!” 

“We need matchlock rifles…” 

Decent range and excellent firepower. 

Moreover, they were easy to teach. 

Of course, the slow firing rate meant that they allowed enemies to get close if many approached. 

But this issue could be resolved by operating them alongside traditional pikemen and knights. 

The military had tested matchlock guns in many situations. 

Not in battles against other nations, but in the suppression of barbarian tribes and bandit gangs. 

Through these experiences, they learned much, proving that matchlock rifles could easily enhance soldiers’ combat effectiveness. 

Thus, the Empire’s army significantly increased their orders, but the supply only met half of the demand. 

“They’re late.” 

“Why are they late?” 

“What’s the point of selecting an operational unit if there are no weapons?” 

“I heard the neighbouring unit is equipped. Should we just have our soldiers steal from them?” 

“Neighbouring unit… do they mean us?” 

“Don’t be ridiculous.” 

“Can’t they speed up the supply?” 

“They say some steam-powered thing is being supplied, which should boost production even more.” 

“Oh, we can expect good news next year.” 

The news reached those endlessly waiting for matchlock rifle. 

“Have you heard? An improved version of the matchlock rifle has come out.” 

“Oh? I’d like to hear more about it.” 


“Something called a… percussion cap.” 

“Percussion cap. They say the loading speed has greatly increased, and both range and accuracy have improved.” 

“Revolutionary.” 

“Indeed, revolutionary.” 

The military cancelled the remaining matchlock gun orders.



 
  
    Chapter 20: Rifles, Gunpowder, and …


“The Empire has detected the Kingdom’s espionage activities.”

The intelligence report didn’t start off well.

The king of the Kingdom of Heyrun rubbed his temples.

“Any results?”

“We’ve learned how to manufacture cannons and matchlock guns. But… the manufacturing process for the essential ingredient, gunpowder, is still…”

“Sigh. We’re missing the key element.”

According to the information gathered so far, these weapons were only truly effective with gunpowder. 

But without knowing how to produce gunpowder, even if they managed to create new weapons, they couldn’t use them effectively. 

The king, after a brief silence, spoke.

“Can’t we produce it ourselves?”

“We’re attempting to, but we haven’t had significant success yet…”

“Hmm…”

The results were disappointing given the provocation against the Empire. The king, clutching his throbbing head, asked,

“How do you think the Empire will respond?”

“We believe they will issue a warning at most. The Empire doesn’t want to break the long-standing peace.”

“That’s some relief… you may go now.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Left alone, the king sighed deeply.

“Sigh.”

Nothing was going as planned.

The gap in economic and military power between the Kingdom and the Empire was widening once again.

The Empire had significantly boosted its naval combat capabilities with cannons.

This allowed them to secure their maritime trade routes without needing magicians on board.

Of course, this could be resolved if magicians could be placed on merchant ships for protection.

However, it was difficult to find magicians who were not just capable of using magic but also capable of combat-level firepower. Combat magicians were a scarce and highly skilled workforce.

Hiring them simply to escort merchant ships was too costly. Moreover, magicians themselves did not prefer the arduous life at sea. Forcing them to escort merchant ships would drive them away from the kingdom.

‘They’re the type who would leave without hesitation.’

Assigning warships to escort merchant ships was also not a viable option due to potential troop losses.

Merchants preferred safety over threats.

Rather than risking encounters with pirates while trading with the East, it was much safer to trade with the Empire to procure goods.

The goods from the East, beyond luxury items and spices, included essential materials for magicians’ research and potion making.

The Kingdom’s trade losses were steadily increasing as these goods were increasingly traded through the Empire.

In addition, the information that matchlock guns could significantly enhance ordinary soldiers’ combat abilities was concerning.

The Empire was continually increasing the distribution of new weapons.

Though the Empire had only used cannons and matchlock guns against pirates, barbarians, and bandits, there had been no recorded engagements with a proper regular army.

The king could only hope that the Empire’s new weapons were overrated.

“Hmm…”

To calm his burning frustration, the king looked out the window.

The barren trees in the winter seemed to reflect the state of the kingdom.

‘If only we had matchlock guns and cannons as well…’

The king stared blankly out the window.

***

“It’s even more improved than before.”

The head researcher murmured while looking at the first test report.

The percussion cap rifle was far superior to the matchlock rifle in terms of range, accuracy, and loading speed.

It had improved beyond what was outlined in the project plan.

There were still areas to refine, but it was clear that the percussion cap rifle would soon replace the matchlock rifle.

‘John Brown. Hmm…’

Even the matchlock gun was sufficient to enhance soldiers’ firepower, but within a year, he had developed a weapon that addressed its shortcomings.

‘Creative and diligent.’

Beyond his main field of weaponry, he even conceptualized steam engines.

Everything he envisioned was innovative.

The other team members were not lacking either.

Luna Karen, who developed the indispensable gunpowder for guns and cannons, and Kyle McCollson, who excelled in design, were also remarkable talents. 

But John Brown was exceptional.

‘How far can he go…?’

She looked forward to how his ideas would transform the Empire.

***

Meanwhile, Brown was finishing the second test of the new weapon.

“Oh… it definitely performs better than the matchlock rifle.”

“Right?”

Karen said, looking at the target.

Brown agreed.

The percussion cap rifle, with its Minié ball and rifling, was vastly improved in range, accuracy, and loading speed compared to the matchlock rifle.

Moreover, rifling prevented gunpowder residue from accumulating in the barrel.

In traditional matchlock rifles, soot and gunpowder residue would build up in the barrel, gradually narrowing it after repeated shots.

As a result, repeated firing made reloading increasingly difficult.

However, rifling helped maintain the barrel’s condition for a longer time.

Plus, it improved accuracy, making it a win-win.

‘In my previous life, we started with straight rifling.’

Having prior knowledge allowed him to skip unnecessary steps.

It was like doing homework with the answer sheet in hand.

Though it would be great to progress to AR-15 or AK series firearms, the current technological level wasn’t quite there yet.

‘That’s still premature…’

At this point, steadily advancing while securing the technology is the best course of action. 

Brown was satisfied with how much he had been able to advance the firearm in such a short period of time. 

As he organized his thoughts, he heard Karen’s voice. 

“Hmm. The percussion cap still needs some improvement. Did I make it too insensitive…?” 

Karen spoke as she wrote down the test results. 


As she said, the percussion cap misfired once in every five trigger pulls. 

Of course, they could replace it with another cap and fire, but this would be a significant issue in a real battle. 

However, it wasn’t something to be overly concerned about. 

The sensitive gunpowder used in the cap was made relatively insensitive to prevent possible accidents. 

This was a problem that could be improved over time. 

“It’s good enough for now. We can adjust the ratio bit by bit until we get it right.” 

“Hehe.” 

Brown said to her while cleaning the barrel with a rod. 

The gunpowder stuck in the rifling came out in clumps. 

‘The gunpowder also needs improvement soon.’ 

The current gunpowder was similar to the black powder from his past life.

It left behind residue and soot, and produced a lot of smoke due to its low combustion rate. 

According to information from the military, continuous firing by a squad made it difficult to maintain visibility. 

To solve this, smokeless powder was necessary. 

‘It would also help maintain the gun’s condition for a longer time.’ 

Brown quietly watched Karen, who was writing something beside him.

“Could we possibly improve the performance of the gunpowder too?”

“How should we improve it?” 

“It would be better if it left less residue in the chamber and produced less smoke.” 

“…Hmm. That’s certainly a drawback. I’ll give it a try.” 

“Thank you.” 

“No problem. Hehe.” 

As they were talking, McCollson approached them. 

“It’s smoky.” 

“Indeed.” 

It hadn’t been long since they finished the second test firing. 

The shooting range was still filled with smoke, making the air acrid.

McCollson, who was rubbing his nose, spoke to Brown. 

“Hmm. More importantly, look at this.” 

“What is it?” 

Brown looked at the model McCollson brought. 

“I made a simple model based on the principles of a steam locomotive.”

“Oh, let’s see.” 

The model McCollson brought seemed to have been made by extracting just the basic principles of a steam locomotive. 

“Come on, light it up.” 

McCollson lit a candle. 

“Couldn’t you have shown it after boiling it in advance?” 

“No! This process is also an important part!” 

“Uh, um…” 

After a while, the boiler part was heated, and a boiling sound could be heard. 

Soon, the piston moved, and the wheels began to turn. 

“Oh.” 

“Wow…” 

The model slowly moved forward. 

Brown and Karen watched in awe. 

At this level, it could be said that they had implemented the principle of a vehicle powered by a steam engine. 

“Ah… We’ve implemented it…” 

McCollson said with a proud shrug. 

“Yeah. Wow. Great job.” 

“We have to present this to the academic community. We need to spread this achievement widely…” 

He seemed a bit excited. 

“Ah, I need to go present this right away…” 

He was so excited that he almost left the model behind. 

“Hey. Take the model with you.” 

“Oh, right. I almost forgot. Ouch, hot!” 

“Hey, be careful.” 

He almost grabbed the heated part of the model. 

Brown and Karen watched him walk away with the model. 

“He’s very excited.” 

“Indeed.” 


‘If the steam locomotive is completed, logistics will move much faster.’ 

If that happens, the industrial revolution will accelerate even more. 

‘Well, McCollson will handle it. For now…’ 

Improving the percussion cap firearm and the percussion caps themselves.

Once this task is completed, the rifles will be officially supplied to the Empire’s soldiers.



 
  
    Chapter 21: End of Peace


There are few public achievements from the Weapons Research Institute. 

Considering it’s a relatively new institution, this is understandable. 

However, its achievements have been innovative enough to make a significant impact across various fields. 

One such achievement was the development of steam engines, seemingly unrelated to weaponry.

“Steam billowing out, marking the beginning of the revival of Magitech…”

“Ah, the once mythical Magitech, now moving forward again…”

“The reconstruction of Magitech… our destiny… shall be realized through steam engines…”

Magitech was indeed entering a new era. 

Research into the principles and efficiency improvements of steam engines led to their application in advanced Magitech, eventually replacing Magic Stone. 

These technologies were released to the public and began to be used in various sectors, significantly increasing the empire’s productivity.

“But, can we still call it Magictech if it doesn’t use Magicstones?”

“?”

However, as doubts arose about whether Magitech could still be called such without magic stones, the academic community became divided.

“Drag him out! What does he think our foundation is made of?”

“We’re establishing something new, now that we’re not using magi stones anymore, aren’t we?”

“Its denying our essence! Let’s prevent the person from ever setting foot in academia again!”

“There’s no reason to call it Magitech anymore! How long will you cling to the past?”

“Magitech is still thriving. It’s an undeniable fact. Despite the steam engines replacing magic stones, it’s just a change in power source. Aren’t we overestimating steam engines too much? If magic stones become abundant again, they will replace steam engines. Steam engines will lose their place. This is the reality, an undeniable truth that you all must understand…”

To resolve this situation, a scholar proposed dividing the academic community into two: Magictech and Steam Engineering.

“Isn’t it better to split the academic community in two? Magitech and steam engineering, that is.”

“Haha, I hope your statement was a joke.”

“Splitting the academic community in half? You must be out of your mind.”

“Would you like to step into the boiler section of a steam engine for a while? It might be an excellent way to clear your mind.”

While attempting to unify, they realized that dividing the community would also scatter the empire’s support.

Therefore, they momentarily sought unity, but…

“…But it’s not a bad idea.”

“Yeah, let’s undergo a generational shift.”

“Those nerds should just focus on Magitech.”

“…Are you serious?”

“Efforts should be made to prevent the division, not just because it’s inefficient for both sides.”

“Think rationally. Simply splitting won’t benefit either side.”

“Haha, maybe splitting isn’t so bad. It wouldn’t hurt to see if we can advance steam engineering without Magitech.”

“We have no knowledge to share with the defectors. Let’s hope they can achieve good results with their overflowing confidence.”

Magitech began to split. 

The atmosphere became increasingly tense, seemingly unstoppable.

“The Weapons Research Institute has announced new research results!”

Until one piece of news arrived, that is.

“What is it?”

“A vehicle powered by steam engines.”

“Oh… let’s take a look.”

“Laying down rails and riding on them…”

“Powered by steam, moving forward…”

“Wow… the theory seems quite…”

“If it can deliver output, it can transport large quantities of cargo to distant places, right?”

As if they had never fought, they began to focus on the concept of steam-powered locomotives. 

The Weapons Research Institute maintained peace in the Magitech academic community.

***

Time passed. The winter chill grew even more biting. 

Snow piled up on the ground, trees, and building roofs.

“…The Magitech academic community seems to be wholly focused on researching and designing steam locomotives.”

“Is that so? Good for them.”

“Such a lukewarm response.”

“Well, if it works out, it’s good.”

“Hmm. You might need to ponder how steam locomotives will change the empire.”

‘I have a rough idea.’

As Brown, who had memories of his past life, had a rough idea.

He scratched his head and asked McCollson.

“So, when do you think we’ll see steam locomotives?”

“It could be as early as summer for testing, and I estimate about a year for the period when railway construction and the spread of steam locomotives begin.”

“Yeah, well. I hope we can see them soon.”

“I’m looking forward to it too. Not just for logistics but also because it’ll greatly reduce travel constraints.”

After finishing his conversation with McCollson, Brown sorted through his materials and was approached by Karen.

“Mr. Brown, shall we go to see the rifles soon?”

“Oh, it’s already time. Let’s go then.”

