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Part 2 Philip has finally reached his destination, a road belonging to the domain of Baron Delvin. He led his troops, starting the previous day and camping night, to the site of the attack. According to your information, a convoy of the Witch will pass through this place. Philip sat down on horseback, looking at his soldiers in
line. They are soldiers, or rather villagers, under your command. Fifty people in total gathered. He sent orders all over his territory, but not many responded to the call. The most common answer is that they have run out of mandatory service time. The truth is that it makes Philip very sad. Plans are laid for the future
prosperity of their land, for the benefit of all those who live there. There are also many good campaigns that Philip thought and suggested that it be distributed to all. However, no one came to the rescue. They're so stupid. A group of ignorant people can not know whether something is in their favor or not. No, that's why
they should be led and led by a genius like themselves. For all his efforts to convince himself, his anger towards those who did not understand him erupted. He thought of coercion, but it would surely anger his old man, who took a step through the door of death. In the end, he paid them in advance the money he had
borrowed from Hilma. After all the hard work, he gathered fifty people, but these are quaint old men, skinny young men with a weak body, or guys with bloated me, who go in search of battles in their villages and are usually undisciplined. Frankly, they are trouble in their village and none of them are worth the money.
Despite this, Philip felt an indescribable excitement in the eyes of his soldiers. He has a hune that heroic story of his own that will be widespread about to begin. No, it's already started. When the territory We're definitely going to expand, so his position is going to grow, too. You will soon be on the world stage, in the
spotlight. He is preparing for his first blow to the Witch, a feat that no one can do. As a ploy involving the Witch Kingdom, this will no doubt allow Philip to receive appreciation from the royal family and rank in line with such an achievement. Maybe you can even marry this beautiful princess---- ---, sir, can we exactly attack
them? Philip, who was drowning in his sleep, was dragged back into reality as if a bucket of cold water had just poured on him. He sobered up again and looked at the soldier who asked the question. The soldier was an ordinary man, about 30 years old. He was dressed in a grimace and for some reason was holding a
wooden shovel. Even a baton is better than a shovel, otherwise even some of the sticks here will make more sense. Philip wanted to say something about it, but the shovel was probably the result of his order for them to carry their own weapons. Honestly, seeing some villagers without sticks made Philip a bit of a
headache. However, apart from them, the group looks as if they are poor bandits. Maybe it might even fool your opponents into ing so thinks. The soldiers around them clearly agree with the suspicions of the man, as everyone in sight turns his head to him, as if to talk about yes yes! I was thinking the same thing. All
right, it's a step to save the Kingdom. Well, sir, we don't really understand things in the Kingdom, it's too hard for us. We can't be put on pylons and beheaded. Another person asked, and soon after, others started echoing under it correctly. Philip was struck by the questions expressing a complete disregard for justice. It is
because so many people like them exist, a talented person like me should lead them. No one follows his plans to manage the farm, because these people can only think on a superficial level... I said: Problem, are you deaf? ... No, we don't know. The soldiers are not convinced, their discontent is visible. Maybe you
should have executed someone as a warning to others, but it will make you in the guide. He would have lost his dignity if he had not been able to make them work, even though he knew it was a risk. When Philip panicked and didn't know what to do, he heard the sound of agedge stomping too ground. He turned his
head and saw two riders rushing towards him. Their faces are closed to open their eyes, but he still knows who they are. They stopped from afar and waved to him. Why didn't they come here? Should they look at themselves, not the other way around? Philip thinks maybe they have something to say that should be
secret. Well, I think I have a job. He can finally feel a little better about himself, speaking in a vain upside-down path and hiding omissions to fit in. You practice riding, so driving a horse in a straight line is not a problem. Baron, how do your side prepare? His face was hidden, so it was difficult to recognize, but judging by
the voice and form that could be delayed as Baron Delvin, or Wayne. His costume, however, is not the same as the baron's costume. The costume is a bit dirty and the sword hangs at the waist. His horse looks depressed and lifeless, like an agricultural horse instead of a military horse. Next to him was Baron Rockerson,
or Igor, who had a similar appearance. Their appearance fits so well that even their horses look the same. Unlike Philip, who has some financial support, they must be pretty poor. Philip thinks of the moment when he sees them dressed in shabby clothes, and does his best to hide the sense of superiority that is about to
be shown on his face. Well, I can't show it pathetic right now, because I've just been provoked by my soldiers who don't have enough guns, right? It's annoying. You who are in a higher position should show people who I'm definitely more advanced than they are. Philip must act as a man of the caliber of society, and little
people must obey Philip. Then the world will run smoothly. Is it just you two? Where are your people? We set it up, didn't we? Exactly, our soldiers lined the philipp-kaka flank and formed a crane formation. About! Forming a crane! Even Philip knows that the detachment deploying such a famous squad is what makes him
quite satisfied; as if he had become the protagonist of the story. So if running south, please scatter left and right. The enemy will not disperse if we go only in one direction. Remember to spread as far apart as possible when you retreat? I understand. That's fine, you don't ---: ---To it's better to decide who's going in which
