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    Chapter 1



    



    A small metal workshop located in the Guro Industrial Complex.



    



    The old workshop sign, which looked to be over 30 years old, was covered in grime and dust.



    



    While other factories in the neighborhood opened their doors and started their daily work, the iron shutters of this workshop remained firmly closed.



    



    The locals, thinking it was just business as usual, passed by the workshop without a second thought.



    



    However, the sounds of machinery diligently working could be heard from inside the workshop.



    



    "Hey! Hurry up and move that over there!"



    



    The elderly, middle-aged man, the Factory Manager, barked, and the young man repeatedly bowed his head and began to move the pieces of steel plate scattered on the floor.



    



    The Factory Manager, with streaks of white visible among his black hair, took out a cigarette and put it in his mouth.



    



    Even with a cigarette in his mouth, his hand movements as he fed a long steel plate into the machine were flawless, demonstrating the years of experience the Factory Manager had accumulated in his work.



    



    Every time the Factory Manager pushed the long steel plate into the hydraulic cutting machine, a clang echoed, and a piece of steel plate, cut to the same length, fell to the floor.



    



    The young man picking up the steel plates was a Westerner with blonde hair.



    



    With his long ears, he was handsome enough to be a model in a magazine, but he was diligently working in greasy overalls, his movements clumsy compared to the Factory Manager's.



    



    As the young man, who had been gathering the steel pieces in one place, wiped the sweat off his greasy gloves, the sound of the machine stopping echoed throughout the workshop.



    



    "Good. We're done. Hey! Channing! Bring the rest to the bending machine."



    



    "Yes, sir!"



    



    The bending machine was a massive machine made up of huge rollers, literally used to bend steel plates into a curved shape.



    



    The young man called Channing began to stack the cut steel plates neatly onto a wooden pallet.



    



    The Factory Manager walked over to the bending machine, flipped the switch, and started operating it by turning various knobs.



    



    After setting up the bending machine, the Factory Manager straightened up and turned around.



    



    "Steel plate coming."



    



    "Alright."



    



    The Factory Manager replied and looked at Channing.



    



    Channing was slowly moving the wooden pallet, attaching it to the hoist, a crane hanging from the workshop ceiling.



    



    The pallet, lifted into the air with the whirring of the motor, moved, and the Factory Manager signaled with his hand to maneuver the hoist.



    



    "Good... good... Watch your surroundings! To the right... to the right... Okay! Lower it here!"



    



    "Yes, sir!"



    



    Following the Factory Manager's instructions, Channing carefully lowered the pallet to the designated location using the hoist.



    



    While Channing untied the rope connected to the hoist and organized it, the Factory Manager lifted a steel plate.



    



    "Channing. Watch and learn. This is how you bend. I'll teach you how to set up the machine later. Just watch and insert them one by one like this. Got it?"



    



    "Yes, Factory Manager-nim!"



    



    Channing's eyes sparkled as he watched the Factory Manager's hand movements.



    



    ******



    



    It had already been several months since the back of the workshop connected to Polchis, a large city in another world.



    



    At first, the Factory Manager was bewildered, but he had gradually gotten used to it and was now living a life of making and delivering goods based on various requests from that world.



    



    Since he had been running the workshop as a half-hearted hobby, the leisurely pace of work and the small-scale requests from the other world were rather agreeable to the Factory Manager.



    



    Then, a young man with pointed ears, Channing, who had offered to do any work in exchange for food, joined him, and the Factory Manager, thinking this wasn't so bad, was teaching Channing the ropes one by one.



    



    Channing was a young man who had suddenly appeared one day and persistently begged for work.



    



    To be precise, he had come to weed and mow the backyard, but ended up clinging to the Factory Manager's pants, begging for a job.



    



    That, too, was several months ago.



    



    The Factory Manager thought that if he had to do the current task, attaching iron rings to wooden barrels, alone without Channing, he would have immediately refused the request.



    



    Due to his age, it wasn't easy to do it alone. Therefore, the young and bright Channing was proving to be quite helpful.



    



    ******



    



    The Factory Manager took out a cigarette and put it in his mouth as he watched Channing work. He was using the bending machine to roll the long, cut steel plates into a circular shape.



    



    One, two... After rolling several steel plates into circles, Channing removed the finished one, inserted a new one, and pressed the operation button.



    



    And at that moment.



    



    The steel plate suddenly started rolling in at high speed.



    



    "Uh oh... Factory Manager-nim! This is too fast!"



    



    "You idiot! Let go!"



    



    As the panicked Channing quickly tried to grab the steel plate, the Factory Manager ran over, pushed Channing away, and pressed the emergency stop button.



    



    -Whoosh-



    



    With the sound of air releasing, the machine came to a halt, and the Factory Manager sighed deeply.



    



    Then he yelled.



    



    "Be careful! You idiot! If your hand gets caught in there, it'll be completely mangled."



    



    "Yes... Yes, sir!"



    



    Channing politely bowed his head at the Factory Manager's reprimand, and the Factory Manager stepped back.



    



    Channing started to insert the steel plate into the bending machine again.



    



    "Channing, are you getting scolded again?!"



    



    The back door of the workshop opened, and a young lady entered, shouting. The Factory Manager and Channing looked at her.



    



    "Ah! Richel! Haha, hahaha!"



    



    "Just get used to it. Hurry up and help the old man."



    



    As Channing blushed and scratched his head, the young lady approached with a grin and spoke.



    



    The young lady called Richel was attractive with her red hair. She was also the daughter of the"Red Rooster,"a restaurant and pub located a short distance from the workshop.



    



    She had slightly curly, long red hair and was wearing a red dress that matched her hair, an apron, and carrying a basket.



    



    "Channing. Turn off the machine. Let's eat first."



    



    "Yes, sir!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Channing quickly pressed the machine button.



    



    ******



    



    Channing and the Factory Manager, after washing their hands at the sink, entered the small kitchen in the corner and sat around the table.



    



    While Channing poured water from the water purifier, the Factory Manager asked Richel,



    



    "Aren't you going back?"



    



    "I'm going to take a break too. I'll take the dishes when you're done."



    



    Richel perched on another chair and opened the basket. Inside were stainless steel bottles and sandwiches.



    



    The sandwiches weren't the modern type with various ingredients between slices of bread, but rather a hotdog-like food where ham and cheese were inserted into a round, hard bread that had been cut open.



    



    "Here. Ham sandwiches and hot soup."



    



    "Wow! Looks delicious. Tell your mom thanks."



    



    "I want rice..."



    



    Channing exclaimed excitedly as he looked at the sandwiches Richel took out, and the Factory Manager accepted the sandwich with a slightly displeased expression.



    



    "Even your mom and dad don't know what that 'rice' is. You're so strange, you know."



    



    At Richel's words, the Factory Manager nodded and took a bite of the sandwich.



    



    The hard bread, with a texture like a baguette, had a subtle sourness that didn't quite suit the Factory Manager's taste.



    



    To the Factory Manager, bread was a sweet treat like red bean buns or cream buns, so he wasn't accustomed to the sour taste of bread meant for meals.



    



    However, since this was the only food available for delivery from the restaurants in this world where rice didn't exist, the Factory Manager swallowed his complaints and chewed on the bread.



    



    After all, filling his stomach was all that mattered.



    



    "Here's the soup. Today it's cabbage soup with chicken."



    



    Richel took out a wide-mouthed bottle from the basket, opened it, poured the soup into a stainless steel dish, and handed it over.



    



    "My mom loves the bottle and dish you made, you know. At first, she was worried that the metal would rust, but she's so happy that it doesn't."



    



    Richel closed the lid of the stainless steel bottle.



    



    The Factory Manager had been ordering meals from Richel's restaurant since he started working in the workshop, but he was dissatisfied with the lukewarm soup always delivered in wooden bowls. So, he had used a press to stamp thin stainless steel plates into dishes and a bending machine and welding to create bottles.



    



    The bottle openings were threaded, making them easy to open and close.



    



    The bottle and dish had greatly pleased the restaurant owner couple.



    



    "It's stainless steel. Stainless steel doesn't rust."



    



    "That's amazing. Even Mr. Popper, the blacksmith over there, was shocked by this kind of metal."



    



    "Well, Popper wouldn't know about this stuff. But his skills are the real deal."



    



    The Factory Manager took a bite of the sandwich.



    



    Popper was a blacksmith working nearby. He was a dwarf, and a rival of sorts to the Factory Manager. However, they acknowledged each other's skills.



    



    Popper mainly made pots and farming tools, while the Factory Manager received orders and sold stainless steel bowls, spoons, and the like, so they didn't clash much.



    



    Rather, the Factory Manager sometimes sent customers to Popper, and vice versa. In a way, their relationship was like that of neighboring factories in the same town.



    



    Or rather, it would be more accurate to call them friends who occasionally drank together at the pub.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. You use stainless steel often, but what exactly is it that makes it rust-proof?"



    



    Channing asked, his eyes sparkling as he looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    Those eyes played a part in the Factory Manager's decision to take Channing under his wing and teach him. He was curious and full of questions. It was surprisingly enjoyable to have a young man ask about things he didn't know.



    



    The Factory Manager handed over the remaining sandwich, drank some water, and then spoke.



    



    "Stainless steel is a type of steel mixed with things like chromium (Cr) or nickel (Ni). This chromium thing, it sticks to oxygen better than iron does. So, it covers the iron like a coating, preventing oxidation, which is like rusting. That's how it prevents the iron from rusting."



    



    "Uh... So, does that mean it's already rusted?"



    



    "Well, you could say that, but I can't explain it in more detail. Anyway, that's how it is."



    



    "The world of metal is truly fascinating. There's always more to learn."



    



    Channing scratched his head.



    



    Actually, the Factory Manager could have explained it in more detail, but Channing wouldn't be able to understand all of that knowledge.



    



    Things like chromium or nickel were unknown in this world. Therefore, he tried to explain it using the simplest terms possible, but there were limits.



    



    "I don't understand a word you're saying. Now, hurry up and eat. I need to take the dishes back."



    



    Richel grumbled as she listened to their conversation, and Channing laughed and quickly stuffed the sandwich into his mouth.



    



    The Factory Manager also took a bite of the remaining sandwich and slurped up the soup from the dish.



    



    "Well, it wasn't meant for you to understand. Just know that there's something like that."



    



    "I don't understand what you're saying, Factory Manager-nim. It sounds like a story from another world. Just like those machines you use to make things."



    



    "Ahem!"



    



    The Factory Manager coughed at Richel's words and lifted his glass of water.



    



    Channing scooped up some soup and said,



    



    "You don't need to think too deeply about it. It's amazing, but I'm using them too."



    



    Richel nodded as she put the empty bottle back into the basket.



    



    "Well, I guess if Channing can handle them, they must not be that amazing."



    



    "Hey! Is that a compliment or an insult?"



    



    The Factory Manager wiped the remaining soup in the dish with his sandwich and put it in his mouth, listening to the conversation between Richel and Channing.



    



    He wasn't hiding the fact that his workshop in the Guro Industrial Complex was connected to Polchis in this other world, but he wasn't boasting about it either. So, the Factory Manager remained silent.



    



    "Alright. Let's take a short break and then get back to work."



    



    The Factory Manager said, holding out his empty dish, and Channing, who had been chatting with Richel, hurriedly stuffed the sandwich into his mouth.



    



    Channing choked and pounded his chest, and Richel laughed and patted his back.

  
    Chapter 2



    



    Channing rolled the steel plate with the bending machine, and the Factory Manager took it and welded it. Every time he welded the rolled steel plate with the electric welder, an incredibly bright light sparked and flew up.



    



    The Factory Manager, who was welding with a mask on, shouted at Channing, who was staring blankly.



    



    "Idiot! You'll hurt your eyes! Don't be distracted! You'll get hurt!"



    



    "Ah! Yes!"



    



    Channing quickly turned his head back at the Factory Manager's roar.



    



    After spot welding the ends of the joined steel plates, he repeatedly filled the remaining gaps using a welding rod.



    



    "Damn it! This is annoying. That Kruter guy! Why did he order so many barrels! I should have dumped it on Popper!"



    



    "But Mr. Kruter came here after visiting Mr. Popper's place."



    



    "Damn that Popper! He dumped it on me because it was annoying for him too! Hey! Channing! You weld after you're done bending."



    



    The Factory Manager shouted as he took off his mask and welder, and Channing looked at him with a bright smile.



    



    "Really? I can do it?"



    



    "I taught you last time. You'll get in trouble if you make a mistake."



    



    "Don't worry! I'm done bending!"



    



    Channing smiled brightly and started rolling the remaining steel plates with the bending machine. The Factory Manager took out another cigarette and lit it.



    



    ******



    



    Channing squatted down and started welding.



    



    He was still awkward, so he couldn't match the Factory Manager's speed. However, the Factory Manager could feel his enthusiasm.



    



    The last time he taught Channing how to weld, he was so bad that he scolded him a lot, but the Factory Manager could see that his skills had improved a lot.



    



    The Factory Manager remembered Channing kneeling and asking if he could practice welding after work. He wasn't that annoyed by the persistent guy, so he threw him a bundle of welding rods.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim! Will this do?"



    



    Channing asked, holding up a finished welded ring (Ring, 고리), and the Factory Manager, with a cigarette in his mouth, examined the weld.



    



    The weld was good enough to use, so he was pleased, but the Factory Manager put on a serious expression and opened his mouth.



    



    "It's better than last time. But you're too slow! If you're slow, the weld will be excessive, making post-processing difficult."



    



    "I understand!"



    



    Channing smiled and squatted down again, picking up another ring and starting to weld.



    



    The Factory Manager walked to the side and picked up the welded ring, clamping it in a vise (Vise, 공작물을 끼워 고정하는 기구). He was going to grind the weld.



    



    He thought Kruter, the barrel maker, would be happy with it even if he sent it roughly finished, but the Factory Manager's pride wouldn't allow it.



    



    The Factory Manager took out a hand grinder (Hand Grinder, 손잡이 연삭기) and started grinding the weld of the ring.



    



    "... ... one... here?"



    



    Meanwhile, someone's voice could be heard.



    



    It wasn't a very loud voice, so it didn't reach the ears of the Factory Manager or Channing.



    



    "Is anyone there?!"



    



    A slightly louder voice was heard, and only then did the Factory Manager turn off the grinder.



    



    "Who's there?"



    



    The Factory Manager looked towards the entrance.



    



    A fairly young man was standing there. He was wearing a cloak and a long, patterned cloth garment, a surcoat.



    



    "I... I want to have a sword made..."



    



    "A sword? If it's a sword, go see Popper over there."



    



    "Th... there... it's too expensive..."



    



    The young man stammered. The Factory Manager immediately realized he was a young knight without much money.



    



    "Damn. We don't deal with swords here."



    



    "Th... the lady at the Red Rooster said the kitchen knife made here is the best and that you would make a good sword too... Is there any way?"



    



    Seeing the knight blushing as he spoke, the Factory Manager felt a little sorry for him.



    



    Seeing the young man who had just become a knight and couldn't afford a decent sword, he was reminded of himself when he had come up to Seoul with nothing, stealing a bus ride.



    



    The Factory Manager took out a cigarette, lit it, exhaled the smoke, and looked at the young man.



    



    "Alright. I'll make you one. But I've never made a sword before, what does it look like?"



    



    "Ah! Thank you! Then, if you could make it similar to this, it would be great. It's a sword I borrowed from a senior."



    



    The young man quickly drew the sword from his waist and handed it over.



    



    "Ah... so this is the shape... Alright. Come back tomorrow."



    



    "To... tomorrow?! Can you make it that fast?"



    



    "I hate wasting time."



    



    "I understand. The... the price..."



    



    The young man pulled out a pouch from his waist.



    



    "How much are you willing to pay?"



    



    "I... I have one gold coin and 20 silver coins. Will that be enough?"



    



    At those words, the Factory Manager frowned, and the young man immediately lowered his head.



    



    "I'm sorry. That was a ridiculous price, wasn't it? I apologize for wasting your time."



    



    "No. That's fine, just give me one gold coin."



    



    "What?! Is that all it takes?"



    



    "Hurry up before I change my mind."



    



    The young man quickly handed over the gold coin, and the Factory Manager put it in his pocket.



    



    "Then come back tomorrow at this time."



    



    The Factory Manager went inside with the longsword, and the young knight ran outside with a bright smile.



    



    "Are you going to make a sword?"



    



    "The young man needs a sword to use after coming up to the capital, so I have to make one for him. He can buy a better one later when he earns money. Popper's stuff is expensive. He's unnecessarily obsessed with craftsmanship."



    



    The Factory Manager answered Channing's question and started rummaging through the pile of scrap metal.



    



    "Here it is. I picked one up from the junkyard before. I brought it back then and straightened it out."



    



    The item the Factory Manager pulled out was a leaf spring.



    



    It was a shock absorber that went under trucks and cars, and it was thick and resilient enough to be used for making farming tools.



    



    "What is that?"



    



    "Leaf spring (板spring, 판 모양의 용수철). It's resilient and strong steel. They say that making sickles or kitchen knives with this makes good quality products. I'm going to make it with this."



    



    "Wow... There was such a thing."



    



    "You just focus on your welding. Then grind the weld with the grinder. Don't forget you have to finish that by tomorrow, right?"



    



    The Factory Manager brought a large sheet of paper (全紙), placed the longsword on it, and started sketching with a pencil and ruler.



    



    "This longsword is a strangely shaped thing. I understand roughly how to make it, though."



    



    "Factory Manager-nim, you're an expert. A guy like me wouldn't even know where to start."



    



    "You're a newbie. I've been working with metal for how many years!"



    



    "I know, I know. You came up here penniless at 15 and learned by getting hit. Ugh. You always say the same thing."



    



    The Factory Manager yelled and continued drawing the shape of the longsword on the paper.



    



    After measuring the dimensions with a vernier caliper (Vernier Calliper, 아들자가 달린 측경기) and drawing the shape of the longsword blade on graph paper using a T-ruler ('T'모양의 자), the Factory Manager cut the paper along the shape with scissors and carefully glued it onto the leaf spring.



    



    Then, when he sprayed black lacquer (Lacquer, 광택제) spray on the longsword-shaped paper, the shape of the longsword was drawn directly onto the leaf spring.



    



    "I'm done welding."



    



    "Already? Did you do a sloppy job? Because you wanted to watch?"



    



    The Factory Manager asked in surprise, and Channing scratched his head.



    



    "Haha... That's part of it. But I did it carefully. I'll do the grinding later. Can I watch?"



    



    "Damn. If it comes back as defective, you'll deal with it! Come and watch then!"



    



    Channing smiled brightly and ran to the table, and the Factory Manager grumbled as he clamped the leaf spring with the longsword shape marked on it in the vise.



    



    "I'm going to cut this."



    



    "With the grinder?"



    



    "I would have if it was small. This is too big, so I'll use the plasma cutter."



    



    The Factory Manager dragged the plasma cutting machine that was standing in the corner and connected the wires.



    



    "Wear your safety goggles. You'll hurt your eyes."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Channing quickly pulled down the safety goggles he had placed on top of his head. The Factory Manager also put on the safety goggles that had fallen next to him and turned on the plasma cutter, bringing it to the leaf spring.



    



    A bright light flashed, and tremendous sparks started to fly.



    



    "Ohhh!"



    



    Channing, who was seeing a plasma cutter (Plasma Cutting Machine, 압축 기체 방전을 이용하여 높은 온도로 두꺼운 금속을 자르는 절단기) for the first time, let out a sound of amazement.



    



    "This is plasma, I don't know exactly what it is, but it pushes it out at an incredible speed, turning it completely into powder and cutting it. Don't ask me for details, I don't know. Honestly, it's not great for precise cutting, but it's fine for this level, we can grind it down later."



    



    The Factory Manager explained as he cut out the shape of the blade and the tang part that goes into the handle, then turned off the plasma cutter.



    



    "Now I'm going to mill it down."



    



    The Factory Manager walked over to the milling machine and carefully clamped the blade onto it.



    



    After leveling it as much as possible using a level (수평계), the Factory Manager attached the chuck (Chuck, 면반, 회전 고정 기구의 하나) to the milling machine and started it.



    



    The chuck started to spin with a whirring sound.



    



    "Milling (Milling, 회전축에 날을 고정해서 사용하는 절삭기) is a machine that cuts metal. If you get used to this, you can make almost anything. This is the most basic of the basics. I'll teach you later, so watch carefully."



    



    Then, he used the milling machine to smooth out the rough edges that had been cut by the plasma cutter.



    



    After milling the tang part as well, the Factory Manager turned the blade over and milled the other side in the same way. Then, he changed the chuck of the milling machine and fixed the blade to the milling table.



    



    "I need to carve the groove in the middle of this blade first. I don't know why it's there, though. Probably to reduce the weight."



    



    The Factory Manager turned on the milling machine again and carved a groove in the center of the blade by turning the handle. This was the part called the fuller.



    



    The Factory Manager didn't know much about the name or purpose of the sword. He was just making it because it was in the original.



    



    After carving the fuller, the Factory Manager changed the chuck again and carefully adjusted the angle of the milling table.



    



    Looking at the longsword the young man had left with him, the Factory Manager adjusted the angle here and there using the level and started the milling machine again. He then carved the blade into a diamond shape.



    



    Since the shape became thinner towards the front, he had to adjust the table several times while carving.



    



    Thinking this was quite a bothersome task, the Factory Manager decided he should never accept this kind of request again.



    



    Or maybe he should charge more.



    



    "It's so fast and convenient."



    



    "There's a reason why this is the most basic of the basics."



    



    The Factory Manager proudly smiled at Channing's admiration and finished the work.



    



    After finishing the milling work, the Factory Manager took the blade to the belt sander (Belt Sander, 사포 연삭기). It was a machine that rotated a huge sandpaper belt in a roller-style (Roller式).



    



    The Factory Manager turned on the belt sander and started sharpening the longsword's blade.



    



    "Looking at it, it seems like longswords are only sharpened at the tip. Judging by that one, I mean."



    



    "Ah. Is that so? Interesting."



    



    "Well, it's easier for me. Ah, Channing! Take a piece of lumber with the hand grinder and try carving a handle based on that longsword. Can you do it?"



    



    "Ah! Yes! Of course! Don't worry!"



    



    "Touch the lumber and choose the sturdiest one. There should be a hard one."



    



    Channing quickly went to the pile of lumber and started examining them.



    



    Meanwhile, the Factory Manager, who had finished sharpening the blade, put the blade down and went to the pile of scrap metal, examining the pieces. He was looking for materials to make the handle decorations.



    



    He was looking for materials to make the guard that goes on top of the handle and the pommel that hangs at the bottom of the handle to balance the weight.



    



    After finding a thick piece of steel plate and a piece of angle iron, the Factory Manager started shaping them with the milling machine.



    



    Since the shape wasn't complicated, he was able to quickly create a sleek guard that curved slightly upwards.



    



    The pommel of the original longsword was a round, flat circle, but the Factory Manager found it too bothersome to carve it into a circle, so he simply carved the pommel into an octagon.



    



    It turned out quite nicely, so he thought the young man would like it. However, since it might be a bit plain, he carved a small octagonal groove on each side of the pommel.



    



    Finally, since he had to carve a groove for the blade to fit in, he changed the chuck of the milling machine and drilled holes in the pommel and guard to match the shape.



    



    He had to change the chuck several times because it had to fit the shape of the blade.



    



    "Ah! Damn. This is really annoying."



    



    After drilling holes in the guard and pommel, fitting them onto the blade, and adjusting the grooves to complete them, the Factory Manager finally cursed and placed the longsword on the table.



    



    "Oh! I don't know why I didn't buy a CNC (Computerized numerical control, 자동 수치 제어 컴퓨터 시스템)! Channing! Are you done?"



    



    "Yes! Here it is."



    



    Channing hurriedly brought the carved handle.



    



    It was a bit rough because it was carved with a grinder, but it was almost the same shape as the handle of the original longsword.



    



    "Your skills have improved."



    



    "Thank you."



    



    "But you can't use it like this. Here, take it to the belt sander and finish it up. Can you do it?"



    



    "Yes! Of course!"



    



    Channing quickly took the handle and ran to the belt sander to finish it up.



    



    "That kid learns fast... I should start teaching him how to use the milling machine soon."



    



    The Factory Manager muttered to himself as he watched Channing and took out a cigarette.

  
    Chapter 3



    



    “Hey! Popper! Are you there?”



    



    “What is it, Black Hair? Finally decided to become my apprentice?”



    



    “Don't be ridiculous. I'd rather live on the streets than work under you.”



    



    The Factory Manager entered the blacksmith's workshop, grumbling with the dwarf Popper. Seeing the Factory Manager, Popper put down his hammer and wiped the sweat off his forehead with a towel hanging around his neck.



    



    “Still old-fashioned, I see.”



    



    “Get lost, you foreigner with no respect for tradition.” So, why are you here?”



    



    The Factory Manager presented the blade and parts of a longsword.



    



    “A longsword? You're making longswords now?”



    



    “Some young guy complained that the sword you made was useless, so he asked me to fix it.”



    



    “Bullshit! You probably took the order for a pittance again. You lack the spirit of a craftsman, that's your problem.”



    



    “Damn you. Anyway, just finish the handle. It looks like it needs to be wrapped with wire and leather, and that’s not my specialty.”



    



    Popper picked up the blade and started examining it.



    



    “Not bad, kid. You made it well. This is a strange kind of steel. It is steel, but…”



    



    “Don’t ask me how I made it. I don’t know.”



    



    “I’m not asking, damn it! Your elf apprentice must have carved the handle. It's really crude. Hey! Kelper!”



    



    “Yes!”



    



    “Finish this handle. Shape it a bit more, wrap it with wire, and finish it with leather. Got it?”



    



    The young dwarf called Kelper nodded and took the wooden handle.



    



    “So, how much will you pay me?”



    



    “Six bottles of soju.”



    



    Popper’s eyes widened at the Factory Manager’s words.



    



    “No funny business, right?”



    



    “Ah! Why would I joke about soju? I'll give you another drink when you bring the six bottles.”



    



    “Hey! Kelper! You better do a good job on that!”



    



    Popper shouted, and Kelper nodded, starting to polish the wooden handle with sandpaper.



    



    “Here he goes again, eyes sparkling at the mention of alcohol.”



    



    “Forget it, I’m in a good mood! I'll even heat treat the blade for you. You weren't even planning on doing that, were you?”



    



    “Why bother?”



    



    “Knew it.”



    



    Popper grabbed the blade, placed it in the furnace, and started pumping the bellows. As the flames rose, the blade began to heat up.



    



    “How's that Kelper kid doing?”



    



    “Of course he’s good. Whose son is he? I think he'll be ready to take over soon. How about your elf?”



    



    “Channing’s doing well too. He’s a useful guy.”



    



    While they were talking, the blade became red hot, and Popper quickly lifted it with tongs and plunged it into a long tube.



    



    Smoke rose with the hissing sound of the hot metal cooling.



    



    “Heating it up and then quenching it in oil. Classic.”



    



    “If you know that, then you do it. Don't you have any pride as a craftsman?”



    



    “Craftsman, my ass. As long as it's usable and sturdy, that’s all that matters.”



    



    “Sigh. If you didn't have the skills, I wouldn't even be mad at you for saying that.”



    



    Grumbling, Popper took out the heat-treated blade and wiped it with a cloth. Then, he put it back into the furnace, heated it to a moderate temperature, and then took it out and placed it on the workbench.



    



    Metal that has been hardened by rapid cooling after heating increases in hardness, but it becomes too brittle and breaks easily.



    



    Therefore, the basic principle of heat treatment is to heat it to a moderate temperature, cool it slowly in the air, and give it some ductility.



    



    The Factory Manager thought that Popper didn't know the principle but seemed to know it through experience. In that respect, the Factory Manager acknowledged Popper as a reliable craftsman.



    



    “There. Heat treatment is done.”



    



    “Thanks. You're the only one I can rely on.”



    



    “Damn. All talk. Kelper! Are you done?”



    



    Kelper shook his head.



    



    “It’ll take a little longer.”



    



    “Bring it to me when it’s done. Ah. Should I leave the blade here?”



    



    The Factory Manager asked, and Popper looked at the longsword blade and handed it over.



    



    “If you wanted me to attach the handle here, I could, but you're going to finish it, right? Take it.”



    



    “Alright. Let me know when it’s done.”



    



    The Factory Manager wrapped the longsword blade and parts in a cloth again and returned to the factory.



    



    ******



    



    “I’m back.”



    



    “Welcome back. What about the handle?”



    



    “It’ll take a while. Kelper will bring it when it’s done. Did you finish all the rings?”



    



    “Yes. I’m done.”



    



    The Factory Manager entered the factory, talking with Channing, put down the longsword blade, walked to the locker where hazardous materials were stored, entered the password, and opened the door.



    



    “When you’re done, tell the barrel maker to come and get them.”



    



    “Yes, sir. I’ll be back.”



    



    Channing took off his gloves and went outside, and the Factory Manager rummaged through the hazardous materials locker and found the bluing solution.



    



    Bluing was a post-treatment process to prevent metal from rusting.



    



    It was a process that intentionally created rust on the surface to prevent further rusting, and although there were various methods, using a bluing solution was the most convenient.



    



    The Factory Manager took the solution and placed the blade and parts on the table, then poured a small amount of the bluing solution onto a separate metal plate.



    



    “Damn. It's been a while since I've done this, so I don't know if this amount will be enough.”



    



    The Factory Manager grumbled and took out a cigarette. After cleaning the blade thoroughly, the Factory Manager dipped a cloth in the bluing solution and rubbed the blade vigorously.



    



    The blade started to turn a dark, bluish-black color where the cloth passed. The Factory Manager carefully applied the solution to every nook and cranny of the blade, repeatedly dipping the cloth in the solution.



    



    “Factory Manager-nim. Mr. Kruter said he'll be here tomorrow morning to pick up the barrels. Um... what are you doing?”



    



    Channing, who had returned at some point, showed interest in the Factory Manager’s work.



    



    “It’s called bluing. It's a surface treatment. It prevents rust.”



    



    “Wow… It's like magic. I've never seen silver turn into a bluish-black color so quickly.”



    



    The Factory Manager glanced at Channing, who was looking on in amazement, and finished the bluing process by applying the solution from the tip of the blade to the end of the tang.



    



    “Channing, you do the rest of the parts.”



    



    “Do I just apply it like this?”



    



    “Yeah. Just apply it until the color changes. Ah. Wear rubber gloves, it's a strong chemical.”



    



    “Yes, sir.”



    



    After handing over the bluing task, the Factory Manager threw away his cigarette butt and went outside.



    



    4.



    



    The next morning, Kruter, the barrel maker, arrived at the factory with his apprentices and a wagon.



    



    “Check them and take them with you.”



    



    “Oh! They’re wonderful! I’ve never seen such beautiful rings.”



    



    Kruter praised the rings to the smoking Factory Manager and started loading them onto the wagon with his apprentices.



    



    Meanwhile, Channing was cleaning scrap metal, looking for usable pieces. He was doing it to practice welding.



    



    “Ah! Today will be a bit easier.”



    



    The Factory Manager stretched and yawned widely.



    



    He thought he could take it easy today and teach Channing since he had finished the urgent tasks.



    



    “Hello.”



    



    Just then, the dwarf Kelper approached and greeted him politely.



    



    “Oh. If it isn’t the blacksmith’s son.”



    



    “I brought the finished handle.”



    



    Kelper politely offered the handle.



    



    “Well made. You're better than your foul-mouthed father.”



    



    “No! My father would have made it even better!”



    



    The Factory Manager laughed loudly at Kelper’s vehement denial and shouted.



    



    “Hey! Channing! Go make some coffee. Three cups.”



    



    “Yes, sir!”



    



    Channing quickly ran to the water purifier and took out paper cups, and the Factory Manager took out the longsword parts that he had put down next to him.



    



    He inserted the guard, then the handle, and finally the pommel, and they fit perfectly.



    



    “Oh. Nice. It looks great.”



    



    “Um… but why are the parts so black? Did you paint them?”



    



    “No. It’s a post-treatment.”



    



    The Factory Manager answered Kelper’s question and held the blade up to the sunlight. The blade sparkled with a blue hue in the light.



    



    “Wow! Amazing!”



    



    “Right? It also prevents rust.”



    



    “How do you do it?”



    



    The Factory Manager thought for a moment and then spoke.



    



    “When you heat the metal, you don’t heat it red hot like you do for heat treatment. Well, this is just a feeling, but you heat it to a moderately hot temperature and then dip it in oil. That creates a film. Your father probably knows about this, so ask him.”



    



    The Factory Manager, thinking he couldn’t teach him how to use the bluing solution, explained the most basic method.



    



    “Well then, I’ll be going.”



    



    “Yeah. Go quickly.”



    



    Meanwhile, Kruter said goodbye and started his wagon, and Channing came back with the coffee.



    



    “Oh. Mr. Kruter is gone. Did I make three cups for nothing?”



    



    “You drink it. I wasn’t planning on giving any to Kruter anyway. He hasn't paid the balance yet.”



    



    Channing pulled up a chair and sat down.



    



    “Wow! This tastes really strange.”



    



    Kelper exclaimed in surprise after taking a sip of the coffee.



    



    “It’s called coffee. It’s good for you, and it keeps you awake.”



    



    Channing explained, and Kelper, his eyes wide, looked at the Factory Manager curiously.



    



    “What are you looking at? Drink it quickly and go. Your father will be angry.”



    



    “Ah. Yes, sir!”



    



    At the Factory Manager’s shout, Kelper quickly blew on the coffee and drank it.



    



    After finishing his hot coffee in one gulp, the Factory Manager stood up, took the longsword, and went to the table.



    



    He clamped the longsword in a vice and connected the welding machine to the pommel. He was going to weld the end of the tang that protruded from the bottom of the pommel to finish it.



    



    Kelper watched with fascination as the Factory Manager put on his protective mask and started welding.



    



    “I’m a blacksmith’s son, so I’ve learned all kinds of blacksmithing techniques, but that’s really amazing.”



    



    “Hey. Don't look directly at it. You’ll hurt your eyes.”



    



    Channing warned, and Kelper finally looked away.



    



    “He suddenly appeared six months ago, and back then, people even called him a witch. It's amazing how quickly he’s become a part of this city.”



    



    “He’s a respectable person.”



    



    While Kelper and Channing were talking, the Factory Manager, who couldn’t hear them properly, put down the welding machine and picked up the grinder.



    



    He ground the welded pommel and tang area with the grinder to smooth it out. With that, the longsword was complete.



    



    ******



    



    After lunch, Channing started learning how to use the milling machine again.



    



    “You idiot! How many times do I have to tell you to do it slowly! You'll break the machine! Shave it off little by little! Don't try to cut it all at once!”



    



    “I… I'm sorry…”



    



    Channing replied dejectedly after being bombarded with insults and carefully turned the milling handle again.



    



    “Is anyone there?”



    



    Someone shouted, and the Factory Manager turned off the milling machine.



    



    “Ah. Is it the person who came yesterday?”



    



    “Yes!”



    



    The young man who had visited the day before entered the factory with a bright smile, followed by another man in the same uniform.



    



    “You mean you entrusted your sword to this strange place? My sword is made in Brelia.”



    



    “W-Well, I heard he’s skilled.”



    



    “So, this is the sword I asked you to replicate yesterday…”



    



    The Factory Manager handed over the sample longsword, and the man, who seemed to be the young man’s senior, took it and put it on his waist.



    



    “Is my sword finished?”



    



    The young man looked at the Factory Manager with hopeful eyes.



    



    “Even if it’s your family tradition, it’s too much that your parents didn’t give you a proper sword when you joined the Knights.”



    



    “Haha… Well… It’s our family tradition, you see.”



    



    The young man scratched his head in response to his senior’s words.



    



    The Factory Manager picked up the sword that had been placed to one side and handed it to the young man.



    



    “Here you go. It was difficult to make, so I won’t be making it again. Use it well.”



    



    “Whoa? I-It’s black?”



    



    The young man was surprised when he received the sword. The blade was black.



    



    “What is this? He painted the sword black!”



    



    The senior complained, and the young man became even more discouraged.



    



    Seeing this, the Factory Manager quietly took the sword to where the sunlight was shining, and the young man and his senior gasped.



    



    “What?! How is it shining like that?”



    



    “It’s not painted. It’s a post-treatment. It prevents rust and is very good. I'll guarantee it for a year, so bring it back if it breaks.”



    



    When the sword was handed back to him, the young man’s eyes sparkled as he examined it.



    



    “Now that I look at it, it's a clean and beautiful sword without a single flaw. This is the best sword I've seen since my father's.”



    



    “Ah. Excuse me. Craftsman. Can you make me the same one? I’ll pay you…”



    



    While the young man was admiring the sword, his senior asked the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager shook his head.



    



    “It takes too much work. I won’t make it, so don’t ask.”



    



    “But… Can’t you…”



    



    The senior pleaded, but the Factory Manager shook his head resolutely and took out a cigarette.



    



    The young man was fascinated by the beautiful sword and examined it from all angles. The handle, the octagonal pommel, and the balance were better than he had expected, and it felt perfect in his hand.



    



    There was an unknown inscription on the blade. It was a character he had never seen before and had no idea what it meant.



    



    “Excuse me… What are the characters engraved on the blade?”



    



    “That? It’s the name of our factory.”



    



    “I see… How do you read it?”



    



    “Jinwoo Metal. It doesn’t have a special meaning, so don’t worry about it.”



    



    The young man engraved the name in his heart.

  
    Chapter 4



    



    Polchis, one of the most famous cities on the continent.



    



    It was a city known for its diverse shops where all the goods of the continent were traded.



    



    Among them, on the outskirts of the city, there was an alley where small workshops were gathered.



    



    It was a street of crafts, where blacksmiths who worked with metal, jewelers who crafted gems, and other workshops that handled leather and cloth gathered to create unique and imaginative items.



    



    One of the most peculiar shops located there is the subject of this story.



    



    Jinwoo Metal.



    



    The factory, bearing a sign that the locals couldn't even read, was a metal workshop.



    



    ******



    



    In front of the factory, basking in the warm afternoon sunlight, the factory manager was dozing off with a cigarette in his mouth.



    



    And behind him, a single employee diligently operated the noisy machinery.



    



    While most workshops would use terms like disciple or apprentice, to the factory manager, he was just an employee.



    



    A young elf with refreshing blonde hair. His name was Channing.



    



    He was diligently cutting metal while applying cutting oil.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim! Factory Manager-nim!"



    



    "What? Are you done?"



    



    Channing, who had been running the machine for a while, stopped it and called out to the factory manager.



    



    The factory manager, who had been dozing off in his chair, yawned and got up, lighting the cigarette he had in his mouth. Then he approached the milling machine that Channing had been diligently operating.



    



    "I think I'm done, please take a look. By the way, this was ordered by a noble. Is it okay for me to just cut it like this?"



    



    "Noble or whatever. Does he even know if it's done properly or not? Even if there's an error in centimeters, not millimeters, that guy won't know. I can't even tell what the heck he drew in the first place."



    



    The factory manager picked up the object that Channing had cut.



    



    It was a long, intricately shaped object, elongated vertically, with a symmetrical design. There were holes and patterns engraved here and there for decoration.



    



    The factory manager nodded, stroking the neatly cut shape with his hand.



    



    "Hmm. Well cut. Looks like you're getting used to the milling machine."



    



    "Ah! Thank you."



    



    "Don't get too excited, you punk. You still have a long way to go. Make three more of the same."



    



    At the factory manager's words, Channing, who had been smiling, let out a sigh and attached another piece of metal to the milling machine.



    



    The object they were currently making was a door ornament requested by a nobleman. It was a request to make a doorknob out of brass.



    



    The factory manager had initially intended to refuse, but since they offered a considerable sum of money, he accepted it as an opportunity for Channing to practice.



    



    Normally, they would create a wax model and replicate it to make a plaster mold for casting, but the factory manager had Channing cut each piece by hand for practice.



    



    "That kid has really improved. It wasn't an easy item to make."



    



    The factory manager commented, examining the finished ornament Channing had made, and then polished the surface of the ornament with a belt sander. The ornament gleamed more gold.



    



    After roughly finishing the surface, the factory manager flipped the ornament over, secured it in a vise, and drilled holes into the ornament with a drill. This was to create screw threads.



    



    After drilling the holes, the factory manager brought a screw tap tool and manually tapped the ornament.



    



    "This is such a pain."



    



    "After that, we have to make the butcher knife blades."



    



    "I know, you punk."



    



    The factory manager grumbled, putting down the finished handle and looked at Channing who was making the handles.



    



    "Channing. Stop taking so many orders."



    



    "Hey. I have to work hard to get orders so I can get paid."



    



    "It's a pain for me, you punk."



    



    The factory manager took out a cigarette and lit it.



    



    The butcher knife blades were an order Channing had received from the butcher, Karutz.



    



    To be precise, the order had come to the blacksmith, Popper, but Channing, who was visiting Popper's workshop, had boasted,"The knives Factory Manager-nim makes don't rust and are great!"which led to him getting the job.



    



    They had to make 12 different types of knives, from large butcher knives to boning knives and various other kinds, and the fact that they all had different shapes only bothered the factory manager.



    



    It was more difficult and time-consuming to make 12 different shapes than to make 12 of the same shape.



    



    "Argh. Whatever! We just have to make the blades, right?"



    



    "Yes. We just make the blades and roughly sharpen them, then Popper's workshop will finish them and deliver them."



    



    "If that's the case, that guy Popper should do it all... Sigh... Alright. Hey, Channing. You finish this doorknob. I taught you how to tap threads last time, so just do it. I'll make the knives."



    



    "Huh?! You don't need to use the milling machine?"



    



    "No need."



    



    The factory manager walked over to where the steel plates were stored and brought a large stainless steel plate.



    



    Then, he attached a paper with the blade shapes drawn on it to the stainless steel plate and sprayed it with lacquer spray to mark the shapes.



    



    After roughly cutting the shapes with a hydraulic cutting machine, the factory manager lifted the cut pieces and examined them.



    



    "Are you sure you don't need the milling machine?"



    



    Channing asked as he secured the brass in the machine, and the factory manager nodded and cut another steel plate with the cutting machine.



    



    "If you roughly cut them like this and grind them well, that's it."



    



    Just like precisely cutting the outline before cutting paper, the factory manager cut the steel plates and placed the cut blades in a plastic container.



    



    "Just in case, this is something only someone like me can do. If you try it, use the milling machine properly. Don't waste precious steel plates by making mistakes."



    



    "Don't worry. I can't do what you do, Factory Manager-nim, even if you told me to."



    



    The factory manager turned on the belt sander and immediately started grinding the blades.



    



    First, he placed the blade on the belt sander table and ground it into the shape of a knife. From large knives to small knives, curved knives, pointed knives...



    



    "What kind of butcher shop uses so many knives?"



    



    "You need a lot of different types of knives to butcher meat. Skinning, separating meat from bones, and all sorts of things. They carefully maintain and use a variety of knives. They also make handles that fit their hands perfectly. They're craftsmen too, you know."



    



    "Shut up!"



    



    The factory manager yelled out of the blue.



    



    The factory manager knew very well how many knives were used in butchering. He just felt irritated when Channing pointed it out while he was grumbling.



    



    Channing, sensing the factory manager's true feelings, ignored his grumbling and resumed his work.



    



    The factory manager grumbled again and pulled out a cigarette pack from his pocket, putting one in his mouth.



    



    "I don't know what that cigarette thing is, but since you're inhaling smoke, it seems bad for your health. Why do you smoke so much?"



    



    "Oh, come on! Nagging already! Are you my wife? I don't have much time left to live anyway. I'm going to die after smoking and drinking all I want, so mind your own business!"



    



    "Geez. I'm just worried about you."



    



    After scolding Channing, the factory manager picked up the next piece and started grinding. Sparks flew everywhere, but the factory manager continued grinding without a care.



    



    His movements were swift, but he didn't grind past the marked lines. That was the factory manager's skill and experience.



    



    Watching the factory manager's handiwork, Channing smiled and focused on his own work again.



    



    ******



    



    After grinding 12 pieces into the marked shapes, the factory manager brought a marker and marked the areas where the blades needed to be sharpened.



    



    He took out a drill chuck the same thickness as the steel plate and placed it on the table, scratching the side of the piece to make a mark. This was to mark the exact center where the blade needed to be sharpened.



    



    Since it wasn't like a sashimi knife where only one side was sharpened, it was important to make both sides the same thickness.



    



    After finishing the marking, the factory manager threw the cigarette butt, burnt down to the filter, into a can and straightened his back.



    



    "Making knives is the most annoying."



    



    "You said the same thing when you made that longsword last time, but you made an amazing longsword. That sword is the talk of the Knights Order now. They say it's a magnificent black-shining sword."



    



    "Bullshit. It's just a roughly made sword. The knights only use crappy swords hammered out by blacksmiths, so they think it's amazing. How strong can a sturdy sword made by a useless blacksmith who just hammers away based on feeling be?"



    



    "Popper would be furious if he heard you say that."



    



    "Let him be furious. Did I say anything wrong? Well, still, that guy's skill with hammering metal is top-notch. Honestly, when it comes to things like butcher knives, he makes better ones. He's a guy who makes knives for cooks."



    



    Channing nodded and opened his mouth.



    



    "I still think the knives you make are good, Factory Manager-nim."



    



    "Nonsense. The only reason my butcher knives are decent is because of the homogeneous rolled steel plate. I'm a technician, not a craftsman. Blacksmiths are better at making those kinds of knives. In that sense, Popper makes knives for cooks."



    



    "Hmm. Then what about the knives you make, Factory Manager-nim?"



    



    "The knives I make? Those are housewife's knives. Those are the knives I make. Though I'm not just a knife maker now."



    



    Channing made a slightly awkward expression.



    



    Channing found it difficult to understand the factory manager's words. He was curious about what the difference between a cook's knife and a housewife's knife was.



    



    Reading Channing's expression, the factory manager blurted out.



    



    "Don't get it? What I'm saying?"



    



    "No... Honestly, I don't really..."



    



    "You still haven't eaten enough metal shavings. Stop getting distracted and get back to work, you punk!"



    



    At the factory manager's shout, Channing quickly turned back to the milling machine and started working again.



    



    Watching Channing diligently operating the milling machine, the factory manager nodded.



    



    The factory manager recalled his old senior who had taught him the trade.



    



    He wasn't a very respectable figure, with a bad temper and a tendency to kick and punch, but what he had learned from him was the difference between a cook's knife and a housewife's knife.



    



    That topic had been the driving force that kept him working in the metal workshop until now.



    



    "Damn. Am I getting old? Thinking about the old days and all."



    



    The factory manager muttered to himself and prepared to sharpen the blades.



    



    He fixed the blade in a pre-made jig and adjusted the screws to set the angle.



    



    The jig wasn't anything fancy.



    



    It was a simple contraption made by tightening L-shaped angles and flat bars with bolts and nuts to secure the blade. By adjusting the screws at the bottom of the L-shaped angle, the blade would be at a specific angle when placed on the belt sander table.



    



    This way, when grinding against the belt sander, the blade could be sharpened evenly at that angle.



    



    After sharpening one side of the blade to the marked line, he flipped it over and did the same on the other side, resulting in a neatly balanced blade.



    



    The factory manager sharpened the blades silently.



    



    "Argh, this one has such a weird shape, I have to do it by hand..."



    



    The factory manager, almost finished, picked up the most oddly shaped knife.



    



    It was a knife with a blade that curved sharply near the handle. With that shape, he couldn't use the jig to sharpen it.



    



    The factory manager sighed and approached the bench grinder.



    



    The bench grinder, with its thick, round grinding wheels on both sides, was a useful tool for grinding oddly shaped objects.



    



    Turning on the bench grinder, the factory manager carefully began to sharpen the blade.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. Can I use the belt sander now?"



    



    "Huh? Are you done cutting? If so, go ahead. Pack them carefully when you're done. It'll be a pain if they complain about scratches."



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    Channing removed the piece from the milling machine and walked over to the belt sander.



    



    Meanwhile, the factory manager, who had finished making the last blade, put the blades in a box and lifted it.



    



    "Alright. I'm going to Popper's. Clean up when you're done."



    



    "Yes, sir. See you later."



    



    Channing replied to the factory manager's words.

  
    Chapter 5



    



    Cladis Street of Polchis.



    



    It was a very old alley named after a figure from legend named Cladis, who was said to have helped the lord who founded Polchis.



    



    It was an old alley in the central district, said to have existed even before Polchis grew to its current size.



    



    Always bustling with activity, it was also called the Workshop Street because of the many workshops gathered there. It was literally a place where numerous artisans' workshops were clustered.



    



    Blacksmiths, weapon workshops, armor workshops, daily necessities workshops, and more were all divided and specialized, and with woodworking workshops, jewelry workshops, leather workshops, and clothing workshops, it was without a doubt the continent's best workshop street.



    



    The Factory Manager, who came out of the back door of the factory carrying a box, walked down the street with familiar steps and entered a blacksmith workshop.



    



    A young dwarf who was organizing finished goods outside the blacksmith's door greeted him, and the Factory Manager nodded and stepped inside.



    



    "I'm here."



    



    "This guy comes and goes like it's his own workshop."



    



    "Hey, watch how you talk to a customer!"



    



    Popper grumbled as the Factory Manager entered.



    



    However, knowing that it wasn't a complaint out of dislike, but rather the grumbling of a close friend, the Factory Manager grumbled back and approached Popper.



    



    As Popper put the iron he was hammering back into the forge and walked towards the workbench in the corner, the Factory Manager also walked towards it.



    



    "Enough of that. Here, I finished making the blades."



    



    "Are these the knives Karutz requested? You're fast."



    



    "Unlike a certain lazybones."



    



    The Factory Manager handed over the box, and Popper began examining the blades inside.



    



    After meticulously inspecting each one, Popper sighed, put them back in the box, and looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    "I always think this, but you're annoying, but your skills are good. But it seems you didn't do the heat treatment this time either."



    



    "Like I said before, heat treatment is a pain."



    



    "Sigh. Alright. I guess I'll have to do it again this time. I see you only shaped the blades. Kelper! Finish making the stakes. I'll take care of these."



    



    Popper shouted to his son and walked to his workbench with the box.



    



    A roaring forge, a large metal anvil in front of it, and various hammers and tongs all showed that it was a craftsman's workbench.



    



    Popper put the box down next to him, picked up a long pair of tongs, grabbed a blade, and put it into the forge before operating the bellows next to it to increase the fire.



    



    The flames flared up in an instant, engulfing the blade, and Popper skillfully put the remaining blades into the forge as well.



    



    Popper carefully watched the fire and adjusted the temperature by operating the bellows.



    



    "You made the tangs long and pointed like I asked."



    



    "Well, you said you'd make the handles. It was a pain to make them like that."



    



    "Thank you. Yes, I'm so sorry to have bothered such an esteemed person!"



    



    Popper, sarcastically grumbling, repeatedly dipped the heated blades in oil with tongs. A sizzling sound and smoke rose.



    



    After finishing the first round of heat treatment, Popper put the blades back into the forge to raise the temperature, then quickly pulled them out one by one and placed them on the workbench to cool.



    



    After completing the process, Popper looked at the Factory Manager and said,



    



    "You know how to do heat treatment, right?"



    



    "Of course."



    



    "Then why don't you do it?"



    



    "It's a pain. First, I have to make a heat treatment furnace, then heat it to the right temperature, put it in oil, and all that. Honestly, for one or two blades, I could just heat them with a torch and do the heat treatment, but when the quantity increases, it's not a one-time thing."



    



    Popper sighed deeply at the Factory Manager's words.



    



    "Honestly, if you did the heat treatment and made the handles, all the money would be yours. You wouldn't have to share it with me. So why do you bother?"



    



    At Popper's question, the Factory Manager took out a cigarette and lit it before replying.



    



    "I always say this, but I'm not a craftsman, I'm an engineer. Of course, if it were just a kitchen knife for a newlywed, I'd make the handle myself. But this is a knife for a butcher, an expert in meat. For a knife like that, it's right for a craftsman who makes handles to make one that fits his hand."



    



    "There you go with your nonsense again..."



    



    Popper grumbled, but he didn't seem offended, as he awkwardly smiled and collected the cooled blades.



    



    "I've already made the handles, so now we just need to attach them. Hey, give me a hand."



    



    "Will you pay me?"



    



    "Hell no! What payment!"



    



    After retorting to the Factory Manager's question, Popper handed him a pair of steel tongs with a wide gripping area and lifted a wooden box that was placed next to him.



    



    Inside were wooden handles that had been prepared beforehand. They were round, carved wood with long metal rings fitted at the top.



    



    "Hold this tight while I heat the blades."



    



    "Alright."



    



    While the Factory Manager held the tongs, Popper inserted the tangs of the kitchen knives into the forge, heating them red hot.



    



    As the tangs glowed red hot, Popper quickly picked one up and placed it on the anvil, and the Factory Manager quickly grabbed it.



    



    As soon as the Factory Manager grabbed the blade, Popper picked up a pre-made handle, fitted it onto the tang, and started hammering. The heated tang started to smoke and sizzle as it burned the wood.



    



    After forcefully driving the tang all the way through, Popper hammered the protruding end flat, then moved the knife aside and handed a new blade to the Factory Manager.



    



    The process of inserting the heated tang into the handle continued.



    



    "Oh, by the way."



    



    "Hmm?"



    



    The Factory Manager suddenly spoke to Popper, who was hammering the handle.



    



    "The liquor I brewed a while ago seems to be ready."



    



    "Are you bragging?"



    



    Popper said as he finished a knife and placed it aside, picking up a new blade, and the Factory Manager grabbed the new blade with the tongs and shook his head.



    



    "No. I'm saying let's have a drink together this weekend when we're done with these knives. We can ask Karutz to bring some meat and grill it."



    



    "Sounds good."



    



    They continued to chat while attaching the handles to the knives, and finally, the work was finished.



    



    Popper wiped his sweat with a towel and took a large gulp of water, then handed a cup to the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager also took a large gulp of lukewarm water and caught his breath.



    



    "So, is that it?"



    



    "Now we just need to sharpen them. Want to help?"



    



    "Nah, I'll go and rest for a bit."



    



    "Alright! Don't forget our weekend plans."



    



    The Factory Manager left Popper's workshop and returned to his own factory.



    



    3.



    



    The blacksmith shook his head as he looked at the sword the boy had brought.



    



    "No... how can I fix a completely broken sword?"



    



    "But... isn't there any way?"



    



    The boy pleaded, but the blacksmith shook his head again.



    



    What the boy had brought was a sword. A longsword used for combat. However, it was split in half right down the middle.



    



    "Even if I'm a blacksmith specializing in swords, it's impossible to seamlessly fix a completely broken object."



    



    "Is there really no way?"



    



    The blacksmith sighed at the boy's words and showed him the broken parts.



    



    "Look. I can do it, but... I can heat the broken parts, fit them together perfectly, and hammer them. That way, I can attach them. However, there will be marks, and the sword will be deformed. It won't be restored to its original state."



    



    The blacksmith handed the sword back to the boy, and the boy wrapped it back in the cloth with a disappointed expression.



    



    "I understand your situation, but there's nothing I can do about a broken sword. However, the metal is good, so if you melt it down and make a new sword, it will be a fine one. What do you say? Should I make one for you?"



    



    "No..."



    



    The boy shook his head at the blacksmith's words and tied the cloth.



    



    "I'll try somewhere else."



    



    "You'll get the same answer anywhere else. Do you think other blacksmiths will have a magical solution?"



    



    "You never know. Maybe someone has a better way."



    



    The blacksmith frowned, his pride hurt by the boy's words.



    



    "I've been making a living as a blacksmith for almost 30 years. I can't even count how many knights in this city use my swords. Even knights from other cities have bought my swords. If I say it can't be done, it can't be done. Being stubborn won't change anything."



    



    When the blacksmith spoke in a slightly sharp tone, the boy quickly nodded and ran out of the blacksmith's workshop.



    



    Watching the boy's back, the blacksmith clicked his tongue and raised his hammer again.



    



    ******



    



    The boy who came outside sighed deeply and walked down the street.



    



    He had gone around the workshops on Workshop Street, hoping to find someone who could fix the sword, but no blacksmith could do it. Sadly, that was the reality.



    



    The owner of the sword, his grandfather, had said the same thing. A broken sword had to be melted down and reforged; trying to fix it forcefully was useless.



    



    "Is there really no way to fix this..."



    



    "Ouch!"



    



    The boy, walking with his head down, bumped into someone and fell to the ground.



    



    "Ow, ow..."



    



    While the boy was writhing in pain on the ground, the other person rubbed their hip, frowned, and looked at the boy.



    



    "You should be careful!"



    



    "I'm sorry."



    



    While the boy apologized, the other person reached out a hand to help him up.



    



    "Are you hurt?"



    



    "Uh, I'm okay."



    



    The boy replied while grabbing the other person's hand and getting up, and the other person smiled and brushed off the boy's clothes.



    



    As the red-haired girl brushed off his clothes, the boy blushed slightly in embarrassment.



    



    "I've never seen you before. You don't seem to be from this alley. I'm the daughter of the restaurant owner, so I know everyone in this alley."



    



    "Ah, I came from somewhere else. I was looking for a blacksmith..."



    



    At the boy's words, the red-haired girl, Richel, the daughter of the Red Rooster, pointed to a nearby shop. It was the blacksmith workshop the boy had just left.



    



    The boy shook his head when he saw the shop Richel was pointing at.



    



    "They said they couldn't do it there."



    



    "Really? What are you trying to make? Something special?"



    



    At Richel's question, the boy lowered the cloth he was carrying and showed it to Richel.



    



    "No, it's not that. My grandfather's sword broke, and I'm trying to get it fixed, but there's no blacksmith who can do it. So I was about to go back..."



    



    Richel looked at the broken sword the boy showed her and thought for a moment. She had never heard of a blacksmith who could fix a broken sword.



    



    She had seen a blacksmith patch a hole in a pot by heating and hammering another piece of metal, but she had never heard of anyone fixing a broken sword.



    



    And at that moment.



    



    Something came to Richel's mind.



    



    "Ah... maybe it's possible..."



    



    "What?!"



    



    The boy exclaimed at Richel's muttering, and Richel, after a moment of hesitation, grabbed the boy's hand.



    



    "Let's go. It might be possible!"



    



    When Richel pulled him along, the boy blushed again and followed her.



    



    ******



    



    The place Richel took him to was a factory.



    



    When Richel opened the back door and entered, Channing looked at her with surprise.



    



    "Oh my... I thought you were the Factory Manager. Lunch was over a while ago, what brings you here?"



    



    At Channing's question, Richel pulled the boy forward.



    



    "I brought a customer!"



    



    "A customer?"



    



    Channing looked at the boy at Richel's words, and the boy untied the cloth he was carrying and showed the broken sword.



    



    "Wow... it's completely broken."



    



    "Please fix this."



    



    "Fix it?"



    



    Channing asked back in surprise at the boy's request, and the boy nodded.



    



    "This... I think the Factory Manager needs to see this..."



    



    "Well then, I'll be going. I'll be in trouble with my mom if I'm late."



    



    Richel, who was looking at Channing and the boy, said that and went out the back door, and Channing followed her.

  
    Chapter 6



    



    After seeing Richel off, Channing stretched and rotated his waist, taking a moment to catch his breath.



    



    While thinking that a broken sword could be fixed with welding, Channing wasn't sure if it was truly possible.



    



    Meanwhile, seeing the Factory Manager approaching from afar, Channing smiled brightly and went to meet him.



    



    "Ah! Factory Manager-nim!"



    



    Seeing Channing greet him so enthusiastically, the Factory Manager slightly frowned.



    



    "What? What's up? Why the warm welcome?"



    



    "Ah, it's nothing much, but a customer came..."



    



    "A customer?"



    



    At Channing's words, the Factory Manager entered the workshop.



    



    A young boy was standing in front of the workbench. He looked to be a little over 10 years old.



    



    The Factory Manager scratched his head and looked at the boy.



    



    "So, what brings you here?"



    



    "Um... I was hoping you could fix this."



    



    The boy pointed to the sword placed on the workbench.



    



    A completely broken longsword was lying on the workbench.



    



    "Oh dear. It's completely broken."



    



    "Yes. Please put it back together."



    



    At the boy's request, the Factory Manager lifted the blade and examined it. It seemed to have broken due to metal fatigue after being used for a long time.



    



    Confirming that it was a sword made of reasonably good steel, the Factory Manager tried joining the broken parts together. They touched each other cleanly without any missing pieces.



    



    "Hmm... Even if I fix this, you won't be able to use it for combat again... Why don't you go to another blacksmith and have them melt it down and make a new one?"



    



    The Factory Manager spoke his mind frankly.



    



    A sword was a tool. When a broken object is fixed, that part inevitably weakens. It becomes unusable as an actual sword.



    



    Knowing this, the Factory Manager suggested a better option, but the boy shook his head.



    



    "It seems like this sword has a story."



    



    "It's the sword my grandfather used on the battlefield when he was young. He cherished it ever since, but he dropped it while cleaning it a while ago, and it broke."



    



    Hearing the story, the Factory Manager stroked his chin.



    



    "I guess its luck ran out."



    



    "My grandfather laughed and said, 'Looks like this fella got old too,' but he's been lacking energy ever since. My grandfather is a hero, and seeing him like that makes me so sad... So I thought if I fix this sword, he might regain his strength. I even brought money!"



    



    The boy took out a pouch from his waist and offered it to the Factory Manager. Inside were small silver and copper coins.



    



    "Hmm..."



    



    "Is it possible, Factory Manager-nim?"



    



    As the Factory Manager pondered, Channing cautiously asked, and the Factory Manager placed the sword on the table.



    



    Both the boy and Channing focused on the Factory Manager.



    



    It was the Factory Manager's turn to make a decision. And after making up his mind, he opened his mouth.



    



    "Alright. This old man will give it a try!"



    



    "Wow! Thank you! Thank you!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, the boy bowed repeatedly with a bright smile, and the Factory Manager, seemingly embarrassed, scratched his head and began preparing for work.



    



    ******



    



    The Factory Manager first secured the blade in a vise and brought a hand grinder. Then he started grinding the broken parts.



    



    "Huh? Why are you grinding there?"



    



    "There needs to be a groove for the welding material to melt and flow in. That way, the welding material will melt in and create a clean finish."



    



    The Factory Manager said so in response to Channing's question and ground the cut surface. He ground the broken parts so that when they were joined together, a V-shaped groove could be seen on the cross-section.



    



    After grinding one side, the Factory Manager lifted the other piece and repeated the same grinding process.



    



    "Alright. That's done."



    



    As the Factory Manager removed the ground blade from the vise, the boy uncovered his ears.



    



    "Wow... That was really loud."



    



    "Ah, I should have warned you beforehand."



    



    While Channing replied to the boy, the Factory Manager cleaned the workbench and prepared for the next step.



    



    The Factory Manager placed a wooden block on the workbench and aligned the blade perfectly against it. Then he secured the workbench and the wooden block with a clamping vise.



    



    After that, he aligned the broken piece against the wooden block, matching the distance, and then secured another wooden block underneath to fix the blade in place.



    



    Thanks to the wooden blocks, the broken blade was fixed on the workbench, perfectly aligned and interlocked.



    



    Even after that, the Factory Manager carefully examined it and tapped the wooden blocks with a hammer, making minute adjustments to ensure perfect alignment.



    



    After completing the fixing process, the Factory Manager looked at Channing and spoke.



    



    "For this kind of work, we can't apply too much heat, so we need to use TIG (Tungsten Inert Gas) welding."



    



    "TIG welding?"



    



    "Yeah. It's a little different from electric welding. Channing, bring that over."



    



    Following the Factory Manager's gesture, Channing ran over, looked at the machine, and said to the Factory Manager.



    



    "Um... Factory Manager-nim, this is a plasma cutter."



    



    "It's a multi-purpose machine. You can also do TIG welding with it."



    



    The Factory Manager connected the TIG welding equipment to the machine and opened the argon tank.



    



    After adjusting the dial, the Factory Manager spoke to Channing.



    



    "Go get the protective mask. Put it on the kid too."



    



    "Yes!"



    



    Channing brought the protective mask, handed it to the Factory Manager, and placed it on the boy's head, adjusting the size.



    



    The Factory Manager lowered his protective mask, pressed the welding machine button, and brought it close to a steel plate.



    



    A bright light flashed out instantly.



    



    The boy was startled and almost fell, but Channing quickly caught him.



    



    Channing himself was also surprised when he first saw the welding process. He hadn't expected such a bright light to suddenly flash, so he was quite startled.



    



    "It's roughly set. Alright, let's start. First, I'll make three tack welds. Here's a question. Why did I choose TIG welding instead of regular electric welding?"



    



    "Um... I don't know. What's the difference?"



    



    In response to Channing's question, the Factory Manager welded the top part and answered.



    



    "First, TIG welding has less distortion. After electric welding, the metal sometimes bends, and you have to straighten it with a torch and a hammer, right?"



    



    "Ah, yes! That's right."



    



    "TIG welding has less of that. Plus, even if it's a bit slower, it creates a strong weld. You can cleanly weld most metals with it. That's its strength. However, it takes some time to get used to, and it's difficult, but that's the issue. If you understand, watch carefully. You need to learn this too."



    



    The Factory Manager welded the last tack and then lifted his protective mask and removed the wooden blocks.



    



    Since he had tack welded it in three spots, the broken sword was now joined together. Then, the Factory Manager brought the welder again and started welding.



    



    From top to bottom, carefully drawing figure-eights, he fed the welding wire and continued welding. After finishing the last part, he lifted his protective mask.



    



    A neat wave pattern had formed on the welded area.



    



    "Is it done?"



    



    "One side is. We need to weld the back as well. That's how it becomes strong. Of course, even after welding like this, it won't be strong enough to use in a fight again."



    



    The Factory Manager flipped the sword over and lowered his protective mask again to start welding. With a bright light, the welding machine held in the Factory Manager's right hand moved slowly.



    



    The boy and Channing stared blankly at the scene. The Factory Manager's skillful technique was enough to captivate even the boy who was seeing it for the first time.



    



    After filling the last part with welding material and finishing the weld, the Factory Manager lifted his protective mask.



    



    "Now, the welding is done for now..."



    



    The Factory Manager turned off the machine and lifted the sword, examining it carefully. The welding material was neatly filled in, forming a wave pattern like fish scales.



    



    Since the blade was slightly bent, the Factory Manager turned on the torch and applied heat little by little to straighten the bent areas.



    



    "Wow! It's well-attached."



    



    "You actually fixed the broken sword!"



    



    At Channing and the boy's admiration, the Factory Manager coughed and placed the sword on the workbench, and the boy stood on tiptoe to look at it.



    



    "That's amazing! The broken sword is fixed!"



    



    "It's not over yet. I need to finish it, so wait a little longer."



    



    Lifting the sword, the Factory Manager moved to the belt sander. It was to grind the welded area.



    



    The welded area inevitably stood out, and the surrounding color had also changed slightly due to the heat.



    



    The Factory Manager carefully ground the welded area on the belt sander. As he ground, checked, and ground repeatedly, the welded area began to blend in with the surroundings.



    



    Gradually changing to finer sandpaper, the Factory Manager once again carefully examined the sword. The welded area was still visible, but it was perfectly blended in, only noticeable upon close inspection.



    



    The Factory Manager sighed and turned off the belt sander.



    



    "Phew! That's it. I can't do any more than this."



    



    When the Factory Manager handed the completed sword to the boy, the boy received it with a bright face.



    



    "I also polished off some rust while I was at it, so your grandfather will be happy. It would be better to have it properly sharpened somewhere else, though."



    



    "Thank you! Thank you so much!"



    



    As the boy repeatedly expressed his gratitude and looked at the sword, the Factory Manager smiled and patted the boy's head.



    



    Watching the boy repeatedly bowing, the Factory Manager took out a cigarette and put it in his mouth.



    



    "Be careful on your way home. Don't fall."



    



    "Yes! Thank you."



    



    After the boy left, the Factory Manager lit his cigarette.



    



    Watching the smoke rise, Channing approached and spoke.



    



    "You usually don't do such bothersome tasks, so why did you do it this time?"



    



    At Channing's question, the Factory Manager grinned and ruffled Channing's hair vigorously.



    



    "Whoa!"



    



    "Well, a kid like that asked me to fix it, and as long as I can fix it, it's only right to do it. No other blacksmith could fix that anyway."



    



    "Ah?!"



    



    Channing suddenly shouted after hearing the Factory Manager's words.



    



    Slightly startled, the Factory Manager glared at Channing.



    



    "What? Suddenly!"



    



    "No... I'm sorry... I just remembered what you said earlier today, Factory Manager-nim."



    



    "What did I say?"



    



    "About the chef's knife and the housewife's knife."



    



    At Channing's words, the Factory Manager took a deep drag of his cigarette, exhaled, and looked at Channing.



    



    "Yeah. What did you realize?"



    



    "So it's like this. To make a single knife, blacksmith Popper has to hammer and shape the metal one by one. But in our workshop, we can make several identical ones simultaneously using the milling machine."



    



    "That's right. And if we use the laser cutter (plasma cutter) that's not being used over there, we can do it even faster than with the milling machine."



    



    "Huh? We have such a tool? Ah, that's not important right now. So the point is this."



    



    Channing lifted a piece of metal.



    



    "Even if they're made of the same metal, blacksmith Popper, who makes each knife by hand, can customize them to the user. Things like the length and angle of the blade, the shape of the handle, and so on. That's what a chef's knife is."



    



    Channing then lifted another piece of metal.



    



    "On the other hand, we don't need to put in that much effort. Of course, if we put in the effort, we can also make a perfectly fitted knife. However, that's not cost-effective. Instead, we can make many usable knives quickly and cheaply. That's what a housewife's knife is. Easy to buy and easy to use. In the end, the chef's knife and the housewife's knife are like that. Do what you can do!"



    



    At Channing's explanation, the Factory Manager smiled and tossed his cigarette butt away.



    



    "You're using your head a little now."



    



    "Wow, hahaha! I guess I was right."



    



    "You idiot. You're only half right!"



    



    "Huh?!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Channing's eyes widened, and he looked at the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager took one of the metal pieces from Channing's hand and replied.



    



    "It means don't try to do everything yourself and share the work appropriately with other workshops. That's how everyone can make a living. 'You make chef's knives, I'll make housewife's knives, and you over there, make farming tools.'"



    



    "Ah?!"



    



    Channing seemed to realize something and sighed at the Factory Manager's explanation. The Factory Manager laughed, tossed the metal piece away, and said.



    



    "Alright then. Get the doorknob we made earlier. We need to go install it."



    



    "Oh... Alright. I'll get it right away."



    



    Channing hurriedly went inside the workshop, and the Factory Manager watched him with a grin.

  
    Chapter 7



    



    Sunday morning.



    



    It was the time when the people of Polchis dressed up and went to the Central Cathedral to offer their weekly prayers.



    



    It was the same for Channing, the elf, so he left his lodging early in the morning and went to the cathedral.



    



    Channing was living in one of the rooms on the second floor of the factory building.



    



    He had been surprised by the toilet and bathroom with running water, but by now, he was used to it.



    



    The Factory Manager came out of the lodging next to Channing's room and went downstairs to open the factory door. Not the front door, but the back door. The door that connected not to Seoul, but to Polchis.



    



    The Factory Manager took a deep breath of the fresh air, pulled out a cigarette, and lit it.



    



    "Is it today..."



    



    Looking at the clock hanging on the wall, the Factory Manager smoked his cigarette and threw away the butt.



    



    Then he rummaged through the pile of scrap metal and pulled out a steel plate of a suitable size. It was a thin stainless steel plate about 1T (1mm, Thickness).



    



    The Factory Manager placed the stainless steel plate, covered with grime, on the table, secured it with a vise, and began to grind the surface with a hand grinder fitted with a sandpaper disc.



    



    First, he blasted away the grime with a coarse sandpaper disc and then polished the surface to a shine with a fine sandpaper disc.



    



    Before long, the stainless steel plate began to gleam.



    



    After examining the polished stainless steel plate, the Factory Manager placed a thick wooden board on the table, placed the stainless steel plate upside down on it, and secured it firmly with a clamp. This was to prepare for punching holes.



    



    The Factory Manager brought a hammer and an awl and struck the stainless steel plate mercilessly with the awl. The sound of the awl piercing the metal and hitting the wood echoed.



    



    After repeating the process several times to make the holes, the Factory Manager flipped the stainless steel plate over and polished the sharp edges with the hand grinder's sandpaper disc.



    



    Thus, the perforated steel plate was completed.



    



    "Damn it. Channing went to the cathedral, so I have no one to help me. This is a pain in the ass."



    



    The Factory Manager grumbled and walked over to the bending machine with the stainless steel plate.



    



    He clamped the stainless steel plate in the bending machine and operated the switch. The stainless steel plate was pushed in and curled into a semi-circular shape, like a roof tile.



    



    Finally, he clamped both ends of the plate in a manual bending machine and bent them into a ㄷ-shape. Only then was the item the Factory Manager was making completed.



    



    It was a steel plate for grilling meat.



    



    "I'm back."



    



    "Oh. You're back early?"



    



    "I came back early to help you."



    



    Channing greeted the Factory Manager as he entered the factory and went upstairs. He was wearing his going-out clothes for church, so he went to change into his work clothes.



    



    Channing wore his factory work clothes, which were a one-piece top and bottom, almost every day because they were comfortable.



    



    Channing came back downstairs in his work clothes, unfolded the folding table used for lunch in the backyard, and set up the chairs.



    



    The Factory Manager burst out laughing as he watched Channing humming happily as he prepared.



    



    "Huh? Why are you laughing?"



    



    "I've never seen you so happy before."



    



    Channing's face flushed slightly at the Factory Manager's words.



    



    "It's meat and alcohol. How can I not be happy?"



    



    "Geez. You're so simple."



    



    The Factory Manager brought out the brazier he had made earlier. It was made by cutting a medium-sized drum in half and welding angle iron in an X-shape on each side.



    



    "It's been a while since I've used this..."



    



    "Did you make this yourself too?"



    



    "When have you ever seen me buy anything?"



    



    The Factory Manager poured the charcoal he had bought from the charcoal seller into the drum.



    



    "Ah. I'll light the fire."



    



    "No, it's fine. It's not that hard."



    



    The Factory Manager went into the factory and pulled out a cart with two large gas cylinders strapped to it.



    



    "Uh... that's."



    



    "An oxyacetylene torch. This is the quickest way to do it."



    



    The Factory Manager put a cigarette in his mouth and opened the valve of the oxyacetylene torch.



    



    Then he used a lighter to ignite the torch and then brought the lighter to his mouth to light his cigarette.



    



    "Wow. I never thought you'd use that to light the charcoal."



    



    "That's because it's me. Don't do it when I'm not around."



    



    "Don't worry."



    



    While the Factory Manager was lighting the charcoal, the blacksmith Popper and the butcher, Karutz, entered the backyard.



    



    "Hey! You're already ready."



    



    "You're here. Have a seat."



    



    The Factory Manager said, glancing back, and Popper and Karutz sat down.



    



    "Ah. Channing. Kelper will be here in a little while."



    



    "Yes."



    



    Channing replied to Popper and went back into the factory.



    



    "Is the knife working well?"



    



    "Ah. I was about to talk about that. Blackie. That knife is a killer! It cuts through the meat like butter. I've never seen a knife like that before."



    



    When the charcoal was fully lit, he placed the grilling plate he had made in the morning on top of it and asked, and Karutz, who was sitting on a chair, sang its praises.



    



    "Well, it's because Popper did a good job with the heat treatment and sharpening."



    



    "Don't be so modest. It's the blade itself that's good. I could never make steel like that, even if I died and came back to life."



    



    "I bought it too. I'm an engineer."



    



    The Factory Manager responded to Popper's words, threw away his cigarette butt, and said,



    



    "More importantly, Karutz. If you're here, why don't you cut some meat?"



    



    "Ah. Right. But... I asked for this, but... to bring pork belly for bacon... How are we supposed to eat this?"



    



    Karutz opened the paper-wrapped meat.



    



    A very fresh-looking slab of pork belly popped out of the paper.



    



    "We're just going to slice it thinly and grill it."



    



    "This? Not make smoked bacon or something?"



    



    "When would we have time for that? Besides, you said it was really cheap. If I had asked you to bring expensive meat, you would have brought just a handful. So stop complaining."



    



    The Factory Manager chided Karutz and examined the meat.



    



    It was pork belly with the skin still on.



    



    He thought about asking for the skin to be removed separately, but decided that today it would be better to just eat it with the skin on, so he instructed Karutz on how to slice it.



    



    "Slice it thinly in this direction. About 1/5th the thickness of your finger."



    



    "That thin?"



    



    "Can't you do it?"



    



    "What are you talking about! I've been a butcher for years. Don't worry!"



    



    Karutz said, pulling out the knife he had brought with him and started slicing the pork belly.



    



    As soon as he used the knife with his skillful hand, thin slices of pork belly came out.



    



    "You're good."



    



    "This guy is skilled."



    



    Popper responded to the Factory Manager's admiration, and Karutz, feeling good about the compliments from the two, continued to slice the meat even more skillfully.



    



    In no time, a long line of thin pork belly slices was laid out.



    



    "We're here."



    



    "Hello!"



    



    Meanwhile, Kelper and Richel entered the backyard.



    



    "What? Why is the restaurant girl here again? I didn't order lunch today."



    



    "I heard you were having something delicious, so I followed along."



    



    "Hey! Popper! Why is your son's mouth so loose?"



    



    "Hahahaha! What's wrong with that? A cute girl wants to eat with us. Why would I say no?"



    



    Popper burst out laughing in response to the Factory Manager's scolding, and the Factory Manager also burst out laughing after seeing Richel's bright smile.



    



    "Here! I brought the alcohol."



    



    Meanwhile, Channing came out of the factory carrying a large bottle of alcohol.



    



    "Ooh! Huh?"



    



    "This is...?"



    



    When Channing placed the large jar of infused alcohol on the table, Popper and Karutz's eyes widened as they stared at the jar.



    



    "It's glass? How did you decorate the glass like this?"



    



    "More importantly, I've never seen such a large, clear glass bottle before."



    



    "You country bumpkins. What's so great about glass? Channing. Go get some glasses. Glass ones."



    



    "Yes."



    



    After saying that to Popper and Karutz, who were looking at the glass bottle with fascination, and giving instructions to Channing, the Factory Manager placed the pork belly on the heated steel plate.



    



    As the meat was placed on the plate, the sizzling sound of the meat cooking echoed deliciously. At the same time, a delicious smell spread all around.



    



    "Wow! Is this bacon? But it's not salted or smoked?"



    



    Richel, who had approached the Factory Manager who was grilling the meat, looked on with curious eyes.



    



    "Yeah. It's not salted. It's quite tasty even if you eat it like this."



    



    As the Factory Manager flipped the cooked meat, the delicious brown backside of the pork belly came into view. The smell of the pork fat sizzling stimulated the appetite.



    



    Popper and Karutz, who had been preoccupied with the glass until a moment ago, also turned their heads and fixed their gazes on the grilling meat.



    



    When it was cooked to the right degree, the Factory Manager grabbed the meat with tongs and cut it.



    



    "Huh? You're cutting it while grilling? That's so cool."



    



    "This is how we do it back home."



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. Here you go."



    



    Channing handed something in a plastic container to the Factory Manager.



    



    When the Factory Manager opened the lid, a pungent and slightly sour smell wafted up.



    



    It was kimchi.



    



    "It tastes better if you grill this."



    



    The Factory Manager picked up the kimchi with tongs and placed it on the folded sides of the grilling plate.



    



    The pork fat dripping from above met the kimchi and sizzled as it cooked, and it was another delicious smell.



    



    "What kind of vegetable... is that?"



    



    Richel took a closer look as the new food was placed on the grill.



    



    "It's a dish from my hometown. It's pickled cabbage. It's delicious."



    



    "I have no idea what kind of food it is."



    



    "More importantly, Factory Manager-nim. It's all cooked now, so I'll grill it."



    



    Channing said to the Factory Manager, holding a plate, and the Factory Manager placed the cooked meat and kimchi on the plate and took it.



    



    "Okay. Ah. Richel and Kelper, come here and grill and eat too. You won't get to eat if you just keep grilling for these old guys. Channing. You can drink the canned beer in the fridge."



    



    "Wow! Really, Factory Manager-nim! Kelper! Keep grilling this!"



    



    "Huh?! Hey!"



    



    At those words, Channing quickly handed the scissors and tongs to Kelper and ran into the factory.



    



    Kelper, with a flustered expression, started flipping the meat while listening to Richel's instructions.



    



    "Let's eat."



    



    As the Factory Manager placed the plate on the table, Popper and Karutz fixed their eyes on it.



    



    "This is interesting... I've never seen bacon grilled like this before."



    



    "This is how we originally ate it back home. Ah. Here, eat it with this seasoned salt and this ssamjang."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Popper picked up the meat with his hand, dipped it in salt and ssamjang, and brought it to his mouth to chew.



    



    Popper's eyes widened, and he looked at Karutz with a surprised expression, and Karutz, who ate after him, also looked at Popper in surprise.



    



    "Wow. This is really amazing."



    



    "Oh my God! This is really... Wahahaha!"



    



    Karutz swallowed the meat first and spoke, and Popper burst out laughing.



    



    "You guys. That's what I was saying. Here. Have some alcohol too."



    



    The Factory Manager opened the jar of infused alcohol and poured the alcohol into a kettle with a ladle. He poured the alcohol into glass cups and placed them in front of each person, and Popper picked up the glass cup and marveled at it.



    



    "This is the first time I've seen such a clear and perfectly shaped glass cup..."



    



    "Don't overthink it and just taste the alcohol. Are you going to chew on the glass?"



    



    At the Factory Manager's scolding, Popper gulped down the alcohol.



    



    "Kyaaah! This is amazing!"



    



    "Me too, me too!"



    



    At Popper's reaction, Karutz also drank the alcohol and made the same sound.



    



    "You had such good alcohol and you were hiding it!"



    



    "That's why I'm sharing it now. Drink up."



    



    "This tastes like raspberry, but it's a bit different. It's good. The alcohol."



    



    "Karutz knows his stuff."



    



    The Factory Manager poured more alcohol into their glasses and continued.



    



    "Drink this and be nice to your wives tonight!"



    



    "Wives? Why wives all of a sudden?"



    



    Karutz asked back, swallowing the alcohol, and the Factory Manager burst out laughing and replied.



    



    "This alcohol is supposed to be really good for that, you know! They say that if you drink this, even an 80-year-old man can make a son."



    



    "Hey! Give me more then!"



    



    Popper quickly finished his alcohol and held out his glass, and the three of them started emptying the bottle of alcohol, laughing heartily, with the meat as their appetizer.

  
    Chapter 8



    



    "Whoa?!"



    



    Richel gulped down the canned beer, her eyes wide with surprise.



    



    When Channing first brought the canned beer, she was surprised by how cold it was despite not being winter. She wondered how they could make something with the same shape out of metal, and how the picture on it was drawn so elaborately.