Today was the day when the first production of percussion cap rifles was nearing completion.

It had to be checked at least once, so Brown went to the research institute with Karen.

Of course, the guards were with them.

“Hmm…”

The workshop was in the midst of producing more firearms, and the warehouse was piled with firearms and materials.

“It’s quite impressive.”

Karen murmured as she looked around.

“There will be even more in the future.”

Brown replied to her as he examined the firearms.

With just this workshop alone, they had heavily invested in steam engines and machinery.

Once the installation was completed, they would produce firearms even faster than now.

Things were clearly going well.

Production was smooth, and distribution was going smoothly.

But Brown began to feel uneasy.

‘In the end, they’re still weapons of death.’


At first, Brown thought that if he could utilize this knowledge, he could comfortably remain in a favoured department. 

And there was also anticipation about what kind of impact these weapons could make. 

But as things started to fall into place, the desire to turn away grew stronger. 

The thought of countless people dying because of the weapons he designed. It wasn’t a pleasant feeling.

“Hmm…”

“Why are you like that?”

“Oh, no, it’s nothing. I just have something to think about. Shall we go now?”

Brown left the warehouse with Karen. 

With his escorts, he returned to the weapons research lab, making an effort to ignore his worries. 

***

The first batch of rifles was supplied to the military. 

The military began testing them soon after, and the results came quickly.

“After conducting test firings, we have confirmed that the range and accuracy of these rifles are vastly improved compared to the previous muskets.”

The results were satisfactory.

“This is… quite tempting.”

“We also want to operate them on our side.”

“You can operate the Matchlock rifles you have. Opportunities are better taken where Matchlock rifles aren’t used…”

“I think differently. Wouldn’t it be more effective for us to operate these weapons with the experience gained from operating them? We can hand over the matchlock rifles, gain experience with these first.”

“If there’s a need for you to be on the front lines, the empire is already finished or close to it. It might be better to deploy them towards the border…”

“Well, it seems like we won’t reach a conclusion with this approach. How about settling it with a duel?”

“Still as ignorant as units that hand spears and bows to soldiers. As expected, the percussion cap rifles are…”

While the military was deeply discussing where to operate the rifles, the imperial conference was discussing a different topic.

“We should soon reach a conclusion regarding the Heyrun Kingdom.”

At the Emperor’s words, his subjects began to express their opinions.

“It seems appropriate to end it as a warning. We should consider a bit more before disrupting the peace.”

“Ending it with just a warning would be crossing a line for the kingdom. We need to take action.”

“Yes, if we end it with just a warning, other kingdoms will start to challenge the empire’s new technologies. We need to show a clear example even in warning other kingdoms.”

Listening to his subjects’ words, the Emperor pondered. 

Breaking the 42 years of peace was burdensome, but a clear response had to be shown to the Heyrun Kingdom.

As time passed and the snow covering the fields melted, spring arrived with new shoots. 

The imperial forces began moving towards the border adjacent to the Heyrun Kingdom.

This information was also being understood by the Heyrun Kingdom.

“The Empire has made a decision.”

The king muttered as he looked at the declaration of war. 

Despite the possibility of a surprise attack, they had sent a declaration of war. 


The Empire was confident in this war.

“Prepare for war against the Empire. Move all available troops to the border.”

The king ordered his subjects and gazed out of the window for a while. 

May the kingdom’s army block the imperial army. 

And he could only hope that the new weapons were overestimated.



 
  
    Chapter 22: War – 1


At the end of the Imperial Army’s march, the Kingdom’s forces began to appear in the distance. 

“Ugh. There’s so many of them.” 

“Wow… am I gonna die today?” 

“Don’t be so unlucky.” 

“No need to hit me for that.” 

“You deserve it.” 

The senior soldiers were chatting as they watched the Kingdom’s army, but Tom didn’t hear them. 

Soon, they would be fighting those men. 

The future he had been trying to ignore was now right in front of him. 

Unconsciously, Tom tightened his grip on his rifle. 

‘What if I get disabled in the fight? Or die…?’ 

His experience amounted to little more than a few skirmishes with minor bandits or barbarian raids. 

This was his first real war between proper nations. 

Of course, it was likely the same for many others here. 

Tom knew that, but it didn’t ease his tension. 

‘I should’ve just stayed back home and kept farming.’ 

Regret washed over him, but it was too late. 

A senior soldier noticed Tom fiddling nervously with his rifle and spoke up. 

“Hey, Tom. Are you scared?” 

“N-no, sir!” 

“Yeah, right. You’re shaking like a wet rat.” 

“Honestly… I am scared.” 

At Tom’s candid response, the senior soldier patted his shoulder. 

“Ha ha. Don’t worry too much. We probably won’t even have to fight directly. They’ll send the spearmen as meat shields and we’ll just shoot from behind. Relax.” 

“What did you say, you bastard?” 

“Nothing, I didn’t say anything. Especially not that you’re the meat shield.” 

“I’ll kill you before I die.” 

“Don’t get so worked up over nothing. That’s why your girlfriend left you for the miller’s son.” 

The other soldiers laughed at his remark. 

The spearman turned red and cursed, turning his head away. 

The senior soldier looked back at Tom and said. 

“Anyway, relax.” 

Tom couldn’t understand the senior soldier. 

‘Is he not even nervous?’ 

The senior soldier’s tone had no hint of anxiety, making Tom want to ask him. 

But then he noticed the subtle expression on the senior’s face. 

‘Oh…’ 

It was a forced smile, pulling his lips up awkwardly. 

He was nervous too, just hiding it. 

Trying to keep up the morale by pretending to be fine. 

“We have rifles and cannons, so we’ll be okay. You’ve been through battles before. This won’t be any different.” 

“Thank you. I’m feeling better now.” 

“Good. Let’s make it back alive.” 

Tom looked around. 

It was clear now that everyone else was also just hiding their fear. 

In this situation, he couldn’t be the only one showing it. 

Tom steadied his mind and moved forward. 

“Take a break.” 

The Imperial Army stopped out of the range of the mages. 

They rested for a while, waiting for the next orders.

***

“The imperial army has started to appear.” 

“I see. How many are there?” 

“It’s estimated to be around 50,000 to 70,000. A legion.” 

“That’s comparable to us. Any news from the other fronts?” 

“None have arrived yet.” 

The kingdom’s officers were deep in discussion. 

“We should launch a preemptive attack before they settle in.” 

“Isn’t it more advantageous to defend since we already have our formation set?” 

“If they settle in, the war will be even more difficult than it is now. Before it’s too late…” 

The kingdom’s army began finalizing their defence plans. 

The imperial army started advancing towards the kingdom’s position. 

“Magic incoming!” 

Magic flew from the kingdom’s positions but was blocked by the imperial mages. 

-BOOM. BOOM. 

The magical explosions in the air shook the bodies of the imperial soldiers. 

“Phew.” 

Tom also suppressed his rising fear and marched forward with his fellow soldiers. 

“Stay sharp! We have the advantage in firepower!” 

“Prepare for the cavalry charge!” 

“Maintain formation! If you advance too far, it’s a death sentence!” 

Though the commanders’ shouts were drowned out by the pounding of his heart, one thing was clear to Tom—the kingdom’s forces were getting closer. 

“Cavalry incoming! Prepare to fire!” 

In the distance, cavalry charged, shaking the ground as they approached rapidly. 

What happened to our cavalry? 

He remembered seeing them advance earlier. 

Tom’s squad wielded percussion cap rifles, preparing to fire a step earlier than the squads using matchlock rifles. 

‘Just as we trained…’ 

Would the bullets penetrate their Armor? 


Thin armour could be pierced, but was theirs thin? 

Tom could only pray that the bullets would penetrate their armour, or at least hit the horses, preventing them from advancing further as he took aim. 

“Fire!” 

As he pulled the trigger, the hammer struck the cap, and smoke billowed from the muzzle. 

Horses fell, and cavalrymen tumbled to the ground, but their advance did not slow. 

“Reload!” 

Tom began reloading his rifle, his hands shaking as he spilled some powder in the process. 

Forcing himself to calm down, he finished reloading, inserted the cap, and took aim. 

“Fire!” 

Again, horses went down. 

Gunfire and cannon blasts echoed from all around. 

The cavalry numbers dwindled, but they kept charging. 

As they closed in, pikemen moved forward, raising their pikes to counter the charge. 

Knights took the lead, halting the remaining cavalry’s charge. 

Did they manage to stop the cavalry elsewhere? 

Briefly, the thought crossed his mind, but he was too busy preparing his next shot. 

The shouts of the officers were barely audible. 

Tom moved forward, keeping pace with those around him. 

When they stopped, he stopped. 

When they moved, he moved. 

Occasionally, he caught snippets of orders, but even without them, he followed the actions of those nearby, firing and advancing. 

Gradually, they pushed forward. 

Ahead, knights slashed through the air with their swords, scattering energy. 

Bullet marks were visible on the back of one knight’s armour—perhaps it was one of their own shooters who had hit him. 

Maybe it was Tom himself. 

The enemy knights began breaking through their own formations. 

Fortunately, no knight charged directly at him. 

The formation continued advancing. 

Eventually, enemy infantry came into view. 

Tom forced his trembling hands to move, mechanically loading and firing. 

The knights were already cutting through the enemy infantry, and the remaining foes fell to bullets or pikes. 

“…” 

Occasional impacts came from ahead, behind, or to the side. 

Sometimes the soldier next to him would fall. 

Caught by arrows, or caught in magical explosions perhaps. 

But he couldn’t afford to worry about them. 

Their positions were quickly filled, and the formation kept advancing. 

And then, it halted. 

“…Cease… fighting… ceasefire…!” 

The belated shouts of the officers reached his ears. 

Tom gradually became aware of his surroundings. 

The enemy was retreating. 

“Ceasefire!” 

He heard someone shout and wiped his face with his hand. 

Red, sticky liquid smeared his hand. 

‘Is it mine?’ 

He felt no pain. 

Was he too excited to notice being hurt? 

Or was it someone else’s blood? 

His breathing slowly calmed, and he began to understand the situation. 

The battle was over. 

“Waaaaah!” 

“We won!” 

Shouts of victory echoed around him. 

The excitement of battle was replaced by the thrill of victory. 

Tom raised his arms and shouted at the top of his lungs. 

They had won. 

And he was still alive.

***

“Battle report.” 

“Go ahead.” 

The Emperor reviewed the report sent from the front lines. 

Five legions had advanced towards the Kingdom of Heyrun. 

The battle report came from the 1st Legion. 

While the other legions used conventional weapons, the 1st Legion deployed new weapons. 

Matchlock and percussion cap rifles, as well as cannons. 

And now, the results had arrived. 

Of our approximately 50,000 troops, casualties were few. 

The enemy, with around 50,000 soldiers, suffered significant losses. 

They retreated after taking heavy damage, and our forces crossed into the Kingdom of Heyrun. 

The evaluation of the new weapons was also included. 

The damage to the units operating the new weapons was minimal due to the protection of knights, spearmen, and mages, and the firepower provided a definite advantage over the enemy forces. 

While the knights’ heavy armour remained impenetrable, the thinner parts like gauntlets were pierced, delivering meaningful damage. 

After reviewing the report, the Emperor handed it to the princess beside him. 

“Have a look.” 

“Yes, Father.” 

The princess reviewed the report and spoke. 

“The performance of the weapons is clearly proven.” 

“Indeed. Isn’t it fascinating?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The battlefield, once dominated by knights and mages, has been transformed by new weapons wielded by infantry.” 

After a moment of contemplation, the Emperor continued. 

“The weapons research lab. It’s a very interesting place. Steam engines, guns, cannons, even gunpowder.” 

“Indeed.” 

“Especially John Brown. They say he conceived the steam engine and designed the guns and cannons.” 

“Yes.” 


“I find myself intrigued as well.” 

The Emperor spoke with a slight smile. 

“Spare no support. I’m curious to see how they’ll change the world.” 

“I will do so.” 

The princess smiled in response.



 
  
    Chapter 23: War – 2


“The preparations for war seem to be solid.” 

“…Still, it’s going smoothly. Once the follow-up legions join, we should be able to push forward.” 

In the imperial military headquarters, discussions were in full swing. 

“But even so, aren’t our wizards and knights far superior to theirs?” 

“Our investment in training has certainly paid off.” 

The five legions of the empire were making relatively smooth progress pushing back the kingdom’s border forces. 

While the defences of the Heyrun Kingdom were formidable, the empire had the upper hand with its knights and wizards. 

The kingdom’s forces couldn’t withstand their onslaught, gradually giving ground and retreating one by one. 

Particularly, the outcome of the battle with the 1st legion was remarkable. 

With just half a day of fighting, they had overwhelmingly defeated the kingdom’s army and crossed the border. 

“I never knew firearms and cannons could be this powerful.” 

“It seems inevitable that traditional battles will become less relevant. It’s fortunate we have a good combination with the spearmen.” 

“But still, we should consider expanding the use of firearms.” 

“But the consumption of gunpowder and ammunition is quite high. If we increase usage further, it might become difficult to supply.” 

“If it’s a matter of investing money and manpower, we have plenty of both in the empire.” 

Through the battle of the 1st legion, the military leadership confirmed that firearms and cannons were effective even in inter-country warfare. 

Furthermore, they realized they could significantly increase the firepower of their infantry. 

Now, all that remained was to supply the remaining troops. 

“Let’s hurry with the distribution of firearms.” 

The military leadership made the decision. 