direction? Successfully retreating in the midst of a tense battle will be difficult. Even with Philip-Kaka. Which way will you shoot? They spoke as if they foresmeded him to failure, which made Philip quite sad. So you're sure I'm going to lose? No, no, not like that, Philip-kakka. Have you heard of the tactics of pretending to
retreat to destroy all enemies at one turn? ---, I heard that. As I thought, you already know about it. Well, here you are, it's a tactic that involves retreat tactics. This is a good case ... As Philip prepared to discuss how to leave, he realized that important information had been lost. Before I answer, I have a question. You
haven't told me about your strength yet. How many men do you wear? Seven or five per person. Philip was shocked that they could find more people than he could, thinking that with these figures, running away in either direction would never cross his mind until later. Philip reasoned that, since this is their territory, there
should be that it would be quite difficult for them to do so. If it's just a matter of quantity, things will be much easier, the problem lies in their previous considerations. Philip believes he may have gathered at least twice as many men as his domain. ... If we have more manpower, isn't it more sensible for all of us to attack at
the same time? After all, we have more than 200 people here. While this is also a viable option, it will not be a landing squad. In order for it to become a crane formation, Philip-Kacca soldiers must move forward with our forces consisting of flanks. Well, that's it! I almost forgot about it. Wayne sighed. Since his face is
completely covered, no one can see his current expression. I'm glad you can understand that. Now, which way should we retreat? Well, that's right. Then we will step back in the direction of Igor-Kakk. So to the left wing, I understand. Then I'll ask you to stick to the battle plan we discussed earlier. Please watch out for
sailors, it is not often that horses ride deadly when they hit . As long as I have these armor, I'll be fine even if I trampled the horse. This high-end must-have created famous blacksmith and magic charmer. Philip's costume is a gift from Hilma. The armor was magically armored to increase the defense, which could be
considered far beyond the armor passed down from generation to generation in his family. Although he received this gift for quite some time, he never had a chance to try it out. It will be the debut of the armor. This baron, of course, had nothing of such high quality. Philip did his best to prevent his sense of superiority
from appearing in his voice. Despite this, it is better to be careful avoiding mistakes. Everything will be in vain if Kakka died in the conflict. It's true.' Yes, because Philippe-Kakka is our leader. Even if he wears such a large armor, there are still weaknesses that an arrow can attack. So, no matter how durable the armor is,
it can't resist most magic. Please don't be careful with armor, after all, Philip-kaka is our general. Their repeated warnings irritated Philip, but he understood where he came from. If the general is killed, the battle will end, which is common. Knowing that the two men saw him as his leader, Philip could do nothing but smile.
Of course I do. ... Also, where does Philip-Kakka deploy our squad? It would be too dangerous to deploy on the road. I believe it is better to wait behind us so we can quickly come and help you if we have to back off. This will help if you can tell us where you are. When a general is in danger, it is the duty of a subordinate
to provide assistance quickly. Although it is commonplace, Philip was shocked when he was not the one who suggested it in the first place. I'm going to find these things normal, right now I'm so excited. This is the first time I have held a battle of this magnitude Philip quietly swallowed saliva and took a deep breath.
What's going on--- What's going on? Well, nothing. I'm just trying to control my emotions with a battle in my heart. ... Oh--, I get it. Is that true...? Well, where does Philip-Kakka want to take the convoy? First of all-Philip looked left and right. The paved roads are quite wide, enough space for two carriages to pass through
each other. This path seems to be the main source of income for BaronEss Delvin. There are lush forests on both sides of the road, but the nearest points to the road where bandits usually hide have been completely cleared of grass. The forest is controlled by humans, which obviously allows pigs to look for oaks on the
ground and the like, so they don't need to be afraid of monsters or wild animals. If so, we'll be preparing for an ambush in the woods. I understand. If so, I know there's a coincidence. There, an array of scaffolding where branches such as these and things were not cleaned, allowing us to retreat on Horses. How do you
feel about this place? Is there such a place? Correct. When Philip-Kaka decided to ambush these lands, we realized that something was needed, so we did not have a sensible time to prepare this place . Philip repeatedly chose this land for ambush in his previous meetings. Although he asked Wayne and Igor about their
opinions, they both told Philip. It will be a lot of trouble training afterwards. So I'm very grateful to you. Nothing, because you take the risk of leading the first attack that we do, is just share it fairly with you, right? Just like Wayne-Kakka said! Two of them took Philip to the area and as they described. It doesn't matter if the
horses are grounded in this state. When he finishes his negotiations with them, Philip simply returns to his soldiers. Philip is constantly sweating because of his body armor, and since they are on uneven ground, his helmet can cause him to lose his balance and fall easily. Whooo, whoo! Philip wheezed strongly as he
took off his helmet to clamp at the bottom of his waist. He took out a hand scarf and began angrily wiping his forehead. Philip felt that the suit was a failure. Despite the fact that the defense of armor was its most important quality, equally important was the maneuverability. I remember that there were light armor, I would
ask for one of them later. Or perhaps a spell to stop you from sweating while you wear armor. You should talk to Hilma about it the next time you get to the capital. After taking notes in his head about it, he returned to the area where he saw his soldiers depressed in their minds doing nothing. Sorry, I had to wait. Sir.