    



    Then, following Channing's lead, Richel pulled the ring on top of the metal can, opening it with a hiss and a spill of foam.



    



    And as she poured the drink down her throat like Channing, a cheer naturally erupted from her.



    



    "Delicious, right?"



    



    "Yeah! What is this?! It's beer, but so clean! Wow! I've never had beer like this before! Ah, whatever! Mom will scold me for drinking in the middle of the day."



    



    "Hey! You two! Don't just drink by yourselves, give me some too. I'm grilling the meat all alone here!"



    



    Kelper shouted at the two who were happily chatting while drinking.



    



    "Ah. Sorry, sorry. Here, drink this while you grill."



    



    "Damn it! So you're not going to offer to grill for me instead."



    



    Channing opened a can of beer and handed it to Kelper, who grumbled but accepted it.



    



    "Huh?! What is this! This is incredibly delicious."



    



    "Hahaha! Delicious, right?!"



    



    Channing burst into laughter at Kelper's words.



    



    It was a somewhat frivolous appearance, but it didn't look too bad on the handsome Channing.



    



    ******



    



    The younger generation enjoyed their weekend in front of the fire, while the middle-aged group had theirs at the table. And there was someone peeking at them from over the fence.



    



    At first, no one noticed the person. Everyone was too engrossed in the enjoyable atmosphere.



    



    The Factory Manager was the first to notice the strange situation.



    



    "Hey. I'm going to the bathroom for a bit."



    



    "Okay. We'll drink on our own."



    



    "Don't drink it all, leave some for me, you guys."



    



    The Factory Manager said this to Popper, who was tilting the liquor bottle, and then got up and went into the bathroom inside the factory.



    



    The Factory Manager's face, reflected in the mirror, was flushed red.



    



    Thinking that it had been a long time since he had drunk this much, the Factory Manager washed his face with cold water. The cold water on his flushed face felt good.



    



    As he came out of the bathroom, the Factory Manager spotted a child cautiously peeking inside from behind the wall.



    



    "Whose kid are you?"



    



    The Factory Manager approached the door, and the child was startled, retreating behind the wall.



    



    The child was wearing ragged clothes, bigger than their body, tied loosely with a string around their waist. Their shoes weren't proper shoes either, but scraps of cloth wrapped around their feet with string.



    



    They looked around 7 or 8 years old, but the Factory Manager thought they might be older.



    



    "What's wrong? Are you looking for someone?"



    



    The child shook their head.



    



    The Factory Manager rubbed his alcohol-blurred eyes and examined the child more closely.



    



    The child's long hair was silver. Perhaps a girl. Their face was dirty, but the Factory Manager thought they had quite cute features.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. Someone came... Huh?"



    



    Channing approached the Factory Manager and was about to speak when he spotted the child and looked at them closely.



    



    "It's a Mazoku child."



    



    "Mazoku?"



    



    At the word Mazoku, the child flinched and trembled.



    



    "Yes. Ah. Factory Manager-nim, you probably don't know. See the small horns on their head? That's a characteristic of the Mazoku. They're a nomadic tribe. Because they lost the war a long time ago."



    



    Channing, his face also flushed red, explained, pointing at the child with his beer-can-holding hand.



    



    Listening to the story, the child lowered their head and stared at the ground.



    



    The Factory Manager, closely observing the child, approached them, knelt down, and met their gaze.



    



    "Are you hungry?"



    



    The child nodded.



    



    The Factory Manager smiled gently and said,



    



    "Come in. I'll give you some food."



    



    The Factory Manager stood up and went back inside, but the child still stood there motionless.



    



    "What's wrong?"



    



    The child cautiously raised their head and said,



    



    "I... I'll work. Then please give me food."



    



    The Factory Manager burst into laughter at the child's words.



    



    "Hahahaha! Good. I like your spirit. You want to earn your own food by working. Good! You have guts. Channing! Get the dishes for this child to wash. They can wash them at the sink over there, right?"



    



    "Huh? Yes. I understand..."



    



    Channing replied with a hesitant expression, and only then did the child cautiously step inside.



    



    Channing led the child to the sink in the corner of the yard and put down the greasy stainless steel plates.



    



    "Take that fluffy thing there and press this next to it. Something slippery will come out. That's soap, so use it to clean the dishes thoroughly. See this here? Turn this and water will come out."



    



    "Ah... I understand..."



    



    The child nodded and picked up the sponge, starting to wash the dishes.



    



    Channing, glancing at the child, approached the Factory Manager and said,



    



    "Factory Manager-nim... I'm not sure about letting a Mazoku in..."



    



    "Huh? What are you talking about? Who was the one who asked for food and work when they were hungry?"



    



    "But I wasn't a wanderer. I ended up that way because the farm I worked at went bankrupt, and I'm a local who's lived here since I was young."



    



    The Factory Manager waved his hand dismissively at Channing's grumbling.



    



    "A kid who asks for work before asking for food is trustworthy. Richel! Go home and get some soup."



    



    "Eh? But I haven't finished eating yet..."



    



    "You can go and come back quickly! You're eating meat for free, you little...!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's scolding, Richel giggled and walked out the door, and Channing, about to say something, just went back to the fire.



    



    The Factory Manager watched the child washing the dishes.



    



    Their hands were still small and young, so their movements were slow, but the sight of them diligently washing the dishes pleased him. He took out a cigarette and lit it.



    



    "He's surprisingly kind, you know."



    



    Popper said, pointing at the Factory Manager, and poured some liquor into a glass, handing it to him.



    



    The Factory Manager accepted the glass.



    



    "By the way, Popper."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Why do the Mazoku wander around?"



    



    Popper, pouring liquor into his own glass, looked at the Factory Manager and replied.



    



    "They lost the war a long time ago."



    



    "The war?"



    



    When the Factory Manager asked again, Karuutz offered his glass and continued the story.



    



    "Yeah. 500 years ago, or something... There was a great war. Humans, dwarves, and elves joined forces to fight the Mazoku and monsters. The Mazoku could control monsters, you see. Like Orcs and Goblins. Well, they lost that war, so the monsters were driven north, and the Mazoku either fled north or ended up living a nomadic life like this. It's a story I heard a long time ago."



    



    The Factory Manager's expression hardened slightly as he looked at the child.



    



    "Well, that's the story. So people don't really like the Mazoku."



    



    "You too, Karuutz?"



    



    "Me? Well, I don't particularly like them... but I also don't think there's a reason to hate them blindly. To be honest, well, so what? What about it? I don't see a reason to ostracize them if they don't do anything bad to me."



    



    The Factory Manager then looked at Popper.



    



    Popper shrugged.



    



    "I'm similar. It's an old story now. It's an old story, but elves might dislike them quite a bit."



    



    Popper said, looking at Channing.



    



    "You said Channing is an elf, right? Why the elves?"



    



    "Because the level of hurt is different. The elves were the first to be attacked by the Mazoku. Elves often lived in tribes in the forests, you see. Not so much these days, but anyway, because of that, they suffered a lot of damage in the beginning."



    



    Popper took a sip of his liquor and continued.



    



    "They lost their territory early on, and as the war intensified, humans, dwarves, and elves formed an alliance and began to counterattack. When they recaptured most of the occupied territories and reached the elves' land, who do you think stopped the allied forces?"



    



    "I don't know. The Mazoku army, I guess."



    



    "It was the elf army. The elves who had become slaves to the Mazoku were brought to the battlefield in chains and had to stand at the forefront."



    



    Hearing this, the Factory Manager was so surprised that he stared blankly at Channing.



    



    "With such pain, it's hard to be indifferent to the Mazoku. It's a wound on a racial level. At least Channing was born and raised near this city where various races live, so it's less severe for him."



    



    Popper said, picking up a piece of meat and putting it in his mouth.



    



    The Factory Manager, an outsider, couldn't fully understand, but he could somewhat comprehend Channing's complex feelings.



    



    "I'm back!"



    



    Meanwhile, Richel entered, chattering cheerfully.



    



    "Really, Mom scolded me for being drunk in the middle of the day. I brought some soup and bread."



    



    "Thank you. Hey, little one. Come and eat."



    



    As Richel took out the soup bottle and bread from the basket, the Factory Manager called the child.



    



    The child looked at the Factory Manager for a moment, then went back to the dishes.



    



    "I haven't finished yet."



    



    "Eat before it gets cold. There will be more dishes to wash anyway."



    



    At those words, the child cautiously approached the table, and the Factory Manager pulled up another chair for them.



    



    A bowl of warm soup and bread were placed on the table.



    



    The child politely bowed their head and started eating the soup and bread with a spoon.



    



    Seeing them eat so diligently because they were hungry, the Factory Manager couldn't help but smile.



    



    "So, little miss. What's your name?"



    



    "It's Illia."



    



    "Okay, Illia. Where are your parents?"



    



    At the Factory Manager's question, Illia stopped eating and lowered her head.



    



    "I don't even know their faces. I was raised by my sister."



    



    "I'm sorry... Where's your sister?"



    



    "She disappeared a while ago. I'm alone..."



    



    Illia said and burst into tears.



    



    The Factory Manager was flustered by the sudden situation and looked around, but everyone else also looked bewildered, not knowing what to do.



    



    Channing approached Illia, placed a plate of meat in front of her, and said,



    



    "Cry if you want to."



    



    "I'm... I'm sorry..."



    



    When Illia apologized, wiping her tears, Channing silently pushed the plate of meat closer to her and left.



    



    After crying for a while, Illia wiped her eyes and looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    "I'm sorry... Did I upset you?... I'll eat quickly and finish the dishes."



    



    "No. You can eat slowly."



    



    Illia picked up her spoon again.



    



    "Eat some meat too."



    



    Richel said to Illia, but she shook her head.



    



    "No. I can't eat meat just for washing dishes."



    



    "You don't need to be so humble."



    



    The Factory Manager said, but Illia shook her head again.



    



    "My sister always said that you get what you work for. And that you shouldn't be greedy. If I eat meat, I'll have to work for you for several more days, and that would be a burden."



    



    Illia pushed the plate of meat forward.



    



    "Don't be silly. There's nothing wrong with accepting someone's kindness. Sometimes, that kindness might be too big, too much to repay. That's natural. What can a little kid do? If you want to work that much, fine. Work at our factory. There's plenty to do. It would be helpful to have even a little kid's help."



    



    The Factory Manager blurted out, and Illia's eyes widened as she looked at him, slightly shocked.



    



    The Factory Manager pushed the plate of meat back to her.



    



    "So just eat. I'll give you plenty of work. You're too young to be like this."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Illia started crying again, repeating her thanks, and the Factory Manager reached out and patted her head.



    



    3.



    



    "Thanks for the meal."



    



    "Me too. Good liquor. Call me again if you have that kind of liquor next time."



    



    "Get out of here, you humans! You drank the whole big bottle! I'm never giving you liquor again!"



    



    After responding to Popper and Karuutz's farewells, the Factory Manager lit a cigarette and looked at the yard. He saw Illia diligently carrying the dishes from the table to the sink.



    



    Channing was sweeping the remaining ashes into a pile and cleaning up the brazier.



    



    The Factory Manager smiled and shouted,



    



    "Take it easy. We can clean up the rest tomorrow!"



    



    "You should go inside and rest, Factory Manager-nim."



    



    "Oh, right. Illia, I haven't shown you where you'll be sleeping. Cha... No. Channing, I'll take Illia. Just finish cleaning up."



    



    "Yes, yes."



    



    Channing waved his hand dismissively in response, and Illia hesitantly followed the Factory Manager into the factory.



    



    The Factory Manager silently went up to the second floor and opened a door in the corner.



    



    "There's no furniture yet, but make yourself comfortable."



    



    "Ah... No. I can just sleep in the corner of the kitchen. I just need a blanket."



    



    When Illia said this, horrified, the Factory Manager, feeling the effects of the alcohol, put his hand on his forehead and pushed Illia into the room.



    



    "Just use it, it's an empty room anyway. Take off your shoes before you go up. Here, see this? Press this and it'll get bright."



    



    "Whoa?!"



    



    As the Factory Manager turned on the light, Illia, startled, made a strange noise and tried to leave the room, but he stopped her.



    



    After a while, Illia, getting used to the fluorescent light, looked up at the Factory Manager awkwardly.



    



    "Wow... Are you a wizard, sir?"



    



    "Huh? What nonsense. I'm an engineer. Don't think too much about it. I won't bite. I'll explain the details later. Oh... Sorry. I have a headache. The blanket is in there, behind that door, so take it and cover yourself."



    



    The Factory Manager closed the door and left, and Illia looked around, then cautiously took off the rags wrapped around her feet and stepped onto the slightly elevated floor.



    



    Fascinated by the smooth floor, Illia ran her hand over it. A little dust came off.



    



    Then, she went to the corner the Factory Manager had pointed to and opened the door. Inside, pillows and blankets were neatly folded.



    



    Illia thought the thick one should be placed on the bottom and the thin one on top.



    



    As she carefully tried to pull out a blanket, the pile of blankets fell on top of her.



    



    "Ugh!"



    



    Illia, half crawling, managed to get out from under the blankets and sighed. She was surprised by how soft and light the blankets were.



    



    After finally spreading the mattress on the floor and bringing the pillows and blankets, Illia carefully took off the rags she was wearing and crawled into the blanket.



    



    The soft touch of the blanket against her skin made her feel happy.



    



    Feeling as if she were under a magic spell, Illia fell asleep.

  
    Chapter 9



    



    It had almost been a month since Illia started living at the factory.



    



    Illia's first task upon waking up in the morning was to wash her face and prepare breakfast. While the rice in the electric rice cooker, reserved the night before, was cooking, she arranged the side dishes from the refrigerator that the Factory Manager had bought.



    



    Initially amazed by each appliance, thinking they were magic, Illia had now become quite adept at using them.



    



    While the rice was cooking, Illia put the bread from the basket into the microwave. It was bread for Illia and Channing.



    



    While Illia sometimes ate rice with the Factory Manager, Channing insisted on bread, saying rice didn't agree with him.



    



    Illia also wasn't used to rice and spicy side dishes yet, so she ate bread with Channing.



    



    Meanwhile, Channing came down the stairs.



    



    "Yaaawn... Did you sleep well?"



    



    "Yes. Did you sleep well?"



    



    Entering the kitchen located in a corner of the factory, Channing greeted Illia, patted her head, and took a gulp of water from the refrigerator.



    



    "Use a cup, Oppa."



    



    "I didn't touch it with my mouth."



    



    Channing retorted at Illia's scolding and placed the water bottle on the table.



    



    Although initially a bit distant with Illia, perhaps due to discomfort, Channing had become close to her due to her friendly behavior, and they now exchanged jokes.



    



    The Factory Manager also came down the stairs and entered the kitchen.



    



    "Is everyone up?"



    



    "Good morning."



    



    "Good morning."



    



    Illia and Channing greeted the Factory Manager as he entered the kitchen.



    



    At that moment.



    



    The rice cooker started to release steam, and the microwave dinged, signaling that the bread was ready. Everyone sat around and started their meal.



    



    Illia carefully took a bite of the bread after spreading butter and jam on it and looked at the Factory Manager eating rice with various side dishes.



    



    Illia, who still didn't know what those side dishes tasted like, looked at the Factory Manager with a slightly admiring gaze.



    



    The Factory Manager picked up some kimchi with his chopsticks and asked Channing,



    



    "What do we have to finish today?"



    



    "Uh... There's a friend who asked us to fix his broken armor yesterday, and Oscar from the Red Rooster pub ordered 30 stainless steel beer mugs."



    



    "The same as the sample we made before?"



    



    "Yes. And Popper also asked us to make blades for hunting knives. Four of them."



    



    "Damn it. That Popper, he thinks we're his subcontractors."



    



    While the Factory Manager and Channing talked about work, Illia quietly listened and chewed on her bread.



    



    ******



    



    After finishing their meal, the Factory Manager and Channing went to the factory to check the machinery and start their day's work. From then on, Illia's day also began in earnest.



    



    First, she cleaned up after breakfast and washed the dishes.



    



    Initially, Illia didn't know what soap was for, but after doing it every day, she realized that it removed grease and grime, leaving the dishes sparkling clean.



    



    The squeaky-clean dishes made Illia feel good.



    



    "Channing. You know how to make cups, so why don't you try making them? I'll take care of the armor repair."



    



    "Really? Can I make them all?"



    



    "You know how to do it, don't you?"



    



    As Illia finished washing the dishes and came outside, Channing's delighted voice reached her ears.



    



    After that, Illia gathered the Factory Manager and Channing's work clothes. It was time to do laundry.



    



    The Factory Manager told her to just throw them in the washing machine, but Illia felt that they wouldn't be properly cleaned that way, so she pre-washed them before putting them in the machine.



    



    Before pre-washing, Illia hung the clothes on the clothesline and beat them with a wooden stick.



    



    Thump! Thump!



    



    A cheerful sound echoed as the wooden stick hit the clothes. This was to remove all the dust, iron powder, and metal fragments stuck to the clothes. It was a habit she developed after getting pricked by a small piece of metal when she thoughtlessly washed them directly.



    



    The Factory Manager's clothes, separated into a jacket and pants, were easy, but Channing's one-piece work clothes were quite tiring to beat with the stick.



    



    After thoroughly dusting the clothes, Illia put them in a large rubber basin and filled it with water from the faucet.



    



    Illia thought the faucet, which produced water with a simple turn of the handle without needing a well, was amazing.



    



    Once the basin was adequately filled, she sprinkled powdered laundry detergent and, lifting her skirt, stepped into the basin and started stomping.



    



    Splash, splash! The white foam gradually turned black.



    



    "Oh dear... It seems like I do laundry quite often, but it's like this every time."



    



    Illia grumbled, poured out the dirty water from the basin, and filled it with fresh water again.



    



    ******



    



    After finishing the pre-wash by changing the water several times, Illia briefly drained the water from the work clothes at the faucet, put them in a basket, and carried it with a grunt. The work clothes were heavier when soaked with water.



    



    Entering the boiler room in a corner of the factory, Illia put the work clothes into the drum washing machine located in the corner, added detergent, and skillfully operated the buttons.



    



    With that, her morning tasks were complete.



    



    The Factory Manager told her to relax and work at her own pace, but Illia felt self-conscious around him and Channing. Even though no one pressured her, she felt that way internally.



    



    So, she subtly observed the two working in the factory and waited for the laundry to finish, occasionally bringing them drinks or cleaning up.



    



    ******



    



    Illia went out to the factory and first looked at the Factory Manager. He was wearing a protective mask and welding the torn part of a breastplate.



    



    A bright flash erupted, and Illia quickly turned her head and closed her eyes tightly. The Factory Manager had told her that looking at the light would damage her eyes.



    



    The sizzling sound of welding reached Illia's ears. She kept her eyes tightly shut. After a while, she heard the welding machine switch off, so she carefully opened her eyes again.



    



    The Factory Manager was examining the welded breastplate from various angles.



    



    "I don't understand why they bring these broken armors to be patched up instead of just melting them down and making new ones."



    



    "It can't be helped. Armor is expensive. They say they like our repairs because the patched parts are sturdy and clean."



    



    "Of course ours is stronger compared to those who just slap on metal pieces and hammer them or patch them with zinc or lead. Welding melts and fuses the metals together."



    



    The Factory Manager placed the breastplate on the workbench, secured it in a vise, and ground the welded area with a hand grinder. It was a process to smoothen out the rough areas for a clean finish.



    



    Illia knew she shouldn't go near him when he was doing that kind of work.



    



    She knew that even if she tried to help, being only 9 years old, she wouldn't be of much assistance, and getting hurt would be more of a burden.



    



    Illia carefully followed the Factory Manager's hand movements as he changed the hand grinder's discs and polished the breastplate. She thought the Factory Manager was a magician.



    



    Whenever she saw him effortlessly using those magical tools in the workshop filled with various mysterious machines and transforming broken metal into something new, she felt like she was witnessing a legend.



    



    "Ah, it's done. I should tell them to take it easy next time they come. What are they thinking, getting a 30cm tear?"



    



    "Ah, that was torn because of the sword you made, Factory Manager."



    



    As Channing spoke while cutting a stainless steel plate with a hydraulic cutter, the Factory Manager was startled and looked at him.



    



    "What? Did they fight with real swords?"



    



    "It seems they had a practice match, and the knight wielding the longsword you made swung it down with force, breaking the opponent's sword and tearing through the armor before stopping."



    



    "Was that person okay?"



    



    The Factory Manager asked with a slightly agitated tone, and Channing scratched his head and replied.



    



    "Yes, he suffered some bruises, but he wasn't seriously injured. It seems the young man quickly adjusted his strength. You know how much trouble I had refusing that knight when he came here begging for a sword while you were at Popper's? Even accepting the armor repair was half-forced."



    



    The Factory Manager sighed at Channing's explanation.



    



    "Ah, that's why I didn't want to make swords. I don't really want to make weapons that kill people."



    



    "That's why I refused them all."



    



    "Good job, Channing. Next time someone comes, don't say you can't make it. Just quote them an exorbitant price. Like 100 gold coins."



    



    "Ah, that's a good idea."



    



    Channing pushed the stainless steel plate into the press and started cutting. With a click, the press moved, and a round stainless steel plate popped out from below.



    



    After making several round plates, Channing gathered them to one side, turned off the press, and started changing the mold.



    



    "Ugh... Factory Manager, this is too heavy. Can you help me a little?"



    



    Channing grunted while trying to lift the mold and shouted, and the Factory Manager approached him and supported the mold.



    



    "Oh dear. You should have called me before trying!"



    



    "I thought I could do it... Ugh, this is really heavy."



    



    Channing replied to the Factory Manager's scolding and forcefully inserted the mold into the press.



    



    "Huff... This is tiring."



    



    "Of course it is. Do you know how heavy that mold is?"



    



    "Can't we just cut the steel plate, bend it, and weld it?"



    



    The Factory Manager clicked his tongue and looked at Channing at his words.



    



    "That would be even more difficult, you fool."



    



    Channing grinned and scratched his head at the Factory Manager's scolding. He brought back the round stainless steel plates he had gathered, and the Factory Manager returned to his work.



    



    Channing inserted the stainless steel plate into the press and pressed the button. The press slowly descended and pressed the stainless steel plate.



    



    When the machine rose again, a long, cup-shaped object emerged. Channing inserted the remaining stainless steel plates one by one, shaping them into cups.



    



    Seeing the perfectly identical cups lined up, Channing felt pleased.



    



    "They look nice lined up like this."



    



    "Good job."



    



    The Factory Manager said while grinding a roughly cut steel plate with a belt sander, and Channing grinned and scratched his head.



    



    "It's been a while since I started working here. This is easy."



    



    "Oh, praise him a little and he'll fly to the sky! Hurry up and finish and weld them!"



    



    Channing smiled brightly.



    



    ******



    



    Channing rolled a narrow, long strip of stainless steel plate with a bending machine. This was to attach the handle, which was a half-moon shaped rolled stainless steel plate.



    



    After bending the ends, Channing placed it on the cup he had made earlier and welded the handle with a spot welder.



    



    "Have a drink."



    



    Illia approached Channing with a tray, and he reached out and grabbed a paper cup from the tray and drank it straight.



    



    The cool orange juice quenched Channing's thirst.



    



    "Ah! That's refreshing. Thank you."



    



    "Is that welding too?"



    



    Channing glanced at the spot welder at Illia's question.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "It doesn't flash brightly like the other one."



    



    "Yeah. I guess it's a different type."



    



    Channing lifted the welder again.



    



    After fixing the handle and the cup with a clamp, Channing inserted the cup into the wooden frame on the workbench and brought the spot welder's tips close.



    



    Holding the welder's tip in his left hand to position it, he brought the tip in his right hand next to it and pressed the button. With a sizzling sound and electric sparks, two points were welded together.



    



    "That's amazing."



    



    "How's it going?"



    



    While Illia was watching, the Factory Manager also approached and observed Channing's work.



    



    "It's going well."



    



    "Good. Spot welding is easy, you just press with electricity. Illia, Richel will be here soon, so start preparing lunch."



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    Illia headed to the kitchen.

  
    Chapter 10



    



    After having lunch with the bread and soup Richel brought, Illia took the laundry out of the fully spun washing machine and dragged it to the backyard.



    



    She brought a stepping stool to hang the laundry on the clothesline the Factory Manager had made by welding pipes. Climbing onto it, she hung the wet work clothes and secured them with clothespins.



    



    "Anyone there?"



    



    While Illia was hanging the laundry, someone entered the backyard, and Illia peeked down and stepped off the stool.



    



    "Welcome."



    



    The visitor was startled and stepped back when a small child suddenly appeared.



    



    Illia cautiously observed the visitor.



    



    He was a sturdy man with a large build. His head was bald, but he had a thick beard to compensate. Although he had a large build, he wasn't very tall.



    



    Illia realized that the visitor was a dwarf.



    



    "Hmm... Is the workshop owner here?"



    



    "He's inside the factory. Should I call him?"



    



    "No. I'll go in and talk to him."



    



    The dwarf headed towards the back door, and Illia quickly ran into the factory and towards the Factory Manager who was examining a sharpened blade.



    



    "We have a visitor!"



    



    At Illia's shout, the Factory Manager put down the blade and looked in that direction. Spotting the dwarf, he walked over.



    



    "Ah. What brings you here?"



    



    The dwarf, who had been looking around, spotted the Factory Manager and spoke.



    



    "Ah! You're the workshop owner! I've come to place an order."



    



    "An order... Let's go inside first."



    



    The dwarf took a folded piece of paper out of his pocket and unfolded it.



    



    The drawing on the paper was of a giant hammer.



    



    "A hammer. A sledgehammer."



    



    "I work at the quarry outside the city, you see. Since the stone is granite, a very hard stone, the hammers we use to break the stones break easily. The chisels too. Then I heard that this workshop makes very sturdy tools, so I came here."



    



    The Factory Manager looked at the dwarf's design, spread the paper out, and started writing things down with a pencil.



    



    "My goodness... I've never seen such a huge hammer before. Are you sure the measurements are correct? It's too big."



    



    "It has to be that size. A normal one would be too small."



    



    "Hmm... So how many?"



    



    "Just make one first, and I'll try it out. If it's good, I'll order more."



    



    "A sample then."



    



    The Factory Manager and the dwarf discussed the price, came to an agreement, and the dwarf paid.



    



    After the dwarf left, Channing, who was making a cup, approached.



    



    "How big is the hammer?"



    



    "The hammer head alone is 15 by 15 by 30."



    



    "Millimeters?"



    



    "Do you think it's millimeters? Centimeters (cm). If I haven't converted the units incorrectly. The handle is 1 meter 30 centimeters. Are those dwarves planning to swing a sledgehammer as tall as themselves..."



    



    Channing examined the note the dwarf had left. The note had the size written in the numbers and units used in Polchis.



    



    Channing thought that the numbers written were indeed very large.



    



    "It's definitely big..."



    



    "He also wants the handle to be very thick. I've never seen such a crude hammer in my life."



    



    The Factory Manager walked over to where the angle irons were piled up and started examining them.



    



    "Let's see... Here it is. Channing! Come and help me!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's call, Channing hurriedly ran over, and the Factory Manager pointed to the largest angle iron in the corner, covered in dust.



    



    "We need to take this out."



    



    "Wow... How many years has this been sitting here?"



    



    "I don't know. I only kept one because I thought I'd never need this size. I didn't know I'd actually have to use it. Listen carefully."



    



    The Factory Manager and Channing put their hands under the huge angle iron and tried to lift it.



    



    "Ugh... It's no use. Let go!"



    



    Channing and the Factory Manager, who were struggling and groaning, let go.



    



    "Come to think of it, this weighs about 170kg. A person can't lift this."



    



    "I'll bring the hoist."



    



    Channing quickly ran and pressed the switch to operate the hoist (Hoist, 기중기), and the Factory Manager, watching him, stopped the hoist with a hand gesture.



    



    "Wait a minute! Bring it here!"



    



    The Factory Manager stopped Channing and ran across the factory to one side, and Channing moved the hoist in that direction.



    



    It wasn't difficult to move the hoist, a crane hanging from the ceiling.



    



    The Factory Manager, who had lowered the hoist upon reaching the corner, hung something there.



    



    It was a square, box-like object with a sturdy hook attached to the top and a lever-type handle on the side that could be raised and lowered.



    



    "What is that?"



    



    "This? A magnet. It's called a lifting magnet."



    



    "What's a magnet?"



    



    The Factory Manager, who was connecting the hoist's hook to the lifting magnet, looked at Channing.



    



    "I guess you don't have magnets either. I'll explain it to you later while we work. Now, slightly raise the hoist and let's go back to where we were."



    



    Channing tilted his head slightly and carefully moved the hoist. Since an object was hanging, it shouldn't be lifted too high, so he had to move it about 50cm above the floor.



    



    As a result, Channing had to pay more attention, maneuvering between the machines.



    



    When they arrived back at the angle iron, the Factory Manager pulled the lifting magnet and placed it on top of the angle iron.



    



    "A magnet, you see, is an object that sticks to iron. It has the power to attract iron. This is an incredibly strong magnet. It can lift and move up to 300kg. It's something I rarely use, but I'll have to use it this time."



    



    The Factory Manager placed the lifting magnet on the angle iron and turned the lever in the opposite direction, then gestured for Channing to lift the hoist.



    



    As Channing operated the switch and lifted the hoist, the angle iron followed, rising upwards.



    



    "Wow! It's coming up without any ropes or anything?"



    



    "I told you. Iron sticks to iron."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Channing came closer and started examining it from all angles.



    



    "Isn't it funny?"



    



    "Huh? What's funny?"



    



    "Iron sticking to iron... Never mind. Let's move it."



    



    The Factory Manager answered Channing's question and walked ahead, and Channing followed behind with a puzzled expression, moving the angle iron.



    



    "Okay. Put it down around there. Wait a minute."



    



    The Factory Manager then brought a circular saw. It was a cutter that used a high-speed rotating circular blade to cut metal.



    



    After placing the cutter on the floor and connecting the power, the Factory Manager carefully inserted the angle iron, still hanging from the hoist, into the cutter and measured the length with a tape measure.



    



    After roughly wiping off the oil on the surface with a glove, the Factory Manager marked the cutting point with a marker.



    



    After securing the angle iron in the cutter by turning the handle, the Factory Manager transferred cutting oil from the cutting oil container into a plastic bottle and then punched a hole in the bottle cap with an awl.



    



    Handing the bottle to Channing, the Factory Manager turned on the cutter switch.



    



    "Spray it little by little."



    



    "Yes, yes... Whoa! It's splashing!"



    



    The Factory Manager carefully lowered the cutter, and as the cutting oil started splashing everywhere, Channing was startled.



    



    The Factory Manager lowered the cutter to cut, then slightly raised it and cut again, repeating the process. Since it was difficult to cut it all at once, he was cutting it little by little.



    



    Meanwhile, Channing carefully sprayed cutting oil on the cutting area.



    



    After a considerable amount of time and effort, the angle iron finally split.



    



    "Whew... My hands are shaking."



    



    "Now that it's cut, it's really huge. Phew."



    



    "Take the remaining piece back and bring the hoist and magnet. This weighs over 50kg."



    



    Following the Factory Manager's instructions, Channing went to fetch the hoist, and the Factory Manager wiped the sweat from his forehead with his glove.



    



    Someone tugged at the Factory Manager's sleeve.



    



    "Oh? Illia. What's wrong?"



    



    When the Factory Manager asked, Illia held out a small cup with her tiny hand.



    



    It was filled with cold water.



    



    The Factory Manager smiled at Illia.



    



    "Thank you."



    



    Illia smiled back when the Factory Manager smiled at her.



    



    The Factory Manager reached out to pat her head but, realizing his gloves weren't very clean, he just lightly patted Illia's shoulder with his fingertips.



    



    "I brought it."



    



    "Oh. Thanks. Drink some water and then get back to work."



    



    "Ah. Thank you, Illia."



    



    Illia said as she handed him the cup, and Channing smiled and took it.



    



    The Factory Manager then attached the lifting magnet, lifted the iron with the hoist, and carefully secured it to the milling machine.



    



    After drilling a hole for the handle, shaping the sides into an octagon, he removed the metal with the hoist and placed it on the floor.



    



    "We need to heat treat it, so bring the oxygen torch."



    



    Channing brought the oxygen torch, and the Factory Manager lit it and started heating the tip of the hammer head. It was the part that would directly impact the object when the hammer was used.



    



    Since the hammer was so large, it took a long time to heat just the tip red-hot.



    



    Once he confirmed that it was sufficiently heated, the Factory Manager poured water on it. With a sizzling sound, steam billowed up.



    



    "Whoa!"



    



    "Whew. Now, the other side."



    



    The Factory Manager inserted a long metal rod into the hammer's hole and flipped it over so the other side faced up, then repeated the same process.



    



    "Channing! Grind down the sharp edges with the hand grinder."



    



    "Got it."



    



    The Factory Manager went to the corner and examined the steel pipes. He was looking for a pipe that was strong and suitable for the handle.



    



    Among the various steel pipes, the Factory Manager chose a heat-treated steel pipe.



    



    Although it was an expensive pipe, he thought it was necessary for a hammer of that weight, so he dragged the pipe over, secured it to the cutter, and cut it to the appropriate length.



    



    "I've finished grinding."



    



    "Oh. Good. Then let's get started."



    



    The Factory Manager tried inserting the steel pipe into the hammer head. Since he had made the hole with some leeway, it slid in and out easily.



    



    After removing the pipe, he cut a tire tube and wrapped the tube bar around the pipe a few times before inserting it back into the hole. This time, it was tight and wouldn't go in properly.



    



    "Channing. Stand on top of the hammer."



    



    The Factory Manager brought a work sledgehammer and struck the steel pipe hard.



    



    "Whoa!"



    



    Channing staggered from the sudden impact. Once he regained his balance, the Factory Manager struck the hammer again.



    



    After several more strikes, the pipe finally went all the way through the hammer head.



    



    "My legs are shaking. Haha."



    



    "Channing. Heat the protruding part red-hot with the torch."



    



    "Got it."



    



    Channing lit the oxygen torch and heated the protruding part red-hot. After confirming that it was heated enough, the Factory Manager stood on the hammer head and struck it relentlessly with the sledgehammer.



    



    "Whoa! You scared me!"



    



    Channing was startled by the sudden action, but the Factory Manager continued to strike the hammer without a care.



    



    Once the heated metal cooled, the top of the steel pipe had spread out, covering the top of the hammer head.



    



    "Whew... Hammering after so long is tiring."



    



    "You should have let me do it. You're getting old."



    



    "Would you have flattened it this neatly if I had left it to you? Forget it. Wrap the tube bar around the handle down there. Then we're done."



    



    The Factory Manager took out a cigarette and lit it, tapping his lower back with his hand.



    



    "Are you tired?"



    



    Illia, who was watching from the side, asked, and the Factory Manager smiled and nodded, squatting down on the floor.



    



    "Ah. I guess I'm getting old. I'm not what I used to be. If we get a large order, I'll have to make Channing do it."



    



    While the Factory Manager was smoking, Illia came over and started massaging his shoulders.



    



    "Hahahaha!"



    



    "Ah? Is it ticklish?"



    



    "No. It's very refreshing."



    



    The Factory Manager shook his head and smiled.



    



    Illia smiled brightly and started massaging his shoulders with more force.



    



    The Factory Manager smiled and put out his cigarette.

  
    Chapter 11



    



    It was lunchtime the next day.



    



    It was noon, a time for rest after eating the lunch Richel brought. Richel was combing Illia's hair and tying a ribbon, and the Factory Manager was smoking and flipping through the newspaper.



    



    Channing's snoring filled the factory as he lay sprawled on a cardboard box on the floor, fast asleep.



    



    "That Channing, he can sleep even on the bare floor."



    



    "I know, right? I told him to go sleep in his room, but he said it was too much of a bother."



    



    Richel said, looking at Channing, and Illia replied with a sigh. Richel burst into laughter after hearing that.



    



    "He's something else."



    



    "You're telling me. Seeing Channing-oppa makes me wonder if all elves are like that."



    



    "He's the only one like that. It would be unfair to elves to say they're all like him."



    



    Illia burst into laughter at Richel's reply.



    



    "Is it that different?"



    



    "Yes. Just look at Channing's father, how dignified he is. He rarely speaks unless necessary. Other traveling elves, merchants, and even the elf artisans working in our alley are all polite and quiet."



    



    "Hee... I wouldn't have guessed that from Channing-oppa. I thought they'd all be loud, love drinking, and make silly jokes."



    



    "At least among the elves I've met, Channing is the only one like him. If you told other elves about him, they'd say he's not an elf, wouldn't they?"



    



    At Richel's affirmation, Illia burst into laughter again, and Richel laughed along with her.



    



    Unaware of their conversation, Channing was still in a deep sleep, and the Factory Manager was idly flipping through the newspaper.



    



    That day, too, was just another ordinary lunchtime.



    



    "There. All done. You look pretty."



    



    Richel said after finishing braiding Illia's hair, and Illia checked her hair in a hand mirror. The back of her head was braided across, secured with a red ribbon.



    



    Illia was so pleased that she looked at Richel.



    



    "Thank you, Richel-unni."



    



    "You're welcome."



    



    While they were talking, the back door opened and someone came in.



    



    "Anyone here?"



    



    The Factory Manager, who had glanced at the person who came in with a greeting, recognized him and got up from his seat, putting down the newspaper.



    



    It was the dwarf who had requested the hammer from the Factory Manager.



    



    "Ah, the one who commissioned the hammer."



    



    The dwarf who entered smiled brightly at the Factory Manager's greeting.



    



    "Yes, you told me to come the next day, is it already finished?"



    



    "One hammer is a piece of cake. But are you sure about this size? It weighs as much as a person."



    



    "It has to be this big to be useful. Let me see."



    



    The Factory Manager dragged the hammer that was leaning against the corner with a grunt. It was so heavy that even the Factory Manager had to put in considerable effort.



    



    Seeing the hammer, the dwarf's eyes widened, and he smiled brightly, stroking the handle.



    



    "Oh! It's even more magnificent than I imagined. The handle is metal, so I don't have to worry about its durability... And this wrapping, it's not leather. I don't know what it is, but it feels good in my hand."



    



    The dwarf lifted the hammer with a grunt. He looked surprisingly light on his feet.



    



    The Factory Manager nodded as he watched the dwarf effortlessly move the hammer, as if he was used to handling it. However, the Factory Manager thought it looked a bit awkward since the hammer was as tall as the dwarf himself.



    



    After examining the hammer a few times, the dwarf slammed it on the floor with a thud and exclaimed in admiration.



    



    "Oh. Good. Good. This is what I'm talking about. It has to be this heavy to make hammering fun."



    



    "Well, I'm glad you like it, but isn't it too long? The proportions seem off."



    



    As the Factory Manager pointed out, the hammer was taller than the dwarf, making it unsuitable for him to wield.



    



    As if noticing the Factory Manager's question, the dwarf nodded and opened his mouth.



    



    "Ah. Indeed, the hammer is long for me to use. But I'm not the one who will be using this hammer. Hey! Come in here!"



    



    The dwarf shouted outside the factory, and someone walked in.



    



    This time, it was the Factory Manager who was surprised.



    



    "Yikes!"



    



    Illia also screamed softly in surprise and hid behind Richel. Only Richel remained relatively calm, watching the person as she hugged Illia.



    



    Channing, awakened by the commotion, stretched and rubbed his eyes, then jumped up in surprise when he saw the newcomer. He shouted.



    



    "An Orc?!"



    



    Channing's cry revealed his identity.



    



    Orcs weren't that uncommon. There were Orcs living in Polchis, and there were also villages inhabited by Orcs nearby.



    



    However, due to their distinct appearance, Orcs were often feared by many other races.



    



    Except for Richel, who was accustomed to Orcs due to her work at the restaurant, Channing and Illia couldn't help but be surprised by his appearance. The same went for the Factory Manager, who was seeing an Orc for the first time.



    



    Seeing them, the dwarf waved his hands and said.



    



    "Ah, please don't be alarmed. He's an Orc, but he's my business partner. He's a good friend, so don't scare him."



    



    "Damn it. That's why I said I wouldn't come. People tend to get scared. I see the little miss is quite frightened."



    



    The man with green skin and a height of over two meters scratched his half-bald head and grinned. However, with his lower fangs protruding, he looked more intimidating than expected.



    



    Illia hid behind Richel, and the Orc chuckled and stepped back slightly.



    



    Illia, peeking out from behind Richel, looked at the Orc and cautiously stepped forward.



    



    "I'm sorry. It's just that I've never seen an Orc before..."



    



    "Haha! They say our kin up north eat humans, but I don't, so don't worry. The Orcs living in and around Polchis are different."



    



    The Orc patted Illia's head with his massive, pot-lid-like hand. It was a hard and rough hand, but Illia's fear subsided.



    



    Turning his gaze, the Orc looked at the hammer again and exclaimed in admiration.



    



    "Oh! So this is the hammer. It's amazing. It's a fantastic hammer. I've never seen such a magnificent hammer. The handle is made of metal too. It must be sturdy!"



    



    As soon as the Orc saw the hammer in the dwarf's hand, his eyes sparkled, and he started examining it from all angles. The dwarf handed the hammer to the Orc.



    



    The Orc, receiving the hammer from the dwarf, grasped the handle and swung it around.



    



    The Factory Manager was so surprised that he couldn't speak as he watched the massive and heavy hammer being swung around so effortlessly, making whooshing sounds.



    



    "Wow... He's incredibly strong. He's swinging that heavy thing around like it's nothing."



    



    "My father also said that Orc mercenaries were the scariest on the battlefield."



    



    "Ah. That's right. Uncle Oscar used to be a mercenary, didn't he? He managed to survive fighting against people like that."



    



    "Now you're just being mean."



    



    While Richel and Channing were talking, the Orc continued to swing the hammer tirelessly, then slammed it down on the floor with a thud. Everyone was startled by the sound and looked at the Orc.



    



    The Orc, receiving everyone's attention, smiled brightly and declared in a loud voice.



    



    "I want to take this and test it out right away. How about it, Master Craftsman! Would you like to come and see?"



    



    "Huh? Me too?"



    



    The Orc nodded vigorously.



    



    "Well... I don't think I need to go..."



    



    "It would be good to see how the things you made are being used."



    



    The Factory Manager thought for a moment and nodded.



    



    "Well, it would be a good experience to see how the things I made are used in action. Alright, let's go together. Channing! You come too."



    



    "Huh? Me too?"



    



    Channing asked back in surprise, and the Factory Manager nodded.



    



    "You should see the field too."



    



    "Yes, sir. I understand."



    



    "Wait a minute! What about the factory and Illia?"



    



    As they were about to leave, Richel asked urgently, and the Factory Manager thought for a moment, then grinned at Richel.



    



    "Richel, I need a favor. If any customers come, tell them to go to Popper's place down the street."



    



    "Me?"



    



    "You were just hanging around here because you didn't want to go to the restaurant anyway. This is a good excuse for you, so stay here with Illia."



    



    "Ugh... Seriously! If my mom gets mad later, you'd better deal with it, mister!"



    



    At Richel's words, the Factory Manager waved his hand and left the factory with the others.



    



    4.



    



    They rode the carriage that the dwarf and Orc had come in and headed out of the city. After about 30 minutes, a quarry appeared.



    



    The quarry was located halfway up a low, rocky mountain. It seemed like they had been quarrying stone for a long time, as there was a wide, open space near the quarry, devoid of any trees.



    



    The sounds of hammering could be heard from everywhere, along with the shouts of people. The sound of stones splitting and cheerful cheers echoed through the air.



    



    The Factory Manager, arriving near the quarry, whistled and looked around.



    



    "Whew! This is quite a large quarry."



    



    "Indeed. The stones produced here are sold to various cities besides Polchis. That's why we're always busy. That's why various races work together here. Humans, dwarves, elves, and even Beastmen, Orcs, and goblins. They're all valuable employees with their own strengths."



    



    "Enough with the explanations. I need to test this hammer out."



    



    The Orc interrupted the dwarf's explanation, took off his suit jacket, and lifted the hammer in his shirt sleeves.



    



    It was a massive hammer, but it didn't look too out of place in the hands of the giant Orc.



    



    "Hey! Get out of the way!"



    



    He shouted at another Orc who was about to strike a steel stake slightly wedged into a granite rock with a large hammer, and the Orc moved aside. The Orc then took his stance and raised the hammer high.



    



    "Everyone, stand back!"



    



    The Orc swung the hammer down with incredible speed.



    



    He struck with such force that the wind pressure could be felt, but the hammer head accurately hit the steel stake, and with a tremendous sound, the stake was driven into the granite.



    



    As if the stake had been hammered into a pre-existing hole, it sank in smoothly, and the massive granite rock cracked with a loud crack.



    



    "W... Wow!"



    



    Channing gasped in amazement, and no one else could speak.



    



    "Whew! I hit it so hard, but the hammer's fine? If it were any other hammer, the handle would have shattered by now."



    



    "Woohoo!"



    



    The Orc grinned and said, and finally, the others cheered and rushed towards the Orc, showing interest in the hammer.



    



    To the Orcs, who had never seen a hammer that could withstand such force, the hammer seemed like a truly remarkable object.



    



    Everyone rushed to touch the hammer, causing a commotion.



    



    "Wow! I really like it! Let's make a deal right now! Let's start with 50."



    



    Seeing this, the dwarf grabbed the Factory Manager's hand and said, and the Factory Manager smiled and looked at Channing.



    



    "Channing! Can you make them?"



    



    "What?! Me, all by myself? Please help me, Factory Manager!"



    



    "Then let's talk about the price. We need to buy materials, and as I said, I only have this guy under me, so it'll take some time."



    



    Ignoring Channing's grimace, the Factory Manager started talking with the dwarf, and Channing let out a deep sigh.

  
    Chapter 12



    



    Illia was walking through the forest.



    



    Humming a tune while swinging the basket in her hand, Illia was gathering mushrooms.



    



    Having lived a nomadic life for a long time, Illia had a vast knowledge of edible plants. It was her older sister, who raised her in place of her parents whom she couldn't even remember, who taught her everything.



    



    Illia and her sister had lived their lives wandering from one nomadic Mazoku group to another. And what allowed them to endure that life was the food that grew in the forests and fields.



    



    Illia was not hungry, but she was enjoying this moment of gathering mushrooms with a peaceful heart.



    



    And so, Illia hummed a tune while gathering mushrooms under the trees.



    



    ******



    



    The reason Illia had come all the way to the deep forest, far from the city, was because the Factory Manager and Channing had come for an outsourced project at the request of the Woodcutter's Guild.



    



    The Woodcutter's Guild Leader had requested sharpening for their axes and other tools. After days of struggling with blueprints and materials at the factory, the Factory Manager finally headed to the forest to install the completed product.



    



    "So, a woodcutter will be coming with a wagon soon. We'll ride that outside the city walls and into the forest to install this sharpening tool."



    



    "We have to take it there ourselves?"



    



    Channing asked, and the Factory Manager nodded, handing him a plastic box containing the parts.



    



    "Of course, we have to install it. Do you think the woodcutters know how to do that? Alright, get ready. Pack the equipment too!"



    



    "Yes, yes... But what about Illia? If both you and I go, what will she do? Leave her alone?"



    



    The Factory Manager looked at Illia.



    



    Illia, who was sweeping in the corner, looked up at the two when she heard her name, and the Factory Manager frowned slightly.



    



    "That's right..."



    



    "Where are you going?"



    



    Illia trotted over and asked at the Factory Manager's murmur, and Channing replied, looking at Illia.



    



    "To the forest outside the city walls."



    



    "The forest... It's the season when mushrooms are abundant."



    



    After replying to Channing, Illia looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    "Can I go with you?"



    



    "To pick mushrooms?"



    



    The Factory Manager asked, and Illia nodded.



    



    "Oak mushrooms and Agungi mushrooms that grow these days are delicious. They're good grilled or in soup."



    



    "Ah, oak mushrooms are delicious. I used to pick them often when I was young. My mother used to chop them finely, mix them with other vegetables, fry them in pork fat, and wrap them in thin pancakes. It was delicious."



    



    Channing said, licking his lips.



    



    Seeing the two, the Factory Manager thought the mushrooms must be quite tasty and nodded, taking out a cigarette.



    



    "Well then, Illia can come along too. You can pick mushrooms while we install this."



    



    "Yes!"



    



    Illia quickly nodded, and meanwhile, the wagon sent by the Woodcutter's Guild arrived outside the factory.



    



    2.



    



    While Illia was busy picking mushrooms in the forest, the Factory Manager and Channing were installing the sharpening machine they had disassembled and brought with them.



    



    "Channing! You idiot! Tighten the bolts properly! And you still can't tell left from right on a ratchet wrench?"



    



    "Ugh! It's because I have to work in this awkward position outside."



    



    "Well, who's the idiot who forgot the impact drill? We're lucky I at least brought the ratchet wrench!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted, and Channing tightened the loose bolt with his ratchet wrench (a wrench that rotates in only one direction) and put his protective mask back on. It was necessary because he had to weld it for further reinforcement since it would be under stress.



    



    Since there was no electricity, they had brought an oxy-fuel welding torch.



    



    While Channing tightened the bolts on the side, the Factory Manager was welding.



    



    "Whoa! Factory Manager! Sparks are flying!"



    



    "Dodge them, you idiot. If we don't finish this quickly, we won't be able to go back today!"



    



    The Factory Manager continued working while talking with Channing.



    



    "How is it going?"



    



    A middle-aged man approached the Factory Manager and Channing. It was the Guild Leader of the Woodcutter's Guild.



    



    At the Guild Leader's question, the Factory Manager lifted his protective mask, stood up, and stretched his back.



    



    "We just need to set it up and fix it in place. Later, you should build a roof so it doesn't get rained on. It'll be a headache if it rusts."



    



    The Factory Manager and Channing grabbed the sides of the sharpening tool and lifted it up together.



    



    The tool, slightly shorter than a person's height, stood on the ground. After they positioned it together, Channing went to the handcart and brought back iron stakes and a hammer.



    



    Channing inserted the iron stakes into the pre-drilled holes and lifted the giant hammer to strike the stake.



    



    With a thud, the stake was driven in.



    



    Only after Channing hammered it a few more times did the stake, up to its rounded head, sink into the ground.



    



    The Factory Manager nodded as he watched Channing hammer.



    



    "You hammer well."



    



    "Well, I'm a farmer's son."



    



    "You said you worked on a farm, so your father was a farmer?"



    



    At the Factory Manager's question, Channing replied as he hammered in the next stake.



    



    "Yes. Haven't you heard? Didn't I tell you? My family has been farming for generations."



    



    Channing swung the hammer, and the thud echoed again. Watching Channing, the Factory Manager took out a cigarette.



    



    "You never said that. You only said you came looking for work because your farm went bankrupt. You never once talked about your family... Forget it. Just finish up quickly."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Channing grumbled and continued hammering.



    



    Meanwhile, the Guild Leader was looking around the installed equipment, letting out exclamations of admiration.



    



    "It's wonderful. It's a very unique grindstone."



    



    "You pedal, and the circular grindstone rotates. You sharpen your tools against it."



    



    The Factory Manager replied to the Guild Leader's words.



    



    They had asked a stonemason to shape a large natural stone into a circle and attached it to the device with ball bearings (a type of bearing that uses balls to maintain the separation between the bearing races). This grindstone was connected to gears and a chain, so when you pedaled like a bicycle, the grindstone would rotate.



    



    "I've hammered in all the stakes."



    



    Channing said, wiping the sweat from his forehead, and the Factory Manager threw away his cigarette butt and walked to the device, turning the pedals with his hand.



    



    With a slight creaking sound, the grindstone started to rotate at high speed.



    



    The Factory Manager pedaled, injecting lubricant into the moving parts, and after turning the pedals a few more times, he stood up and declared.



    



    "It's complete. Try sharpening something."



    



    The Guild Leader took out the axe he was carrying at his waist, sat down, and started pedaling. The grindstone began to rotate rapidly.



    



    "Here's a water bucket, so you can sharpen while wetting it with water. It will be more convenient if you rest the axe on this support while sharpening."



    



    Channing explained to the pedaling Guild Leader, who began to sharpen his axe while listening to the explanation. The distinctive sound of metal grinding against the grindstone echoed through the woodcutters' lodging.



    



    The Guild Leader, who had been sharpening his axe by turning it back and forth, stopped pedaling, stood up, and began to examine the axe.



    



    "It's good. The blade was sharpened easily. Thank you very much."



    



    "Well, I'm glad it's good. Contact us if it breaks while you're using it. Hey, Channing! Pack up!"



    



    "Yes. But hasn't Illia come back yet?"



    



    Channing asked while packing up the tools, and the Factory Manager looked around.



    



    "That's right... She'll probably be back while we're packing. Hurry up and load it!"



    



    "Yes."



    



    Channing nodded and lifted the toolbox.



    



    3.



    



    Illia, who had ventured deeper into the forest, started looking around for more mushrooms. Then, she went a little further in and was surprised.



    



    A rather large mushroom was attached to a tree like a roof. At the sight of the mushroom, which was as big as herself, Illia walked under it and examined it. And she was amazed.



    



    "Wow... This is a huge Dwarf Mushroom."



    



    The mushroom was a Dwarf Mushroom. It was a mushroom that dwarves liked to brew into tea and was very expensive because it was said to be good for the body.



    



    Seeing the mushroom, Illia thought she had to take it with her no matter what and put down her basket.



    



    "I wonder if I can get that somehow..."



    



    Illia jumped under the mushroom. Her hand reached the mushroom, but it wasn't enough to pull it off.



    



    Illia thought for a moment and decided that she needed to get a stick or something and looked around. She saw something sticking out of the ground in the distance and ran towards it.



    



    A very old-looking sword was stuck in the ground.



    



    The blade and the decorations on the hilt, which were exposed above ground, were all red with rust, and the hilt was half broken.



    



    Illia, thinking she could pick the mushroom with that sword, grabbed the hilt, then let go and wiped her hand on her apron.



    



    "Ugh..."



    



    The rotten leather and wood of the hilt came off on her hand.



    



    Illia grimaced and picked up a branch, hitting the hilt with it. The rotten hilt crumbled and fell to the ground.



    



    After brushing off the rotten hilt, Illia grabbed the sword again and pulled it upward with all her might.



    



    "Heave-ho!"



    



    Illia put all her strength into it, but the sword, stuck in the ground, wouldn't budge.



    



    This time, she swung the sword back and forth vigorously. She thought it might come out of the ground if she did that. However, the sword still seemed unwilling to come out, only swaying back and forth.



    



    How much longer did she shake it with more force?



    



    Suddenly, the sword snapped, and Illia fell on her bottom.



    



    "Ouch..."



    



    Illia examined the sword. The blade had broken, leaving only about 20 centimeters.



    



    Looking at the broken sword, Illia thought this would be enough and got up, approaching the mushroom.



    



    She stabbed the broken sword into the tree where the mushroom was attached and pushed with force. As she pushed it in properly, the mushroom fell onto Illia's head with a thud.



    



    "Eek!"



    



    Illia screamed in surprise as the mushroom suddenly fell on her. She fell to the ground as the mushroom, although not terribly heavy, was still quite weighty.



    



    Illia, who struggled to get up, looked at the mushroom. It was truly as big as herself.



    



    Illia put the old sword on her belt and lifted the basket and the Dwarf Mushroom.



    



    ******



    



    The Factory Manager, who was watching Channing organize the equipment while smoking, caught sight of a giant mushroom walking towards them.



    



    At first, the Factory Manager thought he was seeing things and tilted his head, but then he noticed the clothes under the mushroom and realized it was Illia carrying the mushroom.



    



    "It's a Lingzhi mushroom. Where did you find such a big one?"



    



    The Factory Manager took the mushroom from Illia's hands, and Illia smiled brightly and said.



    



    "It's a Dwarf Mushroom. It's a very expensive mushroom that dwarves love."



    



    "Those dwarves know what's good. Well then, let's sell this to Popper and make some pocket money."



    



    The Factory Manager said, moving the giant mushroom to the cart, and Illia shook her head.



    



    "No. I'll give it to you, Factory Manager. Please take it."



    



    "Hmm?"



    



    The Factory Manager looked at Illia, and Illia smiled.



    



    "It's my small token of appreciation."



    



    "Hmm... Since you say so, I'll gratefully accept it."



    



    The Factory Manager patted Illia's head vigorously, and Illia smiled brightly.



    



    "Alright, we're all done... Whoa! What's this strange mushroom?"



    



    "Illia gave it to me. You idiot. Do you know how valuable this mushroom is? Just pull the cart. We need to go back to the factory."



    



    At the Factory Manager's shout, Channing grumbled and started pulling the cart.



    



    "It's just a mushroom, no matter how good it is..."



    



    "Oh, come on! This is... Forget it. Let's just go back and eat."



    



    "I picked a lot of mushrooms, so let's make soup when we get back."



    



    The three of them walked towards the wagon, chatting.

  
    Chapter 13



    



    "The more I look at it, the more impressive it is..."



    



    The Factory Manager looked pleased as he admired the giant glass jar placed on a shelf in a corner of the workshop. It contained Lingzhi mushrooms, which the locals called Dwarf Mushrooms, steeped in alcohol.



    



    The sight of the mushroom proudly sitting inside the massive jar was truly impressive.



    



    "Wow... Did you go out the front gate earlier because of that?"



    



    Channing, who had gone to the shower after seeing the Factory Manager leave, asked while drying his hair with a towel. The Factory Manager nodded.



    



    Whenever the Factory Manager went out the front gate, which he usually told Channing and Illia not to go near, something interesting always seemed to appear.



    



    Channing guessed that today's find was the alcohol.



    



    "I can't just let this good mushroom go to waste. It'll take about three years to be ready to drink though. Ah, by the way, where's Illia?"



    



    The Factory Manager asked, and Channing pointed towards the backyard. Illia was weeding the backyard.



    



    Since neither the Factory Manager nor Channing paid much attention to the backyard, Illia would weed and tidy up the flower beds whenever she had time.



    



    Unlike the front gate, which was always locked because the Factory Manager forbade them from going out, Illia thought the backyard, where guests often visited, should be kept clean.



    



    "Illia. Come here. The Factory Manager is looking for you."



    



    Channing called out, poking his head into the backyard. Illia took off her red gardening gloves and entered the workshop.



    



    "I'm here."



    



    As Illia spoke, the Factory Manager handed her a black bag. It was a bag as big as Illia herself.



    



    "Wow! What is this... Huh? It's light?"



    



    Channing, thinking the bag would be heavy for Illia due to its size, was surprised as he took it from her.



    



    Illia, also surprised by the lightness of the bag compared to its size, received another bag from Channing.



    



    "Uh... What is this?"



    



    "It's a blanket. And I bought you some pajamas too. I felt bad just taking the mushrooms without giving you anything, so don't worry about it."



    



    Illia smiled at the Factory Manager, who seemed embarrassed as he averted his gaze to the mushroom wine, even though no one had asked why he bought it.



    



    "Thank you."



    



    "It's nothing. You gave me the mushrooms, so..."



    



    When the Factory Manager said that, Channing laughed and playfully nudged him in the side.



    



    "Hey. Why are you so shy?"



    



    "Shut up! You punk! Go away!"



    



    When the Factory Manager shouted, Channing laughed and took the bags from Illia's hands.



    



    "I'll take these to your room. I need to change my clothes too."



    



    "Thank you."



    



    Only after Channing went upstairs did the Factory Manager clear his throat and look at Illia.



    



    "Ahem... By the way, what's that rusty thing on your waist?"



    



    The Factory Manager, as if changing the subject, showed interest in the sword hanging from Illia's waist, and Illia quickly pulled it out to show him.



    



    "I found it in the forest. It was stuck in the ground and broken. I've been using it for various tasks."



    



    The Factory Manager examined the sword closely.



    



    "It looks similar to the sword that knight requested before. But the handle is short. Is it a one-handed sword? Well, I don't know much about swords. The rust is quite severe. And the handle is practically non-existent."



    



    The Factory Manager unwrapped the cloth Illia had tied around the handle and examined it carefully.



    



    "What is it? That broken sword?"



    



    Channing, who had changed into his new work clothes, came down and asked. The Factory Manager showed him the sword.



    



    Channing examined the sword carefully and then handed it back to the Factory Manager.



    



    "It looks like a knight's sword, but it's incredibly rusty. And the blade is broken. Are you going to melt it down to make something new?"



    



    The Factory Manager looked at Illia, who shook her head.



    



    "It's good for clearing the backyard."



    



    "But this completely rusted thing... Well, if it's comfortable for you, then it's comfortable for you. I'll at least get rid of the rust."



    



    The Factory Manager placed the sword on the workbench and changed the blade of the hand grinder.



    



    After attaching a brass blade instead of the usual cutting blade, the Factory Manager put on his gloves and started the hand grinder.



    



    The motor of the hand grinder whirred, and he began to grind the blade and handle of the sword with the brass blade. Rust started to fly off as powder.



    



    "Whoa!"



    



    Channing recoiled in surprise, and Illia also stepped back slightly and pulled a mask out of her pocket.



    



    The Factory Manager finished grinding the blade and the handle. The heavy rust had mostly disappeared.



    



    "Wow. This is serious..."



    



    After removing most of the rust, the Factory Manager placed the sword on the workbench and went to one side, bringing back a plastic bucket and various materials.



    



    "What are you going to do?"



    



    "Rust removal."



    



    The Factory Manager placed the plastic bucket on the workbench and went to the corner of the workshop to fetch a square car battery.



    



    "I see you're planning on doing something interesting again."



    



    "I'm going to remove the rust with electrolysis."



    



    After answering Channing's question, the Factory Manager connected wires to a piece of rebar and to the rusty sword.



    



    "Go and fetch some water. Fill it more than halfway."



    



    Channing took the plastic bucket and filled it with water. The Factory Manager poured a white powder into it.



    



    "What is that?"



    



    "Soda (Sodium Carbonate). Don't ask too many questions. I don't know much about it either. It's something called alkali, I think, and it's used for various things."



    



    After dissolving the soda in the water, the Factory Manager submerged the wired sword and rebar into the water and connected the wires to the car battery.



    



    "We'll wait a bit, and it should be done soon. Now, let's get to work."



    



    At the Factory Manager's declaration, Channing looked into the bucket and then moved away. Illia carefully pulled a chair over and climbed onto it to look inside the bucket.



    



    Bubbles started rising from the submerged sword, and a strange smell wafted up.



    



    Illia quickly got off the chair.



    



    ******



    



    While the Factory Manager and Channing were making the ordered stakes, Illia continued to tidy up the backyard with the trowel the Factory Manager had found for her. Weeding and removing stones was quite a laborious task.



    



    Illia gathered the weeds she had pulled out into one pile and the stones into another.



    



    Illia thought she would definitely need the help of the Factory Manager or Channing to make a proper flower bed.



    



    Wiping away her sweat, Illia went into the workshop for a short break. The Factory Manager, having finished his work, also wiped his sweat and walked towards the workbench.



    



    "I think it's about done."



    



    The Factory Manager said, looking at the water. The water had turned a murky brown, and strange floating debris covered the surface.



    



    Seeing this, the Factory Manager disconnected the wires from the car battery and pulled the sword out of the water.



    



    A blackened, but rust-free sword was revealed.



    



    "Hey, Channing. Bring me a rag."



    



    At the Factory Manager's request, Channing went to a corner and picked up a pile of old rags.



    



    Taking the rag, the Factory Manager began to meticulously wipe the sword. After wiping it with water and removing any remaining rust, the sword regained its original luster.



    



    "Huh?! There's a pattern?!"



    



    Channing, who had been watching from the side, exclaimed in surprise as the sword returned to its original color. Illia also approached the Factory Manager and looked at the sword.



    



    "There's a pattern."



    



    At Illia's words, the Factory Manager placed the sword on the workbench and pulled over a nearby stand to shine a light on it.



    



    Under the light, the unique pattern became more visible. A pattern resembling the rings of a tree was revealed on the blade.



    



    Illia quickly pulled over a chair and climbed onto it, and Channing also came closer to examine the sword.



    



    "A sword with a pattern... I've heard of them. Swords and equipment made with the now-lost ancient dwarven techniques have unique and distinctive patterns. They say the swords are so good that they can cut through anything. This is the first time I've seen one in person, though."



    



    Channing explained, and Illia looked at the sword with wide eyes. To think that the sword she had pulled out of the forest and broken was a legendary item.



    



    Illia was so surprised that she reached out to touch the sword and pricked her finger on the sharp edge.



    



    "Ouch!"



    



    "Oh dear. Are you hurt?"



    



    The Factory Manager, who was standing next to her, quickly checked on Illia as she cried out and pulled her hand back. A small amount of blood was oozing from her fingertip.



    



    "It seems you pricked yourself on the broken part. Go and apply some medicine."



    



    Illia nodded and got down from the chair. The Factory Manager looked at the sword.



    



    "To think this is such a legendary item... Honestly."



    



    -Of course, I am a legendary item.-



    



    The moment the Factory Manager lifted the sword,



    



    A strange voice suddenly echoed from somewhere, causing the Factory Manager to drop the sword.



    



    The sword clattered as it hit the floor.



    



    "Damn it! Should I quit drinking? I'm hearing things."



    



    "Factory... Manager-nim! That wasn't just you. I heard it too."



    



    -Hey! Human! Elf! Don't treat me so carelessly!-



    



    While the Factory Manager and Channing were talking, the voice echoed again, and Channing flinched and looked back at the Factory Manager.



    



    "See!"



    



    "Wow. The piece of metal is talking."



    



    -A piece of metal?! I am a legendary, great sword!-



    



    The Factory Manager approached the sword, reached out, and lifted it.



    



    -It seems you weren't the one who awakened me. The blood of the one who awakened me was pure and beautiful. Not like the stale blood of an old geezer like you.-



    



    "You damn piece of metal. I fixed you up after you were about to be melted down, and you have such a foul mouth. Should I trade you for scrap metal right now?"



    



    -I don't know what you mean by trading me for scrap metal, but it doesn't sound pleasant.-



    



    "Factory Manager-nim... Arguing with a legendary item..."



    



    Channing cautiously approached the Factory Manager, who was arguing with the sword, and tried to calm him down. The Factory Manager looked at Channing and replied.



    



    "Well, if it were actually made of Damascus steel, it would be legendary, but this is just pattern-welded. What's so legendary about it?"



    



    Channing was startled by the Factory Manager's words and looked at him in surprise.



    



    "What?! You know how to make it, Factory Manager-nim?"



    



    "Yeah, roughly. Wait a minute..."



    



    The Factory Manager placed the sword back on the workbench and went to a bookshelf in the corner of the workshop, browsing through the books before pulling one out.



    



    "Yep! Here it is. It's from a few years ago, but there was a special feature article in Monthly Metals. So, real Damascus steel is made by refining metal mixed with impurities like vanadium and molybdenum, which are found naturally in iron ore in India. It's an incredibly strong, tough, and rust-resistant metal with a unique pattern. It's a legendary item even in our world. They say there are people researching it. Anyway, it's a method of making it by repeatedly folding and forging specific metals."



    



    After the Factory Manager's explanation, Channing picked up the sword from the workbench and spoke firmly.



    



    "So, this isn't made using that specific method?"



    



    -That's right! I am a legendary weapon made with that...-



    



    "No, it's a bit different. Real Damascus steel has a unique pattern because of the specific impurities mixed in the metal. But this, while it's made in a unique way, is a bit different from real Damascus. The pattern is very regular."



    



    The Factory Manager took the sword from Channing's hand.



    



    "Look. This kind of regular pattern is just simple folding and forging. Even Popper over there could make this. This is hardly a legendary item. Don't you think so, Popper?"



    



    -Hey! Human! Don't talk nonsense! Elf! What year is it?-



    



    "Now? It's the year 328 of the Continental Calendar."



    



    -Continental Calendar? What's that? What about the Spieth Calendar?-



    



    "Ah, that's 3561."



    



    At Channing's words, the sword fell silent, as if thinking. The Factory Manager and Channing looked at the sword, and it exclaimed,



    



    -It's been 400 years since I last slept!-



    



    "What? You're completely ancient."



    



    The Factory Manager retorted at the sword's surprised exclamation.



    



    -Th... This...-



    



    While the sword sputtered, making sounds that would have been accompanied by a very grim expression if it had a face, Illia, who had disinfected and bandaged her wound, returned to the workshop.



    



    -Oh! It's this child!-



    



    The sword immediately recognized Illia as the one who had awakened it.



    



    When the sword spoke, Illia looked around, not knowing where the voice was coming from.



    



    -Little girl! Over here! You awakened me!-



    



    "Hey. Why did your tone change?"



    



    -Shut up, human! To be awakened by the hands of such a pretty little girl. It's a wonder I've lived this long.-



    



    The sword yelled at the Factory Manager's sarcastic remark and then spoke. Illia hid behind Channing.



    



    -Little... girl?-



    



    "That thing is weird."



    



    When Illia said that, the sword fell silent again.



    



    "Well, it is. A talking sword. It's pretty weird."



    



    -Well... Doesn't it make you feel awed or impressed that a sword is talking?-



    



    "You're an idiot. Someone who would be impressed by a talking piece of metal is the weird one."



    



    The sword dejectedly asked at Channing's words, and after the Factory Manager's reply, it fell silent again.



    



    As a brief silence fell, someone entered the workshop through the back door.



    



    "Hey! Black Hair! Haven't you finished making the stakes? I need them quickly so I can bend the rest!"



    



    It was Popper.



    



    Grumbling, he walked towards the group and saw the sword in the Factory Manager's hand.



    



    "What's that? That old-fashioned sword. It looks like something from ages ago. A one-handed sword? And it has a pattern."



    



    -I... I am a legendary sword!-



    



    "Oh my god! What is this?"



    



    The sword responded to Popper's words, and Popper exclaimed in surprise.



    



    "Hey! Where did you get this strange thing? Take it to the cathedral for an exorcism. Want me to introduce you to a good priest?"



    



    -E... Even a dwarf doesn't recognize my greatness!-



    



    The sword said dejectedly. It seemed extremely disappointed.



    



    "Hey, Popper. You know how to make this kind of pattern, right?"



    



    The Factory Manager held out the sword and asked. Popper examined the sword, turning it over and over.



    



    "Of course. It's a method that's not used these days, though. You hammer, fold, and twist steel and wrought iron together to create this kind of pattern. Finally, you soak it in vinegar. But these days, there's no need to make it this way, so we don't. It's a truly old-fashioned technique. Who would bother making it like this these days?"



    



    -Wh... What?! You call it an old-fashioned technique?!-



    



    The sword responded in a shocked tone to Popper's explanation, and the Factory Manager took the sword back and spoke.



    



    "You heard him. Even the kitchen knives Popper makes would have a pattern if you treated them with a suitable acid. Of course, to get this kind of geometric pattern, you'd have to fold and twist steel and wrought iron together, as he said. But it's a bit much to call it a legendary weapon, isn't it? Don't you think so, Popper?"



    



    "Well, people often call things legendary weapons, but it is a legendary weapon, in a way. It's been over 100 years since metalworking techniques improved enough to make sufficiently strong and good swords without having to make them like this. So, naturally, the swords used by heroes and knights in the old days had this kind of pattern. That's probably why the legend was born. Well, I'm a bit surprised by the talking sword, but honestly, it's a creepy object."



    



    Popper replied to the Factory Manager's words, and the sword, seemingly truly dejected, fell silent.



    



    As silence fell once more, Illia approached and took the sword from the Factory Manager's hand.



    



    "Uh... Don't be too disappointed, Mr. Sword. Even though your blade is broken, the pattern is quite pretty when you look closely, and I used you well to clean the backyard."



    



    -Wait! What? You said I'm broken?-



    



    The sword exclaimed at Illia's words. Illia thought for a moment and then held the sword up to a steel plate leaning against the wall. Although slightly distorted due to the polished surface, it could be used as a mirror.



    



    Seeing its reflection in the steel plate, the sword, which had been silent for a moment, let out a scream.



    



    -Nooooooooooo!-

  
    Chapter 14



    



    "Then I'll take them."



    



    "Alright."



    



    Popper shouldered the iron stakes and walked out of the workshop, and the Factory Manager saw him off and went back inside.



    



    -I'm useless now. I thought I was made with legendary techniques, but I was just an old thing, and I don't know how I ended up talking like this. Yeah. Like the little lady said, what good is a sword with a broken blade? Well, thinking about it, being a farming tool wouldn't be so bad. Digging in the dirt might be fun once I get used to it...-



    



    "Mr. Sword..."



    



    Illia, who had placed the sword on a chair and crouched down to meet its gaze, was looking at the sword babbling with a pitiful expression.



    



    -Still, it's a relief to be used as a tool by the hands of a pretty girl like you, little lady. When you become an adult and are old enough to get married, melt me down and make me into a kitchen knife. If I melt down like that, I probably won't be able to talk or think anymore. Yeah. That wouldn't be so bad either.-



    



    "Oh, you're really noisy."



    



    The Factory Manager picked up the sword, which was lamenting its fate, and placed it on the workbench.



    



    -Hey! Human! Leave me alone so I can at least lament my fate.-



    



    "Look at this guy, acting all noble earlier and now changing his tone again. Stay still."



    



    The Factory Manager clamped the sword in a vise and started grinding it with a grinder blade.



    



    -Whoa! Wait a minute! Eek!-



    



    "Be quiet! It feels weird."



    



    When the sword made a strange noise, the Factory Manager quickly moved the hand grinder.



    



    He polished the sword by changing the grinder sandpaper several times, and carefully polished the surface with a belt sander.



    



    Finally, he attached a wool wheel coated with polishing compound to the bench grinder and polished the surface of the sword.



    



    Under the Factory Manager's touch, the sword began to shine brightly in an instant.



    



    After carefully examining the sword, the Factory Manager placed it on the workbench and walked to the corner of the workshop.



    



    "Ah, Illia. Don't come close. This stuff is toxic."



    



    The Factory Manager, who opened the hazardous materials storage cabinet and took out a small container, spoke to Illia, who was watching from the side, and carefully tilted the container to pour the liquid and dipped the sword handle into it.



    



    -Whoa! What is this?!-



    



    "Bear with it."



    



    The Factory Manager said that to the sword, and after a while, he took the sword out of the liquid and wiped it carefully with a cloth.



    



    "Wow!"



    



    "Huh?!"



    



    When the Factory Manager finished cleaning up and showed the sword, Illia was so surprised that she let out a cheer, and Channing let out a short scream.



    



    Illia and Channing hurriedly approached the Factory Manager and looked at the sword.



    



    The pattern on the surface of the sword was more pronounced. The black geometric pattern on the silver, shining blade stood out even more, making it look even more magnificent than before.



    



    Channing and Illia looked at it in wonder.



    



    "The pattern has become darker? What is that liquid?"



    



    "It's etching solution. It's called ferric chloride solution, and it's a very strong acidic solution."



    



    "Acidic? What's that?"



    



    The Factory Manager thought for a moment at Channing's question and then opened his mouth.



    



    "You know vinegar, right?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Vinegar is also an acidic solution. Think of this as vinegar that's even stronger, strong enough to melt iron."



    



    Channing glanced at the container with the solution and stepped back.



    



    "Wow... it melts iron. That's some powerful solution. But what does that have to do with the pattern appearing?"



    



    "When you treat it with acid, steel and wrought iron react differently. They melt at different speeds. That's why the pattern becomes so much stronger."



    



    -I don't know what you're talking about, but you're a great craftsman. Are you an alchemist?-



    



    The Factory Manager flicked the blade of the sword with his finger and replied.



    



    "I don't make things like gold. I'm going to finish up now, so stay still."



    



    -I can't move on my own anyway.-



    



    "Damn it. Alright. Channing! Come here!"



    



    The Factory Manager drew something on a piece of paper with a pencil and gave instructions to Channing.



    



    Channing nodded as he carefully examined the blueprint drawn by the Factory Manager, and then went to the pile of scrap metal and looked around.



    



    Meanwhile, the Factory Manager carefully washed the sword with water to remove any remaining acid, and brought a piece of wood and marked it with a pencil. Then he started cutting and carving the wood with the grinder.



    



    After cutting it in half and carefully carving the surface with the grinder to make it round, the Factory Manager clamped the piece of wood in a vise and carved it down with a carving knife. He was carving out a space for the tang of the sword to fit in.



    



    The Factory Manager carved the inside with a carving knife, fitting the sword in and out, and when he had carved it to fit perfectly, he applied glue and attached the two sides to the handle of the sword.



    



    He finished it off by smoothing the surface with sandpaper and then carefully wrapping the handle with cotton string for the final touch.



    



    The empty handle of the sword was beautifully completed.



    



    "Now you're making handles too, Factory Manager-nim."



    



    "I saw it a few times at Popper's workshop. It would be nice to wrap it in leather, but let's do that later when we have time."



    



    The Factory Manager answered Illia, who had come closer to watch, and then shouted at Channing.



    



    "Channing! Bring what you made when you're done!"



    



    "Yes. Here it is."



    



    At the Factory Manager's call, Channing brought the finished product.



    



    After inserting the sword into the object and putting it on a nail driven into the wall next to the door, the Factory Manager nodded.



    



    "Hmm. Not bad."



    



    "Looks good."



    



    "Wow. Is that a sign?"



    



    Channing spoke after the Factory Manager, and Illia also came over and looked up at the sword.



    



    The sword was inserted into a ring welded to the back of a small, shield-shaped plate cut from a sheet of iron.



    



    On the shield-shaped back plate, the words"Jinwoo Metal"were cut out in the language of this world. Channing had fabricated it from sheet metal.



    



    The surface was well polished and shiny, and the indented letters added a stylish touch. And with the patterned, shining sword hanging from it, it was a wonderful decoration.



    



    The Factory Manager nodded as he looked at the letters.



    



    "You cut the letters well."



    



    "Haha! I cut them with the plasma cutter and finished them with a handpiece. Looks good, right?"



    



    "Yeah. I didn't tell you to engrave letters, but it looks good, so it's fine."



    



    Channing smiled brightly and rejoiced at the Factory Manager's praise, and the Factory Manager clicked his tongue and shook his head.



    



    "If you're done, go and clean up! Organize the tools too!"



    



    "Yes. Yes! I understand."



    



    At the Factory Manager's shout, Channing went to his work area with a smile, and the Factory Manager adjusted the angle of the hanging sign.



    



    The sword spoke to the Factory Manager.



    



    -So, you're just going to hang me up as a sign?-



    



    "It suits a chatty sword. When someone comes in, talk to them and let us know. Isn't that better than being a farming tool?"



    



    "You look so cool, Mr. Sword!"



    



    Illia shouted after the Factory Manager replied, and the sword didn't answer. The Factory Manager and Illia's expressions darkened because it was too quiet.



    



    The Factory Manager thought it was probably disappointed. He thought that was probably how it felt, to be told to be a sign when it was a sword that had been used on the battlefield.



    



    After a while, the sword spoke again.



    



    -...Tha...-



    



    "What?"



    



    -Thank you!-



    



    The sword shouted loudly.



    



    Only then did a smile return to the faces of the Factory Manager and Illia.



    



    "What? You can talk like that too!"



    



    -Shut up! I should know how to be thankful when I'm thankful!-



    



    Illia smiled as she watched the Factory Manager and the sword bicker.



    



    And so the sword became a new member of the workshop.



    



    6.



    



    Several days had passed since the sword became a sign.



    



    At first, people who opened the door were surprised by the sword hanging on the wall, but since the metal workshop was already known for being a unique blacksmith's, it soon became widely accepted that there was nothing strange about a talking sword hanging there.



    



    In the end, it even got to the point where people came to see the talking sword out of curiosity. Thanks to this, the workshop became even busier.



    



    -You won't regret ordering that, human. What's made here is quite excellent.-



    



    "Haha! It must be good if the talking sword says so. Then I'll leave it to you. Owner!"



    



    "Don't worry and come back to pick it up tomorrow!"



    



    The man shouted after hearing the sword, and the Factory Manager, who was cleaning up inside, also shouted. After the man left, Illia walked to the back door.



    



    "Ugh... I shouldn't have made the sword into a sign. People don't think about leaving because they're busy chatting with it."



    



    "But the number of orders has increased. What's wrong with that?"



    



    "That's what I hate the most, you punk! If you want to finish the orders we have now, you'll have to work overtime tomorrow."



    



    "Ah... I don't like that."



    



    Illia smiled as she listened to the Factory Manager and Channing's conversation.



    



    -What's wrong with the workshop flourishing thanks to me? Human! It's thanks to my legendary performance.-



    



    "It was flourishing enough before you came, you lump of metal! I regret not melting you down."



    



    -Humph! All the customers who come these days are the ones I brought in, so if you melt me down, they'll be angry! I'm already a celebrity on this workshop street!-



    



    "Oh, is that so?"



    



    Illia chuckled and started sweeping as she listened to the Factory Manager and the sword bickering.



    



    ******



    



    "After dinner, Illia finished tidying up and looked at the sword by the door.



    



    -It seems we're done now, Illia.-



    



    "Yes. Thank you, Mr. Sword."



    



    Illia pulled a chair over and climbed up to retrieve the sword hanging there.



    



    Back in her room, Illia began meticulously wiping the sword with an oil-stained cloth.



    



    -Yes, there. Ah, refreshing.-



    



    Following the sword's instructions, Illia thoroughly cleaned every nook and cranny and hung the sword on a nail in the wall.



    



    The nail had been hammered in by the factory manager, annoyed because the sword insisted on sleeping with Illia.



    



    Having finished her shower, Illia returned to her room. She changed into her pajamas and sat in front of the wall where the sword hung, smiling.



    



    -Hmm... It's cute, but sleeping in cat-themed clothes... Truly, the world has changed too much during my 400-year slumber.



    



    "Other people wouldn't wear something like this. But the factory manager gave it to me. And it's incredibly soft. The blanket he gave me is the same—soft like an angel's embrace."



    



    Illia gently touched her pajamas and the blanket. Both were made of ultra-fine silk, lightweight, and warm.



    



    Her pajamas were a one-piece style with attached pants and a top, fastened with buttons down the front. The hood was also part of it, shaped like a cat doll.



    



    The hood had cat eyes and ears, making it unmistakably cat-themed.



    



    -Well, if you like it, that's what matters.-



    



    Illia smiled at the sword's words.



    



    She loved the pajamas so much that she wore them every night. Channing had playfully criticized her, saying they didn't suit her, but the factory manager had praised how well they suited her.



    



    So, she felt even more fond of them.



    



    "Then sleep well, Mr. Sword."



    



    -Yes, Illia. See you tomorrow.-



    



    Illia bid the sword farewell and turned off the light.



    



    In an instant, the room turned dark, and Illia nestled into her blanket, hugging the bear doll lying next to her. It was casually tossed into the blanket bag.



    



    The doll had a face that looked like it had been thrown in there, and Illia closed her eyes quietly.



    



    -The pajamas reveal too much...-



    



    As if uttering a risky statement, the sword's voice echoed, and Illia drifted off to sleep, feeling content¹."

  
    Chapter 15



    



    It was an early afternoon at the factory, no different from usual.



    



    Richel, who brought lunch, set down the bread and soup and sat on a chair.



    



    "There's a lot of meat in it today."