The importance of firearms and cannons would become even more pronounced on the future battlefield. 

***

Meanwhile, the atmosphere in the Heyrun Kingdom was not optimistic. 

“Damn it, surrendering after just a few days! Is that acceptable?” 

At the king’s outburst, those attending the meeting couldn’t meet his gaze. 

One of the officers finally spoke up. 

“It’s just… their wizards and knights compared to ours…” 

“Damn it, this is unacceptable! Is the kingdom really this weak?” 

The Heyrun Kingdom had long prepared for war against the empire. 

But they had to surrender their border in just three days. 

The king couldn’t believe it. 

“…I’m sorry.” 

The meeting room fell silent again. 

“Sigh. I got carried away. Let’s continue the meeting. What about their new weapons?” 

“That’s also…” 

It was the worst-case scenario. 

They were losing the frontal battle against the empire. 

Knights, wizards, and even new weapons. 

The future of the kingdom looked bleak. 

“Can we stop them?” 

“…Although we’ve been pushed back at the border, the imperial army still has to pass through the Twingum Fortress to enter our kingdom.” 

The Twingum Fortress. 

Located on the path to the kingdom, it had long been the shield of the kingdom. 

It would be difficult for the empire. 

If they just passed by, they would be exposed to attacks from the fortress’s internal forces, but if they attacked, they would suffer significant losses. 

Meanwhile, if the kingdom’s reinforcements arrived, the imperial army would have to face both the fortress and the support troops. 

It would be a headache for them. 

“…Order the remaining troops to retreat to the rear. While Twingum Fortress holds, we’ll regroup and strike the imperial army.” 

The king gave the command. 

‘The empire will never breach the fortress.’ 

Even in the war 42 years ago, the empire couldn’t conquer the fortress. 

Although they were attacked by the empire from the sea, they were prepared for it now. 

The imperial army would never enter the kingdom. 

To pass through the fortress, the empire would have to endure significant losses. 

In the end, if they gathered their forces and attacked the imperial army all at once, while their feet were stuck, they could push the imperial army back to the border. 

Then, it would be a matter of pushing the imperial army back to the border once again.

***

The imperial army crossing the border once again advanced towards the kingdom. 

And finally, they faced the fortress. 

“As we heard, it seems difficult.” 

“It seems like it won’t be an easy battle.” 

The imperial officers began their meeting. 

“Is it really difficult to just pass through?” 

“It’s a tricky place to leave behind.” 

“But it’s not good to be stuck here either.” 

“Hmm… it’s a headache.” 

It seemed difficult to engage in a siege. 

To breach the high walls, they needed to be prepared for significant casualties. 

Despite discussing strategies for the fortress, no viable options came to mind. 

As they pondered, an officer from the 1st Legion spoke up. 

“There might be a way.” 

“Please tell us.” 

Following the commander’s lead, the officer continued. 

“What if we attack the walls with cannons?” 

“Hmm. Cannons. Is it possible to breach the walls?” 

“Even if we can’t breach them, we can still draw the attention of the kingdom’s forces. Concentrating the firepower of our mages in the meantime might be effective.” 

“Hmm. Then let’s plan it out.” 

After a lengthy discussion, the imperial army devised a plan. 

“Charging in there is like asking for death. I’ll wager my hometown and my sweetheart on it.” 


“Even if they’ve tasted a bit of it here and there, is it worth the risk?” 

“Be careful when you sleep, seriously.” 

The imperial soldiers exchanged conversation while gazing at the distant fortress. 

“They say we’re attacking today.” 

“Ah.” 

“Ridiculous.” 

“Attacking the walls with cannons? Whose idea was that?” 

“Sounds like desertion is tempting.” 

Amidst their complaints, they each moved to their positions. 

Among them was Tom. 

‘Will it work?’ 

He thought, gazing at the cannons. 

The firepower was strong, but would it really be effective against the walls? 

Inside the fortress, the kingdom’s troops were confident. 

“It will never breach. Stick to the training!” 

“Check the ballista’s status!” 

Their mission was to hold the imperial forces at bay. 

The thought of the fortress being breached didn’t even cross their minds. 

The long history had proven it. 

“The imperial troops are advancing! Deploy to your positions!” 

Soon, as the imperial troops approached, they moved as trained. 

Archers aimed from atop the walls, while ballista operators readied their weapons. 

“Fire!” 

Arrows soared from the archers’ bows. 

Ballistas launched long spears at the imperial forces. 

And various magical attacks targeted them as well. 

The arrows bounced off their shields. 

The ballistas shattered their formations, aided by magic. 

Some unlucky squads were hit by the magic, their shields disintegrating. 

Seeing this, the morale of the kingdom’s troops soared. 

The imperial forces continued their advance towards the fortress, but the real siege was yet to come. 

Could they really overcome the high walls? 

The kingdom’s troops didn’t think so. 

The fortress would never be breached. 

But suddenly, the advancing imperial forces halted. 

Were they considering a retreat? 

It seemed they were still stationary. 

The kingdom’s troops watched with curiosity. 

Their questions were soon answered. 

The shield bearers stepped aside. 

Something emerged from the gaps. 

Shortly after, flames erupted. 

Boom! 

The fortress shook. 

It wasn’t just once. 

Boom! 

Bang! 

Flames erupted from several places, and the fortress trembled multiple times. 

The walls remained intact for now. 

But the weapons were clearly a threat. 

“It’s cannons! Attack the cannons!” 

The commanders shouted. 

Spells flew towards the cannons’ positions, while ballistas aimed at the smoke-filled areas. 

But the spells were blocked by defensive magic, and there were too many smoke-filled spots for the ballistas to target accurately. 

Arrows couldn’t penetrate the shields, and once again, flames spewed forth. 

Bang! 

Boom! 

Once more, the fortress shook. 

“We have to stop them! Concentrate the attack!” 

The commanders yelled desperately. 

But the flame throwers continued, and the kingdom’s troops, struggling to draw their bows, fell. 

Even the fired arrows couldn’t penetrate their shields. 

Amidst the kingdom’s troops’ confusion, the imperial mages’ attacks came flying. 

The kingdom’s troops were in disarray. 

Magic and cannons, and now guns too. 

It was unfolding differently than expected. 

And then, the walls collapsed. 

Unable to withstand the onslaught of cannons and magic, the walls crumbled. 

With that opening, the imperial forces began to pour in. 

The fortress was breached. 

The kingdom’s shield had fallen. 

“Twingum Fortress has been breached.” 

“How could this happen in such a short time…” 

“They were attacked by cannons and mages, they say.” 

“The fortress breached… Truly, something to witness.” 

The news spread quickly. 

“The firepower of the cannons must be that strong.” 

“We underestimated the cannons due to lack of information.” 

Even in the imperial command, there was uncertainty. 


“Is this for real? How long has it been since the fortress was breached?” 

“That’s… it’s because of…” 

“What could it be this time?” 

“…The firepower of the cannons was unexpected.” 

“Unbelievable!” 



 
  
    Chapter 24: War – 3


The Day a Nation Was Erased from the Map by the Magic of a Grand Mage

On that day, the entire world was shocked, and the mages were horrified by the incident. 

Since then, the magical community has focused intensely on the research of defensive magic. 

After all, no one wanted to be caught off guard and have an entire nation erased in an instant. 

In such a situation, a mage named Blackshield Daisuke appeared like a comet.

“I found a way to neutralize the core of magic. This means we can be safe from magical attacks, don’t you think?” 

The magical community took note of his innovative research results. 

Subsequently, through relentless improvements in defensive spells, the current era was reached. 

Depending on a mage’s mana and skill, the number of spells one could block varied greatly. 

Therefore, skirmishes between mages evolved into battles of high concentration. 

Rather than simply overpowering the opponent with magical firepower, it became a matter of who could better block or bypass defensive spells and deliver more effective attacks.

This situation became entrenched, and while mages were engaged in offense and defence, tactics evolved to decide battles with knights and infantry. 

This became the unchanging tactical doctrine that remains in use even today. 

However, a new variable emerged—guns and cannons.

Some people evaluated these weapons saying. 

“They can elevate the firepower of ordinary soldiers to that of mages.” 

Some laughed it off as an exaggeration, but at least those who had experienced battle agreed with the statement. 

Especially the military of the Heyrun Kingdom felt this sentiment keenly.

“Is it reasonable for a fortress to fall in just a day or two?” 

“How are we supposed to defend against the Empire now?” 

“The kingdom’s army is still unprepared…” 

“Damn it, just hold them off somehow!”

Melee combat was overwhelmed by firepower. 

The fortress wall was breached. 

While it was true that cannons managed to damage parts of the wall, their firepower alone wasn’t sufficient to quickly bring it down. 

Modern artillery would have taken a long time to demolish the walls. 

However, it was enough to divert the attention of the kingdom’s mages. 

While the kingdom’s mages focused on the cannons, the Empire’s mages concentrated their firepower on the wall. 

A few mages tried to block the attacks, but it was insufficient. 

Eventually, the wall crumbled. 

Imperial knights began pouring in through the breach. 

Surprised by how easily the wall had fallen, the fortress’s defenders couldn’t effectively stop them, and the fortress fell quickly. 

The kingdom’s army was in despair.

“We must stop their advance!” 

“How are we supposed to do that?”

It seemed impossible to win this war. 

The higher the Empire’s morale, the more desperate the kingdom’s army became.

***

“What if we push forward quickly?” 

The atmosphere within the Empire’s military was relaxed.

“At times like this, we must remain calm.” 

“Right. There’s no need to rush.” 

“But if what if we gave them a chance to counterattack? wouldn’t it be better to increase our speed?” 

The meeting proceeded as usual, but none of them thought they would lose. 

The course of the war was flowing too favourably.

“This time, we easily captured the fortress, but we don’t know how the next one will be.” 

“True. This time, they were exposed to magical attacks because they were taken aback by the cannons’ firepower.” 

“Still, we proved that cannons can damage the walls.” 

“If we could increase the firepower of the cannons…” 

“Then it wouldn’t be unreasonable to use cannons to capture fortresses.” 

The meeting topic gradually focused on increasing the firepower of the cannons.

“…Shall we place an order?” 

“For bigger and stronger cannons?” 

“Indeed.” 

“Things seem to be going smoothly.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The war, of course.” 

“Ah.”

***

McCollson was reading a newspaper.

“It says here that we’ve pushed from the border to the fortress in just five days. It mentions various things… The Empire’s knights and mages are the best… Hmph. It even mentions you.” 

“Let me see.” 

“I’m still reading… Sigh.”

Brown snatched the newspaper from him.

“Hmm…” 

“I want to read it too.”

Karen joined them and started reading the newspaper. 

The Percussion Cap Rifle and Minié ball were not mentioned. 

They had only been supplied in small quantities, and the information hadn’t been released to the public yet. 

However, the innovative weapons, cannons, and matchlock rifles were highlighted… created by the genius weapons developer John Brown.

“Ugh.” 

Brown closed the newspaper.

“I was still reading it. Are you embarrassed by what’s written in the newspaper?” 

“It’s not that.” 

“Hehe. Would you mind moving your hand so we can continue reading?” 

“That’s a bit…” 

“That’s the paper I was reading. Would you all leave me alone? Don’t interrupt.” 

Brown turned his attention away from the newspaper and returned to his seat.

‘I’ve been asked to increase the firepower of the cannons…’ 


The simplest method is to increase the size of the cannon. 

Increasing the calibre would easily breach the walls. 

But Brown had a different idea. 

‘What if I improved the shells instead?’

It was about firing explosive shells, like high-explosive rounds. 

Anyway, the mages’ firepower was already sufficient to destroy the walls. 

In this situation, rather than increasing the size of the cannon, it might be better to draw the enemy’s attention with a single powerful shell.

This would be useful in close-quarters combat as well. 

‘How should I make it?’ 

How should I modify the shell? 

A simple fuse type that explodes after a certain amount of time. 

Or, a shell with a detonator that explodes on impact. 

The fuse type would be faster to make. 

However, a shell with a detonator would be much more convenient to use than a fuse type, which requires consideration of burning time… 

‘Well, shells are consumables anyway.’ 

Brown decided to take it slow. 

It would be an issue to improve upon when technology advances. 

For now, the feasible option is a fuse-type shell. 

He was about to finish writing his proposal. 

“Hmmm. Excuse me.” 

People were entering the laboratory. 

They were dressed in neat uniforms. 

‘Looks like military uniforms…. A middle-aged man among them spoke. “

I am Ergil Ringham from the Imperial Army. Thanks to you, the war is progressing smoothly. I wanted to come by and say thank you.” 

“Oh, no. It’s thanks to the brilliant efforts of the Imperial Army…” 

“Haha. I won’t deny that. But it’s also thanks to the weapons you made, so I came to express our gratitude. And this is a small gift from the military.” 

“Oh, this is…” 

Various kinds of liquor, desserts, and valuables were included. 

It was too much to be considered a small gift. 

Brown and Karen were astonished. 

McCollson showed no particular reaction. 

He just had an expression that said. 

‘Well, we deserve at least this much.’ 

“It’s nothing big, so don’t feel burdened. Also, we’d like to try using the next batch of rifles…” 

‘No wonder they brought so much.’ 

He wasn’t just here to say thank you. 

Brown spoke with difficulty. 

“We’re not in charge of supplies, so… I can’t give a definitive answer.” 

It wasn’t impossible, but he didn’t want to get entangled in troublesome matters. 

