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      Chapter 1: A Journey That Gained Nothing, Gave Nothing, Yet Left Something Behind


      Time continued to flow. At times busy, at times quite calm. At times quite fun, at times rather hollow and empty. Sometimes it felt like it was going by so fast, and other times so slowly, but it never stopped.


      Though the efforts to support the revitalization of the southern continent were centered around Airena and me at first, things had developed considerably over a hundred years or so, to the point the relationship was less about support and more about trade. Thus marked the end of Airena’s and my involvement. Trade with the southern continent would continue to solidify the importance of the elven caravan in this world.


      To be honest, getting everything ready had been quite difficult, but when things had actually started—and with all the traveling between continents we had to do—I didn’t remember much about the experience except being busy all the time. Like many things, it was a challenge to start, but once we began, the momentum carried us forward.


      Of course, there were difficulties along the way, but none of them were worth dwelling on. If there was one thing I could bring up, it would be our creation of the levees. That had been quite a flashy bit of work, and honestly rather fun. That’s just sort of how it was.


      It had been three hundred and fifty years since I left my home in the Forest Depths. I was five hundred years old. Before I realized it, half of my incredible lifespan as a high elf had passed me by. Of course, I knew I would be a spirit after that, so that realization didn’t leave a particularly strong impression on me.


      How much had I grown during this time? Thinking back, I had been quite the piece of work back then, so I wanted to believe I was a bit better now, but in a way, it felt like I was much the same.


      But even if I had only changed a little, the northern continent had changed massively in that time. For example, first of all...the nation that I no doubt held the strongest connection to in the North, the Kingdom of Ludoria, no longer existed.


      I believe I mentioned before that Darottei had expanded its territory significantly and started coming into conflict with Ludoria, causing frequent skirmishes between the two. Ludoria was a much more powerful nation, and so little by little they chipped away at Darottei’s territory, growing even stronger as they went. But that new power wasn’t being funneled into the hands of Ludoria’s royalty, but into the noble families that lived in Ludoria’s eastern regions. There had once been a large-scale purge of the nobility in eastern Ludoria, so there weren’t many long-standing families left there.


      As if to make up for that, Ludoria had set up many families with strong martial accomplishments in the East to help ward off the threat Darottei posed, giving them noble titles and land there. The Yosogi family was a good example. Having been given titles because of their military exploits, those families continued to exercise their might and skill against Darottei, making great gains against them.


      But they didn’t just strengthen their own force of arms either. Binding together, the noble families of the East cooperated in their defense against Darottei, and quickly turned the tide to begin invading it themselves. Without these martial families, Ludoria’s eastern region might well have suffered constant raiding and pillaging by Darottei.


      But as those same families continued to be successful in war, they became too powerful. Enough so that they came to rival the political influence of Ludoria’s royal family and more historied nobility. Of course, the old powers had taken steps to try and curb the rise of these young noble families, but as I mentioned, they had been instrumental in dealing with the threat Darottei posed in the East. The new families couldn’t be disposed of so easily.


      So instead, half-hearted measures were applied to try to restrain and pressure the new nobility, which ended up opening a rift between them and the old political powers.


      The royal family and older nobility saw the new nobility as green upstarts, threatening the foundations of their kingdom. The new nobility saw the old as shackles dragging them down as they made war against Darottei. That said, the royal family had been the ones to give them their titles, so they still felt somewhat indebted to them. So for a considerable time, the gulf between these two political factions remained unaddressed, with the new nobility continuing to succeed and gain power for Ludoria.


      However, about twenty years ago, the gulf between them became a fatal issue when the next king was to be chosen. The first prince was weak and sickly, making it difficult for him to inherit the throne. The Ludorian tradition of primogeniture was then called into question.


      The second prince was more civic-minded. He floated the idea of making peace with Darottei, earning him quite a bit of support from the old nobility but plenty of pushback from the new.


      The third prince was the exact opposite, proving himself time and again as a general on the battlefield and earning the support of the military families. However, the third prince had no ambition for the throne, having always said he would support the next king regardless of whether it was the first prince or the second.


      However, before the next king could be chosen, the third prince met with a suspicious death. Not on the battlefield, but in the royal palace. Not from some external injury, but from suddenly vomiting copious amounts of blood. The official statement claimed he died due to illness, but the military families of the East refused to accept that explanation, convinced that he had been poisoned by the old nobility. The old nobility, in turn, accused the military families of being the murderers, claiming the assassination was a false flag attack to give them an excuse to take up arms.