    



    "Oh! What's the occasion?"



    



    Channing smiled brightly at Richel's words and accepted the plate, and Richel handed the plate to the Factory Manager.



    



    "We decided to make new salted meat this time. So I put all the leftovers in.""Ah... Salted meat soup?"



    



    Channing looked at the soup with a slightly sullen tone. The Factory Manager also looked at the bowl he received. Inside the bowl was a thick, reddish soup.



    



    "Even if it's salted meat, it's pretty good because it's boiled with a lot of spices and vegetables. Most importantly, the stuff we always eat is a mix of salted and fresh meat, right?"



    



    "It's really delicious. It doesn't smell weird and it's not too salty."



    



    Illia said while eating the soup, and the Factory Manager also scooped up a large spoonful of soup. The thick soup and large chunks of meat were lifted and brought straight to the Factory Manager's mouth.



    



    The slightly spicy taste and the sweetness of the vegetables blended together for a surprisingly decent taste.



    



    "The thickness is quite nice. If you add more chili powder, it would be like kimchi jjigae."



    



    "Is that kimchi the pickled vegetables you always eat, Factory Manager-nim?"



    



    "Yeah, that. It's delicious when you make jjigae like this."



    



    Illia, who was next to him, asked at the Factory Manager's muttering, and the Factory Manager nodded and said.



    



    The spiciness of the spices was a little different from the spiciness of chili peppers, but the Factory Manager thought it was quite similar.



    



    Richel, who was listening to the conversation between the Factory Manager and Illia, also joined in.



    



    "Ah, that red vegetable we had last time when we grilled meat, that's kimchi, right? My mom was quite curious about it."



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Yes. My dad said it was quite delicious when he grilled meat and ate it with kimchi, and my mom got really mad at him. She said he ate all the delicious food by himself."



    



    The Factory Manager burst into laughter at Richel's words.



    



    "You're right. Next time, I should invite your mom too.""That sounds good."



    



    While the Factory Manager and Richel were talking, Channing shoved the rest of the soup into his mouth, wiped the plate with bread, and got up from his seat.



    



    "What?! You're already done?"Richel asked in surprise, and Channing nodded and lifted his glass of water.



    



    "Yeah. I have to take the stakes to Mr. Popper. He said he needs them today for delivery, so I need to finish them up and bring them over quickly."



    



    "Why does that guy make you go instead of coming himself or sending his kid?"



    



    At the Factory Manager's grumbling, Channing took a large gulp of water and smiled.



    



    "Well, it's a chance to get some fresh air. I'll be back."



    



    "Hey, you're trying to sneak off somewhere! You punk! Just deliver that and come right back!"



    



    Channing headed to the workshop, and the Factory Manager shouted at his back.



    



    "Ugh. How can he be so slippery..."



    



    "That's just Channing. He's always been like that."



    



    Richel said with a laugh at the Factory Manager's grumbling, and Illia sighed while tearing the bread.



    



    "I overheard him talking with Kelper-oppa the other day, and he said he was going to greet the new apprentice at some shop."



    



    "What the... Greet? He's just going to use that as an excuse to have a drink in the evening."



    



    The Factory Manager clicked his tongue at Illia's words, and Richel thought for a moment, then nodded and opened her mouth.



    



    "Ah! I think I know who it is. I heard there's a new apprentice at the leather workshop. But she's 14, so she can't drink, can she?"



    



    "When have they ever cared about that? They just didn't have an excuse. It's not good for a young kid to be influenced by bad things..."



    



    The Factory Manager said so and scooped up the soup again.



    



    ******



    



    After lunch break, Richel was chatting with Illia, and the Factory Manager stretched and went out the back door to light a cigarette.



    



    As the Factory Manager lit his cigarette and inhaled deeply, someone's gaze caught his eye.



    



    The person who met the Factory Manager's gaze cautiously entered the backyard, and the Factory Manager, seeing them, hurriedly threw his cigarette to the ground and rubbed it out with his foot.



    



    "Wh... What brings you here?""Ah, hello. Is there someone named Channing working here?""Channing? He is, but... he's out right now... Would you like to come in and wait?"The visitor smiled and nodded.



    



    "Yes. Then, I'll excuse myself for a moment."



    



    The visitor walked forward, and the Factory Manager opened the back door and stepped aside to let them in. Illia and Richel glanced at the visitor.



    



    The pretty elf girl, who sat on the chair opposite the Factory Manager, leaned back in her chair with a smile, oblivious to their gazes.



    



    The elf girl, with her long blonde hair neatly tied up, revealing her white neckline, sipped the cocoa in the paper cup held in her white, slender hands.



    



    "It's delicious. This is the first time I've had this kind of tea. It's so sweet."



    



    "I'm glad you like it."



    



    The Factory Manager replied to the elf girl's words and took a sip of his coffee.



    



    It was the Factory Manager who had instructed them to bring her cocoa instead of coffee, like Illia was drinking. The reason he said that was because her belly was quite swollen.



    



    He thought that a cup of coffee mix wouldn't be bad even for a pregnant woman, but caffeinated drinks could still be harmful, so it was a consideration from the Factory Manager.



    



    Richel combed Illia's hair and glanced at the two.



    



    "A pregnant elf girl who came looking for Channing. What in the world could it be?"



    



    "Maybe a lover he left behind in his hometown? To come all the way here looking for Channing-oppa."



    



    "Kyaa! Is that true? When did that guy get involved with such a pretty girl?"



    



    Richel and Illia whispered and let their imaginations run wild.



    



    While the gossip between the two continued to grow, the main character, Channing, still hadn't arrived.



    



    After finishing her cocoa, the elf girl put down the paper cup and opened her mouth.



    



    "It seems Channing has gone far."



    



    "He just went to the dwarf blacksmith's shop up ahead. He's late. He'll be here soon, so please wait."



    



    "I must have come too suddenly. You must be working."



    



    "I'm not that busy anyway, so don't worry about it."



    



    The Factory Manager talked with the elf girl and glanced at the clock.



    



    The Factory Manager felt a bit awkward because Channing wasn't coming back even though it was about time he should have.



    



    "Where the hell is that punk..."



    



    The Factory Manager muttered and glanced at the elf girl.



    



    He felt awkward talking to a young lady. Moreover, the Factory Manager was also curious about her identity.



    



    The appearance of a pregnant elf girl, and one who was the same race as Channing, who came looking for him, was a very intriguing subject.



    



    Therefore, the Factory Manager was also waiting for Channing to come back quickly.



    



    At that moment.



    



    "I'm back. Ugh. I'm late because I had to listen to Mr. Popper's nagging. It's good that there are a lot of orders for iron stakes, but he always complains when I deliver them. I was going to see the new apprentice's face..."



    



    Channing entered, grumbling as he opened the door.



    



    Channing stopped talking and moving when he saw the elf girl sitting on the chair.



    



    While Channing stood frozen in surprise, the girl smiled and got up from her chair and approached him.



    



    "Oh my. Nice to see you. You're finally here? It's hard to see your face."



    



    "Uh... uh... Hello... Charlie-noona."



    



    "Sister-in-law! How long are you going to think of me as the girl next door? It's been two years since we got married."



    



    The girl, who reached out and patted Channing's head, who was so surprised he couldn't speak properly, grabbed his hand and started talking.



    



    "Come visit home sometime. I had to hear from someone else that the farm you were working at went bankrupt, and that you're working at some strange workshop!"



    



    "Like it's something to brag about... By the way, you're pregnant?"



    



    "Yes. It's going to be born soon. You didn't hear the news? You're slow on the uptake."



    



    Channing looked at Charlie's belly as if to change the subject, and Charlie stroked her belly with a charming smile.



    



    Seeing Charlie stroking her belly with a bright smile, Channing gave an awkward smile.



    



    "See? You haven't been in touch so much that you didn't even know I was pregnant. You're going to be an uncle soon."



    



    "No... well... More importantly, where's my brother? Where did he go, leaving his pregnant wife behind?"



    



    "He went to Mr. Kellif's shop to sell pumpkins. Well, I was on my way to Aunt Wallia's and thought of you, so I stopped by."



    



    Channing scratched his head awkwardly and looked away. He seemed embarrassed for some reason. He coughed and looked back at Charlie, opening his mouth.



    



    "How are Father and Mother? Are they doing well?"



    



    "They're still healthy. Both Father and Mother. They're nagging you for not coming back, even though the farm work is busy. So, is the work manageable?"



    



    "It's manageable. The Factory Manager-nim over there is a good person... and Illia is like a little sister, so she's cute... so yeah."At Channing's explanation, Charlie smiled and looked at the Factory Manager and Illia, and Illia smiled awkwardly.



    



    Charlie approached Illia and patted her head with a smile.



    



    "Please take good care of him. He's not very reliable."



    



    "Yes, I know that too."



    



    Illia replied to Charlie's words, and they both burst into laughter.



    



    "Indeed! He's always been like that. Well, please take good care of him."



    



    Charlie also looked at Richel, who was next to her.



    



    "Miss, please take good care of Channing too."



    



    "Yes, well, we've known each other since we were young."



    



    "Ah, you've known each other for a long time. I guess we'll meet as family next time."Richel, at Charlie's words, who spoke with a smile, looked at Charlie and Channing alternately for a moment, not understanding, and then burst into laughter.



    



    "Hahaha! You seem to have misunderstood, but Channing and I are not in that kind of relationship."



    



    "Oh my, did I make a mistake?"



    



    "Yes, I'm just the restaurant owner's daughter. I came to deliver lunch. It's true that I've known Channing for a long time.""You're talking nonsense again! You've been jumping to conclusions since forever!"



    



    Channing also retorted at Richel's words, and Charlie laughed and looked at Richel and Channing. Then, she looked at Channing and opened her mouth.



    



    "No, I just thought you two looked good together. She's a pretty girl. Isn't she your type? Her breasts are also big..."



    



    "Ah, stop it! You're talking nonsense!"



    



    Channing covered Charlie's mouth and shouted, and Richel burst into laughter, holding her stomach.



    



    "Hahahaha! Channing! Am I your type?""Hey... Richel, you should go home! Lunch break is over!"



    



    At Channing's shout, Richel giggled and whispered to Illia, and Illia also whispered with a laugh.



    



    While Channing grumbled with his lips pouted, Charlie smiled and looked at Channing, Richel, and Illia.



    



    After the commotion subsided, Charlie opened her mouth again.



    



    "Well, I'm glad you're doing well. By the way, this is a blacksmith's workshop, right? Can I ask you for something?"



    



    "Huh? Uh, tell me."



    



    "I'm thinking of making a new sickle. Channer is complaining that the old one doesn't cut well. Can you make it for me?"



    



    "Of course! The tools made in our factory are famous for their durability! Just tell me when you'll come to pick it up!"



    



    Unlike usual, Channing stepped forward and spoke, and Charlie smiled and replied.



    



    "Bring it to me. Channing, you have to bring it yourself."



    



    "Ah? What?!"



    



    "You have to. It's a promise. Then, I'm sorry for taking up your time. I'll be going now."



    



    Charlie forced it on Channing, said goodbye, and went outside, and Channing, flustered by the sudden event, stared blankly at the door.

  
    Chapter 16



    



    "So, she's your sister-in-law."



    



    "What? I thought she was a girlfriend you left back in your hometown."



    



    Channing sat down on a chair and took a deep breath while listening to the Factory Manager and Richel's conversation.



    



    "Leave her back in my hometown? You know very well that my hometown is in this area, even if it's a bit far. You've known Richel for a long time too. Why are you acting so surprised?"



    



    "Hahaha! That's true. You used to follow your father to our restaurant when he came to sell vegetables. Well, even though it's true, I don't know your village well, so that's why I said that."



    



    Richel responded to Channing's rebuke with a chuckle, and Channing sighed again.



    



    "Here's some water."



    



    "Thank you, Illia."



    



    Illia brought water to Channing, and he drank it all in one gulp.



    



    "Then I'll be going. I might get scolded by my mother if I'm late."



    



    After Richel, who had laughed heartily, said goodbye and went outside, Channing got up from his seat.



    



    "More importantly, I'm sorry, Factory Manager-nim. I suddenly took the order..."



    



    "No, it's alright. It's something you'll be making. I won't touch it."



    



    "What?!"



    



    Channing asked back in surprise, and the Factory Manager replied while taking out a cigarette and lighting it.



    



    "How would I know how to make a sickle used in this area? The one who's used it should make it. Yeah. Rather than that, why are you so surprised to see your sister-in-law? Anyone would think you just met your first love."



    



    The Factory Manager casually threw the words, and Channing blushed, not knowing what to do.



    



    Watching him closely, the Factory Manager sighed and took a drag of his cigarette.



    



    "You're an idiot. Did you leave home because your first love became your sister-in-law?"



    



    "Well... something like that..."



    



    Channing confessed as if spitting out the words.



    



    Illia's eyes lit up as she sat down on a chair, and the Factory Manager stubbed out his cigarette in the ashtray.



    



    "Ah. Why are you all so expectant?"



    



    "Other people's love stories are always fun. Stop beating around the bush and just spill it all."



    



    "I'm curious too."



    



    Channing sighed again and opened his mouth as if there was no other choice.



    



    "She was just the older sister who lived next door. Both our families were farmers, so our parents were busy with farm work, so the kids played and helped with the work together. So, I spent a lot of time with Charlie noona since I was young. That's how it happened. But then she married my brother. Well, technically, my brother is older than Charlie noona, more mature, and he'll inherit our father's farm... So I just ran away from home and got a job at a farm in a village a little further away from ours. Even though the owner of that farm went bankrupt because of gambling. It's not that interesting of a story."



    



    "So it's an unrequited first love where you couldn't even confess. What's with this boring story that's not even good enough for a drink?"



    



    "I shouldn't have gotten my hopes up."



    



    "Oh, come on! I told you because you asked! More importantly, Illia, why are you, a little kid, so excited about that kind of story?"



    



    When Channing shouted, Illia burst into laughter.



    



    "Haa... Let's make the sickle first. Factory Manager-nim. It's okay to use a stainless steel plate, right?"



    



    "Do as you please."



    



    With the Factory Manager's permission, Channing went to the corner, took out a stainless steel plate, and walked to the workbench.



    



    "A sickle is quite a large item. Some have blades that are over a meter long."



    



    Channing began to draw the shape of the blade on the stainless steel plate.



    



    "Of course, it doesn't have to be that long, so I'm thinking of making it about 60cm. The sickle we used at home was about that length."



    



    After drawing the shape of the blade on the stainless steel plate with a ruler and a marker, Channing clamped the plate in a vise and started cutting it with a hand grinder.



    



    After making a vertical groove along the shape of the blade with a cutting blade, Channing moved the hand grinder according to the drawn shape. Small pieces of iron began to fall down.



    



    Channing flipped the plate over and cut out the back of the blade in the same way.



    



    After clamping the slightly unevenly cut blade in the vise again, Channing replaced the hand grinder blade with a grinding wheel and started to roughly grind it.



    



    The shape was roughly formed.



    



    "You've improved a lot."



    



    "Thank you."



    



    Channing smiled at the Factory Manager's compliment and turned on the belt sander to start grinding it overall.



    



    Sparks and iron dust flew, but Channing, with a serious expression, carefully shaped the blade.



    



    After finishing the roughly ground back and blade, Channing started to sharpen the blade using the rotating part of the belt sander. With skillful hands, he sharpened the blade with a serious expression.



    



    Turning the blade this way and that, Channing sharpened it little by little, then took off his goggles and mask and carefully checked the state of the blade.



    



    "I think it's well made, right?"



    



    "It seems you've learned something."



    



    The Factory Manager, who replied to Channing, who was holding up the blade and speaking, took out a cigarette and lit it, then got up from his chair and walked somewhere.



    



    Channing looked at him, smiled, and turned on the bench grinder to sharpen the blade.



    



    "You've gotten good at this."



    



    "It's been a few months since I started working."



    



    After answering Illia, Channing clamped the sharpened blade in a vise and started to heat only the blade part of the sickle with an oxy-fuel torch.



    



    The blade part became red hot, and Channing quickly released the vise and put the blade into an oil tank in the corner. There was a sizzling sound and vaporized oil smoke rose.



    



    After wiping the heat-treated blade with a cloth, Channing checked the condition of the blade by looking at it from various angles.



    



    "It's well made, even though I made it."



    



    "Now you have to make the handle."



    



    "Yeah. I'm going to make it with a lightweight aluminum pipe. Since it's something you have to swing all day while working, it'll be tiring if it's too heavy."



    



    Channing pulled out a suitable pipe from where the pipes were gathered.



    



    After placing the pipe on the workbench, Channing measured it with a tape measure, scribbled something on paper with a pencil for a while, and finally marked the aluminum pipe with a marker and cut it with a manual pipe cutter.



    



    "Wow. This is more complicated than I thought."



    



    "The Factory Manager doesn't seem to worry about it that much."



    



    "He's different from me. I'm still a newbie. By the way, where did the Factory Manager-nim go?"



    



    "He said he was going to the warehouse."



    



    Channing nodded and went to where the tools were gathered and brought another tool. It was a slightly unusual-looking tool with two handles.



    



    "What's that?"



    



    "It's a pipe bender. You insert it in the gap here and bend it by pressing the handles."



    



    Channing inserted the cut aluminum pipe and started bending it into shape by pressing the handles.



    



    After bending it into a shape like a widely spread S, Channing checked if it was bent properly by looking at it from various angles and placed it on the workbench.



    



    "You have to attach the handles too, right?"



    



    "Yeah, two. I'm going to make those two with aluminum pipes and attach them."



    



    After clamping one of the pre-cut short aluminum pipes in a vise, Channing carved a T-shaped groove on the blade with a hand grinder cutting blade.



    



    Then, he grabbed the cut part with pliers, spread it out well, and clamped it in a vise to flatten it. He then placed it against an iron pipe of the same thickness as the pipe he brought and started hammering it.



    



    The short aluminum pipe transformed into a shape with a round ring attached under the long handle.



    



    After making the other short pipe into the same shape, Channing inserted the handle into the long aluminum pipe and checked the distance to position it correctly.



    



    "It's starting to look like something."



    



    "This is nothing. Now I have to fix it."



    



    "Welding?"



    



    Channing shook his head at Illia's words and started rummaging through the toolbox.



    



    "Aluminum is difficult to weld. So this time, I'm going to fix it in a different way."



    



    What Channing was holding in his hand was a cordless drill and a hand riveter that looked like pliers.



    



    "I'm going to use rivets. Because it's a pipe. Rivets should be enough. The rivets used in blacksmithing are heated and hammered, but this one is very convenient because you just have to press it. Honestly, this is more convenient than welding."



    



    Channing drilled holes where the handles were connected, fixed a rivet in the riveter, inserted it into the hole, and pressed the handle firmly.



    



    With a creaking sound, the handle was firmly fixed.



    



    After riveting on both sides for extra strength, Channing did the same for the other handle and carefully ground the sharp parts with a hand grinder sanding wheel.



    



    "Ooh! It's sturdy, sturdy!"



    



    Channing swung the handle a few times, smiled, and put down the finished handle.



    



    "How are you going to attach the blade?"



    



    "I've thought of everything, so just watch, young lady. You're such a curious little kid. Don't you have anything else to do? You're just watching me work?"



    



    "I've done all the laundry and cleaning. It's fun watching you and the mister make things. So, how are you going to do it? Rivets again?"



    



    "This time, I'll use bolts and nuts. It's difficult to sharpen the blade when the handle is attached."



    



    Channing lifted the blade he had finished earlier and then slapped his forehead.



    



    "Oh no! I didn't give it an angle. I'm such an idiot!"



    



    Channing clamped the blade in the vise fixed to the table and lifted the L-shaped tang of the sickle that protruded to the side with pliers.



    



    The L-shaped protruding part had a greater angle than the blade part.



    



    "Why are you giving it an angle there?"



    



    "That's so that when you swing it down towards the ground, it cuts the grass or crops straight. Otherwise, it would cut diagonally."



    



    "You're truly a farmer's son."



    



    Channing smiled at Illia's compliment and brought two thin and short pieces of wood from where the wood was piled up.



    



    After inserting a small iron plate of the same thickness as the blade between the two pieces of wood and clamping them in a vise, Channing started to polish the wood with a hand grinder sanding wheel.



    



    After polishing, inserting a piece of aluminum pipe of the same diameter as the handle, and polishing again, Channing cut the piece off when the wood was sufficiently shaved.



    



    "This is how you insert it into the pipe."



    



    After showing the piece of wood to Illia, Channing folded the piece of wood on the tang of the blade and inserted it into the hole of the handle.



    



    Since he intentionally made it tight, it wouldn't go in all the way after about 1/3, and Channing hammered the tang hard.



    



    When the tang went all the way in, the blade was fixed without any shaking, and Channing smiled and drilled two holes.



    



    It took a little time because the stainless steel tang got in the way, but he quickly drilled both holes.



    



    After inserting bolts and nuts into the holes and tightening them firmly with a ratchet, Channing lifted the sickle and swung it a few times.



    



    "Ooh! Good! It's well made. What do you think?"



    



    Channing, who completed the sickle with his own hands, smiled proudly, and Illia also smiled and applauded.



    



    "What's all the commotion about? Again?"



    



    The Factory Manager, who was entering the factory, asked while looking at the two, and Channing held up the sickle.



    



    "I finished it."



    



    "Oh? Already? You've gotten a lot faster."



    



    The Factory Manager placed the dusty box he was carrying on the table and took the sickle from Channing's hand to examine it.



    



    "Are these two vertical things the handles?"



    



    "Yes. Those are the handles."



    



    At Channing's words, the Factory Manager grabbed the handles and swung it around, then placed the sickle on the workbench and walked over to where various miscellaneous parts were gathered and started rummaging through the boxes.



    



    After searching for a while, the Factory Manager brought a black part.



    



    "You idiot. If the handles and the cut edges are sharp, people will get hurt while using it."



    



    The Factory Manager rebuked Channing and put a rubber tube over the vertical handle. It was a handle tube with a closed top and protrusions, used to cover the handles of things like handcarts.



    



    After struggling to put on the tube that wouldn't go in easily, the Factory Manager then put a plastic cap on the cut edge at the back.



    



    "You have to pay attention to these finishing touches. You have to think carefully when making tools. Because the person using it shouldn't get hurt."



    



    "I didn't know such a thing existed."



    



    "Remember it well. By the way, you made it quite usable. It's a good choice to use aluminum to make it light and to use rivets because welding is difficult. It was also a good idea to fix the blade with bolts so that it can be removed for maintenance."



    



    Channing smiled at the Factory Manager's praise.



    



    "By the way, Factory Manager-nim, where did you go?"



    



    "I went to the warehouse to find this."



    



    In response to Channing's question, the Factory Manager opened the box he had brought, and inside were quite large lumps of iron and processed pieces of iron.



    



    "Uh... what is this?"



    



    "These are press dies, and these are pieces processed for spoons."



    



    The Factory Manager took the box and approached the press machine in the corner of the factory.



    



    "Spoons? Did you get an order from somewhere? You already supplied Richel's restaurant with spoons before, Factory Manager-nim."



    



    "Yeah, that's right. I brought this for you to make and take."



    



    "Take it where?"



    



    The Factory Manager looked at Channing with a dumbfounded expression at his question.



    



    "Where else, you idiot! To your house! You said you were going to deliver the sickle. Are you going to just trot over there with only the sickle? You should take something else with you. Stop chattering and come here and help me change the dies!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's shout, Channing hurriedly went to the press machine.



    



    After changing all the dies, the Factory Manager handed Channing a piece of iron. It was shaped like a long handle with a flat, square part attached to the front.



    



    "If you put that shape into the mold here and press the button, a spoon will come out."



    



    "Yes. That's easy."



    



    "Then try making it."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Channing sighed and inserted the piece of iron into the press machine and pressed the button.



    



    With a clang, the press machine moved up and down, and the inserted piece of iron was neatly shaped into a spoon.



    



    "You're doing well. Keep it up."



    



    The Factory Manager stood behind him with his arms crossed and watched Channing, who sighed and pushed the next piece into the press machine.



    



    Channing's family consisted of his parents, his older brother and his wife, and his younger brother, a total of six people.



    



    After making all six spoons, the Factory Manager came over and examined the spoons.



    



    "How is it? Is it manageable?"



    



    "There's nothing difficult about it. This much is easy."



    



    "Then make more."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Channing held up a finished spoon and looked at him.



    



    "There are six people in my family."



    



    "You idiot. Your sister-in-law is going to have a baby too. Do you think she'll only have one?"



    



    Channing looked at the Factory Manager with a surprised expression at his words.



    



    "I'm telling you to make more and take them home, thinking about that too. There's a saying that you give a spoon to a baby so they won't have to worry about food for the rest of their lives."



    



    Channing nodded and made more spoons, and the Factory Manager took the spoons Channing made and polished the surface neatly.

  
    Chapter 17



    



    Channing loaded the sickles onto the wagon he borrowed from Popper and left for the village where he grew up.



    



    Channing's hometown was located outside the eastern walls of the city.



    



    Looking at the wheat that had been sown last fall, survived the winter, and was now slowly ripening, Channing recalled the time he left home two years ago.



    



    He had been determined not to return until he had achieved something significant, so he drove the wagon with a slightly bitter feeling.



    



    After a while, he saw his family home in the distance.



    



    Channing's family home was a two-story house located in the middle of a vast field. It was a very old house, where his ancestors had lived since time immemorial.



    



    Of course, it had been renovated and rebuilt several times since then, so it wasn't the same house his ancestors from hundreds of years ago lived in, but it was still a very old place.



    



    Channing drove the wagon along the long road that ran through the wheat field. That road was also said to have been built by his distant ancestors.



    



    Someone working in the field beside the road straightened up at the sound of the wagon and looked towards it.



    



    A boy, who seemed to have been catching insects with a sack in his hand, saw Channing in the wagon and shouted in surprise.



    



    "Uh... Brother Channing?!"



    



    "Hey, Peller. Everything alright?"



    



    "Oh my gosh! Brother! It's been years! And without a word!"



    



    Peller rushed up from the field and shouted with joy, and Channing waved with a smile.



    



    While Channing and his younger brother Peller were exchanging greetings, Channing's older brother, Channer, who was plowing the land on the other side, wiped his hands on his clothes and strode towards the road.



    



    "Hey! Channing! What brings you here?"



    



    "Hey! Brother Channer! How have you been?"



    



    Channer jumped onto the wagon and slapped Channing on the shoulder.



    



    "You punk! I thought you were dead! What brings you here all of a sudden?"



    



    "Haha... Ow, brother. I brought the things Charlie asked for. Where's Charlie?"



    



    "She's at home. Hey! At least keep in touch! Do you know how worried Mother is?"



    



    "I'll tell you later."



    



    Channing replied to Channer's nagging, and as Channer jumped off the wagon, he moved the horse and headed for the house.



    



    As the wagon moved along the road and the house gradually grew larger, Channing felt a tightness in his chest.



    



    This was the house he had left abruptly two years ago. He had run away without properly informing his parents, so going back home suddenly, even for Charlie's request, made him uncomfortable.



    



    "Sigh..."



    



    Channing let out a deep sigh. The wagon continued relentlessly along the road.



    



    As the wagon neared the house, he saw his mother and Charlie hanging laundry.



    



    Channing's mother, who was hanging clothes on a wooden clothesline in the yard, looked up at the sound of the wagon between the clothes.



    



    She squinted and looked at the person in the wagon, then recognized him and shouted in surprise, throwing down the laundry basket and running towards the wagon.



    



    "Channing?! Is that you, Channing?!"



    



    "Yeah, it's me, Mom."



    



    As Channing stopped the wagon in front of the house and got off, his mother rushed over and hugged him, stroking his face with both hands.



    



    "Oh my. Mom, stop it. How have you been?"



    



    "I'm fine..."



    



    Looking at his mother, her eyes brimming with tears as she endlessly stroked his face, Channing felt apologetic and somewhat forcibly pulled away from her embrace.



    



    His mother, seemingly a little disappointed, held onto Channing's hand and continued speaking.



    



    "Have you been well? Are you sleeping well? Are you sick anywhere? Oh! You must be hungry! Have you been eating well?"



    



    "Ask one question at a time. I've been eating well lately, so don't worry. My living situation is comfortable too, so don't worry too much. Where's Father? Is he out?"



    



    "He went to gather firewood. But what brings you here? You came suddenly without any contact."



    



    "I made and brought what Charlie asked for. I'll give it to her and leave quickly."



    



    Channing approached the wagon and pulled out what he had brought. It was a flat wooden box.



    



    "What's that?"



    



    "This is the item Charlie's older sister asked for."



    



    "Yes. It's the item I asked you to make."



    



    At Channing's words, Charlie, who was standing next to him, spoke, and at that moment, his older brother, Channer, entered the room.



    



    Channer, as if he had heard what Charlie had just said, looked at her and opened his mouth,



    



    "You asked for it?"



    



    Channing untied the string and removed the cloth.



    



    "I brought the sickle that Charlie's older sister asked for."



    



    "The sickle is a bit old, isn't it? So you work at a blacksmith's, that's why you made..."



    



    Channer, who was speaking while looking at the sickle in Channing's hand, stopped talking and stared at the sickle for a long time.



    



    After carefully examining the silver blade and the handle, which was also silver but not as shiny, Channer slightly frowned and opened his mouth.



    



    "The handle is also made of metal? Then it's too heavy to use!"



    



    "Try holding it first before you say anything. Your younger brother worked hard to make it."



    



    At Channer's words, Charlie spoke and pulled Channer's arm, and Channer awkwardly went forward and took the sickle from Channing's hand. And he shouted in surprise.



    



    "Huh?! What? It's metal, but how is it so light?"



    



    "Well, it's originally that kind of metal, so just accept it. Go and try using it. If it's uncomfortable, tell me. I'll take it and fix it for you."



    



    When Channing said this to the surprised Channer, Channer nodded and walked to a patch of weeds growing long near the house and swung the sickle once.



    



    With a swish, the sound of the blade cutting through the weeds could be heard, and the weeds fell to the side in an instant.



    



    Channer stepped back in surprise.



    



    "Oh my! It cuts incredibly well!"



    



    "Use it well. By the way, the blade is made of metal that doesn't rust easily. But don't just leave it soaked in water."



    



    "You... Did you really make this, Channing? It's like magic?"



    



    At Channer's surprised voice, Channing shrugged his shoulders involuntarily.



    



    Actually, it wasn't that difficult. The materials were good, and the machines were good, but Channing thought it wasn't his own skill.



    



    However, Channing was happy that someone thought well of the item he made and used it, and that his family accepted it that way.



    



    "Is this what brother Channing made?"



    



    His younger brother, Peller, also admired the sickle.



    



    "I guess we don't have to use that old sickle anymore. It's been more than a hundred years old, so even if you sharpen the blade, it doesn't sharpen properly, and it was so difficult."



    



    "Peller, when did you ever sharpen a sickle? But this is really good. It will be much easier during harvest."



    



    While Peller and Channer were talking about the sickle, their mother slapped Peller's back with her hand and scolded him.



    



    "You guys! Your brother came home after a long time, and you're just looking at the item without even greeting him properly!"



    



    "Ouch... Mom! We met in the field earlier and said hello!"



    



    Peller shouted while rubbing his back, and Charlie and Channer burst into laughter.



    



    "More importantly, Channer! Go and bring your father quickly! Tell him Channing is here."



    



    "Why are you calling me all of a sudden?"



    



    While the mother was talking, someone entered through the door and shouted. It was a middle-aged man with white hair.



    



    The man, looking around with wrinkled eyes, had a bundle of firewood piled high above his head along with a jigae on his back.



    



    Channer and Peller quickly ran and helped the man take down the jigae.



    



    "Father!"



    



    Channing called the man father and ran to him, and the man turned his shoulders, looked at Channing, and opened his mouth.



    



    "Is that Channing? If you came, you should have gone out to the field, what are you doing here?"



    



    "Oh my! This man! His son came home after several years!"



    



    "Well, if you're here, it would be nice if you helped with the housework."



    



    At his mother's scolding, his father said that and went to the well and drew water, and Channing quickly ran to his father and helped him draw water with the bucket.



    



    "Well, it's good to see that you're healthy, father."



    



    "I'm still in my prime. But did you get fired from that blacksmith's workshop you were working at again?"



    



    His father said as he washed his hands with the water Channing drew, and Channing sighed.



    



    "Oh dear. I'm working just fine. This time, I made a sickle and brought it."



    



    "A sickle?"



    



    "Yes. Charlie's older sister said it was old."



    



    After washing his face with water and wiping it with the towel around his neck, his father looked at Channing.



    



    "Well, our sickle is old. Wasn't that the one my grandfather bought?"



    



    "It was a really old item."



    



    While his father and Channing were talking, Channer brought the sickle, and his father examined it carefully before taking it.



    



    "It's light. Clean. It's a good item. The blacksmith at the workshop is skilled."



    



    "I made this."



    



    "You? How long have you been working at the blacksmith's to already make something like this?"



    



    His father looked at Channing in surprise, and Channing smiled awkwardly and scratched his head.



    



    "It's not an ordinary blacksmith's workshop."



    



    "Oh dear. Stop chattering and come in quickly. Let's eat!"



    



    His mother shouted, and then everyone started to get ready to go inside.



    



    Channer took the sickle to the storage shed, and Channing and Peller followed their father through the door.



    



    4.



    



    The whole family sat around the dining table.



    



    The meal was just hard black bread, soup, and boiled sausages.



    



    "If you were coming, you should have contacted us. We couldn't prepare anything."



    



    "How can I contact you from there? This is enough."



    



    Channing said in response to his mother's words and took out the item he brought. It was a flat wooden box.



    



    "Here. And use this."



    



    "What's this again?"



    



    His mother, who received the wooden box, opened the top. Inside, neatly arranged and fixed spoons were revealed.



    



    Seeing the silver spoons placed on a red cloth, his mother let out a gasp of admiration.



    



    "Oh my! How can there be such shiny spoons?"



    



    His mother asked while carefully lifting the spoon Channing had taken out, and the rest of the family also looked at the spoon in surprise.



    



    The spoon was sparkling, reflecting the sunlight coming through the open window.



    



    "Wow. It's a wonderful item. It looks like something a noble would use."



    



    Channer exclaimed while looking at the spoon.



    



    Charlie, sitting next to his mother, reached out and took the spoon. And she examined the spoon carefully.



    



    "Is it silver?"



    



    "No, it's iron. But it's iron that doesn't rust. It's the same material as the sickle."



    



    "It seems like Channing joined a wizard's workshop. No one would have such a wonderful spoon, right?"



    



    Charlie said while looking at her reflection in the shiny spoon, and Channing smiled awkwardly and scratched his head.



    



    This time, his father took the spoon from Charlie's hand.



    



    "A spoon made of iron... There used to be a brass spoon at the Callanone's house over the hill. There was only one in the house, so the father of the house used it. I envied it so much when I was young..."



    



    "Do people in the city all use iron spoons like this?"



    



    This time, Peller asked after hearing his father's story, and Channer answered.



    



    "Enough. Let's just eat. Mom. Give out the spoons."



    



    "It's such a waste to use them..."



    



    His mother hesitated when Channing said that, and Channing forcibly distributed the spoons to his family.



    



    Everyone held the iron spoons in their hands and looked at them for a long time. It was because it was the first time for the family, who had been used to making spoons by carving wood, to touch such a fine spoon.



    



    "Thanks to the blacksmith's son, we're even using iron spoons. It feels like we've become nobles."



    



    "Oh, come on. It's not a big deal, so don't act like that. Father, stop staring at it for so long. I'll bring more next time. Oh, and keep the rest and give them to the children when they're born."



    



    Channing closed the wooden box his mother was holding, and his mother carefully took the wooden box and headed to the kitchen.



    



    "By the way, Channing, why didn't you take yours? What are you going to eat with?"



    



    Channer asked, and Channing shouted towards the kitchen.



    



    "I'll just eat with anything. Mom. Bring me any spoon."



    



    At Channing's shout, his mother brought a wooden spoon and handed it to him.



    



    "Here you go. Let's eat then."



    



    With his father's declaration, the meal began.



    



    Channing was about to scoop the soup with the spoon without thinking, but he looked closely at the spoon. It was the spoon he used before leaving home, engraved with a familiar pattern on the handle.



    



    Channing recognized it at a glance because it was the spoon his father carved for him when he was young and he used it for several years.



    



    "What... Why did you keep this old spoon?"



    



    Channing asked in surprise, and his mother hesitated and smiled, and Charlie answered instead with a laugh.



    



    "Mom took such good care of it, saying she had to feed you whenever you came. She oiled it every day. She said you couldn't come home and not have a spoon to eat with."



    



    "Uh..."



    



    Channing couldn't say anything and stared blankly at his mother's face before dropping his gaze to the soup. And he scooped up the soup with the spoon without saying a word.



    



    "It's delicious... Mom's soup."



    



    "It's because the vegetables are delicious."



    



    His father replied, and his mother smiled and pushed the bread basket towards Channing.



    



    Channing continued to eat the slightly salty soup without saying a word.

  
    Chapter 18



    



    People need to eat to live. This is a common truth for dwarves, elves, Mazoku, and all other living beings.



    



    The same applied to the metal workshop. Having simple meals for breakfast and dinner was the workshop's routine.



    



    The Factory Manager ate rice and side dishes from the refrigerator, while Channing and Illia ate pre-purchased bread and soup.



    



    Illia usually cooked the soup, and the Factory Manager often ate it with them instead of Korean soup. Sometimes the Factory Manager cooked Doenjang stew or other stews, but it wasn't a frequent occurrence.



    



    Alternatively, they all went to Richel's restaurant to eat out.



    



    However, for lunch, they always ate the food Richel brought. They had been regularly receiving deliveries even before Illia arrived, so they just continued the practice.



    



    The Factory Manager also felt it would be burdensome to ask Illia to cook on top of cleaning, laundry, and other chores.



    



    -Everyone, Richel's here!-



    



    "Hello!"



    



    The sword hanging by the door announced, and Richel walked into the workshop with a cheerful greeting.



    



    "Oh! Food! Food!"



    



    Channing, who was grinding a welding mask with a hand grinder, turned off the grinder, took off his gloves, and smiled. The Factory Manager also turned off his machine and removed his dust mask.



    



    "Go wash your hands! Illia too!"



    



    "Yes, yes!"



    



    "Ah! Wait a minute!"



    



    Richel urgently called out to the workshop members who were about to wash their hands after taking off their gloves, and they all stopped and looked at her.



    



    Richel raised her empty hands towards them.



    



    "I'm sorry! I came to tell you that there's no food today."



    



    "What?! What do you mean suddenly?!"



    



    Channing shouted with a surprised expression. He seemed shocked by the news of no food, as he was quite hungry.



    



    "Let's hear the reason!"



    



    Channing hurriedly walked forward and shouted, and Richel awkwardly smiled, scratching her head, and began to speak.



    



    "Well... you see. The cauldron suddenly cracked, and the kitchen is a mess. The soup that was boiling spilled everywhere. Because of that, business is completely ruined for today."



    



    Channing sighed deeply.



    



    "Ugh... I'm hungry..."



    



    Illia patted Channing's head as he slumped to the floor.



    



    "So, you can't do business today either?"



    



    "Just today? At this rate, I'll have to close for a few days."



    



    "What?! We were all going to gather and drink tonight."



    



    At the conversation between the Factory Manager and Richel, Channing, who had been lying down, jumped up and shouted, and Richel, startled, slapped him on the shoulder.



    



    "You scared me... Besides, is our place the only pub? You can go somewhere else. Let me take a break for once!"



    



    "Your beer is the best. Other places water down their beer. And it's the closest."



    



    "That's true... Anyway, it can't be helped for a few days. Bear with it."



    



    At Richel's declaration, Channing sighed deeply again and lowered his head, and Illia shook her head, looking at him.



    



    The Factory Manager, watching them, silently went to the kitchen, opened the cupboard, and took something out. It was a pack of cup noodles wrapped in plastic.



    



    "For now, let's have cup noodles for lunch. Richel, are you going to eat too?"



    



    When the Factory Manager called out, Richel peeked into the kitchen and replied.



    



    "Oh? Can I eat too?"



    



    "Since you're here. Anyway, we're the only ones who order deliveries. Besides, you probably came to ask me to fix the cauldron, so we can eat together and then you can go."



    



    Richel smiled brightly and nodded.



    



    "As expected, Factory Manager-nim is perceptive. You're right, I came to ask you to fix the cauldron."



    



    "I thought so. Go and have a seat."



    



    The Factory Manager took out four cup noodles.



    



    Since the water came from a water purifier in a corner of the workshop, there was no need to boil it separately.



    



    Richel watched with a curious expression as the Factory Manager, Channing, and Illia opened the cup noodles and poured the powdered soup inside.



    



    "That's amazing. You're saying that if you just pour hot water in it, it becomes food?"



    



    "Yes. It's common food in Factory Manager-nim's hometown."



    



    Illia answered Richel's question and handed her a cup noodle filled with water. Richel carefully examined the cup noodle placed in front of her.



    



    There were unknown letters written on the lid.



    



    Thinking it must be the writing from the Factory Manager's hometown, Richel became interested in the incredibly neat and clean illustration on the lid.



    



    "Whoever drew this is really good. But what does it say?"



    



    "I don't know either. Ah! Don't open it yet. You have to wait a little longer before you eat it."



    



    As Richel tried to open the lid of the cup noodles, Illia stopped her, and Richel closed the lid again.



    



    After about three minutes, the four of them, sitting around the table, opened their respective cup noodles. As hot steam billowed out, Richel was slightly surprised and looked inside.



    



    Thin, long, yellow objects were submerged in red broth. Richel glanced at the others.



    



    The Factory Manager was unwrapping wooden chopsticks, while Channing and Illia were holding forks. Richel looked at the fork in front of her with a curious expression.



    



    Thinking that the metal fork looked like a farming tool used for moving straw, Richel opened her mouth.



    



    "How do you use this small, farming tool-looking thing?"



    



    At Richel's question, Channing stabbed the fork into the open cup noodles. And then he lifted the fork as it was. Long noodles clung to the fork and were lifted up.



    



    "You eat it like this."



    



    "Wow. What a fascinating utensil. I've never seen anything like it."



    



    Watching Channing skillfully lift the noodles with the fork, Richel let out a gasp of admiration.



    



    Following Channing and Illia, Richel carefully stabbed the fork into the noodles. When the noodles followed the fork upwards, she made a surprised expression.



    



    "It's quite convenient. And this strangely long thing is also fascinating. What is this? I've never seen this kind of food before."



    



    "It's wheat flour dough made thin and long. Try it. It's better than you think."



    



    Channing answered, slurping the noodles, and Illia also carefully brought the noodles to her mouth with slightly clumsy hand movements.



    



    Richel, who had been watching them closely, also cautiously put the noodles into her mouth.



    



    With a slurping sound, the noodles disappeared into Richel's mouth. Surprised by the unique texture of the noodles and the spicy taste that followed, Richel's eyes widened.



    



    "Spicy! But delicious. This is amazing!"



    



    Seeing Richel's impressed reaction, Channing burst into laughter.



    



    "I'm glad you like it. Then eat quickly. If you wait too long, they'll get soggy and won't taste as good."



    



    The Factory Manager said, bringing his own cup noodles to his mouth.



    



    Watching him, Richel, as if she found it curious, asked a question.



    



    "Factory Manager, you're so good at eating with those two sticks. It's amazing."



    



    "Well, I guess it would be amazing if you've never seen it before. It's nothing special."



    



    Chatting like this, the four of them finished their meals.



    



    2.



    



    After the meal, the Factory Manager slowly walked towards the restaurant. Since Richel had stayed at the workshop to play with Illia for a while, he was walking alone.



    



    It was a shop called the Red Rooster, which functioned as a restaurant, a pub, and an inn. The Factory Manager often came here to drink, so it was a very familiar place.



    



    Oscar, who was sitting in front of the door basking in the sunlight, saw the Factory Manager and stood up to greet him.



    



    "Hey! Black Hair's here?"



    



    "Yeah. I heard the cauldron broke? Your shop sure is eventful."



    



    "The way you talk... We've been really unlucky. Business is completely ruined for today."



    



    They exchanged sarcastic remarks while laughing.



    



    Oscar, the owner of the Red Rooster and Richel's father, was a middle-aged man with an impressive red beard and hair. A former mercenary, he was a man with a protruding belly, but his arms and body were still firmly muscled.



    



    "You get to take a break for once. Good for you."



    



    "Good for me, my ass! We can still serve things other than soup, so we have to do business in the evening. I even did a major cleaning, which I never do."



    



    The Factory Manager burst into laughter, and Oscar, with a slightly grimacing face, looked at him.



    



    "Even so, isn't it a bit much to laugh?"



    



    "Hahaha! Sorry. Richel was happy that she might get a few days off, but it seems like that's not going to happen, so I'm laughing."



    



    After thinking for a moment, Oscar also burst into laughter.



    



    "That girl, I wondered why she didn't come and you came alone, so that's what it was! I should go get her quickly. We need to prepare for the evening business."



    



    "Hahaha. Let her rest a little longer. She must really want a break. She's a young woman after all."



    



    "He talks as if she's not his own daughter. Knowing Richel's personality, if she has free time, she'll just cause trouble. It's better for her to be busy with work."



    



    "Oh my. You're here?"



    



    While the Factory Manager and Oscar were chatting, the door opened with the sound of voices from outside, and someone walked out. It was Chelline, Oscar's wife and Richel's mother.



    



    "Hey! I came after hearing the news."



    



    "News travels fast. Come in quickly."



    



    The Factory Manager entered the restaurant. All the chairs in the dining area were on top of the tables, and the wooden floor was wet and damp.



    



    "It was a complete mess, so we were cleaning. The soup was overflowing, and it ended up like this."



    



    Listening to Chelline's words, the Factory Manager entered the kitchen. A medieval-style kitchen, like something out of a movie, came into view.



    



    On one side, there was a fireplace for cooking, and around it, sausages, salted meat, and other ingredients were hanging from the ceiling.



    



    In the corner, there was a huge wooden tub filled with water, and next to it, vegetables were piled up. And near the fireplace was the cauldron.



    



    Seeing the cauldron, the Factory Manager let out a gasp of admiration.



    



    "It's broken in half magnificently."



    



    "Hahaha! It really is! It's split cleanly in half..."



    



    Seeing the huge three-legged cauldron, big enough for a person to fit inside, split in half, the Factory Manager jokingly remarked. Oscar, who was laughing next to him and saying how impressive it was, was slapped on the back by his wife and stopped talking.



    



    "We were boiling the soup when it suddenly cracked. Can you fix it?"



    



    At Chelline's question, the Factory Manager examined the cross-section of the broken cauldron.



    



    It was cleanly split, but the surface was rough. And in between, there were empty holes. They were traces of air that had entered when the molten metal was poured into the mold.



    



    The Factory Manager judged that the cauldron probably cracked because of those parts.



    



    "No. This isn't something you can fix by patching it up. It looks like it was made using a casting method, but there were air bubbles inside when it was made."



    



    "Air bubbles inside? The cauldron?"



    



    Chelline asked, and the Factory Manager nodded and continued his explanation.



    



    "It seems like they didn't pour it all at once, but whatever the reason, that part was weakened, and the accumulated fatigue caused it to crack. We could weld it, but then another part might crack later. It's better to make a new one."



    



    At the Factory Manager's diagnosis, Chelline put her hand on her forehead.



    



    "Sigh... This is troublesome. It was a cauldron we used for quite a long time..."



    



    "Well, you can take it to Popper and ask him to melt it down and make a new one. We can't do it at our workshop."



    



    The Factory Manager took out a cigarette and put it in his mouth, and seeing that, Oscar clapped his hands and opened his mouth.



    



    "Ah. Why don't you make one at your workshop?"



    



    "A cauldron?"



    



    "Yeah. What do you think?"



    



    The Factory Manager thought for a moment and then looked at Oscar.



    



    "Free meals for our workshop members for three months. If you agree to that, I'll do it."



    



    "How about two months?"



    



    "If you also include meat dishes."



    



    Oscar nodded, and the Factory Manager and Oscar shook hands and reached an agreement.



    



    "What are you deciding on your own?!"



    



    Chelline slapped Oscar hard on the back.



    



    "Ouch!"



    



    "Still, if he makes a cauldron in exchange for free meals for two months, that seems reasonable. Good, please make a good one."



    



    At Chelline's approval, the Factory Manager nodded and started taking measurements here and there with a measuring tape.

  
    Chapter 19



    



    The Factory Manager, having returned to the factory, began drawing figures and diagrams on paper and blueprints again.



    



    "So why didn't you bring the pot?"



    



    "What would I do with a cracked pot? She asked me to make a new one."



    



    "Hee. It's a surprise the Factory Manager accepted a commission. So how much did you agree on?"



    



    To Channing's question, the Factory Manager put a pencil behind his ear, tapped on the calculator, and replied.



    



    "2 months worth of meals."



    



    "What?!"



    



    Channing was so surprised that he turned his head towards the Red Rooster.



    



    "Oh my goodness. Did Chelline Plack actually agree to that?"



    



    Channing was so surprised that he asked again, using Chelline's full name, and the Factory Manager replied while writing the numbers from the calculator onto the blueprint.



    



    "To be precise, it was Oscar who agreed. But well, since Chelline approved it, it's fine. Hey Channing! Go get the 5T stainless steel plate. The biggest one."



    



    Channing nodded and brought the huge steel plate to the workbench and laid it down.



    



    "I'm going to cut this and make a pot."



    



    "With this?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    The Factory Manager started marking the steel plate with a T-ruler and a permanent marker.



    



    He placed a drill chuck on the steel plate, tapped it with a hammer to make a small dent, then tied a permanent marker to a string, connected the string to an awl, and spun it around to draw a circle on the steel plate.



    



    "Okay. Cut it like this. Channing. Roughly cut it with the plasma cutter and grind it down to this line. I'll go to the warehouse."



    



    "Okay. I guess you're going to weld this and make a pot. Got it."



    



    Channing went to get the plasma cutter, and the Factory Manager headed to the warehouse.



    



    Channing connected the plasma cutter and put on his protective mask. As he brought the cutter to the steel plate, sparks flew out with a bright light.



    



    After cutting the square shape first, Channing started to cut the circular shape. There were two circular plates. They were different sizes. One was a little smaller.



    



    Channing first roughly cut with the plasma cutter. Then he turned on the belt sander, placed it on the table, and carefully ground the cut surface. He had done this many times, so it wasn't difficult at all.



    



    Circles were a bit difficult to grind neatly. Therefore, he had to rotate it carefully and grind it well.



    



    The Factory Manager did it so easily, but since Channing couldn't do it that well yet, he ground it as carefully as possible.



    



    "Are you done grinding?"



    



    The Factory Manager approached Channing, who was carefully grinding the small circular plate, and asked, and Channing replied while looking at the plate.



    



    "Roughly, for one."



    



    "I should have bought a large laser cutting machine... Hmm. The one we have is too small..."



    



    The Factory Manager said, examining the circular plate Channing handed him, and Channing picked up the other circular plate and started grinding it again.



    



    Meanwhile, the Factory Manager turned on the bending machine and adjusted the settings. This was to roll the plate and make a cylinder. As he pushed the steel plate into the bending machine, the steel plate slowly curled into a cylindrical shape.



    



    "I'm going to weld this, so focus on grinding that well."



    



    The Factory Manager shouted and prepared for TIG welding.



    



    After securing the cylinder firmly on the floor, the Factory Manager marked spots here and there to set the position.



    



    Since he had to make it into a pot, he had to weld it carefully and sturdily, so he took a proper position and started welding.



    



    With a bright light, the gap between the steel plates was welded. The Factory Manager's skillful hand movements as he welded were flawless.



    



    A little while later, a perfect circular pipe was completed.



    



    "It's definitely big."



    



    "The diameter is 60cm, and the height is 50cm. Roughly 100 liters. Okay. Bring the small circular plate. I need to weld that too."



    



    "Should I do it?"



    



    Channing asked as he handed over the circular plate, and the Factory Manager shook his head.



    



    "No. I have to do this. If this welding goes wrong, we're in big trouble. It's still too early to leave it to you."



    



    The Factory Manager stood the cylinder upright, carefully placed the circular plate on top, and started welding.



    



    As before, after spot welding in a few places, the Factory Manager started to neatly weld the seam. It wasn't an easy process as he had to weld in a circular motion, but he welded it cleanly in an instant.



    



    "Ah. Channing! Go get a 5T 50mm stainless steel flat bar and cut it into the shape written on this paper."



    



    The Factory Manager took out the blueprint he had put in his pocket and handed it to Channing, and Channing checked the dimensions on the blueprint. It was to cut ㄱ-shaped grooves in a total of four places.



    



    It wasn't a very difficult process, so Channing placed the blueprint on the workbench, went to the corner, brought the 50mm flat bar, and laid it down.



    



    After drawing the ㄱ-shaped groove on it using a ruler, Channing made a dent in the corner by tapping a drill chuck with a hammer.



    



    "Factory Manager. Do I just need to make the groove like this?"



    



    "Yeah. For now. Finish it well."



    



    Channing nodded and went to the drilling machine and clamped the flat bar.



    



    Using the drilling machine, Channing drilled holes in the corners of the ㄱ-shape where he had made dents beforehand and checked the drilled holes.



    



    Then, holding the flat bar, he turned on the bandsaw machine next to him. It was a machine that cut by rotating a circular saw blade at high speed.



    



    With the sound of the motor running, the thin saw blade began to move at high speed. Channing carefully cut the steel along the marked lines.



    



    Since there was a lot of frictional heat, he occasionally sprayed cutting oil with a plastic bottle and cut out four ㄱ-shaped pieces. Finally, he fixed the flat bar on the workbench and carefully smoothed the cut parts with a file.



    



    After smoothing out all the sharp parts, Channing went to the Factory Manager with a bright smile, holding the flat bar. The Factory Manager had finished the external welding and was welding the inside of the cylinder.



    



    Even though it was a large size, it was quite difficult to weld the inside of a 60cm diameter, 50cm deep cylinder, so the Factory Manager carefully rotated the cylinder and welded little by little.



    



    After that, he marked here and there using a tape measure and welded pieces of angle iron cut to size in a total of four places. Four protrusions stuck out from the cylinder.



    



    "I'm done."



    



    "Let me see."



    



    Putting down the welding machine and opening his protective mask, the Factory Manager carefully examined the flat bar that Channing handed him.



    



    "It's clean. Good. Then roll this with the bending machine."



    



    "Okay."



    



    Channing took the flat bar with a bright smile, and the Factory Manager finished the welding.



    



    He stood the cylinder upright and waited for a while, and Channing came over with the rolled flat bar.



    



    "Should I weld this?"



    



    The Factory Manager shook his head and took the part and clamped it in a vise.



    



    "If it was just a simple pot, I would have left it to you, but I have to do this. It'll be a big problem if there's a welding defect."



    



    "I don't know what you're trying to make. And what do you mean by a defect?"



    



    The Factory Manager put on his protective mask, welded the rolled flat bar, and opened his mouth.



    



    "There are many things. I explained that welding is melting and joining metal, right?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Incomplete penetration where parts aren't properly joined, overlap where the weld metal is just layered on the base metal without proper fusion, undercut where it penetrates too deeply and the base metal is gouged out, blowholes where air bubbles form inside the weld metal... There are many if you list them all. And if any of those happen with this, boom!"



    



    Channing was startled and stepped back because the Factory Manager suddenly shouted loudly. Seeing that, the Factory Manager laughed loudly and smiled.



    



    "It could explode. So you have to be careful. Okay! Give me the circular plate!"



    



    Channing frowned slightly and handed over the circular plate. He knew his skills were inferior to the Factory Manager's, but he felt a little offended when he spoke like that.



    



    However, seeing the Factory Manager's hand welding with such excellent skill, he understood what the Factory Manager meant.



    



    The Factory Manager finished welding neatly and welded the inside as well to finish it sturdily. Then, when he put the lid on the pre-welded lower cylinder, it fit perfectly.



    



    The pre-attached protrusions fit neatly into the grooves on the lid.



    



    "Oh!"



    



    "The calculations weren't wrong. My head is still working."



    



    Channing was amazed to see it fit perfectly, and the Factory Manager smiled.



    



    "Oh dear! I forgot! Channing! Bring me the calculator and paper!"



    



    Suddenly, the Factory Manager shouted, and Channing hurriedly brought the calculator and paper from the workbench.



    



    The Factory Manager took a pencil out of his pocket, wrote on the paper, tapped on the calculator, and then hit his head.



    



    "How stupid! I forgot one thing. Channing! Go get a 5T 30mm flat bar, cut it to this size, bend it, and weld it."



    



    Channing nodded and took the paper. It was a simple process of cutting, bending, and welding the flat bar, so he made the item in no time.



    



    When he brought the circular ring he made to the Factory Manager, the Factory Manager turned the lid upside down and put the circular ring inside.



    



    He inserted pieces of 5T flat bar around it to align it and beckoned to Channing.



    



    "Channing. Try welding this inside carefully. Can you do it?"



    



    "Yes! Of course! I can do TIG welding too after practicing!"



    



    Channing answered quickly, and the Factory Manager patted him on the shoulder and handed him the welding machine.



    



    "Good. Do that, and weld the D-shaped handle where I marked with a pen."



    



    "Okay!"



    



    At Channing's clear answer, the Factory Manager nodded and walked to the corner of the factory and started rummaging through the parts bin, and Channing carefully started welding.



    



    He put in as much effort as possible, hoping to be praised for doing it right. It was the same method as the Factory Manager, spot welding in a few places and then continuing the weld.



    



    Although it wasn't as clean a ripple pattern as the Factory Manager's, a somewhat decent ripple pattern appeared, making Channing feel a little better.



    



    TIG welding was quite difficult compared to regular welding, so Channing had been scolded a lot by the Factory Manager while practicing. Channing hummed, feeling like his efforts had finally paid off.



    



    After welding another circular ring in the center of the lid, Channing removed all the flat bars he had inserted to align it and looked around.



    



    The appearance of the welding surface, which was neat considering he had done it, was revealed.



    



    "You did a good job."



    



    The Factory Manager, who had been making something with a flat bar, praised the welding surface, and Channing smiled brightly and nodded.



    



    "I'm pretty good too."



    



    "Yes. It's a relief that you at least pretend to do it when I teach you. Weld the handle. Use the electric welder for that."



    



    Channing took the handle and the cylinder that were on the workbench and headed to where the electric welder was.



    



    After placing the cylinder and holding the handle, Channing brought the welding rod to it and started welding, and the Factory Manager marked the circular lid with a ruler, placed the pre-cut flat bar on it, and welded it.



    



    A U-shaped groove was carved into the square-shaped flat bar. Two of these flat bars protruded from the side of the lid.



    



    The Factory Manager drilled a hole on one side of the lid and connected a valve that could be turned to open and close and a pipe that protruded.



    



    He inserted a pre-prepared circular rubber ring into the groove that Channing had welded, and finished by welding two D-shaped handles that could be lifted onto the lid.



    



    "I finished welding the handle and smoothed the welded parts."



    



    Channing brought the welded cylinder to the workbench and placed it, and the Factory Manager placed the lid on top.



    



    "Oh! Is it finished?"



    



    "No. Not yet. We need to make a locking mechanism."



    



    What the Factory Manager brought looked like a bolt and a nut.



    



    However, the bolt part was round with pins protruding from both sides, and the pins were inserted into a D-shaped metal piece so that it could rotate.



    



    A long handle was attached vertically to the head of the nut.



    



    "Uh... how do you fix that?"



    



    The Factory Manager marked the cylinder with a ruler and then handed the bolt part to Channing.



    



    "Okay. Hold it carefully against the marked spot."



    



    "Oh. Okay."



    



    Channing quickly held the bolt part in place, and the Factory Manager spot-welded it like he was applying moxibustion, then had Channing remove his hand and finished the welding.



    



    After finishing the welding on both ends and tightening the nut onto the bolt, the Factory Manager stood it upright and inserted the nut welded to the lid into the groove and turned it.



    



    "This is how you tightly fasten it."



    



    "Uh... why do you fasten the lid so tightly?"



    



    "To increase the pressure inside the pot."



    



    "Pressure? What's that?"



    



    The Factory Manager was momentarily speechless at Channing's question. Realizing that this world didn't have such a concept, the Factory Manager thought for a moment and started to explain.



    



    "So, pressure is like compressing tightly."



    



    "Like squeezing juice or oil?"



    



    "Well, it's similar. This is roughly compressing air, and when the pressure gets high like that, meat and vegetables cook faster. It shortens the cooking time."



    



    Channing made a subtle expression, unsure if he understood or not.



    



    "Roughly speaking, it makes cooking faster."



    



    "Wow! That's amazing."



    



    Channing reacted a beat late, and the Factory Manager sighed and put a weight on the pipe protruding next to the valve.



    



    "What's that?"



    



    "As the food cooks and the pressure increases, this weight will start to shake and make a hissing sound. You adjust the heat based on that."



    



    "Hee... That's amazing. You can tell if the food is cooked by listening to the sound."



    



    "Well, that's true, but you still need to use your intuition and figure things out. Okay. Then go call Illia."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Channing went to the backyard and brought Illia.



    



    "Did you call me?"



    



    "Ah. Illia. Can you clean this thoroughly? It's big and heavy, so be careful. Channing. Help her."



    



    "Okay. Got it. Illia. Bring a sponge and detergent. I'll go to the sink first. Ugh... this is heavy."



    



    Channing said as he moved the pot, and Illia nodded and ran to the kitchen.

  
    Chapter 20



    



    Channing placed the cauldron by the sink and opened the lid, splashing water inside.



    



    Honestly, he felt a bit uneasy using it as a cooking pot right away, considering it was welded together from old metal plates that had been stored for a long time.



    



    "That's a huge cauldron. I could fit inside."



    



    Illia said, bringing rubber gloves, a sponge, and dish soap. Channing tilted the cauldron to empty the water and replied,



    



    "You'd fit perfectly, wouldn't you? Want to try getting in? I'll close the lid for you."



    



    "Don't be silly."



    



    Illia generously applied dish soap to the sponge and approached the cauldron. Channing turned off the water and stepped aside.



    



    Illia squeezed herself halfway into the cauldron and started scrubbing the inside.



    



    "It's really huge. Wow. How many servings do you think we can make with this?"



    



    "I don't know, but probably at least 100? But do that many people come to the Red Rooster?"



    



    "Richel said she was busy, so I guess a lot of people come. Can you turn this around a bit? It's hard to scrub the top."



    



    Channing approached and rotated the cauldron. Illia squeezed back inside and continued scrubbing.



    



    Watching Illia scrubbing away, half-buried in the cauldron, Channing stealthily turned on the faucet.



    



    Water from the hose shot out and hit Illia's back.



    



    "Ah! Cold! Eek!"



    



    Startled, Illia flinched and slipped into the cauldron. The cauldron, which had been placed on the bricks next to the sink, rolled over and stood upright.



    



    Illia was trapped upside down, kicking her legs.



    



    "Eeeeek! Help me! Kyaa!"



    



    As her skirt threatened to slide down, Illia kicked her legs even more frantically.



    



    "Hahahahahahahahaha!"



    



    Channing burst into laughter at the sight.



    



    Illia's screams grew louder with his laughter. Hearing the commotion, the Factory Manager peeked his head out the back door.



    



    Seeing Illia struggling upside down in the cauldron and Channing laughing, the Factory Manager grasped the situation.



    



    He quickly approached Channing and smacked him hard on the back of the head before rushing to tilt the cauldron.



    



    Illia carefully crawled out.



    



    "Sob... Sniff..."



    



    Illia emerged, soaking wet, and sobbing. The Factory Manager quickly took the towel from around his neck and draped it over her shoulders, drying her off.



    



    "Go wash up and change your clothes. This bad Channing, I'll teach him a lesson."



    



    "Sniff... Okay."



    



    Sobbing, Illia walked towards the factory. Seeing Channing, she kicked him hard in the shin.



    



    "Oof!"



    



    Illia glared at Channing, who was hopping around clutching his shin, and went inside. The Factory Manager smacked Channing on the back of the head again.



    



    Channing rubbed the back of his head and grumbled.



    



    "Ow!"



    



    "You! A grown man bullying a girl 10 years younger than you and making her cry! Good job. Go wash up and come back inside!"



    



    Scolded by the Factory Manager, Channing scratched the back of his head and splashed water into the cauldron. The soapy water Illia had scrubbed with washed away.



    



    ******



    



    While Channing was washing the cauldron, the Factory Manager started to work on the item he was making again.



    



    He cut a long, rectangular bar of 10T angle iron, rolled it into a circle, and made three rings. Then, he welded pieces of angle iron in an X shape and attached them on top. Since the three rings were of different sizes, they formed concentric circles.



    



    Finally, the Factory Manager slightly bent a piece of angle iron to make legs and started welding the three legs onto the pre-marked spots.



    



    "I finished washing it. I left it upside down in the backyard, so it should dry soon."



    



    Channing said as he came into the workshop, and the Factory Manager, still wearing his protective mask, replied and continued welding.



    



    "Are you making the cauldron legs?"



    



    "Yeah. To be precise, it's a cauldron stand. It would be inconvenient to attach legs directly to the cauldron."



    



    "Is that so? Other cauldrons have legs attached."



    



    "Well, it's my preference."



    



    The Factory Manager finished welding the last leg. He attached the legs so they angled slightly upwards, making small protrusions above the round rings. This was intentional, so the cauldron would fit perfectly on top.



    



    Channing carefully observed the Factory Manager's work and asked a question. He had noticed something peculiar.



    



    "There are only three legs. Wouldn't it be more stable with four?"



    



    "I put only three on purpose. There's a reason for it."



    



    The Factory Manager replied as he checked the stand from various angles after removing his protective mask, and Channing looked at him with a curious expression.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "If there are four legs, one of them might lift off the ground when placed on an uneven surface. That would make it wobble. But with three legs, that doesn't happen. It becomes stable. That's why."



    



    "Ah... so there was a reason for that too."



    



    Channing nodded, with an expression that showed he had learned something new, and the Factory Manager handed him the finished stand.



    



    "Keep this too. We'll deliver it with the cauldron later. And hey, you, apologize properly to Illia later."



    



    Channing nodded and burst into laughter at the Factory Manager's scolding.



    



    4.



    



    A few days later, during dinner time.



    



    The Factory Manager entered the Red Rooster, a restaurant bustling with people. It had been about a week since he had delivered the cauldron.



    



    The Factory Manager hadn't been able to properly visit the restaurant due to his busy schedule. He had suddenly received a large order from Popper's blacksmith shop and had been busy fulfilling it.



    



    He had no choice but to have dinner with whatever bread and rice Illia had prepared and work late into the night.



    



    Finally, having completed the order, the Factory Manager was able to visit the restaurant. As he entered with Illia and Channing, Richel, who was serving, waved with a bright smile.



    



    "You're here?"



    



    "It's crowded. I wonder if there's even a place to sit."



    



    "Sit over there. It's a reserved table."



    



    Richel quickly pointed to a round table at the Factory Manager's words. It was the only empty table in the crowded restaurant.



    



    Seeing that, the Factory Manager smiled.



    



    "Wow. A reserved table. It's worth becoming a regular."



    



    "It's not because of you!"



    



    Richel retorted to Channing's comment and led the Factory Manager, Illia, and Channing to the round table.



    



    After that, Richel walked to another table without taking their order, and the Factory Manager helped Illia sit down before settling into a wooden chair himself.



    



    Richel shouted something towards the kitchen, and someone walked out. It was Oscar.



    



    "Hey! Welcome! It's been a while."



    



    Oscar approached the table, greeting them with a hearty laugh, and the Factory Manager responded with a smile.



    



    "I've been a bit busy lately. But more importantly, your restaurant is incredibly busy, isn't it? It doesn't seem like it was this crowded before."



    



    "Hahaha! It's all thanks to the cauldron you made! The stew has become incredibly tender and delicious. Word has spread, and people are flocking here!"



    



    "Move aside! I can't see!"



    



    Chelline shouted at Oscar and shoved him with her elbow, making him stumble.



    



    Seeing the stout Oscar, who looked like a proper restaurant owner, stumble, the Factory Manager realized Chelline's strength.



    



    Ignoring the staggering Oscar, Chelline said with a bright smile.



    



    "Here! Try it yourself!"



    



    Chelline placed wooden plates on the table, one in front of each of them. The large plates were filled with reddish stew, overflowing with ingredients.



    



    The plates, which were more like giant bowls, were filled to the brim with stew, and Channing's eyes widened in surprise.



    



    "Wow... Isn't this too much? Ma'am?"



    



    "Eat a lot! Thanks to the cauldron you made, business is booming. This goulash takes a long time to make, but with that cauldron, the cooking time has been drastically reduced. We've been able to serve everyone who used to be turned away because we ran out of food. And the taste is much better too. It's truly a magic cauldron!"



    



    Seeing Chelline's bright smile, Channing and Illia smiled as well. They were happy to hear praise for the item they had made at the workshop.



    



    The Factory Manager said, scooping up the stew with a wooden ladle.



    



    "What's the point of talking? Let's eat."



    



    "You're right. It looks delicious. Ma'am's goulash was always delicious, but I'm looking forward to it being even better."



    



    Channing said, holding out his plate, and the Factory Manager filled Illia's plate first with a ladle full of stew. Then he filled his own plate and finally Channing's.



    



    "Hey, why am I last?"



    



    "Oh, come on! I gave you some!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted at Channing's complaint, and Chelline, watching them, smiled and shouted at Oscar.



    



    "Hey! Go get that! It's a service!"



    



    Oscar looked at Chelline in surprise.



    



    "Really?!"



    



    "Yeah! Bring the whole thing!"



    



    "What's gotten into you... Alright."



    



    Oscar replied with a slightly surprised expression and went into the kitchen, and Chelline went to the counter and picked up a tin cup. Then she shouted towards the Factory Manager's table.



    



    "I'll give you beer too! Illia, I'll get you juice. Wait a minute."



    



    "Wow! Ma'am, you're being too generous with the service today!"



    



    "There have to be days like this!"



    



    While Chelline was pouring beer into the tin cups, Oscar came out of the kitchen with a large wooden plate and placed it on the table.



    



    A perfectly cooked whole chicken was placed on the plate. It had been roasted in the oven, and the crispy brown skin looked incredibly appetizing.



    



    And it was enormous. Seeing the whole chicken, which was almost the size of a duck, the Factory Manager's jaw dropped, and he said to Oscar.



    



    "Hey, Oscar. This is too big... How are we supposed to finish this?"



    



    "Eat it! When that stingy wife of mine tells you to take it, take it! I'll pack the rest for you."



    



    "Who's stingy! You're the one who's wasteful!"



    



    Chelline shouted, kicking Oscar's butt, and the Factory Manager and Channing burst into laughter.



    



    "This is also marinated chicken, steamed in the cauldron and then roasted in the oven. It's a very popular dish right now, so try it."



    



    "Then we'll gratefully enjoy it."



    



    The Factory Manager said, reaching out and tearing off a chicken leg and placing it in Illia's hand.



    



    Illia smiled brightly, holding the large chicken leg, and the Factory Manager smiled and tore off the remaining leg. As he took it to his plate, Channing asked the Factory Manager.



    



    "Hey, what about me? I like chicken legs too."



    



    "You eat on your own. Do I have to take care of you too?"



    



    Channing burst into laughter at the Factory Manager's scolding and raised his beer glass.



    



    "Owner! Is there a seat available?"



    



    "Here's the bill!"



    



    "Yes! Welcome! Enjoy your meal."



    



    As customers started to arrive, Chelline and Oscar excused themselves and left, and the workshop crew began their meal in earnest.



    



    Channing raised his beer glass to his mouth and took a refreshing sip.



    



    "Ah!"



    



    After taking a sip of beer, Channing reached out and tore off a piece of chicken and took a bite.



    



    "Wow! This is incredibly delicious. So tender."



    



    Hearing Channing's admiration, the Factory Manager and Illia also tore off their chicken legs and scooped up the stew.



    



    "It's delicious. The stew meat is also very tender."



    



    "Right? It's really good, isn't it? Illia, eat a lot!"



    



    The Factory Manager smiled as he watched Illia and Channing enjoy the stew and chicken, and he took a sip of his slightly lukewarm beer.



    



    "Ah! This is nice!"



    



    "Richel! Another beer here!"



    



    Channing shouted to Richel, who was passing by, and the Factory Manager also raised his glass and shouted.



    



    "Richel! Another one for me too!"



    



    "Yes! Just a moment!"



    



    Richel shouted in response to the Factory Manager and Channing's calls.

  
    Chapter 21



    



    -Welcome!-



    



    As someone opened the door and entered, the sword quickly replied. It was a sword broken in half, hanging at the entrance of the workshop as a welcoming sign.



    



    The guest was wearing a hood, making it difficult to see their face. The robe and hood were covered in dust.



    



    The large, worn, and dirty backpack they carried showed that they had traveled a considerable distance. The guest took off their backpack and slowly approached the sword.



    



    The sword found the guest strange, but since its job was to welcome guests, it greeted them. Seeing the guest's eyes shining from under the hood, the sword felt something was amiss.



    



    And at that moment.



    



    The guest reached out, grabbed the sword, and started examining it closely.



    



    "Oh my! The rumors were true! A talking sword! How can it talk? Does it have a soul? Or is it a spirit?"



    



    -Whoa! Don't touch me, guest!-



    



    The sword, surprised, shouted at the guest who was excitedly turning it around with a bright smile, but the guest seemed not to hear and continued examining it.



    



    "Um... You shouldn't touch it like that."



    



    Illia ran over and stopped the guest, who finally came to their senses and put the sword back in its original position.



    



    The sword, placed back on its stand, sighed, and the guest said with a laugh,



    



    "Hahaha! Sorry, little miss! As an alchemist, I can't help but be curious when I see things like this! Hahaha!"



    



    Illia cautiously looked inside the workshop.



    



    She nervously followed the guest, who was looking around at various mechanical devices with curious eyes.



    



    Illia was always told that the machines in the workshop were dangerous and should be handled with care, so she was worried that the guest might touch them carelessly like before.



    



    The Factory Manager, who was checking the finished product, put it down and walked towards them.



    



    "So, what brings you here?"



    



    "Ah! You must be the owner of this workshop!"



    



    The guest quickly took off their hood and greeted him. Slightly curly, light green hair flowed out from under the hood. It was a young woman who looked to be in her early twenties.



    



    While the Factory Manager was slightly surprised by the face under the hood, the guest grabbed his hand and smiled brightly.



    



    "I've heard the rumors. Please take me as your disciple!"



    



    The Factory Manager was flustered by the sudden request. To suddenly ask to be taken as a disciple was a very perplexing request.



    



    The Factory Manager, finally catching his breath, spoke to the young woman.



    



    "Um... a disciple?"



    



    "Ah! I apologize for the late introduction. I am Tehez Germain, an alchemist. I came here to become your disciple after hearing about your incredible skills, the owner of this workshop."



    



    The Factory Manager was speechless for a moment, not knowing what to say to the young woman who introduced herself as Tehez.



    



    "A teacher? I'm just a blacksmith..."



    



    "No! Before coming here, I saw them. Clean and shiny, wonderful kitchen knives, precisely made iron stakes with evenly spaced protrusions, rust-proof sickles for farming... I even heard that there's a pot in the restaurant that cooks food at an incredible speed. And I heard that you made all of them. Especially the rust-proof iron! There's no way I wouldn't have anything to learn from someone who can create such amazing things. Please take me as your disciple!"



    



    Looking at the young woman bowing her head, the Factory Manager made a troubled expression.



    



    "It's not rust-proof, it's pre-rusted..."



    



    At the Factory Manager's thoughtless words, Tehez, who had been bowing her head, suddenly looked up, her eyes sparkling, and took out a notebook and pen from her pocket.



    



    Then, she came closer to the Factory Manager and asked,



    



    "Could you explain that part in more detail?"



    



    Under Tehez's pressure, the Factory Manager stepped back and started explaining.



    



    "So, it's called stainless steel. It's made by melting iron with chromium, a metal that oxidizes, or rusts, more easily than iron. This chromium oxidizes first on the surface, creating a thin film that prevents the iron from rusting."



    



    "As expected! I can't understand even half of what you're saying. Alchemists often create new words or use ciphers to protect their knowledge. Yes! I understand perfectly!"



    



    The Factory Manager sighed and looked around.



    



    He made eye contact with Channing, who was approaching with an expression that suggested something interesting was happening, and signaled him with a glance.



    



    Channing, understanding the signal, shrugged and walked forward.



    



    "Now, young lady. That's enough. It's true that the Factory Manager knows a lot and is an amazing person, but he doesn't turn iron into gold or make things like the Philosopher's Stone."



    



    "Ah! You must be his disciple! Senior!"



    



    "No... I'm not really a disciple, more like an employee who helps out..."



    



    "Alchemy is traditionally passed down from master to disciple, like an apprenticeship. That's how I learned from my father. But Senior, what is chromium? You said it prevents iron from rusting when mixed together! I've never heard of such a thing. Is it a metal? Or soil?! Or some kind of element?"



    



    As Tehez clung to Channing this time, bombarding him with questions, Channing looked at the Factory Manager and shook his head.



    



    "I don't know what to do with this young lady either."



    



    "Curiosity is my driving force. But I understand that you can't explain such important secrets to an outsider like me."



    



    When Tehez came to her own conclusion, the Factory Manager and Channing sighed simultaneously.



    



    The Factory Manager thought that once she was excited, she wouldn't be able to properly understand anything he said. He had no choice but to wait for her to calm down.



    



    Tehez took the silence as some sort of warning and spoke again with a smile.



    



    "If becoming a disciple is difficult, would it be alright if I just observed your work? I did come all the way from Pellerware after hearing the rumors."



    



    "You came from Pellerware? I didn't know the rumors about our workshop had spread that far."



    



    "Where is Pellerware?"



    



    The Factory Manager asked, seeing Channing's surprised expression, and Tehez raised her hand and answered.



    



    "Ah. It's a city about five days away on foot. It's a smaller city than this one."



    



    "You walked all that way with that backpack? Impressive."



    



    "Hahaha! Traveling is a part of daily life for an alchemist."



    



    Tehez took out a notebook, pen, and a portable ink bottle from her pocket.



    



    With a determined expression that she wouldn't miss a single thing, the Factory Manager and Channing were left with no choice.



    



    "Well, just observe without causing any trouble."



    



    In the end, the Factory Manager sighed and declared, and Tehez nodded brightly with a smile.



    



    ******



    



    The Factory Manager returned to his work. He was in the middle of milling metal, so he turned the machine back on and moved the chuck.



    



    Tehez adjusted her glasses and carefully examined the milling machine, her gaze fixed on the metal being cut by the chuck. Then, she slowly started to approach it.



    



    "Ah! It's dangerous, so stay back!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted and pulled Tehez back by the collar of her robe as she got too close to the milling machine.



    



    Tehez, unfazed by being pulled back, continued to write something in her notebook.



    



    "Wow! What an amazing machine. It can actually cut metal. Is it powered by magic?"



    



    "It's more like technology. I can't explain it even if you asked me to. I didn't make it."



    



    "So there's someone else who makes these incredible machines. The world is truly vast!"



    



    Tehez continued to write in her notebook. The Factory Manager glanced at the notebook, watching the movement of her pen.



    



    Tehez was drawing the milling machine. It was a simple sketch of the milling cutter rotating and cutting the metal.



    



    The Factory Manager wondered if he should stop her, but then thought that no one could possibly make such a machine just by looking at it, so he let her be.



    



    Even someone with modern knowledge couldn't replicate a modern machine just by looking at it.



    



    There was a method called reverse engineering where you disassembled and precisely measured the original to create a copy, but even that had limitations in accuracy.



    



    Reverse engineering required taking measurements with the original machine present, so a simple sketch wouldn't be of much use.



    



    The Factory Manager didn't think this young alchemist had such advanced skills.



    



    The Factory Manager took out the finished part and examined it from all angles. He was checking for any mistakes or unfinished areas.



    



    "What are you making?"



    



    "I received a request to repair the front door of a nobleman's house. This is a brass part that will be used for it. Since they want to reuse the existing door, it has unique specifications."



    



    The Factory Manager put the part down and used a file to finish the edges. He was smoothing out the sharp edges and refining any slightly unfinished areas.



    



    Tehez observed the finished part and the Factory Manager's work with curiosity.



    



    Seeing this, the Factory Manager handed the part to Tehez, who put down her notebook and examined it closely.



    



    "Oh! It's incredibly smooth. I think this is the first time I've seen metal cut so cleanly. What is this part used for?"



    



    "It's a hinge. It's inserted into the part fixed to the wall to support the wooden door."



    



    "If it wasn't a difficult pattern, I wouldn't bother with this, but the design that nobleman suggested is quite complicated. And since he asked me to make it three-dimensional, what can I do? I have to carve it all out."



    



    When Channing and the Factory Manager answered Tehez's question, Tehez nodded and looked at the decoration again.



    



    Seeing that, the Factory Manager opened his mouth slightly.



    



    "You're an alchemist, but you're interested in strange things. Shouldn't alchemists be interested in, you know, making gold or the elixir of immortality?"



    



    Tehez put down the part and answered while sketching.



    



    "Of course, the ultimate goal is something like that. I'm particularly interested in making gold. It's been a long-cherished wish since my father's father's father. They all failed though. And my father said, no matter what information or knowledge it is, learn it all, and if you combine it in your head, you'll eventually find the answer. Well, even he who said that couldn't make gold and passed away."



    



    "It's a long-held family aspiration."



    



    The Factory Manager replied, and Tehez smiled faintly.



    



    "I might be the last one though. All the family fortune is gone because of alchemy. All that's left are the inherited research materials, a hut, and some tools. I guess I'll be the last."



    



    When Tehez replied sadly, the Factory Manager silently took out a cigarette and lit it.



    



    "By the way, is this the first one you made?"



    



    Perhaps sensing the Factory Manager's mood, Tehez changed the subject, and the Factory Manager handed her another part from the corner of the workbench. It was the same part Tehez was holding.



    



    "Did you carve this one out like the one before?"



    



    "That's right. Well, we're a factory that mostly carves things out."



    



    Tehez asked while receiving the part, and the Factory Manager replied. Tehez carefully examined the two parts.



    



    "They are perfectly identical. When a craftsman makes something, there are subtle differences, but these are exactly the same without any."



    



    "Because it's carved with a milling machine. That one is adjusted in millimeters beforehand, so if you don't make any mistakes, you can carve it out identically."



    



    "Wow... It's really an amazing tool."



    



    At the Factory Manager's explanation, Tehez approached the milling machine and started examining it closely. The Factory Manager and Channing sighed and watched her.

  
    Chapter 22



    



    Even after that, Tehez continued to marvel at the tools inside the factory, sketching them and showering the Factory Manager with questions. The Factory Manager soon grew tired of her immense curiosity.



    



    However, answering Tehez's questions, even roughly, was a typical Factory Manager-like behavior.



    



    "Are you there?"



    



    -Welcome!-



    



    Someone entered the factory, and the black sword hanging next to the door quickly greeted the guest. The old man who had just entered flinched in surprise when the sword suddenly hanging on the wall spoke.