“Haha. It seems our sincerity was insufficient. We’ll prepare a bit more…” 

“What are you doing here?” 

“And you are…” 

“Step aside for a moment. I’m Hermann Redder from the Imperial Army. About the next batch of rifles…” 

Another person joined the conversation. 

“You’re late. The conversation is already over.” 

“But he has not talked with us yet. This is a small token of our appreciation…” 

“Sigh… I said the conversation is over…” 

“They’re the ones handling it, aren’t they? Don’t interfere. Hmph, trying to get rifles with just that. How shameless can you be?” 

“What? Come outside.” 

“Are you challenging me to a duel? I don’t mind…” 

The atmosphere turned strange. 

Why were military officers trying to fight in the weapons research lab? 

The researchers were bewildered. 

“Step aside.” 

Just in time, a saviour appeared. 

“Ah, Director.” 

“What on earth is going on here while I was away?” 

The laboratory director arrived with her secretary. 

“Ahem…” 

“Excuse us.” 

Knowing their actions might cause trouble, the officers sheepishly left. 

“Did you catch their unit or names? Well, it’s not urgent, so let it pass. Congratulations are in order first. New personnel will be joining the lab soon.” 

“New personnel…?” 

“I mean your successors. The Empire highly values your research achievements, so keep up the good work.” 

The director finished speaking and headed to her office. 

“Wow, new recruits.” 

“Hmm.” 


The researchers expressed their expectations. 

‘Successors…’ 

Brown glanced at McCollson.

‘I hope they’re more normal than him.’ 

It was his small wish.
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“When will they arrive?” 

“Wouldn’t we have to wait about two weeks to a month?” 

“Hmm. I hope they’re useful.” 

The new recruits weren’t coming immediately. 

Still, if they came, work would be a bit easier. 

‘Well. First, the shells…’ 

For now, focus on the current task. 

The design of the time-fuse incendiary shell was almost complete. 

‘Next is the howitzer.’ 

Brown planned to use the existing cannon. 

By improving the cannon mount to increase the angle, it could be used as a howitzer. 

It would also increase the range and could be quickly deployed to the battlefield in the current situation. 

‘This should do it.’ 

After finalizing the howitzer design, Brown headed to Karen. 

“Karen, are you busy?” 

“Oh, Brown? The smokeless powder is not yet…” 

“Hmm. I’d like to ask you one more favour.” 

He showed Karen the blueprint for the time-fuse incendiary shell. 

“Ah… This is a way to detonate by filling the shell with gunpowder inside?” 

“That’s right.” 

“It’s a good way to increase lethality with a single shell.” 

“That’s true, but with a time-fuse, wouldn’t there be a lot of variables on the battlefield?” 

“Probably… yes.” 

“So, what I’m saying is…” 

Brown explained to Karen about delayed fuses or impact fuses. 

“Is something like this… possible?” 

“Um, well… yes.” 

“Ha ha. Thank you as always.” 

“Hehe…” 

Today, Karen laughed again. 

After finishing his conversation with Karen, Brown headed to the lab director. 

“Ha. An exploding shell.” 

The lab director also gave her approval. 

Now, all that was left was to wait for the prototype to be completed. 

As always, work proceeded smoothly. 

‘It takes a little time, though.’ 

Once the incendiary shells are deployed on the battlefield, many more people will die. 

This bothered him, but Brown managed to come to terms with it. 

‘If it can reduce the casualties of the Empire’s army, that’s good enough.’ 

For now, he decided to think that way. 

***

The military was eagerly awaiting news from the weapons lab. 

Just then, new information arrived. 

“Have you heard the news?”

 “About the battlefield situation?” 

“Not that. They say the weapons lab is developing new weapons.” 

“Wow~.” 

“Increasing the range of the cannon and exploding shells, they say.” 

“Shells… that explode?” 

“Like magic… or something?” 

“Increasing the range of the cannon is also interesting. When can we see it?” 

“Probably soon. It’s just a slightly improved version of the existing cannon.” 

“I really want to see it soon.” 

The military began to get excited about the new news from the weapons lab. 

Unlike the military, there were places that did not welcome this news. 

The 21st Arsenal, which mainly manufactures the weapons designed by the weapons lab. 

Continuously adopting the latest technologies such as steam engines and various machines, they are currently mainly producing percussion cap rifles. 

And the prototypes are also made here. 

“Look at this.” 

“Well. It’s not easy to think about.” 

“Sigh.” 

The prototypes they had to make this time were the time-fuse incendiary shells and the improved cannon mounts. 

The cannon mounts weren’t complicated, but the problem was the time-fuse incendiary shells. 

There had to be space inside for gunpowder and shrapnel, and they also had to drill a hole for the fuse. 

They were racking their brains thinking about making the prototypes. It’s not that they lacked the technology. 

It’s just that the orders from the weapons lab were always cumbersome. 

“Let’s try to make them first.” 

“The hole for the fuse…” 

“Let’s just block it with paper for now.” 

“Make hemispheres concave and join them together…” 

“The cannon mounts…” 

They prepared to make the prototypes. 

“Hmm… if this passes, there will be more things to produce.” 

“My goodness. We’ll be even busier.” 

“Regular working hours will be impossible.” 

Unfortunately, this wasn’t good news for them. 

They were already busy all day to fulfilling the military’s orders. 

If new weapons were added to production, they would be even busier. 

“There’s nothing we can do in a war situation.” 


“For a war, it’s strangely peaceful.” 

“Peaceful my foot. The battlefield is probably more peaceful than here.” 

“I agree.” 

They felt a bit melancholic. 

***

Brown was on his way to work again today. 

Despite the wartime situation, the surrounding scenery was no different from before the war. 

As always, there were people heading to their workplaces. 

“Ha ha. Another victory today.” 

“It proves that the Empire is still strong.” 

There were people chatting while reading the newspaper. 

The newspaper probably said something like, “The Empire won again.” 

The war was proceeding favourably for the Empire without major issues. 

They were advancing rapidly towards the capital of the Heyrun Kingdom. 

However, they wouldn’t be able to advance as quickly as before. 

The Kingdom had prepared countermeasures against the cannons. 

The countermeasure was… to ignore them. 

The Heyrun Kingdom realized that the cannon’s firepower wasn’t enough to quickly bring down the castle walls. 

They boldly gave up on countering the cannons and focused solely on defending with magic and siege warfare. 

The Empire, too, avoided reckless sieges to prevent damage. 

Of course, if howitzers and incendiary shells were deployed on the battlefield, or if even more powerful cannons were introduced, it would be different. 

‘But that’s not happening right now.’ 

The war situation was shared with the weapons lab as well. 

Thus, Brown could grasp the situation more accurately and quickly than the newspaper. 

‘How did it go in the original story?’ 

He knew that the Empire would win eventually.

I also knew that wars between other kingdoms would start afterwards. 

But I only heard about it, I hadn’t actually read the original, so I didn’t know the details. 

Brown pondered for a moment before asking the escort. 

“Arwin, when do you think the war will end?” 

“Hmm…” 

She thought for a moment before answering. 

“Wouldn’t it be around the end of summer?” 

‘What will happen to her, I wonder.’ 

Brown remembered hearing that in the original story, she got involved with a cult while working as a mercenary. 

But now, she was serving as his escort. 

He couldn’t guess how things had gotten so tangled up. 

‘It’s not because of me, right?’ 

Calming his thoughts, Brown headed to the lab. 

“Ah, Brown, you’re here?” 

“Good morning.” 

“Tsk.” 

“Sigh.” 

“Hehe. The prototype arrived early this morning. Shall we go test it?” 

“Oh, already?” 

Come to think of it, quite some time had passed since they placed the order. 

“Why don’t we wait a little longer? A new recruit is coming today.” 

“Already? Wow, a junior.” 

“Wow. Good news keeps coming.” 

Meeting new people was always exciting. 

Especially juniors. 

This was an experience that Brown could easily recall from his past life’s military service, part-time jobs, and workplaces. 

“I wonder what their personality will be like?” 

“Personality doesn’t matter. I just hope they don’t hold us back.” 

“Not… me.” 

“Why are you trailing off while looking at me?” 

“Well, even if you’re a bit annoying, you’re talented, so it’s fine.” 

“Haha. Genius always attracts envy and jealousy. I understand your envy too, my dull friend.” 

“Uh, uh… Please don’t fight…” 

Shortly after, the new recruits arrived. 

“These are your juniors. Teach them well.” 

“Yes, Director.” 

“Nice to meet you!” 

Two men, one woman. 

Two majoring in magical engineering. 

One majoring in alchemy. 

“Welcome to the Weapon Research Lab.” 

“We’ll do our best!” 

“What you’ll be doing at the Weapon Research Lab is…” 

First.

“Wait, before that…” 

Brown stopped Karen and whispered. 

“Should we show them the howitzer and incendiary rounds first?” 

“That’s a good idea.” 

Ahem. 

Karen cleared her throat and continued. 

“First, we have something to show you. Follow me.” 

The lab members took the prototypes and headed to the testing site for the cannon. 

“Now…” 

They aimed the cannon at a distant field, lit the long fuse, and moved away. 

Time passed as the fuse burned. 

“This is a scene you’ll witness countless times at the Weapon Research Lab….” 

“Ooh…” 

The flame from the fuse entered the cannon. 

And then… 

BOOM! 

A burst of flames erupted. 

Not from the muzzle, but from the cannon’s body. 

The cannon… exploded. 

For a moment, there was silence. 

Karen was the first to regain her composure. 

“…Even through such failures, we keep trying…!” 

The recruits, realizing this, spoke up. 

“Oh, so you’ve created weapons through countless failures!” 

“As expected, you showed us this to instil a spirit of perseverance…” 

“I will also keep challenging myself without fear of failure!” 

“Yes, that’s the spirit.” 


“Hehe… indeed.” 

McCollson and Karen also tried hard to maintain their composure as they spoke to them. 

Brown… 

‘Ah.’ 

Scenes of himself demonstrating weapons flashed through his mind.
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It wasn’t hard to deduce why the cannon had exploded. 

Among the shattered cannon fragments were pieces of incendiary shells. 

It was clear that an incendiary shell had exploded inside the cannon, causing this disaster. 

‘Could it have been the thickness of the shell?’ 

The cause of the problem needed to be checked back at the lab. 

Was it the thickness of the shell, or was there too much gunpowder? 

Or, was that shell defective? 

One thing was certain, more attention needed to be paid to safety during future weapons tests. 

‘If we had done it as usual…’ 

Even the briefest thought made Brown’s skin crawl.

***

“Hmm. Advancing as quickly as before is impossible.” 

The officer mumbled as he looked at the map. 

The kingdom army’s resistance had intensified, and they couldn’t advance at the previous speed. 

Especially after the fortresses had strengthened their defences, they hadn’t been able to move forward for days. 

“The previous speed was just unusual.” 

“Yeah. Even the military says there’s no need to push any harder.” 

Despite this, the atmosphere was relaxed. 

The imperial army had already seized the advantage. 

They could advance further if they pushed, but there was no need to increase casualties in a war they were winning. 

“It’s a shame about the cannon’s firepower. If it was strong enough to break the fortresses, we could have advanced further.” 

“If we had struck quickly before they could prepare countermeasures….” 

“The speed so far has been fast enough. If we increase the pace now…” 

“Hmm. Even if we drag it out like this, it will be a headache for the kingdom.” 

As time passed, the imperial army occupying the kingdom’s territory grew stronger. 

The kingdom army was using all sorts of methods to drive out the imperial army, but it was all in vain. 

“This is crazy! Haven’t they found a way to drive out the imperial army yet?” 

“I’m sorry. We’re trying, but…” 

“That damn trying… trying! Stop it! How long will you keep trying?” 

“Still, we are holding back the imperial advance…” 

“Aren’t we just giving them time to regroup and find an opportunity? Find a way to push the imperial army out, no matter what!” 

The king of the Heyrin Kingdom could not tolerate this situation. 

“We’ve been preparing to face the empire all this time, and we’re being pushed back like this in just a month! Useless fools! Get out there and do something!” 

At the king’s outburst, the officers left the conference room. 

Left alone, the king sat in his chair, suppressing his anger. 

“Damn it…” 

The situation was desperate. 

Even requests for support from other kingdoms and the Gehelm Empire yielded no responses. 

Close combat was also one-sided. 

They were only engaged in a futile war of attrition against the imperial army. 

Why were they no match for them? 

Cannons and guns. 

Was it because of the power of these weapons? 

But not all of the imperial soldiers used these weapons. 

Then why, why was the kingdom’s army being pushed back like this? 

Was it the difference in the level of knights? 

Or was it the difference in the level of wizards? 

“Useless people…” 

How much money had been spent to train them? 

They had spent a fortune to train them, but they were not achieving the expected results. 

The longer it dragged on, the stronger the imperial army would become. 

The kingdom army would find it increasingly difficult to push them back. 

When the time came, the imperial army would once again push into the kingdom army. 

As he sighed, a word came to the king’s mind. 

‘Surrender’ 

That was something he couldn’t do. 

He couldn’t repeat the humiliation of the past. 

Even if it meant the entire kingdom would burn.

***

Brown created several designs for incendiary shells and soon received prototypes. 

“Will it be successful this time?” 

“Hmm. We’ll see.” 

He answered his junior’s question and started testing.

First, the power of the shells. 

“Number 1 fails… Number 3 fails… and…” 

Was it because there was not enough internal gunpowder? 