      The actual cause of the third prince’s death was still a mystery. In my personal opinion, I figured it was probably sickness. But for humans, a presupposition once accepted became an unassailable truth. Okay, there were plenty of humans who weren’t like that, but at that time the vast majority chose to believe the truth they had woven for themselves over any sort of objective reality, and the minority were drowned out.


      And so, with the gulf already present between the old nobility and the new military nobility of the east, this incident easily snapped the kingdom in two. Considering their long history and tradition, the old nobility should have had more than enough skill and knowledge to keep the nation together over something as minor as a succession. But the military families were just that; their martial mindset lacked that knowledge and experience. Convinced that it was a do-or-die situation for them, they chose to plunge into the quagmire that eventually led to Ludoria’s collapse.


      The kingdom split in two, but those resulting nations continued to further fragment over time, leaving the old Kingdom of Ludoria now a collection of smaller states. One of which, by the way, happened to be called the nation of Yosogi.


      ◇◇◇


      As I’d played no part in the Yosogi nation’s founding, I knew very little about it. I hadn’t had much contact with the Yosogi family after they became nobility, and once I started working on the southern continent, it would be years, sometimes even decades, between visits back north. I could only watch from the outside as the Yosogi family transformed. However, as obvious as it sounds, the creation of a Yosogi nation had an impact on the entire Yosogi School.


      Once I learned of the Yosogi nation’s founding, I headed to my old haunt in Vistcourt. After Ludoria’s fall, it was now ruled by the newly born nation of Luranta. Relations between Luranta and Yosogi could hardly be called good. As such, with the Vistcourt dojo being a branch family of the Yosogi nobility, I figured it was probably in quite a bit of trouble.


      There was no way Luranta could sit on their hands doing nothing while a martial institution like a school of swordsmanship—with ties to the royalty of a foreign, and potentially hostile, nation—grew within their borders.


      That said, the Vistcourt dojo was over two hundred years old. Removing it wasn’t going to be particularly easy either. But it wasn’t hard to imagine why current events had Luranta even more on guard against the Vistcourt dojo.


      Right now, Yosogi swordsmen were beginning to gather in the new Yosogi nation. It was a huge chance for them to move somewhere they had strong connections to...but above all, keeping the Yosogi name elsewhere was more than a little risky. The past couple of centuries had seen the Yosogi School grow and branch out into multiple dojos, but the birth of the Yosogi nation might well lead to them all converging back into one.


      However, while the majority of the students of the Yosogi Katana-style Dojo moved to the new Yosogi nation, the head of the dojo instead moved to Pantarheios, hoping to start a new dojo there. As a prosperous island off the coast, it would serve as a way to spread Yosogi swordsmanship across not just the Ludorian region, but the entire northern continent. And someday, it could even reach the island of Fusou, the old Yosogi homeland they had once been driven out of. I thought that was a wonderful ambition.


      But what choice would the Vistcourt dojo make? If they planned to merge with the Yosogi nation, the dojo head would no doubt receive a warm reception, likely being granted land and title. They might take an entirely different route, but that would still likely end with them moving away from Vistcourt. In either case, it looked like my role as advisor to the Yosogi School would soon be coming to an end.




      Upon reaching Vistcourt, I was greeted by a nostalgically familiar cityscape. Though no small number of cities and villages had met with battle after the fall of Ludoria, it seemed Vistcourt had been spared most of that.


      But that wasn’t down to luck. Being on the edge of the Great Pulha Woodlands, Vistcourt was home to many adventurers and boasted a strong garrison. Unthinkingly dragging the city into war also threatened to provoke the monsters in Pulha, the worst possible scenario for everyone involved. Though monsters were a threat to people and one of the elements that could lead to the End being triggered, they weren’t exclusively a negative influence on the world. There were some situations like this where the existence of monsters fostered peace.


      Passing through the city gate, I made my way through the streets toward the Vistcourt dojo. The people I passed by all had a nervous air about them. The once great nation of Ludoria had fallen, and now this land was ruled by the much smaller nation of Luranta. Vistcourt’s defenses had received generous support from Ludoria, as the nation had been well aware of the threat Pulha posed, but they couldn’t hope for the same level of support from the much smaller Luranta. Even beyond that, there was the threat of the city’s adventurers being drafted into the army to bolster Luranta’s military might. I wouldn’t expect something like that to happen unless they got desperate, but people didn’t always act with the future in mind. Though the city had avoided direct conflict, the peace and stability Vistcourt had once enjoyed was still gone.