    



    The old man was wearing a somewhat worn brown robe, and his attire and shaved head indicated that he was a priest.



    



    "What brings you here?"



    



    When the Factory Manager greeted him, the old man, after staring intently at the sword, approached the Factory Manager.



    



    "Ah. I brought something I'd like to have repaired."



    



    The priest took something out of the old leather bag he was carrying. It was an ornament that had been discolored to a near-black color.



    



    Judging from the wooden base at the bottom, it seemed to be a tabletop ornament.



    



    "It's a sacred object that symbolizes the God of Light. It's a very old-fashioned design."



    



    Tehez recognized it and spoke up.



    



    "Oh. Someone who knows. It's a sacred object that's over 300 years old. It's a little different from the ones used these days."



    



    "It has eight lines representing the extending light and three circles. Nowadays, they use a simplified version with four lines and two circles."



    



    "That's right, Sister. This is a sacred object I inherited from my teacher. My teacher said he inherited it from his own teacher. It's turned black with age, but I heard it was quite splendid in the past. According to the legend, it was entirely gold, and there was a red jewel embedded in the center, so it shone brilliantly when it caught the light. Of course, it was already black when I inherited it."



    



    The priest closed his eyes as if he were recounting something he had witnessed himself, and the Factory Manager, after watching the old man, received the sacred object.



    



    "Hmm..."



    



    "Can you do it?"



    



    "Yes. I think it should be possible."



    



    The priest smiled gently and took the Factory Manager's hand.



    



    "Thank you. I don't expect it to shine gold. But I would be happy if you could just take care of this black discoloration. How much should I pay you?"



    



    The Factory Manager thought for a moment and raised a finger.



    



    "I'll receive one gold coin."



    



    "Oh. Alright. Brother. Here you go."



    



    The priest smiled gently and untied the pouch at his waist, taking out a gold coin.



    



    "Please take good care of it."



    



    "Yes. Please come back tomorrow at this time."



    



    The priest bowed repeatedly and went out of the factory, and the Factory Manager, after examining the gold coin he received, placed it on the workbench.



    



    "Channing. Go get the handpiece and polishing compound."



    



    The Factory Manager spoke, and Channing walked to the toolbox in the corner of the factory.



    



    Meanwhile, the Factory Manager examined the sacred object and then used long nose pliers to carefully separate the upper ornament from the lower base.



    



    By the time the Factory Manager had separated the ornament, Channing had brought the handpiece, polishing compound, and a container filled with handpiece burs.



    



    "I'll use this to scrape off the surface and remove the rust."



    



    The Factory Manager attached a fine stone bur to the handpiece.



    



    "What kind of tool is that?"



    



    Tehez approached and asked, and the Factory Manager plugged in the handpiece's power cord and explained.



    



    "This is called a handpiece. The thing attached to the front spins rapidly. There's a motor inside the part you hold in your hand. By changing the head, you can use it for various purposes. First, I'll use this to lightly scrape off the surface of that rusted object."



    



    The Factory Manager flipped the switch, and the handpiece started spinning with a whirring sound.



    



    Since it was a small tool mainly used in dental labs, the sound wasn't loud, but Tehez was startled by the sudden spinning and stepped back.



    



    "Oh my! Is it magic?"



    



    "Technically, it's science. Don't ask about the principles. I don't have the confidence to explain it in a way you'd understand."



    



    The Factory Manager carefully began to scrape the sacred object with the handpiece.



    



    Because it was a very fine stone bur, it didn't damage the surface significantly, and the black part on the outside began to disappear. A silver surface started to reveal itself underneath.



    



    "As expected. It was silver."



    



    "Seems like you figured it out. You're a sharp girl."



    



    "I'm familiar with precious metals. So, the silver turned black with age."



    



    Under Tehez's watchful eye, the Factory Manager polished every nook and cranny more meticulously, and the sacred object regained its silver shine to some extent.



    



    "It seems the small crevices aren't getting polished completely."



    



    "We'll have to use acid treatment for those areas."



    



    The Factory Manager brought a large glass bowl and poured a liquid from a red container into it.



    



    "Don't come too close. It's diluted hydrochloric acid, but it's dangerous if it splashes."



    



    The Factory Manager placed the sacred object in the glass bowl and started heating it with a butane gas burner.



    



    "Oh! What's that?"



    



    "It's to slightly melt the surface with acid. This will clean up the black rust and the surface we just polished. Of course, we'll have to polish it again with polishing compound afterwards."



    



    "What exactly is acid?"



    



    The Factory Manager was momentarily flustered by Tehez's question. Knowing a concept and explaining it to someone else are two different things.



    



    "Hmm... Well, the sourness of fruit or vinegar, those are acids. And if those are highly concentrated and more potent, they can melt metal."



    



    "Oh... So you can melt metal without applying heat. That's amazing."



    



    Tehez started jotting things down in her notebook again, and the Factory Manager, watching her, sighed, turned off the flame, and took out the sacred object.



    



    It had clearly regained its silver shine, but it wasn't sparkling.



    



    "Now we need to polish it with polishing compound."



    



    The Factory Manager applied a generous amount of the polishing compound that Channing had prepared onto a cloth and rubbed it all over the sacred object. Then, he replaced the bur on the handpiece with a wool bur.



    



    As he started polishing the sacred object coated with polishing compound with the white wool bur, it began to develop a luster.



    



    After polishing every nook and cranny on the front and back, the sacred object started to shine brightly in silver.



    



    "So this is what it looked like. It's beautiful."



    



    "It's amazing how it turned so shiny..."



    



    Channing and Tehez exclaimed in admiration, and Illia also came over and stood on tiptoe to look at the sparkling sacred object. The Factory Manager smiled and handed the sacred object to Channing.



    



    "Go wash it thoroughly with detergent."



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    Channing took the sacred object and moved to the sink, and the Factory Manager started gathering other items.



    



    "Oh. Isn't it finished?"



    



    Tehez, about to close her notebook, asked, and the Factory Manager shook his head while collecting other tools.



    



    "You'll see. Channing! Bring that!"



    



    Channing brought the wet sacred object, and the Factory Manager quickly dried it with a torch.



    



    After gathering various equipment again, the Factory Manager poured a liquid from a plastic container into a large glass bowl.



    



    "This is a liquid called potassium gold cyanide."



    



    "Is that also acidic?"



    



    "It's a strong acid, I think? Maybe? I don't know the details."



    



    The Factory Manager answered Tehez's question and started wrapping a wire around the sacred object.



    



    He wrapped the exposed copper wire at the end, not so much to tightly bind it, but rather to connect it for electrical conductivity. Then, he connected a piece of metal to the other end of the wire.



    



    After that, he immersed both wires into the potassium gold cyanide solution.



    



    "What's this process for?"



    



    Tehez, taking notes in her notebook, looked over, and the Factory Manager stopped her.



    



    "Don't get too close. It's dangerous."



    



    Bubbles started forming on the sacred object submerged in the solution.



    



    Tehez continued to stare at it with a curious gaze. A strange phenomenon was occurring on the sacred object within the slightly golden liquid.



    



    "Why is this happening?"



    



    "Because I'm running electricity through it."



    



    "What's electricity again?"



    



    Tehez's curiosity was endless.



    



    He had been getting by with rough explanations to Channing, who seemed to understand, and Illia, who was fascinated by the moving objects in the factory but not particularly interested in why they moved. However, bombarded with questions from the ever-curious Tehez, the Factory Manager was starting to feel exhausted.



    



    "Lightning strikes, the tingling sensation you feel when you touch metal in winter. That's electricity. Almost everything in this factory runs on the power of electricity."



    



    "Uh... So you're harnessing the power of lightning?"



    



    "Hmm?... Well, similar... I guess?"



    



    The Factory Manager thought about explaining generators and other methods of generating electricity, but then stopped.



    



    He figured that if he started explaining it to this curious young lady, even a whole day wouldn't be enough.



    



    The Factory Manager gently shook the sacred object in the liquid and turned off the electricity.



    



    "It's mostly done now. Channing! Fetch some water in that bucket."



    



    Channing quickly went to the sink and filled the bucket with water, and the Factory Manager quickly took the sacred object out of the glass bowl and immersed it in the bucket.



    



    Moments later, the sacred object that emerged from the bucket was shining gold.



    



    "Gah! Oh my! Ho... How?!"



    



    Seeing this, Tehez was so surprised that she screamed loudly, and Illia, who had been sweeping the corner of the factory with a broom, came running over in shock.



    



    "You... You... You made gold?! You turned silver into gold! Oh my!"



    



    Tehez dropped her notebook in astonishment and started moving around frantically. The Factory Manager signaled to Channing, who quickly grabbed Tehez's shoulders.



    



    "Calm down, Miss! You'll get hurt by the machinery!"



    



    "Hey! Gold was made! Gold!"



    



    Seeing Tehez's frantic reaction, the Factory Manager sighed and detached the wires from the sacred object, wrapped them around another piece of metal, and immersed it back into the potassium gold cyanide solution.



    



    He flipped the switch, and bubbles started forming near the metal.



    



    Tehez stopped her frenzy and leaned in closer again.



    



    The Factory Manager took out the metal, and a gold-shining piece of metal emerged from the solution.



    



    "See! It turned into gold!"



    



    "Look, Miss. This isn't gold. It's plating. It's just the surface that's gold."



    



    Tehez looked surprised at the Factory Manager's explanation.



    



    "Pl... Plating? Isn't that done with mercury and gold leaf? Or by applying molten gold?"



    



    "This is electroplating. I can't explain the detailed principle, but it's a method of using electricity to attach gold dissolved in potassium cyanide onto the surface of a metal."



    



    "That's impossible. The surface shines so cleanly with a golden hue..."



    



    Tehez said, looking at the second gold-plated piece of metal, and the Factory Manager, without saying a word, clamped the metal piece in a vise and struck it hard with a hammer.



    



    The metal piece broke in half with a clang, and when he showed the broken pieces, Tehez carefully examined the cross-section and sighed.



    



    "It really is just iron inside..."



    



    Tehez, after carefully examining the iron piece, sighed and sat down on a chair, rubbing her face.



    



    "Haa... I really thought you had turned silver into gold."



    



    "It's impossible to turn one metal into another. Unless it's some kind of magic."



    



    The Factory Manager said, watching Tehez sigh, and carefully examined the sacred object.



    



    "It feels a bit harsh to say this since it was your family's lifelong dream, but making gold is impossible, no matter what. Think about it. If you could turn iron into gold, you should also be able to turn iron into copper or silver, but that's impossible, right? You can't turn lead into iron either."



    



    "Then what has my family been doing all this time?"



    



    Tehez, still covering her face with her hands, spoke, and Illia approached and patted her back. Seeing this, the Factory Manager looked at Channing, who shrugged.



    



    "Well, I'm sorry for shattering your dream..."



    



    The Factory Manager said, and Tehez removed her hands from her face and stood up.



    



    "No. I feel a bit relieved. If someone who runs a workshop like this says so, then it must be true. But I'm a little disappointed. I grew up watching my grandfather and father experiment with all sorts of metals to make gold. It makes me feel sorry for their lives. That's a bit..."



    



    Hearing Tehez's melancholic voice, the Factory Manager scratched his head and pondered for a while before speaking.



    



    "You see, I'm not from this world. I'm from a different world. My factory somehow got connected here."



    



    Tehez's eyes widened in surprise at the Factory Manager's sudden words, and the Factory Manager, scratching his head, took out a cigarette and continued.



    



    "Well, my original world is more technologically advanced. As you can see. Anyway, the alchemists like your father and grandfather played a significant role in the advancement of that world. They experimented with all kinds of metals and chemicals in pursuit of creating gold or the Philosopher's Stone. In fact, thanks to the efforts of those alchemists, methods like the plating I just did and the way to remove silver tarnish were invented. It's the achievement of none other than the alchemists who were full of the spirit of challenge."



    



    The Factory Manager placed the gold-plated sacred object in Tehez's hand.



    



    "We wouldn't have known how to do such clean gold plating without the research of those alchemists and their descendants. Their lives were definitely not in vain. Tehez, your knowledge, your eye for metals, and your observation skills. You inherited all of that from your father and grandfather. I don't think it's right to deny their lives just because you found out that gold can't be made."



    



    Tehez's eyes started to well up with tears at the Factory Manager's words.



    



    "Don't cry! Factory Manager-nim!"



    



    "Sister. Don't cry."



    



    "N... No... I..."



    



    The Factory Manager was flustered by Channing and Illia's urging, and seeing this, Tehez suddenly burst into laughter, clutching her stomach.



    



    "Hahahaha!"



    



    The Factory Manager, Channing, and Illia looked bewildered at Tehez, who suddenly started laughing. The Factory Manager was the most flustered of them all.



    



    "Hahahaha! I feel so much better now. Thank you. And once again, please accept me as your apprentice."



    



    Tehez bowed politely.



    



    The Factory Manager scratched his head, wondering what to do, and looked at Channing and Illia.



    



    Channing shrugged, and Illia nodded.



    



    That settled it.

  
    Chapter 23



    



    An elderly priest, still wearing his worn-out clothes, walked down the street. However, people didn't pay much attention to him.



    



    "Greetings, Father."



    



    "Yes, may the blessings of God be with you."



    



    Occasionally, elderly women with devout faith greeted the priest, and he returned their greetings with a bright smile and words of blessing.



    



    The priest, continuing his walk, arrived at the Bishop's Residence, located near the cathedral in the central part of the city.



    



    The Bishop's Residence was a grand mansion, comparable to the Lord's Mansion, where the bishop, the priests who assisted him, and other personnel resided.



    



    The priest in his worn-out clothes seemed out of place in such a grand residence. However, no one stopped him as he walked towards the main gate.



    



    On the contrary, the gatekeepers, seeing the priest, straightened their posture and welcomed him.



    



    "Welcome!"



    



    "Ah, you're working hard."



    



    "Not at all!"



    



    The priest responded to the gatekeepers' greetings with a smile and entered the residence, heading towards the bishop's office. The bishop's office was located quite deep inside the residence, requiring a long walk down the hallway.



    



    The priest, acknowledging greetings from other priests he encountered, stopped in front of a room. It was the bishop's office. The priest, as if familiar, opened the door and entered.



    



    As the door opened, a middle-aged priest in a neat black cassock stood inside. The priest, with his neatly combed hair tucked under a small hat, squinted at the elderly priest.



    



    "Bishop! You went out in those clothes again!"



    



    The man addressed the priest as Bishop. The Bishop was the head of the diocese, responsible for the entire city's parish. However, the bishop was wearing a tattered, worn-out cassock.



    



    The man, frowning at the bishop's attire, pushed up his glasses. Seeing the man's expression, the bishop chuckled and walked into the room.



    



    "Hahaha! Karnel. For those who receive God's calling, there is no armor as valuable and dignified as rags."



    



    "I understand your profound meaning, Bishop, but it doesn't look good for you, the head of the diocese, to be walking around in rags that even an ordinary priest wouldn't wear."



    



    "Hahaha! What's the difference between a bishop and an ordinary priest? We are all humble before God. And these clothes are the ones I wore when I was first ordained, so aren't they the most fitting for a priest?"



    



    At the words of the middle-aged priest named Karnel, the bishop chuckled, untied the string that held his ragged robe together, and took it off.



    



    Putting on a dark navy blue Bishop's Robe that was hanging on a clothes hanger, the bishop sat down on the chair in front of the desk. Karnel approached the bishop and spoke.



    



    "So, where did you go today? You suddenly disappeared in those rags the day before yesterday as well."



    



    "Ah, I have a gift for you."



    



    The bishop took out some items from an old bag on the desk. It was a stainless steel cup and spoon. Karnel looked at the items the bishop had taken out.



    



    "A gift? That's sudden. Besides, isn't it just an ordinary cup and spoon? It's not fancy, and it doesn't look particularly special..."



    



    "You can't tell its true value by looking at just one."



    



    At Karnel's words, the bishop reached into the bag again and took out another cup and spoon.



    



    "But... even with two..."



    



    "Not yet."



    



    The bishop took out yet another cup and spoon. Finally, Karnel recognized the true value of the cup and spoon.



    



    "They are... completely... the same... shape..."



    



    "Yes. Isn't this amazing? They're cups and spoons made of metal, but they're all the same shape. Hahaha!"



    



    At the bishop's laughter, Karnel picked up two cups and examined them carefully.



    



    Even items made by skilled artisans inevitably had slight differences in shape due to being handmade.



    



    It was said that there were dwarven artisans who could create items of completely identical shape, but Karnel was a man with a keen eye that could spot differences even in those.



    



    However, the cups Karnel held in his hands were all the same size and shape. It was truly amazing. Karnel looked at the bishop and spoke.



    



    "Truly... these are amazing items. They are amazing, but did you go out just to buy these?"



    



    "Well, I just bought these on a whim, and it's true that I went to the workshop that made them because I had some business there."



    



    The bishop smiled and took out something else from the bag and placed it on the desk.



    



    A golden relic with a red bead embedded in it began to sparkle brilliantly, reflecting the light coming in from the window. Karnel, startled by the sight of the brilliantly shining relic, stepped back in surprise.



    



    "Is that...?"



    



    "It's an old relic I inherited from my teacher. You remember it, don't you? That black relic that was always on my desk."



    



    "Yes... I remember. It was a very old item. It bore the marks of time. It wasn't new like this."



    



    "That's this."



    



    At the bishop's words, Karnel was startled and approached to look at the relic closely.



    



    Karnel also remembered the old relic. The black, tarnished relic that always guarded the frugal bishop's desk.



    



    The relic, which the bishop sometimes used as a paperweight, was not this brilliant golden object.



    



    Karnel carefully spoke.



    



    "It... it's turned into gold, isn't it?"



    



    "It's plating, they said."



    



    "That's impossible. I used to manage the cathedral's decorations and assets, so I know a lot about plated items. How can plating be so clean and shiny! And this amazingly transparent and red, perfectly round bead embedded in the center! Ah... what kind of jewel is this?"



    



    Karnel reached out to touch the relic but hesitated, surprised, and the bishop chuckled and lifted the relic.



    



    "I was surprised too. Especially this gem in the center. It's not a gem, they said. The artisan explained that it's a bead made of glass, and I was astonished. To think that they could create such a beautiful red, transparent, and perfectly spherical glass that you can see through. I was incredibly surprised."



    



    "Are you saying this is glass? Such clean plating and a glass bead that looks like a jewel. It's like the devil's work."



    



    At Karnel's words, the bishop frowned slightly.



    



    "I don't think the devil could repair a holy relic so perfectly and beautifully. But it was a bit strange. There were all sorts of tools I'd never seen before, and the black-haired workshop owner didn't resemble any race I'd ever seen. But he was definitely human."



    



    "Did you go there to confirm that?"



    



    "I heard rumors of an amazing blacksmith who creates amazing things with techniques I've never seen before and repairs things that no one else can. So I went to check. With this holy relic that the devil would never be able to touch."



    



    The bishop asked,"Do you know what this is?"



    



    Karnel looked closely at the relic but shook his head.



    



    "I don't know."



    



    "This is a decoration from the staff of St. Marnix, who defeated the demon summoned by the Mazoku in the ancient war against them."



    



    Upon hearing this, Karnel stared at the relic with a shocked expression. Then, he spoke with difficulty.



    



    "The... the staff of St. Marnix! Isn't that a precious item kept in the Central Office's underground vault! Was that old relic that was always on your desk that? No! More importantly, did you just hand it over to a blacksmith of an unknown race you've never seen before? No! And they just went ahead and gilded it and embedded a jewel in it, is that okay?"



    



    Seeing Karnel suddenly bombard him with questions, the bishop chuckled and replied.



    



    "Hahaha. Calm down, Karnel."



    



    "How can I calm down! They just went ahead and repaired that great artifact!"



    



    "They didn't just repair it. They restored it to its original form. And because of that, the power of the staff has become stronger. Can't you feel the energy emanating from it?"



    



    "I apologize, Bishop. I haven't reached that level of enlightenment."



    



    At Karnel's slightly sharp response, the bishop chuckled again and waved his hand.



    



    "There's no need to be so upset, Karnel. I'm not doubting your faith. But this is what I think. This relic was a truly powerful object. And he repaired it without any hesitation. That proves that he's not a being opposed to God."



    



    "If you think so, Bishop, then I suppose that's the case. I also believe that if it were a demon or something similar, they wouldn't have been able to repair this object so beautifully. However, that doesn't mean we can just blindly trust him."



    



    Karnel spoke logically in response to the bishop's words. The bishop thought for a moment and nodded.



    



    "Is that so... Hmm... Yes. You're right. Whatever it may be, I agree that we need to keep a close eye on that workshop. Especially since a talking sword hangs on the wall to greet people."



    



    Karnel's eyes widened in surprise for a moment, then he looked at the relic and nodded slightly. Seeing this, the bishop continued.



    



    "However, I wonder if that workshop might be some kind of blessing from the God of Light, Sviet. It's a miracle that might have been created by Sviet's plan to help this city, or perhaps even our world."



    



    "Bishop, such words are dangerous."



    



    "Haha. That's true. It's a dangerous time to speak of miracles. Alright, Karnel. For now, we don't need to spread the rumors ourselves, so let's just observe for the time being."



    



    Karnel carefully nodded.



    



    "Understood. However, if it is determined that this is the work of a demon or some evil being, I will use my authority to resolve it."



    



    "Ha! Are you thinking of calling someone from the Holy City's Central Office?"



    



    "If necessary, I might."



    



    "Karnel, how long have we known each other?"



    



    Karnel thought for a moment and spoke.



    



    "I started serving you when I was just 14 years old and became a Deacon, so it's been over 30 years."



    



    "Yes. It's been that long. A lot has happened during that time. One thing comes to mind. Do you remember the time we exorcised the ghost in the village in the northern mountains? The lambs were disappearing, and the shepherd was attacked and injured, causing fear among the villagers."



    



    Karnel nodded. He remembered the incident.



    



    The bishop and Karnel, who were a priest and a deacon at the time, had been dispatched to the city below the mountain and, upon hearing the story, went up to the mountain village. After a few days, they discovered that the culprit was a wolf and, together with a hunter, hunted it down, putting an end to the ghost rumors.



    



    "It wasn't a ghost, but a wolf. I remember almost dying then."



    



    The bishop chuckled and continued.



    



    "Yes. Everyone was terrified, thinking it was a ghost, but in reality, it was a wolf. In the end, it's all a matter of perspective. If you think it's God's will, then it is, and if you believe it's the devil's doing, then everything becomes the devil's doing. That's how I've lived my life."



    



    Karnel couldn't say anything in response to the bishop's quiet but resonant words. He bowed slightly to the bishop.



    



    "I apologize, Bishop. I didn't fully understand your intentions."



    



    The bishop smiled again, raised his hand to make the sign of the cross, and said,



    



    "Isn't that also the will of the God of Light, Sviet?"



    



    Karnel smiled and made the sign of the cross as well.

  
    Chapter 24



    



    Tehez woke up in a new room and got out of bed. It was because she became a new employee at the metal workshop.



    



    Tehez, who was sharing a room with Illia on the second floor, couldn't sleep because she was amazed by the electric lights, boiler, and other various household items.



    



    Feeling as if she had entered a magical palace, she looked around, jotting things down in her notebook to satisfy her curiosity. Tehez finally turned off the lights and went to sleep only after late in the night when Illia started to doze off.



    



    Waking up early in the morning, Tehez looked at Illia lying next to her.



    



    Seeing the Mazoku girl sleeping soundly in cat-shaped pajamas, Tehez smiled and brushed her hair back.



    



    -You're up early-



    



    "Ah. Did you sleep well, Mr. Talking Sword?"



    



    Tehez brought her gaze closer to the sword.



    



    "Amazing. A talking sword. How can you talk?"



    



    -I don't know. I've been able to talk since I was created.-



    



    "Hmm... What's the principle behind it? Ah! Come to think of it, would you still be able to talk even if you were melted and solidified again?"



    



    -What?! You're going to melt me?!-



    



    The sword shouted in surprise, and Illia woke up from the sound.



    



    "Uuugh... Good morning."



    



    Illia, who woke up rubbing her eyes with both hands, greeted her.



    



    "Ah. Sorry. I woke you up."



    



    "No. Haaaam! I should be getting up soon anyway."



    



    Illia said, stretching and pointing to the clock hanging on the wall. The clock pointed to 6:30.



    



    ******



    



    After finishing breakfast with the soup and bread Illia had made, the workshop members started their daily work.



    



    "Then what kind of work will I be doing?"



    



    Tehez asked the Factory Manager who was preparing for work, and he led her to the office.



    



    "First, put on these clothes."



    



    The Factory Manager handed Tehez a work uniform wrapped in plastic.



    



    "I brought the smallest size, so it should fit roughly."



    



    "Wow! What is this transparent paper? How can you see through it so clearly? Besides, it's incredibly smooth, unlike paper. What is it made of and how is it made?"



    



    "I don't know! Just go upstairs and change your clothes!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted as Tehez started pouring out questions again, and Tehez smiled and went up to the room.



    



    The clothes that came out of the rustling transparent plastic were gray-blue pants like the ones the Factory Manager was wearing, and a gray jacket with elastic bands at the sleeves and waist.



    



    Tehez first took off the dress she was wearing and hung it on the wall, then put on the work pants.



    



    "This feels quite nice. The fabric looks luxurious too. Is it okay to work wearing clothes like these?"



    



    She muttered to herself, feeling the texture of the clothes, and fastened the belt. Then, she took out the jacket and looked it over before putting her arms through the sleeves.



    



    She thought the feeling of the elastic band tightening around her wrist was quite unique and looked for buttons to fasten the front. However, there were no buttons on the jacket, so she was momentarily flustered.



    



    "Uh... Huh? How do you fasten the front of this?"



    



    "Sister. I came to help you."



    



    While Tehez was wondering what to do because she couldn't zip up the zipper, Illia entered the room. Illia grasped the situation at a glance, seeing Tehez.



    



    "As expected, you can't zip up the zipper."



    



    "Huh? Huh? Is this called a zipper? I was wondering how to do it because it wasn't a button."



    



    "Yes. You can zip it up like this. I see you haven't pulled up your pants properly either."



    



    Illia pulled up the zipper on Tehez's pants and showed her how to zip up the jacket.



    



    "First, you insert this part into the bottom part on the other side. And then you pull it up to close it."



    



    "Oh?! That's amazing! This is the first time I've seen clothes fastened like this."



    



    "The Factory Manager said you have to wear clothes like this to work in the factory. I'm not working in the factory, so I just wear regular clothes."



    



    Illia, who was wearing a dress and an apron, said, and Tehez smiled and patted her head.



    



    "Good! Then shall we learn a new job?!"



    



    Tehez said so and went downstairs.



    



    ******



    



    The task given to Tehez was to polish the blades of kitchen knives by applying abrasive to pieces of cloth, which the Factory Manager called 'boru' (industrial rags made from recycled scraps or old clothes).



    



    Polishing the blades while wearing thick safety gloves was quite tiring and difficult.



    



    It was simple, repetitive labor: placing the blade on the workbench, fixing it with a clamp, applying abrasive to the 'boru', and then painstakingly rubbing it to polish, flipping it over, and polishing again, then moving on to the next one after finishing one.



    



    Tehez finished polishing more than a dozen blades and sighed while rotating her arms.



    



    "What is this..."



    



    "What is what? Polishing, of course. When you make blades with a press, scratches appear. You have to clean them off neatly. Then you have to take them across the street to Mr. Popper."



    



    "No. I mean, I want to learn how to make something or something like that!"



    



    At Tehez's complaint, Channing shrugged and pointed to the machines.



    



    "Look at those machines running. What do you think would happen if your hand or something got sucked into them? How can they let someone who just arrived handle machines in that situation? You start with errands like this. It's the same in other workshops."



    



    Tehez glared at Channing, sighed, and picked up the cloth again.



    



    After spending a considerable amount of time, Tehez finally finished the polishing work, carefully placed the blades in a plastic basket, and lifted it.



    



    "Then I'll be going."



    



    "Okay. Be careful."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Tehez smiled and walked out the door. She was going to take the finished blades to Popper's blacksmith shop.



    



    Popper would heat-treat the blades, attach handles to them to complete the kitchen knives, and then send them to the knife merchants who ordered them.



    



    "So, if I cross the main street and go a little further to the right, it will be there..."



    



    Tehez walked, picturing the route in her mind.



    



    Although Tehez was still unfamiliar with the neighborhood, she was the only one who could go because the Factory Manager and Channing had to keep the machines running.



    



    The Factory Manager had explained the route while drawing a map, so she roughly knew the location, but that didn't mean it was easy to find.



    



    Tehez continued to look around, matching the map with the surrounding scenery to find her way. As she walked, looking at the buildings, she...



    



    "Ouch!"



    



    ...bumped into someone.



    



    Because the man was quite large, Tehez fell right onto the ground.



    



    With a clanging sound, the knife blades scattered everywhere.



    



    The sudden commotion startled the people around, and Tehez, who had fallen on the ground, closed her eyes in pain. The man shouted at Tehez.



    



    "What the?!"



    



    "Ah! I'm sorry."



    



    As Tehez apologized while rubbing her sore bottom and opened her eyes, she saw a man with an incredibly fierce face standing there.



    



    Tehez was a little surprised. Seeing the long sword and the small shield called a buckler hanging from the man's waist, she thought he didn't seem like a very good person.



    



    As if reading Tehez's thoughts, the man approached with an even fiercer expression.



    



    "Hey! You hurt my ankle! How are you going to apologize?!"



    



    When the man spoke in a scary voice, Tehez's mind went blank. She was too startled by the bad-looking man yelling with a fierce expression.



    



    Passersby, seeing the scene, subtly moved away as the man glared at them.



    



    "Huh? Are you just going to apologize with words and be done with it?!"



    



    "No... Well... Uh..."



    



    As Tehez, still sitting on the ground unable to get up, stammered, the man approached menacingly and shouted, and Tehez looked at him with tears welling up in her eyes.



    



    "Why don't we go somewhere and have a drink together? We can slowly listen to your apology and have a good time."



    



    The man suddenly lowered his voice and smiled with a scary face.



    



    And as he whispered like that, Tehez was even more startled and tried to back away, but another man from his group blocked her way.



    



    There was no one to help Tehez.



    



    At that moment.



    



    "Who's causing trouble in front of my blacksmith shop!"



    



    Popper rushed out of the blacksmith shop, shouting. Kelper followed him, carrying a large hammer.



    



    Surprised by the sudden appearance of the dwarves, the man stepped back slightly before puffing out his chest and putting on a fierce expression again.



    



    "Shorty dwarves, step aside!"



    



    "What was that?!"



    



    As Popper raised the one-handed hammer he was holding and shouted, the man stepped back again.



    



    "More importantly, that young lady is a workshop employee working with our blacksmith shop, and you're saying it has nothing to do with you? These knife blades scattered all over the floor because of you were supposed to come to our blacksmith shop! If any of them are damaged, are you going to pay for them?!"



    



    At Popper's roar, people started to gather around one by one. Among them were Oscar, the restaurant owner, and Karutz, the butcher.



    



    Oscar pushed through the crowd and spoke up.



    



    "What's going on, Popper? What's all the commotion?"



    



    "Oh, Oscar. Karutz. Those good-for-nothing guys are harassing the black-haired girl's employee."



    



    Popper answered, tapping the hammer in his hand, and Oscar and Karutz turned their shoulders to look at the thugs.



    



    "Oh? Really? They must be riffraff who don't know the fear of Cladis Street in Polchis! They probably came here trying to make a quick buck during the upcoming festival, but they've come to the wrong place!"



    



    As Oscar punched his own hand and spoke intimidatingly, the thugs stepped back slightly.



    



    They felt the intimidating presence of Oscar, who looked slow and clumsy because of his weight, but had once roamed battlefields as a mercenary.



    



    Karutz, standing next to him, also wiped his hands on his bloodstained apron and stood beside Oscar.



    



    "Yeah! Oscar! I can't let you have all the fun! Karutz of the Red Hand is here. Kuh. Kuk!"



    



    Karutz brought his hand to his chin and made a strange laughing sound, and Oscar looked at him with an expression as if he had seen something he shouldn't have.



    



    "Hey... You... You did that on the battlefield too, so stop it... It's been 20 years already."



    



    "Kuk! I can't help it. My. Blood. Is boiling."



    



    Karutz, who had returned to his younger days, said with a smile, and the thugs stepped back even further at his unknown energy.



    



    The surrounding onlookers also looked at Karutz with goosebumps.



    



    In the end, seeing the strange atmosphere and the people gathered around, the thugs left Tehez alone and retreated completely.



    



    "We'll... We'll see you again! We know who you are, so just you wait!"



    



    Saying so, the thugs ran away, and the onlookers also started to disperse. Karutz relaxed his posture with a slightly disappointed expression.



    



    "Damn it. I thought I was going to release the seal of my left hand after a long time."



    



    "No. Karutz. You released that damn seal enough on the battlefield, so don't release it again."



    



    Oscar replied to Karutz's words and approached Tehez, who was still sitting on the ground.



    



    "More importantly, young lady. Judging by your clothes, you're from the black-haired guy's place, but you're a new face?"



    



    "Ah... Yes! I'm a new employee starting today. My name is Tehez..."



    



    "Aha! No wonder he asked me to send one more portion starting today! It was for you, young lady!"



    



    "Oscar! Stop flirting with the young lady before your wife sees you and kicks your butt, and help pick this up!"



    



    At Popper's scolding, Oscar smiled and helped Tehez get up and started picking up the scattered knife blades on the floor.

  
    Chapter 25



    



    "That was dangerous. I should have sent Channing."



    



    The Factory Manager puffed out cigarette smoke after listening to Tehez's story about her visit to Popper's blacksmith shop.



    



    "Come to think of it, I heard that the security has worsened because of the increasing number of people due to the festival next month."



    



    At Channing's words, the Factory Manager took a drag of his cigarette and looked at him.



    



    "That Holy Festival thing? It's more than a month away, why is it already a mess?"



    



    "It's a huge event. Big events attract money, and money attracts vested interests. And thugs who covet those interests gather. Around this time, they flock here to try and get a piece of the action. Some work for shops to chase away thugs, but others cause trouble by making them stay in rival shops, and there are also those who pickpocket unsuspecting festival-goers."



    



    After listening to Channing's explanation, the Factory Manager clicked his tongue and tossed his cigarette butt.



    



    "Damn it. There are useless bastards everywhere. Did those guys say they'd be back?"



    



    "Ah... Yes!"



    



    "Well, if they want to make a living, they probably weren't lying, so we should prepare a bit too."



    



    The Factory Manager went to the corner of the workshop and started examining the pipes.



    



    "What are you going to make?"



    



    "A defensive weapon."



    



    The Factory Manager answered Channing's question and, after looking over the pipes, lifted a thick, sturdy-looking steel pipe.



    



    "This will do."



    



    "Are you going to make a spear or something? It's too thick for that."



    



    "Am I going to kill someone?"



    



    The Factory Manager retorted to Channing's question and placed the pipe on the workbench, starting to measure it with a tape measure.



    



    "Here. Cut it with the cutter according to the marked dimensions!"



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    Channing took the pipe to the corner of the workshop, secured it in the circular cutter, and began cutting.



    



    After cutting the pipe into three pieces, Channing cut the ends into triangles as marked. While Channing was cutting the pipe, the Factory Manager started preparing the welding machine.



    



    "What are you going to do?"



    



    "Welding. Joining metal to metal. By melting it with high heat."



    



    "Don't you need to heat it separately or something?"



    



    The Factory Manager replied to Tehez's question while turning on the welding machine.



    



    "Electricity is used to generate high temperatures. That's welding. Channing! Bring three protective masks when you come!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted to Channing, who was bringing the cut pipe, and Channing nodded, grabbing the protective masks and walking to the workbench.



    



    The Factory Manager handed a mask to Tehez, helped her put it on properly, then had Channing hold the pipe while he connected the welding machine.



    



    "It emits a very bright light, so be careful when you look."



    



    The Factory Manager said to Tehez as he brought the welding rod to the pipe. A tremendously bright light burst forth, and Tehez took a slight step back.



    



    "Whoa. It's so bright. Goodness."



    



    "You're not as surprised as I thought you'd be?"



    



    "Well... I am surprised."



    



    The Factory Manager nodded at Tehez's slightly subdued reaction and continued welding.



    



    After joining the three pipes into a Y shape, the Factory Manager examined them, checking for any poorly welded parts.



    



    "It's well done."



    



    "What are you making, anyway?"



    



    Channing asked the Factory Manager, who was checking the welded parts, and the Factory Manager started tightening the bolts with a wrench after attaching pipe clamps to the pipes he had prepared beforehand.



    



    "A giant slingshot."



    



    "A slingshot? What's that?"



    



    When Channing asked, the Factory Manager brought a bicycle tire tube from the corner of the workshop, cut it in half, tied both ends to the pipes, and tightened them with the opposite end of the pipe clamp.



    



    He inserted a thick cloth in the middle of the tube to make it possible to hold something.



    



    "It's a weapon that launches things like stones."



    



    "Oh. So it's a weapon. Is it similar to a catapult or something?"



    



    Tehez approached and started examining the Factory Manager's work.



    



    "Alright. Let's leave it at this for now. Clean up the rest. It's almost closing time."



    



    The Factory Manager said while making final adjustments to the slingshot, and Tehez reluctantly put her notebook back in her pocket.



    



    3.



    



    Illia, who was sleeping at night, woke up to a strange noise. Because she was a Mazoku with sharp ears, she could hear the murmur of people, so she shook Tehez awake.



    



    "Hmm? What's wrong?"



    



    "I hear a strange noise."



    



    Tehez yawned, got out of bed, and rubbed her eyes.



    



    -Looks like those strange guys have come back.-



    



    Tehez rubbed her eyes and looked out the window, her eyes widening in surprise.



    



    "Whoa?! Strange guys are standing outside with torches everywhere!"



    



    Simultaneously with Tehez's words, someone shouted.



    



    "Hey! We know you're in there! Come out!"



    



    Other men burst into boisterous laughter at the shout from outside the window.



    



    Tehez thought it was probably the same man they had met during the day.



    



    Illia burrowed into Tehez's arms, and Tehez hugged her tightly.



    



    "I'm scared..."



    



    "It's okay. Our workshop building is very sturdy. The entrance is an iron door. The building pillars and walls are made of unique stone. It'll be hard to get through without siege weapons."



    



    Tehez comforted Illia while trying to calm herself down.



    



    In truth, she was just as scared, but she hid her fear while comforting the trembling Illia.



    



    "Woo-hoo!"



    



    The men outside roared.



    



    Tehez thought they were probably trying to break into the building.



    



    "Illia! Wake up! Let's go out the front door if we have to."



    



    "But... Master said we shouldn't go out the front door..."



    



    "It's an emergency! Master will understand."



    



    Tehez got out of bed and rushed to the door to put on her shoes.



    



    Illia followed her and started putting on her shoes.



    



    "Ugh!"



    



    "Eek!"



    



    At that moment.



    



    The men's shouts turned into strange screams.



    



    Tehez, who was hurriedly zipping up her safety boots, tilted her head in puzzlement at the sudden screams.



    



    "Everyone's up... Huh?"



    



    Channing, who had entered as the door opened, trailed off.



    



    "Channing?! What's going on?!"



    



    "No... well... never mind. Put on some more clothes first."



    



    Channing said as he carefully closed the door, and only then did Tehez realize she was wearing only a thin nightgown.



    



    Blushing slightly, Tehez quickly put on a work jacket hanging on the wall and went outside.



    



    "What happened?"



    



    "Well, those thugs who were bothering you seem to have gathered, and Master is attacking them from the rooftop."



    



    Tehez frowned slightly at Channing's answer, then remembered the weapon the Factory Manager had made earlier in the day.



    



    "Ah! That's it! He's on the rooftop?"



    



    Tehez ran up to the rooftop without listening to Channing's reply.



    



    The sight that greeted Tehez on the rooftop was the silhouette of the Factory Manager pulling back the giant slingshot and firing something at the thugs.



    



    The sound of the tire rubber stretching and contracting, the sound of an object whistling through the air, and the sounds of thugs collapsing and screaming in pain followed in succession.



    



    "Wow! It flies in a fascinating way! That tied object is very elastic. It uses that elasticity to launch the projectile. Is it similar to the principle of a bow?"



    



    The Factory Manager stopped Tehez, who was approaching out of curiosity, and loaded another fist-sized object into the giant slingshot, pulling it back and releasing it.



    



    The thugs, who had quickly raised their shields to block the sudden projectiles, screamed in pain as they were knocked to the ground when the projectiles hit their shields.



    



    "Master. What are you firing? Is it something like stones?"



    



    "No. Beanbags. They're called Oja-mi (おじゃみ)."



    



    The Factory Manager tossed the bag he was holding, and Tehez quickly caught it.



    



    It was a cloth bag filled with small pieces. It wasn't that heavy.



    



    "Huh! It's a curious object. But can something like this really knock people over?"



    



    "Because of the speed. The impact is no joke. If I fired real stones with this, people would die. I'm being considerate of those guys."



    



    The Factory Manager fired another beanbag, and it hit another thug's helmet directly.



    



    The thug collapsed on the spot.



    



    "Stick together! Then he can't attack!"



    



    The man who seemed to be the leader shouted and started to cling to the low back wall, and the other thugs followed him, rushing towards the building's wall.



    



    The wall, slightly taller than a person, was indeed a good cover to block the incoming beanbags, and thanks to the leader's quick thinking, the remaining ten or so thugs were safe.



    



    "What do we do now?"



    



    Channing asked while hiding behind the wall, looking at the thugs who were only visible by their torches, and the Factory Manager scratched his head and put down the beanbag.



    



    "We'll leave the rest to the neighbors."



    



    Channing tilted his head and looked at the Factory Manager, who silently took out a cigarette from his pocket, put it in his mouth, and lit it.



    



    Then he pulled up the hood of Illia's cat pajamas and roughly covered her head, pointing in one direction.



    



    "Look."



    



    Channing and Tehez looked in the direction the Factory Manager pointed.



    



    Torches started to appear in the distance down the alley. It was quite a long procession.



    



    Considering there were about twenty thugs, this was a much larger number. As the procession approached the back gate of the workshop, the figures became visible.



    



    "Hey. There's Oscar from the Red Rooster, Popper, Karutz from the butcher shop, Le Buick the fruit seller, Kabarit the vegetable seller... Everyone in the neighborhood is here."



    



    Channing said, recognizing the people he could see, and the Factory Manager puffed out cigarette smoke and looked down.



    



    "Hey! You damn bastards! What's all this commotion in the middle of the night!"



    



    Oscar stepped forward and shouted, and the thugs hiding behind the wall looked at him.



    



    Overwhelmed by the sheer number of people, the thugs hesitated to come out, and their leader, unable to stand it any longer, stepped forward with his sword drawn.



    



    "Hey! Neighborhood folks! Go back to your homes and wash your feet and go to bed if you don't want to get hurt! You'll regret it if you think we're just some ordinary thugs!"



    



    "Ha?! You're funny. Do you think the people here are just some ordinary folks who've lived ordinary lives?!"



    



    Oscar scoffed and swung the club he was holding.



    



    The club, as tall as a person, whirled around, making a whooshing sound, and the thug leader flinched and straightened his posture.



    



    Next to him, Popper and Karutz came out, also holding clubs.



    



    "Well, I don't know how great you are, but you've chosen the wrong place. It seems like it's time for me to break my seal."



    



    "Karutz. Don't do that."



    



    Oscar tried to stop him, but Karutz chuckled and suddenly dashed forward.



    



    Surprised by the sudden movement, the thug leader raised his sword defensively and blocked Karutz's descending club.



    



    With a clang, the descending club stopped, and the thug leader was thrown to the ground.



    



    "You idiot. This is what happens when you come out from behind the wall."



    



    The Factory Manager said, spitting out his cigarette butt.



    



    "What's all this commotion! Everyone, make way!"



    



    This time, soldiers came running from the other side of the alley.



    



    The person leading the way was the young knight who had had his sword repaired at the workshop, and behind him, about ten soldiers with spears blocked the alley.



    



    The thugs, armed with swords, spears, and other weapons, tried to back away from the soldiers, but they couldn't go any further because of the villagers and started to panic.



    



    The young knight sighed and, looking at the villagers, the thugs, and the collapsed thugs, gestured to his soldiers, who then advanced with their spears, pressing the thugs.



    



    The thugs eventually dropped their weapons and raised their hands.



    



    While the soldiers tied up and apprehended the thugs, including those who were writhing on the ground, the villagers began to chatter noisily.



    



    The young knight, trying to calm the villagers who were yelling and jeering at the captured thugs, broke out in a cold sweat.



    



    "Hey! What's everyone doing in the middle of the night?"



    



    The Factory Manager appeared as the tightly closed iron door behind the workshop opened, and the villagers' voices grew even louder.



    



    "Hey! Black Hair! Be grateful! Those thugs were about to tear down your workshop!"



    



    "Ah, yes. Thank you. Thanks to you, the wall is intact."



    



    The Factory Manager joked in response to Popper's words, and the villagers burst into laughter.



    



    "By the way, did you all see it? The awesome sight of the enemy falling down after being hit by my club when I broke my seal!"



    



    "Nonsense! Karutz! I clearly saw something flying and hitting that guy's head! What are you talking about!"



    



    Oscar retorted to Karutz's bragging, and the villagers burst into laughter again.



    



    "Alright! Everyone! Let's disperse now! It's fortunate that the workshop is safe and no one is hurt. I'll take responsibility for investigating these thugs and driving them out of the city, so please rest assured and go back to sleep!"



    



    The young knight shouted, and the villagers burst into laughter again, but they didn't move.



    



    "Thank you for your hard work in the middle of the night."



    



    "Phew. These thugs have been a headache, causing trouble all the time, so it's a relief that they've been caught. More importantly, I'm glad you're alright. They were nasty guys who would pick fights and attack shops, so I'm relieved you're safe. And the workshop is safe too."



    



    "Haha! Well, the building is sturdy. And I have foolish neighbors."



    



    The Factory Manager replied to the young knight and looked at the people, who were chattering noisily.



    



    Seeing them, the Factory Manager smiled and shouted at Tehez and Illia, who were standing by the door.



    



    "Then Tehez! Go to sleep with Illia."



    



    "Where are you going, Master?"



    



    Channing, who was picking up the fallen beanbags, asked, and the Factory Manager grabbed him by the neck and pulled him closer.



    



    "With everyone gathered like this, we have to have a drink! Hey Oscar! Open your shop! I'll buy everyone here a drink!"



    



    "Oooooh!"



    



    "Black Hair! You're generous!"



    



    The villagers shouted even louder at the Factory Manager's words, and the young knight and soldiers struggled to quiet them down.



    



    After the villagers, the Factory Manager, and Channing all left, and even the soldiers disappeared, the alley was once again enveloped in silent darkness.



    



    "Then let's go to sleep too."



    



    "Okay."



    



    Illia nodded at Tehez's question and took her hand.

  
    Chapter 26



    



    "Hey! Tehez! I told you to be careful with the hand grinder! You need to put more strength in your hand!"



    



    "So... Sorry!"



    



    Tehez started grinding the weld with the hand grinder while listening to the Factory Manager's scolding.



    



    The Factory Manager frowned as he watched Tehez, who was wearing a transparent protective mask covering her entire face, carefully holding the hand grinder body and the vertical handle, grinding the weld.



    



    The hand grinder started to vibrate and bounce slightly. Seeing that, the Factory Manager shouted.



    



    "Put more strength in your arm! If that thing bounces, you'll be in big trouble!"



    



    "Ah... Okay!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's shout, Tehez put strength in her hands again.



    



    Sparks started to fly along with the sound of metal grinding. The hand grinder moved more stably than before. Seeing that, the Factory Manager nodded.



    



    "Now you're getting the hang of it."



    



    The object Tehez was diligently grinding was a metal frame to be attached to a wagon wheel. Wagon wheels are originally made of wood, but the current work was to attach iron to the outside to increase durability.



    



    Because Channing, who had been drinking all night, couldn't wake up properly, Tehez was diligently helping with the work with her unfamiliar hands.



    



    The sharp sound of metal grinding when the heavy hand grinder was brought to the metal, the loud noise of the motor running, and even the vibrations she felt in her hands for the first time were all bothering Tehez.



    



    However, the unknown fear that she might get seriously hurt if she let go made Tehez more nervous and grip the hand grinder tighter. This was because she was not used to this kind of work.



    



    The Factory Manager, who was watching Tehez, opened his mouth.



    



    "This time, you put in too much strength! If you put too much strength in your arm, it'll be harder. Be tense, but moderately."



    



    The Factory Manager spoke, but his words were lost in the noise of the machine and didn't reach Tehez's ears. When the weld was sufficiently ground, Tehez turned off the hand grinder and raised her hand.



    



    After placing the stopped grinder on the workbench, Tehez rotated her shoulder. The Factory Manager approached and examined the ground area.



    



    "See? You put in too much strength, so you ground the steel plate below the weld as well. If you're not careful, the weld could break or the original object could be ruined."



    



    "Haa... It's harder than I thought."



    



    "Still, you did well for this much. It's usable."



    



    As the Factory Manager praised her and removed the circular frame that was clamped in the vise, Tehez smiled and wiped the sweat that had formed on her nose with her gloved hand.



    



    "You just need to learn little by little. Do your best."



    



    "Yes. I understand."



    



    "Ugh..."



    



    Meanwhile, Channing walked into the factory. Staggering with his whole body and unable to even properly zip up his work clothes, Channing plopped down on a chair.



    



    The Factory Manager sighed and flicked Channing's head.



    



    "Oh dear. How much did you drink to be in that state?"



    



    "Ah... Really. The Factory Manager and the others kept pouring me drinks. I thought I was going to die. I still feel like I'm going to die."



    



    "Oh dear. Anyway, just go inside and rest. You'll cause an accident if you touch the machines in that state."



    



    "It's okay. If I drink some water... Ugh!"



    



    Channing jumped up from the chair and ran out the back door.



    



    When the sound of him vomiting could be heard, the Factory Manager grimaced, and Tehez burst into laughter. Meanwhile, Illia, perhaps worried about Channing, quickly ran to the back door.



    



    "Oh dear... That... Tehez! That guy is useless today. Grind the next one!"



    



    "Okay!"



    



    Tehez smiled and pulled down her transparent protective mask, then lifted the hand grinder. As the switch was turned on, the vibration was transmitted to her arm again.



    



    While Tehez was grinding the metal, Channing and Illia came back inside the factory.



    



    Channing entered with a haggard face, dragging his feet, and Illia sighed deeply, shaking her head. Channing looked like a zombie from a zombie movie.



    



    Channing gasped and opened his mouth.



    



    "Ugh... If I drink again, I'm Illia's younger brother..."



    



    "Stop saying weird things, brother! Seriously, you threw up all over the garden I worked so hard to cultivate!"



    



    "Ugh... Think of it as fertilizer."



    



    Illia punched Channing in the waist, and Channing clutched his sore waist and sat down on the plastic chair.



    



    "A young girl has a strong hand."



    



    "The problem is a grown man drinking and acting like that. Do you know how much effort I put into making that garden usable?! You didn't even help!"



    



    At Illia's complaint, Channing took a gulp of water and sighed deeply.



    



    "Channing, just go to your room and lie down! And stop talking nonsense! Or go out and clean up your vomit."



    



    Finally, unable to stand it any longer, the Factory Manager scolded him, and Channing struggled to get up from his chair and dragged his feet up to the second floor. The Factory Manager sighed deeply and looked at Tehez.



    



    "Tehez, I have high expectations for you..."



    



    "Ah... Yes..."



    



    Tehez looked at the Factory Manager with a hesitant expression, and Illia also looked at Tehez and said,



    



    "This is how we live. I'm so glad you came, sister."



    



    When Illia said that too, Tehez glanced at the stairs and looked at the Factory Manager and Illia.



    



    "What in the world does Channing do to make everyone react like that?"



    



    "I wish he wouldn't cause trouble for even a day."



    



    "And I wish he wouldn't play pranks."



    



    When the two answered at once, Tehez looked at the stairs to the second floor again.



    



    5.



    



    Dawn.



    



    Inside the Red Rooster, which looked like a storm had just passed through, Chelline, the owner, sat down on a chair and groaned.



    



    "Ugh... Seriously. Having a drinking party in the middle of the night..."



    



    "Ah. I don't know. I'm going to sleep... Mom."



    



    Chelline, completely exhausted, sighed and leaned back in her chair, and Richel went up the stairs.



    



    "Here. Have a cup of tea."



    



    A moment later, another woman came out of the kitchen with a cup and Chelline reached out and took it.



    



    "Still, it was a relief that you were here, sister. Waking up in the middle of the night because of this commotion. Ugh. And then that man just passed out. I guess we'll have to close the shop today."



    



    "The people in your neighborhood are amazing too. Having a drinking party in the middle of the night."



    



    The person sitting across from Chelline was a woman who looked similar to her.



    



    She looked old, but she also had a dignified air about her. She smiled and brought the teacup to her lips.



    



    The two enjoyed a brief, quiet silence. It was the brief silence before the hustle and bustle of the morning, after the commotion of the night had died down.



    



    The woman put down her half-empty teacup and said,



    



    "By the way, that pot is amazing. It cooks food so quickly."



    



    The woman asked her younger sister Chelline while drinking tea, and Chelline also sipped her tea and answered.



    



    "Ah. That. The black-haired man who brought the people last night, you know. He made it."



    



    "Really? Is he a blacksmith?"



    



    "Hmm. He calls himself a Factory Manager. He says he's not a craftsman like a blacksmith. Anyway, I like everything he makes. The metal dishes and beer glasses we use are also made by that Factory Manager. So is the cup you're holding right now."



    



    The woman looked at the cup she was holding. The metal cup was very neat and clean.



    



    "Really? He's a very skilled man."



    



    At her older sister's words, Chelline smiled and looked at the teacup. It was a teacup of the exact same shape as the one her sister was holding.



    



    Chelline took another sip of tea and continued speaking to her sister.



    



    "By the way, sister. Isn't it okay for you to come here when your inn is busy?"



    



    "Busy... It's been empty for years since my husband died. I'm thinking of closing the inn and coming here soon. With Marsha. That's what I came here to look into this time. To find out about housing prices and things like that."



    



    "Hmm... Your brother-in-law too... I didn't know he would go so suddenly after having a child after more than 10 years of marriage."



    



    At Chelline's words, her sister just smiled. Chelline could feel a bit of sadness in her sister's smile.



    



    Chelline's brother-in-law.



    



    Her sister's husband was a good man, but he didn't live long and left behind a young daughter and wife. And all that remained was an old inn.



    



    Chelline knew well that her sister had been raising her daughter alone and keeping the inn for all these years. So, when her sister said she was going to close the inn, she felt a little sad.



    



    Her sister looked at the teacup and opened her mouth.



    



    "Well, that was his fate. Anyway, I might have to impose on you for a while if I come here."



    



    "Impose? We're family. We're the only ones left in the world after our parents passed away. We'll help each other out."



    



    Chelline quickly said that to her sister.



    



    "It would be great if you could come and help out at our restaurant. We've been quite busy lately with the increasing number of customers."



    



    "But your husband and Richel help you out, don't they?"



    



    Chelline waved her hand.



    



    "Oh dear. Oscar is always busy drinking, and Richel is always thinking about how to avoid work and play."



    



    At Chelline's words, her sister smiled and finished the tea in her cup, then stood up.



    



    "Okay. Then let's quickly finish cleaning up and go to bed. You must be tired too."



    



    "Okay."



    



    Chelline also replied and stood up.



    



    "Thin metal plates, cups, and a pot that cooks food like magic. You must have paid a lot for them."



    



    Her sister said while collecting the empty plates, and Chelline, who was carrying the empty dishes to the kitchen, replied.



    



    "Well, it wasn't that expensive. The plates were about the price of three sacks of wheat, and the cups were five sacks of wheat. The pot was free meals for two months."



    



    "What?! These things are that price? That's ridiculous! They're cheaper than wooden plates?! And they're made of metal?"



    



    "Well... what was it... It's not just any metal... I don't know the name, but it's the kind that doesn't rust."



    



    At Chelline's words, her sister was surprised and looked closely at the plate she was holding. After carefully examining the silver, shiny plate, her sister sighed and put it down.



    



    "I think our inn would have done better if we had these. I guess I'm still attached to it even though I'm going to quit."



    



    Seeing her sister like that, Chelline felt a pang of sadness. She thought it was natural for her sister to be attached to the inn she had worked so hard to run.



    



    She thought about how heartbroken she would be if she had to close her restaurant now, and it was only natural.



    



    Chelline thought for a moment and opened her mouth.



    



    "Hmm? Should we ask the Factory Manager? To go to your inn and take a look?"



    



    "Would that be... possible?"



    



    Chelline nodded.



    



    "Well, he's the type who works if it's interesting. He might be interested in your inn. I'll talk to him."



    



    At her younger sister's words, her sister smiled.



    



    "Okay. Please ask him. I hope the inn will do well, even if it's just because of that."



    



    "You don't want to quit after all, do you?"



    



    Chelline said, and her sister nodded.



    



    "That's right. If it does well, I can continue running the inn."



    



    "Okay. I'll tell Richel to tell the Factory Manager to go take a look. If he says he won't go, I'll drag him there by the collar, so don't worry and rest for a few days before you go."



    



    "I have to go by lunchtime tomorrow. I need to hitch a ride on the merchant wagon that came from our village. Anyway, thank you."



    



    While talking like that, Chelline and her sister quickly took the remaining dishes to the kitchen.

  
    Chapter 27



    



    The factory, as always, was bustling with activity.



    



    The Factory Manager was operating the sheet metal press, Channing was running the milling machine, and next to him, Tehez was handling the grinder with somewhat accustomed hands.



    



    Sparks flew as Tehez, her face tense with concentration, carefully moved the grinder, smoothing the weld surfaces of the metal.



    



    After finishing grinding one weld surface, Tehez took off her safety glasses, wiped the sweat from her brow, and set the grinder down. At that moment, the sword hanging by the door shouted.



    



    -Richel is here!-



    



    “Hello! Take a break and eat!”



    



    The door opened, and Richel entered, greeting them cheerfully.



    



    “Wow! Food! I was starving.”



    



    Channing quickly removed the cut piece of iron from the milling machine and spoke, and the Factory Manager also stopped the press.



    



    Illia quickly set up the table, and Richel began taking out the meal from the basket.



    



    That day was also an ordinary lunchtime.



    



    Everyone gathered around the table and started eating, and as always, Richel took a seat at one end. It was the picture of an ordinary lunch.



    



    Sitting on a chair, flipping through a magazine next to her, Richel casually spoke to the Factory Manager.



    



    “Come to think of it, Factory Manager, do you ever go on business trips?”



    



    Richel asked her question while watching the Factory Manager dip a piece of bread into his soup, and the Factory Manager, who was about to bring the bread to his mouth, widened his eyes and looked at Richel.



    



    “Business trip? Why a business trip? Did something break down at your house again?”



    



    “Ah, well. My mom’s older sister, my aunt, runs a small inn in a town called Palapilos. But it seems that because it’s quite old, people don’t really visit. She came to our house a while ago and talked about it. After hearing that, my mom wondered if you, Factory Manager, could go and take a look.”



    



    The Factory Manager put the piece of bread into his mouth, chewed, and looked around at Channing, Illia, and Tehez.



    



    “Palapilos… That’s the place with the volcano, right? The one you reach after about two days by carriage. I heard a story about a massive eruption there a long time ago.”



    



    “It’s famous for its hot springs. They say the well water is hot. It’s a fascinating town. I’d like to go and investigate sometime, even if it’s not magic or anything. They say the water there has mystical properties. There was a section in my grandfather’s research books about the water there.”



    



    “I’ve been there before. The water has a strange smell.”



    



    The Factory Manager nodded as he listened to Channing, Tehez, and Illia. He thought it must be a famous village if everyone knew about it.



    



    The Factory Manager pondered for a moment before speaking.



    



    “Hot well water… It must be a hot spring. Well, it wouldn’t be bad to go and see. Two days to get there?”



    



    “Yes, by carriage.”



    



    “Carriage… Well, I guess I can’t take a truck from this town. Orders? I can’t just go and look for nothing, can I? Don’t they need anything?”



    



    At the Factory Manager’s words, Richel thought for a moment before speaking.



    



    “First, she said she wanted the pot you made for our house. Besides that, iron plates and cups too. She seemed to really like them. Ah! She also said iron spoons would be good.”



    



    The Factory Manager pondered and looked at Channing.



    



    “Channing! Are all the urgent orders finished?”



    



    “Uh… Yes, for now. Once we finish this doorknob work, we have the round iron rings ordered by Tong’s house, but the delivery for that is two weeks later.”



    



    The Factory Manager got up from his seat and walked over to the calendar hanging on the wall.



    



    A calendar with schedules marked with a whiteboard marker. It was a large handwritten calendar that could be found in any factory.



    



    Looking at a section with various schedules written in blue and red marker, the Factory Manager picked up a red pen and drew a long line. A red line was drawn horizontally across a section spanning almost a week.



    



    “We’re taking this much time off.”



    



    “Uh… Next week?”



    



    Channing asked, and Tehez looked at the schedule with the red line drawn across it.



    



    “Master, what about the items we were supposed to make then? There’s the carriage shop order and the iron stake order, and we have to make the knife blades for Mr. Popper too.”



    



    “What else can we do? We have to finish it this week. Everyone’s working overtime.”



    



    “What?!”



    



    Channing jumped up from his seat and screamed. Tehez, startled by his sudden action, looked at him.



    



    “Overtime, oh no!”



    



    “Huh? What’s overtime?”



    



    Tehez, who didn’t know the word ‘overtime,’ asked, and Channing clutched his head and shook it.



    



    “It means working at night. After dinner. Until 10 o’clock.”



    



    “What?! What’s that! We usually finish work at 5!”



    



    Tehez was also surprised and looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    For the people of this world, who were accustomed to resting and sleeping as soon as the sun set, the fact that they had to work until 10 o’clock at night was an unbelievable event.



    



    “If we work until 10 o’clock, what about the next day? Can we wake up late?”



    



    “We have to wake up on time. There’s no such thing.”



    



    Channing answered Tehez’s question instead of the Factory Manager, and Tehez widened her eyes and looked back and forth between Channing and the Factory Manager.



    



    The Factory Manager, as if it were nothing, took out a cigarette, lit it, and spoke.



    



    “You’ll get overtime pay. And we have to clear out the workload to take a break next week.”



    



    “Break? You’re taking us on a business trip.”



    



    “We’ll rest when we get there. We’ll finish work and rest comfortably at the inn. Anyway, that’s how it is.”



    



    The Factory Manager went outside to smoke, leaving Channing and Tehez alone, looking at the calendar with expressions of despair.



    



    2.



    



    From that day on, the factory switched to a night shift system.



    



    After the workday ended at 5 o’clock, they had an hour for dinner, and then work resumed at 6 o’clock. They had a 30-minute break at 7:30 and finished work at 9:30.



    



    Only after finishing cleaning up for about 30 minutes could they take off their sweat-soaked work clothes, wash up, and go to bed.



    



    ******



    



    After a week of overtime, they finally finished making all the ordered items and cleared out the workload, and Sunday morning arrived.



    



    While waiting for Channing and Tehez, who had gone to church, the Factory Manager was looking over the carriage he had purchased at a low price. It was a typical cargo carriage with a wooden cargo bed and four wooden wheels.



    



    However, since the axle was directly attached to the body, it was an object that couldn’t be called comfortable, even in jest.



    



    The Factory Manager was so disheartened by the thought of traveling for nearly two days in such a thing that he had been making carriage parts in his spare time at night since the day he bought it.



    



    “Heave-ho! Let’s give it a try.”



    



    The Factory Manager put out his cigarette, brought over the hoist, securely fastened the hook to the carriage, and slowly pressed the hoist button.



    



    The hoist hanging from the ceiling activated, pulling the wire, and the hanging hook slowly lifted, beginning to raise the carriage.



    



    Since it was only fixed on one side of the carriage, the carriage tilted to the side.



    



    The Factory Manager stopped the hoist for a moment, slowly walked over, and tied a rope to the side of the carriage that was slightly suspended in the air.



    



    Then, holding the rope in one hand and the hoist remote in the other, he carefully began operating it.



    



    By pulling the rope and alternately winding and releasing the hoist, the carriage flipped over and landed on the ground. The metal axle caught the Factory Manager’s eye.



    



    “No shock absorbers, the axle is just attached to the body… This won’t be able to handle any force… And the axle is made of wood? How can it gain any speed like this?”



    



    The Factory Manager clicked his tongue in disapproval, critiquing the carriage, and then tied the rope securely to the axle where the wheels were attached and fixed it with the hoist.



    



    Then, the Factory Manager took out a cut-saw (electric saw) from his toolbox. It was a power tool used to cut objects by rapidly reciprocating the saw blade attached to the front.



    



    Just in case, the Factory Manager put on his safety glasses and immediately started cutting the metal parts that fixed the axle to the body with the cut-saw.



    



    To be precise, he was cutting the head of the ridiculously large rivet (bolt) that was holding the part in place.



    



    “Damn, they used a really strong rivet.”



    



    The Factory Manager grumbled, tilted the cut-saw blade, put his weight into it, and started grinding the rivet. With a loud metallic sound, sparks began to fly.



    



    After cutting one rivet, he cut the other rivet next to it, and the axle began to move.



    



    The Factory Manager kicked the axle with his steel-toe-capped boot, and the fixed part came loose from the rivet.



    



    “Damn, that was hard.”



    



    The Factory Manager grumbled, lifted his fogged-up safety glasses to wipe the sweat, and started cutting the remaining rivets. Once the last rivet was cut, all the carriage wheels came off.



    



    The Factory Manager took off his safety glasses and lit a cigarette.



    



    “I need Channing to come back so I can put him to work…”



    



    The Factory Manager muttered as he lit his cigarette and inhaled the smoke.



    



    ******



    



    The majority of the residents here had a religion that believed in the God of Light. Except for Orcs, Goblins, and some Dwarves, almost all the residents believed in the God of Light.



    



    Channing, Tehez, and Illia were the same, so the three of them went to the Central Cathedral on weekends.



    



    It was a day when everyone on the street rested and went to the Central Cathedral, and in the afternoon, they met with their friends and relieved the fatigue of the week.



    



    The Factory Manager went out the back door with a cigarette in his mouth, enjoying the late morning sunshine and the breeze.



    



    "The wind is getting hotter. It looks like summer is coming."



    



    The Factory Manager commented as he exhaled smoke. It was late spring, and summer was slowly approaching. He thought it was about time to turn on the air conditioner and subtly moved into the shade.



    



    “Hey! Didn’t you go to church?”



    



    Someone casually spoke to the Factory Manager from over the back wall. It was Popper, the blacksmith from the blacksmith shop across the street.



    



    “You know I don’t go. You go to church. What are you doing here at this hour?”



    



    “Well, I just follow my wife since she goes. I took a break today.”



    



    Popper rested his chin on the low wall and asked.



    



    “By the way, don’t you have any good alcohol these days? We should have a drink.”



    



    “Hey, you bring some over!”



    



    The Factory Manager grumbled at Popper’s words, and Popper burst into laughter.



    



    “Alright, alright. I’ll ask my in-laws to send over a bottle next time.”



    



    “The alcohol from your in-laws must be good.”



    



    Popper nodded.



    



    “There’s a pretty famous brewery there. It’s distilled liquor aged in barrels that used to hold wine. It’s not easy to get since the quantity is limited, but my father-in-law managed to get a whole barrel a few years ago. I’m going to ask him for some.”



    



    The Factory Manager smiled brightly and tossed away the burnt-out cigarette butt.



    



    “Wow! You could get such good alcohol, and you were trying to freeload off me?”



    



    “Hahaha! What a temper! I’ll contact you as soon as it arrives, so let’s have a drink again. Let’s grill some meat like last time.”



    



    “Okay. Bring your wife this time. I heard Oscar’s wife made a scene last time.”



    



    Popper sighed and nodded.



    



    “I had a hard time too. She kept asking why only the father and son were eating delicious food. She said, ‘Don’t you know I like alcohol?’ She didn’t talk to me for days.”



    



    “Both Oscar and you are in trouble. Looks like we’ll have to make it a bigger event this time.”



    



    “Yeah. Let’s ask Oscar to bring some alcohol too. You bring out something good if you have any.”



    



    The Factory Manager nodded.



    



    “Ah, Popper. I have a favor to ask.”



    



    “A favor? Why suddenly?”



    



    The Factory Manager thought for a moment and spoke.



    



    “Can you borrow a horse to pull a carriage somewhere?”



    



    “A carriage? Why a carriage all of a sudden? You don’t have a carriage at your workshop.”



    



    “I have somewhere to go tomorrow, so I got one. But I don’t have a horse to pull it.”



    



    Popper also thought for a moment and nodded.



    



    “You’re finding a horse pretty quickly for someone who’s leaving tomorrow. Alright. I’ll look into it.”



    



    “Okay. I’ll leave it to you.”



    



    While Popper and the Factory Manager were talking, the church bell rang in the distance.



    



    Hearing the bell, Popper slightly frowned and said.



    



    “Ah, it’s over. I’ll get going then. My wife will nag me if I’m not home when she gets back.”



    



    Popper said as he moved away from the wall, and the Factory Manager nodded.



    



    “You’re really whipped.”



    



    “A man without a wife is the lucky one. Look at you. How nice.”



    



    “Nice my ass… Hurry up and go!”



    



    The Factory Manager retorted and watched Popper leave before entering the back door of the factory.

  
    Chapter 28



    



    While the Factory Manager was putting on his gloves and resuming work, he heard voices.



    



    "I'm back."



    



    "We're back."



    



    It was the voices of Channing and Tehez, coming through the back door. The Factory Manager glanced back and noticed Illia was not with them.



    



    Before the Factory Manager could ask, Channing spoke first.



    



    "Illia said she'd be back after playing with the kids."



    



    Channing said so and slumped down onto a chair.



    



    "Ugh... I almost fell asleep... I was dying of sleepiness while the priest was talking."



    



    "Me too... I slept at 11 last night, so I feel like I'm going to die. Haaaahm."



    



    Tehez also sat down next to Channing and replied.



    



    Seeing Tehez yawn widely and carelessly, the Factory Manager sighed and dragged the hoist to a corner of the factory to tie up an object that was placed there.



    



    "By the way, what are you doing, Factory Manager-nim? You took off all the wagon wheels."



    



    "The ride is terrible. I'm going to add some suspension. Channing, you too, change your clothes and come help me."



    



    "Haahm... Alright."



    



    Channing got up from the chair and went upstairs, and Tehez had already fallen asleep, her head tilted back.



    



    The Factory Manager maneuvered the hoist near the wagon, lowered the object, and began drawing lines here and there on the wagon with a tape measure and a pen.



    



    Once he finished drawing the lines, Channing came down in his work clothes.



    



    "So what can I do?"



    



    "Drill holes where I marked. We're going to put in 30mm bolts, so match them accordingly."



    



    "Yes. Yes. Got it."



    



    Channing picked up the drill and started looking for a drill chuck to fit it, and the Factory Manager started unwrapping an old object wrapped in newspaper.



    



    Inside, there was an object with several layers of flat iron plates stacked together.



    



    "What's that?"



    



    "Leaf-spring Suspension. It's a stack of leaf springs. I got it from a junkyard. I'm going to attach this."



    



    "That? What's it used for?"



    



    "You'll see! Just hurry up and drill the holes!"



    



    Channing nodded and climbed onto the wagon and started drilling holes. Meanwhile, the Factory Manager examined the leaf springs.



    



    It was used, but it was usable, so there was nothing to worry about. Since it was oiled, wrapped in newspaper, and well-wrapped in vinyl, there was no rust.



    



    "I've drilled all the holes."



    



    Channing said, lifting the drill, and the Factory Manager handed him another part he had prepared.



    



    "Here. Fix this."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Channing placed the received part on the drilled location.



    



    "Should I put in the bolts?"



    



    "No."



    



    The Factory Manager pointed to the back of the wagon with his hand. After looking at that part once, Channing turned his head back to the Factory Manager.



    



    "Why there?"



    



    "Crawl in. And then stick the bolt out from inside."



    



    "Huh? Ah... Really! It would be better if we just stood it up and did it."



    



    Channing grumbled and lay down behind the wagon with a bag of bolts.



    



    "I'm putting it in!"



    



    "Okay!"



    



    Channing struggled and inserted the long bolt through the hole, and the Factory Manager quickly fastened a nut onto the bolt. Only after connecting all four places could Channing get out.



    



    "Ughhhh. I'm stiff!"



    



    After all the bolts were fastened and Channing crawled out from under the wagon, his work clothes were completely white with dust.



    



    Channing patted his clothes vigorously with his gloved hands, but the dust that had thoroughly settled was a mess and showed no sign of coming off.



    



    The Factory Manager tightened the bolts with a ratchet wrench and then called Channing.



    



    "Alright. Channing! Come here! Let's fix this now."



    



    The Factory Manager securely fastened the hoist's hook to the leaf spring and lifted it, carefully maneuvering the hoist to align the leaf spring with the part attached to the wagon floor.



    



    After doing so, the Factory Manager shouted.



    



    "Channing. Insert this square bolt into the hole at the end and tighten it as much as you can. Got it?"



    



    "Yes, yes."



    



    Channing nodded and carefully aligned the hole in the part attached to the wagon with the hole formed by the curled end of the leaf spring, and inserted the square bolt.



    



    A square bolt is a bolt bent into a 'ㄷ' shape, with screw threads on both ends.



    



    It's mainly used to fix square-shaped angle iron, but this time it was brought for a different purpose.



    



    Since the dimensions were checked and prepared in advance, it fit perfectly into the hole.



    



    After tightening the bolt with all his might, Channing looked at the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager had also perfectly tightened the front hole of the wagon with a square bolt.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. It feels like it's floating, is this right?"



    



    Channing asked the Factory Manager, curious after tightening all the bolts. Even though a washer was also attached and inserted onto the square bolt, because the width of the square bolt was wide, there was a gap between the wagon body and the leaf spring.



    



    The Factory Manager looked at Channing with slightly surprised eyes.



    



    "Uh... Why?"



    



    "No. It's just that's the most useful question you've asked so far."



    



    Channing scratched his head and looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    "Look at this leaf spring. It's slightly bent, right?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    Channing nodded. The leaf spring was slightly bent, and Channing knew that well.



    



    The Factory Manager started to explain to Channing, who was looking at him with a subtle expression.



    



    "This bend straightens out to absorb the shock. But what happens if you fix it perfectly, without any leeway?"



    



    "It... won't straighten out?"



    



    "That's right. Then it can't absorb the shock. That's why we intentionally give it play to move."



    



    Channing looked at the Factory Manager with an expression of realization and let out an exclamation, then looked again at the leaf spring he had fastened and the connection point.



    



    "Wow... So that's what it meant..."



    



    "Good attitude. Keep searching for things you're curious about and figuring them out, and you'll improve too."



    



    At the Factory Manager's praise, Channing felt embarrassed for no reason and scratched his head.



    



    "Haahm... I dozed off. What are you doing, by the way?"



    



    Tehez, who had been sleeping despite the loud drilling noise, suddenly shuddered, convulsed, and woke up, yawning.



    



    The Factory Manager looked at Tehez, thinking she must have slept in an uncomfortable position.



    



    Tehez, wiping her mouth with a slightly embarrassed face, got up from the chair and showed interest in the wagon lying on the ground.



    



    "You took off the wagon wheels... and what is this?"



    



    "Suspension."



    



    The Factory Manager explained it to Tehez again. After hearing the explanation, Tehez took out a notebook from her pocket and started taking notes.



    



    The notebook had a cute bear drawn on it, and the pen was a common MoXmi ballpoint pen, something the Factory Manager had provided.



    



    "So, you're saying that metal also has some elasticity, and you're using that elasticity. Then how do you make this elastic metal? Do you have to use iron ore from a specific region?"



    



    "No. It's about heat-treating the steel. If you heat high-carbon steel that contains a lot of carbon and then slowly cool it, the steel softens, and that's how it's made. Well, I don't know much about it, so I explained it simply, but making usable spring steel is more complicated."



    



    "Ah... So when Mr. Popper was making a knife, the first time he quenched it in oil and the second time he just left it to cool was to soften the steel. Then the steel becomes elastic."



    



    "Something like that. If the steel doesn't have enough elasticity, it will break. A good knife is all about finding that right balance."



    



    The Factory Manager explained as he and Channing attached leaf springs to other parts as well.



    



    With four leaf springs attached in a quite impressive manner, the Factory Manager took out a cigarette and lit it.



    



    "Alright. Now we need to attach the wheels. Channing! Bring the pipe we cut and let's fix it!"



    



    "Yes. Yes... Tehez. Help me out a bit."



    



    Channing, along with the Factory Manager and Tehez, prepared to fix the long pipe to the leaf spring.



    



    "Now. Support the square metal plate underneath, Tehez. Channing, insert this square bolt into the pipe and into the hole of the square metal plate that Tehez is holding. I'll tighten the nut."



    



    Following the Factory Manager's instructions, Channing inserted the square bolt, and while Tehez was supporting the metal plate, the Factory Manager bent down and tightly fastened the nut onto the square bolt.



    



    The long pipe was firmly fixed to the bottom of the leaf spring with a square bolt.



    



    After confirming that it was firmly fixed by stepping on the bolt part with his foot, the Factory Manager moved to the other side, and Channing asked.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. If we do this, the axle won't turn and will be fixed, right?"



    



    The Factory Manager threw the square bolt to Channing and said.



    



    "Don't worry. There's a way for everything."



    



    "Alright. You'll explain it to me after we're done, right?"



    



    "You'll know once it's done, so just hurry up and fix it. You can do it with Tehez, right?"



    



    Channing looked at Tehez and nodded, and Tehez also nodded.



    



    "Good. Then fix it both front and back. I'll bring the wheels."



    



    The Factory Manager headed to a corner of the factory, and Channing and Tehez fixed the pipe to the leaf spring as they had done before.



    



    Meanwhile, the Factory Manager brought the wheels. They were quite large wheels with rubber tires, not wooden wheels.



    



    Rolling them on the factory floor, the Factory Manager brought four wheels and stacked them neatly on one side.



    



    Channing and Tehez showed interest in the wheels.



    



    "Are those the wheels?"



    



    "They have a peculiar shape."



    



    The Factory Manager nodded and opened his mouth.



    



    "Yes. They're for motorcycles, but I modified them a bit. First, Channing! Lift this and put it on the pipe!"



    



    Channing lifted the wheel and inserted the pipe into the hole in the center.



    



    Tehez held her notebook and pen, her eyes curious to see what other magic the Factory Manager would show.



    



    After confirming that Channing had inserted it, the Factory Manager inserted a bolt into the protruding part of the wheel axle. It was a cylindrical part that fit perfectly into the pipe used as the axle.



    



    There were holes in the part that extended out, allowing for a total of four bolts to be fastened, 90 degrees apart.



    



    After fastening all four bolts, the Factory Manager held the wheel and spun it with his hand.



    



    "Huh?!"



    



    "Wow?!"



    



    With a whirring sound, the wheel began to spin so smoothly that Channing was startled and bent down to get a closer look, and Tehez started examining the wheel here and there with surprised eyes.



    



    "Ohhh! It spins so smoothly. I've never seen a wheel spin so well. By the way, what's this black thing wrapped around the wheel? It's not cloth, and it's not leather... It doesn't feel like leather either!"



    



    Tehez started asking questions with a flushed face, and the Factory Manager stretched out his hand and stopped the wheel's movement.



    



    "Ask one question at a time. Channing, do you know why the wheel spins so well?"



    



    "Uh... Huh?... There's some kind of mechanism in the wheel, right? Looking at it, the part where you tightened the bolt earlier isn't rotating, but only the wheel is rotating."



    



    The Factory Manager smiled at Channing's sharp answer.



    



    "You haven't been learning for nothing. This wheel has built-in ball bearings."



    



    "Ah... Ball bearings."



    



    "Ball bearings? What are those?"



    



    At the Factory Manager's explanation, Channing pretended to know, and Tehez looked at the Factory Manager with sparkling eyes. Seeing Tehez like that, the Factory Manager lifted another wheel and began to explain.



    



    "To explain it simply, there's a small cylinder inside a large cylinder, and inside that, there are round steel balls. When the inner cylinder is fixed and the outer cylinder rotates, the steel balls rotate together, creating a smooth rotation. Like this."



    



    The Factory Manager spun the hanging wheel again, and with a whirring sound, the wheel started to rotate.



    



    "Wow... It's amazing that steel balls can create such a smooth rotation. By the way, how can you make such round steel balls? If they were even slightly uneven, they wouldn't move so smoothly."



    



    "Well... I've never made steel balls before."



    



    The Factory Manager replied and handed the wheel to Channing.



    



    "Well, think about that on your own. Channing! Put the wheel on. Tehez! You too, change your clothes and come down."



    



    "Ah. Alright, Master-nim."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Tehez took off her gloves and went upstairs, and Channing put the wheel on the axle and tightened the bolts.

  
    Chapter 29



    



    After Tehez changed into her work clothes and came down.



    



    The Factory Manager, after attaching all four wheels and checking their condition by rotating them one by one, lubricated each bearing with spray lubricant and brought over the hoist.



    



    "Alright. Channing! I'm going to lift this up now, so adjust the angle carefully!"



    



    "Yes! I've tied the ropes!"



    



    Channing shouted in response to the Factory Manager's words.



    



    While the Factory Manager operated the hoist, Channing and Tehez tied ropes to the sides of the carriage and pulled them this way and that, adjusting the center of gravity.



    



    A moment later, the wheels of the completely overturned carriage slowly descended as they faced downwards. In this way, the carriage was returned to its original state.



    



    "Oh. It looks good."



    



    At Channing's words, the Factory Manager examined the carriage from various angles to see if there were any problems.



    



    "The center of gravity seems to be well balanced. There doesn't seem to be any warping. But the seating area is still a mess. It'll be difficult to ride in for a long time like this."



    



    The Factory Manager went to the corner of the workshop with Channing and brought something back. It was a car seat. Since it was removed from a car, it was a bit worn, but still soft.



    



    The Factory Manager and Channing each carried one and brought them to the carriage, setting them down.



    



    "It's a good thing I bought these when I bought the leaf springs."



    



    "It's a chair. Are you going to attach this? It's very soft and comfortable."



    



    The Factory Manager nodded at Channing's question and lifted the seat onto the carriage.



    



    After placing the car seat on the part of the carriage originally designed for sitting, the Factory Manager, along with Channing, positioned the seat and marked the spots to drill holes.



    



    "Tehez! Bring the drill! With a 10-pi chuck attached."



    



    At the Factory Manager's instruction, Tehez brought the drill and handed it over. The Factory Manager drilled holes in the marked locations and secured the seat to the carriage by screwing in bolts.



    



    Because it was screwed into wood, the seat could come loose due to the vibrations of the carriage, so Channing went under the carriage and tightened the nuts to firmly secure the seat.