Or was the shell’s thickness unnecessarily thick? 

He eliminated some of the shells with insufficient power. 

Next…

Bang! 

Boom! 

-Bang! 

Thud! 

-Boom! 

The cannon sometimes exploded, and sometimes it fired well. 

Out of the seven prototypes, only two passed the final test. 

Brown checked the shell with the greatest power. 

“Done. Incendiary shell.” 

There was still room for improvement. 


Still, this would be sufficient to deploy to the front lines immediately.

“Thank goodness. So next…” 

“Now we just need to produce and supply them.” 

“Will it be deployed to the front line right away?” 

“Well. For now, our part is done.”

His final report was sent to the military. 

“Hmm. According to this, it can be quite useful in siege warfare.” 

“Not only that. It seems quite effective in close combat as well.” 

“It would be difficult to use in close range.” 

“If we are already winning from a distance, that wouldn’t matter much.” 

“Then. Let’s send this to the front lines as well.”

The military’s decision was swift. 

Soon, cannon bases to convert existing cannons to howitzers and incendiary shells began to be supplied to the front lines.

***

“Exploding shells, huh.” 

The officer murmured as he looked at the newly supplied incendiary shells. 

“The cannon mounts came with them too. They say this will extend the range compared to before.” 

Another officer said, checking the accompanying documents. 

“They’re supposed to be effective for disrupting the inside of the fortress.” 

“Hm. We were planning to attack the next fortress anyway.” 

They looked at the fortress in the distance. 

‘I wonder if it will be effective.’ 

If the incendiary shells perform as well as described in the documents, they would more than provide the time needed for the wizards to attack the fortress. 

“Then let’s make a plan.” 

“Hm…” 

The imperial officers started a meeting to discuss how to attack the fortress. 

Meanwhile, the artillerymen were being trained on the range and aiming methods of the howitzers. 

Two days passed. 

“Advance to the fortress!” 

At the commander’s order, the imperial army began to move forward. 

“Will it work?” 

One of them murmured, looking at the howitzer being pulled by horses. 

“Who knows? We’ll see later.” 

“They say the new shells explode.” 

“What if they explode before we fire?” 

“Don’t jinx it.” 

As they got closer to the fortress, their conversation dwindled. 

They advanced nervously, anticipating the upcoming engagement. 

“Magic!” 

Had they entered the enemy’s range? 

Magic flew towards the imperial army from the fortress. 

The wizards cast defensive spells in the air to block the enemy’s magic. –

Boom! 

Fzzz! 

“Phew, damn.” 

“No matter how many times I see it, I can’t get used to it.” 

If the wizards made a mistake and failed to block the magic, they would all be killed. 

The soldiers could only hope that the wizards would block it well. 

“Stop!” 

Finally, the commander’s order was given. 

The soldiers stopped in their tracks and began to move busily according to the following commands. 

The artillerymen prepared the howitzers and waited for the next order. 

“Fire!” 

Finally, the howitzers belched smoke. 

The shells soared high into the sky, drawing parabolas as they descended. 

Some shells fell before reaching the fortress, but others went over the walls. 

At that moment, the fuses ignited the gunpowder inside the shells. –

Kaboom! 

Then they exploded. 

In the air. 

Or after hitting the ground. 

They scattered fragments all around. 

Nearby soldiers were struck and fell. 

Those lucky enough not to be hit in a vital spot could only groan while clutching their wounds. 

The kingdom’s soldiers couldn’t comprehend the situation. 

Unlike usual, the shells flew over the walls and exploded. 

Soldiers around them fell simultaneously. 

It was as if they were caught in a magical explosion. 

They had to stop the shells from crossing the fortress walls. 

“Stop those shells!” 

Somehow. 

“Wizards!” 

Desperately looking for a solution, they found no way to stop the shells flying over the walls. 

While they were flustered, another round of shelling was heard. 

Small dots were rapidly flying towards them again. 

Some wizards tried to intercept the shells with magical spells. 

-Kaboom! 

Kaboom! 

Some magic attacks hit the shells. 

Some of the shells exploded in the air. 

But they couldn’t intercept them all. 

There were too many, and they were flying too fast to intercept one by one. 

Again, the shells crossed the fortress walls. 

Boom! 

Kaboom! 

Then they exploded. 

Some of the shell fragments hit the wizards. 

“Take cover!” 

“Aaagh! My arm…!” 

They were confused by what they saw. 

Every time a shell exploded, soldiers around them fell. 

Or wizards did. 

They couldn’t think of a way to stop it. 

Some fled the walls and took shelter in buildings. 

Others stood dazed, just watching the shells fly in. 

Commanders tried to control them, but it was futile. 

“Hold your positions! Hold…” 

Then, they saw magic flying towards the fortress. 


They hoped the wizards would block those spells too, but it didn’t look like they had the capacity to deal with this magic. 

It was hopeless. 

The troops inside the fortress lost their morale, and the fortress walls began to crumble. 

Eventually, a white flag was hoisted on a section of the remaining wall. 

The fortresses that had been holding back the imperial advance were starting to fall again.



 
  
    Chapter 27: War – 6


“I see.”

“That’s what I meant.” 

The imperial army had entered the fortress. 

Traces left by incendiary shells were easy to find. 

Casualties of the kingdom army caught in explosions were scattered around. 

Even the imperial soldiers couldn’t comfortably look at the scene, their brows furrowing involuntarily. 

“If the kingdom army had weapons like this…” 

One of the officers muttered as he watched. 

“Ah, damn.” 

“It’s terrible.” 

“In that sense, we’re fortunate. We don’t have to suffer such a fate.” 

“Yeah. First, we need to consider the treatment of the prisoners…” 

Soon, the imperial troops cleared out the fortress. 

Next… 

“We can push the attack on the fortress even harder.” 

“We can increase our speed again. It’s not impossible.” 

“Attacking from even further away means less damage, after all.” 

“Then let’s decide. Should we maintain the current speed or advance even faster?” 

After the meeting, they reached a conclusion. 

“We’ll increase the speed. Push forward faster.” 

The imperial army started advancing rapidly again. 

The kingdom was in chaos. 

“Another fortress has fallen!” 

“Damn it! Why do they fall so easily?” 

“They’ve deployed the new weapon again. Attacking the troops inside the castle directly, we have no choice but to suffer!” 

“This is insane. We have to stop their advance!” 

If the imperial army kept up this pace, they might reach the capital in less than a month. 

They had to somehow slow down their advance, but no method came to mind. 

Even engaging in a pitched battle… 

“Shells incoming!” 

“Damn it, maintain formation…” 

Maintaining formation would result in heavy losses. 

But trying to dodge the incoming shells was futile. 

“Get down! Prepare for casualties!” 

“Raise your shields! Block the shrapnel!” 

Some commanders tried to minimize casualties. 

But it didn’t make much difference. 

When shells exploded in the air, whether standing or lying down, the result was similar. 

Raising shields only blocked shrapnel from a distance. 

But that was it. 

The incoming shells weren’t just one. 

Even if lucky enough to block shrapnel from afar, they couldn’t block the shrapnel coming from nearby. 

Once the formation collapsed, the imperial army’s secondary attack began. 

Magical attacks, knights’ charges, followed by gunfire from marksmen. 

The kingdom army couldn’t fight properly and suffered repeated defeats. 

The fortress couldn’t withstand the imperial advance either. 

Pitched battles were out of the question. 

The situation was desperate. 

Eventually, talk of surrender began circulating among the kingdom’s military leaders. 

“This war no longer serves any purpose. It only spills the blood of our precious citizens.” 

“It’s too late now. This war should have ended long ago with surrender.” 

But. 

“Do not speak of surrender again!” 

The king began to show signs of madness as time passed. 

“We must stop it by any means necessary! Mobilize the peasants too! Send everyone capable of fighting to the battlefield!” 

“If any unit surrenders, I will hold the commanders responsible!” 

“Your Majesty, too much blood of our people has already been shed. Please…” 

“Perhaps it’s better to plan for the future. The kingdom has already suffered great losses…” 

Despite the efforts of his advisors to change his mind. 

“We need to set an example. Take them away. Hang them outside the castle walls!” 

“Your Majesty! Your Majesty!” 

The king’s decision was already firm. 

“Hmm. The castle garrison’s previous appearance seems to have disappeared completely…” 

“This is bad. The tide has turned, but what can we do about it?” 

The people of the kingdom no longer wanted a meaningless war. 

“Rather than engaging in a pointless war…” 

“Shh, if anyone hears that, it’ll be a big problem.” 

The king ignored their grievances. 

Gradually, rifts began to appear within the kingdom.

***

The atmosphere among the imperial troops was relaxed.

“I see. Things are going smoothly.”

“It’s regrettable that the supply is slow. If only the ammunition and shells were supplied faster, we could advance even more quickly.”

“I agree with that. Rather than using fewer shells…”

“I don’t agree with that opinion. Isn’t it thanks to the shells that we minimize Imperial casualties?”

“I suppose so.”

“Anyway, it seems the Royal Army isn’t fighting as fiercely as before. Even after firing shells several times, they retreat or surrender.”

“The morale seems to have been broken. Even I would have given up the fight.”

“I hope it continues like this.”


“Isn’t it reasonable to expect the Kingdom to surrender?”

“I bet they surrender within a month.”

“Hmm… then I say within a fortnight…”

The imperial troops conversed during maintenance hours, their expressions bright, devoid of the tension seen during the early stages of the war.

“Tom, why are you so diligently cleaning your gun?”

“Oh, well, I find it enjoyable.”

“Don’t disturb him; he’s the marksman of our squad.”

“Hmph. Want to make a bet later?”

“Sure.”

“Then after dinner, come over to the third division’s area. Let’s see what those guys have got.”

“Got it!”

After finishing his conversation with his superior, Tom began cleaning his gun. 

While others did it lazily, he found even that enjoyable. 

Strangely, he was good at it. 

Every time he pulled the trigger, his targets fell. 

Sometimes it was the commander, sometimes the mage. 

Of course, he didn’t always hit his mark. 

Sniping distant targets required luck too. 

But the more he shot, the better he became. 

His accuracy improved, and strangely, he became calmer when pulling the trigger. 

Even amid the chaos of the battlefield, he could focus entirely on his target. 

When he hit his mark, he felt a small sense of achievement. 

“Military life… maybe I’ll stick around a bit longer.” 

After this war, he could apply for early discharge for eligible applicants, with ample compensation to return home. 

Going back to his hometown, baking bread with his family didn’t sound bad at all. 

But he wanted to shoot a bit more. 

As the barrel’s interior became cleaner, his dilemma deepened.

***

“Darn it! Why can’t we stop the Imperial troops!”

“I’m sorry, but…”

“I don’t want to hear your excuses! Do something!”

“…Yes, sir.”

“Yeah! Bring out the magic weapons!”

The king’s command bewildered his courtiers.

Magic weapons.

Weapons left dormant in the kingdom’s storage since the end of the war with the demon realm a hundred years ago. 

They used magic stones and boasted immense firepower, but the problem was they consumed too many magic stones.

“With the current supply of magic stones in the kingdom, we won’t be able to use them more than a few times.”

“Deploying them on the battlefield is impractical. Perhaps it’s better to wait for support from other countries…”

“Do something about it! I don’t want to hear any more excuses!”

The king’s outburst made his courtiers leave the council chamber.

Alone, the king grabbed whatever was within reach and threw them around.

“Argh!”

His rage didn’t subside easily. 

It was only after he smashed the window that his rampage slowed.

“Sigh…”

The king sighed heavily.

“Things don’t seem to be going well.”

Surely there must be another way. 

A voice behind him interrupted his thoughts.

“Who’s there?”

The king turned to ask.

“I’m no one worth mentioning.”

A woman clad in black priestly robes. 

Only her pale lower face was visible.

Her red lips moved as she spoke.

“I’m just a priestess who serves a forgotten god.”

After finishing her words, her lips curled up slightly.

“A forgotten god.”

The king quickly grasped her identity.

“The Cult of the Dark, perhaps.”

Despite hiding their traces after the fall of the demon realm, sightings of their cultists still emerged across the continent.

If he got involved with them, not only the Sun Worshipers but the whole world would consider them enemies.

The king pondered for a moment.

Why she had come to him.

What their purpose was.

“Why have you come?”

“I simply thought you might need help.”

“I heard the kingdom can’t cope with the Empire’s new weapons. But…”

He should not listen to the Cult of the Dark.

“By our little help, we can overwhelm the power of the new weapons.”

If the demons were to return to the continent again…

“Defeating the Empire wouldn’t be too difficult.”

The whole continent would turn into hell once more.

“Are you interested?”

And the purpose of the Cult of the Dark.

“…The price…”

Rebuilding the demon realm.


“Compared to the kingdom’s victory, it’s a trivial matter.”

The king’s dilemma was long.

The priestess’s lips curled up.

Sweet things often have poison. 

But passing them by was too sweet a proposition.



 
  
    Chapter 28: War – 7


“Rather than continuing this meaningless war…” 

“Shh, we’ll be in big trouble if anyone hears us.” 

Dissatisfied murmurs began to leak from the kingdom’s military. 

“How are we supposed to stop the imperial army? It’s frustrating.” 

“Damn it. Another defeat.” 

The power of the empire’s knights and mages was beyond imagination. 

Moreover, the empire’s new weapons could not be ignored. 

There was no clear way to counter them. 

They already felt that there was no chance of winning this war. 

But the king still had no intention of ending the war. 