      I walked through the city, easily finding my way. Old cities like this were a lot like long-lived creatures. Buildings were constructed, old ones were demolished, new roads were created, all gradually changing the city’s face. If you stayed away long enough, it could feel like you had returned to an entirely different place. But even so, it still held traces of the place you once knew.


      It wasn’t like the extreme change of a child becoming an adult, but more like a young adult growing to full maturity, or someone in their prime passing into middle age. And of course, because of the Vistcourt dojo and its changing dojo head, I found myself visiting once every couple of decades, with at most no more than thirty years between visits.


      This was my first visit in about twelve years.


      ◇◇◇


      The current head of the Vistcourt dojo was Makatsu Yosogi. To be quite honest, my appraisal of him when he first took the headship wasn’t especially good.


      The Yosogi School was one of swordsmanship, but the Vistcourt dojo was aimed at training adventurers, so they also taught things like spearmanship, archery, and unarmed martial arts. Though they were both branch families of the Yosogi family, you could consider them to have run in the exact opposite direction of the Katana-style dojo, which had embraced the traditional weapon of the Yosogi style’s past.


      Makatsu himself was comfortable wielding one and two-handed swords, spears and throwing weapons, shields and bows. He could use just about anything, but didn’t particularly excel with anything either. At this point I wasn’t sure the term “swordsman” was appropriate for him. In my personal opinion, I would have preferred a Yosogi swordsman to focus chiefly on the use of the sword. As a Yosogi swordsman myself, I was pretty fixated on them. But as I said, that was just my personal opinion. It didn’t have much to do with my appraisal of him as a dojo head. There had been plenty of dojo heads before him in the Vistcourt dojo who specialized in weapons other than the sword.


      But unlike them, Makatsu wasn’t particularly excellent in swordsmanship, nor with any other weapon either. It wasn’t that he was lacking in skill. Obviously, someone like that could never become the head of a dojo. Though he expressed a clear talent for all of the weapons taught in the Vistcourt dojo, he wasn’t extremely good with any of them.


      In other words, he was “safe” in every respect. Not just when it came to martial arts either. Whether it was his strength, his personality, or his abilities as a leader, they were all no more than a solid passing grade. He was prominent in nothing, and had no glaring flaws. That meant I had no particular objections to his taking the headship, but I didn’t have a particularly high opinion of him as dojo head either. That was the kind of person the current head of the Vistcourt dojo was. Or, so I thought.


      As I sat across from Makatsu, I found myself a bit taken aback. There was something about him now, like a flame had been lit inside his heart, the air around him all but on fire. Of course, that was a metaphor. There was nothing supernatural about him. But the strong pressure he gave off was enough to give an almost supernatural impression like that. It was like he was an entirely different person.


      Had he grown that much in his twelve years as dojo head? Alternatively, it was true that difficult situations had a way of drawing out a person’s true character. Was he the type to grow under this kind of pressure?


      By the way, I figured I was the exact opposite. Times of peace were when the best parts of me flourished, making me a little weak to danger and pressure. That would be because the vast majority of things couldn’t threaten me. In my long life, I had only been in real danger a handful of times. So when true danger presented itself, panic and fear would probably cloud my judgment too much. With her long experience in adventuring, Airena seemed like the type who could exercise all of her strengths in any situation, no matter how peaceful or dangerous it was.


      “I am touched by and grateful for your concern for us, Sir Advisor. But nonetheless, we have no intention of leaving Vistcourt behind.”


      I had come here because if they were planning on leaving Vistcourt, I was going to offer to protect them on their journey to their new home, be it the Yosogi nation or anywhere else. The chances that Luranta would let them just up and leave weren’t particularly high. While it was true that the Vistcourt dojo was a smoldering ember waiting to burst into flame in Luranta’s back lines, Makatsu and his students heading to Yosogi would be a considerable bolstering of the foreign nation’s military. It wasn’t hard to imagine them using Makatsu’s flight as an excuse to arrest and execute the entire dojo.


      So I had planned to protect them on their way to a safer home. With me at their side, the densest forests could be traveled through as easily as the best-maintained roads. But for some reason, Makatsu declined.