    



    "This will be really comfortable."



    



    "You have to ride for a long time, so your bottom needs to be comfortable. Channing! Go with Tehez and bring the rest!"



    



    Channing jumped down from the carriage and brought the remaining seats with Tehez. The Factory Manager measured and marked the locations in the luggage compartment with a tape measure and pen, then drilled holes.



    



    In this way, they were able to attach two seats in the front of the carriage and a long seat from the back of the car in the rear luggage compartment.



    



    The Factory Manager sat on the seat and shook his body. The soft car seat was fixed and very comfortable. The Factory Manager nodded and looked at Tehez.



    



    "Good. This should be comfortable enough for the journey. Tehez! Sit here."



    



    The Factory Manager said while sitting on the seat, and Tehez, holding onto the side of the carriage, climbed up with some difficulty and sat next to him.



    



    Tehez shook her body a few times on the seat, then smiled brightly and threw herself onto the seat several times.



    



    "Oh! This is comfortable! It's so fluffy!"



    



    As Tehez exclaimed in admiration and looked around, Channing also grabbed the side of the carriage to climb up. The Factory Manager pointed to the front of the carriage and said to Channing.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Open the shutter and pull the carriage outside."



    



    "What?! You want me to pull this like a horse or an ox?"



    



    Channing looked up with a dumbfounded expression, and the Factory Manager beckoned him with his hand, pointing to the front of the carriage. Channing sighed and put the leather strap used for tying horses over his shoulder and stepped forward.



    



    "Ugh... It's heavy."



    



    "Oh! It's moving! It's moving!"



    



    As Channing exerted his strength, the carriage slowly began to roll forward, and Tehez began to laugh happily.



    



    "I'm dying from exhaustion, and you're laughing!"



    



    Channing shouted while looking back, and Tehez started laughing uncontrollably, holding her stomach.



    



    Resigned, Channing sighed and pressed the button to raise the shutter, opening the back door and pulling the carriage out into the backyard.



    



    As the carriage descended, someone standing in the backyard greeted them brightly.



    



    "Welcome back. Did you pull the carriage out?"



    



    Illia greeted them cheerfully. Illia, who had returned after attending mass at the cathedral and playing, was riding on a strange-looking creature.



    



    The Factory Manager was slightly surprised to see the creature and stared blankly.



    



    "What is that chick?"



    



    The Factory Manager asked, looking the creature over.



    



    The creature Illia was riding was a brown bird that looked like a chick. However, it was too large to be called a chick. It was a giant bird, its head probably reaching a height of two meters.



    



    However, the Factory Manager thought it didn't look scary because it looked like a chick that had been raised as is. It had a rather cute appearance with a short neck and a large head compared to its body.



    



    When their eyes met, the chick gently nudged its head towards the Factory Manager, and the Factory Manager reached out and stroked the chick's head. He could feel the warmth of its body through its soft feathers.



    



    As if enjoying the Factory Manager's touch, the chick gently pushed him with its head. The Factory Manager stepped back slightly and looked at the others.



    



    "What the hell is this chick?"



    



    "It's an Aspur."



    



    "It's an Aspur."



    



    "It's an Aspur."



    



    Channing, Tehez, and Popper replied. Only then did the Factory Manager notice Popper standing next to the giant chick.



    



    "Ah. Popper?"



    



    "Yeah. You asked me to find a horse to pull the carriage, so I brought this."



    



    "Well... I asked for a horse, not a chick..."



    



    When the Factory Manager replied, Popper burst into laughter and patted the Aspur's back with his hand.



    



    "Aspurs are better. Horses need separate feed and require a lot of attention, but Aspurs eat anything and if they're hungry, they dig into the ground and catch bugs themselves. They're also smart, strong, and don't tire easily, so they're better for long journeys. Well, humans don't really like them, so dwarves and Mazoku raise them a lot."



    



    "I like Aspurs. They're cute."



    



    Illia, who was riding on the Aspur, agreed.



    



    "Aspurs are alright. They're not great for pulling plows, but they pull carriages well. We used to raise one at home. I raised it diligently from when it was a chick. My father eventually sold it, though."



    



    Channing also said so, approached the Aspur, reached out, and scratched under its chin. The Aspur, as if pleased, flapped its wings and rubbed its head against Channing.



    



    "Haha! This guy is a good one. It seems to be used to people."



    



    "Hmm... Well, if you say it's okay, Channing, then it's okay. Then try tying it to the carriage."



    



    With the Factory Manager's permission, Channing and Popper began to tie the Aspur to the carriage with leather straps.



    



    Perhaps because it was used to pulling carriages, it didn't move much and calmly accepted the leather straps tightening around its body.



    



    Once all the straps were tied, Channing grabbed the Aspur's reins and jumped onto the carriage.



    



    Sitting in the front seat, Channing smiled at the Factory Manager sitting next to him and Illia and Tehez sitting behind him.



    



    "Well then. Let's see the performance of this newly made carriage. Let's depart."



    



    Channing said so and flicked the reins, and the Aspur started walking forward, taking a step.



    



    "Oh! It's moving so smoothly!"



    



    "Huh... It's not shaking much?"



    



    Channing exclaimed in admiration with a smile, and Tehez started looking around excitedly while sitting on the sofa.



    



    The Factory Manager, who was riding in such a carriage for the first time, was satisfied with the ride's comfort, as it didn't shake uncomfortably even on the bumpy road made of various stones fitted together, rather than a smoothly paved asphalt road.



    



    "This should be fine even for long journeys."



    



    "No. More than that, this carriage runs really well. And it doesn't shake much. So it seems comfortable for the Aspur to walk too. At this rate, we should be able to arrive faster."



    



    Channing flicked the reins again and made a clicking sound with his mouth, and the Aspur started walking a little faster.



    



    The speed of the carriage increased, matching the Aspur's brisk pace.



    



    "Hey! If you guys go fast, what about me!"



    



    At Popper's words, who was following alongside the carriage, Channing smiled and pulled the reins. The Aspur stopped abruptly, and the carriage also stopped in place.



    



    Because of the momentum of the carriage, the Aspur had to take a few more steps, and only after a few more steps did the carriage come to a complete stop.



    



    5.



    



    After seeing the carriage in motion, Popper immediately offered to order one.



    



    The Factory Manager, who was initially reluctant, had no choice but to promise to make one for him after the business trip when he had time, due to Popper's earnest request.



    



    Instead, they compromised to use existing carriage wheels instead of tire wheels. This was because tire wheels would be difficult to repair if they broke down.



    



    The Factory Manager judged that if they just attached ball bearings to the existing carriage wheels to make them rotate smoothly, they could fix them themselves if the wheels broke down.



    



    "Alright. Then I'll ask you after you're done."



    



    "Okay, man. Let's talk again after I come back."



    



    "Then I'll be going."



    



    After Popper left, Channing, who had tied the Aspur to one side of the yard, spoke to the Factory Manager, who was smoking a cigarette.



    



    "By the way, Factory Manager-nim, you don't like making things that require a lot of work, but you're going to make a carriage for Mr. Popper?"



    



    The Factory Manager looked at Channing while exhaling cigarette smoke.



    



    "Hey. It takes up a lot of space, requires a lot of work, and is a hassle, so why would I make it? Do you want to make it?"



    



    "Ugh. It's already annoying enough making ours."



    



    "Exactly. We're not going to make it."



    



    "Uh... What? What do you mean... You just took the order."



    



    Channing asked back at the Factory Manager's reply.



    



    Channing couldn't understand why the Factory Manager was saying that, having just seen him promise to make it.



    



    Perhaps noticing this, the Factory Manager threw away his cigarette butt and continued.



    



    "I'm going to subcontract it to that Wagner guy who makes carriages. He has a lot of employees and knows how to make carriages, so he'll do a better job. I'm just going to provide the ball bearings and leaf springs and teach him how to make it."



    



    "Uh... What if Mr. Wagner starts making and selling them himself?"



    



    Channing's question was valid. If he taught him how to make it, there was a possibility that he would make and sell the same thing, and in that case, the workshop's profits would significantly decrease.



    



    In response to Channing's question, the Factory Manager stamped out the cigarette butt on the ground with his foot and said.



    



    "Do you think that Wagner guy has the skills to make leaf springs and ball bearings? Even if I teach him, he can't make them without us supplying the materials."



    



    Channing opened his mouth in realization and couldn't say anything.



    



    He thought that the answer was obvious when he considered how many people could make the perfectly round spheres that went into the ball bearings, and make them out of steel.



    



    Moreover, the elastic and sturdy leaf springs were not something that could be easily made either.



    



    "You're right, Factory Manager-nim."



    



    "We'll wholesale the ball bearings and make the leaf springs by processing spring steel plates. It'll be easier that way."



    



    The Factory Manager said, looking at Illia laughing on the Aspur's back and Tehez stroking the Aspur's head next to her. The Factory Manager smiled for some reason and shouted at Channing.



    



    "Alright! Then let's pack our things!"



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    Channing ran his hand through his hair and took out the gloves he had in his back pocket and put them on.



    



    "Illia and Tehez, pack your things for tomorrow too!"



    



    "Okay. Let's go upstairs then, Illia."



    



    "Okay."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Tehez helped Illia down from the Aspur's back, and the two went up to the second floor. Meanwhile, the Factory Manager and Channing loaded the finished goods onto the carriage.

  
    Chapter 30



    



    Palapilos.



    



    The land, named"Burning Land,"was once a thriving city, serving as a crucial gateway to the metropolis in the old days. However, now its glory had faded, becoming a small town where only passing travelers stopped by.



    



    Ancient ruins, a volcano said to have erupted once, and hot springs gushing forth.



    



    Black stones that ignite when dug up... Besides these, there weren't many attractions in this old city.



    



    After passing the small village nestled within the crumbling, dysfunctional city walls and following the lakeside road for about an hour, an old lakeside inn came into view.



    



    The inn's name was"Krasivy."A middle-aged woman in her mid-40s ran this small inn with her daughter. However, it wasn't a typical inn with a pub on the first floor and small rooms on the second.



    



    Walking along the path, a large main house first appeared. A slightly worn but sizable two-story house caught the eye, followed by a spacious open area in front.



    



    And around it, hut-like houses were scattered sparsely, which was a unique feature of the Krasivy Inn.



    



    However, Marsha thought it was just lonely because there were no guests.



    



    "No guests again today."



    



    Marsha kicked a stone on the ground out of boredom.



    



    Now seven years old, Marsha was the daughter of the innkeeper.



    



    Guarding the inn with her mother, where few people visited, was quite a struggle. Especially since her mother was working tirelessly to maintain the inn despite the lack of guests.



    



    Even now, Marsha was struggling to carry a wooden bucket to the well to help her mother, who had been working in the fields since early morning, as the evening approached.



    



    Despite being next to the lake, drinking water was drawn from the well, accessing groundwater.



    



    There was a spring a short climb up the mountain behind the inn, but it was a hot spring. Moreover, the sulfurous smell made it unsuitable for drinking.



    



    Marsha lowered the bucket into the well and pulled the rope with a grunt. The bucket she managed to lift with great effort was less than half full. There was nothing she could do with her weak strength. Moreover, if it was too full, she wouldn't be able to lift it, so she had to draw water little by little, pulling the bucket up multiple times.



    



    While drawing water, Marsha straightened her back and looked towards the road. She heard the sound of a carriage approaching.



    



    The sound was quieter than the usual carriage sounds, so Marsha tilted her head, wondering if she had misheard.



    



    "Is this the right place?"



    



    "Ah, yes. The lady in the village told us so."



    



    Only after hearing the conversation did Marsha confirm that a carriage was indeed entering the inn.



    



    Marsha quickly put down the bucket and ran towards the path leading to the inn. It was a guest after a long time.



    



    The last guest had visited a month or two ago, so Marsha's face lit up with a smile.



    



    "A guest! A guest! After all this time! Mom will be happy if a guest comes and pays!"



    



    Marsha ran quickly.



    



    Reaching the entrance of the inn, Marsha stretched her neck and looked, spotting a large bird in the distance. It was an Aspur.



    



    "An Aspur! Are they a dwarf or a halfling? Or maybe a Mazoku? But Mazoku don't stay at inns, do they?"



    



    As she watched, the carriage entered the inn's yard. It was a strangely designed carriage with unique wheels, which seemed to be the reason for its quietness.



    



    "This seems to be the right place."



    



    "I guess so. We managed to find it."



    



    The driver of the carriage was an elf, and the man sitting next to him appeared to be human.



    



    However, Marsha tilted her head, puzzled by the man's unusual deep black hair, streaked with white, but undoubtedly black.



    



    The back of the carriage was covered with a thick cloth, making it impossible to see what was inside.



    



    As the carriage stopped, the elf and the black-haired man jumped off and looked around, their eyes stopping at Marsha.



    



    "Are you the innkeeper's child?"



    



    "Probably? Hey, where's your mother?"



    



    The black-haired man asked, and the elf addressed Marsha, who felt a strange feeling and quickly ran towards the field where her mother was.



    



    An unknown fear washed over Marsha.



    



    2.



    



    Led by Marsha's sudden appearance, Shellen saw the carriage standing in front of the inn and approached, greeting the people.



    



    "Ah, welcome. I am Shellen, the owner of this inn."



    



    Innkeeper Shellen greeted them politely, and the Factory Manager and Channing also greeted her in return.



    



    Compared to the slightly plump Chelline, Shellen was a slender beauty. Although she couldn't hide her age entirely, her beauty was undeniable.



    



    "Wow, I've heard a lot about you. You are as beautiful as I've heard."



    



    "Oh my, such flattery won't work on an old woman like me."



    



    Shellen chuckled and waved her hand at Channing's playful remark. The Factory Manager thought she seemed accustomed to dealing with people.



    



    The Factory Manager glanced at Marsha, who was hiding slightly behind Shellen's skirt, peeking out shyly.



    



    Marsha, around the same age as Illia, noticed his gaze and quickly hid behind the skirt.



    



    "Marsha, come out and say hello."



    



    Shellen nudged Marsha's back, but she didn't want to come forward.



    



    "I apologize. She's a little shy."



    



    "All children are like that."



    



    "So, will you be staying for a few days? Breakfast is included, but you'll have to pay separately for dinner."



    



    The Factory Manager waved his hand, interrupting Shellen.



    



    "We will be staying the night. But we came here at the request of your sister, Chelline. She asked us to deliver some goods."



    



    "Ah!"



    



    Shellen let out a gasp and looked at the carriage.



    



    "So... you're the one who makes those metal pots."



    



    "Yes. Then let's unload the ordered goods first. Channing! Go wake the kids up. It'll be dinner soon, so we need to unload quickly."



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    Channing quickly climbed onto the carriage and shouted.



    



    "Wake up!!!"



    



    "Whoa!"



    



    Startled by the sudden shout, Tehez woke up.



    



    "Oh my! Channing! I thought the baby would fall."



    



    "A maiden worried about a baby! Get up. We've arrived at the inn."



    



    "Huh? Already? Did we sleep that long?"



    



    Surprised by the conversation between Tehez and Channing, Richel, the daughter of the Red Rooster restaurant, emerged from under the cloth covering the carriage, commonly known as a horo (幌[ほろ], tarpaulin).



    



    Hurriedly jumping out of the carriage, Richel looked around frantically and exclaimed in surprise.



    



    "Huh? It seems like it's still daytime, but we've already arrived? How did we get here so fast?"



    



    "The carriage is smooth. The wheels turn well. So the Aspur doesn't get tired. And the speed is faster too."



    



    Richel glanced at the carriage after Channing's explanation and tilted her head.



    



    "I don't really understand..."



    



    "More importantly, Richel, you should greet them."



    



    "Ah! Aunt! Hello. Hi Marsha!"



    



    Richel smiled brightly and greeted Shellen, and Marsha, recognizing her, cautiously emerged from behind her mother's skirt.



    



    "How have you been, Marsha?"



    



    "Sister!"



    



    Marsha ran towards Richel. Seeing a familiar face seemed to ease her tension.



    



    "There was a child here. She seems to be around the same age as our Illia."



    



    Channing commented while looking at Marsha, and Marsha and Shellen looked at Illia, who was being helped out of the carriage by Tehez.



    



    Still half asleep, Illia rubbed her eyes as she stepped onto the ground and began to look around, noticing the unfamiliar surroundings.



    



    Marsha, in Richel's arms, looked at Illia. The silver hair that matched her snow-white skin looked fascinating to Marsha.



    



    "She has horns on her head."



    



    Marsha pointed at Illia's head. Illia's horns seemed to intrigue her.



    



    As Marsha pointed at Illia's horns, Illia blushed and covered them with both hands.



    



    "You shouldn't say that."



    



    Shellen lightly flicked Marsha's forehead and scolded her, and Marsha looked at her mother.



    



    "Why?!"



    



    It was an innocent child's question, so Shellen struggled to find the right words. She was cautious because a wrong answer might hurt the little Mazoku girl's feelings.



    



    "Come out, Illia."



    



    The Factory Manager reached out and gently pulled Illia forward. She still covered her horns with both hands as she stepped forward.



    



    The Factory Manager knelt down, met Illia's gaze, and reached out to stroke her head.



    



    "It seems like the little girl saw a Mazoku like Illia for the first time. So, Illia, are you embarrassed about your horns?"



    



    Illia shook her head. Every Mazoku had horns.



    



    Because of the horns, she had been ostracized countless times, and she had wished she didn't have them. However, none of the residents of the alley she met while living at the factory had said anything negative about her horns.



    



    When Illia shook her head, the Factory Manager turned his gaze to Marsha.



    



    "It seems like you were curious about our Illia's horns."



    



    Marsha nodded.



    



    "I guess there weren't any Mazoku guests at the inn."



    



    Marsha nodded again.



    



    The Factory Manager guessed that the inn didn't have many guests. Or perhaps it was because wandering Mazoku didn't typically stay at inns.



    



    The Factory Manager reached out and stroked Marsha's head.



    



    "Then you can learn from now on. The world is vast, and there are people with horns on their heads."



    



    The Factory Manager smiled gently and stood up.



    



    Illia and Marsha looked at each other. Marsha stared at Illia intently, and Illia shyly turned her head away.



    



    Marsha looked at Illia and then spoke.



    



    "You look like a doll."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    Marsha looked Illia up and down and said,



    



    "You look like a doll. You're very pretty."



    



    "Ah... Yes..."



    



    Marsha touched Illia's silver hair and spoke, and Illia blushed slightly and nodded shyly.



    



    Suddenly, Marsha hugged Illia tightly.



    



    "You're cute!"



    



    Marsha seemed to like Illia and hugged her tightly, and everyone laughed at the sight.



    



    "Come on! I'll show you around the inn!"



    



    Marsha grabbed Illia's hand and ran, and Illia followed her lead.



    



    "Children become friends quickly."



    



    "You're good with kids, Factory Manager-nim."



    



    Channing asked at the Factory Manager's mutterings, and the Factory Manager shrugged.



    



    "Try having five younger siblings. I had a 13-year age gap with the youngest."



    



    "Wow... Your parents must have been even more affectionate than ours..."



    



    Channing stopped mid-sentence as he received a smack on the back of his head from the Factory Manager, and Richel burst into laughter.



    



    "This guy always speaks without thinking. You! You always ask for trouble with your mouth! Shut up and get ready to unload!"



    



    Channing rubbed the back of his head and walked towards the carriage at the Factory Manager's scolding, and Tehez followed him.



    



    "He's an interesting young man."



    



    "That's why I'm worried. Oh dear, what should I do with him..."



    



    The Factory Manager sighed at Shellen's words as she approached him.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim! Please help us. I can't unload this alone."



    



    "Alright, alright. Just wait."



    



    The Factory Manager moved towards the carriage at Channing's call from behind the carriage.
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    "Okay! Be careful!"



    



    "Tehez! Hold it tight!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's shout, Channing yelled, and Tehez gripped the rope tighter, leaning back with her weight. They were trying to unload the pots and dishes from the wagon before it got dark.



    



    The Factory Manager, who had placed wooden blocks under the wheels to prevent the wagon from moving, first set up a support stand at the back of the wagon with Channing using the steel pipes and fixing clamps they had brought beforehand.



    



    They erected the steel pipes in an inverted V-shape on both sides and placed another pipe horizontally on top to create the support.



    



    Just in case, they hammered thick iron stakes into the pre-drilled holes in the pipes to prevent any movement. Then, the Factory Manager fastened a chain block to the pipes.



    



    The chain block (Chain Block, 사슬 블록, a device that uses chains and gears to lift and lower heavy objects) was a pulley made of chains and gears. Although slow, it was very sturdy due to its construction. Especially useful for moving heavy objects, the mechanism wouldn't unwind unless the gear was released.



    



    After securely attaching the chain block to the steel pipes, the Factory Manager fixed the end of the chain to the pressure cooker and started to pull the chain block.



    



    Clatter, clatter, the sound of the chain catching on the gear echoed as the pressure cooker slowly began to slide out of the back of the wagon.



    



    Channing and Tehez carefully pulled the rope tied to the pressure cooker, preventing it from moving suddenly.



    



    "Good! It's all the way out! Everyone be careful. It might suddenly shake!"



    



    The Factory Manager said, helping Channing climb onto the wagon.



    



    Channing tied a rope to the inner pillar of the wagon, sat on the floor, and tied another rope around himself, bracing his legs against the wagon wall.



    



    "Okay! Channing, slowly release the rope!"



    



    "Yes! Factory Manager-nim, you can release it now!"



    



    The Factory Manager and Channing carefully moved their bodies.



    



    Getting out of the wagon was the most dangerous moment.



    



    One wrong move could send them tumbling to the ground, and if the swaying wagon hit someone, it could lead to a major accident.



    



    The Factory Manager carefully wound the chain, and Channing slowly released the rope.



    



    Clang!



    



    The sound of the chain rubbing. The metallic sound of the steel pipes twisting under the impact.



    



    The sound of the pressure cooker dangling in the air and swaying echoed.



    



    Only after the movement stopped could the Factory Manager and Channing relax and sigh in relief.



    



    "It must be a very heavy object... I should have called for more people to help."



    



    Shellen approached the Factory Manager, who was wiping the sweat off his neck with a towel, and spoke to him.



    



    "Well, it'll be easier from now on, so don't worry. Channing! Go down and bring the hand truck!"



    



    Channing got out of the wagon and brought a foldable hand truck with handles, placing it under the pressure cooker.



    



    The Factory Manager slowly released the chain block, and Channing and Tehez once again grabbed the rope and controlled the movement of the pressure cooker. Finally, the pressure cooker settled onto the hand truck.



    



    "Channing! Bring the ratchet strap."



    



    "I've got it ready."



    



    After unfastening the chain tied to the pressure cooker, Channing quickly brought the ratchet strap and firmly secured the pressure cooker to the hand truck.



    



    The ratchet strap (Ratchet Strap, 자동바, a rope tool used to secure cargo), often called a 'kkalkkaligeuba' (깔깔이바), was a tool used to tightly fasten objects.



    



    After carefully winding the ratchet strap, Channing tightened it by folding and unfolding the gear mechanism, firmly securing the pressure cooker.



    



    Then, the three of them groaned and pulled the hand truck.



    



    Originally, the hand truck had small wheels designed for paved surfaces, making it very difficult to move along the unpaved road outside the inn.



    



    While Channing struggled to pull from the front, Tehez pushed from behind, and the Factory Manager pulled from the side.



    



    With great effort, the three of them managed to pull the hand truck through the door, past the creaking floorboards, and into the kitchen.



    



    And then, they encountered a problem at the kitchen entrance.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. This won't go in at all."



    



    "Damn. The door is too small... Channing. Lift it."



    



    "Huh?!"



    



    Channing asked when the hand truck got stuck in the narrow doorway, and the Factory Manager sighed and responded.



    



    Surprised, Channing looked at the Factory Manager, but the Factory Manager, ignoring him, unfastened the ratchet strap and lifted the bottom of the cooker first.



    



    "Lift the front..."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, straining as he lifted the bottom, Channing, speechless, struggled to lift the front of the cooker.



    



    "Ugh..."



    



    "You'll hurt your back lifting like that. Straighten your back and bend your knees!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's scolding, Channing lifted the cooker again, and the two of them groaned as they managed to get inside the kitchen.



    



    ******



    



    After installing the pressure cooker in the kitchen, the Factory Manager, Channing, and Tehez sat around the table in the dining room. They were all covered in sweat from their hard work.



    



    "Ugh... I feel sticky."



    



    Tehez grumbled, taking off her work jacket and remaining in her t-shirt, and Channing handed her a glass of water, taking off the towel he had around his neck.



    



    "Alright! Good work, everyone."



    



    Richel smiled and handed wet towels to the factory workers. Channing quickly took a towel and started wiping his face.



    



    "And Tehez, cover yourself up a bit. You have a nice chest, but it's a bit too revealing."



    



    At Richel's words, Tehez, glancing down at herself, blushed and zipped up her work jacket.



    



    "Here. You've all worked hard. It's a wonderful pot."



    



    Shellen said as she came into the dining room, and the Factory Manager, wiping the back of his neck with a wet towel, smiled faintly.



    



    "I'm glad you like it."



    



    "You must be hungry. It wasn't made in that pot, but I hope you'll enjoy it."



    



    As Shellen spoke, Marsha came out of the kitchen, walking quickly. Carrying a basket filled with bread, Marsha placed it on the table.



    



    "Ah. Thank goodness. I was hungry."



    



    Channing reached for the bread. The hard bread cracked with a snap.



    



    "Don't grab the bread first. How rude."



    



    Richel scolded him as she placed a tray on the table. A stew filled with ingredients was in a stainless steel bowl.



    



    A simple meal began.



    



    "I apologize for the lack of preparation. You were unexpected guests."



    



    "No, it's delicious."



    



    The Factory Manager replied to Shellen's words and scooped up a spoonful of stew. He smiled as he put the red stew in his mouth.



    



    "Wow. This is slightly spicy, which is quite nice. It would be great with rice. I'm not just saying this, I really like it."



    



    "I don't know what rice is, but I'm glad you like it. Some people don't like the spiciness."



    



    "Well, I quite enjoy spicy food."



    



    "I think this is the first time I've heard Factory Manager-nim compliment food like this."



    



    Richel interjected into the conversation between Shellen and the Factory Manager.



    



    Richel, who delivered lunch to the factory every day, found it rather amusing as she had never heard the Factory Manager praise food so enthusiastically.



    



    "Ahem! I'm someone who appreciates good food when I taste it. Don't make me out to be some strange person."



    



    "It's just your image, you know. You've never praised the goulash we serve at the Red Rooster like this, even though it's a regular dish."



    



    When Channing dipped his bread into the goulash broth and spoke, the Factory Manager cleared his throat and tore off a piece of bread with his mouth.



    



    "By the way, it seems your husband is out somewhere."



    



    The Factory Manager spoke, trying to change the awkward atmosphere, and Shellen smiled bitterly and lifted her spoon.



    



    "Is he on the second floor?"



    



    "No. My husband is dead."



    



    At the unexpected answer, the Factory Manager was speechless and stared blankly at Shellen.



    



    The atmosphere turned strange, and the meal ended.



    



    4.



    



    Waking up at dawn, the Factory Manager yawned and got out of bed.



    



    Honestly, the straw-filled mattress wasn't exactly comfortable, but thanks to the clean sheets, he slept without complaint and woke up early.



    



    Used to waking up early even on his days off, the Factory Manager's eyes opened in the early morning. Yawning and stretching his shoulders, he headed to the well to wash his face.



    



    "Yawn!"



    



    Yawning as he arrived at the well, the Factory Manager spotted Marsha diligently pulling up the bucket.



    



    "What are you doing?"



    



    Marsha struggled to pull the bucket up from the well.



    



    "I'm drawing water."



    



    "Water... from the well, that's right."



    



    The Factory Manager took hold of the bucket instead of Marsha and poured the water into a wooden bucket.



    



    "Thank you."



    



    "It must be hard. Do you draw all your drinking water like this?"



    



    "Yes. We do laundry and such by the lake, but we have to use this well for drinking water."



    



    The Factory Manager stroked his chin.



    



    Watching Marsha struggling to carry the well bucket and wooden bucket with both hands, the Factory Manager thought for a moment, scratched his head, and headed towards the dining room. He was hoping to find something to eat, even though it was still early.



    



    Entering the dining room, the Factory Manager was surprised to see the room filled with acrid smoke and rushed into the kitchen. He was worried that there might be a fire.



    



    Inside the kitchen, Shellen was coughing, holding flint and tinder. The Factory Manager hurriedly ran over and opened the kitchen shutters. The smoke escaped with the wind.



    



    "Are you alright?"



    



    "Cough! Cough! Yes. I'm sorry. I woke up this morning and the fire was out. Cough!"



    



    Seeing Shellen coughing, the Factory Manager quickly grabbed her hand and rushed her out of the dining room. Shellen's coughing subsided as she breathed in the fresh air.



    



    "I've lived in a house with a fireplace since I was a child, so I know a bit about this. It seems like the chimney isn't in good condition. The smoke doesn't seem to be escaping properly."



    



    "Cough! Is that so? I haven't cleaned it properly lately."



    



    The Factory Manager went back into the kitchen.



    



    Squeezing himself next to the pressure cooker, the Factory Manager examined the chimney. It certainly didn't look to be in good condition. The opening was narrowed with black soot and ash.



    



    The Factory Manager came out of the dining room, brushed the ash off his clothes, and spoke to Shellen.



    



    "Hmm. It needs to be cleaned."



    



    "Yawn... What's going on?"



    



    Channing, who had just woken up and was heading towards the main building, yawned and asked the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager thought for a moment, nodded, and grabbed Channing's shoulder.



    



    "Ah. Perfect timing. Channing. You know how to clean a chimney, right?"



    



    "Clean a chimney? Well, I know how. We had a chimney in our house too. My older brother helped father with the farm work, and my younger brother was too young, so cleaning the chimney was always my job. Thinking about it now, it makes me a bit angry."



    



    The Factory Manager smiled at Shellen.



    



    "Channing will clean the chimney. Where are the cleaning tools?"



    



    "Ah. They're in the storage room over there... I'm so sorry to trouble you..."



    



    "It's alright. Hey! Channing! Go get the cleaning tools!"



    



    Channing stared at the Factory Manager with wide eyes, then sighed and grumbled as he followed Shellen to the storage room. The Factory Manager went to the wagon and pulled out various tools.



    



    After unloading the toolbox, oxygen welding equipment, and other items from the wagon, the Factory Manager went into the kitchen.



    



    The kitchen was bustling with preparations for chimney cleaning. Shellen, Richel, and Tehez were moving the kitchenware outside, and Illia and Marsha were helping with their small hands.



    



    Channing covered the pot inside the fireplace with a cloth and examined the inside of the chimney.



    



    "Wow... It seems like it hasn't been cleaned in ages."



    



    "Channing. Clean it thoroughly while you're at it."



    



    "Sigh. Really, Factory Manager-nim, you're too meddlesome. Don't worry. I'm good at this."



    



    Channing grumbled as he put on the work mask and goggles he had brought.



    



    "I'm sorry to inconvenience you."



    



    Shellen approached the Factory Manager and spoke with a very apologetic expression, and the Factory Manager smiled and shook his head.



    



    "No, don't worry about it too much. Consider this a service. Ah, but could I take three bowls? I need them to make something."



    



    "Ah! Take them!"



    



    Shellen quickly handed the Factory Manager the stainless steel bowls that had been set aside.



    



    The Factory Manager took three wide and slightly deep bowls, used for serving soup, and went back outside.
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    Once the materials were prepared, the Factory Manager first marked the bowls in a circle. This was to remove the bottom.



    



    The Factory Manager drilled a hole in the center of the plate, fixed a pen and screw connected with a thread into the hole, drew a precise circle on two bowls, and then replaced the oxygen welding torch tip. He changed the tip because it was for cutting, not welding.



    



    After that, he attached a unique accessory to the torch. It was a long frame with something like a sharp nail welded to it. He roughly attached the accessory, checked the length of the front tip, tightened the bolt to fix it when it reached the appropriate length.



    



    Since the preparation was complete, the Factory Manager put on a fireproof apron, welding gloves, and a protective mask.



    



    "What are you making?"



    



    Tehez approached the Factory Manager, who had just finished preparing for work, and asked a question.



    



    "A venturi."



    



    "What's that?"



    



    Tehez looked on with curious eyes, and the Factory Manager waved his hand to send Tehez away and lit the torch.



    



    The fire burst out, and Tehez was momentarily surprised and stepped back further.



    



    The Factory Manager manipulated the valve, and the fire turned blue and became smaller. Then, when the nail connected to the torch was inserted into the hole in the center of the bowl, the Factory Manager skillfully began to draw a circle.



    



    The nail fixed in the hole acted as an axis, and the torch began to rotate in a circle.



    



    "Oh! I didn't know there was such a method!"



    



    Tehez exclaimed in admiration, and the Factory Manager cut one and then picked up another bowl and made a hole in the same way. In an instant, two bowls with circular holes were created.



    



    Looking at the bowls, the Factory Manager measured and marked them with a tape measure and a pen and handed three bowls to Tehez.



    



    "Drill holes where it's marked."



    



    "Okay. But what's a venturi?"



    



    Tehez, holding the bowls, asked again, and the Factory Manager took a tin bucket out of the wagon and began to drill the same circular hole in the bottom.



    



    "I'll explain later, so drill the holes first."



    



    Tehez nodded and lifted the drill while wearing safety glasses.



    



    The Factory Manager, who had removed the bottom of the bucket, took out a long bolt from the toolbox. It was a long bolt that looked to be about 20cm long.



    



    He drilled a hole in the bottom of the bucket, inserted the bolt into it, and fixed a total of three bolts to the bottom of the bucket in that manner. Long bolts protruded from the bottom of the bucket like three legs.



    



    Finally, the Factory Manager changed the torch tip and welded the bolts to the bucket with a welder. The bolts were firmly attached.



    



    "I've drilled all the holes here."



    



    When Tehez handed over the bowl with the holes drilled, the Factory Manager lifted the bowl and put it on the bolt. Since he had put a nut on the bolt beforehand and put the bowl on top of it, the bowl stopped at an appropriate height.



    



    "A venturi, you see, is also called a ventilator. It's like a ventilator that forcibly extracts air."



    



    The Factory Manager explained while tightening the nut to fix the bowl. Tehez looked at the Factory Manager's hand and asked a question.



    



    "It's supposed to forcibly extract air, but you make it with a bowl like this? How do you extract it with this?"



    



    The Factory Manager answered while measuring the length with a tape measure, turning the nut.



    



    "It's possible because of the law discovered by that certain person. When the wind blows, the wind speed slows down on top of the bowl and speeds up below, right? Then the wind escapes downwards. And that's how it pulls the air inside out."



    



    Tehez started to write down the Factory Manager's explanation in her notebook.



    



    "That's a fascinating method. Is that because of the shape?"



    



    "Yeah. That's what happens when the wind blows on a round top. As I always say, I'm not a scholar, so I don't know the details, but..."



    



    "Anyway, you know that much."



    



    While Tehez was writing in her notebook, the Factory Manager fixed the next bowl. Then, after covering the last bowl, the ventilator was completed.



    



    It looked like three plates stacked on top of each other, but thanks to the bolts, they were slightly apart.



    



    "Is this the only shape? Is there no other way?"



    



    While the Factory Manager was examining the completed ventilator, Tehez asked again, and the Factory Manager spoke while grinding the sharp parts with a file.



    



    "There are various shapes. There are ones with blades that rotate, ones with covers, ones that move according to the wind direction."



    



    "Wow... That's quite diverse."



    



    The Factory Manager answered the question and ground off all the sharp parts, and put the ventilator down again. Then, he got up and said.



    



    "Now all that's left is to fix this on top of the chimney."



    



    "Cleaning's done."



    



    At the same time, Channing came next to the Factory Manager and said, collapsing. Ashes flew all around Channing. The Factory Manager and Tehez waved their hands to blow away the ashes and frowned.



    



    "Ugh! Go and dust yourself off!"



    



    "I'm tired! Going up and down the roof cleaning the chimney is so tiring!"



    



    Channing retorted to Tehez's complaint and took off the goggles and mask he was wearing. Only the parts of his face where he had worn the goggles and mask had turned white, so Richel burst out laughing.



    



    "Ahahaha! Channing, your face is so funny!"



    



    "Funny! Who made it this way! Sigh."



    



    Channing complained to Richel, who burst out laughing, and snatched the wet towel from Richel's hand and wiped his face. Meanwhile, the Factory Manager packed up the drill and some equipment and got up.



    



    "Alright. Channing! Take that and follow me. We're going to put it on the chimney."



    



    "Let's take a break, take a break!"



    



    Channing lay down on the floor and waved his hand. Seeing that, Tehez sighed and lifted the ventilator.



    



    When the Factory Manager first approached the kitchen chimney and climbed onto the roof using the ladder that had been brought for cleaning the chimney, Tehez followed below.



    



    The Factory Manager first approached the chimney, checked the condition here and there, and shouted.



    



    "Tehez! Tie the venturi here!"



    



    The Factory Manager lowered the rope tied around his waist.



    



    Tehez, holding the rope that came down, tied the ventilator well, and the Factory Manager pulled the rope to pull up the ventilator.



    



    After covering the brick chimney with the ventilator, the Factory Manager hammered the bucket to fit the shape of the chimney and fixed it firmly with a drill and screws.



    



    The Factory Manager, who drilled holes using a drill, inserted plastic anchors into them.



    



    Carl plugs, made of plastic resin with protrusions, were accessories used to fix screws by first inserting them into holes in bricks or concrete.



    



    After inserting the anchors into the holes and pushing them in firmly by hitting them like a hammer with the bottom part of the impact drill, the Factory Manager fixed the bucket part of the ventilator firmly with long screws.



    



    After fixing a total of six parts, the Factory Manager looked down the ladder and shouted.



    



    "Channing!"



    



    "Yes?!"



    



    Channing, who was standing under the building, answered, and the Factory Manager pointed to the well and shouted.



    



    "Go to the well and scoop up a bucket of mud and come up!"



    



    "Huh? Mud? Why?"



    



    "Just bring it, you punk!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's roar, Channing grumbled, took a bucket, went to the well, and scooped up mud. Then he slowly climbed up the ladder and put the bucket down.



    



    "Why mud?"



    



    "We need to seal the gaps properly. Come and help. Fill all the gaps between the bucket and the chimney with mud."



    



    "Yes."



    



    The Factory Manager scooped up a handful of mud from the bucket, and Channing also scooped up mud with his gloved hands and meticulously filled the gaps.



    



    5.



    



    Only after the chimney was cleaned did Shellen light the fire under the pot again.



    



    She set fire to the dry straw, then to the dry branches, and when the fire rose to a certain extent, Shellen put coal in the furnace.



    



    Smoke billowed for a while, and then the coal caught fire.



    



    "It's amazing how the smoke goes straight up."



    



    Shellen said in admiration, and the Factory Manager, who was sitting at the table drinking tea, smiled faintly.



    



    "I told you the Factory Manager is amazing."



    



    Richel replied to Shellen's praise, and Shellen smiled and placed a bread basket and a plate containing cheese, butter, and ham in front of the Factory Manager.



    



    "I'm sorry, this is all I have for now. I'll go to the village to do some shopping, so look forward to dinner."



    



    The Factory Manager looked at the plate with a slightly awkward expression, then forced a smile and expressed his gratitude. Seeing that, Illia handed something to the Factory Manager.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. This..."



    



    In Illia's hand was a cup of ramen. It was something the Factory Manager had brought just in case.



    



    The Factory Manager, whose inner thoughts were revealed by Illia, smiled awkwardly, stroked Illia's head, and lifted the bread and cheese.



    



    "Thank you, but this isn't bad either, so let's eat this today. Bread is okay sometimes."



    



    Illia nodded and ran off with the cup ramen, and the Factory Manager sighed and tore the bread and spread butter on it.



    



    "Please wait a moment. I'll make some soup for you."



    



    Hearing Shellen's voice coming from the kitchen, the Factory Manager chewed the bread with a sullen expression, and Richel and Tehez, who were sitting together, burst out laughing.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim, you said bread is a snack, not a meal."



    



    "Damn it. What else can I do here? She prepared it for me. This is so greasy..."



    



    The Factory Manager responded to Channing's words, lifted the teacup, took a sip of the tea, and frowned.



    



    "What is this! Why is there toothpaste water?"



    



    "Hahahaha! Your expression is so funny, mister."



    



    Richel burst into laughter at the Factory Manager's expression, and Channing and Tehez also turned their heads and burst out laughing.



    



    "It's peppermint, so it's a bit spicy, but isn't it delicious because of that?"



    



    "It's said to clear your mind, so alchemists have always liked this tea."



    



    The Factory Manager took another sip while listening to Richel and Tehez's stories. Still feeling the strong taste of toothpaste water, the Factory Manager frowned again.



    



    "Coffee is the best for clearing your mind. With lots of sugar."



    



    The Factory Manager put down the cup, said that, and chewed the bread again.



    



    Richel, seeing the Factory Manager still chewing the bread with a frown, held out the ceramic bowl in front of her.



    



    "Here, mister. Have this with it."



    



    "What is it?"



    



    The Factory Manager opened the lid of the ceramic bowl. Inside, there was something orange and viscous in a gel form.



    



    Judging from the sweet smell, the Factory Manager thought it was some kind of jam.



    



    "Is it jam?"



    



    "It's marmalade. It's delicious."



    



    The Factory Manager scooped up the marmalade with the flat, long wooden spoon attached to the ceramic bowl, spread it on the bread, and put it in his mouth.



    



    The sweet and fragrant orange taste and aroma neutralized the slightly hard and sour taste of the rye bread.



    



    "This is good. Definitely."



    



    "Give me some too."



    



    Seeing the Factory Manager's expression, Channing also reached out and took the marmalade, and everyone spread the marmalade on their bread and ate it deliciously.



    



    Illia also seemed to like the marmalade, spreading it wide and chewing it.



    



    "Here. Here's the soup."



    



    Meanwhile, Shellen came out of the kitchen with a tray of soup and distributed the plates to each person.



    



    "This metal plate is really nice. I'll use it well."



    



    Shellen said with a smile as she placed the plate in front of the Factory Manager, and the Factory Manager also smiled and nodded.



    



    "Well, I'm glad you like it."



    



    The Factory Manager scooped up the soup with a spoon. The slightly clear soup was quite delicious.



    



    "This is quite delicious."



    



    "I'm glad you like it. It's a soup made with lots of cabbage and onions. Enjoy your meal."



    



    At Shellen's words, the Factory Manager scooped up the soup with a spoon and chewed the bread with marmalade.



    



    "Wow. The soup is delicious. Thank you for the food."



    



    Channing also dipped the bread in the soup and said, and the others also started their meal while chatting.

  
    Chapter 33



    



    After eating a late breakfast, the Factory Manager shouldered his fishing bag, which he had prepared beforehand. It was a slightly worn but brightly patterned, long fishing bag.



    



    As the Factory Manager walked out of the room, he spotted Channing washing himself at the well.



    



    Channing had been covered in soot from going into the chimney earlier, so he was diligently scrubbing himself with well water, but black water was still coming off.



    



    Seeing Channing, the Factory Manager shouted.



    



    "Channing. I'm going fishing, what about you?"



    



    "Ah. I'm just going to sleep. I should relax leisurely for a change."



    



    Channing, soaked from washing off the soot with well water, replied, and the Factory Manager nodded, then gathered his equipment and moved to the lakeside.



    



    Seeing the Factory Manager, Illia trotted after him and grabbed his hand.



    



    "You want to come with me fishing?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Hmm. It won't be very interesting... Well, alright."



    



    The Factory Manager nodded and walked towards the lakeside, holding Illia's hand.



    



    At the tranquil lakeside, the Factory Manager unfolded his folding chair and set down his fishing rod bag. He then unfolded the rod stands and began to set up his fishing rods one by one.



    



    After setting up the long and short fishing rods, the Factory Manager attached floats and hooks to the rods and looked at Illia.



    



    "Have you ever fished before?"



    



    "I've seen the older guys fishing a lot when I was wandering around."



    



    "Then you know it's not fun, are you sure?"



    



    "It's okay. Should I catch some bait for you?"



    



    Illia struggled to lift a rather large rock. As the rock was flipped over, wriggling earthworms emerged from beneath.



    



    Illia casually picked up the earthworms with her hand and brought them to the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager smiled and accepted the earthworms.



    



    The plump earthworms, nourished by the rich soil, wriggled vigorously.



    



    "With those, we'll catch a big fish."



    



    The Factory Manager stroked Illia's head, took the earthworms in a plastic container, and began to thread them onto the fishing hooks.



    



    This was the Factory Manager's first time fishing in this world, so he was curious what kind of fish he would catch.



    



    The type of fishing gear used typically varies depending on the fish one aims to catch. Whether it's carp, crucian carp, or other freshwater fish, the hook, the thickness of the fishing line, and the bait all change accordingly.



    



    Sometimes, even the fishing rod itself changes. Therefore, the Factory Manager decided to start with the most basic setup. He could change the gear later depending on the bites he gets.



    



    "Are you fishing?"



    



    As he cast one of the prepared fishing rods into the water, Marsha approached the Factory Manager.



    



    "It's Marsha."



    



    "Your fishing rod is interesting, mister. It's not made of wood."



    



    "It's called carbon, it's a different kind of material than wood."



    



    "Carbon? I've never heard of that before."



    



    Marsha looked at the fishing rod with curiosity. It wasn't wood, nor was it metal, but the smooth, straight fishing rod seemed fascinating to her.



    



    "So, it's fiber, like the cloth used to make clothes, hardened with resin. It's not just any cloth, it's made of something called carbon."



    



    Marsha tilted her head at the Factory Manager's explanation.



    



    Seeing Marsha's expression, the Factory Manager scratched his head awkwardly. He realized it wasn't an explanation a child could easily understand.



    



    "I don't know what it is, but it seems like an amazing thing. It's fascinating. The other men use fishing rods made of wood."



    



    "Well... I guess that's the case for people here."



    



    While the Factory Manager and Marsha were talking, Illia approached Marsha and spoke.



    



    "Everything the Factory Manager has is amazing."



    



    Illia said with a somewhat proud expression, and Marsha looked at Illia before turning her gaze back to the Factory Manager's fishing rod.



    



    "I think so. I've never seen anything like it before. The carriage you rode was amazing, and the things you brought were amazing too. Mom thought so too."



    



    "Right?"



    



    Illia said with a bright expression.



    



    Seeing Illia's proud demeanor, the Factory Manager smiled and began to set up the remaining fishing rods.



    



    ******



    



    After setting up all five fishing rods, the Factory Manager leaned back comfortably in his folding chair, stretched out his legs, and gazed at the lake. The cool breeze blowing across the tranquil lakeside made him feel good.



    



    The float tips bobbed on the water, swaying in the gentle breeze.



    



    Illia and Marsha, seemingly bored by the stillness, started playing by stacking stones next to him.



    



    Seeing Illia playing with a friend her age, the Factory Manager smiled and fixed his gaze back on the floats.



    



    Illia, who was stacking stones and securing them with mud to build something resembling a wall, suddenly lifted her head and looked towards the forest.



    



    "What's wrong?"



    



    Marsha asked Illia, who abruptly stood up.



    



    Marsha also got up.



    



    Marsha tilted her head, puzzled as to why Illia was acting that way.



    



    "Someone's coming."



    



    As soon as Illia finished speaking, someone emerged from the forest.



    



    A towering figure with green skin and tusks protruding from its mouth.



    



    An Orc.



    



    It was wearing an ornately decorated cloth garment, its hair was braided long, and the braids were adorned with feathers.



    



    "Whoa!"



    



    Illia screamed in surprise and ran to the Factory Manager, and the Factory Manager, who had been watching the fishing float, was also startled and looked in that direction.



    



    Noticing the Orc staring at him with red eyes, the Factory Manager quickly stood up and faced the Orc.



    



    This wasn't the first time the Factory Manager and Illia had seen an Orc.



    



    Polchis was a large city where one could encounter Orcs, Elves, beastmen, and all sorts of humans. As such, the Factory Manager was familiar with Orcs.



    



    However, those were Orcs who were allowed into the city under strict control by soldiers, with the city being surrounded by walls and human access thoroughly regulated.



    



    Moreover, those Orcs wore clothes identical to humans and had their hair neatly groomed, making them appear quite approachable.



    



    However, it was the Factory Manager's first time seeing an Orc emerge from the forest, dressed in traditional attire.



    



    From the headdress to the rough-looking patterned clothes, everything about it felt strange and frightening.



    



    The Factory Manager quickly grabbed Illia's shoulders, who was standing in front of him, and pulled her behind him.



    



    "Marsha! Come here!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted to Marsha.



    



    "Don't be alarmed. That's Mr. Kapuntar from the neighboring village."



    



    Marsha said, looking strangely at the Factory Manager, who was hesitant, and Illia, who was trembling in fear.



    



    At Marsha's words, the Factory Manager looked at the Orc.



    



    Perhaps sensing the gaze, the Orc scratched its head and spoke.



    



    "I seem to have startled you. I am Kapuntar. You must be guests at the inn."



    



    The Orc's rather polite tone surprised the Factory Manager in a different way.



    



    Realizing that the Orc had no hostile intentions, the Factory Manager quickly relaxed his body and stepped forward, greeting him.



    



    "My apologies."



    



    "No, it's understandable to be surprised if an Orc in traditional clothing suddenly emerges from the forest. There are still many Orcs who are hostile towards humans. Of course, our tribe is not one of them, so you don't have to worry."



    



    Seeing Kapuntar smile, the Factory Manager also smiled back. Although it was hard to tell if it was a smile due to the tusks protruding from his mouth, the atmosphere made it clear that it was a smile.



    



    "It seems I've frightened the little miss."



    



    Kapuntar said, looking at Illia, who was still peeking from behind the Factory Manager.



    



    "Mr. Kapuntar is a good person. He helps a lot with the inn work."



    



    At Marsha's words, Illia cautiously emerged from behind the Factory Manager.



    



    Kapuntar smiled at Illia and then turned his attention to the Factory Manager's fishing rods.



    



    "Ah, you're fishing. This is the season when Alabakre are delicious."



    



    Reassured by Kapuntar's friendly approach, the Factory Manager smiled and subtly lifted a fishing rod. The earthworm on the hook wriggled.



    



    After observing the fishing rod for a while, Kapuntar let out an exclamation of admiration.



    



    "What an interesting fishing rod. I've never seen a fishing rod like that before."



    



    Seeing Kapuntar's fascinated gaze at the fishing rod, the Factory Manager handed one to him.



    



    Kapuntar examined the fishing rod even more closely. Then he applied a little force and folded the rod.



    



    As the upper section slid smoothly into the lower section, Kapuntar marveled and folded and unfolded the rod repeatedly.



    



    "Oh! It retracts inwards. To be able to fold it so compactly. It's incredibly convenient. The line is also incredibly smooth."



    



    "It seems you're quite fond of fishing as well."



    



    "Yes, I'd love to fish every day if I could. You seem to be quite the angler yourself."



    



    "I've been fishing for decades."



    



    The Factory Manager and Kapuntar exchanged glances as they conversed. Anglers recognize each other.



    



    "However, the hook seems a bit small. You need a larger hook to catch bigger fish."



    



    "I'm not familiar with the size of the fish here. Please enlighten me."



    



    "Around this time, Alabakre are plentiful, and it's also the season for Kapakapa. Alabakre have large mouths and swallow their prey whole, so if the hook is too small, it can get lodged in their throat."



    



    As Kapuntar explained with gestures, the Factory Manager nodded and retrieved a new hook from his tackle bag. He then retrieved one of his fishing rods and replaced the hook with a larger one.



    



    Marsha glanced at Illia, watching the Factory Manager and Kapuntar, who had become friendly through their shared interest in fishing.



    



    "Once they get like that, they won't see anything else."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Illia replied.



    



    Leaving the Factory Manager and Kapuntar behind, Marsha and Illia walked along the path towards the inn, and the Factory Manager and Kapuntar, oblivious to their departure, continued their fishing conversation.



    



    "The float is also unique. It has something protruding from the top and bottom."



    



    "It's carved from wood. You observe the bites through the protruding tip at the top."



    



    "Aha! Did you carve it yourself?"



    



    "No, I bought it."



    



    Now interested in the float, Kapuntar examined it from all angles, looked at the fishing rod, and then handed it back.



    



    The Factory Manager skillfully replaced the hook on that rod as well and cast it into the lake.



    



    -Splash-



    



    With a pleasant sound, the sinker and bait sank into the water, and the float stood upright.



    



    As the red and green alternately painted float tip emerged above the water, Kapuntar expressed his admiration.



    



    "It's beautiful. I should make a float like that sometime. It's much easier to see."



    



    "It's good for detecting subtle bites."



    



    Kapuntar nodded and then abruptly stood up.



    



    "I can't resist. I must go and get my fishing rod."



    



    Kapuntar ran swiftly into the forest, and the Factory Manager smiled and checked the floats. Watching someone fish often makes one's fingers itch with the desire to join in.



    



    Understanding this sentiment, he decided to wait patiently for Kapuntar.



    



    And at that moment.



    



    The float began to twitch subtly.



    



    The Factory Manager straightened up in his folding chair and reached for the fishing rod.



    



    Now it was a battle between the fish and the angler.



    



    The angler had to judge, based on the slight movements of the float, when the fish nibbling at the bait would finally take it.



    



    If the timing is too early, the hook won't enter the fish's mouth, and if it's too late, the fish, after chewing the bait, will sense the foreign object of the hook and spit it out.



    



    Therefore, the angler had to strike at the precise moment when the bait was fully inside the fish's mouth.



    



    The Factory Manager held his breath and focused on the float.



    



    The float suddenly shot upwards.



    



    That was the moment.



    



    "Heave-ho!"



    



    The Factory Manager didn't miss the opportunity and swiftly pulled the fishing rod upwards.



    



    The tip of the rod bent like a bow, quivering.



    



    "Wow! This one's putting up a fight!"



    



    "Oh my! You've caught one!"



    



    Kapuntar, who had returned with his own fishing rod, shouted as he ran towards the Factory Manager, who was struggling with the fish.



    



    "This one's quite big, it's putting up quite a fight!"



    



    "It's an Alabakre. A rather large one!"



    



    Kapuntar shouted as he ran towards the Factory Manager with his landing net.



    



    Kapuntar dipped the wooden landing net into the water, guided the fishing line, and pushed the net forward. The Factory Manager lifted the fishing rod higher.



    



    Timing it perfectly, Kapuntar swiftly scooped the fish with the landing net, and both of them cheered.



    



    "We got it!"



    



    "Yay! You caught it!"



    



    Looking at the fish, as big as his forearm, the Factory Manager felt a thrill that sent shivers down his spine. It was a thrill that only an angler could experience.

  
    Chapter 34



    



    When Illia and Marsha returned to the inn's yard, chatting about various things, Shellen, who was doing laundry by the well, frowned at them.



    



    "Your clothes are a mess. You look like you've been rolling around in the mud."



    



    Illia looked down at her skirt. Her sleeves and knees were covered in mud from playing in the dirt earlier. She tried to brush it off, but the mud from the riverbank wouldn't budge.



    



    Seeing this, Shellen clicked her tongue and said,



    



    "This won't do. Marsha, go take a bath together."



    



    "But I don't want to..."



    



    "Oh! While you're at it, take Richel and the young lady who came as a guest with you."



    



    Marsha nodded and ran into the inn, and Shellen pulled Illia along.



    



    "Come on. Take off your clothes and leave them here. I'll wash them while I'm at it."



    



    Before Illia could answer, Shellen quickly took off her outer clothes and wrapped a thin blanket around her.



    



    When Illia, feeling shy, covered herself with the blanket, Shellen smiled and patted her head.



    



    "Ahaam... Why a bath all of a sudden?"



    



    "It's good to wash up."



    



    Meanwhile, Richel and Tehez, who were killing time inside the main building of the inn, came out with Marsha.



    



    "Why is Illia covering herself with a blanket like that?"



    



    Tehez asked as she approached Illia, and Illia looked at Shellen.



    



    "The little lady's clothes were covered in mud, so I took them off to wash them."



    



    "Ah, I see. I should go to the carriage and get some clothes to change into. And some toiletries too."



    



    Tehez said as she climbed onto the carriage and started rummaging through her luggage. It was the bag she had packed with a change of clothes and other necessities.



    



    After finding Illia's clothes, Tehez came down from the carriage with a towel and a small waterproof bag.



    



    "Then we'll be back soon."



    



    Marsha, who had initially refused to take a bath, smiled brightly and led the way.



    



    "Where are we taking a bath?"



    



    Richel asked, and Marsha answered as she walked ahead.



    



    "There's a spring with hot water if you go a little further into the forest."



    



    "A hot spring. This place has been famous for its hot springs since ancient times. I heard the name Palapilos also comes from the meaning of hot water."



    



    Tehez said in response to Marsha's answer.



    



    "Does hot water come out without heating it separately?"



    



    "Yes. Hot water comes out all year round, summer and winter."



    



    Marsha proudly answered Illia's question.



    



    Hot water gushing out. Illia thought it was like the factory where she was currently staying.



    



    "It's over there!"



    



    Marsha pointed to a spot in the forest and ran, and Illia followed her.



    



    A slightly murky smell stung her nose. But it wasn't strong enough to make her cover her nose and avoid it.



    



    As they entered the forest, a steaming spring came into Illia's view. It wasn't a huge spring. But it wasn't small enough to be called small either. It was a large spring.



    



    "Oh, this is pretty nice?!"



    



    Richel smiled brightly, dipping her hand into the water and swirling it around. The cloudy white water rippled along with her hand.



    



    "It's been said since ancient times that warm water from the ground has healing effects. I wonder if this one does too?"



    



    Tehez scooped up the hot spring water with her hand, examined it, and started writing something in her notebook. Watching her, Marsha went to a nearby rock and took off her clothes.



    



    "What are you all doing? Let's get in quickly."



    



    "You're just taking it all off like that?"



    



    When Illia asked, Marsha pulled at the blanket Illia was covering herself with.



    



    "What's the big deal? We're all girls."



    



    At Marsha's words, Illia looked around and nodded, then took off her undergarments and placed them on the rock, just like Marsha.



    



    After taking off her leather shoes, Illia carefully dipped her foot into the hot spring, then flinched and pulled it out.



    



    "It's so hot!"



    



    Illia looked at Richel and Tehez with surprised eyes, and Richel and Tehez, who were half undressed, tilted their heads.



    



    "Really? It wasn't that hot when I put my hand in earlier?"



    



    "There's a story that Mazoku are originally from the cold north, so they're weak to heat. Come to think of it, Illia always bathed in lukewarm water at the factory."



    



    Richel said, and Tehez answered as she took off her work pants.



    



    Illia thought that might be the reason, and carefully dipped her foot into the water again.



    



    "Wow!"



    



    At that moment, Marsha jumped into the hot spring from the rock.



    



    Even though Marsha was small, quite a large wave was created because she jumped from a high rock. And the wave crashed over Illia, who had just put one foot in and was getting used to the temperature.



    



    As the hot water suddenly reached her chest, Illia was startled, slipped, and plunged into the water.



    



    "Kyaak!"



    



    Illia screamed loudly and hurriedly got out of the water, flailing her arms.



    



    "Hahahaha!"



    



    Marsha surfaced and started laughing, and Richel, who had gone into the water, flicked Marsha on the head.



    



    "What do you think you're doing, jumping in like that?!"



    



    "Hahahaha!"



    



    "Are you okay, Illia?"



    



    Ignoring Richel's scolding, Marsha continued to laugh, and Tehez quickly ran to Illia and checked her body. Illia's snow-white skin was red.



    



    "It seems the water really is too hot for Illia."



    



    "I was just surprised."



    



    Illia answered Tehez and caught her breath.



    



    With her face flushed red, Illia carefully slid back into the water.



    



    "The water is slippery."



    



    Illia thought the cloudy, yet milky water felt strangely slippery.



    



    "It's because of the unique ingredients dissolved in it. Hot water that rises from deep underground has been known to heal wounds and have various other benefits since ancient times. This is because unknown ingredients from deep underground are dissolved in the water."



    



    Illia's eyes widened at Tehez's explanation, and she looked at her.



    



    "Tehez, you sure know a lot. I just know that something is mixed in the water."



    



    "You're a very smart older sister."



    



    "Haha... Hahaha. No, Master is even more amazing. He comes up with things I don't even understand. The fact that unique ingredients are dissolved in the water is also something Master said after hearing my story about the hot water rising here."



    



    Tehez laughed awkwardly and scratched her head. She looked a little lonely, so Illia snuggled up to her. Tehez patted Illia's head.



    



    -Rustle-



    



    Suddenly, they heard the sound of grass moving.



    



    At first, it was a small sound, so only Illia, with her sharp ears, could hear it.



    



    -Rustle-



    



    This time, the sound was clearer.



    



    Others besides Illia heard it as well.



    



    "What's that?"



    



    "I don't know?"



    



    Tehez and Richel asked each other, and Illia burrowed into Tehez's arms in fear.



    



    What was going on?



    



    Illia looked cautiously in the direction of the sound with frightened eyes.



    



    The sound was getting louder.



    



    She could even hear breathing.



    



    Richel, Tehez, and Illia all tensed up.



    



    Meanwhile, Marsha was the only one splashing around in the water, oblivious to everything.



    



    "Wh... What should we do?"



    



    "I... I don't know! Me neither!"



    



    Tehez replied to Richel's question.



    



    No one knew what to do.



    



    "Kyaaaaa!"



    



    "Heeeek!"



    



    When a dark figure emerged from the bushes, sharp screams filled the air.



    



    3.



    



    "Oh my. We caught a big one."



    



    "Haha. You're quite skilled."



    



    The Factory Manager happily said as he lifted a huge fish caught on his fishing rod with a net, and Kapuntar, who was holding his own fishing rod next to him, laughed and congratulated him.



    



    Anglers often become close friends in an instant when they share the common hobby of fishing.



    



    After putting the big fish he caught into a net and lowering it into the water, the Factory Manager took out a cigarette and lit it, then pulled something out of his bag.



    



    "Do you like alcohol?"



    



    "Of course, I do. Alcohol while fishing is fantastic."



    



    The Factory Manager laughed and poured soju into a paper cup for Kapuntar. Kapuntar gulped down the soju in the paper cup and made a sound with his throat.



    



    "Kiiiya! This is good!"



    



    "Haha. I'm glad you like it."



    



    The Factory Manager poured more soju into Kapuntar's paper cup.



    



    Drinking with a friendly person and fishing together. The Factory Manager felt good. He had been busier lately, so such a relaxing break was even more enjoyable.



    



    -Kyaaaaa!-



    



    And then, a terrifyingly sharp scream broke the peace.



    



    "What was that?!"



    



    The Factory Manager jumped up in surprise and looked towards the forest, and Kapuntar also stood up.



    



    "It came from inside the forest."



    



    "Let's go. That was the voice of someone from our group."



    



    The Factory Manager replied to Kapuntar and started running ahead.



    



    "Be careful, there's no path. I'll go first."



    



    Kapuntar started running ahead of the Factory Manager.



    



    The Factory Manager followed Kapuntar, who was cutting through branches and leaves with a crude machete hanging from his waist, and tried to shake off his anxiety.



    



    "We're almost there."



    



    Kapuntar said, swinging his machete more vigorously.



    



    The Factory Manager followed Kapuntar and pushed his way through.



    



    "Is everyone alright?!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted loudly and ran forward, and there appeared a wide spring, and in it, Tehez, Richel, Illia, naked and bathing, and two female Orcs, chatting happily with Marsha.



    



    "Uh?... Huh?"



    



    "Ah? Kyaak! Factory Manager-nim! What are you doing?!"



    



    Richel, who was bathing without a care, shouted in surprise and hid her body in the water, and the others looked in that direction.



    



    "Ah. Master?!"



    



    "Ah... Uh... Sorry!"



    



    When Tehez stared at him with wide eyes, the Factory Manager suddenly felt embarrassed and turned his head.



    



    "Porta! Kerta! What are you doing here..."



    



    "More importantly, Dad, what are you doing here in the middle of the day? You told Mom you were going to the fields."



    



    "That's right."



    



    Kapuntar also looked at the female Orcs with surprise, and the female Orcs answered, poking their heads out of the water.



    



    The Factory Manager guessed they were probably Kapuntar's daughters.



    



    "What happened?"



    



    "Ah. You rushed over because of our screams. We were just surprised because those ladies suddenly appeared."



    



    "Porta-unni and Kerta-unni love to bathe."



    



    Richel answered the Factory Manager's question, and Marsha, clinging to Porta's neck, added. Only then could the Factory Manager breathe a sigh of relief.



    



    "I see. I'm glad nothing happened. But, it's a bit... It sounds like something an old man would say, but it's a bit much for grown women to be bathing in such an open place."



    



    "Haha... You're right. It's certainly very open."



    



    Tehez said, sinking further into the water.



    



    "Ah?! Dad, turn around too!"



    



    "Huh?! Ouch!"



    



    And Kapuntar, who was watching, got hit in the face with a pebble thrown by Kerta and quickly turned around.



    



    "Haha... I apologize. My daughters are quite lively..."



    



    "No, it's good to see them so lively."



    



    Kapuntar and the Factory Manager, awkwardly turning around and talking, couldn't help but laugh awkwardly.



    



    While the two stood with their backs turned, the ladies quickly got out of the water and dried themselves with towels.



    



    "Ah, Illia. Dry your hair properly."



    



    Tehez said as she carefully dried Illia's hair with a towel, and Illia let Tehez do as she pleased.



    



    "Marsha too."



    



    "Marsha needs to eat more. Look how thin her arms and legs are."



    



    Porta and Kerta said as they dried Marsha, and Marsha giggled and waved her hands.



    



    "Uh oh?! What's going on! Everyone!"



    



    At that moment, they heard rustling and someone running in, shouting. It was Channing.



    



    Perhaps out of worry, he was holding a club in his hand and panting, showing how urgently he had run.



    



    Channing, running past the Factory Manager and Kapuntar, froze in place. The ladies drying themselves did the same.



    



    Richel and Tehez stared at Channing with wide eyes, then quickly crouched down, covering their naked bodies with towels.



    



    "Eek! Channing!"



    



    "Wh... What are you doing here all of a sudden?!"



    



    "Uh?... Uh? No... I... That's..."



    



    When Richel and Tehez shouted, Channing was flustered and didn't know what to do.



    



    "Pervert!"



    



    "Creep!"



    



    The Orc sisters yelled at Channing, and Channing, looking in that direction, got hit squarely in the face with a flying branch and collapsed.



    



    "Ooh..."



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    Illia approached Channing, who had fallen to the ground with a thud, and asked, and Channing nodded, rubbing his nose.



    



    Illia sighed, unwrapped the towel covering her body, and offered it to Channing's face.



    



    "Channing-oppa, your nose is bleeding."



    



    "Ah... Thank you. You're the only one for me, Illia."



    



    "Illia! Leave that pervert alone and come get dressed."



    



    Tehez shouted, and Illia ran back to Tehez.



    



    "Channing, let's go, man."



    



    "Ouch... Okay."



    



    The Factory Manager approached Channing, who was sitting on the ground rubbing his nose, grabbed him by the scruff of his neck, and lifted him up. Then, the Factory Manager, Channing, and Kapuntar left and walked back to the lake.

  
    Chapter 35



    



    “Hahaha. That place is frequently visited by the people from the nearby Orc Village.”



    



    Shellen burst into laughter after hearing what the people who returned from bathing had to say.



    



    “But still, throwing a branch at the face of someone who was surprised and tried to help is too much, don’t you think?”



    



    “Haha. Sorry.”



    



    “Sorry.”



    



    Porta and Kerta approached Channing, who was grumbling while sitting on a chair, and sat on either side of him. Channing was startled and looked at Porta and Kerta.



    



    “No… It’s good that you’re apologizing, but why next to me…”



    



    Porta and Kerta moved their chairs closer, clinging to Channing’s side.



    



    It happened so quickly that Channing didn’t know what to do and rolled his eyes frantically. Unaware of his discomfort, Porta and Kerta wrapped their arms around Channing’s.



    



    Seeing this, the Factory Manager smiled and opened his mouth, looking at Kapuntar sitting next to him.



    



    “We should put up a fence around there. And make a basket or something to put the clothes in.”



    



    “Ah. That’s a good idea.”



    



    Kapuntar agreed, pouring soju into the Factory Manager’s glass.



    



    “By the way, you’re quite something, drinking in broad daylight.”



    



    Tehez made a disgusted face, watching the two of them.



    



    The Factory Manager, who was pouring soju into Kapuntar’s glass, frowned.



    



    “What’s wrong with having a drink on my day off? I’m drinking because your commotion ruined my fishing mood.”



    



    “Good alcohol doesn’t make you drunk, right?”



    



    Kapuntar said to the Factory Manager, and they both burst into laughter, clinking their glasses together.



    



    Exhausted from running through the forest because of the earlier commotion, the Factory Manager and Kapuntar had given up on fishing and come to the inn to start a drinking party.



    



    Kapuntar seemed to like the soju the Factory Manager had generously brought, and he was emptying his glass repeatedly. The Factory Manager also kept drinking along with him.



    



    “They’re really something… How can they drink so much on an empty stomach?”



    



    Channing sighed and shook his head, and Porta and Kerta needlessly patted his shoulders and nodded in agreement.



    



    “Really, men shouldn’t just drink alcohol on an empty stomach.”



    



    Meanwhile, Shellen came out of the kitchen carrying a large stainless steel tray and placed it on the table. The large fish the Factory Manager had caught was cooked deliciously.



    



    “Wow. That looks delicious.”



    



    “I steamed it and then grilled it again. It’s served with vegetables, so please eat a lot.”



    



    Shellen cut the fish with a knife and served it onto each of their plates.



    



    “Shellen’s cooking is delicious, you know.”



    



    “That’s because the vegetables Kapuntar brings are delicious. Ah. Come to think of it, I’m out of coal. Could you bring me some?”



    



    At Shellen’s words, Kapuntar nodded, picking up the fish with his hand and putting it in his mouth.



    



    “I thought there was coal in the kitchen, so Mr. Kapuntar was bringing it.”



    



    The Factory Manager said, and Shellen smiled and nodded.



    



    “Yes. It can be easily mined from the cave behind the Orc Village. I was surprised when I first got married. That black stone burns, you see.”



    



    “This region has been using coal for a long time. The story of burning stones appears in the adventure journal written by the adventurer Laotore 1000 years ago.”



    



    Tehez added to Shellen’s explanation.



    



    “Coal is good. It has strong firepower, and it’s necessary for making strong iron.”



    



    “You can make good iron with coal?”



    



    Tehez’s eyes sparkled as she asked again at the Factory Manager’s murmur. The Factory Manager scratched his head awkwardly and began to explain.



    



    “Uh. Well, coal is a lump of something called carbon, and steel is a material with a high carbon content. But even wrought iron, which has a low carbon content, can be turned into steel by supplementing it with carbon from coal.”



    



    “How do you do that? Do you grind it and mix it? Or when you quench it?”



    



    As Tehez pulled up a chair and her eyes sparkled even more, the Factory Manager smiled awkwardly and picked up a piece of fish with his chopsticks.



    



    “Explaining rather than eating…”



    



    “Alright. So, there are various types of coal, and among them, you stack coal with a high carbon content alternately with iron ore in a blast furnace. When you heat the blast furnace and melt the iron, the carbon from the coal mixes with the iron, resulting in iron with a high carbon content. That’s steel. If you control it well, you can make iron with various properties.”



    



    “Oh… How many types of iron are there?”



    



    Tehez’s eyes sparkled, and she seemed ready to keep asking questions, so the Factory Manager smiled awkwardly and shrugged.



    



    “I don’t remember everything either. I’ll explain it to you while looking at the books when we get back to the factory, so just eat your food for now, you little thing.”



    



    Tehez smiled and put her notebook and pen back in her pocket.



    



    Seeing Tehez smiling brightly at the thought of learning something new, the Factory Manager smiled and picked up the fish again.



    



    “By the way, Channing. How long are you going to be cuddling with the ladies?”



    



    The Factory Manager asked, raising his glass again, and Channing smiled awkwardly, sweating from his forehead. He was still stuck between the two twin Orc ladies, unable to do anything.



    



    The Factory Manager had jokingly said it knowing that, but Channing, who didn’t know his intentions, couldn’t answer.



    



    “Ahaha… Haha…”



    



    “What’s wrong, Channing? You look good together. When else would Channing look popular if it weren’t for those ladies?”



    



    Richel burst into laughter at Channing’s appearance, and Channing tried to say something but closed his mouth.



    



    It seemed like he knew that saying the wrong thing might offend the ladies who were holding him captive, the Factory Manager thought, and turned his gaze to Porta and Kerta.



    



    “You ladies seem to like Channing.”



    



    “He’s handsome!”



    



    “Right! It’s a bit of a shame he doesn’t have molars. He would have been even more handsome if he had big molars.”



    



    “Yeah, yeah! If you’re a man, you gotta have molars.”



    



    Channing sweated even more and shook his head. Richel started laughing, clutching her stomach.



    



    “Hahahahaha! Get some fake molars! Hahahaha! You can make them at your factory!”



    



    “Stop teasing him, Richel! Haha. Ladies, please let go of me now and have some food…”



    



    As Channing was saying that, Porta and Kerta suddenly hugged him from both sides, making him stop mid-sentence.



    



    “No.”



    



    “No.”



    



    This time, even the Factory Manager burst into laughter.



    



    “Looks like the son-in-law has been decided?”



    



    “An elf son-in-law… And sending my 13-year-old daughters off to get married…”



    



    Kapuntar said with a slightly serious expression at the Factory Manager’s joke, and the Factory Manager burst into laughter again.



    



    5.



    



    The Factory Manager, who woke up from his sleep, scratched his head, yawned, and looked at his wristwatch. The hands of the watch pointed to 10 o’clock.



    



    Looking out the window, he saw that everything was pitch black. It seemed like it had become night, he thought.



    



    The Factory Manager, who had been drinking heavily with Kapuntar since the middle of the day, had become completely drunk and fallen asleep. He didn’t know that Channing had struggled to carry him to his room.



    



    “Ugh… My head hurts. Did I drink too much after all this time?”



    



    The Factory Manager muttered to himself and lifted the stainless steel kettle that was placed by his pillow, bringing it straight to his mouth.



    



    As the slightly lukewarm water went down his throat, he felt a little more clear-headed.



    



    He thought that it was probably Illia who had filled the kettle with water and placed it by his pillow, just in case. He got up from the bed.



    



    Looking at Channing sleeping soundly in the bed next to him, the Factory Manager flapped his sweat-soaked shirt.



    



    “Damn. I need to take a bath. I feel so sticky…”



    



    The Factory Manager muttered to himself as he stepped out the door and pulled out a cigarette.



    



    The red cigarette ember flickered in the dark landscape, perhaps due to the clouds. Near the forest with no streetlights, the middle of the night was too dark with no moon or stars visible because of the clouds.



    



    The Factory Manager lit his cigarette and thought that he would definitely get lost if he went to take a bath like this, so he went back into the room and brought the kettle back out.



    



    Then, he walked across the yard and entered the kitchen building, fumbling with the door and stepping inside.



    



    The coal was glowing in the fireplace. However, the fire attached to the coal wasn’t very bright. It wouldn’t be enough to navigate the dark forest.



    



    The Factory Manager placed the kettle next to it and put a few pieces of burning coal inside. He added a few more pieces of fresh coal on top, waited for them to catch fire, and then closed the lid.



    



    Finally, he took out a lighter from his pocket and brought it to the spout of the kettle, flicking it on. A red light appeared at the opening of the kettle spout. It was a primitive gas lamp.



    



    “Good. It works. It’s quite bright, huh?”



    



    The Factory Manager muttered to himself, looking at the flame.



    



    A bright light filled the dark kitchen, and the Factory Manager casually lifted the kettle and walked out.



    



    ******



    



    The Factory Manager, who had taken a change of clothes and a towel from the carriage, hummed a tune as he headed towards the hot spring he had seen earlier.



    



    He was still feeling cheerful, perhaps because he hadn’t completely sobered up yet.



    



    Humming a tune, he reached the hot spring and put the kettle down for a moment, taking off his sweat-soaked clothes.



    



    “Hmm. Hmm hmm.”



    



    Humming an old pop song, the Factory Manager, now completely naked, placed the kettle on a rock and plunged into the hot spring.



    



    “Ahhh… This is nice.”



    



    “It is, isn’t it?”



    



    The Factory Manager, who was stretching his body with a relaxed voice, was startled by the sudden voice and jumped up, lifting the kettle and pushing it towards where the voice had come from.



    



    In the dim light, he saw the owner of the voice and widened his eyes.



    



    “Shellen?!”



    



    “You finally noticed.”



    



    Unlike the surprised Factory Manager, Shellen was smiling.



    



    “What are you doing here in the middle of the night?”



    



    “As you can see, I’m taking a bath. What about you, guest?”



    



    “I… I’m also taking a bath.”



    



    The Factory Manager managed to say, and Shellen burst into laughter.



    



    “We came here for the same purpose.”



    



    “Then I’ll be going.”



    



    “Ah. It’s okay. What’s wrong with that? It’s nighttime anyway.”



    



    The Factory Manager, who was wondering what to say, immersed himself back in the water. The flickering gas light from the kettle was the only thing illuminating the hot spring.



    



    “It’s amazing. Bringing a kettle with fire in it. Did you put oil in it like a lamp?”



    



    “No. I put coal in it. The gas released when coal burns is flammable. It’s a simple principle.”



    



    Shellen subtly approached and looked at the kettle, and the Factory Manager awkwardly turned his reddened face away.



    



    “You’re like a magician, guest. The bowl, the pot, the chimney, and now a kettle that produces fire.”



    



    “It’s just a simple thing. I’ve lived my whole life making this and that.”



    



    The Factory Manager said, looking at the distant sky, and Shellen, who was watching him, laughed again.



    



    “Don’t be too nervous. Nothing will happen.”



    



    “Ah… Haha… I’m not thinking anything strange. It’s just… I’m not used to this kind of situation.”



    



    Shellen smiled and subtly moved aside, and the Factory Manager finally relaxed and let out a sigh.



    



    Just then, a sudden gust of wind blew out the fire in the kettle. The hot spring was instantly enveloped in darkness.



    



    “A sudden wind…”



    



    “Oh my.”



    



    Just as the Factory Manager was about to reach for the clothes he had taken off, Shellen let out an exclamation.



    



    The clouds cleared, and the bright moon and stars appeared. The moonlight began to brightly illuminate the hot spring.



    



    “We don’t need the fire with this much light.”



    



    Shellen said, bathed in the moonlight, and the Factory Manager nodded silently.

  
    Chapter 36



    



    "Welcome!"



    



    "Welcome!"



    



    The ones who greeted the party with such friendly greetings were Porta and Kerta.



    



    The next morning, the factory crew woke up and visited the nearby Orc Village at Kapuntar's invitation from the day before.



    



    The Orc Village was circular, surrounded by hut-like tents made of wood and cloth.



    



    Overall, the round, cone-shaped tents were arranged in a circle, and fields stretched out around them.



    



    The circular plaza, the houses surrounding it, and the fields surrounding those houses formed a concentric pattern. And a small river flowed along one side of the village.



    



    For some reason, the Factory Manager liked that tranquil scenery.



    



    They slowly walked through the fields towards the huts.



    



    "It's a truly traditional Orc Village. I think it's true what they say, that Orcs like circles and humans like squares."



    



    Tehez began jotting things down in her notebook as she observed the village.



    



    "It's nature-friendly. And not noisy either."



    



    "Orcs traditionally don't like artificial things, right? Those houses are also made of cloth, wood, and leather, using fibers extracted from trees. They're probably easy to dismantle, being the traditional houses of nomadic Orcs. Although this village seems to be a settlement."



    



    Tehez explained in response to the Factory Manager's words.



    



    "Orcs still maintain their old traditions. Most elves have assimilated with humans and live like them, but that's often not the case with Orcs. Yet, humans still think of elves as the nature-friendly race."



    



    Channing, sandwiched between Porta and Kerta, spoke, and the two rubbed their faces against his.



    



    "Channing is smart."



    



    "Smart."



    



    "Hahaha... Um... It's a bit stuffy... Could you maybe..."



    



    Channing tried to speak, but the two weren't even listening.



    



    The Factory Manager left Channing to his fate and examined the tents. They were made by covering a wooden frame with thick cloth made of plant fibers.



    



    The shape, rising straight up to a point, reminded the Factory Manager of the Native American tents he had seen in old Western movies.



    



    He could also see a few houses that looked like Mongolian tents. The cloth covering them was white with red, blue, and other colored patterns, the same type of cloth that Kapuntar, Porta, and Kerta were wearing.



    



    The Factory Manager realized that the patterns were created by adding colored threads while weaving the cloth.



    



    "We're here!"



    



    "We're here!"



    



    "Hey, you've arrived. Welcome."



    



    While the Factory Manager was examining the tents, Porta and Kerta shouted, and Kapuntar emerged from inside a tent, warmly welcoming the factory crew.



    



    "Thank you for inviting us."



    



    "Guests of the inn are our guests as well. We've received a lot of help from the innkeeper, Shellen. Now then, let me show you around the village."



    



    Kapuntar said, leading the way, and the Factory Manager followed beside him with a grin.



    



    "You didn't bring your daughter today, it seems."



    



    "Daughter...? Ah, you must be talking about Illia. She's not my daughter. She said she went to the village with Marsha to play."



    



    "Ah, I see. My apologies. There's not much to see in the village, but please enjoy your visit."



    



    The Factory Manager shook his head with a smile.



    



    "No, it's a wonderful village. It must take a lot of effort to maintain it this well."



    



    "Haha, thank you for the compliment. Indeed, it does. We mine coal, grow crops, and sell them to the human villages through the innkeeper, Shellen, to earn money. We use that money to buy various goods, so we're engaged in trade, but there are limitations."



    



    At Kapuntar's words, the Factory Manager looked at Tehez, and she stepped forward and began to speak.



    



    "There are many people who discriminate against Orcs. Because their appearance is so different from humans, there are many who are reluctant to trade or interact with them. On top of that, there are harmful rumors that they eat people and are aggressive, which have become accepted as facts."



    



    "It's probably because of the past wars. Orcs are a race that traditionally considers it their duty to fight fearlessly in war. After the long-ago war, humans saw Orcs' performance in various battles and became afraid, which I can understand to some extent."



    



    Kapuntar's expression as he said this seemed a little lonely to the Factory Manager.



    



    He couldn't understand what it felt like to be discriminated against for no reason, but he knew it wouldn't feel good.



    



    The Factory Manager casually took out a cigarette from his pocket, lit it, and looked at the village scenery.



    



    In the fields next to the village, Orcs were farming with smiles on their faces, and on the other side, young Orcs were running around, laughing boisterously.



    



    The Factory Manager felt a sense of nostalgia for that seemingly peaceful scene.



    



    He subtly reached out and stroked an ear of grain growing by the side of the road. It was still green, but the ear was bearing small grains.