On the contrary, he was demanding unreasonable engagements from the military. 

“This is the worst.” 

“There are more casualties than new soldiers being deployed. How does this make sense?” 

“I can’t lift my head in front of the soldiers anymore. I’m ashamed to force them into battles with predictable outcomes.” 

The military’s discontent continued to grow. 

“Why do we have to continue this meaningless war?” 

“We can’t force any more sacrifices on our people.” 

“I don’t deny that he revitalized the kingdom that was on the brink, but I doubt if we can continue to trust and follow the king in the future.” 

“Are you… planning a rebellion?” 

The war no longer had any meaning. 

But the king still insisted on stopping the empire’s advance. 

There were those who spoke of surrender, but the king punished them for lowering morale. 

How could they end the war? 

How could they stop the king’s tyranny? 

“We must stop the king’s tyranny now. We can no longer force sacrifices on our people.” 

“By any means necessary?” 

“…If it can be stopped…” 

“Isn’t that too extreme? He was a respected wise king before the war.” 

The military split into two factions. 

The hardliners who believed the war must end by any means, and the moderates who still believed there was a chance to persuade him. 

But they agreed that the war had become meaningless. 

The generals also understood this. 

And one of them took action. 

“I will go directly and present my opinion to His Majesty.” 

“…General?” 

“…Are you sure it’s alright?” 

“I still believe in His Majesty. He will surely listen.” 

Beyrens Perin Joachim. 

He had a close relationship with the king since childhood. 

He played a significant role in helping the king rebuild the kingdom. 

A respected duke of the kingdom and one of the military’s generals. 

If he intervened, the king would surely change his mind. 

“If he goes himself, His Majesty will listen seriously.” 

“Yes. He has been His Majesty’s loyalist for a long time.” 

“Let’s hope for good news…” 

The next day. 

News arrived at the military. 

“Heh. This is too much…” 

“Isn’t this excessive?” 

Beyrens Perin Joachim. 

In the end, even he failed to change the king’s mind. 

The king sentenced him to execution for lowering the army’s morale. 

He stripped him of his noble title and held his family responsible. 

“Do you think this makes sense?” 

“This is madness. We can’t tolerate this anymore.” 

“We must stop the tyranny!” 

“Let’s overthrow the tyrant!” 

The military couldn’t hold back any longer. 

Even the moderates turned their backs. 

“This is shameful. To think we were following such a man.” 

“I won’t let our comrades’ deaths be in vain.” 

“…I will recall the kingdom’s army from the front lines to the capital.” 

The wise king who rebuilt the kingdom over 38 years was no more. 

Only a tyrant who drove his people to their deaths remained. 

Their enemy was not the imperial army. 

The kingdom’s army began to move. 

To stop the tyrant. 

To prevent further sacrifices of the kingdom’s people. 

And to honour those who died in vain.

***

“…Are you alright?” 

“Are you speaking?” 

“…I am concerned this will cause a major backlash from the military.” 

At the vassal’s words, the king held his head and spoke. 

“They’re all just cripples anyway.” 

“But…” 

“Enough. Leave.” 

The king eventually allied with the dark cult. 

And he was able to gain immense power. 


Soon, he would be able to command the forces of the demon realm. 

The kingdom’s army, which couldn’t properly stop the imperial army, was no longer needed. 

Besides, he could finally achieve his long-held desire. 

Revenge against the Empire. 

The moment he had hoped for since his father knelt before the imperial army. 

When he ascended the throne. 

When he rebuilt the kingdom. 

He always longed for this moment, and now the opportunity had come. 

Of course, this would plunge the continent into crisis. 

The world would be tainted by demonic energy, and demons would reappear. 

But it didn’t matter. 

As long as he could destroy the empire. 

The king headed alone to the prayer room. 

And looked at the spot where the altar stood. 

The altar and relics of the Sun God Church, which once radiated holy energy, were destroyed. 

In their place was a magic circle exuding ominous light and dark energy. 

Various relics and offerings from the demon cult were placed around. 

With each breath, a sickeningly sticky energy filled his nostrils. 

But thinking of the power he would soon gain made it bearable. 

“Your Majesty, the military is plotting a rebellion! Reports say the kingdom’s army is advancing on the capital…” 

A vassal opened the door and entered, but was speechless upon seeing the scene in the prayer room. 

“I ordered this place off-limits.” 

“But…that…” 

The vassal stammered, seemingly flustered. 

“Well. It doesn’t matter now.” 

The king spoke calmly and placed his hand on the magic circle. 

The ominous light grew stronger, and the energy flowed into the king’s hand. 

“Ugh…” 

He groaned as demonic energy spread through his body, causing excruciating pain. 

Blood flowed from his nose, and the blood vessels in his eyes burst, turning the whites red. 

“Your… Your Majesty…?” 

The vassal stepped back, trembling. 

“Ha…ha…ha…” 

The king’s body convulsed. 

It twisted and swelled. 

The vassal trembled slightly at the sight. 

“Ha…ha…ha…” 

There was a sense of madness in the king’s silhouette. 

“Damn… I need to get out…” 

The vassal forced his unmoving legs to move, trying to escape the prayer room. 

“Stay…still…!” 

But at the king’s command, an unseen force held him in place. 

The vassal struggled to suppress his scream, but it was futile. 

“Huff…” 

The king’s tremors subsided. 

He lifted his hand from the magic circle and turned around. 

His eyes had reversed in colour, and one arm had turned black. 

A horn-like protrusion jutted from his forehead. 

“So. What did you say earlier?” 

“That…uh…” 

“Well. It doesn’t matter now.” 

Dark energy flowed from the king’s blackened hand, enveloping the vassal. 

His screams soon faded away.

The king sacrificed one of his vassals as an offering and looked at the magic circle. 

It would take a little more time to connect to the demon realm. 

‘It’s a little early…’ 

But once connected to the demon realm, there would be no way to stop him.

***

“Where is the king?” 

“Well…” 

With no one to block their path, the royal army quickly arrived at the palace. 

But the king was nowhere to be seen. 

Instead, there was an eerie aura. 

“Does nobody know?” 

“I saw him heading towards the prayer room…” 

Based on the testimonies of some servants, the royal army moved to where the king was last seen. 

“Ha…” 

“What is this…?” 

And they were speechless when they saw the prayer room.

“He’s here.” 

The king’s appearance had changed, no longer resembling a human. 

Horns protruded from his forehead, making him more akin to a demon. 

“…I knew he was insane, but I didn’t expect him to give up being human.” 

“How insolent.” 

The former king’s words went unanswered. 

Instead, the knights wielded their swords, and the mages prepared their spells. 

“In accordance with the doctrines of the Sun Faith and the tactics of the kingdom, we shall defeat the demons and destroy the magic circles and relics.”

 “Yes.” 

The knights charged, leaving traces of aura behind them. 

At the same time, magic struck them.

***

“We failed.” 

A priest clad in black robes spoke up. 

“Why?” 

“That’s because…” 

The king, transformed into a demon, faced the mages and knights alone. 

However, unfamiliar with the use of magic, he couldn’t fend off their coordinated attacks. 

In the end, he fell at the hands of his former servants. 

The magic circle was also destroyed. 

“Hmm.” 

The observer sighed, resting their chin in their hand. 

Unlike other priests, horns wrapped around their head on both sides. 

“Well, it doesn’t matter. There will be plenty of opportunities in the future.” 

Although the immediate attempt failed, it wasn’t a big problem since they had confirmed the important thing. 

‘It’s a shame.’ 

They were lacking sacrifices to account for variables. 

But it didn’t matter. 

There would be plenty of opportunities in the future. 


Wars were emerging elsewhere as well. 

It was just a matter of patience until enough sacrifices were gathered. 

“Then let’s move.” 

She got up and said.

The priests concealed their whereabouts within moments.



 
  
    Chapter 29: No


“How much further to the capital?” 

“I don’t know. We probably have about ten more days to go.” 

The imperial army was advancing toward the capital of the Heyrun Kingdom as usual. 

“Hey, doesn’t something feel off?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Why haven’t we seen any sign of the kingdom’s army?” 

For four days straight, they had been marching without incident. 

There should have been several skirmishes by now, but the unusually smooth progress raised some doubts among the soldiers. 

“Maybe they chickened out.” 

“Aren’t they preparing something? You know, like a trap.” 

“Don’t jinx it…” 

Someone on horseback sped past them. 

A soldier watching the horse’s retreating figure muttered. 

“I’m jealous. Riding a horse and all.” 

“You should have been born into a better life.” 

“Yeah, and you were born so well that you’re stuck here with us?” 

As they exchanged trivial banter, they heard something. 

“What did they say?” 

“Sounds like they’re telling us to stop.” 

“All units, halt! We’re pausing here for a while!” 

“What’s going on?” 

“We’ll find out soon enough.” 

A sudden order to halt. 

Though they were curious, no soldier disliked the idea of a brief rest. 

“Ugh. I got a blister.” 

“Ew, gross. Get rid of it.” 

“Rookie. Wake me if anyone comes.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Mind your tone.” 

“…Sorry! I’ll fix it!” 

“Nah, it’s fine. Who’s your senior?” 

Except for the drafted sentries, they began to rest, sensing the situation. 

However, even well past lunchtime, no further orders came. 

“We’ve never taken such a long break before.” 

“Could it be… the war is over?”

 “Do you really think so? Don’t be ridiculous.” 

“Looks like we’re setting up tents, so I guess we’re resting here for the day?” 

“It has been busy for a while. This break isn’t so bad.”

 “This food is good.” 

“…Still, suddenly resting like this makes me anxious.” 

“Stop overthinking. If you’re that worried, just leave.” 

“It’s not that bad. Hey, you’ve had it tough, haven’t you?” 

The soldier said this to a comrade returning from sentry duty. 

But his comrade’s reaction was different from usual. 

“…I overheard something while passing by the officers’ tents.” 

“What did you hear?” 

“The war… it’s over, they said.” 

“Huh?” 

“Bullshit. You believe that? Don’t be a fool.” 

“It’s true! Hey, didn’t you hear it too?” 

“Yeah, I heard it clearly.” 

“…Is it real?” 

“Have you been deceived your whole life?” 

“Do you think I’ll believe you after all the times you tricked me?” 

“That’s your fault for being gullible, but why would I lie about the war being over? He heard it too.” 

“What’s going on?” 

“They say the war is over.” 

“Who says?” 

“This guy.” 

“Bullshit. You believe that?” 

“Damn it. He said he heard it too!” 

“Yeah, I heard it clearly!” 

The rumour that the war had ended quickly spread among the soldiers. 

“Is it really over?” 

“We haven’t seen the kingdom’s army lately. Maybe they surrendered?” 

“You never know. Tomorrow could be hell.” 

“Why the negativity…?” 

“Think about it. Why haven’t we seen them? Maybe they’re preparing something big.” 

“I passed by the officers’ tents… they say we’re heading back to the Empire tomorrow.” 

“Let’s say the war is over. We might not go back to the Empire right away…” 

“But not all units would head to the capital, right? We can have some hope.” 

“I won’t believe it until I hear it officially. Getting my hopes up for nothing would be devastating…” 

“Is that about your first love?” 

“…Yeah.” 

Though many were sceptical, the soldiers began to feel hopeful that the war was indeed over. 

And later that evening, they heard it directly from the officers. 

“It’s over?” 

“We’re going back?” 

“Oh… oh?” 


For a while, the soldiers’ cheers echoed. 

“Hmm.” 

***

Tap, tap. 

The emperor drummed his fingers on the armrest as he reviewed the report. 

“Does the Sun Church know about this?” 

“Yes, Your Majesty. We understand they’re organizing their own investigation.” 

“So, why has the Cult of the Dark resurfaced?” 

“We’re investigating that currently.” 

Why had they reappeared after so long? 

The emperor’s brow furrowed deeply. 

“Keep this under wraps as much as possible. The war’s over, there’s no need to unsettle the empire’s citizens. Can you manage that?” 

“Yes, Your Majesty.” 

“Good. You may go.” 

‘Ominous…’ 

Why would they turn humans into demons? 

Tap, tap, tap. 

For a while, the sound of tapping continued. 

***

“Yes. It must be a rebellion.” 

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Huh. Quite a poor ending for someone who boasted so much.” 

The Emperor of the Impera Empire muttered with one corner of his mouth lifted. 

“So, how were the new weapons of the Bjorn Empire in this war?” 

The Impera Empire had also been closely observing the new weapons of the Bjorn Empire. 

With the war against the Hayrun Kingdom, they had the opportunity to witness the power of these new weapons. 

“Both the guns and cannons have proven to be powerful weapons on the battlefield. I believe they are strategic weapons that can change the course of future battles. Furthermore, the new shells are quite threatening.” 

“Hmm. Then how far has our research progressed?” 

“We are capable of producing matchlocks and cannons. However, we are still in the research stage regarding gunpowder. Once we acquire the manufacturing method, replicating the shells won’t be difficult.” 

“Gunpowder is the issue. Isn’t it the core of these weapons?” 

“Our alchemists are devoting their efforts to the research. Since we are starting to see some results, you can look forward to it.” 

The two empires were competing for supremacy over the continent. 

However, with the power of the new weapons demonstrated in this war, the Bjorn Empire had taken a step ahead. 

He couldn’t allow the Bjorn Empire to surpass the Impera Empire. 

“What about the research on improving the matchlocks?” 

“We are working on utilizing flint to develop firearms that are even more advanced than the existing matchlocks. The theories and designs are in the final stages.” 