Who are these masked men? His appearance scared the bandits. Are we set up? It is impossible, he is clearly a fine nobleman of the Kingdom. When it comes to appearance, don't pay attention to it. It's not that every aristocrat can buy body armor. In addition, during the battle on the ground Katze The lost family also
lost many of the heir's weapons and armor. Philip's family was in just such a situation, if he had lost this armor, it would have been difficult to get again. Although the soldiers do not seem to believe in his reasoning, there is no need to force them to accept it. Ok! We'll wait for the convoy to arrive! Then we attack him
immediately! Philip heard no answer, so he raised his voice louder. Do you understand!!? Get.... Although people react indiscriminately, their voices are still loud enough to be heard. Philip is not happy with their answer, but he will have to ignore it. After all, this is their first battle, no need for them to meet all expectations.
In order for them to become excellent soldiers, they will have to focus on the most pressing issues. When Philip ponders these thoughts, he sits on the ground as if his body is screaming for rest. A huge criminal conglomerate called Eight Fingers is hiding in the shadow of the Kingdom. The group has eight units, one of
which is a smuggling unit. Christopher Olsen, a department employee, showed his face as an honest merchant. His voice was quite weighty on the road connecting the royal capital and the western part of the kingdom. Thus, he was also the leading carrier of the loss of his warehouse to be robbed of various goods during
the destruction of Jaldabaoth. They have made significant losses, but that does not say the end for his company. However, it was time to recover those losses, so he saw the need to borrow some money from eight fingers. You have to spend money to make money, that's how the business works. Of course, it can also
lead to big losses, but as long as he bows his head and avoids unnecessary risks, there is nothing to worry about. However, borrowing money from eight fingers will begin a gradual path that leads to the loss of yourself. Eight fingers to force traders who have lost money to engage in criminal activities such as human
trafficking selling or transporting drugs. Merchants fall into this trap quite often. What about Christopher, who's trapped? To borrow money, he held a meeting with the heads of the department, which shocked him, at least so to speak. Christopher belongs to the smuggling department, so credit management should be
done by his superiors in the same department. Meetings with heads of other departments are not possible. Despite everything, he met with top colleagues. Was it because of his accomplishments that he recalled? Or for some other reason he didn't know? He couldn't understand why even after the meeting. The only
thing he was sure of was his suspicions about the leaders because of his unusually friendly attitude towards him, knowing how terrible they were, because they were the dark side of society. Of course, goodwill on the part of mafia leaders can be easily tampered with, like everything else. Another thing that caught his

attention was that they, in accordance with their position at the highest point of the organization, clearly valued their health. While he wondered whether they were probably a little skinny, they were definitely healthier than his overweight body. Such important people gave him a job. The type of assigned work depends on
various factors such as lending money, the value of the person, and whether he or she can be used eight fingers in the future. Those with better ratings are given safer jobs and vice versa. His work was --- ---zernous transmission of the witch kingdom, he said. Whether it's safe or not is still unknown, hmm. So what's
going on? Did you just have something to say? Oh, don't mind the dark one. I'm just muttering to me. The person who answered his question was the leader of the mercenary team. He's a strong man. Very different from Christopher, who is in his forties and has a thick layer of fat around his waist. This man is young,
sharp and seems only in his twenties. He wears a piece of steel covering his chest and has a bra Below. A helmet that could cover his entire face sat beside him, along with a worn sword. The young man was the leader in charge of protecting the Grain Convoy of the Kingdom of the Witch, which consisted of seven
vehicles. The security team consisted of a total of 24 people, all of them used by eight fingers and, like Christopher, belonging to the smuggling department. Although they are employees of the same department, they still charge for their services and at an even higher rate than mercenaries of the same level. On the
contrary, they no longer have to worry about leaking information to secret missions because they are more loyal to the task at hand. In the face of inconsistent threats, ordinary mercenaries are likely to abandon their missions, but these people will fight like guards to death. This is understandable, since the abandonment
of this task will oat its dignity; As a result, they will hunt and kill even if they survive the previous escape. So for someone like Christopher who doesn't know about any reliable mercenaries, the soldiers from those eight fingers are probably his best option. But on the other hand, again, for this task, they are his only option.