    



    The Factory Manager carefully examined the grain and opened his mouth.



    



    "Is this wheat?"



    



    "Ah, yes. We grow wheat, pumpkins, beans, corn, and so on. We also grow some vegetables. We pay taxes to the Lord and use the rest to make a living. It's not abundant, but it's a time of peace, so we're not starving."



    



    While listening to Kapuntar's story, the Factory Manager looked at the tools the Orcs were using. He saw them tilling the land with farming tools made of wood and stone.



    



    Some knives were made of metal, but most of the farming tools were stone. However, they were stone tools that seemed to have been crafted with considerable effort.



    



    "You're all very skilled. Stone tools made by grinding..."



    



    "It's because metal is not easy to obtain. We know iron tools are good, but they're not easy to get."



    



    Kapuntar called over one of the Orcs who was working, and the Orc brought over the tool he was using and handed it to him.



    



    It was a pickaxe with a stone blade fixed vertically to a long wooden handle. The stone was well-ground and shaped, neatly trimmed.



    



    "Wow, this is a wonderful stone tool. It's beautiful, polished so meticulously."



    



    "Haha, thank you, sir. I made it myself."



    



    The Orc who brought the pickaxe responded with a bright smile to the Factory Manager's compliment.



    



    The Factory Manager could tell that it was indeed made with great skill. Because it was stone, it was made thick for durability, but the blade part was also properly sharpened, and the left and right balance was well-maintained.



    



    He was truly impressed by the completeness of the stone tool, which must have been made by breaking and grinding stone without proper tools.



    



    "Stone tools... I've heard stories about places that still use tools made of stone, but I didn't expect to see them here."



    



    "We have a few at our house too. For things like pickaxes, making them out of stone is actually quite good. The pickaxe my father made wasn't as neat as this one, though. It was just roughly made from broken stones. This is a truly wonderful pickaxe."



    



    Tehez and Channing also expressed their admiration for the pickaxe, and the Orc who owned it burst into laughter even louder. Any race enjoys being praised.



    



    "Did you grind all of this to make it?"



    



    "Ah, first, you tap it with another stone, tap, tap, tap, to break the stone. You keep breaking it like that to shape it."



    



    As the Orc explained, Tehez started writing in her notebook.



    



    "And then you grind it down?"



    



    "Yes, you place it on a flat stone and grind it well while applying water. You have to grind it while paying attention to the center of gravity and such."



    



    "Aha!"



    



    "And finally, you fix it firmly to a wooden handle, and it's complete."



    



    The Orc's explanation was typical stone tool crafting.



    



    Seeing the Orcs still adhering to the way Neolithic humans made polished stone tools, the Factory Manager felt a sense of awe.



    



    They were probably still using stone tools because metal was hard to come by, but even so, it was remarkable that they were crafting stone tools with such precision.



    



    After the Orc took back his pickaxe and went back to work, Kapuntar looked at the Factory Manager and said,



    



    "Now then, let's go to my house."



    



    "Yes, alright."



    



    The Factory Manager replied to Kapuntar's words and started walking again.



    



    ******



    



    The Factory Manager and his party were led to Kapuntar's house.



    



    As they entered the large, circular tent, a neatly arranged house caught the Factory Manager's eye. In the center of the house, surrounded by stones, was a fireplace, and an iron pot hung over it.



    



    There was no bed, but a wooden mat was laid out on the floor, and on one side, what appeared to be a blanket was neatly folded.



    



    Invited inside, the Factory Manager and his party sat down on cushions under the guidance of a female Orc who appeared to be Kapuntar's wife.



    



    "This is my wife, Palamar."



    



    "Welcome."



    



    The female Orc, called Palamar, greeted them warmly, and the Factory Manager bowed his head in return.



    



    "Hey! Bring that over here quickly!"



    



    "Honestly! A drinking party in broad daylight?"



    



    At Kapuntar's words, Palamar sighed and placed a jar in front of them.



    



    "You treated me to good drinks yesterday, so I'll return the favor today."



    



    "Oh, that's very kind of you."



    



    Channing sighed as he watched the Factory Manager brighten up and sit closer at Kapuntar's words.



    



    "Channing, come with us!"



    



    "Come on!"



    



    Porta and Kerta pulled Channing by both hands. Unable to resist their strength, Channing was half-dragged out of the tent, and Tehez followed after watching for a moment.



    



    "Let's leave the youngsters and have a drink."



    



    Kapuntar said, handing over a clay cup, and the Factory Manager accepted it. It was a bit crude to call it pottery, but it was still a cup hardened by fire.



    



    "This is a wonderful cup."



    



    The Factory Manager praised it as he examined the cup. It was about the size of a soup bowl, with diagonal lines drawn on the outside.



    



    "My wife made it. Now, how about a drink!"



    



    Kapuntar said, scooping up a full ladle of the liquor from the jar. It was a cloudy, milky liquor with a slightly yellowish tint.



    



    As the liquor, which smelled like Makgeolli, filled the cup, the Factory Manager examined it more closely.



    



    "It smells good."



    



    "It's made from corn. Here, have a drink."



    



    Kapuntar filled his own cup and held it out, and the Factory Manager also slightly extended his cup. And they both brought their cups to their mouths at the same time.



    



    The slightly sweet and spicy liquor, like Makgeolli, also had a pleasant aroma.



    



    Emptying his cup, the Factory Manager let out a cheerful exclamation.



    



    "Wow! This is good!"



    



    "Glad you like it! Here, have another!"



    



    Kapuntar chuckled and scooped up more liquor with the ladle, and the Factory Manager accepted it again.



    



    Watching the two drinkers, Kapuntar's wife, Palamar, clicked her tongue and placed something in front of them.



    



    "Don't just drink on an empty stomach. Have this with it."



    



    On the wooden plate Palamar brought over were dried fruits and jerky.



    



    "Thanks."



    



    "Thank you for the food."



    



    Kapuntar and the Factory Manager raised their cups again, and Palamar sighed once more and headed towards the fireplace in the middle of the tent. She kneaded dough made of something and placed it on a wide stone plate.



    



    "Are you baking bread?"



    



    The Factory Manager asked, watching Palamar's actions, and Kapuntar nodded.



    



    "Yes, it's made from a dough of corn flour and wheat flour. It's a little different from the bread humans eat, but it's our staple food."



    



    "Ah, I see."



    



    The Factory Manager chewed on a piece of jerky and tilted his cup, and Kapuntar popped a dried fruit into his mouth.



    



    Meanwhile, Palamar brought over a piece of baked bread and handed it to the Factory Manager.



    



    "Here, sir, have a taste."



    



    "Ah, thank you."



    



    The Factory Manager took the hot, thin bread that Palamar handed him and tore a piece off with his mouth.



    



    The bread, with a slightly salty taste, was a bit tough and didn't have much flavor, but it tasted like something he wouldn't get tired of eating.



    



    Chewing on the palm-sized bread, the Factory Manager washed down the dryness with liquor.

  
    Chapter 37



    



    Porta and Kerta led Channing toward the forest next to the village.



    



    Channing followed them with a sigh, his expression resigned. Tehez walked beside him, observing the village with interest.



    



    "Where are you taking me?"



    



    "Channing, you're good at fixing things, right?"



    



    "Good at fixing things, right?"



    



    At the twins' words, Channing's expression hardened slightly before he nodded.



    



    "Well... I'm a Jinwoo Metal employee, so to a certain extent, yes."



    



    "Then we'd like you to fix this."



    



    The twins said so and entered the forest. Channing followed them, thinking he didn't know what to do with their behavior.



    



    As he pushed through the branches and went deeper into the forest, a familiar building came into view. It was a structure with a giant wheel, next to a wooden hut.



    



    "It's a watermill."



    



    "It's a watermill."



    



    Channing and Tehez said simultaneously at the sight, and the twins smiled brightly, gesturing towards the watermill.



    



    As he approached, Channing realized the watermill was older than he thought and wasn't turning properly, as if it was broken.



    



    "You want me to fix this?"



    



    Porta and Kerta opened the door of the watermill with bright smiles.



    



    "It's quite an old watermill."



    



    "Mom and Dad said it's been here since they were young."



    



    "They said it broke down a few years ago."



    



    Kerta continued Porta's words, and Channing carefully examined the watermill.



    



    "The gear shaft of the watermill is warped. That's why the connected gears are broken."



    



    "Wow. You knew just by looking at it."



    



    Tehez spoke to Channing, who had grasped the situation as soon as he saw the inside of the watermill. He scratched his head and began to examine the inside again.



    



    "Since it's all made of wood, it's reached the end of its lifespan. I need to replace the gear shaft and make new gears."



    



    Channing nodded as he spoke.



    



    "But this doesn't look like it was made by Orcs. What's the story behind it?"



    



    "A human made it for us a looong time ago."



    



    "It's a story from when Mom and Dad were young."



    



    Channing nodded again at Kerta and Porta's words.



    



    "I guess that's why they couldn't fix it and left it abandoned."



    



    "Can you fix it, Channing?"



    



    At Tehez's question, Channing grinned and scratched his head.



    



    "Let's give it a shot."



    



    3.



    



    Channing and Tehez, along with Kerta and Porta, returned to the inn to gather tools and then headed back to the watermill to start working.



    



    "Okay! You need to hold it steady there!"



    



    Channing shouted, holding onto a chain, and Kerta and Porta quickly pulled the rope.



    



    Channing decided to fix the wheel outside the watermill first. He built a frame with steel pipes and clamps and used a chain block to secure the water wheel. Kerta and Porta used ropes to further secure the wheel.



    



    After the wheel was secured with ropes, Channing removed the chain block.



    



    "First, I'll remove the warped shaft. Since it's made of wood, it'll warp over time, so I'm going to replace it with a steel pipe."



    



    "Will it be okay if the sizes are different?"



    



    "If we had ball bearings or something, it would work, but since we don't, we'll have to make the hole part again with plywood and fit it in."



    



    Channing talked with Tehez while checking the wooden stakes holding the wheel in place.



    



    "It's really stuck."



    



    "Can you pull it out?"



    



    Tehez asked Channing, who was hanging onto the fixed water wheel, struggling to pull out the embedded stake. Channing nodded and started to put more force into it.



    



    "Ugh... This is... really... Yikes!"



    



    The stake he was pulling hard with pliers suddenly popped out, and Channing, losing his balance, staggered and fell into the stream.



    



    Kerta and Porta burst into laughter at the sight, and Tehez also turned her head and started laughing.



    



    "Phew! Haha... Help me instead of just laughing."



    



    Channing grumbled, soaking wet, but everyone just kept laughing.



    



    Afterward, Channing, who came inside the building, pulled out the old shaft with the help of Kerta and Porta.



    



    After removing all the gears attached to the old shaft, Channing began to examine the wheel. The teeth, made by inserting cylinders into a circular plate, were missing in places.



    



    "This is unusable. Can we make new ones?"



    



    "It would be nice to make them with metal, but we don't have the materials."



    



    Tehez said, looking at the broken gears in response to Channing's words, and Channing crossed his arms and stared at the gears.



    



    "Hmm..."



    



    "Do you have a good idea, Channing?"



    



    "Do you have an idea?"



    



    "I'm thinking about it. I feel like something's coming to mind, but not quite... Hmm..."



    



    Channing, looking at the gears, pulled out one of the wooden cylinders. The old cylinder snapped.



    



    "Ha. This is a dead end... Hmm... Um... If I do this and this..."



    



    Channing started pondering, looking at the piece of wood for a long time, and Kerta and Porta watched him silently.



    



    "What is he thinking so hard about?"



    



    "Dad said when a man is deep in thought, he's thinking about something important."



    



    Kerta replied to Tehez's murmur, and Tehez nodded slightly.



    



    "Mom said they're just thinking useless thoughts."



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    Tehez burst out laughing at Porta's retort. However, seeing Channing's unusually serious expression, she decided to observe a little longer.



    



    After pondering for a long time, Channing clapped his hands and jumped up.



    



    "Alright. Everyone come here and help me!"



    



    Channing put down the gear and spoke, and Tehez nodded.



    



    Channing gave Kerta and Porta detailed instructions and sent them outside the mill. He removed the wooden shaft connected to the water wheel and inserted a steel pipe.



    



    Since the steel pipe was thinner than the old wooden shaft, the hole didn't fit properly. Channing solved this by drilling a hole in the plywood with a hole saw.



    



    A hole saw is a cylindrical saw used to drill circular holes, attached to the front of an impact driver.



    



    Channing inserted the plywood with the drilled hole into the shaft, attached it to the wall, and secured it firmly with nails.



    



    The other side went through a hole drilled in the thick square pillar that ran through the middle of the mill, and he filled that part in the same way.



    



    "For now, this completes the main shaft. Next is the shaft connected to the millstone. Since this part needs to be connected to the millstone, I'm going to try to give it more strength by properly connecting the bolts."



    



    Channing pulled out the shaft connected vertically to the millstone. The millstone had a square hole, and the shaft that fit into it was cut square for connection.



    



    "You're going to make the pipe square?"



    



    "No. I'm going to drill more holes in the millstone and weld the pipe to fix it in those holes. That way, it can withstand more force. Ah, Tehez. Can you remove all those gears and take out the wooden rods they're attached to?"



    



    At Channing's words, Tehez looked at the disassembled gears and nodded.



    



    "Channing! We brought what you asked for."



    



    "We brought it!"



    



    In the meantime, Kerta and Porta entered the mill carrying an oxy-fuel welding torch.



    



    "Ah! Good job. You brought the right thing just by listening to the explanation."



    



    At Channing's praise, Kerta and Porta looked at each other and smiled brightly. Channing quickly changed the bit of the impact drill and started positioning it on the millstone.



    



    After struggling with a tape measure and a pen for a long time, Channing finally found the right position. He climbed onto the giant millstone, gripped the impact drill tightly with both hands, and pressed the button.



    



    The sound of the impact drill rotating and the stone being chipped away filled the mill.



    



    Kerta and Porta grimaced and covered their ears, but Channing continued drilling the holes without a care.



    



    After drilling two holes, one on each side, Channing replaced the impact bit with a hole saw bit and started drilling holes in the steel pipe.



    



    After a lot of sparks flew, a hole was finally drilled through the steel pipe. He carefully inserted a slightly thinner steel pipe into it.



    



    "So you're making the middle pipe the axis and creating separate force-bearing parts on each side."



    



    "Yes. That way, it can withstand more force. Tehez, help me with the welding."



    



    Channing put on a protective mask after answering Tehez's question, and Tehez quickly put on her own. As he opened the valve of the oxygen tank and lit it, a strong flame erupted.



    



    "Ah, Kerta and Porta, don't look. You could hurt your eyes."



    



    "But we want to see."



    



    "We want to see."



    



    The twins replied, but when Tehez shook her head, they both turned around.



    



    Tehez put on gloves and held the pipe that went through the steel pipe with her hand, and Channing took the welding rod and started welding. A bright light melted the welding rod and started joining the pipes.



    



    "Okay. This part seems done. Tehez, did you remove all the wooden rods from the circular plates?"



    



    "Yeah. They were just inserted, so they all came out easily."



    



    "Then while I finish the rest of the welding, can you put in the bolts and nuts? Size 100."



    



    "Aha! Got it."



    



    Understanding his intention, Tehez smiled and started inserting bolts into the disassembled circular plates, and Channing continued welding.



    



    "Can we open our eyes now?"



    



    "Can we open our eyes?"



    



    "Ah, it's okay now. I'm done."



    



    When Channing closed the gas and oxygen tank valves, Kerta and Porta turned around.



    



    "Now it's time to assemble. Tehez, how are the gears?"



    



    Tehez showed the gears in her hand. Bolts were firmly fixed to the circular wooden plates.



    



    "Excellent. It's temporary, but it'll work."



    



    "It probably won't last long like this, right?"



    



    "We'll have to make proper gears when we get back. I'll talk to the Factory Manager-nim. For now, let's just make it work."



    



    Channing inserted the gears into the pre-installed shaft, drilled holes with the impact drill, and secured them with bolts.



    



    "Wouldn't it be sturdier to fix another one on the opposite side?"



    



    "Hmm. You're right. One seems a bit insufficient, doesn't it?"



    



    Channing nodded at Tehez's words and drilled a hole on the opposite side and fastened a bolt.



    



    "For now, the shaft connected to the water wheel is done. Now we need to connect the millstone shaft."



    



    "I'll help with this too. You finish the bottom part, Channing. I'll finish the top gear part."



    



    "I'll leave it to you."



    



    Channing and Tehez each climbed onto the millstone.



    



    After carefully setting up the shaft, they aligned the holes drilled in the millstone and the pipe and inserted the bolts.



    



    Channing tightened the bolts with a ratchet wrench and looked up.



    



    "How's it going?"



    



    "It's done. I've also set up the moving function properly."



    



    "As expected, you're reliable. Alright! Then the inside is mostly done. Let's fix the water wheel outside."



    



    Channing gathered his tools. He went to where the water wheel was tied up, carefully inserted the steel pipe into the water wheel shaft, and meticulously filled the remaining gaps with pieces of wood.



    



    "Ugh. Since the hole sizes are different, it's not ideal. I tried to be thorough, but it might be slightly off."



    



    "It's only a millimeter difference. It shouldn't be a big problem. This kind of watermill isn't something that breaks down with that much error."



    



    "Still... If the Factory Manager-nim finds out, he'll scold me for doing it this way."



    



    When Channing sighed as he got off the water wheel, Tehez burst out laughing.



    



    "I thought you didn't care much since you always smile even when you get scolded, but you're also afraid of the Factory Manager-nim's scolding."



    



    "Do you think I like being scolded? Kerta! Porta! We're done, so try letting the water flow!"



    



    Channing got off the water wheel, went out to the stream, and shouted. Kerta and Porta, who were upstream where the water flowed down, nodded and pulled out the wooden board blocking the water flow.



    



    Water started rushing in through the waterway dug separately next to the stream.



    



    "Okay. Tehez, untie the knot there."



    



    Channing checked the water flow and climbed up the wall to untie the rope holding the water wheel. At the same time, Tehez untied the knot as well.



    



    As the rope that was holding it in place was untied, the water wheel started to rotate powerfully.



    



    Channing quickly pulled the rope to prevent it from getting tangled.



    



    "Wow! It's turning!"



    



    "It's turning!"



    



    Kerta and Porta, watching from above, cheered, and Channing nodded, looking at the rotating water wheel. The water wheel started to turn vigorously, hit by the falling water.



    



    "Good. It seems like there's no big problem with the water wheel part."



    



    "Now it's just a matter of whether the inside works properly. Let's go in and connect it."



    



    Tehez opened the mill door as Channing clapped and rejoiced.



    



    Kerta and Porta, who were up above, quickly came down, and the four of them entered the mill together.



    



    "Alright. Then let's give it a try!"



    



    Channing said, going to the side of the gear and grabbing the handle.



    



    The gear connected to the millstone was usually lowered, and when the handle was pulled up, the gear would rise and mesh with the water wheel's gear.



    



    "Heave-ho!"



    



    Channing pulled the handle with all his weight, and the gear rose, meshing with the water wheel's gear.



    



    With a creaking sound, the gear connected to the millstone started rotating, turning the millstone.



    



    "Wow, it's moving!"



    



    "It's moving!"



    



    Kerta and Porta jumped up and down, cheering, and hugged Channing.



    



    "Cough! Cough! I can't... breathe!"



    



    Channing coughed at the sudden hug from the Orc twins, but his expression wasn't unpleasant.



    



    "You'll kill Channing."



    



    Tehez spoke up, unable to watch any longer, and the twins released Channing. He grabbed his neck and started coughing.



    



    "Huff. Huff... Anyway, we confirmed that it's working fine, right?"



    



    "Yes! Mom and Dad will be happy!"



    



    "That's right! They said they have memories here."



    



    Kerta and Porta chattered excitedly, and Channing cleared his throat and looked around the inside of the mill, asking,



    



    "Memories of the watermill? That's a peculiar memory. What did you do here?"



    



    "They said our older brother was made here."



    



    "That's right!"



    



    "Cough! Cough! Oh my!"



    



    Channing was so surprised by the sudden words that he started coughing, and Tehez burst out laughing.



    



    "Wh... What do you mean..."



    



    Tehez burst out laughing again at the sight of Channing blushing and muttering, and Kerta and Porta also burst into laughter.

  
    Chapter 38



    .



    



    "We're back!"



    



    "We're back!"



    



    Kerta and Porta shouted loudly as they entered the tent, and Palamar, who was cooking, greeted them warmly.



    



    "Mom! Mom! Channing fixed the watermill!"



    



    "Fixed it!"



    



    "Oh my, you two! Did you ask a guest to do that?"



    



    Palamar shouted, but the twins burst into laughter and ran into the house, jumping into Kapuntar's arms.



    



    Kapuntar, who was drinking, was taken aback by the sudden attack of his daughters and fell backward, embracing them.



    



    "Dad! The watermill is fixed!"



    



    "Fixed it!"



    



    "Oh?! He fixed it? Is it working properly?"



    



    Kapuntar, his face flushed red, asked as he sat up, still holding his daughters, and Kerta and Porta nodded.



    



    "Channing fixed it? He didn't break it?"



    



    "Factory Manager-nim... I've learned a thing or two, you know,"



    



    "And I helped too."



    



    Channing said with a smile, and Tehez added, causing the Factory Manager to burst into laughter.



    



    "Well, I suppose it would have been better with Tehez around."



    



    "Factory Manager-nim!"



    



    "Hahahahahahaha!"



    



    Channing yelled in frustration, and the Factory Manager started laughing again.



    



    After laughing for a while, the Factory Manager asked Channing,



    



    "So, did you satisfy the customer?"



    



    Channing smiled at the Factory Manager.



    



    "You can tell by looking at the twins' faces."



    



    The Factory Manager glanced at Kerta and Porta, who were talking with Kapuntar, and took the glass of alcohol from Channing's hand.



    



    "You finally managed to contribute something! So, how much did you charge for the labor?"



    



    The Factory Manager asked as he poured more alcohol into his glass, and the smile disappeared from Channing's face. Seeing this, the Factory Manager burst into laughter and brought the glass to his lips.



    



    "You idiot! You're still half-baked! Hahahaha! I'll deduct the cost of materials from your salary, so keep that in mind!"



    



    "Uh... uh... no. Factory Manager-nim! That's, uh..."



    



    "Hahahaha! Channing's face is hilarious!"



    



    "Hilarious!"



    



    Kerta and Porta burst into laughter at the sight of Channing sweating and pleading. Tehez also scratched her head with a look that said she had forgotten.



    



    While everyone was laughing, Palamar approached.



    



    "Now, everyone stop that and let's eat."



    



    Palamar placed a huge iron pot next to them. It was a large iron pot with hot steam rising from it. A thick, red liquid was bubbling inside the pot.



    



    "Now, let's talk while we eat."



    



    "Let's do that!"



    



    The Factory Manager replied to Kapuntar's words, and Tehez, Channing, Kerta, and Porta also brought cushions and sat around together. Palamar handed out earthenware bowls to everyone.



    



    The earthenware bowls were filled with the thick food that had been boiling in the pot. It was a stew-like dish with a reddish hue.



    



    "This smells a bit spicy, doesn't it?"



    



    The Factory Manager said, sniffing the aroma, and Palamar smiled and said,



    



    "Do you like spicy food? It's called Posole, made with corn, vegetables, and lots of meat, all simmered with a spicy kick. You can eat it with bread."



    



    "Mom's Posole is delicious."



    



    "Delicious."



    



    Kerta and Porta replied to Palamar's words, and the Factory Manager scooped up a spoonful of Posole with a wooden spoon. A slightly thick and spicy taste spread throughout his mouth.



    



    "Whoa! This is a bit spicy!"



    



    "Haa... It's really spicy."



    



    While Tehez and Channing were surprised by the spiciness, the Factory Manager smiled brightly and brought the Posole to his mouth again. A spicier taste than Borscht spread throughout his mouth.



    



    "Wow! This! Yes! If it's going to be spicy, it should be this spicy! This is great!"



    



    The Factory Manager exclaimed in admiration, chewing on the bread and scooping up more Posole.



    



    The Factory Manager was tasting something familiar in the food of this world. It was the feeling of a rich and thick meat broth, like Yukgaejang or Bone Hangover Soup.



    



    Of course, he could sense a slightly different aroma and texture from the spices, but the similar taste made the Factory Manager feel good.



    



    Seeing the Factory Manager enjoying the Posole, Kapuntar burst into laughter and offered him a glass of alcohol.



    



    "I'm glad you like it! Here's a drink!"



    



    The Factory Manager also raised his glass and took a sip.



    



    The slightly sweet and tingling corn Takju blended with the spicy flavor in his mouth, further enhancing the savory taste. It was a combination that any Korean would love.



    



    The Factory Manager also enjoyed eating spicy Bone Hangover Soup with Soju or Makgeolli, made with chopped Cheongyang peppers.



    



    Since he was drinking a similar alcohol with similar food, the Factory Manager felt even better than before.



    



    "Kyaaah! This is it! This is really good!"



    



    "You're handling the spice well."



    



    "It's spicy, but it's quite delicious. The chewy corn and vegetables are also tasty."



    



    Channing replied to the Factory Manager's exclamation, and Tehez also commented on the taste of the Posole.



    



    "It's less spicy and tastes better when eaten with this bread."



    



    "I see. By the way, can I have a drink too?"



    



    Channing, responding to Tehez's words, spoke to the Factory Manager and Kapuntar. The Factory Manager and Kapuntar burst into laughter and filled a new earthenware bowl with alcohol, handing it to Channing.



    



    "Here! Have a drink, young Elf!"



    



    "Wow, this smells quite nice."



    



    Channing raised the glass with a smile and took a sip.



    



    After cautiously taking a sip, Channing widened his eyes for a moment, looked at the alcohol, and then, with a bright smile, gulped it all down.



    



    Channing, who had finished the alcohol that filled the rather large earthenware bowl, put down the glass with a sound that resonated from his throat.



    



    "Wow! This is good!"



    



    "Hahaha! You like it? Here, have another glass and try it with the stew."



    



    The Factory Manager said, pouring more alcohol with a ladle, pleased with Channing's reaction, and Channing took a large spoonful of the stew and immediately drank the alcohol. Then, he frowned and let out a deep sigh.



    



    "Ohhh... This is it. This is it! This is the food meant for this alcohol!"



    



    "Hahahaha! I didn't know an Elf would appreciate this taste! Here, have another glass!"



    



    Kapuntar, seemingly pleased with Channing's reaction, filled his glass again with a ladle full of alcohol.



    



    Channing smiled and grabbed the glass. Just like that, he had downed three glasses of Takju in an instant. The Factory Manager and Kapuntar chuckled at the sight.



    



    "Good! Now that it's kicking in, let's drink properly!"



    



    "We were already drinking properly, you fool. If you keep drinking because it tastes good, you'll be in trouble."



    



    "Alright! Honey! Bring another bottle of alcohol! We're going to have a real drink today."



    



    At Channing and the Factory Manager's words, Kapuntar shouted, and Palamar, tearing off a piece of bread, shouted back.



    



    "Oh my. You guys are always crazy about alcohol!"



    



    "The Factory Manager-nim and Channing are the same. Men can't resist alcohol."



    



    Tehez also chimed in with Palamar's exclamation, and the two burst into laughter.



    



    "Hey... I'll go get it."



    



    Kapuntar clicked his tongue at the sight and got up to get the alcohol himself, while Channing emptied the rest of the alcohol into his mouth.



    



    5.



    



    As evening approached, the Factory Manager stepped out of the tent and shook hands with Kapuntar.



    



    "Thank you for the hospitality today."



    



    "No, I enjoyed it too. But I apologize that the young man who came with you ended up in that state."



    



    Kapuntar looked at Channing.



    



    Channing, completely limp, was hanging onto Kerta and Porta's arms. Kerta and Porta were holding his arms from both sides, and Channing could barely stand, unable to control his body properly.



    



    The Factory Manager glanced at Channing, who was completely drunk, and sighed.



    



    "It's his fault for drinking so much of that Sitting Down Alcohol. Don't worry about it."



    



    "Haha... Then I hope to see you again."



    



    "Yes, let's go fishing together again sometime."



    



    The Factory Manager and Kapuntar finished their greetings and left the village. Channing, still unconscious, was being dragged away by Kerta and Porta.



    



    "He's an interesting fellow."



    



    "Indeed. He's different from other humans. The young people who came with him are also good."



    



    Kapuntar replied to Palamar's words and gently placed his hand on her shoulder.



    



    "By the way, since the watermill is fixed, shall we go take a look?"



    



    Palamar gently pushed Kapuntar's arm away and moved into the tent.



    



    "We need to clean up quickly. I have to do the dishes too."



    



    Kapuntar quickly wrapped his arms around Palamar's waist and lifted her up as she was about to enter the tent.



    



    "Oh my! What are you doing?!"



    



    "Come on, I'll do the dishes later. Let's go see it. Like old times."



    



    "Honestly, you're drunk!"



    



    Palamar burst into laughter as Kapuntar carried her on his back and walked.



    



    "Alright, alright. I'll walk, so put me down."



    



    Only then did Kapuntar put his wife down.



    



    ******



    



    The two slowly walked into the forest.



    



    The sun was gradually setting, painting the sky with colors, and the forest was exuding an even more mystical aura. It was getting darker, but for the Orcs who lived in the forest, it was nothing.



    



    Just like that, the two arrived at the stream where the watermill was located.



    



    "Is it fixed properly?"



    



    "It seems to be. The axle has been replaced with iron."



    



    "To use iron even for this... Humans are truly amazing."



    



    Kapuntar replied to Palamar's words, looking at the axle, and Palamar climbed up and pulled out a wooden plank. Water flowed out, and the watermill began to turn.



    



    Kapuntar admired the watermill as it creaked and turned.



    



    "Whew! That Elf youngster fixed it splendidly!"



    



    "Indeed. It's turning well. Now it'll be much easier to grind corn and flour. The women of the village will all be happy."



    



    Palamar climbed down and entered the watermill house. Kapuntar followed her inside.



    



    The creaking sound of the turning watermill echoed, and Kapuntar approached the gear that had been broken.



    



    "Wow... This is also made of iron."



    



    "Then it'll be even more durable."



    



    "Durable is good."



    



    Kapuntar moved the handle to engage the gears. As the gears meshed, the large millstone began to turn.



    



    "It seems like the speed has increased?"



    



    "He added something to the axle. I guess that's why."



    



    Palamar marveled at the speed of rotation. It felt like it was turning faster than the old one.



    



    "He must be quite skilled. That black-haired man."



    



    "I suppose so. His apprentice is this skilled. He said he came to fix the inn as well."



    



    "Come to think of it, wasn't the person who built this watermill also a human? He also had black hair."



    



    Kapuntar shrugged at Palamar's words.



    



    "Well, my father said that craftsman was very skilled, but that was when my father was young. It couldn't be the same person."



    



    "True. This has been here since we were born."



    



    Palamar approached the handle and pulled it down. The connected gear disengaged, and the turning millstone stopped. The grinding sound ceased, and only the sound of the axle turning remained.



    



    "Anyway, it's good that it's fixed. It broke down badly last year, and we thought we couldn't do anything about it."



    



    "We tried to fix it little by little, but we had our limits. We definitely need proper tools."



    



    As Kapuntar's expression hardened, Palamar approached him and placed her hand on his shoulder.



    



    "Now, now, stop worrying and let's go home. The sun is about to set."



    



    Palamar pulled Kapuntar's hand, but he didn't budge. She pulled harder, but Kapuntar still didn't move.



    



    Palamar frowned slightly and looked at him, and Kapuntar smiled and wrapped his arms around her waist.



    



    "Oh my! What's gotten into this Orc?!"



    



    "It would be a shame to leave after coming all the way here. It brings back memories."



    



    Palamar burst into laughter at the sight of Kapuntar's mischievous smile.



    



    ******



    



    The sun was setting, and darkness descended upon the forest.



    



    The creaking sound of the still-turning watermill continued to echo softly.
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    The factory crew returned to the workshop after their short vacation.



    



    The factory was bustling with activity again as they had to finish the backlog of work that had piled up during their days off.



    



    The sounds of machines filled the air, and everyone was busy moving around, focused on their respective tasks.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. I've finished cutting them!"



    



    Channing said as he brought the cut parts to the Factory Manager, who received the parts in a plastic box. He then slowly examined them.



    



    There were a total of four parts, all neatly cut.



    



    "Hmm. You cut them well. You're using the milling machine well now."



    



    "Haha. It's already been a few months."



    



    Channing smiled at the Factory Manager's praise, and the Factory Manager picked up two of the parts.



    



    "We've been getting a lot of orders for hinges lately."



    



    "Ours are sturdy and precise. The doors here are all made of solid wood, so the hinges need to be strong. This one is also for a nobleman's study door, so they asked us to make it strong and neat."



    



    The Factory Manager replied to Channing's words and tried fitting the two parts together. The symmetrical parts fit perfectly.



    



    "Hmm. They fit perfectly. Channing, give me the pin."



    



    "Yes. Here you go."



    



    Channing lifted the pin that was on the workbench, and the Factory Manager pushed it into the hole where the hinges were supposed to connect. The pin went in only about a finger's length and then wouldn't go any further.



    



    Thinking that the pin might be too thick, the Factory Manager pulled it out and examined the hole. Then he realized why the pin wouldn't go in and yelled.



    



    "Channing! I told you to measure and cut accurately! The holes are misaligned, so the pin won't go in! There's a 2 millimeter (mm) difference!"



    



    "Oops! I think the chuck moved a little while I was drilling the holes. The others should fit fine."



    



    Channing replied with a laugh at the Factory Manager's scolding, and the Factory Manager sighed and took out a cigarette.



    



    "Honestly, that guy's just getting cheekier... Tehez! We're working overtime today, so get ready!"



    



    "Overtime again?"



    



    At Channing's question, the Factory Manager flicked Channing's head with his knuckle and said,



    



    "It's not because of your mistake! We have to make eight of these, and if you make a mistake like this from the first one, how are we going to finish on time?! We have to work overtime to meet the deadline! Illia! Go to the restaurant and order dinner."



    



    Illia nodded, put down her rag, and went outside.



    



    It was just another day at the factory.



    



    2.



    



    "Ugh... Finally done..."



    



    Late in the evening, Channing finished the last weld, let out a cheer, and put his protective mask on the table.



    



    Stretching and twisting his waist, Channing sat down on a chair and looked at Tehez.



    



    "Tehez! Work's done, don't you want to go for a drink?"



    



    Tehez shook her head, carefully examining a piece of copper she was polishing.



    



    "No thanks. I'm tired, so I'm going to wash up and sleep."



    



    "What about the Factory Manager-nim?"



    



    The Factory Manager, who was cutting sheet metal with a steel pen and ruler, shook his head.



    



    "I'm good too. You go ahead and have a drink by yourself."



    



    "Hmm... Well, if everyone else is done, I'll be off then."



    



    Channing took off the top part of his one-piece work overalls, tied the sleeves around his waist, and went out the back door. The Factory Manager silently continued his work.



    



    Tehez stretched and twisted her waist. Illia had already gone to bed, and she thought she should take a shower and go to bed soon since she was tired too.



    



    As she was about to move, Tehez noticed the Factory Manager cutting sheet metal.



    



    After thinking about the orders they had received, Tehez couldn't figure out what he was making with the sheet metal. She didn't remember receiving an order for anything like that.



    



    Curious, Tehez walked over to the Factory Manager and spoke to him.



    



    "Master. What are you making?"



    



    "A giant windmill."



    



    The Factory Manager started cutting the sheet metal.



    



    Tehez approached the Factory Manager as he cut the sheet metal with a large cutter, making a clanging sound.



    



    "What are you doing? Not going home?"



    



    "Just wondering what new and amazing thing you're making."



    



    "It's nothing special. I'm not going to finish it here anyway."



    



    The Factory Manager continued cutting the sheet metal.



    



    After cutting a bunch of sheet metal into the same shape, the Factory Manager started punching holes in them with a punch.



    



    "I'll help you."



    



    Tehez said, putting her gloves back on, and the Factory Manager slid two parts towards her.



    



    "Okay. Then connect this piece to this hole and tighten it with a bolt."



    



    Tehez brought an impact driver and a wrench and started fixing the parts the Factory Manager had given her. They were pieces that had been bent and punched with holes to attach a round object.



    



    The punched and folded parts were bent at an angle. Tehez fixed them one by one.



    



    "What is this?"



    



    "A giant windmill."



    



    "A windmill? We never received an order for that."



    



    "No, we didn't."



    



    The Factory Manager punched a hole and took out a cigarette. Tehez looked a little surprised. This was because the Factory Manager, who usually didn't like to make things even when they had orders, was taking the initiative to make something.



    



    "It's surprising to see you making something we didn't get an order for."



    



    "Well, there are times like this too."



    



    Tehez laid the completed pieces out in a circle on the floor, and after looking them over, the Factory Manager nodded and put them in a plastic box.



    



    "Good. That's about it. Thanks for your hard work late at night."



    



    "Don't mention it. Tomorrow's a day off. It's amazing that we get two days off on the weekend."



    



    "Is it?"



    



    The Factory Manager loaded the plastic box onto a hand truck and pulled it out the back door.



    



    "Alright. I'm ready to go."



    



    "Where are you going?"



    



    Tehez asked, taking off her gloves, and the Factory Manager nodded.



    



    "I'm going to the inn tomorrow with Illia."



    



    "Eh?!"



    



    Tehez exclaimed in surprise, and the Factory Manager, embarrassed, scratched his head and looked away.



    



    "No, it's just... I'm going to the hot springs to relax and there's something I need to install. It's been two weeks since we went there."



    



    Tehez smiled and approached the Factory Manager.



    



    "That sounds nice. I'll go with you. Let's take Channing too."



    



    "Leave Channing. What use would he be?"



    



    "You're not good at driving the carriage, Factory Manager-nim. It'll take you an extra day if you drive."



    



    Persuaded by Tehez, the Factory Manager scratched his head.



    



    "I... Is that so?"



    



    "Yes, it is. So take Channing with you. I'll go to the pub and drag him out now. If he drinks too much, he won't be able to drive the carriage tomorrow."



    



    As Tehez said that and walked out the door, the Factory Manager started to reach out to stop her, then stopped.



    



    -You're young.-



    



    "Shut up!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted, and the black sword burst out laughing.



    



    -I heard about it from Channing. The innkeeper is quite a beauty, isn't she?-



    



    "Don't say such strange things, you inanimate object."



    



    -Do you know how long I've lived? I know all about the stories of men and women.-



    



    The Factory Manager reached out and grabbed the sword.



    



    "Don't say strange things to the kids."



    



    -What's wrong with that? If you don't have a wife and the innkeeper doesn't have a husband, there's nothing wrong with getting along.-



    



    "Yeah, do whatever you want. Do whatever you want."



    



    The Factory Manager hung the sword back on the wall.



    



    3.



    



    Arriving at the Red Rooster, Tehez carefully entered. Despite the late hour, the place was packed with drinkers.



    



    "Oh my? Tehez, what brings you here so late?"



    



    Richel, who was carrying two full glasses of beer, asked in surprise when she saw Tehez. Tehez pointed to Channing, who was sitting in the corner of the restaurant.



    



    "I came to get him."



    



    "Really? He said he was going to drink like crazy today since tomorrow's a day off."



    



    Tehez shrugged.



    



    "The Factory Manager-nim said he's going to the inn tomorrow."



    



    "Ah. To your aunt's place? Didn't that end with the last visit?"



    



    "I guess there's something he needs to install. He said he was going with just Illia, but I thought we should go with him."



    



    Richel nodded and then whispered,



    



    "Let me come too. I'll sneak over to your factory in the morning."



    



    "What?!"



    



    "Shh!"



    



    Tehez exclaimed in surprise, and Richel signaled her to be quiet and glanced towards the kitchen.



    



    "If my mom finds out, it'll be a big problem. I need a break too. So, see you tomorrow."



    



    "Hey! Where's my beer?!"



    



    "Yes! Coming! Take good care of Tehez!"



    



    Richel shouted back at the call of a drinker and moved away, and Tehez slowly walked towards the corner.



    



    In the corner, Channing, Kelper, and other familiar apprentices were laughing and drinking boisterously.



    



    "So, there's a cheese shop in the west alley, and the daughter there is quite pretty."



    



    "Channing, are you always talking about girls from other alleys? There are plenty of pretty girls in our alley. Like Tehez in your workshop."



    



    "Hey! Tehez is pretty?! You're a metalworker, but your eyes are that bad..."



    



    Channing, who was laughing and talking, suddenly stopped when he saw Tehez.



    



    The other apprentices cheered when they saw Tehez.



    



    "Wow! Tehez! What brings you here?"



    



    "Yeah! Hey! Make some room!"



    



    The apprentices hurriedly welcomed her and made space, but Tehez shook her head.



    



    "No. I didn't come to drink. I came to get Channing."



    



    "What?! Me? Why?!"



    



    Channing asked in surprise, and Tehez sighed and spoke.



    



    "The Factory Manager-nim is going to the inn tomorrow. He has something to install. You need to drive the carriage and help with the installation. I'm going too."



    



    "That's not fair. I made all sorts of plans for this week off."



    



    The drunken Channing collapsed onto the table with a look of despair, and the apprentices laughed and shook his shoulders.



    



    "Hey! If the Master says so, the apprentice has to follow!"



    



    "That's right. That's what an apprentice is! Hahaha! Get up, man!"



    



    As the other apprentices forcibly pulled Channing up, he reached out to Tehez with a tearful expression.



    



    "Ugh. I don't want to go. I wanted to sleep in tomorrow..."



    



    As Channing approached as if to hug her, Tehez subtly dodged to the side. Channing fell flat on the restaurant floor.



    



    "Wahahaha!"



    



    "Hey! Mister! What are you doing getting drunk already!"



    



    The drinkers in the restaurant burst into laughter at the sight of Channing collapsing with a thud.



    



    Richel, passing by, nudged Channing with her foot.



    



    "Hey! Channing! Go home if you want to sleep! Don't sleep on our restaurant floor!"



    



    Channing staggered to his feet and sighed.



    



    "Alright. I'm going. Going."



    



    "Good! Have a good trip! We'll drink a little more!"



    



    "You idiots! You have to work tomorrow! Stop drinking too!"



    



    Channing yelled at the apprentices, but they just laughed, raised their glasses, and toasted, enjoying the moment.



    



    Channing sighed and looked at Tehez with a sad expression.



    



    "Let's go... Tehez... I need to wake up early tomorrow..."



    



    "Uh... Yeah... But is not being able to drink more really that sad?"



    



    Tehez asked, looking at Channing, who replied with truly sad eyes.



    



    "There's nothing sadder than deciding to drink a lot and not being able to drink that much..."



    



    "Honestly... Elves don't have the image of being heavy drinkers."



    



    "That's a prejudice. Elves, humans, Orcs, Mazoku... Everyone becomes happy and friends with alcohol. No wars, everyone's happy."



    



    Tehez sighed deeply at Channing's nonsense.



    



    "That's the most pathetic thing I've ever heard. Come on! Just walk straight!"



    



    Tehez shouted, grabbed Channing's arm as he staggered, and helped him out of the restaurant.

  
    Chapter 40



    



    "Haaaam... Suddenly going to the inn for a bath... You must have really liked the hot springs."



    



    Channing, yawning while driving the carriage, spoke, and the Factory Manager, unnecessarily looking at the scenery outside, took out a cigarette and replied.



    



    "You try getting to this age. These days, my shoulders and back are so stiff, soaking in the hot springs feels so good."



    



    "I love the water. My stiff shoulders went away too."



    



    Richel, who was sitting in the back seat, suddenly poked her head forward and said, and Channing, who was listening from the side, yawned and replied.



    



    "With those big things hanging on your chest, of course your shoulders would hurt."



    



    At Channing's words, Richel blushed and smacked the back of his head. The Factory Manager, who had burst out laughing while looking outside, ended up getting hit on the back by Richel's hand.



    



    Grumbling, Richel sat back down and asked Illia, who was next to her.



    



    "Illia, what are you going to do when we get there?"



    



    "Marsha said we should go mushroom picking in the forest next time she comes."



    



    Illia replied with a bright smile.



    



    She seems to have become quite close with the innkeeper's daughter, the Factory Manager thought as he took out a cigarette.



    



    "We're almost there. We left earlier than last time, so we arrived faster."



    



    Channing, holding the Aspur's reins, said as he turned into the path leading to the inn.



    



    "Uh... What's that?"



    



    Channing asked, looking at something standing on one side of the inn's yard, and the Factory Manager, looking at the object, replied.



    



    "Oh. Kapuntar did a good job, didn't he?"



    



    Richel and Tehez also stuck their heads out of the carriage and looked at the object.



    



    "It's a tower made of wood. It's a tower, but hmm? It has a unique style."



    



    Tehez said, sketching the shape of the tower in her notebook, and Richel shaded her eyes with her hand to get a better look.



    



    "Are you going to build a new building?"



    



    "No. I'll tell you when we get there. Channing. Let's hurry in."



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    Channing flicked the reins, and the Aspur climbed the hill at a faster pace.



    



    As the carriage entered the inn's yard, the Orcs who were carrying lumber looked at the carriage. Among them, a large Orc grinned and waved his hand. It was Kapuntar.



    



    "Hey! You're here!"



    



    "You worked hard!"



    



    Responding to Kapuntar's greeting, the Factory Manager got out of the carriage, walked over, and shook hands firmly with Kapuntar.



    



    "You made it wonderfully!"



    



    "Haha! It's nothing. Just enlarged the model you sent me. The tools you sent were excellent too."



    



    "No. You're quick to understand. Others wouldn't have been able to make it like this."



    



    Listening to the conversation between the Factory Manager and Kapuntar, Channing looked around the tower.



    



    The tower was built over the well. The wooden structure, resembling a ladder, narrowed towards the top, forming a pyramid-like tower that seemed quite tall.



    



    Next to it, a huge wooden barrel was placed on a shelf built about as high as a person.



    



    "By the way, did you get the desired shape and height?"



    



    "It's perfect. This is the best. Then, let's get to work right away."



    



    "Oh my. You're going to start working right away without even greeting me?"



    



    The innkeeper, Shellen, approached the Factory Manager, who was talking with Kapuntar, and asked. The Factory Manager smiled and greeted her.



    



    "Oh! I forgot to say hello."



    



    "You're quite bold. But more importantly, what is this thing you asked my guest to build?"



    



    Shellen asked curiously, looking at the wooden tower, and the Factory Manager tapped the tower with his hand and replied.



    



    "It's a machine to make it easier to draw water from the well since it must be difficult for you."



    



    "Such a thing existed?"



    



    Shellen replied with a smile at the Factory Manager's assurance, and the Factory Manager shouted with a bright smile.



    



    "Channing!"



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    "Help me out."



    



    As Channing tried to unload the luggage from the carriage, the Orcs came over and started helping.



    



    Once all the materials, neatly stacked in plastic boxes, were unloaded, the Factory Manager put on a safety harness and a tool belt.



    



    "Oh... I thought we were just delivering this since you loaded so much, but it seems we have to install it."



    



    "Yeah. You know well."



    



    "Have I not worked with you for a day or two, Factory Manager-nim?"



    



    Channing said with a resigned tone as he opened a packaged plastic box. Sheet metal wings that the Factory Manager had made in advance popped out.



    



    "Channing. Can you assemble this?"



    



    "Uh... Umm... Roughly, yes. We just have to attach these wings to the wheel-like part, right? Can we just rivet them?"



    



    The Factory Manager smiled and nodded.



    



    "I'll help too."



    



    Tehez also stepped forward, putting on gloves. The Factory Manager thought he could leave it to the two of them and approached the well where the wooden structure stood.



    



    "Now, are you going to connect the device that draws water here?"



    



    "Yeah. But first, I need to measure the depth."



    



    Talking with Kapuntar, who had come closer, the Factory Manager took out a tape measure from his waist and pushed it down the well.



    



    After pulling it out for a while, the Factory Manager pressed the stopper when the tape measure reached the bottom of the water and checked the measurement.



    



    "5 meters..."



    



    The Factory Manager pulled the stopper of the tape measure, and the long, extended metal tape retracted with a whirring sound.



    



    "Alright. Then, shall we connect the pipe first?"



    



    The Factory Manager retrieved the tape measure and picked up the PVC pipes he had brought from the carriage.



    



    After bringing several 2mm pipes, the Factory Manager calculated while writing numbers in his notebook, applied adhesive to the ends of the pipes, inserted connectors, and extended the pipes.



    



    Then, he pushed the pipe down the well and marked the location on the well wall.



    



    After drilling a hole at the marked spot and fixing the connecting metal, the Factory Manager shone a lantern inside the pipe to check for any problems and started gathering other equipment.



    



    "Are you going to draw water with that pipe?"



    



    "Yeah, that's right. But we need to connect the pump."



    



    The Factory Manager answered Kapuntar's question and took out a metal pump he had made in advance from another plastic box. It had a somewhat crude appearance, with the valve attached to the outside.



    



    "It looks strange."



    



    "Well, I made it roughly. But the function is fine. I tested it at the workshop."



    



    The Factory Manager drilled a hole in the upper part of the well, fixed the pump, and then fastened it tightly with bolts.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. We finished assembling it, is this how you do it?"



    



    Channing shouted to the Factory Manager, who was connecting one valve of the pump to the PVC pipe. The Factory Manager finished fixing the pump and looked at Channing.



    



    A giant pinwheel, slightly smaller than a person, had been completed. Blades cut from sheet metal were circularly connected. It looked like a sunflower.



    



    "Yeah, you did well. Both of you. Just wait a moment. I'll connect it soon."



    



    The Factory Manager put a rope around his body and slowly started climbing the wooden tower.



    



    "It's dangerous!"



    



    "Don't worry."



    



    Shellen, who was watching, shouted, and the Factory Manager climbed the wooden tower with agile movements, smiling.



    



    Reaching the top of the 10-meter tower in an instant, the Factory Manager attached the safety hook hanging from his safety harness to the top compartment, tied the end of the rope he had wrapped around his body securely, and then threw it down.



    



    As the coiled rope unraveled and fell with a thud, Channing approached the rope.



    



    "What should I send up first?"



    



    "There's a simple blueprint I drew there! Send them up in the order indicated there!"



    



    Channing nodded and unfolded a large piece of paper, struggling to interpret it.



    



    Meanwhile, Kapuntar and Tehez followed the Factory Manager up the wooden tower.



    



    "Wow... This is scary."



    



    "Hey! Why did you come up?!"



    



    "Ah. I brought a safety harness. Isn't that why you brought three?"



    



    As Tehez hooked the safety hook to the wooden tower, the Factory Manager sighed and pulled the rope.



    



    "I'll help."



    



    Kapuntar, with his bulging muscles, approached the Factory Manager, spoke, and skillfully pulled up the rope.



    



    "You're strong. Hanging with just your leg strength and pulling up that heavy thing with both hands."



    



    "Haha! Orcs are strong. We don't even get hurt if we fall from this height."



    



    "That's scary. I'll have to run away if there's a fight."



    



    While the Factory Manager and Kapuntar were talking, they pulled up a huge circular metal part and placed it at the very top of the tower.



    



    "It looks like something with ball bearings?"



    



    "Yes. It needs to rotate."



    



    Answering Tehez's question, the Factory Manager drilled holes in the pre-marked areas, took out bolts and nuts from the pouch on his waist, and firmly fixed the part.



    



    Kapuntar would pull up the parts, and the Factory Manager would position and attach them. Tehez also helped by tightening the bolts and nuts with a ratchet wrench as instructed.



    



    Attaching gears, connecting long pipes to the gears and sending them down, and other tasks were by no means easy.



    



    Trying to do it on a tall wooden tower, not on level ground, made it even more difficult, tense, and exhausting.



    



    Tehez wiped her sweat-drenched face with the towel around her neck.



    



    "Wow... My arms hurt."



    



    "That's because you're putting too much strength into your body. The safety harness is sturdy, so put a little more weight on it."



    



    After speaking to Tehez, the Factory Manager was connecting the pinwheel that Channing had assembled and sent up to the axle.



    



    "Ah. Is this a calculation error... The holes don't match..."



    



    The Factory Manager, who was about to fasten the bolts to the holes where the axle connected, put the impact driver back on his waist and scratched his head.



    



    "What's wrong?"



    



    "Uh. The holes are off by about 1cm. I need to drill new ones. I'll go down and get the drill chuck, so Tehez, you can apply some lubricant to the gears and ball bearings over there."



    



    The Factory Manager took the lubricant injector from his waist, handed it to Tehez, and started to descend the wooden tower.



    



    "Be careful."



    



    "Yeah. You too."



    



    The Factory Manager, responding to Tehez's worried tone, unfastened the safety hook, attached it to his waist, and went down the wooden tower step by step.



    



    Meanwhile, Tehez inspected the moving parts and applied lubricant.



    



    "Uwaaaak!"



    



    At that moment, a sudden scream rang out.



    



    Tehez, who was applying lubricant.



    



    Channing, who was assembling other parts.



    



    Richel and Shellen, who were talking.



    



    They were all startled by the scream and looked at the wooden tower.



    



    The Factory Manager was falling from the wooden tower, back first.



    



    "Kyaak!"



    



    Richel's sharp scream echoed.



    



    The Factory Manager flailed his arms, trying to find something to grab.



    



    But his hands only grasped at the air.



    



    The Factory Manager saw his body falling as if in slow motion.



    



    He couldn't even close his eyes.



    



    It felt like a long time had passed, but it was a very short, fleeting moment.



    



    -Thud!-



    



    "Hiik!"



    



    As a loud sound rang out, Richel screamed, closed her eyes, and fell to her knees.



    



    A long silence followed.



    



    No one there could open their mouth.



    



    Everyone was in a state of shock due to the sudden event.



    



    All sorts of thoughts raced through Richel's mind.



    



    The image of the Factory Manager's body horribly twisted came to mind, and tears started to flow.



    



    It was an unavoidable accident in a split second.



    



    "Uwaaaa... I thought I was going to die..."



    



    At that moment, the Factory Manager's voice rang out.



    



    Richel was startled, opened her eyes, and looked at the yard.



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    Kapuntar was standing in the yard, holding the Factory Manager in his arms, and the Factory Manager was being held by Kapuntar.



    



    "Ah... Thank you so much. You saved my life."



    



    Kapuntar slowly lowered the Factory Manager to the ground, and the Factory Manager, who was about to stand up, suddenly collapsed.



    



    "Hey! Are you okay?!"



    



    "I think I twisted my back..."



    



    The Factory Manager, sitting on the ground, stroked his back and smiled, and only then did Channing, who was standing next to him, catch his breath.



    



    "Uwaaaa... I thought you were dead, Factory Manager-nim. I almost became unemployed again."



    



    "Hey, you punk! Are you more worried about becoming unemployed than me?"



    



    "I have to make a living too. But more importantly, is your back okay? Shouldn't you go to the hospital?"



    



    Channing, seemingly relieved, joked and helped him up, and the Factory Manager slowly got up from the ground and walked carefully, bending his back.



    



    "Ow, ow, ow... It really hurts. But since I can walk, I guess it's okay. First, take me to that wooden chair over there."



    



    Channing carefully led the Factory Manager to where Richel and Shellen were sitting.



    



    "Excuse me, ma'am. Can I borrow a chair?"



    



    Channing carefully sat the Factory Manager on the chair behind Shellen.



    



    "Then please rest for a bit. I'll finish up."



    



    "Can you do it?"



    



    Channing said while unfastening the Factory Manager's safety harness and tool belt, and the Factory Manager asked back with a worried expression. Channing smiled and put on the safety harness and tool belt.



    



    "Don't worry. All that's left is to connect it up there. I've already connected the lower gears."



    



    "Be careful."



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    Channing moved to the wooden tower, and the Factory Manager groaned as he bent his back.



    



    Shellen approached the Factory Manager, and he looked up and burst out laughing.



    



    "Hahaha... You were surprised, right? I'm sorry."



    



    The moment the Factory Manager said that.



    



    Shellen raised her hand.



    



    -Slap!-



    



    A sharp sound rang out from the Factory Manager's cheek.



    



    The Factory Manager looked up at Shellen with his reddened cheek.



    



    Tears welled up in Shellen's eyes.



    



    The Factory Manager, caught off guard by the sudden event, couldn't speak.



    



    Shellen, who had been looking down at the Factory Manager for a while, finally opened her mouth.



    



    "Don't do anything dangerous."



    



    At Shellen's short but weighty words, the Factory Manager carefully nodded.

  
    Chapter 41



    



    By the time Richel and Shellen had finally calmed down, Illia and Marsha, who had gone to the forest to pick mushrooms, returned.



    



    Illia, upon hearing about the near-accident, threw her basket aside and ran to the Factory Manager.



    



    "Are you alright?"



    



    "Ah, yes. I'm fine. I just twisted my back a little. Kapuntar, that fellow, jumped down from the tower, pulled me down with him, and landed with a thud, so I didn't get hurt. Orcs really have incredible athleticism."



    



    The Factory Manager acted more exaggeratedly than usual to soothe Illia, whose face had turned pale. However, Illia's shocked expression showed no signs of returning to normal.



    



    Shellen, who had now calmed down, lifted Illia up.



    



    "Illia, the mister is safe, so you don't have to worry. More importantly, you picked some good mushrooms. Shall we go and make soup together? Marsha, come along too."



    



    Illia nodded, and Shellen carried her inside the inn building.



    



    After Marsha followed them, the Factory Manager straightened his back and looked at Richel, who was sitting next to him.



    



    "Are you alright, Richel?"



    



    "Yes, I'm fine... I thought you were dead."



    



    "I'm just getting old. Who knew I'd slip there?"



    



    Richel nodded at the Factory Manager's grumbling and looked up at the wooden tower. Channing and Tehez were precariously hanging, completing the final assembly.



    



    Richel sighed as she watched them.



    



    "Tehez is really amazing."



    



    "Ah, yes. She is. She doesn't seem scared at all at that height."



    



    "She wasn't even surprised when you fell, mister. I've never seen a girl like her."



    



    "She's a very smart young lady."



    



    While Richel and the Factory Manager were looking up, Channing and Tehez, having finished the installation, came down.



    



    "Installation complete!"



    



    "Try it out! Does the water come out?"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted at Channing's exclamation, and Channing pulled down the large lever next to the rotating shaft with force.



    



    The gears attached to the lever turned, connecting to the gears attached to the shaft, and the sound of the pump operating could be heard.



    



    It was the sound of the pump's cylinder moving up and down in sync with the rotation of the windmill blades on top of the wooden tower.



    



    At the same time, the sound of water flowing through the connected hose could be heard.



    



    Channing followed the hose to the water tank placed on a 2-meter high frame next to it. The sound of the tank filling with water could be heard.



    



    Channing carefully reached out, climbed down from the wooden frame, and turned the faucet connected to the water tank. With the sound of air escaping, water began to pour out.



    



    "Wow! It's coming out!"



    



    Channing shouted, and Kapuntar and the other Orcs gathered around the faucet curiously.



    



    "It's working properly. It's not even that loud."



    



    "So, Master, how does it work?"



    



    "Whoa! You surprised me!"



    



    The Factory Manager, who had been looking up at the rotating windmill, was startled by Tehez suddenly approaching him with a question and grabbed his back as he moved.



    



    "Ouch, ouch, ouch... You scared me!"



    



    "Ah, I'm sorry, Master. More importantly, what's the principle behind that windmill? It seems similar to the principle of a windmill-powered mill, but I don't understand how the water is being pumped up."



    



    Tehez's eyes sparkled as she took out her notebook and pen, and the Factory Manager sighed and said,



    



    "The windmill blades at the top rotate when the wind blows. They're installed high up because the wind needs to be strong enough to generate a certain speed."



    



    "You installed a large circular ball bearing at the top and attached blades extending from the back of the windmill on top of it to make it rotate in the direction of the wind."



    



    "Yes. That way, the windmill blades will rotate at a constant speed even if the wind direction changes. The rotation generated by the rotating blades is then transmitted to the pump through the rotating shaft, causing the cylinder inside the pump to move up and down."



    



    "Cylinder?"



    



    At Tehez's question, the Factory Manager took the notebook and pen and explained while drawing a picture.



    



    "Look. It's like a smaller cylinder inside this cylinder. The inner cylinder moves, sucking up and drawing up the water."



    



    "Ah! I know this. It's like what the southern people make with wooden cylinders. They use it to spray water."



    



    "Like a water gun. It's a similar principle. Well, it's a little different, but look here, there's a hole in the inner cylinder like this, and there's a metal ball inside, right? This metal ball opens the hole when it goes down and closes the hole when it's pulled up. That's how it draws up the water."



    



    Tehez's eyes sparkled as she listened attentively to the Factory Manager's explanation, and Richel smiled as she watched the two of them.



    



    "Oh! Marsha! Are you here to get water?"



    



    While the Factory Manager and Tehez were discussing the principle of the pump, Channing smiled brightly at Marsha and Illia, who came with a wooden bucket.



    



    "Brother Channing is acting strange."



    



    "Yeah, he's more annoying than usual."



    



    Even while listening to Illia and Marsha's blunt remarks, Channing laughed heartily and took the bucket from Marsha's hand.



    



    "Look at this. Now, if you need water, see this metal thing here?"



    



    "It's a faucet."



    



    Just as Channing was about to explain excitedly, Illia opened the faucet.



    



    "Wow! Water is coming out."



    



    "I guess that strange tower is drawing water from the well and putting it into this wooden tank."



    



    "Hmm... That's amazing. By the way, Illia is really smart."



    



    Marsha and Illia chatted as they filled the bucket with water and went back into the building. Channing, who had been fully prepared to give various explanations, deflated and slumped his shoulders.



    



    ***



    



    In the middle of the night.



    



    The Factory Manager left the building, leaving behind Channing, who was snoring in his sleep. Leaning on a cane roughly made from a piece of wood, the Factory Manager walked carefully along the forest path towards the hot spring.



    



    The hot spring was more comfortable to use thanks to the Orcs who had built a fence and laid stones around it.



    



    The Factory Manager hung the gas lamp he had brought from the kitchen on a hook next to the hot spring, undressed, and carefully immersed himself in the water.



    



    "Ahh... I feel alive..."



    



    He immersed himself up to his neck in the hot spring water and relaxed his entire body. The Factory Manager hummed a tune, enjoying the feeling of his aching back being soothed by the hot water.



    



    "I guess I can't deny my age... Back pain, huh..."



    



    "You're still in good shape, what are you talking about?"



    



    The Factory Manager was startled by the reply to his murmur. It was Shellen.



    



    "Shellen?!"



    



    "You seem to have a habit of secretly taking baths at night."



    



    Shellen hung the gas lamp she was carrying on another hook and began to undress. The Factory Manager turned his head at the rustling sound of the fabric against her skin.



    



    A moment later, Shellen, completely undressed, entered the water.



    



    "Ah, I'm using the gas lamp you made for me. It's so convenient."



    



    The Factory Manager nodded awkwardly.



    



    It was a simple item made with a brass body, a glass shade on top that he had asked the glass craftsman in the alley to make, and a handle made of bent wire for carrying or hanging.



    



    "It wasn't anything difficult."



    



    "No, I'm really grateful. Ordinary lamps use oil. Compared to that, coal is easy to obtain in this area."



    



    "I'm glad it's helpful."



    



    The Factory Manager replied curtly, but his face flushed slightly with pleasure. Shellen, watching him, carefully moved closer.



    



    The Factory Manager's face flushed even more.



    



    "You're like a wizard from legends. You can make anything. I was really surprised by the machine that automatically draws water from the well."



    



    "It's nothing special."



    



    "That's why I'm worried."



    



    The Factory Manager turned his head to look at Shellen at her slightly somber voice. Her expression was dark.



    



    "Um... What...?"



    



    "I'm talking about the incident earlier today. You do dangerous things so casually. You could get seriously hurt."



    



    The Factory Manager recalled the incident where he almost fell. It was a mistake he wouldn't normally make.



    



    The Factory Manager thought that if it hadn't been for Kapuntar's incredible physical abilities, he would have died or been seriously injured.



    



    "My husband died after falling from the roof."



    



    Shellen suddenly brought up a heavy topic.



    



    The Factory Manager momentarily wondered how he should respond, but he thought that Shellen wouldn't want his answer and remained silent.



    



    Perhaps noticing this, Shellen continued speaking.



    



    "My husband was good with his hands. He used to fix the house and make everything we needed. One day, the roof was leaking, so he went up to fix it and fell to his death. There was nothing I could do. It happened when Marsha was just born."



    



    It was a story the Factory Manager didn't know. He thought it would be a lie to say he wasn't curious. He couldn't help but be curious about the past of an attractive woman.



    



    The Factory Manager suppressed his curiosity. And the woman was explaining her past.



    



    The Factory Manager wondered how he should take this.



    



    "Ah, I don't grieve or anything anymore. Back then, I thought about dying with him, but I managed to hold on somehow because of Marsha. And then, I was so busy trying to keep this inn running that I ended up like this. It's an old inn with hardly any guests. Now, when I think of my husband, I feel lonely."



    



    Shellen stirred the hot spring water with her hand. The still, white water rippled and spread.



    



    "But at the same time, I remember the fun and happy times, and I smile. Sad feelings don't come up easily. Around that time, I start to think, 'Ah! He has become a memory to me now.'"



    



    Shellen scooped up the hot spring water with both hands and rubbed her face.



    



    "I'm sorry. I've said a lot of strange things to another woman's husband. I apologize to your wife."



    



    "Ah... You don't have to worry about that. I don't have a wife."



    



    "Yes?... Ah, I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that."



    



    "No, she's not dead, so you don't have to worry. I guess you could say we're separated... Anyway, I don't have a wife now."



    



    Shellen's eyes widened as she looked at the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager, embarrassed, hurriedly got up.



    



    "Ah, then I'll be going now."



    



    "Yes, good night."



    



    Shellen glanced at the Factory Manager's back as he hurriedly got dressed, then blushed and submerged her face in the hot spring water.



    



    ******



    



    The Factory Manager, who had come outside, walked towards the lake, feeling the coolness of the night breeze.



    



    The lake water sparkled under the moonlight, and the splashing sounds of fish hunting for food could be heard in the distance.



    



    "Damn it... Saying such unnecessary things..."



    



    The Factory Manager clicked his tongue and took out a cigarette. He lit it with a lighter and took a deep breath.



    



    He felt that his back pain had subsided considerably compared to earlier, and he deeply inhaled the cigarette smoke.



    



    "Acting foolish in my old age... Damn it. Saying I don't have a wife now... What kind of thing is that to say..."



    



    The Factory Manager scratched his head, ruminating on his earlier words. He clicked his tongue and deeply inhaled the cigarette smoke again, thinking how foolish his answer had been.



    



    And he exhaled. The white smoke sparkled in the moonlight as it rose into the sky, and the Factory Manager took another drag.



    



    Only after the cigarette burned down to the filter could the Factory Manager calm down a little.



    



    Thinking that his body, which had been heated from the bath, had cooled down somewhat in the cool breeze, the Factory Manager leaned on his cane again and headed back to his room.



    



    A large fish jumped out of the lake with a splash, disturbing the reflection of the moon on the water's surface.

  
    Chapter 42



    



    Timothy Ellamein roughly spurred his horse and drew his bow. Aiming at the stag fleeing ahead, Timothy held his breath, entrusted his body to the swaying horse, and released the arrow.



    



    However, the fired arrow missed the stag and fell far away.



    



    The stag leaped and disappeared into the thicket.



    



    "Damn it!"



    



    Timothy stopped his horse and cursed. He was angry that the arrow he thought he had aimed properly had missed. However, there was no one to blame.



    



    Another person rode up to Timothy, stopped beside him, and spoke.



    



    "Your mind is elsewhere."



    



    His friend and most trusted subordinate, Roger, who had followed him, asked, and Timothy could not deny it. Because his words were true.



    



    His mind was elsewhere and he couldn't concentrate. That's why the arrow didn't fly properly.



    



    Seeing Timothy still frowning, Roger spoke.



    



    "The previous Lord said..."



    



    "An arrow follows the mind. I know that well, Roger."



    



    Timothy replied and sighed. And he recalled the morning's events.



    



    ******



    



    After a rough breakfast, Timothy had begun preparing to go hunting. He put on his hunting clothes, grabbed his hat, and챙겼다 his bow and arrows.



    



    "Prepare the horse."



    



    "Yes."



    



    After instructing the attendant who managed the horses, Timothy strung the bow and examined it.



    



    If the bow malfunctioned at the hunting ground, the hunt would fail. Therefore, Timothy carefully examined the bow, pulled the string, and checked for any defects.



    



    Meanwhile, the door opened and someone entered the room.



    



    It was a noblewoman in a dress. Not young, but boasting captivating beauty. However, her face was heavily frowned, making her beautiful appearance frightening.



    



    The woman approached Timothy, linked arms with him, raised an eyebrow, and spoke.



    



    "Honestly, you're too much! Hunting again?!"



    



    "Ah. Penny. You're up early."



    



    Timothy said that to the angry woman, put down his bow, approached her, and wrapped his arm around her shoulder.



    



    Penny pushed Timothy's hand away and sighed.



    



    "It's a day off, and you're always hunting!"



    



    "I've been overworked until yesterday, so shouldn't I be able to rest for a day?"



    



    "After going to the Lord's castle, it's work and hunting! It's hard to even see each other's faces as a family, you're really too much! Am I even your wife?"



    



    Timothy held his breath for a moment and shouted.



    



    "I'm not playing around all the time! I'm finally trying to catch my breath after being overworked!"



    



    "Do as you please!"



    



    Penny turned sharply and went out the door, and Timothy angrily packed his hunting gear.



    



    ******



    



    Timothy sighed deeply as he thought of the morning's events. The fight with his wife that morning was distracting him.



    



    "I'm sorry, Roger. Because of my wife..."



    



    "I understand. Why didn't you cancel it today? You've just returned after being in Yeongdo for a long time."



    



    Timothy sighed and shook his head.



    



    "You're acting like your father, Sean, did to my father."



    



    "I can't help it. The late Lord Ian also didn't pay much attention to household matters and always went out. So my father made a fuss. I know very well how much my father struggled to take care of the territory."



    



    Timothy nodded at the words of Roger, who was both a butler and his closest friend.



    



    "Damn it. I hated my father doing that, and I've become the same."



    



    "It's good that you know. Then let's wrap up today's hunt."



    



    "Alright. Penny will be waiting too."



    



    Timothy put his bow on the saddle and turned his horse, and Roger followed. The two talked loudly as they rode through the forest.



    



    "Will only Lady Penny be waiting? Young Miss Kara has been waiting so long too. You came back from Yeongdo and immediately finished the backlog of manor work, and as soon as that was done, you went out hunting. Ah. How pitiful."



    



    "I worked day and night in Yeongdo for almost two months and finished the manor work, can't I even do something I enjoy for a little while!"



    



    Timothy got angry at Roger's sarcasm, and Roger shrugged and replied.



    



    "Yes. And now you're back at the manor. It's been almost a month since you came back, how much have you talked to your daughter, Miss Kara? And how many times have you slept with your wife?"



    



    "Roger!"



    



    Timothy shouted, but Roger shrugged and continued.



    



    "For your information, I can still easily manage four times a week."



    



    "I don't want to know about your marital affairs. And I'm still good! I can do it all night long!"



    



    Roger burst into laughter at Timothy's words.



    



    "It seems you have that much energy. Then use that energy for your wife and family."



    



    "Look, Roger. Two months. I haven't been able to rest properly for two months and have been working."



    



    "And during those two months, Lady Penny took care of the manor. And Miss Kara, who hasn't been able to see her father properly for two months, is only eight years old. They need a husband and a father."



    



    Timothy couldn't say anything. It was true.



    



    ******



    



    Timothy had been very busy for the past few years.



    



    Shortly after his only daughter, Kara, was born, his father, Ian, died and he inherited the manor. The manor was not poor, but not rich either, a small countryside with few people.



    



    It was not easy to manage such a small rural manor. Taxes had to be collected according to the harvest, and taxes had to be paid to the Lord accordingly.



    



    If there was a famine, food had to be provided and taxes reduced so that the people of the manor would not starve. Then, such parts were directly linked to the Ellamein family's deficit.



    



    It was a truly pitiful rural life, where only after racking his brains from morning to night and struggling with documents could he afford to manage the household.



    



    And he also had to take care of Yeongdo's affairs for a couple of months a year at the Lord's command.



    



    That was the duty of Timothy, the vassal of the regional Lord whose name was at the end of the noble list, the head of the Ellamein family, without a title.



    



    "Alright. I'll try to make more time..."



    



    "I'll help as much as I can. Or how about accepting more competent people? I have quite a lot of work to do too."



    



    Roger, who was walking alongside, said, but Timothy shook his head.



    



    "You know, don't you? We can't afford to hire smart people in our family situation."



    



    "A life of deficit."



    



    Timothy sighed as he listened to Roger's answer.



    



    He recalled his younger days when he ran around the battlefield on behalf of his father. He didn't have to worry about money, the manor, or anything else, just sat around the campfire singing songs, and when a battle broke out, he rode his horse and swung his sword.



    



    During that time, he fell in love with Penny, the daughter of the Knight Commander of another territory at war, and Timothy risked his life to win both love and victory.



    



    It was the most glorious time of Timothy's life.



    



    "The calluses on my palms from holding a sword are now filled with calluses from holding a pen..."



    



    "It's a time of peace. Peace is good."



    



    "It's strange to hear Red Knight Roger say that."



    



    Roger blushed slightly and waved his hand.



    



    "It's the folly of youth. I also came to cherish this peace after having a wife and children."



    



    As they were talking and walking, something strange caught Timothy's eye.



    



    It was a peculiar object with an iron windmill on top of a tall wooden tower. At least, it was something Timothy had never seen before.



    



    "Roger. What's that?"



    



    "Hmm? I don't know either. It's the first time I've seen it."



    



    Timothy squinted his eyes and rode his horse towards it. He had to find out what it was and deal with it if it was dangerous. That was the duty of a nobleman who managed a manor.



    



    As the sight of several buildings came into view, Timothy asked.



    



    "What is this place? Roger, do you know?"



    



    "I know this place roughly. It's an inn that hasn't been able to pay taxes for the past few years because of the deficit."



    



    "An inn... There was such a place in my manor."



    



    Timothy moved his horse into the inn.



    



    Seeing Timothy and Roger entering on horseback, Shellen, who was drawing water, greeted them warmly.



    



    "Welcome. Are you here to stay?"



    



    "This is Sir Timothy Ellamein."



    



    At Roger's words, Shellen was startled and bowed in greeting.



    



    "It's an old inn."



    



    "Yes... It's been in my husband's family for generations. About 100 years."



    



    Timothy nodded and looked at the tower. It was a surprisingly tall wooden tower.



    



    Timothy moved his horse and walked towards the tower. There was a windmill on top of the wooden tower, and a well below it.



    



    Timothy asked Shellen, who had followed him, at the unfamiliar sight.



    



    "What's this?"



    



    "It draws water from the well. When the wind blows and the windmill turns, it draws up the water."



    



    Timothy nodded and looked around the inn. The old inn was very quiet. It was so quiet that he couldn't hear any human sounds.



    



    Timothy looked at Shellen again and said.



    



    "Are there any guests?"



    



    "There are a few people here now."



    



    As Shellen answered, the door opened and the Factory Manager walked out.



    



    Timothy looked at Shellen as he watched the Factory Manager stretching his shoulders and neck.



    



    "It seems he's a guest."



    



    "Yes. He came from Yeongdo. He built this tower too."



    



    "Is he the only guest?"



    



    "There are five people in total, including those who came with him."



    



    Timothy nodded and said.



    



    "Roger. Do you know how many years this place has been behind on taxes?"



    



    "I'll have to look at the documents for the details, but it must have been at least four years since they paid taxes."



    



    "I see... I'll get rid of this inn."



    



    "What?!"



    



    Shellen was startled by Timothy's declaration and looked at him.



    



    It was so sudden that Shellen clasped her hands to her chest to calm her pounding heart.



    



    "What the hell, suddenly coming here and saying that. You're not even the owner, what are you talking about!"



    



    The Factory Manager, who heard the conversation, got angry and rushed to Shellen's side and shouted, and Roger blocked his way with his horse and shouted.



    



    "Insolent!"



    



    "Leave him. He's not one of our manor residents. Look here, traveler. Our manor isn't affluent enough to leave an inn that can't collect taxes because business is bad."



    



    Timothy said as he looked around the inn.



    



    Actually, Timothy thought it wouldn't be a problem to leave it as it was. However, leaving an inn that couldn't pay taxes as it was could set a bad precedent for other residents.



    



    It was because there could be objections like, 'That inn doesn't pay taxes because business is bad, so why should I pay mine!', and if that spread from person to person, it could become a bigger headache to manage the manor.



    



    He needed to set an example.



    



    "Four years is enough time. If business hasn't been good during that time, it won't be good in the future either. It's not something for someone who's not a resident of our manor to worry about."



    



    "Bullshit. If business is bad, then you should make it good, why are you saying you're going to destroy a perfectly good inn?"



    



    Timothy spoke politely, but the Factory Manager, whose pride was already hurt, blurted out.



    



    Timothy was a little angry. The blunt tone of the black-haired man with the unusual face was getting on his nerves.



    



    "Oh! So you're saying you have a way to attract guests to this failing inn?"



    



    "The scenery here is good and it's quiet, so if the facilities are improved, many guests will come to rest!"



    



    Timothy smiled faintly.



    



    "Alright. I'll give you one month. Make this a good inn during that time. My family and I will come to rest here!"



    



    "Alright! One month from now! Shellen! Make a reservation!"



    



    "I'll look forward to it."



    



    Timothy smiled and turned his horse, leaving the inn.



    



    Roger, who followed Timothy, asked.



    



    "Why did you say such a thing?"



    



    "Isn't it interesting? They'll struggle hard, but who would visit such an old inn? As you know, our manor is not on a major road, nor is it a historic holy site that pilgrims would visit. No matter what they do, it won't work."



    



    Timothy answered Roger's question with a smile.

  
    Chapter 43



    



    After Timothy left, the Factory Manager, still unable to contain his anger, pulled out a cigarette, lit it, and kicked a stone on the ground.



    



    Seeing this, Shellen gently grabbed the Factory Manager's arm and said,



    



    "Don't worry about it... I thought this might happen someday."



    



    The Factory Manager, angrily puffing on his cigarette, fumed, unable to calm down.



    



    "That guy, the lord of this region or whatever he is, came in the morning and just spouted nonsense!"



    



    "There's nothing we can do. After my husband died, I couldn't pay the taxes."



    



    "Don't worry! I'll figure something out!"



    



    The Factory Manager threw away the cigarette butt and shouted for Channing and Tehez to pack their things.



    



    "Mom... Are we losing our inn?"



    



    Marsha, who had appeared from a corner of the inn, ran over with worried eyes, grabbed Shellen's hand, and asked.



    



    Shellen smiled and stroked Marsha's hair.



    



    "Don't worry. If it really doesn't work out, we'll go to your aunt's. Actually, that's why we went to her place last time."



    



    Marsha hugged Shellen and said,



    



    "I like our inn."



    



    Shellen patted Marsha's back.



    



    ******



    



    The Factory Manager, who had called Kapuntar through Richel, talked about various things with him.



    



    After hearing the Factory Manager's story, Kapuntar pounded his chest and said,



    



    "We owe a debt to this inn, so of course we have to help!"



    



    "As expected! You're a man of loyalty! To save this inn, we definitely need the help of the Orcs in your village."



    



    The Factory Manager told Kapuntar the plan he had in mind.



    



    Kapuntar, who was nodding along as he listened, tilted his head and replied,



    



    "Will that really be alright?"



    



    "Trust me on this one."



    



    The Factory Manager patted Kapuntar's shoulder and approached Shellen.



    



    "Shellen! I'll make this inn a good place by next month, so don't worry."



    



    Looking into the Factory Manager's eyes, Shellen smiled faintly.



    



    "Yes. Give it a try."



    



    The Factory Manager urged Channing and Tehez to start packing. There wasn't enough time to make all the items he had in mind in one month.



    



    ***



    



    Returning to the workshop, the Factory Manager immediately started designing various things.



    



    After crumpling up several sheets of design paper, the Factory Manager finally seemed to have designed something he liked and called Channing.



    



    "Channing!"



    



    "Yes! What is it?"



    



    Channing, who was welding, lifted his welding mask and approached, and the Factory Manager gave him instructions.



    



    "Go and order the biggest wagon wheels. 10 of them."



    



    "Wagon wheels?! Why suddenly?"



    



    "Just do as you're told!"



    



    Channing, who was questioning him, flinched at the Factory Manager's roar and went out the back door, and the Factory Manager placed the blueprints on the workbench and started gathering various things.



    



    "What are you going to make?"



    



    Tehez, who was grinding the parts Channing had welded, came over and asked, and the Factory Manager handed her the blueprints.



    



    Suddenly presented with the paper, Tehez was slightly startled and took a step back.



    



    "Whoa! What's this?"



    



    "I almost forgot. Take this and go with Channing to Wagner. He'll make it if you ask him to."



    



    Tehez accepted the paper with an awkward expression and ran out of the workshop.



    



    ******



    



    After Tehez left, the Factory Manager started heating a metal pipe with a torch.



    



    After heating the middle part of the pipe red hot, the Factory Manager inserted it into the bending machine and bent it.



    



    After bending the other side as well, making the pipe into a U-shape, the Factory Manager picked up another pipe. And he started bending it the same way.



    



    After making several of the same items, the Factory Manager lit a cigarette.



    



    "Honestly, leaving all the work to me!"



    



    "No, I'm sorry... Ouch, ouch, ouch... It hurts!"



    



    While the Factory Manager was taking a drag of his cigarette, Channing and Tehez entered the workshop. Tehez, looking quite angry, was grabbing Channing's ear, and Channing was being dragged in behind her.



    



    Seeing this, the Factory Manager asked,



    



    "What happened again? What did Channing do this time?"



    



    "Factory Manager-nim, you think I always cause trouble... Ow, ow, ow!"



    



    Channing tried to complain, but Tehez twisted his ear, making him scream in pain.



    



    Looking at Channing like that, Tehez spoke.



    



    "While we were going to the wagon workshop together, Channing disappeared. So I went to the workshop first and told them about the blueprints Master gave me and about making the wagon wheels, and when I came out, I found him playing dice behind the building."



    



    "Ouch, ouch, ouch. No, well, that Parker guy there asked me to play dice just once... Ouch, ouch, ouch!"



    



    Tehez pulled Channing's ear hard, and the Factory Manager chuckled and lightly kicked Channing's butt.



    



    Surprised by the sudden attack, Channing straightened his waist and twisted his body.



    



    "Whoa!"



    



    "You punk, you've been slacking off lately, thinking you're all that."



    



    "Ouch, ouch! Factory Manager-nim! Ouch! Alright, alright!"



    



    At Channing's scream, Tehez let go of his ear, and Channing quickly covered his ear with his hand and ran forward.



    



    "Ouch, ouch, ouch... I thought my ear was going to fall off."



    



    "Hahaha! Channing's ears are long, so they must be easy to grab."