“And what about the steam engine?” 

“The magitech engineers are also working on the designs for this.” 

“I wish they would hurry up a bit.” 

“Yes. Then…” 

“I won’t spare any support. I cannot stand seeing the Bjorn Empire getting ahead.” 

Once the research was completed, the Impera Empire would be able to catch up with the Bjorn Empire. 

They just needed to endure until then.

***

“Oh. The war is over.” 

Karen said as she looked at the newspaper. 

“Already?” 

“Hmm. The Empire had the advantage from the start. It lasted a long time, considering.” 

“I see.” 

The war that began with spring ended by summer. 

“Still, it’s fortunate. The Empire suffered little damage.” 

“Indeed.” 

“It says here that one of the reasons for the low damage is the weapons developed by Mr. John Brown and Luna Karen’s gunpowder.” 

“That’s us.” 

“Yes, haha.” 

Karen laughed playfully. 

“Alright, let’s get to work.” 

“Why do you get embarrassed when the newspaper mentions you, Mr. Brown?” 

“It’s not that.” 

“Haha.” 

“There’s good news.” 

Just then, the head of the research lab arrived. 

“In recognition of your contributions in developing weapons, the imperial family has decided to award you medals.” 

“Medals?” 

“Yes. The ceremony is sooner than expected.” 

“Wow, medals.” 

“Haha. This is embarrassing. I didn’t do much to deserve a medal…” 

Uncharacteristically, McCollson appeared modest. 

“Really? Why do you get a medal…?” 

“Of course, I initially designed the rifling machine, and thanks to the steam engine I designed, we could mass-produce firearms. Haha. Come to think of it, I do deserve it.” 

“Wow.” 

“Hmm? No need to thank me. I’ve received a lot of help from you, too.” 

“…Right.” 

Time flew by, and the day of the award ceremony arrived. 

“Hmm…” 

“It looks like it’s starting.” 

“Oh…” 

“Soldier Tom is awarded this medal for leading the battle against the kingdom to victory with his outstanding marksmanship.” 

“Wow.” 

“Ka.” 

Clapping sounds were heard from around. 

‘Shooting with a percussion cap rifle?’ 

Brown was puzzled, but he thought it was good as long as he shot well. 

He also clapped and congratulated Tom. 

Tom, holding the medal, opened his mouth. 

“Thank you. I will continue to dedicate myself as a soldier of the Empire.” 

“Wow.” 

“A true soldier.” 

People admired his actions. 

But Brown was appalled. 

‘Did he reenlist?’ 

Brown, who had meaningful memories of two years in his previous life, couldn’t understand Tom’s decision to stay in the army when he could have retired. 

But who could criticize another’s choice? 

All he could do was applaud from afar and wish him well. 

“Next…” 

The turn passed quickly, and soon it was their turn. 

“Kyle McCollson… is awarded this medal.” 

“Luna Karen… is awarded this medal.” 

“John Brown… is awarded this medal.” 

They went up to the podium, received their medals, and shook hands. 

After giving a brief speech, they stepped down from the podium. 

Brown also received his medal and shook hands with the one who presented it. 

“Haha. Thanks to you, the Empire has become stronger. Thank you.” 

“You flatter me.” 

“I’m sincere. And…” 


He lowered his head and spoke quietly. 

“Do you have any thoughts of listing?” 

Brown shuddered at the question. 

“No.” 

His response was immediate.



 
  
    Chapter 30: Root


A Peaceful Forest.

-Bang!
Startled by the sudden gunshot, birds took flight.

“Hmm. Another failure.”

The knight muttered as he looked at the target.

“Haha. Didn’t you say earlier that it was my lack of skill?”

“Ugh…”

“Why do you think your bullet also didn’t carry any aura? I have no idea.

According to what you said earlier…”

“Yes, I apologize.”

Unfortunately, the bullets did not carry any aura.

“It’s a shame.”

“But the gun itself can carry aura.”

“Even so, it’s just a club at that point.”

“That’s true.”

With regretful expressions, they looked at the gun.

‘Shooting a bit more wouldn’t be a bad idea.’

They found enjoyment in shooting the gun at targets.

“Ahem. I think it’s worth trying a bit more.”

“Yes, let’s use up the remaining bullets and head back.”

“Good idea.”

The gunshots that echoed through the forest ceased as the last bullet was fired.

“…We fired them all.”

“…I feel like we were just getting the hang of it.”

“Haha. Is today the only day? Let’s try again another time.”

The next day.

And the day after that.

Using the excuse of researching whether bullets could carry aura, they headed to the shooting range whenever they had time and fired the gun.

“…What are you doing?”

“If you add more gunpowder, the shooting experience improves.”

“Even so, putting in the amount for two bullets is…”

“Just try it.”

Bang!

“Hmm…”

“Isn’t it?”

“Certainly…”

Boom!

“Oh. Indeed.”

“Shall we add a bit more?”

Bang!!!

“Haha.”

“This is quite something.”

Bang!!!

Bang!!!

They knew that adding more than the standard amount of gunpowder could cause the gun to explode.

However, the more gunpowder they added, the greater the recoil they felt.

“It feels good.”

And they enjoyed that.

“It’s starting to get dangerous.”

“Haha. It’s still holding up, isn’t it?”

Bang!

Bang!

Kaboom!!

“…It exploded.”

“Why did the gun explode?”

The officer asked, and the knight replied.

“I believe it’s clearly a defect in the gun.”

“Right. We didn’t do anything else.”

“It might be an issue with barrel cleaning.”

“The squires have been handling that well.”

“Then why did the gun explode? Surely you didn’t…”

“Well…we didn’t add that much.”

“How much did you add?”

“Roughly…”

The officer’s jaw dropped when he heard how much gunpowder they had used.

“At that amount, it should have exploded long ago!”

“It held up well.”

“Yes, it’s definitely a defect in the gun.”

“With that amount, it should have exploded much earlier. Did you do anything else?”

“Hmm…nothing special.”

“Right. Except for the aura we applied to the gun.”

“You applied aura…to the gun?”

“That’s right.”

Applying aura to the gun increased its durability.

This was unexpected information.

‘This needs to be reported…’

The officer’s eyes gleamed.

***

“Congratulations on receiving the medal!”

“Thank you.”


As he stepped down from the stage, his subordinates below offered their congratulations. 

Brown responded with a bitter smile. 

Receiving the medal was indeed a joyous occasion. 

And there were still more things left to receive beyond the medal.

However, Brown felt uneasy. 

It was probably because of what he had just heard on stage.

“An enlistment offer, of all things.”

He had experienced military life in a previous life. 

Twice was too much.

“Oh, there’s a demonstration of the steam locomotive scheduled soon. Are you planning to go watch it?”

While watching the rest of the medal ceremony, McCollson spoke up.

“When?”

“An invitation came. It’s scheduled for a week from now.”

“Oh.”

He wondered what the steam locomotive in this world would look like.

“Aren’t you excited? The future where the Empire will be traversed by steam locomotives.”

Brown agreed with his words.

“Is everything going well with the preparations?”

“Yes, smoothly.”

“Haha. Suddenly, I remember all the trials and errors we went through.”

The magitech engineers who had created the steam locomotive began to reminisce.

“Are you talking about the nights we stayed up to increase the excessively slow speed?”

“That too, but it wasn’t easy when the train derailed every time it took a corner.”

“Right, that was terrible. We were so disheartened before we finally solved that problem.”

“Haha. Yes, that’s true. It was quite amusing when we solved it just by changing the shape of the wheels.”

“Making it possible to control the speed as well.”

“Connecting the different carriages was also quite a challenge.”

“Indeed.”

They looked at the steam locomotive with nostalgic eyes.

“But looking back, they’re good memories.”

“Yes, it was quite fun.”

“I hope the demonstration goes well.”

“It will. Soon, railways and steam locomotives will spread all across the Empire.”

“Hah. In a way, we owe it to them.”

“Do you mean them?”

John Brown, who envisioned the steam locomotive, and Kyle McCollson, who designed its core principles. 

Besides this, many of their ideas were rapidly transforming the Empire.

“Imagining things like this while still so young. It’s really impressive.”

“At this rate, they could be considered rivals to the father of magitech engineering.”

“Maybe not now, but perhaps in the future.”

“Still, we can’t just keep following the path they set forever.”

“Ah, that.”

“Yes, the steamship.”

They were not merely taking what was given to them.

“Though it’s still in the conceptual stage, if we manage to create it, it could change the world once again.”

“Yes. After the steam locomotive… the steamship.”

They began to imagine the Empire transforming with the advancement of technology.

“Stop daydreaming and come help lay the tracks.”

Of course, their brief escape from reality was short-lived.

***

“Ah, this is a pistol. Perfect for self-defence.”

“Indeed… How do you make it?”

“It would be good if you could figure that out yourself.”

“Ah… okay…”

“Don’t think of it as too difficult. Just consider it as a smaller version of a rifle.”

Brown assigned the task of designing the pistol to his junior for training purposes.

It’s definitely not because he found it bothersome.

‘Should I start making a pistol soon?’

Brown thought about what is generally considered a pistol, aside from simply reducing the size of a rifle.

Considering the current era, a revolver might be the best option.

If designed so that the primer is inserted at the back of the cylinder and the gunpowder and bullets are loaded from the front, it could be implemented even now.

Of course, it would be expensive.

‘Since there are people who spend a lot of money on buying art, a gun shouldn’t be an issue.’

The main customers would be the wealthy or nobles, and for them, the price wouldn’t be a problem.

‘If only we could make metal bullets…’

With the current technology, bullets could be made, but there were practical issues.

The technology hadn’t fully settled yet.

Combining the primer and casing, filling it with gunpowder, and then assembling the bullet.

Moreover, producing bullets of consistent size in large quantities was still challenging.

It would also cost a considerable amount of money.

More than the empire could bear.

‘Hmm…’

What about cannons?

‘Would it be possible?’

If made with breech-loading and larger bullets…

Brown was sketching out his ideas on paper while contemplating.

“Shall we go now, Mr. Brown?”

“To where?”

“To the demonstration. It’s today, remember?” 

The steam locomotive demonstration.

“Already?”

“I told you before. Did you forget? How ignorant.”

“What did you say?”

‘Time sure flies.’

The research lab staff moved to attend the demonstration.

“Quite a crowd, isn’t it?” 

So many people…

“Are they engineers?”

The demonstration hall was already packed with people.

“Please show your invitations.”

“Here you go.”

“Just a moment… Could you come this way?”

After checking the invitations, the guide led the group.

“Oh, you’ve arrived. Thank you for attending. Would you like some tea first…”

A middle-aged man greeted them.

“Based on your theories, we were able to create the steam locomotive. It will take some time, but I think laying railroads across the empire is just a matter of time… As a magitech engineer, developing it was quite… more passionate about the steam locomotive than expected.”

“Thank you for your kind words.”

After the conversation, they were guided to their seats.

They were in a position where they could see the steam locomotive without being jostled by the crowd.

“It’s bigger than I thought.”

“Impressive.”
The steam locomotive stood on the tracks, emitting smoke.

While they were talking and admiring the steam locomotive, the man who greeted them climbed onto the platform and began his speech.

“…Thanks to the empire’s investment, we were able to complete this… Those who conceived this belong to the Weapons Research Institute… Through the magitech engineering research…”

Eventually, the steam locomotive started moving forward.

“Oh…”

It was quite a spectacle to see it moving forward, spewing smoke.


From now on, it would be possible to travel between the cities of the empire faster than before.

Additionally, the movement of resources would also become smoother.

This would also speed up production and supply.

If that happens, technological development would also accelerate.

Brown smiled with anticipation.



 
  
    Chapter 31: Oil


“…here is the report.”

“Let me see it.”

The senior officer looked at the report handed over by the junior officer.

It was a report from the place researching the possibility of infusing bullets with aura.

“Are they still at it? It’s meaningless anyway.”

Even arrows couldn’t be infused with aura.

This had been confirmed long ago.

Despite this, the research continued on the off chance it might work, but so far, there had been no significant results. 

The report arriving now meant that the experiments had been ongoing.

“This time it’s a bit different. That…”

“Could it be that it worked?”

“Not exactly, but…”

“Then there’s no need to see it.”

The senior officer tried to set the report aside.

“Still, there were some results. It might be worth checking…”

“What is it?”

“They reported that coating firearms with aura improves their durability.”

“Hmm…”

The senior officer, intrigued by the junior officer’s words, began to read the report.

It mentioned that the power of firearms could be increased by adding more gunpowder and suggested creating firearms exclusively for knights…

“There are some results, indeed. Noted.”

The senior officer was sceptical about this.

‘What’s the point of giving knights firearms?’

A firearm is a one-shot deal.

Knights’ role is to charge into enemy lines and disrupt formations with their aura-enhanced bodies.

Or to engage enemy knights trying to break their own lines.

They are specialized for chaotic melee combat.

And reloading a firearm in such a melee is impossible.

Even if the firepower increases, it wouldn’t make much difference.

The current firearms used by soldiers were powerful enough.

“Let’s move on to the next topic. How is the distribution of firearms going?”

“Slow but steady. We are currently optimizing the production process…”

Listening to the next topic, the senior officer pondered.

‘Still, it’s worth reporting.’

***

“It’s been confirmed that other nations are also trying to emulate our firearms and steam engines.”

“Is that so.”

The emperor spoke upon hearing his vassal’s report.