      “You understand the situation, right? It won’t be long before Luranta moves to crush you.”


      With a two-hundred-year history in Vistcourt, getting rid of the dojo would be no easy task. In particular, Luranta was still young enough that they probably didn’t have the resources to make a move against them. But once the political situation had stabilized, no matter what reaction it might inspire in the people, they would inevitably come to snuff out this small ember. Or worse, if the political situation didn’t stabilize, they might move in force against the dojo, fearing that ember would ignite a wildfire.


      In any case, there was nothing here for Makatsu and the Vistcourt dojo but danger. He had to understand that my offer was their best chance.


      “Even so, the youth of our nation is precisely why we cannot leave.” There was no hesitation in his reply. I could tell this was something he and the dojo had long since decided on. “Vistcourt exists to guard against the Great Woodlands. Without us here, the unrest in the region could draw monsters out into Ludoria.”


      Ah, that was certainly true. Monsters were attracted to death. That wasn’t just because new monsters were created by the distorting power given off by death either. Those that already existed were often drawn to the scent of blood and signs of battle.


      “It is the role of adventurers to defend against that threat, and it is the role of our dojo to support those adventurers. I am sure you know far better than anyone that this dojo has always strived to do that.”


      He was right, I did know that more than anyone. I was here when they decided what path they were going to take. I had been watching since Mizuha first made that choice, looking forward to seeing the new kinds of swordsmanship her dojo would give birth to. In a way, I suppose you could say their time had come.


      “That mission is our pride. And if we have to choose between our pride or the Yosogi name, we will choose the former. Though I feel bad after how much help you have been to us over the years, Sir Advisor, I am afraid that is the decision we have made.”


      And so Makatsu declared his intention to separate from the Yosogi family.


      ◇◇◇


      They were throwing away the Yosogi name. That wasn’t something you could say with a half-hearted resolve. After all, that name had been with them for the same two hundred years as their “pride.” No, actually, much, much longer.


      And besides, throwing away the Yosogi name didn’t mean that Luranta would be any less wary of them. Above all, it would doubtless enrage the main branch of the Yosogi family, and thus the Yosogi nation. But even so, Makatsu had chosen to stay here and continue fulfilling the role that had been passed down to him and the whole dojo throughout the generations. No doubt they had many plans besides just discarding the Yosogi name to try and appease Luranta.


      It would no doubt be a difficult, treacherous path. But seeing Makatsu as he was now, willing to make that declaration to the face of the Yosogi School’s advisor, it made me think he might be able to pull it off.


      This was the end of the Yosogi School in Vistcourt. I would likely have nothing to do with them from this point onward. But for some strange reason, it didn’t feel like a loss. Rather, it felt like I had managed to successfully fulfill my promise to Mizuha to watch over the school until the end.


      A new style of swordsmanship was being born. Ironically, it came from discarding the Yosogi name instead of reuniting with it, but I imagined Mizuha would look happily on all of this. Even I hadn’t seen it coming, so Makatsu’s choice struck me as brave and refreshing. Ah, but of course, there was at least a tinge of sadness to it all.


      After asking Makatsu for one last sparring match, I took a look around to engrave the sight of the Vistcourt Yosogi dojo into my memory. I then left the place behind, with no knowledge of what its new name would be.


      I headed east. This road would take me to Wolfir, what had once been the capital of Ludoria, and then to the newly born nation of Yosogi. I currently had virtually no influence on the Yosogi nation, but as advisor to the Yosogi School, my opinion still had a little weight to it. If I told them that the Vistcourt dojo had given up the Yosogi name, they would surely be angry. “How dare they try to cut ties with the main family?!” or something like that. But since I would be the one to deliver that news, and I acknowledged and accepted their decision, a little bit of that anger would be directed at me instead. I didn’t really have a place to say anything about issues inside the Yosogi family, but I could say something about issues in the Yosogi School.


      Now that they were no longer part of the Yosogi School, there was no reason for me to come to the Vistcourt dojo’s defense...but they were still Mizuha’s children, and so Kaeha’s children.


      I should also mention that my last match with Makatsu reminded me of something. I had mentioned he was moderately skilled at everything, not excelling or lagging behind in any particular regard, and used every weapon with the same general level of ability just like twelve years ago. But no matter what weapon he held, his stance was incredible. Yes, the way he held his guard was strong. Thinking back, I realized he had been similar when we first met. That was why he had no particular weakness among weapons. So this was in a sense both an apology to him for underestimating him so much, and in a way thanking him for reminding me of that fact. For the first time in quite a while, I felt like I had been pretty immature.