    



    The Factory Manager burst into laughter, and Tehez sighed.



    



    "He did the same thing last time. I don't know why he likes gambling so much."



    



    "Playing dice isn't gambling. It's just a game."



    



    "It's gambling if you bet money!"



    



    Tehez shouted at Channing's excuse, and Channing awkwardly scratched his head.



    



    "Channing, you punk. Tehez is right. You have to gamble in moderation. You'll end up losing everything."



    



    "Yes..."



    



    When even the Factory Manager said that, Channing couldn't help but lower his head.



    



    "Alright. Then let's get back to work. Channing and Tehez, continue what you were doing."



    



    Everyone returned to their work.



    



    Channing and Tehez started making the ordered items, and the Factory Manager started processing the spring steel he had obtained in bulk last time.



    



    He started cutting the long spring steel into appropriate lengths and heating and bending them one by one.



    



    While the Factory Manager was working, Channing put the finished items into a plastic box and shouted,



    



    "Factory Manager-nim, I've finished making the ordered items. When are they coming to pick them up?"



    



    "They'll come to pick up the wall decorations tomorrow, so stack them on one side. And Channing! Tehez! Do you remember the gas lamps I made last time?"



    



    When the Factory Manager asked, Tehez raised her hand and nodded.



    



    "Ah! That? Yes. I helped you with it."



    



    "Didn't I help too? I did the welding."



    



    "Cut it out! Can you make a few more of those?"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted at the bickering Channing and Tehez and asked, and they both nodded.



    



    "It's not a difficult item to make. The welding is a bit bothersome though."



    



    "Do we have any valves left? How many do we have to make, Master?"



    



    "We need to make at least 10. You guys make those first, and there are other things to make after that, so prepare in advance."



    



    Channing sighed and went to the corner of the workshop to get a steel plate.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim, you're really going to fix up that inn properly."



    



    "Yeah... Is it some kind of craftsman's pride?"



    



    Tehez, who had followed to get tools, replied to Channing's mutterings.



    



    Channing shook his head at Tehez's words.



    



    "He's got a thing for the inn lady, that's all."



    



    "Master? Not you, Channing. He's not the type to be like that with women. Besides, when he goes to the inn, he doesn't really talk to the lady much."



    



    Channing, who was attaching a lifting magnet to the steel plate, replied to Tehez's words.



    



    "Even if he doesn't talk, you can feel that he likes her. Have you ever seen the Factory Manager-nim, who usually avoids troublesome tasks, take the initiative like this?"



    



    Tehez lifted the valve box and nodded.



    



    "That's true..."



    



    "That's how it is."



    



    Channing said so and moved the steel plate with the hoist.



    



    "By the way, do we have any of the glass left over from the glass workshop?"



    



    "Master got a lot of it last time, so I put it in that box over there. I'll get it."



    



    "Okay. Thanks."



    



    Channing moved first with the steel plate. Then, using the press, he cut the steel plate into a circular shape.



    



    "I'll put the glass here."



    



    "Okay. Tehez, can you make something to fix the glass?"



    



    Channing asked Tehez, who had brought the glass, and Tehez nodded and went to get the tools.



    



    Meanwhile, Channing took the circular steel plate and changed the mold of the press machine, inserted the circular steel plate, and pressed it. The circular steel plate was stamped into a bowl-like shape.



    



    After stamping 10 of them, Channing inserted a different steel plate and pressed it. A shallower bowl was made than the first one.



    



    "Are the bowls all done?"



    



    At Tehez's question, Channing nodded and removed the mold that was attached to the press machine.



    



    "Now I have to make the threads."



    



    "I'm done with mine, so I'll help you."



    



    Tehez said, placing the item she had made on the workbench. It was made by welding a slightly thick wire and was in the shape of a cage.



    



    Channing said, changing the mold.



    



    "Then, if I press it and take it out, can you weld it?"



    



    "Okay."



    



    Tehez replied and watched Channing's work. Channing inserted the stamped bowl into the changed mold and operated the press again.



    



    With a click, the metal was stamped, and Channing took it out and examined it. A screw thread was made on the top of the metal bowl to be screwed on.



    



    Channing handed the bowl to Tehez, and Tehez took it to the welding machine.



    



    Tehez took a prepared small metal ring, the size of a thumbnail, and welded it to the side of the bowl using the welding machine. Two rings were welded per bowl.



    



    "I'm done stamping the bottom part."



    



    "Okay. Leave it there."



    



    Channing said, putting down the finished bowl, and Tehez replied while welding.



    



    This time, Channing stamped the shallow bowl with the newly inserted mold. The screw thread was stamped out the same way.



    



    He took it and slowly screwed it onto the bowl Tehez had welded. The two screw threads perfectly matched and were tightly locked in.



    



    "Good. It fits perfectly."



    



    "If it fits well, quickly stamp the rest and help me with the welding."



    



    Tehez said at Channing's admiration.



    



    Channing nodded and proceeded with the rest of the work.



    



    ******



    



    Channing and Tehez's work continued.



    



    After completing the inner container, they assembled the remaining parts. They drilled a hole in the lid, inserted the valve, fixed the lock nut from the inside, and connected the part where the glass is inserted on top of it.



    



    When Tehez handed it over after loosely fixing it, Channing used pliers to tighten it firmly.



    



    "Making 10 of these is quite tiring."



    



    "Tell me about it."



    



    Channing said, tightening the last item firmly, and Tehez replied, fitting the glass and the cage-shaped fixing iron they had made earlier.



    



    The glass, which narrowed as it went up like a gourd bottle, was inserted into the cage-shaped fixing iron, and the bent part at the bottom of the fixing iron was inserted and fixed into the hole of the support on top of the valve.



    



    Due to the elasticity of the wire, the glass was fixed quite firmly. After that, a long wire was woven into the welded rings to make a handle, and the lamp was complete.



    



    "Are you almost done?"



    



    The Factory Manager, who had come to see their work, asked, and Tehez lifted the lamp, which had just been fitted with the glass.



    



    "Here you go."



    



    "Oh. You made it well. I can leave the workshop to you now."



    



    Tehez smiled brightly at the Factory Manager's praise, and Channing shrugged.



    



    "So, is work over for today?"



    



    At Channing's question, the Factory Manager looked at his watch for a moment. It was not yet 5 o'clock.



    



    "Hmm... Yeah. We're done with the urgent stuff, so let's call it a day."



    



    "Yay!"



    



    Channing cheered and jumped up from his seat, and the Factory Manager gestured to him.



    



    "Hey, you punk. You have to pack all these lamps. Wrap them well with the newspaper over there and put them in the cardboard boxes."



    



    "Yes, yes. Tehez, let's finish quickly. I have an appointment."



    



    Channing answered and ran to get a bundle of newspapers, and Tehez sighed.



    



    "He's probably going to drink again."



    



    The Factory Manager burst into laughter at Tehez's sigh.



    



    "That's not new for him. It's a relief that he doesn't cause any trouble when he's drunk and crawls into his room to sleep. Tehez, you too, finish quickly, wash up, and rest. Have dinner with Illia."



    



    The Factory Manager took off his gloves and headed for the back door, and Tehez asked while folding the cardboard boxes.



    



    "Where are you going, Master?"



    



    The Factory Manager looked back slightly, smiled, and put his hand to his mouth.



    



    "I'm going for a drink too. Popper said he'd buy me a drink."



    



    "Oh dear... You're no different from Channing."



    



    Tehez replied with a chuckle, and the Factory Manager waved his hand and walked outside.

  
    Chapter 44



    



    A few days later, a wagon from the wagon workshop arrived in the backyard of the factory.



    



    "Hey! Channing! I brought everything you ordered."



    



    "Wow. It's quite big. Parker, did you come alone?"



    



    As Channing greeted Parker, who was pulling the wagon, Parker jumped off the wagon and said,



    



    "Yeah. Our workshop is busy too. Help me unload this!"



    



    Channing nodded and brought two angle pipes, fitting them securely to the back of the wagon.



    



    Then, together with Parker, he used the angle pipes to slide the items loaded in the wagon's cargo bed carefully down to the backyard.



    



    Channing, who had prepared a hand pallet truck beforehand, used it to lift and move the items, placing them on wooden blocks.



    



    After unloading everything and tidying up, Parker got back on the wagon. Channing, who was also cleaning up, approached Parker to say goodbye.



    



    "Ah, Channing! Take this!"



    



    Parker, who was preparing to drive the wagon, seemed to have remembered something and rummaged through his pockets before tossing something to Channing.



    



    Channing reflexively caught the object and opened his hand to examine it. It was a silver coin.



    



    "What's this?"



    



    "Huh? Don't you remember? Oh well. I shouldn't have given it to you. It's from the dice game last time when you didn't have money!"



    



    Channing clapped his hands and smiled as he remembered.



    



    "Oh yeah! I'm lucky today! Thanks! I completely forgot."



    



    "I won't lose next time."



    



    Parker drove the wagon away, and at that moment, the Factory Manager and Tehez walked out of the factory.



    



    Tehez looked around at the object set up in the factory backyard and spoke.



    



    "This is... a small wagon. I've never seen one shaped like this before."



    



    Tehez expressed her thoughts after seeing the unloaded object. It was a small wagon. Although the wheels weren't attached yet, anyone could tell it was a wagon. However, its shape was peculiar.



    



    "This looks more like a long sofa than a wagon. A very comfortable-looking sofa."



    



    Tehez sat on it.



    



    "Hmm. It's definitely soft and fluffy. This is good, isn't it? Did you pay quite a bit for it?"



    



    "Yeah. You know the metal mold for wagon wheels? The one you put around the outside of the wheel."



    



    The Factory Manager responded to Tehez's question, and Channing's face turned pale as he looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    "Uh... uh... you don't mean...?"



    



    "I agreed to make 1000 of those."



    



    "Uwaaaaaaaa!"



    



    Channing screamed.



    



    "Th... a thousand?! By when?"



    



    "Ah, don't worry too much, Channing. Even I can't make 1000 at once. I wouldn't be able to take any other orders if I did."



    



    Channing breathed a sigh of relief, and the Factory Manager took out a cigarette and replied,



    



    "I agreed to make 100 per month."



    



    Channing's jaw dropped at the Factory Manager's answer. Tehez also widened her eyes in surprise after hearing that.



    



    "100 per month? Oh my..."



    



    "No, Factory Manager-nim. Even though it's not a difficult item to make, you know how hard it is to make 100 per month."



    



    "Ah, well, that's fine. Let's finish this one first. Bring one inside."



    



    The Factory Manager ignored Channing's grumbling, threw his cigarette away, and went inside the factory. Channing sighed deeply and brought the hand pallet truck, inserting it under the wagon and operating the handle.



    



    As he pumped the handle, the lower part of the hand pallet truck rose, lifting the wagon.



    



    "Tehez! Please take care of the wooden blocks supporting it!"



    



    Channing asked Tehez for help and secured the wagon to the hand pallet truck with a ratchet strap that had a tightening gear on a wide nylon belt.



    



    As Channing struggled to pull it inside the factory, the Factory Manager, who had prepared the pre-made U-shaped handles, leaf springs, wheels, and other tools, pointed out the location.



    



    Channing pulled the hand pallet truck to the designated spot, received the wooden blocks from Tehez, placed them on the floor, and carefully lowered the wagon onto them.



    



    "Good. Now we'll attach the handles, leaf springs, and wheels here."



    



    "Understood. Do we attach all four wheels?"



    



    "No. Two. Channing, insert these on both ends and pull it up higher with the hoist to work on it."



    



    The Factory Manager handed Channing a nylon strap with a hook and moved to the wagon.



    



    "Two wheels. It's a small wagon, so it should be fine. But if you attach this thing, how are you going to tie a horse or Aspur to it?"



    



    This time, Tehez asked, and the Factory Manager, who was attaching the hook to the wagon and hooking the strap onto the hoist, replied,



    



    "This isn't meant to be pulled by a horse or Aspur."



    



    "Huh? Then who will pull the wagon?"



    



    "A person."



    



    Tehez and Channing looked at the Factory Manager in surprise.



    



    In the case of cargo carts, there were instances where people pulled them. However, those were very small in size and not meant for people to ride.



    



    But Channing and Tehez couldn't understand the idea of a person pulling a proper wagon with a sofa attached.



    



    "No... that's a bit strange..."



    



    "I agree."



    



    Channing and Tehez expressed their curiosity, and the Factory Manager raised the drill and shouted,



    



    "Why are you so worried! Channing! Bring the leaf spring! Tehez! Prepare for bolting!"



    



    Channing and Tehez flinched at the Factory Manager's shout and followed his orders.



    



    Channing brought the leaf spring and placed it where the Factory Manager instructed, and Tehez fastened the bolts in that position. Like when making a wagon, they used square bolts shaped like a 'ㄷ' to create a gap.



    



    While they were connecting the pipe that would be used as the wagon axle, the Factory Manager brought the wagon wheels.



    



    "Alright, Channing! This wheel has built-in ball bearings, so try fitting it on the other side."



    



    The Factory Manager rolled one wheel to Channing and fitted the wheel onto the axle. Tehez came over and tightened the bolts.



    



    As they rotated the wagon wheel suspended in the air, the wheels began to roll smoothly with the rattling sound of the ball bearings turning.



    



    "Good! Channing! Attach this part to the marked area on the opposite side!"



    



    The Factory Manager tossed a cylindrical part to Channing. Channing received the object and looked it over. It appeared to be a circular pipe part with a wing protruding from the bottom with holes drilled in it.



    



    Assuming it was probably attached by bolting it to the wing, Channing asked the Factory Manager,



    



    "What is this?"



    



    "It's the part where you attach the wagon handle. Drill holes in the marked area and fix it firmly with bolts. Tehez! Tehez, I've marked this part, so attach it there."



    



    The Factory Manager also handed a part to Tehez, who was finishing up the wagon wheel next to him. It was a part shaped like three pipes bundled together and spread out in a fan shape.



    



    "Can I use the new drill we bought last time?"



    



    "Yeah, use it!"



    



    Tehez grinned and ran to one side, bringing a plastic box.



    



    It was the drill that the Factory Manager had bought after Tehez had shown interest in it while looking through the tool catalog and asking him various questions.



    



    Tehez hummed as she connected the battery to the drill.



    



    "As expected, Xsh*t drills are the best!"



    



    Seeing Tehez taking out the drill with a smile, Channing grumbled.



    



    "K*X is good too!"



    



    "Shut up, you guys! Dr*lt is the best!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's shout, Channing and Tehez burst into laughter and began drilling holes in the wagon with their respective drills. The sound of drills echoed throughout the factory.



    



    "Have some snacks while you work!"



    



    Meanwhile, Illia shouted from the kitchen, bringing a tray. On the tray were cups filled with juice and some snacks.



    



    "Let's eat and work."



    



    At the Factory Manager's call, everyone put down their drills, gathered, and raised their cups.



    



    "Is it a wagon?"



    



    Illia asked, looking at the object being made, and Channing nodded, stuffing snacks into his mouth.



    



    "It's a wagon, but a wagon pulled by people."



    



    "Hee. That sounds interesting."



    



    Illia carefully examined the wagon.



    



    "How many people can ride it?"



    



    "Two adults."



    



    The Factory Manager answered and put down his empty cup.



    



    "Alright. Then Channing! You attach this handle. Tehez, let's attach this together."



    



    As the Factory Manager started moving, Channing and Tehez hurriedly finished their snacks and drinks and got up from their seats.



    



    Channing attached the U-shaped iron bar that the Factory Manager had made earlier to the pipe attached to the wagon to create a handle.



    



    Since the iron bar already had holes drilled in it, it could be securely fastened by inserting bolts into the pipe.



    



    After firmly fixing the iron bar, Channing looked at the Factory Manager and Tehez.



    



    "Alright. Be careful and fit it in there properly!"



    



    "We're done!"



    



    Tehez and the Factory Manager worked together to lift the roof onto the wagon.



    



    They were attaching a U-shaped iron bar to the fan-shaped pipe attached to the wagon, and thick fabric was attached to this iron bar.



    



    The U-shaped iron bar looked like a V when viewed from the side. Channing thought it was quite a unique shape.



    



    After attaching all three U-shaped iron bars, the Factory Manager folded and unfolded the iron bars to check how they moved. When unfolded, it created a roof, and when folded back, it became an open-top style.



    



    "Alright! We're done!"



    



    The Factory Manager said so and operated the hoist.



    



    As the wagon wheels touched the ground, the Factory Manager and Channing removed the nylon straps that were tied. As the wagon tilted forward, the handle supported it.



    



    "Good. It's usable. We should paint it, though. It looks a bit plain just being made of wood. Should we paint it red?"



    



    "Red? The sofa is red. How about yellow?"



    



    Channing replied as the Factory Manager looked at the wagon and spoke. The Factory Manager stroked his chin and nodded at Channing's suggestion.



    



    "Yellow would be nice too. Yellow for the wagon, red for the wheels would look quite good."



    



    "That's right. I think that would be nice."



    



    While the Factory Manager and Channing were having that conversation, Illia and Tehez were looking at the completed wagon.



    



    Illia touched the red leather sofa and looked inside, and Tehez walked around the wagon, taking notes in her notebook.



    



    "You said it's pulled by people, right? Then should we call this a wagon or a human-powered cart?"



    



    Tehez asked, and the Factory Manager took out a cigarette and replied,



    



    "We used to call it a rickshaw. It means a cart powered by human strength. Tehez! Get on with Illia."



    



    "Okay."



    



    Tehez and Illia got on the rickshaw sofa and sat down.



    



    "Uh oh... It's a bit uncomfortable because it tilts forward, isn't it?"



    



    "It feels like we'll fall."



    



    Hearing Tehez and Illia's words, the Factory Manager reached out and lifted the rickshaw handle upwards. As it leveled somewhat, Tehez and Illia were able to sit comfortably.



    



    "Wow. So this is what it feels like."



    



    "The sofa is comfortable."



    



    The Factory Manager called Channing with a gesture while listening to Tehez and Illia's conversation.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Come here and get inside."



    



    Channing entered between the handle and the rickshaw with a sullen expression and grabbed the handle as the Factory Manager gestured.



    



    As the Factory Manager let go of the handle, the weight suddenly shifted onto him, surprising Channing.



    



    "Whoa! That startled me."



    



    "Alright. Then try going outside."



    



    "Huh?! I have to pull it?"



    



    The Factory Manager strode over and opened the back door shutter, beckoning to Channing.



    



    "Come on out. You have to actually move it to see if there's anything that needs fixing."



    



    "Sigh... Alright."



    



    Channing sighed deeply and started pulling the rickshaw. He figured there was no point in resisting.



    



    Thus, the rickshaw that emerged into the backyard went out onto the streets.



    



    Clatter, clatter.



    



    It was the common sound of wagon wheels rolling on the road, but passersby looked at the scene with surprised eyes.



    



    "It feels quite different from a wagon."



    



    "It's a little fun."



    



    "Hey! It's fun for you guys... I'm dying of embarrassment!"



    



    Channing shouted after hearing Tehez and Illia's conversation, and Tehez and Illia burst into laughter.



    



    "Hey, Channing! When did you change your job to a wagon-pulling horse?"



    



    "Ah! Richel! Yahoo!"



    



    Richel, who was sweeping in front of the restaurant, shouted, and Tehez waved and greeted her.



    



    "Did the Factory Manager-nim make this again?"



    



    "Yes! Richel, want to ride?"



    



    "Hey!"



    



    Channing shouted, but Richel laughed and squeezed herself inside the handle, climbing onto the rickshaw.



    



    "Isn't it a bit cramped?"



    



    "I can just hold Illia. Illia, come here."



    



    At Richel's words, Tehez took Illia onto her lap.



    



    "Okay! Channing, let's go!"



    



    "Sigh... Alright, alright..."



    



    At Richel's shout, Channing sighed and, seemingly resigned, started pushing the rickshaw.



    



    Watching the rickshaw pass by again, the Factory Manager took out a cigarette, and blacksmith Popper walked up next to him.



    



    "You made another interesting thing."



    



    "Yeah. Looks usable, right?"



    



    "A human-powered wagon! Hahaha! That's an interesting thing. So, who ordered that one?"



    



    The Factory Manager exhaled cigarette smoke and looked at Popper.



    



    "Popper. There's something I need help with. I might need to ask the people in this town for help too."



    



    Popper looked at the Factory Manager for a moment and then slapped him hard on the shoulder.



    



    The Factory Manager, suddenly hit on the shoulder, rubbed it with his hand and looked at Popper, who burst into hearty laughter and spoke.



    



    "Tell me anything! We're all neighbors! The others will help too."



    



    "Damn! Thanks a lot."



    



    "Buy me a drink next time. But tell me first. What do you need help with?"



    



    "Let's talk over a beer at the Red Rooster."



    



    The Factory Manager and Popper entered the pub while talking.



    



    ******



    



    It was more than 30 minutes later when Channing pulled the rickshaw, carrying the three people, back to the factory.



    



    "Damn it... No wonder I was lucky today..."



    



    Behind the three who were chattering about how fun it was,



    



    Channing, exhausted and drenched in sweat, collapsed onto the floor.

  
    Chapter 45



    



    Red Rooster.



    



    A restaurant and pub in Polchis, run by the owner Oscar, his wife Chelline, and their daughter Richel.



    



    Oscar was a resourceful man who opened the restaurant with the money he earned as a mercenary, traveling through battlefields. He was famous for serving delicious food, thanks to his cooking skills honed during his mercenary days.



    



    And one evening.



    



    The Factory Manager and the men were gathered around a round table in a corner of the always-busy restaurant. Oscar, the owner of the restaurant, was sitting on one side, and the Factory Manager was sitting opposite him.



    



    After a round of beer, the men looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    "So. Black Hair. Tell us now that we're all gathered."



    



    It was Popper, the blacksmith, who started. Popper, a dwarf, wiped his beer-foam-covered beard with his sleeve and looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    "Yeah. You must have something important to say if you gathered us all like this."



    



    "I just wanted to have a quiet drink."



    



    "Nah. You wouldn't have gathered us all just for a drink, would you?"



    



    When Karutz, the butcher and former mercenary companion of Oscar, spoke, the Factory Manager drank his beer without saying a word.



    



    "Just be frank."



    



    This time, it was Wagner, the wagon workshop owner, who asked.



    



    Other owners of small workshops on the street were also gathered, including Krutz, the jewel craftsman, and Halfman, the metalworker.



    



    As all eyes focused on him, the Factory Manager drank his beer, sighed, and opened his mouth.



    



    "You know the inn run by Oscar's sister-in-law? It's in danger of disappearing."



    



    "Oscar's sister-in-law? Ah... That lady who came here once."



    



    Karutz acknowledged, and people started murmuring and talking amongst themselves.



    



    After a while, when the commotion subsided a bit, the Factory Manager spoke again.



    



    "Anyway, the nobleman who governs that manor said he would shut down the inn because it hasn't been paying its taxes properly, and in the heat of the moment, I stepped up and said I would stop him."



    



    "What a busybody..."



    



    Karutz commented on the Factory Manager's words, and everyone nodded in agreement.



    



    "So, what can we do to help?"



    



    Wagner asked this time.



    



    "You gathered us because you wanted help, didn't you? Have you thought about what kind of help you want?"



    



    "I have a rough idea..."



    



    The Factory Manager began to explain his thoughts, and the other men listened while drinking beer.



    



    "This is what I've thought of."



    



    "Hmm... That's quite a thought. I've never heard of running things that way."



    



    As soon as the Factory Manager finished his explanation, Oscar replied with surprised eyes. The others felt the same way.



    



    The Factory Manager was talking about something they had never heard of or thought of before, and it was a very surprising method.



    



    "So, if you have any better ideas after hearing this, please feel free to share them."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, the men fell silent for a moment.



    



    It was Karutz who broke the silence.



    



    "You see, I've traveled a lot as a mercenary, just like Oscar. And what was difficult back then was laundry. It was really hard to wash clothes and stuff. What if there was something that could do the laundry for you? Not many people want to do laundry when they're trying to relax, right?"



    



    "Ah. Right. Laundry! That's a real pain."



    



    At Oscar's words, the other men nodded.



    



    "My wife also has a hard time doing laundry. She has to go to the well to wash clothes. Her hands get so cold."



    



    "My wife pays to have it done. You know? Old lady Herbeta."



    



    "My family too. Old lady Herbeta makes a living doing laundry."



    



    Listening to the men's stories, the Factory Manager thought for a moment and clapped his hands.



    



    "Yes! That's good! This is the kind of idea I'm looking for. Oscar! Bring Karutz a strong one! I'll buy a drink for the man who came up with such a good idea!"



    



    The men cheered and started racking their brains.



    



    ***



    



    A few days passed.



    



    "Wow... This is... Amazing!"



    



    Channing was stunned to see the enormous wooden barrel that had been brought into the factory.



    



    "Isn't it great? Oscar got it from a brewery he knows. It's an old barrel, but it's sturdy."



    



    The Factory Manager said, tapping the huge wooden barrel with his hand, and Channing stared at it with wide eyes. The enormous wooden barrel was so large that two people could fit inside.



    



    "What are you going to make with this?"



    



    "A washing machine."



    



    When the Factory Manager answered, Tehez took out her notebook.



    



    "Are you going to make something like the electric washing machine we have in the factory?"



    



    "No. We're the only ones who can use electricity, so what's the point of attaching a motor? I'm going to make it run with a different mechanical method. It's going to be installed in the inn."



    



    "Ah! Are you going to rotate this barrel itself?"



    



    "It'll be a huge task to rotate something this heavy..."



    



    Channing said with a tired expression, and Illia looked around the barrel, then looked at the Factory Manager and said.



    



    "You're thinking of putting something inside that rotates, right?"



    



    At Illia's question, the Factory Manager smiled and stroked her head.



    



    "Illia is the smartest."



    



    "How did you know?"



    



    "I saw it when I was doing laundry with the factory washing machine. The inner drum of the factory washing machine rotates."



    



    At Illia's explanation, Tehez nodded and wrote it down in her notebook.



    



    "Okay! So Channing! Go get a 2T stainless steel plate. There should be a 2000 by 2500 size. Bring two. Tehez! Tehez, go get the steel pipes."



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    Channing and Tehez responded to the Factory Manager's orders and moved to their respective tasks, and the Factory Manager approached the barrel and began to draw lines on the bottom circular frame with a pen and ruler.



    



    After drawing a line on one side to mark the center, the Factory Manager went to the opposite side and knocked on the bottom circular frame.



    



    "Hmm... This won't come off easily..."



    



    The Factory Manager pondered for a moment, then went to the corner of the factory and brought a giant hammer.



    



    "What are you going to use that for all of a sudden?"



    



    Channing, who had brought a huge steel plate tied to the hoist, asked, and the Factory Manager casually lifted the hammer onto his shoulder and slammed it down hard.



    



    With a thud, the bottom of the barrel was pushed into the barrel.



    



    "Whew."



    



    The Factory Manager, who had removed the bottom of the barrel, crawled inside and lifted the bottom.



    



    "Hmm. As expected. It's grooved and fits together during assembly. That's why it's so securely fixed."



    



    "Factory Manager-nim! Don't overdo it, you're not as young as you used to be."



    



    "Shut up, Channing! Did you bring the steel plate?"



    



    "Yes. I brought two."



    



    "Oh. Good. Well done. Drill holes with the hole saw!"



    



    "How many?"



    



    The Factory Manager threw the split lid outside and came out over the barrel, picking up the paper lying next to it.



    



    "Let's see... 20 rows of 20 holes, each 15mm in diameter. Two plates."



    



    "Oh my god! How long will it take to drill 400 holes in each of the two plates with a drill hole saw?!"



    



    Channing exclaimed in horror, and the Factory Manager gestured for him to place the steel plates on the wooden pallet on the floor.



    



    When Channing placed the two steel plates on the pallet, the Factory Manager hammered them with a wooden block to make them overlap evenly, and then fixed the two steel plates together using C-clamps.



    



    "And let's see... Where was this..."



    



    The Factory Manager went to the shelf where the tools were gathered and rummaged through the plastic toolboxes before picking one up and walking back.



    



    "What's that?"



    



    "A magnetic drilling machine. It becomes an electromagnet when you connect it to electricity."



    



    "Ah. You can use that to drill. But, the stainless steel plate is not magnetic! That's why I brought it tied with a round sling. How are you going to attach it and apply force?"



    



    Channing asked the Factory Manager about his curiosity.



    



    Austenitic stainless steel, which is basically made by mixing a large amount of chromium and nickel, is a metal that is used in various fields because it is easy to process and does not rust easily.



    



    However, it has the property of not being attracted to magnets.



    



    "Here. Watch closely, you punk."



    



    The Factory Manager brought a steel plate.



    



    "Why the 200x600 steel plate?"



    



    In response to Channing's question, the Factory Manager first changed the drilling bit to a 5mm hole saw and connected it to the power cord. Then he put down the steel plate, placed the drilling machine on top of it, and turned on the switch.



    



    With a click, the steel plate stuck to the drilling machine, and he lifted it up and placed it on the stainless steel plate, adjusting its position and then stepped on the steel plate protruding on both sides.



    



    The drilling machine was positioned between the Factory Manager's legs.



    



    "Ah!"



    



    Only then did Channing realize the Factory Manager's idea and let out an exclamation of admiration. The Factory Manager activated the drilling machine and started turning the handle on the side.



    



    The hole saw gradually went down, and the sharp sound of it touching the steel plate echoed. With a whirring sound, a hole was drilled in the steel plate.



    



    "Now. You do it!"



    



    The Factory Manager called Channing, and Channing took his place on the drilling machine.



    



    "Tehez! Tehez, let's modify the wooden barrel together."



    



    "Yes!"



    



    Tehez, who had put down the steel pipes, approached, and the Factory Manager pointed to the lid part of the wooden barrel.



    



    "Here. Drill a hole here with the hole saw. 30mm diameter. Make sure it's centered."



    



    Tehez changed the drill bit to a hole saw and positioned it. It wasn't difficult to position it because the Factory Manager had already drawn lines and a circle.



    



    "What are you going to do with the front?"



    



    "I'm going to make a lid to cover it."



    



    The Factory Manager brought some parts and placed them on the workbench, finishing the preparations for work.



    



    Tehez, who had finished drilling all the holes with the hole saw, came over to the side, and the Factory Manager took out a drill and started drilling holes in a circular wooden board.



    



    "You're going to make a lid with this."



    



    "Yes. I thought about making it out of metal, but metal is heavy. Since it's not going to be under tremendous pressure anyway, I thought wood would be enough. I'm going to make it similar to a pressure cooker lid."



    



    The Factory Manager placed the pre-cut metal parts and bolts and nuts on the workbench. Tehez thought he was going to make the locking mechanism he had made when he made the pressure cooker.



    



    "Now. Tehez, you see the part marked with a pen here?"



    



    "Ah. Yes."



    



    "Attach this here. Drill holes and secure it firmly with bolts. You need to put rubber packing on the bolts."



    



    What the Factory Manager handed over was a circularly rolled flat bar. Inside, six L-shaped brackets were already welded.



    



    Tehez placed the circular metal frame on the wooden board and marked the holes in the brackets on the wooden board with the pencil she had tucked behind her ear.



    



    Lifting the circular frame, Tehez went to the drilling machine set up on one side, drilled holes according to the markings, and placed the steel plate back down.



    



    Finally, Tehez tightened the bolts and nuts with rubber packing using a T-wrench and checked the position.



    



    "Master. I'm done."



    



    At Tehez's words, the Factory Manager took the board, examined it, placed the welded part on it, and marked it with a pen.



    



    He drilled holes in the marked positions and fixed the hinges and locking device he had made with bolts and nuts.



    



    Then, he fitted a large rubber packing into the circular frame.



    



    "The water won't leak when the lid is closed."



    



    "It won't be 100%, but it's better than nothing. Good. That's about it... Channing! How many holes have you drilled?"



    



    "I'm almost done."



    



    "Tehez! Go and bend that into a cylinder with Channing. You have to weld it carefully."



    



    Tehez nodded and approached Channing.



    



    "Are you done?"



    



    "Yeah. I'm done. Turn on the bending machine."



    



    "If we're making it with a motor, wouldn't it be better to weld the two together and bend them at once?"



    



    Channing, who had drilled the last hole, pondered for a moment and looked at Tehez.



    



    "Hmm... Wouldn't the welded part break while bending?"



    



    "That could happen. Then we'll have to bend it into a semicircle and weld it simultaneously."



    



    Tehez agreed with Channing's words and operated the bending machine. Channing carefully tried to lift the perforated steel plate with his gloved hand but let go.



    



    "Wow. This is heavier than I thought."



    



    "Let's do it together."



    



    Tehez, who had finished operating the bending machine, quickly came over, and the two carefully lifted the steel plate.



    



    As they inserted the steel plate into the bending machine, it rotated and bent the steel plate. Channing and Tehez lowered the semi-circular perforated steel plate and inserted the next one.



    



    Two semi-circular steel plates were made, and Channing tied a nylon string to a piece of chalk and measured one end with a tape measure.



    



    "What are you doing?"



    



    At Tehez's question, Channing looked at the paper and thought, measuring the length of the string on the tape measure a few more times before tying a sharp chisel to one end and handing it to Tehez.



    



    "Stick it on the floor."



    



    "This?"



    



    Tehez placed the tip of the chisel on the floor, and Channing held the chalk and started to rotate around the cement floor. A circle was drawn on the floor with Tehez as the center.



    



    "If we weld it along this line, we'll get a perfect circle."



    



    "Oh! Smart! Did you use what Master explained back then?"



    



    "Yeah. That pi thing. I'm not smart enough to fully understand it, but I learned how to do it roughly."



    



    Tehez praised Channing, who was scratching his head, and she stood the steel plate up and aligned it with the circle.



    



    When Channing stood the other steel plate up to make a cylinder with the first one, Tehez quickly picked up the welding machine next to her.



    



    "Hold it steady, Channing."



    



    "Just tack weld it. Otherwise, it'll warp."



    



    "I know."



    



    While Channing held the two steel plates together with his hands, Tehez welded from the top. She was welding one stitch at a time. It was like basting in sewing.



    



    After welding one side, Tehez walked to the other side and welded it in the same way.



    



    "I'm done."



    



    "Good. Now we do it simultaneously."



    



    At Tehez's words, Channing brought another welding machine. And so, the two, wearing welding masks, began to weld simultaneously.
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    Meanwhile, the Factory Manager calculated the dimensions, jotting down various formulas and numbers on a piece of paper.



    



    Having roughly finished his calculations, the Factory Manager used the hoist to bring over a new stainless steel sheet. He intended to cut it into a circle.



    



    After drawing a circular line, the Factory Manager proceeded to cut the circle using a plasma cutter. Since the cut surface was rough, he smoothed it out as much as possible with a belt sander to create a perfect circle.



    



    After making two such circles, the Factory Manager drilled a hole in the exact center of each. This was where the steel pipe axle would pass through.



    



    He then cut a straight line from the center hole to the edge of one of the circles, effectively removing a segment. This resulted in one complete circle and another that was slightly larger than a semicircle.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. I'm almost done."



    



    Channing, with his welding mask raised above his head, spoke as the Factory Manager finished drilling the holes and inspected his work.



    



    "Did you polish the surface?"



    



    "Yes. Tehez and I polished it all. It's spotless."



    



    The Factory Manager nodded and pointed to the circular pieces he had just created.



    



    "Use these to cover the front and back."



    



    "But one of them is missing a piece. Where did it go?"



    



    "That's how it's supposed to be. You need a lid to put in and take out the laundry! Take it and weld it."



    



    Channing scratched his head, took the pieces, and went to weld them.



    



    As before, he placed the circular frame on the floor, carefully positioned the welded cylinder on top, and then welded the four corners.



    



    While Channing worked on that, the Factory Manager welded hinges and a latch onto the semicircular piece.



    



    ******



    



    The Factory Manager brought over ball bearings and a long steel plate.



    



    He drilled a hole in one end of the long steel plate using the drilling machine and then bent the end of the plate to a 90-degree angle using the press.



    



    After measuring the length with a tape measure and cutting off the excess with the press, the Factory Manager placed the steel plate against the outer surface of the ball bearing and tack welded it in place.



    



    He arranged four ball bearings in a cross shape and tack welded them together before completing the final welds. The steel plate was now firmly attached to the ball bearings.



    



    The Factory Manager spun the inside of the bearing with his finger. With a whirring sound, the inside of the bearing rotated smoothly.



    



    "Good. No problems here."



    



    "Factory Manager-nim! I'm finished welding this."



    



    As the Factory Manager placed the completed part on the table, Channing approached. The Factory Manager handed him the semicircular cover.



    



    "Here. Take this and weld it too. Tehez! Tehez, bring the steel pipe over here and insert it."



    



    The Factory Manager approached the cylinder. As Channing began welding the cover onto the cylinder lying on its side, the Factory Manager helped Tehez insert the steel pipe through the center of the other cylinder.



    



    "Do we weld this too?"



    



    "Yes, of course. Tehez, weld that side. I'll weld this side."



    



    Tehez put on her protective mask and started welding, and the Factory Manager began welding as well.



    



    The Factory Manager started welding right next to Channing, who was squatting and welding. He began welding with swift and skillful movements.



    



    Although Channing started welding first, he was slower than the Factory Manager, so it took him longer.



    



    "Have some snacks while you work. Here's bread and drinks."



    



    While everyone was busy welding, Illia entered the workshop, carrying a tray with bread and drinks. The bread wasn't ordinary bread; it was sweet red bean bread that the Factory Manager had purchased specifically.



    



    At the mention of bread, Channing's face lit up, and he jumped to his feet.



    



    "Oh! Is it that sweet bread?! That's delicious!"



    



    "Isn't it too soft?"



    



    Tehez also raised her protective mask and spoke, but upon seeing Channing, she froze in surprise. Illia was also startled and placed the tray on the table, shouting,



    



    "Channing-oppa! Your clothes are on fire!"



    



    "What?!"



    



    At Illia's cry, Channing frantically turned his head, checking his body.



    



    "Your back! Your back is on fire!"



    



    Tehez finally managed to speak, and Channing twisted his head as far as he could to look at his back.



    



    Seeing white smoke rising from his back and feeling the heat, Channing's face drained of color, turning even whiter.



    



    "Waaaaah!"



    



    Seeing his body on fire, Channing panicked and started running around, and Tehez didn't know what to do.



    



    "He... Help me!"



    



    "Waaaaah! Channing! Channing!"



    



    Seeing Channing running around wildly and Tehez frozen in panic, the Factory Manager sighed, grabbed Channing by the back of his neck, and tripped him.



    



    Channing collapsed onto the floor.



    



    Looking down at Channing, the Factory Manager shouted,



    



    "You idiot! Calm down and roll on the floor!"



    



    Channing quickly started rolling on the floor, and the Factory Manager calmly took off his jacket and started hitting Channing with it.



    



    The fire on his clothes was quickly extinguished.



    



    "It's out now."



    



    "Uh... Ugh..."



    



    Exhausted from rolling on the floor, Channing slowly sat up at the Factory Manager's words.



    



    "Are you alright?!"



    



    Finally regaining her senses, Tehez rushed over to Channing and examined his back.



    



    "Does it hurt?!"



    



    "Uh?... Uh."



    



    Tehez saw the holes burned through Channing's work clothes and the slightly singed undershirt. Thankfully, he didn't seem to be seriously injured.



    



    "How are you, Oppa?"



    



    "It's a little hot, but... I'm okay."



    



    Illia also approached and asked, and Channing touched his back through his clothes with his gloved hand. The Factory Manager put his jacket back on, walked over, and flicked Channing on the head.



    



    "You idiot. The work clothes are made of fire-retardant material! Why did you panic and run around like that?!"



    



    "I almost turned into roasted elf! How can I not panic? Besides, wasn't it because you were welding too close! The welding sparks flew down because you were welding above me!"



    



    "Ahem..."



    



    The Factory Manager coughed awkwardly and looked away at Channing's complaint, and Tehez and Illia burst into laughter at the sight.



    



    "Let's stop there and have some snacks. Channing! Go to the storage room and get a new set of work clothes."



    



    "Yes. Yes. I understand. Let's finish this quickly. It's almost closing time."



    



    Channing picked up a sweet red bean bun, and the Factory Manager raised his drink, nodding. Taking a large bite of the bun, Channing finally seemed to have calmed down and smiled.



    



    "I love this sweet red bean bread."



    



    "Cream bread is tastier."



    



    "Can we even call this bread? If it has filling, shouldn't it be considered a pie?"



    



    Tehez questioned Channing and Illia's comments, and Channing shrugged.



    



    "Is that so? The outside is bread. Just a little soft."



    



    "But it's sweet because of the sugar. And the filling too. If a baker made this bread, the pastry chefs would be furious, wouldn't they?"



    



    Tehez looked at the cross-section of the bread. The white bread was filled with dark red bean paste.



    



    "Would that really be such a big deal? It's all bread."



    



    "It would be a huge problem. You know how much bakers and pastry chefs hate each other."



    



    Tehez responded to the Factory Manager's question, and Illia added after taking a sip of her drink,



    



    "You know Mr. Katol, who owns the bakery at the end of the alley, right?"



    



    "Katol? Yes, I know him. We sometimes drink together at the pub."



    



    "Last time I went to buy bread, he was having a huge fight with some men who came from the noble district. It was quite scary."



    



    "Ah, I heard about that. Mr. Katol bought sugar, and that caused a commotion, right?"



    



    Channing chimed in, and the Factory Manager frowned, confused.



    



    "Why would buying sugar cause a problem?"



    



    "Bakers aren't allowed to use sugar in their bread. That's why the Pastry Guild members came and caused a scene. They accused him of buying sugar to use in his bread."



    



    Tehez answered the Factory Manager's question.



    



    "In the end, Mr. Katol threw the bread he baked at the pastry chefs, telling them to taste it and see if it had sugar in it. After tasting the bread, the Pastry Guild members left, and the matter was settled."



    



    "But why did he buy so much sugar? It's not cheap."



    



    The Factory Manager spoke after finishing the rest of his bread.



    



    "He said he was making soft bread for his mother, who has bad teeth, when we were drinking together last time."



    



    "Hee... Does adding sugar make it softer?"



    



    "Well, it must be because of the fermentation. You need sugar for proper fermentation."



    



    The Factory Manager answered Channing's question, and Tehez looked at him in surprise.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim, you know about bread too?"



    



    "Huh? How would I know about bread? I've only ever worked with metal. But for bread to become soft, it needs to ferment and rise well, and sugar helps with that."



    



    Tehez quickly took out her notebook.



    



    "Why is sugar necessary?"



    



    "I don't know the details. Anyway, for bread to rise well, it needs to ferment, and adding sugar helps with the fermentation process. I just overheard my wife talking about it when she was baking as a hobby, so I don't know much."



    



    Tehez started jotting down notes in her notebook, and Illia looked at her.



    



    "Unni, hurry up and eat so we can clean up the dishes."



    



    "Ah, sorry. Okay."



    



    Tehez quickly gulped down her drink and looked at her notebook with the bread in her mouth, and the Factory Manager sighed.



    



    "Ask a baker about bread and let's get back to work. We need to finish this quickly."



    



    The Factory Manager got up, and Tehez hurriedly chewed her bread.



    



    ******



    



    After their snack break, the three finished welding and carefully pushed the completed cylinder into the wooden barrel using the hoist.



    



    "Got it from the back?!"



    



    "Yes! Push it in!"



    



    Channing replied from behind the barrel, and the Factory Manager operated the hoist.



    



    While Channing held the steel pipe in place with a thin iron rod inserted through a hole in the wood, Tehez pushed the hoisted cylinder inward.



    



    The steel pipe emerged through the hole in the ball bearing fitted within the wooden hole, guided by the iron rod Channing was holding.



    



    "Good!"



    



    Simultaneously, the Factory Manager inserted the pre-made cross-shaped ball bearing assembly onto the steel pipe.



    



    Tehez, who was waiting nearby, tightly secured it in place by bolting a pre-drilled plate onto the assembly.



    



    When they released the round sling attached to the hoist, the metal cylinder was perfectly positioned inside the wooden barrel.



    



    The Factory Manager tightened the bolts to secure the steel pipe and ball bearings and manually rotated the metal cylinder. With a rattling sound, the cylinder began to rotate smoothly.



    



    "Ooh!"



    



    "It's rotating well."



    



    "It's complete for now."



    



    While they shared their impressions and the joy of completion, Illia approached the finished washing machine.



    



    She stepped onto the temporary wooden frame supporting the massive wooden barrel and tiptoed to reach the metal cylinder inside, rotating it with her hand.



    



    Perhaps due to the well-balanced center of gravity, the cylinder rotated smoothly even with Illia's push.



    



    Looking at the rotating cylinder, Illia turned to the others and asked,



    



    "So how do you put water in here, and how do you turn this cylinder?"



    



    Channing and Tehez, who were smiling, stopped and looked at each other.



    



    "Now that you mention it..."



    



    "How do we turn this?"



    



    Tehez and Channing looked at the Factory Manager and asked, and he grinned.



    



    "There's a way for everything. Did you think I'd make this without thinking about that?"



    



    Tehez and Channing looked at the cylinder for a moment and then nodded.



    



    "That's true. You wouldn't have made it carelessly. Alright. So we're done for the day, right?"



    



    "Yes. But we have to go out tomorrow, so pack some equipment. Pack the impact driver, grinder, and oxy-fuel welding equipment too."



    



    "Huh? Why suddenly? We don't have any installation requests, do we?"



    



    Channing was surprised by the Factory Manager's sudden announcement and asked, and the Factory Manager nodded.



    



    "We have an installation request, that's why. Tehez, pack the equipment too. We have to leave early tomorrow morning."



    



    "Yes, I'll prepare it."



    



    Tehez responded to the Factory Manager's words, and Channing sighed and began to gather the toolboxes.

  
    Chapter 47



    



    As dawn broke, the factory crew, led by Aspur pulling the wagon, made their way down the village road. They were headed to the open space behind the alley.



    



    "I understand you want to install the washing machine at the well, but do we have to come out this early in the morning?"



    



    Channing asked as he guided Aspur's reins, and the Factory Manager replied, puffing out cigarette smoke.



    



    "Everyone will be gathered."



    



    "Everyone? What do you mean by that?"



    



    The Factory Manager pointed towards the alley with his hand.



    



    "You'll see when we get there."



    



    "We're almost there, so you'll find out soon. Channing, let's go in."



    



    Tehez added to the Factory Manager's words, and Channing guided the reins, leading the wagon into the alley. Upon seeing the scene in the open space within the alley, he burst into laughter.



    



    "Wow. So this is what you meant by everyone being gathered."



    



    Channing steered the wagon into a corner.



    



    The square was teeming with people. The men were carrying lumber and leveling the ground near the well, while the women were chatting and boiling something in a huge cauldron on one side.



    



    Children were playing and laughing by the stream flowing on the other side.



    



    "Is there some kind of festival going on? We're here to install the washing machine."



    



    Tehez asked, observing the scene, and the Factory Manager extinguished his cigarette by grinding it against the sole of his shoe. Then, someone approached them in a wagon.



    



    "Hey! You're here?"



    



    "Quite a crowd, isn't it?"



    



    "Almost all the members of the Cladis Street Autonomous Committee are here. Since it's something we'll all be using, we should all work on it together."



    



    Popper, who had approached in the wagon, said, helping them to stop the wagon, and Channing, Tehez, and Illia jumped down from the wagon.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. Why is everyone gathered here?"



    



    "Remember the windmill we built at the inn before? We're going to build that here."



    



    The Factory Manager answered Channing's question, and Tehez opened her mouth as if she finally understood.



    



    "Aha! You're planning to install a pump to draw water at our alley's well too."



    



    "That's part of it, and we'll also use the windmill as the power source for the washing machine."



    



    The Factory Manager responded to Tehez's words and pulled out a piece of paper from his pocket, unfolding it.



    



    "Ah. Is that the blueprint?"



    



    "Yes. Hey! Everyone gather around!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's call, those who were preparing for work gathered. Most were familiar faces, the artisans of the alley.



    



    "Ah. This is what we're building? A wooden tower."



    



    "Doesn't seem too difficult. Did you bring all the nails?"



    



    The artisans exchanged words as they looked over the blueprint, and the Factory Manager fastened a belt laden with tools around his waist, attaching an impact drill to a hook on the belt.



    



    "If you're done looking, let's get started! First, let's dig the ground and set up the pillars!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's shout, the artisans cheered and began digging the ground in their designated areas with their tools.



    



    "Channing! You come and dig too! You're young, you should be digging!"



    



    "Yes. Yes. I'm coming."



    



    Channing ran over at the Factory Manager's call, and Tehez hurriedly fastened her tool belt and followed after him.



    



    Illia stretched, yawned, and walked towards a corner of the open space. There, the women were chatting and busy preparing various dishes.



    



    Water was boiling in a huge cauldron, and skewers of meat were being prepared over a brazier set up next to it.



    



    "Hello."



    



    "Illia, you're here."



    



    Chelline, who was slicing vegetables into the cauldron, greeted Illia warmly, and the other women also welcomed her.



    



    "It's quite noisy with everyone gathered, isn't it?"



    



    "It feels like a festival."



    



    "It's not often that the Autonomous Committee gathers like this."



    



    Chelline said as she dropped the sliced carrots into the cauldron, and another woman added meat, saying,



    



    "I heard the wives of the Autonomous Committee were even more eager after hearing about it. They said we have to build a machine that automatically draws well water and does laundry."



    



    "That's right. Imagine how convenient it would be if we had something like that. That's why everyone closed their shops and gathered here."



    



    As the women started talking, Illia felt her head spinning.



    



    It was amazing how they could maintain a conversation even though everyone was talking at the same time, Illia thought.



    



    Meanwhile, the work continued. While the master carpenters took the lead in erecting pillars and building the tower, the Factory Manager, Channing, and Tehez assembled the windmill blades and the gears that would be connected to them.



    



    Assembling the water tank and the washing machine was also the responsibility of the factory crew.



    



    "Whew. It's hot!"



    



    Channing, who was busy tightening bolts, wiped his sweat with a towel, and Tehez fanned herself with her hand.



    



    "It's almost summer now."



    



    "I only had a quick breakfast, so I'm hungry."



    



    While Tehez and Channing were chatting, Chelline shouted loudly.



    



    "Let's take a break and eat!"



    



    "Yay! Food!"



    



    Channing jumped to his feet, and the Factory Manager clicked his tongue, looking at him.



    



    "Your stomach clock is really accurate. Hey! Everyone, let's eat and then get back to work!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted, taking off his gloves, and the artisans, who were each working on their tasks, gathered one by one in front of the cauldron.



    



    "Here! Take some bread and skewers!"



    



    "There's plenty of soup, so eat and eat some more!"



    



    The women shouted, handing bowls and food to the artisans, and the Factory Manager, Channing, and Tehez also lined up to receive their food.



    



    Channing, sitting on the ground, chewed on his bread and immediately scooped up the soup with a spoon, bringing it to his mouth.



    



    "It tastes even better eating outside."



    



    "Don't talk with your mouth full, Oppa."



    



    Illia, sitting next to him, chided Channing as he spoke with admiration, and Channing chuckled, nodding and taking a bite of the skewered meat.



    



    The skewers, made from long pieces of wood and grilled over charcoal, were seasoned with a unique blend of spices.



    



    "Wow, this is good!"



    



    "I know, right? It's slightly spicy. Is it lamb?"



    



    The Factory Manager also tasted the skewered meat and expressed his admiration.



    



    "This would be amazing with a glass of beer."



    



    "You're right. It's the perfect snack."



    



    Channing agreed with the Factory Manager, and Illia shook her head.



    



    "Do you really like alcohol that much?"



    



    Channing and the Factory Manager nodded simultaneously, and Illia sighed.



    



    "Men are all the same."



    



    Richel, who had approached them unnoticed, said, handing glasses to the Factory Manager and Channing.



    



    "Wow! What great service!"



    



    The Factory Manager exclaimed upon seeing the liquid inside the glass. It was beer.



    



    "Everyone would be disappointed if there wasn't any beer while working under the scorching sun."



    



    "Cheers! Richel! Thank you!"



    



    As Channing raised his glass in delight, Richel burst into laughter and looked at Tehez.



    



    "Tehez, would you like some too?"



    



    "No, I'm good."



    



    "Then give Tehez's share to me!"



    



    Channing stretched out his hand and said, but Richel lightly slapped his hand, raising the basket.



    



    "No. Come and drink at our pub after you're done working. The Autonomous Committee has rented it out for today."



    



    "Aw. Just one glass isn't enough..."



    



    Channing whined, but Richel immediately went to the other artisans and handed them glasses. The Factory Manager smiled, drained the remaining beer, and bit into the skewer.



    



    "Alright, let's eat quickly and get back to work. We still have a lot to do."



    



    Channing nodded at the Factory Manager's words and bit into his bread, and the Factory Manager also finished the remaining soup.



    



    ***



    



    On one side of the street, in a small open space in the back alley, there was a well. Most of the people living on that street drew well water from there for their daily lives.



    



    A small waterway passing near the well was a laundry area where the women of the alley gathered to wash their clothes.



    



    And in that open space stood a huge tower, something they hadn't seen before.



    



    Atop the wooden tower, which soared higher than the surrounding buildings, a sheet metal windmill spun in the wind, and next to it, a large wooden barrel sat on a human-sized frame.



    



    It was a pump to draw water from the well and a water tank to store the water.



    



    The women were chatting as they filled their wooden buckets with water from the faucet attached to the barrel.



    



    "This is really convenient."



    



    "I know, right? I don't know how we managed before."



    



    Next to the women who were drawing water while chatting, stood another large wooden barrel.



    



    A steel pipe protruding from the back of the barrel was connected to a gear, which was linked to another gear by a metal chain. The shaft connected to the gear was linked to the shaft of the huge windmill.



    



    It was a system where the rotation of the windmill turned the steel pipe. It was the washing machine that the Factory Manager had built.



    



    "Ah! Grandma Herbeta! Hello."



    



    "Oh, Mrs. Karwutz. Are you here to drop off laundry?"



    



    "Yes. I'm going to wash the blanket."



    



    The middle-aged woman, who had spoken to Grandma Herbeta sitting on a wooden chair next to the washing machine, put down a wooden basket. Inside was a large blanket.



    



    "Please wait a moment. It's in the spin cycle right now."



    



    Grandma Herbeta got up from her chair and checked the valve under the washing machine.



    



    "Since no water is coming out, it seems like the spin cycle is finished."



    



    "Hee. Is that how you know?"



    



    Mrs. Karwutz asked at Grandma Herbeta's words.



    



    "Yes, that's right. Then if you pull this handle..."



    



    Grandma Herbeta closed the valve, went behind the washing machine, and pulled the handle. As she did so, the gear connected to the rotating shaft detached, and the washing machine began to slow down.



    



    Once the washing machine stopped moving, Grandma Herbeta went to the front and opened the top lid, then slightly rotated the metal drum inside and opened the bottom lid as well.



    



    Finally, Grandma Herbeta brought a wooden basket and used a slightly curved wooden stick to pull out all the clothes inside the drum.



    



    "Here. Bring it over. Put it in here carefully."



    



    "Okay."



    



    Grandma Herbeta said, pushing a wheeled basket to the side, and Mrs. Karwutz picked up the basket, went over to it, and put the blanket and clothes inside the lid.



    



    Grandma Herbeta scooped up an opaque solution from a wooden barrel next to her with a ladle and poured it into the washing machine before closing the lid. It was lye used for washing clothes.



    



    "Can I start it now?"



    



    "No, no. We need to add water. How can we wash clothes without water?"



    



    Grandma Herbeta explained to Mrs. Karwutz, then walked to the side and opened the valve connected to a plastic hose.



    



    The sound of water flowing from the plastic hose connected to the large wooden water tank could be heard.



    



    Once enough water had filled the machine, Grandma Herbeta closed the valve and pushed the handle up. The gear engaged with the rotating shaft, and the washing machine started to spin.



    



    "Now, just wait about 30 minutes, and the laundry will be done."



    



    "Wow, the washing time has been significantly reduced."



    



    "That's right. I thought I wouldn't be able to do laundry anymore because my back, knees, and finger joints all ached, but that black-haired gentleman made something wonderful."



    



    "Everyone in the Autonomous Committee gathered to build it last time. Grandma Herbeta receives a weekly wage through the Autonomous Committee."



    



    "That was also thanks to the black-haired gentleman. He's a lifesaver, a true lifesaver. Really... My husband and son all died in the war, and I've been living alone, just waiting for the day I die. But now that I'm old, I'm being taken care of like this, so I'm so grateful..."



    



    "Don't say that. Who else could wash clothes as meticulously as you do? Ah! But we should hang the laundry we washed earlier quickly. Let me help you."



    



    As Grandma Herbeta dabbed at her eyes, Mrs. Karwutz spoke in a deliberately cheerful voice, pulling the wheeled basket towards the clothesline.



    



    "Wow, this is convenient too. It's not heavy at all."



    



    "That was also made by the black-haired gentleman. I've never seen anyone so skilled in my entire life."



    



    "My husband praises him a lot too. Many of the things we use in our shop were made by him."



    



    Chatting like this, Grandma Herbeta and Mrs. Karwutz began hanging the laundry. Beside them, the washing machine was chugging along, making a rattling sound.

  
    Chapter 48



    



    The mansion was bustling from early in the morning.



    



    This was because it was the mansion of Timothy Ellamein, a nobleman with a manor, although not a high-ranking nobleman with a title.



    



    Timothy, who was supervising the servants busily packing various things into wooden boxes, ended up hearing his wife's nagging as she came out of the room.



    



    "Hey Timothy. We're just going to stay at an inn for one night. Why are you preparing so much?"



    



    "Penny! Still, a nobleman is going on a trip, so some preparations..."



    



    "Timothy! We're not going for days or weeks. We're just spending one night at an inn by the lake within our small manor. We don't need such preparations."



    



    Timothy was about to burst out in anger at his wife Penny's words, who had her arms crossed, but swallowed it down.



    



    He had persuaded Penny, who didn't want to go on this trip, with great difficulty. Timothy, thinking that it would be useless to provoke her further, took a deep breath.



    



    "Alright. I'll reduce the luggage."



    



    "No need to reduce it. I've already packed the luggage."



    



    Penny called a maid, and the maid brought a rather large bag, struggling to carry it, and placed it on the floor.



    



    "This is enough. It's your clothes, mine, and Kara's change of clothes."



    



    "But... still, isn't it too little..."



    



    "Ti. Mo. Thy!"



    



    When Penny glared and spoke, Timothy gulped.



    



    "We're not taking the maids either."



    



    "What? Without any attendants?"



    



    "What kind of grand trip do you think this is? You said we're going to eat and come back anyway. Leave the soldiers too. Just the three of us are going."



    



    "No soldiers either! What are we going to do if something happens?"



    



    When Timothy shouted, Penny smiled and approached him, stroking his chin, and opened her mouth.



    



    "Oh my. Is this handsome knight so incompetent that he can't even protect his wife and daughter?"



    



    "N-No!"



    



    When Timothy puffed out his chest and spoke, Penny smiled brightly and nodded.



    



    "Then let's relax and have fun, just the three of us, for a change. I'll go wake Kara up."



    



    Timothy sighed deeply and lifted the heavy bag.



    



    ***



    



    "Welcome."



    



    Shellen bowed and greeted the Timothy family as they got off the carriage.



    



    "Thank you."



    



    Penny politely replied to Shellen's greeting.



    



    "Please take good care of us today."



    



    Unlike Penny, who was smiling, Timothy's face was heavily frowned.



    



    He had intended to break the strangely impertinent boldness of the black-haired man. He was determined to crush this shabby inn that couldn't even pay its taxes properly.



    



    However, the inn looked quite different from when he had seen it last month.



    



    "The inn is very pretty. The white walls and the blue roof. It's truly beautiful."



    



    "Thank you. We renovated it recently."



    



    The inn, which had been just old wooden walls, was neatly painted. Just by painting it, the atmosphere seemed completely different.



    



    "Then I'll show you to your room. It's a wonderful room with a panoramic view of the lake, so I'm sure you'll like it."



    



    "Good. Timothy, carry the bag. Let's go see the room quickly."



    



    "I want to see the lake too."



    



    When Kara, holding her mother Penny's hand, also smiled brightly and spoke, Timothy awkwardly lifted the heavy bag.



    



    Following the path paved with crushed stones, walking slightly between the trees, a cabin with a view of the wide lake came into sight.



    



    "I like the small stone-paved path. The rattling sound is very pleasant."



    



    "Yes. We paved it with the stones left over from the quarry. Everyone likes it because even when it rains, the mud doesn't stick to your shoes."



    



    "Hmm... Yes. Is business going well?"



    



    Timothy subtly joined Penny and Shellen's conversation, and Shellen replied with a smile.



    



    "Yes. We couldn't do business until last week because we were painting and paving with these stones, but we've had a lot of guests this week. It just so happens that we have a group visiting from Yeongdo Polchis today as well."



    



    "That's good."



    



    "Wow! It's the lake!"



    



    Kara shouted as the lake came into view between the trees.



    



    "Oh my! It's wonderful!"



    



    Following Kara's exclamation, Penny, who looked in that direction, also let out an exclamation of admiration.



    



    The lake, sparkling between the trees under the sunlight with the mountain in the background, looked like a landscape painting.



    



    Among the green trees, the white and blue painted houses further enhanced the beauty of the scenery.



    



    "You didn't tell me there was such a wonderful place in our manor, Timothy."



    



    "Well... That... It's just a lake."



    



    "You really are a man without any mood."



    



    Penny looked at the lake from the front yard of the cabin.



    



    "Mom! Let's go to the lake."



    



    "Alright, Kara. Let's change our clothes first."



    



    "Then please rest comfortably. If you need anything, you can come back to the place where you saw me earlier and find me."



    



    "Thank you, innkeeper."



    



    After Shellen politely bowed and left, the Timothy family went inside the cabin.



    



    ******



    



    A short while later, the Timothy family came back out of the cabin, changed into clothes that commoners wear, suitable for activities, instead of the expensive and fancy clothes of nobles.



    



    "You brought these clothes?"



    



    "It's better to wear these to move around comfortably. Are you comfortable, Kara?"



    



    "Yes. It's easy to move around. Can we go to the lake now?"



    



    "Yes. But be careful not to fall into the water."



    



    Kara nodded and ran towards the lakeshore.



    



    "You too... These clothes..."



    



    "What's wrong with them? When I first met you, you were wearing clothes even worse than these."



    



    "That was during the war..."



    



    Penny smiled and stroked Timothy's chin.



    



    "That's right. The person in front of me back then was a young and lively knight. Not this old man."



    



    "Old man?!"



    



    "Hahaha! Then let's go to the lake too."



    



    Penny laughed and walked ahead, and Timothy scratched his head, looking at his wife's back. He couldn't remember the last time he had seen his wife so free-spirited.



    



    "Mom! The water is warm."



    



    "Oh my! It really is?"



    



    Penny, who dipped her hand into the slightly waving lake following Kara's words, spoke in surprise.



    



    Timothy, who approached the family, threw a pebble into the lake and said,



    



    "Mount Philos over there is a fire-breathing mountain. There's a hot fire inside that mountain, so all the water around here is warm."



    



    "Wow! There's fire inside that mountain, Dad? Like a stove!"



    



    When Kara spoke in admiration, Timothy smiled and threw another pebble. The pebble skipped across the lake.



    



    "You know well."



    



    "Well, it's my hometown where my ancestors have lived for generations."



    



    "Dad! Mom! Something strange is coming this way!"



    



    While Penny and Timothy were talking, Kara pointed somewhere with her finger and shouted.



    



    Seeing his usually quiet daughter excitedly running around made Timothy feel awkward yet happy.



    



    Timothy, looking in the direction Kara was pointing, spotted an Orc pulling a wheeled cart.



    



    "It's an Orc."



    



    "An Orc... Ah! There were civilized Orcs living in our manor."



    



    "They weren't civilized, but rather Orcs that my grandfather allowed to live here. Well, they can communicate and they're decent fellows."



    



    While Timothy and Penny were talking, the Orc who had brought the strangely shaped cart stopped and took off the straw hat he was wearing, greeting them.



    



    "Hello. You must be guests who came to the inn."



    



    "Yes. Nice to meet you. Do you live near here?"



    



    "Yes. I live in the Orc village over there. Ah! If you're guests of the inn, would you like to ride a rickshaw? It's one silver coin for a course that goes around the lake and to the Orc village."



    



    "A rickshaw?"



    



    Timothy asked, and the Orc stepped out from behind the cart's handle and introduced it.



    



    "Yes. It's a riding cart. I pull it and run. It's quite wonderful to ride around the lake in this."



    



    "Wow! You pull it, mister, not a horse?"



    



    "That's right, little miss. I, Krafong, pull it. It's better than being pulled by a horse."



    



    Kara turned her head and looked at Timothy and Penny.



    



    "Let's ride it!"



    



    "Th-This...? Wouldn't it be better to just ride a carriage..."



    



    "What's wrong with it, Timothy? We can ride a carriage anytime. Besides, I'm curious about the Orc village too."



    



    When Penny also said that, Timothy, with an expression that he had no choice, took out a silver coin from the pouch tied to his waist and handed it to Krafong.



    



    "Thank you! Then please get on."



    



    Krafong put the silver coin in his pocket and quickly pointed to the cart.



    



    Penny got on with Timothy's help, and Kara climbed up after her. Once Penny and Kara sat on the seat, there was only a small space left.



    



    "It seems a bit cramped for three people..."



    



    "We can have Kara sit on my lap."



    



    Penny quickly had Kara sit on her lap, and Timothy nodded and sat next to them.



    



    "I want to sit on Dad's lap."



    



    "You want to?"



    



    Penny quickly handed Kara over to Timothy, and Timothy awkwardly had Kara sit on his lap. Come to think of it, Timothy couldn't remember the last time he had held Kara like this.



    



    "Then let's depart!"



    



    Krafong started to pull the rickshaw.



    



    "Woooow!"



    



    Kara cheered as the rickshaw started to run at a fairly fast pace. Timothy thought the ride was a bit strange, different from a carriage.



    



    "The lake is truly beautiful."



    



    "Yes. Thanks to this lake, this area is very fertile. Do you know the legend of this lake?"



    



    "Oh my. Is there a legend?"



    



    Penny asked, and Krafong, continuously moving his feet, explained.



    



    "A very long time ago, it's a story from the time when humans hadn't even come to this place yet. It was the time when the great Orc chieftain Malfongkof ruled the Orc tribe. One day, fire started to erupt from the ground. The fire burned the forest and started to kill countless animals. In the end, the great chieftain Malfongkof, unable to bear the sight any longer, wrapped himself in a lot of wet leather and went to the burning fire to cover it with soil to extinguish it."



    



    "Why did he wrap himself in wet leather?"



    



    "It was to block the heat coming from the fire, little miss. He covered it with soil, and covered it, and covered it again, but the fire continued to sprout out from the soil. However, the great Malfongkof did not give up. Even when he piled up as much soil as a small hill, even as much as a small mound, the fire continued to gush out. Before long, all the wet leather dried up and crumbled, and Malfongkof's skin, hardened from countless battles, began to get burned. But Malfongkof still did not give up."



    



    "And then? And then?"



    



    Kara, completely absorbed in the old tale, urged him to continue, and Krafong, after quenching his thirst with the wooden water bottle hanging from his waist, continued the story.



    



    "As he continued to pile up the soil, and pile it up more, a mountain as high as the clouds was created. And in the end, the great Malfongkof collapsed. Malfongkof, who collapsed into the center of the huge pit he had dug, breathed his last breath."



    



    "Oh... Poor Malfongkof. Why didn't the other Orcs help?"



    



    "Because if they weren't as great as Malfongkof, their whole bodies would have burned before they even got close to the fire. Malfongkof was an Orc who inherited the blood of an ancient spirit. Malfongkof's last breath summoned the ancient spirit. The spirit saw the dead Malfongkof, the burning mountain, and the pit, and understood everything. The ancient spirit, seeing that sight, gathered and gathered the smoke. The smoke gathered like that became dark clouds and poured down a tremendous amount of rain, and only then did the burning mountain and forest die down. And the rain that poured down like that gathered in the huge pit that Malfongkof had dug, and became this lake."



    



    The story ended there.



    



    It was a story that even Timothy had never heard before, a truly legendary tale of the Orcs.

  
    Chapter 49



    



    While listening to Krafong's story, the rickshaw left the lakeside road and entered a forest path. Sunlight streamed down through the tall trees on either side, creating a mystical atmosphere.



    



    "It's like a road from a storybook."



    



    "You're right. The sunlight is beautiful."



    



    Penny looked at the road at Kara's words. Seeing his wife and daughter looking at the road with bright faces, Timothy smiled involuntarily.



    



    The rickshaw left the forest and entered a wide clearing. It was an Orc village with fields and houses made of tents in the distance.



    



    "They built houses with tents."



    



    "Those are traditional Orc tents. The Orc mercenaries I met on the battlefield used to carry those kinds of tents."



    



    Timothy answered Penny's words and looked at the village.



    



    Krafong stopped the rickshaw as they reached the entrance of the village.



    



    "Well, we've arrived at the Orc village."



    



    "Thank you for your hard work."



    



    Penny replied and got off the rickshaw with Krafong's help, taking Kara in her arms. Timothy also jumped off the rickshaw.



    



    Once everyone was off, Krafong moved the rickshaw to the side of the road and said,



    



    "I'll be here while you look around, so please take your time."



    



    Timothy's family entered the village. There were fields on the outskirts of the village, and the circular tents inside were an uncommon sight.



    



    Penny and Kara entered the village with curious expressions, and the Orcs working in the fields greeted them warmly.



    



    Kara waved to the Orcs and started to run towards the village, and Penny smiled at her.



    



    "This is my first time in an Orc village."



    



    "It's my first time too."



    



    "Yours too? But this village is in your territory?"



    



    Timothy answered his wife Penny's question while watching Kara running into the village.



    



    "Well... the Orc village is like a self-governing district, with the Lord's permission. It's not really part of my territory, so I haven't given it much thought."



    



    "That's right."



    



    "Mom! Mom! There's a market here!"



    



    While the couple was talking, Kara, who had run ahead, waved and called out to her mother.



    



    "A market? Is there such a thing in an Orc village?"



    



    "Let's go and see."



    



    Timothy expressed his doubts, and Penny led him.



    



    In the square located in the center of the village, there were wooden stalls where Orcs were selling various goods.



    



    There were already human women who appeared to have arrived earlier, browsing the goods.



    



    There were merchants selling agricultural products and Orc ornaments, but one particular shop was crowded. It was a shop selling traditional Orc cloth.



    



    "This is pretty. It's a flower pattern."



    



    "Is this a bird pattern? This is nice too."



    



    The women were chatting while looking at the cloth, and Penny joined them.



    



    "Oh my. It's really beautiful."



    



    Penny exclaimed in admiration as she looked at the colorful cloth hanging on one side.



    



    Various patterns were embroidered on a white background with diverse colors such as red, blue, yellow, and green.



    



    "How did they make these patterns? Did they draw them?"



    



    Penny asked, and the Orc woman guarding the shop waved her hand and explained.



    



    "No. We insert colored threads in that part beforehand when weaving the cloth."



    



    "Oh my... So that's how they make such unique patterns. It's amazing."



    



    "Any Orc woman can do it. That cloth is woven from the inner bark of a tree we call Kechalwato. It's very cool and comfortable to wear. The clothes I'm wearing now are also made of that cloth."



    



    The Orc woman took down some of the clothes hanging on the tree and showed them to the women who were looking around. They were loose-fitting, dress-like clothes.



    



    "These are traditional Orc clothes. We call them Tutz, and they're women's clothing. You wear them like this, from the top, and put a decorative belt around your waist."



    



    "Oh my, oh my! It looks comfortable."



    



    "You're right."



    



    "This is a bag made of that cloth. And this is a decorative pouch."



    



    "The bag looks pretty."



    



    The women were busy looking at the items made of cloth, chatting with each other, and Timothy sighed as he watched his wife Penny and Kara looking at the goods.



    



    Meanwhile, he made eye contact with a dwarf who was sighing next to him, and they exchanged greetings.



    



    A sense of camaraderie arose between the men in the same situation.



    



    "Women are crazy about clothes like that."



    



    The middle-aged dwarf spoke first, and Timothy nodded.



    



    "It seems so. Well, I can't tell them not to buy what they like..."



    



    "Hahaha! You're right! It's a hundred times better than nagging them!"



    



    The middle-aged dwarf laughed heartily, and an Orc man approached the two and offered them a tray.



    



    "Sirs, would you like to have a drink? It's traditional Orc liquor."



    



    "Oh!"



    



    The dwarf gladly picked up the wooden cup on the tray, and Timothy carefully lifted his cup as well. It was a cloudy liquor with a fragrant aroma.



    



    "Oh, this smells good."



    



    "Is it fruit wine?"



    



    "Yes. It's a fermented liquor made from wild raspberries and grains."



    



    The Orc answered Timothy's question, and Timothy took a sip of the liquor in his cup. It had a slightly cloudy and wild taste, different from wine, filling his mouth. It wasn't a bad taste.



    



    It was a nostalgic taste, like the cheap beer he used to drink at inns during his time on the battlefield. No, rather, it was a wild and rough pleasure, different from the wine he usually drank.



    



    Timothy quite liked the liquor.



    



    "Wow, this is better than I thought."



    



    "Thank you."



    



    The Orc smiled at the dwarf's words.



    



    "Really. It has a unique flavor. It's excellent. Do you sell this too?"



    



    "Yes. A large bottle is one silver coin."



    



    "I'll buy two bottles. Hey! Karwutz! Come here. This liquor is quite good!"



    



    The dwarf took out a silver coin from his pocket and called out to a man who seemed to be his friend. The man, who was looking at Orc ornaments, approached, and the dwarf pointed at the liquor bottle.



    



    "Try this! It's Orc liquor!"



    



    "Orc liquor?! Wow, this is another interesting item."



    



    Karwutz, as the dwarf called him, received a wooden cup from the Orc. He gulped it down and exhaled deeply with a bright smile.



    



    "Ohhhhh! This is good! Good! Let's buy a bottle too!"



    



    "Yes! It's one silver coin."



    



    The Orc handed over a bottle of liquor with a bright smile.



    



    And then a dwarf woman walked over and shouted loudly.



    



    "Oh my! This man and his liquor again! He's already had a drink while I wasn't looking! And he bought more liquor too?!"



    



    "Whoa! No... what's wrong with that! We came all the way here, so we can buy a bottle of traditional liquor! You bought that cloth bag too!"



    



    "I bought this to use for grocery shopping! Oh dear. Don't get drunk again!"



    



    The dwarf man and his presumed wife bickered, but both of their faces were bright.



    



    Timothy could tell that it wasn't a real fight, but rather a part of their daily lives as a couple who had spent many years together.



    



    "Well! Let's go then. Everyone's heading to the inn now."



    



    "Alright, alright. Let's go."



    



    The dwarf man and woman said so and started walking. Timothy, watching the two of them walking away with smiles, glanced at his wife.



    



    Penny was holding a traditional Orc dress against her body and talking with Kara, smiling brightly.



    



    Timothy tried to remember the last time he saw his wife smiling so brightly. He couldn't remember properly. He felt a little bitter, thinking that he had been too indifferent to her.



    



    "Would you like a bottle, sir?"



    



    Timothy thought for a moment at the Orc man's words, then remembered Roger. He thought it wouldn't be bad to bring him a bottle as a gift.



    



    "Give me two bottles."



    



    "Yes! Thank you."



    



    The Orc handed him the bottles. They were made of roughly glazed pottery, sealed with a wooden lid and tied with a thin rope. It was a rustic but quite charming appearance.



    



    As he received the bottles and turned slightly, Timothy was startled.



    



    Penny was standing next to him, frowning slightly.



    



    "Are you buying more liquor?"



    



    "Ah... well... they said it's traditional Orc liquor... I bought it to bring a bottle to Roger too."



    



    Penny chuckled and patted Timothy's shoulder.



    



    "Well, why not? You should buy something like this when you come here. Now, let's continue looking around. I heard they sell traditional Orc food over there. Let's have lunch with that. Is that okay with you, Kara?"



    



    "I want to try it."



    



    Kara replied, and Penny started walking ahead. Timothy smiled at his wife's back and followed her.



    



    ******



    



    Timothy, carrying the pottery bottles tied with string over his shoulder, followed the two into a shop.



    



    A large tent was tied with poles and ropes to create a roof, and inside the tent, there were several seats with straw mats and small tables.



    



    As Timothy's family entered the tent, an Orc woman sitting on a chair in the corner stood up and greeted them.



    



    "Welcome. Please sit wherever you're comfortable."



    



    Penny looked around and sat at a table, and Kara sat next to her.



    



    "Come and sit down, honey."



    



    At Penny's words, Timothy sat down next to her.



    



    "A straw mat on the floor with a thin straw cushion. It's fascinating."



    



    Penny commented while running her hand over the floor, and Kara, also curious, picked up the cushion and examined it.



    



    "They're very skillful."



    



    "You're right. It's meticulously made."



    



    "Haha. My husband and son made it. Would you like to order some food?"



    



    While Penny and Timothy were talking, the Orc woman approached the table and placed a small wooden board on it.



    



    Timothy picked up the wooden board. Various things were written on it in black letters.



    



    "Grilled lamb, grilled pork, grilled vegetables... Are these dishes?"



    



    "Yes. You can choose from those and order."



    



    The Orc woman smiled and nodded as Timothy read the letters and asked.



    



    Next to the names of the dishes, the prices were written.



    



    Penny reached out and took the menu from Timothy's hand, read it, and said to the Orc woman.



    



    "We'll have the grilled lamb and grilled vegetables. Do you have any bread?"



    



    "Yes, we do. But it's not the kind of bread you eat. It's the bread that we Orcs eat."



    



    "Then we'll have that."



    



    The Orc woman nodded and walked to one side of the shop, and Penny watched her.



    



    "I wonder what kind of dishes they'll bring. Will it just be grilled? Or will it be grilled on an iron plate?"



    



    "We'll find out when we see it."



    



    Timothy also looked at the Orc woman, seeing Penny's curious look. He was also curious.



    



    As if aware of the customers' gazes, the Orc woman walked to a long furnace and picked up a pottery plate and a knife.



    



    The furnace was long vertically and narrow horizontally, with a red fire blazing inside. Next to the furnace, a brown object stood tall.



    



    "I guess that's the meat."



    



    "It seems so."



    



    "It's huge."



    



    Penny, Timothy, and Kara each expressed their admiration while watching the Orc woman turn the meat. The long, brown object standing vertically next to the long furnace was a lump of meat.



    



    "It doesn't seem to be a whole piece, does it?"



    



    "Hmm... It looks like they've skewered pieces of meat onto a long wooden skewer in multiple layers."



    



    "They've placed it vertically. It's a fascinating method."



    



    While Penny and Timothy were talking, the Orc woman turned the meat standing next to the furnace, sliced off the cooked parts with a knife, piled them high on a pottery plate, and threw something into the furnace.



    



    After a while, she inserted a long skewer and pulled the object out. It was bread.



    



    The Orc woman put the bread in a basket and brought it to the table along with the plate of meat.



    



    "Here's the grilled lamb and bread. I'll bring the grilled vegetables in a little while."



    



    Timothy's family leaned forward, looking at the food that was placed down.



    



    "The bread is thin."



    



    "You can tear off a suitable amount and wrap the meat in it. You can dip it in this sauce."



    



    Penny nodded at the Orc woman's words and tore off a piece of the thin, large bread. Then she used the bread to pick up the meat piled on the plate.



    



    "Here, try it."



    



    "Oh... okay."



    



    Timothy received the bread that Penny handed him and carefully dipped it in the red soup. Meanwhile, Penny handed the meat wrapped in bread to Kara and picked up one for herself.



    



    Timothy carefully put the bread and meat into his mouth. The slightly chewy bread, which wasn't seasoned, and the spicy taste of the sauce spread throughout his mouth along with the taste of the meat.



    



    "Oh my. The bread is very chewy. And the meat is quite flavorful, as if it was marinated before grilling."



    



    "It's a little spicy. But it's delicious."



    



    Penny and Kara also seemed to like it, chewing the bread with bright smiles, and Timothy took another bite of the bread.



    



    "Here's the grilled vegetables. Let me know if you need more bread. I'll bring you more."



    



    "It's really delicious. The bread is especially delicious. Please bring us one more."



    



    Penny quickly said, and the Orc woman smiled brightly and walked back to the furnace.

  
    Chapter 50



    



    After filling their bellies with delicious food, the Timothy family toured the nearby coal mines and other sights, then returned to the front of the village.



    



    Krafong, who had been lying under the shade of a tree with a straw hat shielding him from the sun, saw the Timothy family and rose with a grin.



    



    "Did you enjoy yourselves?"



    



    "Yes!"



    



    Kara answered loudly, and Krafong smiled brightly, revealing his sharp canines, as he brought his rickshaw over.



    



    "I'm glad you enjoyed our village."



    



    "It was a wonderful village."



    



    "Thank you, ma'am. Then I'll take you back to the inn."



    



    Krafong pulled the rickshaw at a faster pace.



    



    ******



    



    Arriving at the inn, Timothy sat down on the rocking chair placed in front of the cabin.



    



    The rocking chair, made with a metal frame and wood accents, swayed pleasantly on the wooden deck.



    



    "Dad, can we go to the lake?"



    



    Kara ran to Timothy, who was sitting on the rocking chair, and pulled his hand. Timothy smiled and got up from the chair, lifting Kara into his arms.



    



    "Alright. Let's go for a little while."



    



    "Have a good time. I'll be reading a book."



    



    Penny said as she took the rocking chair Timothy had vacated. Timothy nodded and headed towards the lake with his daughter.



    



    "Do you like it here, Kara?"



    



    He asked his daughter, who was humming as they walked towards the lake. Kara looked up at Timothy and nodded.



    



    "Yes! I like it because Mom and Dad aren't fighting and are spending time with me."



    



    "That's right... I've been busy..."



    



    Timothy felt a little apologetic.



    



    He realized that since inheriting the manor after his father's death and living a life where he was summoned by the lord, just like his father, he had been neglecting his wife and child.



    



    "But I had fun today. Because Mom and Dad walked around with me like this."



    



    Kara ran to the lakeshore and looked at the lake. Gentle waves slowly rolled onto the shore.



    



    Kara threw a pebble into the lake. With a splash, the pebble created ripples in the water.



    



    Timothy picked up a flat stone from the ground and flung it powerfully towards the lake. The stone spun as it flew, bounced off the surface of the water, and skipped across the lake.



    



    Kara's eyes widened as she looked at her father.



    



    "Whoa! How did you do that?"



    



    "Ah. You just need to flick a flat stone so it spins well."



    



    Timothy smiled and handed a thin stone to Kara, teaching her how to throw it.



    



    Kara threw the stone again, but perhaps because her hand lacked strength, the stone didn't skip properly and sank straight into the lake.



    



    "You'll need to practice a little more."



    



    "I need to find more flat stones."