It was a direct order of the superiors to use these soldiers. To compensate for the lack of options, they offered their services for free, and so he had extra money to hire more mercenaries. However, hiring more mercenaries would be seen as a sign of distrust of these people. Leaving aside that their choice was indicated
by high-ranking colleagues, so that hiring other mercenaries could be seen as disobeying their orders. After careful thought Christopher decided not to hire more mercenaries. Moreover, all the guards seem quite capable, but of course Christopher, who is not a warrior, can not accurately understand their power. However,
this is not a problem, as the superiors testified to them, claiming that they were excellent. Go order will be dangerous for any reason. Speaking of which, if he was asked if he felt safe leaving with such a small detail, he would have liked more capable people. It would be great if you could borrow a general from the
security service, a member of the Six Arms, an eight-finger execution team. Not to mention that the desire will never come true. It is said that six weapons, including the leader of the zero, which is considered the strongest warrior of the eight fingers, were killed in conflict with the royal family, shortly before the disaster
caused by Jaldabaoth. It is well known that their defeat is the Brain of Unglaus, a warrior who served under the Golden Princess. It would be outrageous to suggest that all six of them were defeated by one person, but apparently Blue Roses, adamantite-rated fake venture group, was also involved in the fight.
Christopher's case is that this is most likely a six-on-six fight. The security department is believed to have lost most of its members in combat. Currently, each department is building its own strength to compensate for this loss, to the extent that even homicide officers are beginning to act under the lights. However, it
helped improve the mood of those in the eight fingers to such an extent that it is now even better than before Jaldabaoth appeared. Internal conflicts have permeated the past, and he is incapable of becoming a victim of the dirty tricks played behind their backs. Some traffickers even alerted authorities to people from
other departments during smuggling missions. Nowadays, however, older people are working together to the point of almost disgusting thinking. As a result, the business expanded, and the illegal profit from each attempt also increased. Minute. The leader of the mercenaries fart, yawning. This is an inevitable
phenomenon of ergies, but he has no intention of apologizing. Unconscious. Christopher frowned. It's the worst sound to wake up while dreaming. You'd like to complain, but this young man. his companion during a trip to Re Lovell, a major port city west of the Kingdom. His desire to maintain friendships with him
suppressed his desire to complain. But the ship will be used to transport cargo from Re-Lovell to the Holy Kingdom, so it will be the work of a certain merchant. He's a great man, and Christopher knows him very well. What surprised him was that the man was also a member of The Eight Fingerers, but he claimed they
were only edied for the common good. However, he could do nothing but worry. You look relaxed. Don't you think someone's going to attack? Oh, I don't feel any bad omens, so no problem. Well, I know where you're from, but you must have had times when you thought it would work right? There were times when you
had a bad feeling about something, so you're trying to plan it, and it's eventually come true, or something like that. ... Yes, I've been through this before. See what? Our past experience is as capable as our intuition. The leader of the mercenaries speaks in a tone that does not correspond to his appearance. That's it. Well,
we also raised the Flag of the Witch. Only stupid farmers who go to work as robbers dare to attack such a convoy, in which case we can easily cope with hundreds of such names. What if it wasn't a farmer? Are you worried about other mercenaries? Can't they recognize the Flag of the Witch, the hottest object now? He
shrugged: Experienced mercenaries are able to collect incredible information. And those who do not even know the flags of the surrounding countries, I am not afraid. ... You don't seem to believe that. Think about it, you worry when you know nothing about the nobleman you're going to play? You wouldn't want to get
into trouble like that, would you? It's just so ... I'm curious, too. most dangerous if you want to play it? About this - celebrities like Raeven and Boullope, for example. People like them have strong armies stationed on their territory and it is dangerous to run into them. Well, they both suffered big losses in this war, so maybe
they're not as dangerous as they used to be... Don't be careless. Blumrush pays very well, so I do not want to be his enemy ... Well, I just don't want hate from any noble gentleman. But you are being supported by a sinner corporation. Are you serious? So you are, aren't you? If I have a problem with them, they'll leave
me right now without rethinking anything. Just like you, right? Yes. They were silent, and the mood began to feel a little gloomy. They have been reminded of the ruthlessness of their best colleagues, but there is nothing they can do about it, because they are part of the organization solely for the good. There may have