      Getting a meeting with the royalty of the Yosogi nation would probably be a challenge for me, but I should at least be able to get someone to send a letter to them. That’s what I thought as I made my way east through the chaos of what had once been Ludoria.


      One part of the Yosogi family had risen as a true warrior family, eventually leading to the destruction of Ludoria and the widespread ruin of the countryside. It was possible that peace would return once they had established and stabilized their own nation, but there was a good chance war with other nations would bring even more chaos.


      The second part of the Yosogi family had instead discarded their own name in favor of the roots they had set down in their land, in an effort to protect that land and resist the burgeoning chaos.


      The third remained unchanged, leaving this chaotic place behind altogether in order to continue developing themselves.


      The three of them had each chosen their own path. It wasn’t a case of any of them being correct or incorrect. The growth of the Yosogi main family into nobility and eventually into their own nation no doubt had saved some part of them.


      For example, if the Yosogi family hadn’t fought so hard to protect the land they had been given, Ludoria in its entirety may very well have been trampled underfoot by Darottei’s aggression.


      The Vistcourt dojo hadn’t guaranteed its own survival by discarding the Yosogi name. In fact, there was a reasonable enough chance that Luranta itself would fall in war to the Yosogi nation, and that the Vistcourt dojo would be forcibly disbanded. It also seemed quite possible that the other Yosogi dojos would be destroyed, leaving the Vistcourt dojo as the only survivor.


      Whether the Yosogi Katana-style Dojo would grow or decline was anyone’s guess. However, since they had decided to move to Pantarheios, it would be pretty easy for me to support them. I felt like I could be of great use when it came to producing katana for them or helping them gain fame.


      In any case, as time passed, all three of them would continue to change as they walked these new paths. As they changed, my relationship with them would naturally follow suit.


      But that wasn’t something to be pessimistic about. Naturally there was some sadness in it, but I was also looking forward to seeing how they would change. My Yosogi swordsmanship, the skills and techniques I had learned from Kaeha, lived on in my own arms. It would never disappear.


      Leaving my letter with swordsmen of the Yosogi nation to pass on to the crown, I continued walking east. I had already come all the way here, so I felt like I might as well take the chance to stretch my legs a little on a detour.


      My next destination was a land once known as the Azueda Alliance.


      ◇◇◇


      As for the place that was once the Azueda Alliance, it too had undergone some massive changes. Last time I brought them up, I think I mentioned that the northern half of the Alliance had merged to form the kingdom of Azaley, while the southern half had united under the name of the Kingdom of South Azuetta.


      But that was all over a hundred and fifty years ago. After that, Azaley had invaded South Azuetta, but the southern kingdom’s lines held firm. Azaley was clearly superior in terms of military strength, but unlike an isolated battle, the victor of a drawn-out war was not determined by strength of arms alone. Morale was low among the northern troops, whose nation had been forcibly annexed by Azaley. Meanwhile, the southern troops had all banded together willingly to defend their homes, leaving them in high spirits.


      South Azuetta’s borders holding firm was just one of many factors leading to hardship for Azaley. For example, Radlania, the seat of the eastern region’s chief religion, criticized Azaley’s behavior, and the once rich resources of the southern Azueda Alliance were now being denied to them by South Azuetta. Having their previously comfortable lives forcibly taken from them, the common people of Azaley began rising up in rebellion. As they had once been city-states, the people were already quite independent. You could say that Azaley was brought down by its own people.


      However, even with Azaley’s fall, the old city-states knew they could no longer stabilize as independent nations. The people needed some way to unite them to take the place of the old Azueda Alliance. So the people of what was once Azaley pledged fealty to the kingdom of South Azuetta, leading to a new Kingdom of Azuetta covering the entire territory of the old Azueda Alliance.


      Of course, Azuetta learned from Azaley’s mistakes, and its governance put great emphasis on the independence of its cities. Naturally that led to the royal family being relatively weak, and made it difficult for the nation to act quickly and decisively, but that was the style of government that suited this area of the world best.


      On top of that, Darottei, who had once been the greatest threat to the Azueda Alliance, found themselves in a position where they couldn’t afford to wage war after their string of defeats to Ludoria.