“To what extent have they caught up?”

“It’s reported that they can produce firearms and cannons. However, they are still in the research phase regarding gunpowder and steam engines.”

“Hmm…”

“Upon observing the results of the recent battles, they are hastening their development efforts more than ever. Especially the Impera Empire, which is aggressively investing in research.”

Other nations, seeing the results of the battle between the Bjorn Empire and the Heyrun Kingdom, are also rushing to develop firearms and cannons.

While their progress is hindered by ongoing research into gunpowder, they will eventually catch up with the Empire’s weaponry.

“Fortunately, it seems they haven’t figured out the percussion cap rifle yet. Their current focus appears to be on improving matchlock guns.”

Thankfully, the percussion cap rifle, which hadn’t been prominently used in battle, had not been discovered.

Their interest was piqued by explosive shells, so they hadn’t noticed the percussion cap rifles which were much less frequently used.

“Threatening, but it might not be entirely bad.”

The Empire also had to invest heavily in distributing firearms and gunpowder.

Even if other nations catch up with the cannons, replacing their armaments will be costly.

Moreover, the Empire was considering bolt-action rifles.

If the production base is established, they are prepared to switch to these new firearms.

By the time other nations’ firearms pose a threat to the Empire, the Empire would already be distributing new rifles.

“Let’s keep an eye on the situation for now.”

“Understood.”

No nation would surpass the dominance of the Bjorn Empire.

However, the Impera Empire, another empire, was slightly concerning.

“It seems the development of steam locomotives has also been successful.”

“That’s good news. Another innovation in the transportation and supply of goods in the Empire.”

The magitech engineering academia was also pleased with the development of steam locomotives.

“I’m thinking of traveling to a resort by steam train next time.”

“That sounds good.”

“Traveling by train would be much more comfortable than spending days in a carriage. I’m eagerly awaiting the day I can ride a steam train.”

“Thanks to them, magitech engineering can progress once again.”

“We can’t always just reap the benefits of their achievements. Once the design of the steamship is completed…”

However, not all reactions were positive.

“Tsk. What’s so great about it.”

“Yeah. What’s so special about steam trains.”

“If only we had enough mana stones, we could have developed something far superior to those steam and smoke-belching machines long ago.”

“Exactly. If only we had mana stones…”

The rapid changes faced by the magitech engineering academia in a short period were overwhelming.

Existing magitech engineering technologies were being replaced by steam engines.

And some did not welcome this change.

“Does the magitech engineering academia really need to focus on this?”

“Was it John Brown and Kyle McCollson who brought about this change? I don’t see any benefit in elevating these young people so early.”

“Exactly. What’s so special about them…”

“Since the introduction of steam engines, the air quality seems to be deteriorating. Steam engines aren’t necessarily good, so why is the academia fixated on them?”

John Brown and Kyle McCollson, who were envied by others, were discussing a different topic.

“What do you think it would be like to fly in the sky?”


“Without mana stones, how could we fly?”

“Was it possible when we had mana stones?”

“Of course. Are you underestimating magitech engineering? There were experimental airships, after all.”

“How was it?”

“The test flight was successful, but it consumed too many magic stones to launch. After that, well, as the amount of magic stones decreased, the technology was forgotten.”

Karen, who had been listening to their conversation, spoke up.

“Isn’t it possible to fly using gunpowder?”

“That’s a bit different from actual flying.”

“Is it? Hehe.”

Brown pondered for a moment. 

If only they had an engine and the oil to run it, it might be possible to build an airplane. 

Not only that, but they could make cars, tanks, and much more. 

Of course, others would handle the development.

‘There is oil, but…’

Oil existed. 

But whether they had the technology to distil it and create an engine was uncertain.

‘If only someone could develop this technology…’

Brown looked at the personnel in the laboratory as he mused.

“Why are you looking at us like that?”

“What do you mean?”

“Ugh. You always make that face when you’re about to ask for something. I’m busy. Go find someone else.”

“…Alright.”

He felt disappointed inside.

‘If it’s about distilling oil…’

Wouldn’t alchemists be able to distill oil? 

But Karen was also busy focusing on improving gunpowder.

‘Hmm…’

Brown looked at his other subordinates.

“Excuse me…”

“Oh, Mr. Brown. I was still contemplating the improvements you suggested for the cannon.”

“I was considering the idea of breech-loading. Could you advise on that…?”

“Haha. I’m busy too. Good luck.”

Everyone seemed busy for some reason. 

Brown licked his lips and thought.

‘What should I do now?’

There were two options left: give up and finish designing the pistol, or seek out people who could develop these technologies.

After a moment of consideration, Brown approached Karen.

“Excuse me…”

“Mr. Brown? The smokeless powder is almost finished.”

“Really?”

“Hehe. I could improve it further, but the test samples are ready. Would you like to see them?”

“Just a moment…”

He almost got swept away by the smokeless powder. 

Brown pulled himself together and asked Karen.

“Is there a technology to distill oil?”

“Hmm…?”

Karen pondered over Brown’s question.

“I don’t know much about that field, but wouldn’t the alchemy lab be researching it?”

She suggested that the alchemy lab, known for researching all sorts of things, might have looked into oil as well.

“Of course, I can’t be sure if they’ve researched it in the way you want, but it wouldn’t hurt to check it out, right?”

“Oh.”

The alchemy lab, huh?

‘Could I find the answer to fuel there?’

“So, where is this lab?”

“Would you like me to go with you?”

“Sure.”

Brown left the lab with Karen.

***

“Oh… Brown, is that you?”

A middle-aged man with graying hair, whom Brown recognized from somewhere, stopped them.

“…Magitech Researcher?”

“Haha. Long time no see. Are you heading somewhere? If you’re going to the Magitech department, we could chat along the way.”

“Haha…”

Brown had met him a few times on his way to the Magitech department, and the researcher seemed to like him, speaking to him in a friendly manner.

‘Should I ask him?’

Taking advantage of the chance meeting, Brown asked about the technology to distil oil and engines.

“Well… We did research alternative materials to replace magic stones, but now we have steam engines, don’t we? Haha.”

It seemed they had started the research relatively recently, but it had been neglected due to the advent of steam engines.

“So…”

“We did commission the alchemy lab to research oil, but I’m not sure about its current status.”

After finishing their conversation, Brown and Karen headed to the alchemy lab. 


The researcher’s parting words lingered in Brown’s mind.

“Just a thought, but be cautious. After the steam engine, they cut off support for oil research, so they might not view you favourably.”

“Yes. Haha.”

‘Oh…?’

It wasn’t exactly good news.



 
  
    Chapter 32: Oil – 2


Funding for oil research has been cut off.

How much progress could have been made?

It might have been a short period, or perhaps a long time has passed.

What’s certain is that the research data accumulated over the years has become useless in an instant.

“How long do you think they researched it?”

“I don’t know…”

The longer they devoted themselves to the research, the greater the sense of loss would be.

Were there any achievements?

Judging by the cessation of funding, there probably weren’t any significant results.

Even so, if the research they dedicated time to suddenly became worthless…

Brown imagined how he would feel if he was in such a situation.

It wasn’t a pleasant thought.

He was delighted when he first heard about the ongoing research on oil distillation.

He thought that if research on engines that could utilize it also proceeded, they could make vehicles like cars and airplanes. 

If these technologies developed further, making things like tanks wouldn’t be impossible either.

But they say the funding for the research has been cut off.

And the decisive cause was the steam engine.

Because of the steam engine designed by McCollson, the research on oil distillation was halted.

Because of that, they couldn’t make vehicles like cars.

Of course, it was Brown who had initially proposed the concept of the steam engine.

‘Ah.’

He also bore some responsibility for this.

“Is it okay to go…?”

Karen asked cautiously.

She seemed to be thinking along the same lines.

If they met those who had cut off the funding, how would they react?

Even a brief thought suggested that they wouldn’t get a good reaction.

“We have to go.”

They had to go, regardless of the reaction.

They had to persuade them.

Somehow, they had to convince them to restart the research.

‘Tanks and fighter planes. How can I give up on them?’

His inner military enthusiast from his previous life was crying out. 

Whether they got the door slammed in their faces or were cursed at, they had to persuade them.

If they still had passion for their research, convincing them wouldn’t be difficult. 

But if they had lost that passion, how could they persuade them?

In fact, standing in the middle of the road worrying about it was meaningless. 

They would have to meet them in person to know.

“Let’s go see. We’ll worry about it afterward.”

Brown steeled himself.

“…Then…let’s go…!”

“For the tanks and fighter planes we’ll make someday.”

“What are those?”

“Something awesome.”

“Oh…?”

As they conversed, they walked down the corridor.

However, when they noticed someone approaching from the other end of the hallway, their conversation dwindled.

***

He quietly entered his lab.

“He always looks so unwell.”

“I get it. Hasn’t he been researching for quite a long time?”

The alchemy researchers passing through the hallway began to cautiously discuss while looking at the closed lab door.

“About eight years… was it?”

“The magitech engineering department is too much. How can they just cut off the funding because they found a replacement?”

“Exactly. Didn’t they commission the research in the first place?”

“But honestly, if there haven’t been any significant results in eight years…”

“Shh. What if he hears us?”

Unfortunately, the soundproofing was poor.

“Whoever they are, I’ll…”

“Leave it.”

The researcher assisting him got angry, but he stopped her.

“They’re not wrong.”

Eight years of research.

It started at the request of the magitech engineering department.

But there were no significant results.

Assistants, tired of the work, left him, and new ones came.

And they too left him after a short while.

Only she, the last to join as his assistant, had been helping him for the past two years.

In effect, he had been researching alone for six years.

Getting oil on his body.

Smelling the pungent odor of oil.

Sometimes getting burned by the fire.

He experienced many trial and error.

There had been no prior research on this topic.

He continued his research like groping in the dark.

There was no milestone to guide him.

He often faced glares from colleagues while researching with scarce magic stones.

At times, he nearly set the lab on fire.

The pungent smell of oil often made him dizzy.


Sometimes, he endlessly waited for oil that didn’t arrive for months.

He was always struggling and constantly ridiculed while conducting this research.

Over time, the research funding dwindled.

Still, he continued the research.

To find a way to substitute magic stones.

He also figured out that the quality of oil steadily deteriorates over time and pondered ways to address this.

To harness power from oil instead of magic stones, he contemplated various approaches. 

However, burning oil left a sticky residue. 

Even if a machine could convert oil into power, it would soon break down if the residue couldn’t be removed. 

Therefore, he spent a long time researching ways to eliminate this residue, mixing countless materials. 

Yet, the residue wouldn’t go away. 

It was an inherent property of oil. 

So, he started searching for a different method. 

What if he could separate the residue from the oil?

Around that time, the steam engine appeared. 

It could immediately be used to generate power. 

It quickly spread as an alternative to magic stones. 

Unfortunately, with this development, funding for oil research ceased, and so did his research. 

He tried to continue with his own money, but it was far from sufficient.

“If only I had researched a bit more, I might have figured it out.”

But using oil as fuel wasn’t the end. 

The machinery to harness this power needed to be developed by the departments of magitech engineering or academia. 

Even if a method to use oil as fuel was found, would the departments of magitech engineering or academia be interested in it, given the lack of support and interest?

“How disheartening.”

He muttered as he stared blankly at the ceiling. 

He had neither the funds nor the reason to continue this research. 

Eight years had been wasted.

“Researcher, I believe the years spent weren’t in vain. People will soon recognize the value of your research.”

“…Thank you for saying that. You’re still young, so other places will take you in. If you have any place in mind, I could recommend…”

He stopped mid-sentence. 

Over the eight years, many of the contacts he considered close had also left. 

Even if he recommended, it wouldn’t be much help.

***

Soon, Brown and Karen arrived at the alchemy lab.

“Phew, I’m nervous.”

“Shall we go back?”

“We should meet them since we’re here.”

As they entered the lab, one of the researchers spoke to them.

“What brings you here?”

“We heard there were people researching oil…”

“Why would…”

The researcher looked at Brown strangely.

“Are you from the department of Magitech engineering?”

“No, we’re from the weapons research institute.”

“Weapons research institute…?”

The researcher was puzzled. 

Why was the weapons research institute interested in oil research?

Moreover, wasn’t it the weapons research institute that caused the cessation of oil research?

The researcher pondered for a moment.

‘Well. It’s not my concern.’

“I’ll guide you. But don’t expect a warm reception.”

The researcher then guided them down the corridor. 

She knocked on a door to a laboratory.

“Excuse me… you have visitors.”

“…Come in.”

The researcher turned and left as Brown and Karen hesitated and then opened the lab door.

“Excuse us.”

“Who…”

Inside the lab were a middle-aged man with burn scars on one arm and a woman with a sharp look.

“Nice to meet you. I’m John Brown from the Weapons Research Institute.”

“I’m Luna Karen.”

They introduced themselves while cautiously observing the reaction. 

It didn’t seem very positive.

“Why did you come here…”

“Hold on, Klein.”

He stopped her and continued.

“What brings you here?”

“I heard you were researching oil. I’m interested in that research.”

Interested in the research, he said. 

The very research he had caused to lose support. 

Of course, it wasn’t John Brown’s fault. 


The department of magitech engineering had long lost interest in oil. 

Even without Brown, the research support wouldn’t have lasted long. 

Still, it was hard not to feel resentful towards Brown.

After contemplating for a moment, he sighed and spoke.

“May I ask why you’re interested in research that has lost its funding?”
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