been a way of life in which he didn't ask for any connection with the organization, but that wouldn't make him the great businessman he is today. He may still have to stick to small business deals to this day. If the word if it carries the meaning of countless possibilities, but cannot go back in time, one must be content with
the present. ... Don't worry, don't worry, right? I get it. So what is the worst threat we can face right now? if the enemy is using missiles to try to burn down the convoy - burning, not looting--- it means we are involved in an even bigger conspiracy - a national issue. Or a conspiracy by a rival organization. An organization
that can compete with eight fingers ... Is it possible? Even a rival group would not want to burn witches if they were confident enough that they would not leave the slightest idea that they could be found. Personally, I think that a national conspiracy or conspiracy on the part of the Kingdom or neighboring countries is even
more possible. We certainly have a lot of threats from the It's more... If so, in this case, there's nothing to worry about, hmm. That's the truth? By the way, now it looks safe. Don't worry, just sit there. The convoy quickly approached the forest. They can use this fact to assess their appmedable location. Christopher
envisioned at the beginning of the card to confirm that they are actually on a good process. You can finally relax. Messing up work involving the Witch Kingdom will have frightening consequences. Around noon. According to the plan, they just pass through this forest, and then can relax. It's a wild forest, it shows signs of
being able to be supported by humans, so it doesn't take too long for them to get through this place. The sound of the horse-riding running again can be heard through the swaying chariot, at which point the vehicle also begins to slow down. Christopher looks at the mercenary leader and finds the atmosphere around him
completely different from before, everything becomes serious. Excuse me, I think I have a job. Two men stick their heads in the door, the men of the leader of the mercenaries. Sorry styling! This guy said there were a lot of residents hiding in the woods. The soldier was startled as he turned his face to Christopher. The
man he mentioned this guy said their detective. ... Not robbers, but villagers? How do you know that? Yes, the money comes from their equipment. They have no armor, no weapons. Many of them also use hoe as weapons ... It's not a baton, it's a hoe? The stones can even be used as weapons... But you said hoe?
That's weird. No, they're metal hoes? I couldn't get any closer to the look, but they seemed to be made of wood. Christopher, sitting quietly listening to the conversation, though he had to be ordinary farmers returning to each other after working in the field. ? That's right? Hoe? Is this a gimmick...? I don't feel that way...
Take a few people to disperse them? Maybe we're too careful... The leader of the mercenaries muttered. The situation looks like he's talking to himself, and that's probably why he's muttering enough. for others to hear. I guess so. Excuse me, excuse me for interfering with your conversation, but can I say anything? Well,
it's all right. As long as it's constructive, we never have too much. First of all, this forest is well maintained - cultivated forest, people let their pigs for food here or something. Are they just here to look after the pigs? If so, if we disband them, it sounds like we're trying to steal pigs. We also hang the flag of the Witch of the
Kingdom, if there are rumors that the Witch Kingdom stole pigs, would it be bad if they knew? - Ssss - rubbed the lips of the lost leader of the mercenaries. Until now, the flags have ensured their safety. They had the right to drive through several cities on the road and treat them with respect, but now it seems that the
grace of the Witch has turned into shackles. Shame on the Witch would bring distress to themselves. That's why Christopher didn't dare bring contraband for a later sale. You say they have a lot, so how much? Generalization... about 50 people. I think it's too much work for a simple contract job, what do you think? He
was brought to the farm, and his parents were simple. Christopher has no experience of pig farming. No, no, no, no, no, no, no, I don't know if it's too little or too small. I don't know how many men it takes to catch a dog. Maybe they're here to plant more trees, or cut down some of them. I've also heard that there's a kind
of contract job that requires pigs or something like that... Well, if they're carrying picks, it's probably. So, what about the nobles of this land? Is there any rumor that he took the peasant to death? Christopher kneaded his thick neck as he responded. No, I've seen him once in the past. He's quite young, but he's also very
reliable. His territory also stabilized under his administration. If he learns more about the etema of aristocratic and political strategies, he will have Bright hybrids ahead. Although he didn't know him well, they shared conversations when Christopher supplied wine to several pubs in the capital sponsored by Eight Fingerers.