      As such, Azuetta had enjoyed over a hundred years of peaceful rule. The influence that the breaking apart of Ludoria would have on Azuetta was yet to be determined, but as far as I was concerned, at least relatively speaking, the region was pretty stable.




      I was currently on a ship traveling the rivers of Azuetta. These ships had apparently been stopped in the time of Azaley, but once Azuetta took control of the region, much more importance had been placed on them. With Lake Tsia at its center and numerous rivers branching off of it throughout the kingdom, this quickly became the best method of traveling. Though the name of the nation had changed, that remained the same, as did the feel of the wind on my face as we sailed.


      My ship eventually made it upriver into Lake Tsia itself, where we docked on the northern shore at the city of Luronte. Originally, Luronte had been built as a twin to another city on Lake Tsia’s southern shore, called Folka. However Azaley’s conquest of the northern half of the lake had destroyed a good portion of the city, and with both cities controlled by different nations, they had developed in different directions.


      Disembarking at Luronte, I continued walking north. You may have been able to guess at this point, but I was heading toward Odine. Founded by the Azueda Alliance to do research into magic, its mission had remained the same even with the Alliance gone. However, since it was deeply involved in the creation of Azaley, trust in Odine from the other parts of Azuetta had been significantly damaged.


      It honestly wouldn’t have been strange for Azuetta to have put an end to Odine, but they still needed it for research and education in magic, and for maintaining the strength of the kingdom. Disbanding Odine would scatter its research and educational facilities to the wind. So Azuetta had permitted Odine to stay.


      Of course, they couldn’t just ignore Odine’s part in what had happened, and the northern cities of Azuetta still held a strong grudge against them. So Azuetta had permitted Odine to continue to exist, but put strict restrictions on its research and educational facilities, removing the city’s independence.


      But, like I said, this all happened quite a long time ago. Though they had borne those restrictions for decades, Azuetta’s iron grip on Odine’s freedom was starting to loosen, and trust in Odine was beginning to grow again. Of course, they weren’t back to their old freedom, but they had some leeway to do as they wished as they researched and taught all things magical.


      This now unfamiliar place was the city in which I arrived.


      ◇◇◇


      Walking through the streets of Odine and seeing few of the spires I remembered was a bit unnerving. In the past, those who excelled as mages earned the rank of archmage, living in these spires and looking down on the city they ruled from above. But Azuetta had reduced the number of archmages and taken away their leadership role, and in turn had removed many of the spires that had become symbolic of them.


      I never had a very good impression of those archmages, but the absence of something so iconic left me a little sad. Maybe I had just liked the old skyline of Odine, regardless of who was living in it. Or maybe I was just getting sentimental over something familiar to me being gone.


      As much as the lack of spires made Odine feel unfamiliar, that wasn’t the only thing that had disappeared. For example, the military I had come into conflict with on my last visit some two hundred and fifty years ago was also gone without a trace. They were the very ones responsible for bringing up the idea of unification and so bringing about the war that broke apart the Azueda Alliance. The people had treated them as something akin to venomous serpents, and there had been a considerable effort to root them out after Azaley’s collapse.
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One of the mystics of the
Ancient Gold Empire.
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train to be a mystic.

While spending his days in peace, Acer was suddenly visited by the golden dragon.

On the southern continent, many high elves had died at the hands of humans, spurring
the ebon dragon to initiate the End of the world. In order to prevent that from happening,
Acer hopped on the golden dragon’s back and flew across the ocean, where he encoun-
tered the high elf Lilium who had awoken the ebon dragon.

Though momentarily cornered, with the help of Kaeha's swordsmanship plus the spirits of
Salix and the other high elf elders, he was able to defeat Lilium and avert the End.

After Acer moved with Airena to the island of Pantarheios and resolved a murder incident
involving a student of the Yosogi Katana-Style Dojo, Win summoned him to the West for
assistance in the selection of his successor...to hide the fact he was giving his own
daughter, Soleil, over to Acer’s care.

Acer and Airena raised her with love and care as a true family—until a visitor eventually

arrived from the Ancient Gold Empire to inform them that Soleil had the talent to become
a mystic. After much deliberation, Soleil herself chose to accept the invitation for training.

sTORY

Soon after, Acer headed to the southern continent, and after
speaking with the new high elf elder, Lilium, began to help
rebuild civilization there.
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