Unfortunately, Christopher did not arrange a meeting, so he never dealt with this aristocrat, even if he had crossed this passage on his territory before. The Lord here has the potential to earn Christopher's attention, not the man who will mobilize the villagers to attack the convoys. From what Christopher can remember,
there aren't many villagers on his territory who are hungry enough to attack the convoy, let alone fifty people. There is a difference between him and the man represented by Christopher Hilma Cygnaeus. No, this man is just stupid without a rival. Christopher can't do anything else, but suddenly the stress on his forehead
when he remembers being abused there. Folded, even if we were attacked, they were just fifty unsathed names and armor. We will take care of them easily. Could this be the bait and there are more soldiers lying somewhere waiting for an attack? The two mercenaries looked at each other when they heard what their
leader had said. There's a possibility. Should we scout around us? If that's the case, we need a little more time. It's safer to go apologize, do it. Please don't take too long, if we stray too much, I'll have to build an army of trucks next time to finally lose time. Well, just look around and come back as soon as you can. The
scout nodded and ran away. After about 10 minutes, he returned to report that, in addition to fifty people, the ambush was no longer expected. They came to the conclusion that they should be here for contract work and to continue their journey. But in less than five minutes the column had to stop. ... Dude, I'm sorry, but
can I bother you so you can leave for a second? The villagers blocked our way. If they had enemies, we will just frighten them, but they seem carefree, indifferent, or... they just don't look Lam. So I hope he can go out and talk to them? Of course, his safety was our main concern, so we prepared this shield for him. To be
honest, Christopher really wanted to deny the mercenary's request. After all, he did not believe in his own abilities, avoided all violent clashes throughout his life. But, it's not something you can ignore. If they were embroiled in a dispute about what happened today, Christopher would have paid for his approach to this
path. In this case, it will affect not only him, but also his children, who will inherit the business. ... OK, let's go. Christopher and the leader of the mercenaries together left the stage and went forward to the environment. They were accompanied by mercenaries with a large shield called a tower shield that could cover half
of his body during negotiations. In addition, they were also watched by soldiers who played a deterrent role, and bows were hidden in the forest. Of course, the leader of the mercenaries is there too. He warned Christopher to be careful and heed his orders if any situation occurred. Between the two sides of the forest on
the road in front of them, several residents sit to speak. Make no mistake, they may be the only villagers who return home after they complete the day of agricultural work. But if that's the case, why do they stop in the middle of the road to block the road? Perhaps the mercenary leader noticed Christopher's anxiety as he
began muttering to him in an attempt to start a conversation. Hey, that's a little weird, isn't it? If they're planning to jump on us, they should spread on both sides of the road and hide in the woods or something like that. There were many ways of ambushing, but none of them required him to get out in the middle of the
road. No commander is stupid enough to make such a mistake. Can they try to scare us? Scare us? With this equipment? In such numbers? Isn't that offensive to us, if that's the case? Have Has my patron used such low-level mercenaries before? By the way, the distance between them is huge, and in front of them
there is a queue of mercenaries. I'm just a merchant who got a transport contract. If people on the road are asking for some kind of nobility or something, we don't want any of that. Please stay out of the way, or we will have to use force against you in self-defense. The man came out of the woods as he had just told the
villagers he was finished. The man was wearing exquisite body armor, but since he was not wearing a helmet, Christopher could see his face. This is the one Christopher used to date. Unfortunately, for the sake of the future of the kingdom, I cannot accept your passing. ... I do not know. Christopher can't stop himself
from making sounds. Not only him, the mercenaries around him made the same sound. ... I get it. It seems that there is some misunderstanding here, we transport only the relief food of the Witch to the Holy Kingdom. I am so sorry! Ah---! I know! That's why we're doing this! Or rather, what kind of thinking, in his opinion,
he is going to come to such a conclusion? Christopher was confused from the depths of his heart. But wait, it doesn't matter what that nasty idiot thinks. I don't think his area is near this place? Why is he here? Do they have hooks together? But the owner of this land even bothered to cooperate with this guy? Fur,
anyway. Christopher thought. The man pleaded guilty, now Christopher can report to his superiors that they were detained by fools standing in the way of the Witch. It's not even a problem with the Kingdom or the Witch if he kills them all. He just signaled to the mercenaries around them, he felt a strong sense that he
shouldn't. The man they call Philip was a nobleman with the support of Hilma Cygnaeus. Christopher, who was humiliated and had to hide his anger under a false smile afterwards, was told that although the man was a fool, he was still valuable, so it was best to ignore his own humiliation. Is it a good idea to kill a good
eight-toed? If we talk about common law, the local aristocrat never attacks the caravan carrying the flag of the Witch. Everyone should know that they will only anger the Witch Kingdom and ruin the total war between the nations. No matter how stupid the aristocrat is, they certainly won't do anything like that. If so, what is
his reason for doing so? Besides, if he tries to pretend to be a thug, at least he'll cover his face. I can't understand his reasons. No matter how stupid someone may be, they should at least know that they have to hide their identity in this situation. Since he wears body armor, he must be accompanied by a helmet that can
cover his entire face. If that's the case, he wants us to see his face. Does he want us to identify this guy as Philip? Why -- Wou Ah! Christopher suddenly remembers the existence of illusion magic. That's it! It's an illusion! Someone is trying to impersonate Philip, so they pretend to be his appearance. Maybe, after all,
these villagers are not villagers... He tried to put it off perfectly. And then - So, you said, in particular, you robbed us because we brought the grain to the Witch. Isn't that true? Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, Now, what's going on? The leader of the mercenaries stood next to him and asked with a confused look.
That's understandable. He's waiting for an order to destroy, so Christopher's with him like crazy. Yes, we will use these cereals effectively! The man, believed to be Philip, answered with pride. He speaks like a retarded... The man who pretended to be thinking why you. I have to say something stupid. But... But maybe
it's a pre-prepared scenario? But why? Christopher's first thought was about the rival organizations that mercenary leaders mentioned in their previous conversations, and his next thought was about the leaders of the Eight Fingers. If it was before, they should leave this place immediately. Eight fingers give the most
severe punishment to those who betrayed them, and then to those who failed to work, which they gave. If that was the case before, then their opponents should have enough numbers to defeat guard Christopher. But even if they were wearing only disguises or anything, Christopher couldn't think of a reason why
residents were holding shovels. Now that you think about it, the spin feels more natural. If so, then they should get into something really troublesome, something that is very troublesome. This may hint that the leaders of the Eight Fingers are still not as united as they used to be, and are still trying to sabotage each other.
Or is that what they all mean? Should we be thrown away? Are they trying to push Philip, the aristocrat of the Kingdom, to kill him? ... His true body may have been considered. If so, what is their next best move? Hey, sir? What do we do now? Are you scared? You know we can easily fight someone like him, don't you?
Although the aristocratic-looking man had a pretty impressive armor, he didn't seem to have the right skills. The leader of the mercenaries spoke in a low voice. Now is not the time for this, he should not interrupt Christopher's thoughts. -Wait a while. Just wait a minute. Their problems are gone. If they insist on killing
Philip, why didn't they mention it earlier? If they'd told Christopher first, he wouldn't have to worry too much. You're going to take care of that guy like he's a regular thug. Therefore, their plan was to force the convoy of the Witch to kill one of the Noble Kings. and put nations on the brink of war? This thought makes
Christopher suddenly tilt his head. In an obvious situation, it is like a merchant of the Kingdom killing one of the nobles of the Kingdom in self-defense. It is difficult to fight this condition. Of course, Christopher, who has a deep connection to the underworld, knows very well that many people will not think twice about
doing something as long as they have a reason. There are those who will kill for the simplest reason, but it is difficult to imagine such an impulsive country as this. ... Then there is only one possibility. My colleagues decided to do it, but never told me, so it's just a misunderstanding. After all, there will be no way they think
they can kill us all right now and not let news of it spread everywhere. Reckless mistakes are an old story like time, so it's not a funny guess. What would be his best move from now on and on? If he takes independent measures, he will most likely be looked after on the road. If you want to avoid this situation, you should
at least have an excuse, you have to act in a way that can shift responsibility to others. Killing Philip's boyfriend would be the worst option. As soon as he dies, we can only get his body back, and that could off Cygnaeus. If so ... ... Leave the car... leave this place. If we were, he wouldn't haunt us anymore, would he?
And? Christopher goes out of his way to ignore the confusing sound wafted from the mouth of a mercenary. Of course! I have no intention of harming the merchants of the Kingdom! Even directly, you're still hurting me. Despite such hateful thoughts, Christopher still does not allow him to show his face. Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh,
oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh That's right? Are you serious now? What is going on? What is going on? Are you hitting something? Or do you see an army I can't see? This is the order of the commissioner, who is preparing to withdraw Go. The leader of the mercenaries curled his eyes and paused for a moment.
Perhaps he is considering hitting Christopher, his own opinion and his future. After a while, with the expression saying that he can not accept any of them, he says: I understand. The mercenaries wrapped Christopher around when they retreated. He allowed to take the grain, but knew exactly the quantity and what was
in the product. If worse for the worse, he can always redeem the goods and send it to the Holy Kingdom. They're not going to be picky and they just want this mess, are they? Although he would have to apologise to the sea merchants waiting for him, it was necessary for him to return to the capital to ask Cygnaeus
herself about it. Christopher knew from the bottom of his heart that there was no easy way out of this situation. Is it because traders know which side is the right side? They retreated without removing their swords. There are many wagons that are their vanity. He looked inside, all filled with barrels and barrels, each filled
with flakes. Although these are all cereals that are easy to store and mean not fresh, they will be safe to use. It's disappointing that it's just food. Philip wanted to take something as a victory to celebrate his great achievement, but the grain could not achieve this goal. If there is only one armor or sword here, I can take
one as a souvenir... So we should really ask these people to leave their guns, don't we? Philip looked at the freight wagon as his prize. The horses were taken away, so they had no way to move them. Of course, Philip ordered them to leave the horses, but a man like him, who led a group of mercenaries, refused his
orders. He even fired an arrow into a tree next to Philip. Although Philip is uncomfortable in his stomach, he has no other way to retreat. I have body armor, so I'll be fine, but these soldiers are not the same boat as me. how pathetic that we lose our own interests when we have to take care of This is. Although, look how
well it went. Not a single wound and not a drop of blood to shed - I wanted to keep it through. Philip surveyed him loiering and his gaze fell on the flag of the Witch kingdom. Oh, I can keep it as a souvenir. The first to capture the flag of the Witch, who defeated the 200,000 mighty army of the Kingdom in battle, it was me!
The mu of the head, the ear, Philp nodded. Despite the desire to hide his joy, he could not hide and smiled. The perfect conclusion suits you to be the best you think you are, you are really a person with special abilities. It makes me very happy. Here are great achievements. Because there are a lot of flags around, it's
okay if you do it with one of them, right? After finishing this thought, Philip dropped the flag and began to trample it. The image of that impure witch of the flag of the Kingdom fills the heart, full of excitement. This is something no one else in the Kingdom can do. True, Philip did what no man could do. Take a look! After
all, I'm not useless! Compared to you, compared to your father - compared to everyone else in the Kingdom! I'm really the greatest! Well, amm, sir. Can we really get them? Or is it better to leave them there? One of the villagers inspected the truck and timidly asked. To his excitement Philip asked, not hiding his feelings:
... What're you talking about? No, you see, these people aren't coming back here with the soldiers? What do you mean? Do you think it's better that we kill these merchants? K-No! That's not what I meant! You shouldn't kill them. So what are you trying to say? Hmm, sir. What are we going to do about it? If we can get
them back, how do we do it? Other villagers also intervened, which disturbed Philip. What we should do... Even if you force all fifty of them to continue it, it's not enough to move all them to take over. The vehicles themselves are of high quality, so perhaps they can sell at a reasonable price, or Philip can only use them.
But, with the manpower in your hands, bringing this place back will not be an easy task - it will be hard, tedious work. As soon as Philip had headaches, he heard people running on the grass. When he looked at the source of the sound, he saw the shadows of two masked men. Philip-kaka! It's Wayne's voice, but his
equipment looks completely different than it used to be. The dirty leather armor he wore has now been replaced by sturdy armor, and he also has a sword at the waist. Why did he change his equipment? Philip felt doubt in his heart, but the excitement about the outcome of this activity was much stronger and thus
overwhelmed by it. Hello! You two! Come here, here - look at our networks! This is... What's going on? Wayne stopped, looked round and spoke in an incredible tone, as if the freight cars were there was a wonderful strange sight. In different from the usual fight and raid - once you believe Philip understands the issues
Wayne has in his head. To confirm Philip's thoughts, Igor opened his mouth to ask. ... Exactly. It seems that none of Philip-Kakka's soldiers were injured. The earth looks very beautiful, the air looks very good, even without blood. What tactics did you use? Do you have any special magic items? If you had magic, but
that's not what Igor says, would it? Not really, I finally gathered a lot of people, the enemy just does not want to fight to the death. I think so. They both turned their faces together, but since they were both hidden faces, he could not see how their expressions were. Now - how should we divide? Frankly, the military
athletes in front of them are completely because of Philip's actions. This annoyed him somewhat when he had to share the prize with two of them just standing from afar as the audience. However If Philip had embraced them all himself, they would have been unhappy. After all, they had to mobilize the villagers on their
territory. Eighty percent of the loyalty must belong to Philip, who can take the rest. Taking a tenth of the teddy just to mobilize some villagers, they couldn't want more, right? There's no need to worry about it. Wrong, if we take a piece of loyt without doing anything. Please, Philip-Kacca, you have to take them all. I believe
there is no objection, right? That's right, Philip-kaka has to take everything, including the freight car. Even someone like Philip feels guilty if he gets it all by hearing such intimate words. Although they say that their village is too small for Philip to stay there, the fact that they camped next to the forest and prepared food for
him means that these favors must be returned. It's funny, it's funny. Shouldn't we be working together? I'll leave some of the tedies, anyway, please use them. No, no, we've had enough, Philip-Kakka. Wayne replied without hesitation, no doubt present in his reply. All this is earned by the efforts of Philip-Kakka. It's the
rule of nobility, we can't accept these things. Really? Yes, they replied in sync. They seem to have determination on this issue, so there is nothing more he can do. All of us! Philip's heart was appalled by this thought. For it was so, I will accept it all. Also - though a little awkward, I have a request to you d.d. Can I borrow
horses to pull out these wagons? Horse? ... What should we do? After a while they seemed to reach an agreement and quickly returned to Philip. We will prepare the horses as quickly as possible. However, these horses are not military horses, but workhorses, Can you return them as soon as you're done with them?
Thank you very much. It is important to note that perhaps it is better to lower the flag of the Witch. He wouldn't want to be seen by ordinary people while transporting it days ago, so while it will be difficult, please think about transporting them through the woods. I understand I'll do it. Soon their shadows were no longer
seen in the woods. Philip considered the freight wagons again. It's proof of your victory. They're as bright as your future. On the other hand, the rest lie at Philip's feet, the dusty flags of the Witch kingdom, which is a sign of the events of this country last fall. A what.
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