    



    Kara started looking for stones around the area, and Timothy looked out at the lake. He couldn't remember the last time he felt this relaxed.



    



    It was a different kind of relaxation from his hunting hobby. It wasn't the heart-pounding excitement of chasing prey, but a calmness that eased his mind. It was a feeling he hadn't experienced in a long time.



    



    He looked up at the clear sky. When had he forgotten this feeling?



    



    Timothy pondered for a moment.



    



    -Splash-



    



    It was the sound of water splashing.



    



    The sudden sound shattered his brief moment of peaceful relaxation.



    



    It wasn't the small sound of a pebble falling into the water.



    



    It was the sound of something quite large falling into the water.



    



    Feeling a sudden jolt of fear, Timothy turned his head.



    



    "Kara!"



    



    At the same time, Timothy saw his daughter, Kara, in the water, her face above the surface, her eyes wide with surprise.



    



    Panicked, Timothy shouted his daughter's name and jumped into the lake.



    



    Splishing and splashing through the water, Timothy quickly pulled Kara up.



    



    "Are you alright?!"



    



    "Dad? I'm fine. Just wet."



    



    Kara looked puzzled, not understanding why her father was so alarmed.



    



    "You fell into the water! Are you sure you're okay?! Did you swallow any water?"



    



    "I'm fine, Dad. I just slipped a little while trying to climb onto that fallen tree over there. The water is really shallow here."



    



    Timothy looked down.



    



    The water was only up to his knees. Only then could Timothy calm his panicked heart.



    



    "You really scared me!"



    



    "I was surprised when you suddenly ran towards me."



    



    Timothy carried Kara out of the water.



    



    "Let's go back to your mother. You need to change your clothes."



    



    "Okay. You can put me down now."



    



    "Let's just go."



    



    Timothy carried Kara back to the cabin.



    



    Penny, who had been reading a book in the rocking chair, jumped up in surprise when she saw the two of them soaking wet.



    



    "What happened?"



    



    "Ah... well, we fell into the water..."



    



    "I fell in while trying to climb a tree."



    



    Penny put her hands on her hips and frowned.



    



    "You're a handful, both father and daughter. Hurry inside and change your clothes."



    



    Timothy went inside the cabin with Kara and took off their wet clothes.



    



    "Mom seems really angry."



    



    "It seems so. Our clothes are completely soaked."



    



    Timothy helped Kara undress and wrapped her in a large towel.



    



    "But it was kind of fun."



    



    "Falling into the water?"



    



    "Yes. It's the first time I've been in water like that, not bathwater."



    



    Timothy was a little surprised by his daughter's words.



    



    "Is that so? Come to think of it..."



    



    "It's the first time I've been this far away from the mansion. So it was a little fun. Even though I got soaked."



    



    Timothy smiled bitterly and roughly dried his daughter's hair with a towel.



    



    "Next time, we should go swimming in a river."



    



    "Really?!"



    



    "Yes. When it gets a little warmer. It's still a bit chilly now."



    



    While they were talking, Penny came into the cabin.



    



    "Are you done drying off?"



    



    "Ah, yes. We are."



    



    Timothy replied, and Penny took out some clothes from the bag she had brought and handed them to them.



    



    "Here's a shirt and pants. The problem is we don't have any shoes."



    



    "There are straw sandals over there. We can wear those."



    



    Timothy pointed to a pair of straw slippers in a corner of the cabin, and Penny frowned slightly and looked at Timothy.



    



    "Well, I guess we'll have to wear those. Turn your shoes upside down at the door. That way they'll dry. Oh! And Kara's shoes too."



    



    Penny told Timothy, who had roughly changed his clothes, and started dressing Kara.



    



    "Sigh... your hair is covered in mud. We'll have to wash it. And do laundry too. I wonder if there's a place to wash up."



    



    Penny finished buttoning up Kara's clothes, grabbed a dry towel, wiped her down, wrapped the wet clothes in the wet towel, held it in her arms, and called Timothy.



    



    "Timothy, come and hold Kara. We need to ask the innkeeper about a place to wash up."



    



    "Alright. Kara, come here."



    



    Timothy picked up his daughter and left the cabin with his wife, heading towards the yard.



    



    They approached the innkeeper, Shellen, who was standing by the well with a basket. Penny greeted her with a smile.



    



    "Hello."



    



    "Yes, hello. Are you enjoying your stay?"



    



    "Yes, it's a nice inn, so we're resting well. And we need to do some laundry. Would it be alright if we used the well?"



    



    The innkeeper, Shellen, smiled and held out her hand.



    



    "Give them to me. I'll wash them for you."



    



    "No, it's too much trouble. You don't have to do that."



    



    "I was just about to wash the sheets anyway. Give them to me. I can just put them in the washing machine all at once."



    



    "Washing machine...?"



    



    Penny questioned the unfamiliar word, and Shellen smiled and pointed to a large wooden barrel next to the well.



    



    "If you put them in here, they'll be washed automatically. Give them to me. Let's put them in now."



    



    Penny hesitantly handed the laundry to Shellen, who put it in the washing machine along with the sheets in the basket and closed the door.



    



    Then she went behind the washing machine and moved a lever. There was a clicking sound, and the washing machine started to spin.



    



    Shellen opened a valve and let water into the washing machine.



    



    "Does it wash the clothes automatically?"



    



    "Yes, that's what it does."



    



    Penny asked, looking fascinated, and Shellen nodded.



    



    "It's a wonderful device."



    



    "It's made things much easier. I should have told you earlier. Our inn offers a laundry service for our guests."



    



    Penny nodded and looked at the washing machine. The sound of the wooden barrel spinning echoed as the washing machine shook.



    



    "Oh, but you said you fell into the water, right? How about taking a bath, even though it's a bit early?"



    



    "I was going to ask about that, but I forgot. I suppose there's a place to bathe?"



    



    Shellen pointed in one direction.



    



    "If you go up this path, there's a hot spring. You can bathe there. We've put up partitions, so you don't have to worry."



    



    After thanking Shellen, Penny turned around and looked at her husband and daughter. Timothy and Kara were looking up at the windmill spinning above.



    



    "I've never seen anything like that."



    



    "I've never seen a windmill like that either, Dad."



    



    "Come on, let's go take a bath."



    



    Penny said to the two of them and started walking ahead.



    



    They followed a path paved with broken stones, and in the distance, they saw a building with wooden walls.



    



    As they approached, an Orc who was working on something with a pickaxe in front of the wall greeted them with a smile.



    



    "Are you here to bathe?"



    



    Penny nodded at the elderly female Orc's question.



    



    "Seeing as you came this way, you must be guests at the inn. It's free for inn guests. Men go to the left, women to the right, and you can leave your clothes inside."



    



    Following the female Orc's instructions, Penny took Kara from her husband.



    



    "Then let's meet in front here after we're all washed up."



    



    "Ah, alright."



    



    Timothy watched his wife and daughter enter the women's bath and went through the door next to it.



    



    He saw a wooden shelf. It had a padlock with a string attached to it. Timothy figured he was supposed to take off his clothes, put them inside, and lock it with the key.



    



    Timothy opened a shelf at a suitable height, took off his clothes, and put them inside.



    



    He locked the padlock, put the key on his wrist, moved the wooden step aside, and entered. A wave of hot steam hit him.



    



    The inside was quite spacious. Hot water filled a pond dug into the ground and surrounded by stones.



    



    Several people were already bathing inside.



    



    "Father! I told you to sober up before coming in!"



    



    "What do you mean drunk? After just that much?"



    



    Two dwarves were bickering outside the bath.



    



    They seemed to be father and son, and the father was the dwarf Timothy had seen in the Orc village earlier. They must be staying at the same inn.



    



    Timothy watched a man scooping water onto himself with a wooden ladle and followed suit. Then he submerged himself in the pond.



    



    As the hot water enveloped his body, Timothy involuntarily relaxed.



    



    "Ahhh... this is nice."



    



    For Timothy, a low-ranking nobleman without a title, bathing in hot water was a luxury.



    



    He could only afford to wipe himself down with a hot towel a few times a year, and even then, he only bathed in cold water during the summer.



    



    He knew that hot water sprang from his manor, but he hadn't paid much attention to it.



    



    "I don't envy the high nobles..."



    



    "Honestly... drink in moderation!"



    



    The two dwarves who had been bickering earlier immersed themselves in the bath and spoke, and Timothy looked at them. There were no dwarves living in his manor, so he assumed they were from somewhere else. Judging from their strong muscles and burn scars on their hands, he guessed they were blacksmiths.



    



    "That black-haired guy found a good place. Ugh. I'd like to come here often if possible."



    



    "Do you want to get another earful from Mom? Do you know how much it costs to come here just once?"



    



    "It's worth it, you brat. We use the coal produced here in our forge anyway, so we can take a bath while we're here to buy coal. Huh?"



    



    The father dwarf scooped up water and poured it over his head.



    



    "Good, good! It sobers me right up."



    



    "The Factory Manager said you could pass out doing that. He said it's not uncommon for people to die from bathing after drinking."



    



    "This kid is cursing his own father!"



    



    The father dwarf got out of the bath and sat on a wooden chair.



    



    "Alright, come and scrub my back."



    



    "Yes, yes."



    



    The son got out of the bath, grabbed a cloth placed on a stone, and started scrubbing his father's back.



    



    "Ahh, that's the spot. Is the dirt coming off well?"



    



    "Tons of it."



    



    The son poured water with a wooden ladle, and the father turned around.



    



    "You sit down too. I'll scrub yours."



    



    "Yes, yes."



    



    The son offered his back to his father, and the father started scrubbing his son's back with the cloth.



    



    Timothy watched them and got out of the bath. He followed the dwarves and sat on a wooden chair, picking up a cloth from the rock in front of him and lightly rubbing his body.



    



    As he rubbed his body with the rough cloth, dirt started to come off. He was surprised to see how much dirt came off even without much effort.



    



    "Wow... this is..."



    



    Timothy found the act of scrubbing off the dirt quite satisfying. It felt like he was visually confirming that he was becoming truly clean.



    



    Looking closely at the cloth, he noticed the patterns woven into it, indicating that it was made by Orcs. However, it was woven more coarsely and loosely.



    



    Timothy thought he should buy one if he could and started scrubbing his back with his hand. He found himself envious of the dwarf father and son scrubbing each other's backs.



    



    If he wanted to, he could order a servant to scrub his back. However, the intimacy of a father and son scrubbing each other's backs was a feeling he couldn't get from a servant.



    



    Thinking this, Timothy poured water over himself and washed off the dirt.

  
    Chapter 51



    



    Waiting in front of the bathhouse, Penny and Kara came out. Penny emerged with a bright expression, her slightly damp hair fluttering.



    



    "Did you wait long?"



    



    "No. I just came out too."



    



    "It was so nice and warm!"



    



    Kara said to Timothy with a bright smile, and Timothy stroked his wet daughter's hair.



    



    "It felt so good to rub my body with the rough cloth. After scrubbing like that and getting in and out of the water, my skin became so smooth."



    



    "The water was super slippery!"



    



    Penny chattered to her husband, seemingly very pleased with the bath, and Kara also expressed her enjoyment like her mother.



    



    "It seems you both liked it."



    



    "It was really good. When would I ever get to use such hot water so freely?"



    



    Penny said, holding Timothy's hand.



    



    And so the three of them headed to the cabin.



    



    ******



    



    Perhaps tired after the bath, Penny and Kara fell asleep on the bed, and Timothy was spending a leisurely afternoon sitting in the rocking chair.



    



    As Timothy was relaxing while watching the sunset, the innkeeper, Shellen, approached him, pulling a handcart.



    



    "Are you resting well?"



    



    When Timothy nodded, Shellen smiled brightly and began to unload the items on the handcart.



    



    "What's this?"



    



    "It's dinner."



    



    Shellen replied as she set up two U-shaped pieces of metal connected in an X shape on the wooden deck floor and placed a half-cylinder-shaped object on top of it. Timothy, curious, got up from his seat.



    



    Then Shellen began to place various items on the large wooden table next to it. Tongs, cutlery, and knives.



    



    Finally, placing a cloth-wrapped object on an iron plate, Shellen smiled brightly.



    



    "Dinner? Isn't this raw meat?"



    



    Timothy asked as Shellen unfolded the cloth. They were chunks of meat, sliced a bit thick.



    



    "Yes. You can grill it yourself. Here are the vegetables, and the sauce and salt are here."



    



    "Grill it myself? The guest?"



    



    Timothy asked, and Shellen replied while pouring charcoal into a bucket inside the half-cylinder.



    



    "Yes. For families, we prepare it so you can grill it yourself."



    



    "Hmm. What's wrong, Timothy?"



    



    Meanwhile, Penny came out of the cabin and spoke.



    



    "The innkeeper is here. Is it dinner preparation?"



    



    "Yes. I'm preparing it so the guests can grill it themselves."



    



    "Oh my. We grill it ourselves? That sounds fun. Timothy, you can grill well, right?"



    



    With Penny saying that, Timothy couldn't say anything.



    



    Seeing Timothy scratching his head, Penny smiled and poked him in the side.



    



    "You boasted about grilling a whole pig in the battlefield."



    



    "Well, that's true... Alright. I'll grill it."



    



    Shellen smiled slightly and hung a gas lamp on a hook on the deck pillar. The area around the table brightened.



    



    "Then, have a pleasant time."



    



    Shellen said goodbye and left, pulling the handcart, and Timothy picked up the poker and stirred the charcoal. The red-hot charcoal emitted heat.



    



    "Then I'll wake Kara up and come out. Grill well."



    



    Penny went inside, and Timothy sighed briefly, then placed the iron grill on top and heated it.



    



    Seeing the iron grill adequately heated, he used tongs to lift a piece of beef fat. As he placed the fat on the grill, a sizzling sound could be heard.



    



    After applying the fat, Timothy moved it to the side and placed the meat on the grill. Three pieces of meat, bigger and thicker than his palm. The grill was full once the meat was placed.



    



    While the sizzling sound and the smoke with a delicious smell rose, Kara, holding Penny's hand, came out rubbing her eyes.



    



    "Did you sleep well?"



    



    Timothy asked while flipping the meat, and Kara approached with a bashful smile.



    



    "Yes. Are you grilling, Dad?"



    



    Timothy nodded while sprinkling salt and seasoning on the meat.



    



    "Yes. It'll be done soon, so sit at the table."



    



    Kara nodded and went to the wooden table, climbing onto a chair. Then she showed interest in the gas lamp hanging next to it.



    



    The gas lamp, brighter than lamps, candles, or torches, seemed fascinating to her.



    



    "You'll hurt your eyes staring at something so bright."



    



    At Penny's words, Kara blinked and sat properly on the chair.



    



    Meanwhile, Timothy placed the cooked meat and vegetables on a plate and brought it to the table.



    



    "Here. It's all cooked."



    



    Kara, rubbing her eyes as if they were dazzled, smiled brightly at the sight of the meat in front of her.



    



    "Wow! Dad grilled it!"



    



    "Haha... It's been a while since I grilled, so this one's a bit burnt."



    



    Timothy placed the slightly burnt piece of meat in front of himself.



    



    "It's the first time since the war, so I'm not sure if it's cooked well."



    



    "It looks well cooked. What are you talking about?"



    



    Penny said while cutting Kara's meat with a knife, and Timothy also took out his knife, sliced the meat, and brought it to his mouth with the tip of the knife.



    



    "Again, again. You're eating like that. There's water here to wash your hands, so eat properly."



    



    "Ah... Alright."



    



    At Penny's scolding, Timothy pulled the water bowl closer, washed his hands, and wiped them with a cloth.



    



    The meat was of quite good quality, so it was very good. Timothy smiled as he watched Kara munching on the meat.



    



    "Is it delicious?"



    



    "Delicious!"



    



    Kara replied with a bright smile to Timothy's question.



    



    "It's been a while since we all sat down and ate like this."



    



    Kara said while putting grilled vegetables in her mouth, and Timothy was slightly shocked by those words.



    



    "That's right. Dad is always busy."



    



    When Penny also said that, Timothy couldn't say anything. Thinking about how much he had neglected his family with the excuse of being busy, he felt sorry for them.



    



    "Here. Have a drink, honey."



    



    While Timothy was thinking, Penny brought out something. It was a small glass bottle.



    



    "It's wine. We should have a drink, right?"



    



    "That's good. It feels empty without it."



    



    When Timothy said that with a bright smile, Penny laughed as if amused and poured wine into a wooden cup. Timothy drank the wine in one gulp.



    



    "Ahhh. Good! This!"



    



    "Is the wine delicious?"



    



    "Kara has to wait until she's a little older to drink."



    



    Penny poured another glass of wine into Timothy's wooden cup and one into her own.



    



    ******



    



    After leisurely finishing dinner and enjoying a pleasant conversation over wine, Kara started to doze off.



    



    Seeing that, Penny picked up Kara and went inside the cabin, and Timothy roughly cleaned up the table and sat on the rocking chair.



    



    The slightly hot weather had cooled down to a suitable temperature with the cool breeze blowing in the night.



    



    Timothy lightly sipped the wine in his glass. When was the last time he felt this comfortable?



    



    Although he always drank, it had been a long time since he felt pleasantly drunk like this. It was enjoyable.



    



    "Are you resting?"



    



    Penny asked, coming out after opening the door. Timothy turned his head slightly to look at his wife and smiled.



    



    Penny was wearing the dress she had bought at the Orc Village earlier. Her round, white shoulders were revealed outside the sleeveless dress.



    



    "Does it suit me?"



    



    "You look beautiful in anything."



    



    Timothy reached out and pulled his wife towards him. Penny sat lightly on Timothy's lap and wrapped her arms around his neck.



    



    They looked at the lake. The moon in the sky was reflected and shimmered on the lake.



    



    "Is Kara asleep?"



    



    "Yes. She's sleeping soundly. She must have been tired today."



    



    Timothy pulled his wife's shoulder, bringing her closer to his body. As his wife's face came closer, he spoke casually.



    



    "I think it would be nice to have a son."



    



    Penny's eyes widened, and she looked at Timothy before bursting into laughter.



    



    "Hahahaha."



    



    "What's so funny?"



    



    Penny said, wiping her eyes.



    



    "It's similar to what you said when you proposed to me. Back then, you said let's have a daughter who looks like me."



    



    Timothy scratched his head. It was because he suddenly remembered that time. A red hue, different from the flush of alcohol, appeared on Timothy's face.



    



    "I see you remember."



    



    "I feel foolish for forgetting it."



    



    "I'm a little upset."



    



    Penny brought her lips to Timothy's, and Timothy hugged Penny tighter.



    



    ***



    



    Timothy woke up at dawn. There was no particular reason. He usually woke up around that time.



    



    Even though it was a small manor, managing it required him to spend long hours battling paperwork. Therefore, he always woke up early.



    



    It was the same when he went to the Lord's city to work. So waking up early in the morning had become a habit.



    



    Of course, since he had come to rest now, it wouldn't matter if he slept more. However, he woke up out of habit.



    



    Yawning loudly, Timothy carefully crawled out of bed, trying not to wake his wife sleeping in his arms.



    



    Although it was a slightly rough bed filled with straw, it was enough to sleep on last night.



    



    Timothy covered his wife's tossing body with the blanket and put on his shirt that he had taken off.



    



    Finally, wearing straw slippers, Timothy slowly walked out the door.



    



    "Haaaam!"



    



    Timothy finally stretched and inhaled air into his lungs. As the cool morning air entered deep into his chest, his slightly tired brain seemed to awaken.



    



    He moved his feet towards the foggy lakeshore. As he slowly walked, someone caught Timothy's eye. It was a man sitting on a chair, casting a fishing rod.



    



    Timothy knew who the man was. As he slowly approached, the man acknowledged him.



    



    "So, did you rest well?"



    



    "It's a nice place."



    



    Timothy replied, and the Factory Manager turned his head slightly to look at Timothy.



    



    "Would you like a drink?"



    



    The Factory Manager offered a green soju bottle, and Timothy received it and sniffed it slightly. A strong alcoholic smell penetrated his nose.



    



    Timothy lightly touched the bottle to his lips and took a sip of soju.



    



    "Ugh... Quite strong liquor."



    



    "Once you get used to it, there's nothing better."



    



    The Factory Manager took back the bottle that Timothy handed him and brought it to his own mouth. They were silent for a while.



    



    Only the sound of the wind shaking the branches, the waves lapping on the lake, and the birds chirping in the forest surrounded them.



    



    It was the Factory Manager who broke the silence.



    



    "So, are you still thinking of getting rid of the inn?"



    



    Timothy shook his head.



    



    "If things continue like this, there won't be any problem with paying taxes."



    



    The Factory Manager chuckled and lightly lifted and lowered the fishing rod.



    



    "Did you do all that? The giant windmill-like thing, the laundry machine, the bright lights, and all that."



    



    "Well, yes. I made the rickshaw too. The inn and the Orc Village were other people's ideas. The Orcs also cooperated and helped. I didn't do it all."



    



    Timothy nodded and looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    The Factory Manager said nothing, just lifted the fishing rod, changed the bait, and cast it back into the lake.



    



    "You. Have you considered working under the Lord? With your skills, he could treat you well."



    



    The Factory Manager scoffed at Timothy's question.



    



    "I'm already struggling to avoid work, so what are you talking about? What good is an old, worn-out metalworker like me?"



    



    "No. The things you've made are incredible things that have never been seen or heard of before. It's a waste for someone who can create such things to just be a blacksmith."



    



    "Get out of here. I hate troublesome things. I'm already busy with work and don't even have time to rest..."



    



    "What about money or honor?!"



    



    "I have enough money to live on by running the factory, and I don't need honor. Oh!"



    



    As the bobber plunged into the water, the Factory Manager quickly jerked the fishing rod. The rod bent like a bow, and the Factory Manager groaned as he pulled it in.



    



    After a while, a fish as big as his forearm appeared on the rod and rose above the water.



    



    "Oh my. Quite a big one came up!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted as he scooped the fish up with a net, and Timothy looked at him.



    



    "Think about it for now."



    



    "I'm comfortable now, so don't worry about it. Rather, would you like to take this? The innkeeper will cook it deliciously."



    



    Timothy shook his head at the Factory Manager's question.

  
    Chapter 52



    



    Timothy spent a few busy days after his vacation ended. There was a backlog of work, and he had to go to Yeongdo, the capital city.



    



    Even amidst his busy schedule, he made time to have dinner with his family.



    



    Talking about various things at the dinner table became the most important and enjoyable time of the day for Timothy, his wife, and daughter.



    



    "I went on a picnic in the forest today."



    



    Kara said, lifting a chicken leg, and Timothy smiled and tore off a piece of bread, dipping it into the soup.



    



    "Is that so? I guess you went to the forest behind the mansion."



    



    "Yes. I saw a fox there. It was a fox with a mix of red and yellow colors."



    



    Kara chattered excitedly in response to Timothy's question.



    



    "A fox... After summer passes and autumn comes, and the harvest is over, it's the season for fox hunting."



    



    "Oh, again... You get so excited whenever you talk about hunting."



    



    Penny grumbled at Timothy's words, and Timothy coughed, swallowing his words.



    



    "I wish you wouldn't hunt because I feel sorry for the foxes."



    



    "See? Even Kara says so."



    



    When Kara and Penny spoke up, Timothy sighed.



    



    "Sigh... Alright. But fox hunting is also an activity for the residents of the territory. Those foxes steal chickens and dig up crops..."



    



    "Timothy!"



    



    Penny raised her voice as Timothy continued, and Timothy eventually closed his mouth. Seeing her parents like that, Kara burst out laughing.



    



    "Even Dad can't say anything to Mom."



    



    Timothy coughed and raised his wine glass, and Kara and Penny burst into laughter at the sight.



    



    "Let's just eat. The food will get cold."



    



    "I won't tell you not to do it completely since it's your hobby. But I just wish you'd cut back a little."



    



    "Ahem... Alright. I'll try to cut back a little."



    



    Timothy replied to Penny's words, and the three of them started eating again.



    



    ***



    



    After several days of preparation, Timothy rode his horse towards Yeongdo. It wasn't the time to assist the Lord with his duties, but he had something to report.



    



    Timothy, who left for Yeongdo early in the morning, arrived in Polchis, Yeongdo, just past noon.



    



    The gatekeeper, after checking Timothy's documents, saluted and let him pass, and Timothy rode his horse straight to the Lord's Mansion.



    



    The soldiers guarding the gate of the Lord's Mansion recognized Timothy and immediately saluted.



    



    As soon as he entered the gate, Timothy jumped off his horse, and the Lord's attendant immediately ran towards him.



    



    "Sir Timothy Ellamein! We've been waiting for you."



    



    "Please let my horse rest. It must be very tired from running since dawn."



    



    Timothy stroked his horse's neck.



    



    The horse, drenched in sweat, shook its head and took deep breaths, and the groom quickly ran over, took the reins, and moved the horse to the stable.



    



    "Is the Lord waiting?"



    



    "Yes. He's waiting in his office."



    



    The attendant answered, walking beside him, and Timothy nodded, catching his breath.



    



    "It was a sudden summons, but I'm glad he's available."



    



    "It seems there's a matter to discuss."



    



    The attendant's voice trailed off slightly, but Timothy didn't pay much attention.



    



    Guided by the attendant, Timothy entered the Lord's office and saw the Lord sitting at the table in the center of the room.



    



    And he noticed two other people sitting around him and shifted his gaze. Upon recognizing their faces, Timothy was startled.



    



    "Fo... Former Lord and the Bishop?!"



    



    Realizing who they were, Timothy quickly knelt and paid his respects, and the elderly former Lord, sitting in the seat of honor, gestured in greeting.



    



    "Rise, Timothy."



    



    "Yes."



    



    At the former Lord's words, Timothy rose from his position, straightened his posture, and waited, and the former Lord spoke again.



    



    "Come and sit. I've read your letter. And as it happens, the Bishop and I were discussing the same matter."



    



    Timothy carefully sat down on the chair, and Kyleoch, the former Lord's son and current Lord, spoke.



    



    "After reading the letter about the black-haired blacksmith completely transforming the old inn in your manor, I immediately reported it to my father. Because of something I heard a while ago, Timothy."



    



    Kyleoch looked at the former Lord, and the former Lord drew the sword from his waist and placed it on the table. Timothy cautiously looked at the sword.



    



    "It's not a particularly unique sword. Hmm... Judging by its appearance, it seems to be a sword made by a quite skilled craftsman, but seeing the lack of decoration, it seems to be a sword made for battle. The unique pattern in the middle of the sword is a characteristic, but it's not very noticeable."



    



    Listening to Timothy's explanation, the former Lord pointed to the mark in the center of the sword with his finger and said.



    



    "That's a mark where it was broken."



    



    "What?! You mean this was a broken sword?!"



    



    Timothy was startled.



    



    He hadn't even thought it was a mark of a break until the former Lord mentioned it. Because the technique of mending a broken sword was unimaginable to him.



    



    It was common for swords to break during battle. In such cases, the sword would be disassembled, melted down, and then a new sword would be forged.



    



    This was because there was no way to cleanly mend a broken sword. That was the common sense Timothy knew. However, this sword had its broken part cleanly mended.



    



    The image of someone came to Timothy's mind.



    



    "To think it was a broken sword that was mended... It seems this is also the work of that black-haired blacksmith."



    



    "Then, would you like to see this as well?"



    



    This time, the Bishop placed a cross on the table.



    



    It was a golden, shining sacred object. The appearance of the sacred object, with its brilliant gold color and red jewels adding to its sanctity, was captivating.



    



    "It's a wonderful sacred object."



    



    "This was also originally without jewels and discolored black. That's also the skill of that black-haired blacksmith."



    



    "I've also heard various other stories. It seems he also made perfectly identical metal plates and cups, carriages with less shaking, a machine that does laundry, and a metal pot that cooks food quickly. As you said, he's no ordinary man. And come here."



    



    The Lord beckoned with his hand, and a young knight standing in the corner approached.



    



    "He's my nephew. He recently joined the Knights. Show it to him."



    



    The young knight drew the sword from his waist and placed it on the table. That sword was also of ordinary shape.



    



    However, the surface of the sword was different. It was black. It wasn't the kind of black that was painted on, but a black that retained the original metallic luster.



    



    Looking more closely at the sword, Timothy realized it was no ordinary object. The left and right sides of the blade were perfectly symmetrical, and the edge was very straight.



    



    "A... A sword that shines with a black light?!"



    



    "Surprising, isn't it? This was also made by that blacksmith. I've lived a long life, but I've never seen anything like this in the world. What do you think, Bishop?"



    



    "I've never seen anything like this either. Black iron is a common sight, but I've never seen it shine black like this."



    



    Listening to the former Lord and the Bishop, Timothy gulped. It was truly a magnificent sword.



    



    "Anyway, we were discussing such matters when we received your letter and were waiting. To talk about this. We don't know where or how he came to live in our Yeongdo since there are no records, but it seems certain that he's a person who can be helpful to our territory."



    



    "I think so too, Lord. However, I tried to persuade him, but he wasn't a person who was particularly concerned with positions or such things. He's an unpredictable person."



    



    When Timothy replied to the Lord, the former Lord stroked his beard and thought for a moment.



    



    "Well, if he's such a remarkable person, that's understandable. Those who have achieved mastery in their field sometimes reach a state that transcends life itself. Trying to force such a person could backfire. In such cases, it's best to approach them person to person."



    



    The former Lord looked at his son, the current Lord, and the Bishop.



    



    "Good. Then, I'll try to build a friendship with that blacksmith!"



    



    "Father, you yourself? No. I should be the one to..."



    



    "Oh! Does the Lord have that much free time! And since that blacksmith is also quite old, it might be easier for an old man like me to become friends with him. Hey, Bishop. I'll need your help too. You've been there before."



    



    "I'll help you. It reminds me of my younger days. Those days when we used to go on adventures together."



    



    "Indeed. Back then, we roamed the continent under the King's orders. We infiltrated enemy castles and built friendships with nobles. This is just an extension of that! Hahahaha!"



    



    The former Lord burst into laughter, and the Bishop smiled faintly.



    



    "Then, let's set a date and go together. Alright. What scenario should we use to approach him?"



    



    "Grace's 16th birthday is approaching, and I promised to give her a sword as a gift, so we can approach him by asking him to make that sword."



    



    "You say that, but you're hoping that blacksmith will make a unique sword. You really can't resist swords, can you, Meldof?"



    



    "Haha! You caught me. Good."



    



    Seeing the Lord and the Bishop talking, Timothy and Lord Kyleoch smiled faintly.



    



    "Unfortunately, we'll have to postpone reminiscing about the time you and I roamed the battlefield. Since Father is so full of energy."



    



    "There's nothing we can do. We're still young, aren't we?"



    



    As Timothy and Lord Kyleoch smiled, the former Lord and the Bishop talked with bright smiles, discussing how to make things go more smoothly.



    



    ***



    



    The Factory Manager was sitting at the table, drinking. On the iron plate in front of him was an appetizing fish dish.



    



    The Factory Manager poured soju from a green bottle into his glass and drank it. Shellen approached him and sat down in the seat opposite him.



    



    "Let me pour you a drink."



    



    Shellen said, lifting the soju bottle, and the Factory Manager silently offered his glass.



    



    "Thank you. Thanks to you, the inn is lively. The number of visitors has increased too."



    



    "That's because you're working hard and doing well."



    



    "No. It's thanks to you, Teacher."



    



    The Factory Manager smiled slightly and brought the glass to his lips. Silence fell between them. Neither of them spoke. The Factory Manager drank, and Shellen just sat there.



    



    Only the gas lamp hanging on the wall flickered.



    



    "Um..."



    



    "I'm grateful."



    



    Shellen interrupted the Factory Manager as he started to speak. Shellen had a slight idea of what he was going to say. However, she couldn't answer that.



    



    The Factory Manager also sensed Shellen's behavior. He drank all the remaining alcohol.



    



    "Well, I had fun too. It's the first time I've come this far and made such a big splash."



    



    "I'm glad to hear that."



    



    Shellen said so and looked at the Factory Manager. They fell silent again. They made eye contact, but neither of them spoke.



    



    Then, the gas lamp flickered and went out. The room was filled with darkness. Moonlight coming through the open shutters illuminated the inside of the building.



    



    Seeing the light, the Factory Manager raised his empty glass. The moon shimmered through the glass.



    



    "Then, I'll leave tomorrow morning."



    



    "I'll prepare for you. You'll have breakfast before you go, right?"



    



    "I should. I'd appreciate it if you could pack something simple for lunch."



    



    The Factory Manager got up and walked to the wall, taking down the hanging gas lamp.



    



    He opened the top of the lamp, poured the burnt ashes into the ash bucket next to the fireplace, picked up a burning coal from the fireplace with tongs, and put it into the gas lamp.



    



    Finally, the Factory Manager lit the gas with the heated coal fragment and hung the gas lamp back on the wall.



    



    "Then, I'll go to bed."



    



    "Yes. Good night."



    



    That was the end of the conversation.



    



    Watching the Factory Manager's back as he left the room, Shellen dabbed at her eyes.

  
    Chapter 53



    



    Summer had arrived in Polchis, the city in another world.



    



    Although cooler than the hot and humid summers of Korea, it was still summer, and the intense heat baked the entire world.



    



    When the scorching midday sun began to bake the world, the city dwellers would lock their doors, sprinkle water in front of their houses, and wait for the heat to subside.



    



    And in Polchis, in the courtyard of the metal workshop, the most peculiar workshop in the city, the sound of water being sprinkled and a small rainbow appeared.



    



    Illia was sprinkling water in the backyard with a rubber hose near the faucet.



    



    The lettuce and cabbage growing in the small vegetable garden were absorbing the moisture and showing off their freshness, and the water falling on the crushed stone was changing its color.



    



    After sprinkling water for a while, Illia turned off the water and wiped the sweat from her forehead with a handkerchief tied around her sleeve. It was a really hot day.



    



    As she entered the back door of the workshop, a sword hanging on the wall spoke to her.



    



    -Why were you outside on such a hot day?-



    



    "I was just trying to sprinkle some water. And it's just as hot inside the building."



    



    Illia glanced at the corner of the workshop.



    



    "Ughhhhhhhhh..."



    



    Channing, wearing only a T-shirt, was standing in front of a large electric fan in the corner, being blown by the wind with a dying voice.



    



    "The air conditioner is on too. What's so hot?"



    



    "I'm dying from the heat because of the heat coming from the machines. But I can't take off my work clothes because I'll get hurt if I work without them."



    



    Channing grumbled at the Factory Manager's roar, and the Factory Manager sighed and looked at Tehez, who was sitting next to him.



    



    Tehez was also holding a frozen plastic bottle with a tired expression.



    



    "Ugh... you guys have no guts. Go into the office, turn on the air conditioner, and rest!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted with a defeated expression, and Channing and Tehez, who were looking half-dead, jumped up and hurriedly ran into the office next to the kitchen.



    



    Seeing them, the Factory Manager, who was taking out a cigarette, spotted Illia standing by the door and shouted.



    



    "Illia! You're hot too, go inside and rest! It's almost lunchtime anyway!"



    



    Illia nodded and went into the office.



    



    Inside the office, Tehez and Channing were fighting for the seat in front of the air conditioner on the wall.



    



    "Move over a little! I can't feel the wind!"



    



    "Neither can I! Hey! Channing! No stopping the wind direction!"



    



    Seeing the two of them fighting for the cool air in front of the air conditioner in their T-shirts, Illia sighed and sat down on a chair.



    



    "There's plenty of cool air here. Why are you guys doing this?"



    



    "Because it's hot right now."



    



    Channing said in response to Illia's complaint, flapping his shirt, and Tehez also shook the neck of her T-shirt, blowing air into her body.



    



    Once their sweat had subsided, Tehez and Channing also came to the sofa and lay down.



    



    "Summer is really tough..."



    



    Channing, after gulping down the ice water in the plastic bottle, let out a deep sigh and said so.



    



    "The air conditioner is on in the workshop too."



    



    "The heat from the machines is stronger than the cool air from the air conditioner."



    



    Tehez replied to Illia's words and took the plastic bottle from Channing's hand.



    



    "It's a fascinating machine that blows cold air."



    



    "I know, right? Other workshops don't have that, so they say summer is hell. We're lucky that we can cool off during breaks."



    



    While Tehez and Channing were talking, Illia got up from her seat and walked towards the office door.



    



    "Where are you going?"



    



    Tehez asked, and Illia answered as she opened the door.



    



    "I'm cold. I'll be outside."



    



    Illia went out of the office and headed for the back door.



    



    The Factory Manager, who was smoking, put out his cigarette, took off his work jacket and the undershirt he was wearing, and went to the faucet. Illia also headed there.



    



    "What are you going to do?"



    



    "I'm going to wash my back. It'll cool me down if I wash myself with cold water."



    



    The Factory Manager turned on the faucet, and water started to come out of the rubber hose connected to it.



    



    "Let me do it for you."



    



    "Alright."



    



    Illia said as she took the rubber hose, and the Factory Manager leaned on his arms next to the faucet and lay down. Illia slowly brought the hose to the Factory Manager's back.



    



    As the cold water poured onto his back, the Factory Manager strained his arms and made a sound.



    



    "Ooh! That's refreshing!"



    



    The coolness suddenly rushed into his heated body as the cold water touched his back. The Factory Manager turned his body this way and that, wiping off the sweat.



    



    While he supported himself with one arm and used the other hand to stroke his back and sides, wiping away the sweat, Illia moved the water from the lower part of his back to his neck.



    



    "Huu... sprinkle some on my head too."



    



    "Yes."



    



    Illia raised the hose and sprayed water on the Factory Manager's head.



    



    While the Factory Manager was washing his back, someone entered the backyard and spoke.



    



    "Are you there?"



    



    The person who came in looked at the Factory Manager who was lying down, and the Factory Manager got up, pulled out the towel tucked into his waistband, wiped his body, and looked over there.



    



    Two men were standing there. One was the priest who had visited before, and the other was an old man he had never seen before. Thinking that he might be around the same age as himself, the Factory Manager looked at the old man.



    



    His slightly long hair was brown with streaks of gray here and there, and he had a long beard the same color as his hair.



    



    He was wearing a simple shirt and pants, but he had a fairly well-built body, and he was wearing a long sword at his waist, indicating that he was not an ordinary old man.



    



    After glancing at the old man, the Factory Manager wrapped a towel around his neck and said,



    



    "What's the matter?"



    



    "It's been a while. We've come to request an item."



    



    The priest, recognizing the Factory Manager, said with a bright smile, and the Factory Manager nodded with a sullen expression, putting on his undershirt.



    



    "Come inside first. It's hot outside."



    



    The Factory Manager said so and went inside the workshop.



    



    ***



    



    The Factory Manager, after settling down in the office, offered the two men seats as well. They sat on the sofa in the center of the office, looking around curiously.



    



    "It's... cool here."



    



    "It's so cool in this weather..."



    



    "Well, don't mind it. So, what do you want to leave with me? That ornament thing from before?"



    



    Seeing the two men looking curious about the air conditioner, the Factory Manager tried to change the subject.



    



    It was because he was tired of explaining to Channing and Tehez how it was cool, and he didn't want to explain it to other people again.



    



    Whether they understood the Factory Manager's intention or not, the two men stopped looking around and continued speaking.



    



    "Ah. No, it's not that."



    



    The old man next to the priest said and took the sword from his waist and placed it on the table. It was a sword the Factory Manager knew.



    



    "This is the one that was broken and you fixed it..."



    



    "That's right. You fixed it. My grandson asked you to fix it and brought it back."



    



    "Ah. You must be the grandfather of that little kid. You have a good grandson."



    



    The Factory Manager said, and the old man smiled and continued.



    



    "So, I'd like to ask you for another sword."



    



    "A sword...? If it's a sword, the blacksmith across the street is better at making them."



    



    "I want to ask you specifically. After seeing how splendidly you restored this friend's sacred object, I wanted to ask you even more."



    



    The Factory Manager scratched his chin, and the three men stopped talking for a moment.



    



    Meanwhile, Illia brought paper cups on a tray and placed them in front of the three men. It was iced coffee.



    



    The old man, without thinking, took a sip from the paper cup and looked at it in surprise.



    



    "Ice?! In this summer?!"



    



    "Huh... My goodness..."



    



    The old man and the priest looked at the ice in the cup with surprised expressions. The Factory Manager crunched on the ice and looked at them.



    



    "Is it magic?"



    



    "That... It doesn't feel like magic..."



    



    "It's not magic or anything, so don't worry. I made a sword before, but it wasn't a very interesting item. You'd be better off going to the blacksmith shop over there."



    



    The Factory Manager said to the two men who were fascinated by the iced coffee, and the old man smiled at him.



    



    "How can I do that? I want to give my granddaughter a good sword as a gift."



    



    The Factory Manager stroked his chin.



    



    The old man, realizing that his words were working on the Factory Manager, smiled and continued.



    



    "I'm saying this because I'm her grandfather, but my granddaughter has quite a talent for swords. Of course, since she's a girl, she can't wield a proper sword and uses a practice sword for children. But she's turning 16 now, so it's not appropriate for her to use a child's sword anymore, so I decided to get her a long and good sword."



    



    The Factory Manager nodded slightly.



    



    It's working! Thinking so, the old man smiled again and continued his attack.



    



    "Then, I found out that the person who fixed my sword and the person who fixed the sacred object of my old friend here, the priest, are the same person. I thought that a blacksmith with such skills would surely make a sword suitable for my granddaughter. Hey, Factory Manager! Can't you do it?"



    



    The old man pleaded lastly, and the Factory Manager sighed.



    



    "I'll pay you whatever you ask."



    



    "I'll need at least 10 gold coins. Anything less than that is not possible."



    



    Tehez and Channing, who were enjoying the air conditioning next to them, were startled and looked sideways at the Factory Manager's words. It was because the amount was too absurd.



    



    Channing and Tehez looked at the Factory Manager in surprise when he asked for an amount that could buy a house. However, the Factory Manager's face was firm.



    



    Channing realized that the amount was the Factory Manager's way of refusing. However, he couldn't stop the chills and cold sweat running down his back. It was a huge sum of money that he would rarely see in his life.



    



    The old man looked surprised for a moment, then slammed the table and burst into laughter.



    



    "Hahahaha! I like your straightforwardness! Good! I'll give you 15 gold coins!"



    



    The old man opened the pouch at his waist and poured gold coins onto the table. Round gold coins fell onto the table.



    



    "15 Holy City gold coins! This should be enough!"



    



    "15 Holy City gold coins?!?!"



    



    Finally unable to hold back, Channing screamed as if in shock. Tehez forgot to breathe and stared at the gold coins on the table. However, only the Factory Manager showed no reaction.



    



    Silence fell for a moment, and the Factory Manager sighed.



    



    "Damn... No refunds even if you don't like it."



    



    "Good!"



    



    The old man smiled and held out his hand, and the Factory Manager shook it with a sullen expression. After some more conversation, the old man and the priest left the workshop.



    



    ******



    



    After the old man and the priest left, the workshop staff gathered around the table.



    



    "Holy City gold coins... I've never seen them before."



    



    Tehez said admiringly, looking at the gold coins. The Factory Manager picked up one of the gold coins and examined it. It was a quite elaborately made gold coin.



    



    Compared to the commonly seen gold coins, which were roughly rounded pieces of gold with a pattern stamped on them using a metal mold and a hammer, the Factory Manager judged that the Holy City gold coins were properly made by being cast in a proper mold and then stamped.



    



    "Are they that valuable?"



    



    "Of course! Holy City gold coins are worth three times more than the gold coins we usually use!"



    



    Channing shouted emphatically in response to the Factory Manager's question.



    



    "As you can see, they are also twice as heavy as the kingdom gold coins we commonly use, and they have a higher gold content. They are almost made of pure gold. Although the exact ratio is unknown."



    



    Tehez also explained the value of the gold coins. Hearing their explanations, the Factory Manager realized that these gold coins had considerable value.



    



    The Factory Manager nodded and tossed one of the gold coins to Channing.



    



    "Whoa!"



    



    Channing was startled and fumbled, dropping the gold coin on the floor. He then threw himself off the chair as if falling and picked up the gold coin.



    



    Channing, squatting on the floor and holding up the gold coin with both hands, looked up at the Factory Manager and said,



    



    "You scared me! What was that for?!"



    



    "Take it. It's a bonus."



    



    Channing's eyes widened in surprise, and the Factory Manager ignored him and handed one to Tehez as well.



    



    "You too. Illia, take one too."



    



    Tehez, receiving the gold coin, looked at it.



    



    "A Holy City gold coin... I've never touched one before."



    



    "That's right. We get 50 silver coins a month, so how many silver coins is a Holy City gold coin worth?"



    



    "It would be worth more than 150 silver coins. The exchange rate fluctuates."



    



    While Channing and Tehez were talking, Illia returned the Holy City gold coin to the Factory Manager's hand.



    



    "What's wrong?"



    



    "I don't have anything to use this much money for... I haven't done anything to deserve it."



    



    The Factory Manager thought for a moment and nodded. Then he gathered all the gold coins on the table and went to the safe in the corner of the office and put them in.



    



    "Alright. You'll have something to use it for when you grow up. I'll give it to you then. And you guys stop fiddling with the gold coins! I don't know what I'll do if you lose them!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's roar, Channing and Tehez quickly and carefully put the gold coins into their work clothes pockets.
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    Although he didn't like it, the Factory Manager started gathering materials, thinking there was no helping it since he had already taken the order.



    



    He borrowed a bunch of books about medieval swords from the library and searched for various materials online.



    



    "Damn it. Swords are complicated."



    



    The Factory Manager let out a deep sigh as he put the books and notes down on the desk.



    



    "Are you having trouble?"



    



    Illia, who brought him coffee, asked, and the Factory Manager nodded, running his hand through his hair.



    



    "If I had ever made a sword before, I'd know. But I can't not make it now that they threw money at me. This is killing me."



    



    At the Factory Manager's lament, Illia peeked at the books and papers.



    



    "You said you made one before."



    



    "That was because I had the exact same one to copy. This is a new design. I can't ask anyone, damn it..."



    



    The Factory Manager took a sip of his coffee, and Illia glanced outside the office.



    



    "What about Mr. Popper?"



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "Mr. Popper makes swords, doesn't he?"



    



    The Factory Manager thought for a moment and nodded.



    



    "Right... There's Popper. I should go see him."



    



    The Factory Manager gathered his papers and books and got up from his seat. He went out of the office and shouted to Channing and Tehez, who were working.



    



    "I'm going to the blacksmith's to see Popper for a bit, so keep working!"



    



    "Huh?! Why so suddenly?"



    



    Channing asked back, but the Factory Manager went out the back door without looking back. Channing shrugged and went back to work.



    



    While Channing was welding and Tehez was grinding the weld surface with a grinder, making their product, Illia, who was cleaning a corner of the factory, was startled by the sound of someone knocking on the door and looked in that direction.



    



    If it had been the back door, where ordinary customers came in, it wouldn't have been so surprising.



    



    The knock came from the front door, which was always locked. The front door that the Factory Manager had said should never be opened.



    



    Illia was at a loss as to what to do.



    



    -Bang, bang!-



    



    The knocking on the door grew louder, and she could hear the doorknob turning.



    



    What should she do? While Illia was wavering, the door was knocked on even louder.



    



    "What should I do?"



    



    Illia asked Channing and Tehez with a tearful face, and Channing and Tehez, with surprised eyes, didn't know what to do either.



    



    -Bang, bang!-



    



    The knocking on the door echoed loudly again.



    



    "I'll... open it."



    



    Illia said, and Channing and Tehez nodded.



    



    Illia swallowed hard, slowly approached the door, took a deep breath, and unlocked it.



    



    -Click-



    



    With a click, the lock opened, and the door swung open. Illia hurriedly stepped back.



    



    "Why were you so slow to open the door?!"



    



    Someone came in through the door and, seeing Illia, widened their eyes in surprise.



    



    It was a middle-aged woman with hair cut shorter than a bob, wearing jeans and a leather jacket, and carrying a leather carrier in her hand.



    



    Noticing the woman's surprised gaze through her gold-rimmed glasses, Illia quickly bowed and greeted her.



    



    "We... Welcome."



    



    The middle-aged woman still looked at Illia with surprised eyes.



    



    Illia shrank even more under the woman's gaze.



    



    The woman put down her leather carrier and spoke.



    



    "Oh. Yes... Hmm? Who are you?"



    



    "I'm Illia."



    



    The middle-aged woman scratched her head and asked again.



    



    "Hmm. I see. Illia. Where is the owner?"



    



    "Ah. He went to the blacksmith's across the street for a moment."



    



    "I see. Then I'll wait for a bit."



    



    The middle-aged woman walked into the factory as if she knew the way.



    



    "This place hasn't changed."



    



    Channing and Tehez looked at the middle-aged woman who went and sat on a chair in the corner of the factory. The woman, glancing at them, waved her hand.



    



    "Ah. Don't mind me and keep working."



    



    The middle-aged woman got up from the chair and went to the water purifier, where she started to make instant coffee in a paper cup. Channing and Tehez, with awkward expressions, went back to work.



    



    The middle-aged woman, drinking her coffee and looking around the factory, saw the sword hanging on the back door and walked towards it. Looking at the sword hanging on the wall like a signboard, the middle-aged woman stroked her chin.



    



    "A Viking sword? Pattern welded. It's been reworked from a broken one. Hmm. Where did he get this?"



    



    -Greetings.-



    



    The sword spoke to the middle-aged woman, and she looked around with slightly surprised eyes and then at the sword.



    



    "Did you speak?"



    



    -Indeed.-



    



    "Oh. Interesting. Is there a speaker inside the wall or something? It's a funny prank. It's not the kind of prank he would pull though."



    



    -It is because I have a spirit residing within me.-



    



    "Haha! Is that the setting?"



    



    While the sword and the middle-aged woman were talking, the back door opened and someone entered the factory. It was the Factory Manager.



    



    "Ugh... I'm back... Uh?!"



    



    The Factory Manager, coming in through the back door, saw the middle-aged woman standing in front of the sword and widened his eyes in surprise.



    



    And then.



    



    "Uh... Uh... When..."



    



    "Yahoo! Long time no see. Has it been 3 years?"



    



    "Uh... Yeah."



    



    The Factory Manager stood there blankly with surprised eyes, and the middle-aged woman smiled and walked towards him first.



    



    "What are you doing? You're going to just stand there even though we haven't seen each other in a long time?"



    



    "No. It's not that... Come into the office first. Illia! Bring us some coffee."



    



    "I already had some."



    



    The Factory Manager and the woman went into the office, and as the door closed, Channing and Tehez let out deep sighs.



    



    "Wow... Who is that?"



    



    "I know, right? And she came in through the front door?!"



    



    Channing and Tehez talked about it and took a short break.



    



    ***



    



    The woman who entered the office sat on the sofa and looked at the Factory Manager with curiosity.



    



    "You hired foreigners. What country are they from? They don't look Southeast Asian. Are they Central Asian?"



    



    "No, not that... They're..."



    



    "They look a bit Western. Are they Uzbek? Kazakh? I heard a lot of people from those countries come to work these days."



    



    "Well... Just. I don't know either. More importantly, what brings you here so suddenly? You were abroad, weren't you? Europe?"



    



    The Factory Manager asked, and the woman nodded.



    



    "I came in from the US. I went to Europe and then to the US. I had to come see my grandson since he was born. You and I are grandparents now. Time flies."



    



    The woman said with a smile, and the Factory Manager nodded in surprise.



    



    "Ah. Right... I didn't know."



    



    "What? You didn't know? Are you still not in contact with your son?"



    



    "Well..."



    



    The Factory Manager mumbled.



    



    The woman frowned at him and sighed.



    



    "Well, I guess that's to be expected with your stubbornness and his. Neither of you change even with age."



    



    "Ah, stop it! Why are you bringing up the past!"



    



    "Oh dear. Such a temper. More importantly, aren't you happy to have a grandson? Should I show you a picture?"



    



    The woman took out her phone from her pocket, and the Factory Manager waved his hand.



    



    "No, thanks. What's the point? I didn't even get a call about my grandson being born."



    



    "Come on, just look. He's so cute."



    



    The woman held out her phone screen, but the Factory Manager forcefully pushed it away.



    



    The woman sighed and put her phone back in her pocket.



    



    "Fine, if you don't want to see him. Such a stubborn old man."



    



    "So, you saw your grandson and your son, why did you come here instead of going back abroad? Or staying at your son's house."



    



    "My son's house is uncomfortable. I got a hotel room nearby. I wanted to see your face, and I heard you reopened the factory."



    



    The woman glanced around. Looking at the grime-covered factory office, she smiled.



    



    "This place hasn't changed."



    



    "It's been sitting here for 20 years without being sold. But I worked hard to make it usable. I bought new machines too."



    



    "New? They look like you bought them used from a bankrupt factory. They're all worn out."



    



    This time, the woman looked at the desk. Books and materials the Factory Manager had brought in to make the sword were scattered all over the desk.



    



    The woman picked up a few sheets of paper and spoke.



    



    "What's this? Are you trying to make a sword? What's gotten into you? It's not even a triangle ruler or something that people who use swords would ask to be made, it's a Western sword."



    



    "I got an order. A 16-year-old girl wants a sword made as a birthday present. I need to know what I'm doing."



    



    "Huh? Hahahaha! The chairman of the best kitchen knife company in the country got an order for a combat sword for a little girl? That's funny. You hated making things one by one like a blacksmith."



    



    "I quit being chairman. I'm just a factory manager now. And you know I don't like making things like that."



    



    The woman laughed and looked through the book. It was a catalog with pictures of various swords from the Middle Ages to the Renaissance.



    



    The woman flipped through a few pages and spoke again.



    



    "Chairman or factory manager, it's all the same. It looks like you borrowed every book with a picture of a sword in it. You're probably thinking of just glancing at them and making something similar, right?"



    



    "Well, I have to. Swords aren't my specialty. Isn't it fine if I just make something similar?"



    



    "Oh, come on. If swords were something you could just make like that, why would there be blacksmiths specializing in swords? You know you can't just make kitchen knives like that, right?"



    



    The woman lightly scolded him, and the Factory Manager crumpled up the paper he had been drawing on. Seeing this, the woman chuckled.



    



    "Hahahaha! This is the first time I've seen you look so weak. Alright, I'll help you."



    



    At the woman's words, this time the Factory Manager looked at her in surprise.



    



    "You know I'm the professional here, right?"



    



    "I saw you tinkering with things before, but you couldn't make anything decent then."



    



    The Factory Manager replied awkwardly, and the woman smiled and looked at him.



    



    "Do you think I was just playing around abroad for 3 years?"



    



    "Then what were you doing?"



    



    "Blacksmithing! Specifically, making swords. In Europe, places like Germany and Italy, there are still blacksmiths who make swords the old-fashioned way. I learned from those workshops. I'm different now."



    



    The Factory Manager swallowed, speechless, and the woman slammed her hand on the table and stood up.



    



    "So, I'll make this. I didn't expect to find something so interesting after coming back to Korea. Alright, give me some work clothes. There's a lot to do."



    



    The Factory Manager nodded silently.



    



    The woman strode over to a cabinet in the corner of the office, opened the door, and rummaged through it, pulling out a set of work clothes.



    



    It was a new set of work clothes in a bag, but it was covered in dust, as if it had been sitting there for a long time.



    



    The woman checked the size, ripped open the bag, dusted off the work clothes, and threw them on the sofa. Then she took off her leather jacket and jeans.



    



    "What are you doing, taking your clothes off like that?!"



    



    "Oh my. Why are you acting like this after seeing everything for decades?"



    



    "Damn it! Just get dressed!"



    



    Surprised by the woman suddenly taking off her clothes, the Factory Manager turned around and shouted, and the woman chuckled and put on the work pants and zipped up the jacket.



    



    Then she opened the leather carrier she had brought and took out her equipment. A leather apron, safety shoes, and thick gloves.



    



    After changing into the safety shoes and putting on the apron and gloves, the woman walked to the door, and the Factory Manager sighed and stood up, following her.
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    As the woman opened the office door, Channing and Tehez, who were eavesdropping outside, tumbled to the floor.



    



    "Ugh!"



    



    "Eek!"



    



    The woman smiled faintly as Channing and Tehez fell to the floor entangled.



    



    "Seems like the employees are very curious."



    



    "Idiots! What are you doing!"



    



    The Factory Manager roared, and Channing and Tehez, quickly getting up from their spots, moved to the workbench as if running away.



    



    "Lend me that girl over there."



    



    "As you wish."



    



    The woman smiled faintly and started to tie her apron, and the Factory Manager stepped back slightly and took out a cigarette.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim... Who is she?"



    



    Channing approached the Factory Manager who was lighting his cigarette and asked, and the Factory Manager raised his fist and smacked Channing on the head.



    



    "You idiot! Are you done with your work?!"



    



    "Ouch. Why the yelling?"



    



    Channing, who had been hit on the head, grumbled and stepped back, and the Factory Manager shouted while lighting his cigarette.



    



    "Tehez! You go and assist that woman!"



    



    Tehez, who was lifting the hand grinder, tilted her head.



    



    "Me?"



    



    Just as the Factory Manager was about to say something in response to Tehez's question, the woman reached out her hand to stop him and approached Tehez.



    



    "Now, now! Stop yelling at the employees! Honestly, with that temper of yours. Hey there, green-haired girl! Come help me!"



    



    "Ah! Yes!"



    



    At the woman's words, Tehez put down the hand grinder, and the woman smiled faintly and looked at Tehez.



    



    "Alright. Nice to meet you. Didn't expect to see such a pretty girl in the factory. So, what's your name, girl?"



    



    "Te... Tehez!"



    



    "Aha. Alright. You speak our language well. I'm Oran. Please take care of me for the time being."



    



    Tehez shook her head after shaking hands with the woman who offered her hand.



    



    "Yes. Please take care of me, teacher."



    



    Oran smiled faintly.



    



    "Haha. That's embarrassing. Teacher is..."



    



    Oran walked to the workbench, and Tehez followed behind her.



    



    Oran, who placed a blank sheet of paper there, started to speak.



    



    "Alright. First, we're going to make a sword. A sword for a 16-year-old girl. Hmm. What kind of parents would give a Western sword as a gift to a 16-year-old girl? Well, I guess it's none of my business. Hey! You! Come here, it's your order."



    



    At Oran's call, the Factory Manager, who was wielding the welding torch, grumbled and approached her.



    



    "What is it? I'm busy."



    



    "Do you know her height or anything? Like her arm length. Anyway, what kind of person she is who will be using it. We need to make it according to that."



    



    "Hmm... I don't know. Her grandfather came and placed the order."



    



    At the Factory Manager's reply, Oran sighed and shook her head.



    



    "Just like you. Alright, useless old man."



    



    "Damn..."



    



    The Factory Manager, who was about to say something, sighed and stepped back, and Oran put down the paper and picked up a pencil.



    



    "Well, since it's for a girl, a longsword would be a bit much, a side sword would be good."



    



    "That's a new word for me. Is it the name of a sword?"



    



    "Yeah. Something like that. It's not that important, so don't worry about it. A side sword that can be used with one hand is good. In the Renaissance Italian style. Personally, I find it pretty."



    



    Tehez couldn't keep up with Oran's words as she poured out unfamiliar terms while sketching on the paper.



    



    "The blade should be a bit wider than a thin true rapier. It's a personal preference, but. It's good to be able to use it in various ways. The guard will protect the hand and give it a slightly more ornate feel. Good. I wonder if it'll look something like this?"



    



    Oran, who finished the design, unfolded the paper. It was probably drawn to scale, but a quite ornate sword was revealed.



    



    "Wow. This is really fancy. I don't know much about swords, but I've never seen a sword like this."



    



    "Haha. Really? It's good if a young lady likes it. Good. Then let's make the blade first. Where's the place where you've collected the leftover iron scraps?"



    



    Tehez quickly pointed to a corner of the factory. Oran walked over there with Tehez and checked this and that.



    



    "He's brought in every scrap of metal he could find."



    



    Oran first picked up a rusty leaf spring.



    



    "It's a truck leaf spring. This will be useful. Is there anything else..."



    



    Oran, who was looking around, widened her eyes and looked to one side.



    



    Something embedded among the scrap metal caught her eye, and upon discovering it, Oran smiled faintly and cleared away the scrap metal piled on top while holding the leaf spring.



    



    "Oh! He's even brought in some pretty good stuff!"



    



    Oran exclaimed in admiration and ran to the corner, removing all the scrap metal plates piled on top. A heavy lump of metal emerged from within.



    



    Oran brushed away the accumulated dust with her gloved hand, stroking the metal lump. Despite being heavily rusted, Oran recognized at a glance that it was an extremely strong metal.



    



    "Wow. He had such a good thing hidden away. Hey! You! I'm going to use this!"



    



    "What? Ah! That's my cherished railroad rail!"



    



    When Oran, after laboriously pulling out the 30cm long railroad rail from the corner, exclaimed, the Factory Manager, who was welding, quickly ran over, checked the item, and shouted.



    



    Oran straightened her back and spoke.



    



    "Who said I was going to use it all?! Just cut off 5cm. I'll only use that much. Cut it!"



    



    "Sigh... Channing! Come and take this and cut off 5cm."



    



    The Factory Manager sighed and called Channing, who was polishing with the hand grinder, and Channing came forward and tried to lift the railroad rail but dropped it.



    



    "Whoa! This is incredibly heavy!"



    



    "Oh my. You, a young lad, have less strength than that old granny over there?!"



    



    "It's heavy, so I'll say it's heavy. Geez. I'll bring the hoist."



    



    Channing scratched his head and headed off to bring the hoist, and Oran smiled and picked up more pieces of sheet metal.



    



    "Let's go, Tehez."



    



    "Yes, teacher."



    



    Returning to the workbench, Oran put down the sheet metal pieces and the leaf spring and looked at Tehez.



    



    "Tehez. Cut this for me. 150 by 50."



    



    "Aren't you going to make it from a single piece?"



    



    "Ah. Your boss always makes it that way, right? Not me. I'll explain later, so just cut it. Hey!"



    



    Oran called out to the Factory Manager who was smoking. The Factory Manager sighed, put out his cigarette, and approached.



    



    "What now?!"



    



    "What else would it be! You need to get the tools out. Get the power hammer and the gas forge. You haven't thrown them away yet, have you?"



    



    "Sigh... It's over there in the corner of the factory, covered with a gabbachun (tarpaulin), so just take it off."



    



    The Factory Manager pointed to one side, and Oran walked over and removed the thick blue vinyl sheet. A machine and a forge emerged from within.



    



    Seeing that, Oran smiled faintly.



    



    "Hmm. He's taken good care of them, despite everything. I thought he would have sold them."



    



    "Oh dear. Who would buy those these days? Even if I tried to sell them, they wouldn't sell!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted, and Oran nodded in agreement.



    



    "Well, how many blacksmiths are there who still hammer these days?"



    



    Oran checked the power hammer and the forge here and there and prepared to use the machines. She dragged a gas cylinder to the forge and connected it, and connected the power hammer to the electricity.



    



    When she flipped the switch on the power hammer, the sound of the motor turning echoed. She stretched out her foot slightly and pressed the button, and with a loud bang, the thick iron lump moved up and down.



    



    "It's working fine. That's a relief. If it had been broken, it would have taken ages to fix it."



    



    Oran nodded and lit the forge, and went to the toolbox cabinet and gathered various tools.



    



    Huge metal tongs, a brass brush, a short-handled metal hammer, a protective mask, and even huge earmuffs were collected by Oran, who then went to the power hammer and laid out the tools on the workbench next to it.



    



    As Oran was checking the equipment, the Factory Manager brought something over with the hoist. It was a huge anvil.



    



    "Wow. You still had that too?"



    



    "I was thinking of selling it for scrap, but I kept it. It's just taking up space in the warehouse."



    



    "And you kept all the tools too. You say that, but you're such a sentimental man."



    



    "Ahem! What nonsense."



    



    The Factory Manager cleared his throat at Oran's faint smile and placed the anvil on top of a huge piece of log.



    



    After the Factory Manager left, Oran secured the anvil on top of the log piece with a large screw.



    



    In the meantime, Tehez, who had cut all the sheet metal with the hydraulic cutter, came over carrying the sheets.



    



    "Wow. What's this machine?"



    



    "A power hammer and a gas forge."



    



    "I kind of understand what a gas forge is, but what's a power hammer used for?"



    



    When Tehez asked while taking out her notebook, Oran stretched out her foot and pressed the button. Suddenly, with a thump, the iron lump struck the ground hard and went back up.



    



    Oran smiled faintly as Tehez, startled, jumped back.



    



    "Blacksmiths hammer in the forge, right? It's a machine like that."



    



    "Uh... So you're saying you're going to heat the iron and hammer it?"



    



    "Yes. It's a method your boss would never use. He's a skilled craftsman. He's proud of that. But I'm a blacksmith. A blacksmith has a blacksmith's way. Of course, I'm not sticking to the old ways."



    



    Oran started to stack the sheet metal pieces that Tehez had brought.



    



    Tehez expressed her curiosity as she watched Oran insert other sheets of metal between the leaf spring and the leaf spring pieces.



    



    "Are you going to heat it like that and then hammer it?"



    



    "Yes! I'm going to give the blade a pattern using the pattern welded method. I can create a pattern like the talking sword hanging on the back door."



    



    "What?! You can do that? Teacher! Can you tell me a little more about how to make that..."



    



    "I'll explain. You're a really curious child. Well, I like that attitude though."



    



    Oran smiled faintly at Tehez, who was speaking with sparkling eyes, and clamped the stacked sheet metal together and handed it to Tehez.



    



    "Here. Weld this lightly. Weld this iron rod to this part here. Can you do it?"



    



    "Yes! I understand, teacher!"



    



    Tehez quickly nodded and moved to the welding machine, and Oran smiled faintly and turned up the heat on the forge.



    



    "I... I brought it here."



    



    While Oran was smiling, Channing came over, laboriously carrying the cut railroad rail, and placed it on the workbench, and Oran smiled faintly and looked at Channing.



    



    "Good work. Hmm. You're handsome, whoever's son you are."



    



    "Haha... Thank you."



    



    "But your ears are quite pointy, is that a family trait?"



    



    "It's a racial characteristic. Everyone's like this."



    



    Oran looked at Channing with an awkward expression at his reply. She found it hard to understand, but Oran thought it wouldn't be good to pry and changed the subject.



    



    "It must be tough working under that man, right?"



    



    "No. I'm learning a lot from Factory Manager-nim."



    



    "What about that little girl? Was her name Illia? Is she your and Tehez's daughter?"



    



    Channing looked at Illia for a moment, then was startled, his face flushing red, and shook his head.



    



    "Ah... No! No way! I'm not married yet. She's a lost child that Factory Manager-nim took in and she's helping out with work at the factory."



    



    "Huh?! That man did? Time really changes people. Haha. Hmm."



    



    "Channing! What are you doing, not coming over here!"



    



    "Ah! I'm coming, I'm coming! Then I'll be going."



    



    As Oran and Channing were talking, the Factory Manager shouted loudly, and Channing shouted back at the Factory Manager and walked away.



    



    Watching that, Oran burst into laughter.



    



    "This is fun. Fun. This place has become a lot more interesting while I was away."



    



    "I finished the welding here."



    



    While Oran was laughing, Tehez came over with the welded piece of iron, and Oran picked up the rod welded to the piece and turned it this way and that.



    



    Seeing the neatly welded piece, Oran nodded.



    



    "Good. Tehez. Now we're going to make the blade."



    



    Oran put the piece of iron directly into the forge. The flames of the gas forge began to heat the piece of iron red-hot.

  
    Chapter 56



    



    While the iron pieces were heating in the forge, Oran explained about pattern welding.



    



    "That talking sword hanging on the wall is made with the pattern welding method. Pattern welding is a method of creating patterns by layering steel and wrought iron, hammering and folding, hammering and folding."



    



    "Aha. I see. Is it better than just quenching or something? In old stories, the swords of heroes and warriors had patterns on the blade."



    



    Oran flipped the iron pieces in the forge and shook her head at Tehez's question.



    



    "It was a method used to make swords strong in the old days when it was difficult to obtain high-quality, high-purity iron. It's unnecessary if you can refine high-purity iron consistently. If you can pour it without bubbles, a sword cast by pouring molten metal into a mold can be better than a sword made by a blacksmith hammering low-quality iron."



    



    "Refining high-purity steel is certainly difficult. You have to melt the iron at high temperatures and filter out impurities."



    



    "You know well. That's why it was a method used in the old days when it was difficult to generate high temperatures. It's the wisdom of blacksmiths who tried to make good swords using poor quality iron in the past."



    



    Oran took off the protective face shield next to her and tossed the headset-like earmuffs to Tehez.



    



    As Tehez examined the earmuffs, Oran put them on her own ears and said,



    



    "Use them. It'll be noisy."



    



    "Ah. Earmuffs!"



    



    Tehez quickly put on the earmuffs and wore the transparent face shield like Oran.



    



    Oran grabbed the iron rod and took the iron pieces out of the forge. The red-hot iron was radiating heat.



    



    After examining the pieces, Oran determined that the iron was sufficiently heated and quickly placed the piece under the power hammer and stepped on the switch with her foot.



    



    With the sound of the motor running, a giant lump of iron began to strike the heated iron under the hammer. The thumping sound echoed through the factory.



    



    Oran skillfully began to stretch the red-hot iron. The short piece of iron quickly began to lengthen.



    



    Turning it this way and that, Oran stretched the iron and brushed off the impurities that rose to the surface with a brush.



    



    Finally, Oran brought the almost cooled iron plate onto the anvil and finished shaping it by hammering it.



    



    "Is it really the same as a blacksmith hammering?"



    



    "Right? But this is done by a machine."



    



    Oran placed the cooled iron plate on the workbench and took off her earmuffs, and Tehez also took off hers and exclaimed in admiration.



    



    "This is definitely convenient and good."



    



    "Definitely convenient. Blacksmith hammering is done by humans, so the force is not consistent. On the other hand, machines can hammer accurately and consistently."



    



    "That's how Mr. Popper and Karutz hammer. They have a mechanical hammer, but it's not automatic, so Kelper has to hold the handle and use his weight to pull it, so it's less convenient than this."



    



    "A foreign craftsman? Seems like there's a blacksmith who works in a very old-fashioned way. They should at least have an electric power hammer. I'm curious how they work."



    



    Oran sprinkled white powder on the iron plate and put it back in the forge.



    



    "Now I'll continue folding."



    



    "Folding is... folding the iron, right?"



    



    "Yes. I'll fold it over and over again. By doing so, you can remove impurities from the iron and make it stronger. Most swords in the past were made that way."



    



    Oran put her earmuffs back on, and Tehez quickly followed suit.



    



    Oran handed Tehez a tool. It was a thin, narrow iron plate with a long handle. One side of the iron plate was sharp.



    



    Tehez thought it looked like a giant razor.



    



    "Now! Hold that, and when I put the iron in the power hammer, stab it vertically right in the middle! Got it?!"



    



    "Yes!"



    



    Tehez nodded at Oran's shout.



    



    She had figured out how Oran was going to work. This was probably a knife to cut the iron in half, and once it was cut, she would fold it.



    



    As Tehez gripped the tool, Oran took out the heated iron and placed it on the power hammer.



    



    "Tehez!"



    



    "Yes!"



    



    Tehez quickly inserted the iron in the middle and applied force, and Oran slowly lowered the iron lump of the power hammer.



    



    Tehez felt the heavy iron lump pressing down on the iron plate with great force. It was a feeling she had never experienced when handling other machines. It was a kind of tactile feedback.



    



    The iron plate entered and split the red-hot, softened iron in half.



    



    When only the tip remained, Oran quickly lifted the power hammer, and Tehez quickly pulled out the iron plate.



    



    Oran immediately took out the iron and placed it on the anvil, hammering it vigorously.



    



    The cut part opened up, folding the iron in half, and it was put back in the power hammer to be hammered a few more times, and the impurities that rose were brushed off.



    



    "Phew. Good, just a few more times."



    



    Oran sprinkled the white powder on the iron again and put it back in the forge.



    



    "What is that powder you keep sprinkling?"



    



    "This? Borax."



    



    "Borax? What kind of powder is it and what does it do?"



    



    When Tehez asked with sparkling eyes again, Oran took off her glasses and wiped her face with a towel.



    



    "You remind me of my younger self. So curious. Well, Borax, I don't know the exact name, but it's a white substance that's excavated from the bottom of volcanic lakes or hot springs. It's also used in making ceramics and glass. Anyway, if you apply this to iron, the impurities in the iron will clump together with the borax and come out."



    



    "Ah! So that's what it was! Amazing."



    



    "Huh? Don't you apply flux to the welding rod when you weld?"



    



    "Flux? I do apply it."



    



    "That also contains borax. Well, the reason it's used in welding is to prevent contact with oxygen, right? So it's a little different from when it's used for quenching."



    



    Tehez nodded and quickly continued taking notes in her notebook.



    



    ***



    



    After folding the iron a few more times, it was evening, and Tehez and Oran cleaned up the tools.



    



    "Make sure the fire is completely out. And turn off all the machine switches!"



    



    "Yes! Master. I've checked everything."



    



    Oran listened to Tehez's reply and checked the two pieces of iron. It was a procedure to check if there were any parts that were not properly attached or any defects.



    



    The Factory Manager approached Oran, who was doing this, and took out a cigarette and lit it.



    



    "It would have been finished by now if you had just processed the iron plate."



    



    "That's if we were delivering ready-made products. A proper product requires the craftsman's touch and time."



    



    The Factory Manager lit his cigarette and looked at the sketch.



    



    "This looks similar to the old swords I saw in books."



    



    "Yes. It's based on that design. Fancy, isn't it? I'm going to make a sword that suits the young lady and is also practical."



    



    "Well, you're good at making things like that. You're like the old Factory Manager."



    



    Oran patted the Factory Manager's shoulder and lightly poked his side with her fist.



    



    "Well, you're the Factory Manager now. We're good at different things. You built a huge company with this small factory, and I'm just a wandering blacksmith who travels the world meeting other blacksmiths. That's all."



    



    "Well, I ended up coming back here. In the end, this was the right place for me."



    



    The Factory Manager took a drag of his cigarette, and Oran patted his shoulder.



    



    -Popper and Karutz are here.-



    



    At that moment, the sword hanging on the back door shouted, and at the same time, the back door opened. Blacksmith Popper and butcher Karutz entered.



    



    "Hey! Black Hair! Let's go for a drink!"



    



    "I heard Oscar's Red Rooster has a new beer. We should drink it on a day like this..."



    



    Popper and Karutz entered noisily, but then they paused when they saw the Factory Manager and Oran.



    



    "Oh! They have a new beer at the Red Rooster? I should go too! Tehez! Want a drink?"



    



    Channing, unaware of the adults' silence, shouted thoughtlessly, and Tehez, sensing the atmosphere, shook her head.



    



    "No. I promised to teach Illia how to read tonight. Drink on your own today."



    



    "Hmm... That's a shame."



    



    While Channing expressed his regret, Oran stepped forward with a bright smile and greeted Popper and Karutz.



    



    "You must be this friend's acquaintances. I'm Seok Oran."



    



    "Ah... I'm Popper. This is Karutz. Nice to meet you."



    



    Popper replied with a hesitant expression, and Karutz looked at the Factory Manager and spoke with his expression.



    



    The Factory Manager shrugged at Karutz, took off his work jacket, hung it on the hanger, and shouted.



    



    "Alright. I'll wash up and go, so you guys go ahead!"



    



    "Go ahead. I'll be there too!"



    



    Oran shouted, and Popper and Karutz looked at her in surprise, then at the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager shrugged, and the two went out the back door with hesitant expressions.



    



    "The shower room is shared, right?"



    



    "Yes. Tehez and Illia are probably washing up."



    



    "Okay. Should I wash up too?"



    



    Oran took a change of clothes from her carrier and went into the shower room, and the Factory Manager sighed.



    



    "What's wrong, Factory Manager? It's a new beer. New beer! Kiya! How delicious it must be!"



    



    Channing, who was quick-witted when it came to work but lacked social awareness, shouted cheerfully, and the Factory Manager smacked him on the head with his fist.



    



    "You go and drink alone! Don't interfere with the adults' drinking!"



    



    "Ah... Alright, alright. Geez, you think I don't have any friends?"



    



    Rubbing his head, Channing took off his work jacket and changed his shirt.



    



    "Then I'll go ahead."



    



    "Okay."



    



    The Factory Manager nodded at Channing's words and sat alone, looking at the quiet factory where all the machines had stopped. Various thoughts came to his mind.



    



    He took out another cigarette and lit it. White smoke rose to the factory ceiling.



    



    After smoking for a while, the Factory Manager got up, took a towel, and went out the back door. He thought he should at least wash his face and back since it would take time to shower.



    



    Taking off his top and tying the towel around his waist, the Factory Manager leaned over the sink and reached out to turn on the faucet. The cold water cooled his body that was hot from the machinery.



    



    "Ugh. Refreshing!"



    



    The Factory Manager rinsed himself with water while still leaning over and then took the soap next to him and lathered his body. The faint scent of soap washed away the smell of sweat, making him feel good.



    



    Finally, he squeezed a bit of shampoo and rubbed it vigorously into his hair to create a lather. He moved his head towards the water to rinse off the shampoo suds, but he felt nothing on his head.



    



    "Huh?! What?!"



    



    The Factory Manager frantically waved his shampoo-covered hand over his head, but he felt nothing.



    



    "Damn it! Is the water cut off?! What bad luck!"



    



    The moment the Factory Manager slightly raised his body to turn on the water, a sudden downpour of water poured over his head.



    



    "Whoa!"



    



    The Factory Manager was truly startled and jumped up, looking around frantically. Shampoo suds got into his eyes because he had suddenly opened them, and it stung.



    



    "Who is it!"



    



    "Hahahaha!"



    



    At that moment, laughter echoed in the backyard.



    



    "You! Really!"



    



    "Hahaha! You fell for it again, just like before!"



    



    "You're doing the same thing you did decades ago?"



    



    "Decades? I've done it a few more times since then."



    



    Oran replied with a giggle at the Factory Manager's roar. The Factory Manager grumbled, turned on the faucet, and washed off the shampoo suds that were all over his body and hair.



    



    After washing himself, the Factory Manager stood up and dried himself with a towel.



    



    "Damn it! My underwear is all wet!"



    



    "So what? It's hot out. It'll dry quickly."



    



    "You said you were going to wash up."



    



    "I just splashed some water on myself. I'm going to wash up properly at the hotel later. Besides, if I didn't come out quickly, you would have left without me."



    



    The Factory Manager swore and picked up the undershirt that was lying next to him and put it over his head.



    



    Looking at the Factory Manager's back, Oran spoke.



    



    "So. Where is this place?"



    



    The Factory Manager, who was putting his arms through the undershirt, looked back in surprise.



    



    Behind them, the evening scenery of the otherworldly city of Polchis, which didn't look like Korea, unfolded. There was no way Oran wouldn't notice it.



    



    The Factory Manager sighed and answered.



    



    "When I came back to the factory and started the machines, the back connected to this place. I don't know exactly where it is. But it's definitely not Earth."



    



    Oran looked at the setting sun and said,



    



    "It certainly seems that way. You didn't even contact me when something this interesting happened?"



    



    "How could I contact you if I didn't know where you were!"



    



    "Do you carry your phone around for show? These days, you can make calls overseas easily. So, that young man with big ears, the green-haired young lady, and the little girl with horns on her head, are they all from this place too?"



    



    "They're all from this place. As you can see, I've closed the Seoul gate and shut down the business there."



    



    The Factory Manager put on a new shirt.



    



    "So. Are you really going for a drink? Well, the beer here isn't bad, but it's a bit lukewarm."



    



    "I'm used to that, so it's okay. Let's go together."



    



    Oran replied, and the Factory Manager shrugged and started walking ahead.

  
    Chapter 57



    



    When the Factory Manager and Oran entered the Red Rooster, they saw people already occupying tables and drinking.



    



    Popper, with beer foam all over his beard, spotted the Factory Manager and waved his hand with a smile.



    



    As the Factory Manager and Oran took their seats, Popper quickly ordered beer. Richel promptly brought over the beer-filled glasses.



    



    "What brings you here? The Factory Manager, bringing a lady with him?"



    



    "Don't tease your elders! Go and bring some snacks."



    



    At the Factory Manager's scolding, Richel giggled and headed to the kitchen, while Karuutz raised his beer glass and said,



    



    "Well then, let's start with a drink!"



    



    Everyone raised their glasses and clinked them together. Then, they all brought the glasses to their lips.



    



    "Cheers! This is great! As expected, the new beer is the best!"



    



    "You got that right! This is the life!"



    



    After finishing their beer, everyone put down their glasses, but Oran was still drinking hers. At first, no one noticed anything strange, but one by one, they started to look at Oran.



    



    After holding the glass for a long time, Oran slammed it down on the table with a loud bang.



    



    "Cheers! That was good! Another one here!"



    



    Having downed the beer in the large glass in one go, the men who were watching with surprised eyes cheered loudly.



    



    "Wow, wow! That was refreshing! Richel! Bring another glass of beer quickly!"



    



    "This is what I call a good drinking companion!"



    



    As Popper and Karuutz laughed heartily, Oran wiped her mouth with her sleeve and burst into a hearty laugh.



    



    "What's the point of sipping beer slowly!"



    



    "Good! I won't lose!"



    



    "Take it easy."



    



    The Factory Manager tried to intervene, but Oran laughed and raised a new glass. However, this time, she didn't drink it all at once like before, but drank half and put the glass down.



    



    "So, tell us, who is this lady?"



    



    After a round of beer, Popper asked the Factory Manager.



    



    "Yeah. What's your relationship with this black-haired fella?"



    



    When Karuutz asked, Oran smiled and opened her mouth.



    



    "This gentleman's wife."



    



    "Was his wife."



    



    The Factory Manager corrected her, and Popper and Karuutz were surprised and looked back and forth between Oran and the Factory Manager.



    



    "Wife?!"



    



    "Black-haired! You were married?!"



    



    "Well, I wouldn't be a bachelor at this age."



    



    The Factory Manager sighed at Popper and Karuutz's reaction, and Oran burst out laughing at the sight.



    



    "Well, it's been a while since we've done anything, so don't worry about it! Let's just drink!"



    



    "Well, he doesn't live with his wife. Lucky guy."



    



    As Oran said that and raised her glass, Popper replied and raised his glass as well.



    



    "Well, what does it matter! Let's drink!"



    



    As Karuutz also said that and drank his beer, only the Factory Manager frowned and pursed his lips.



    



    "So! The wife doesn't seem to be here to reconcile with this grumpy guy. How long will you be staying?"



    



    "Hmm. Well, I came here for a short visit, but it seems like I'll be making something he can't make and then leaving."



    



    "He can make it."



    



    "He can make it, my foot."



    



    At Popper's question, Oran and the Factory Manager bickered.



    



    They were both laughing, but their words were laced with pride. It was only natural, as they were both experts in their respective fields.



    



    "The black-haired fella must be in a difficult situation. Not long after being dumped by the innkeeper, his ex-wife shows up..."



    



    Krauutz raised his beer glass and was about to continue when he suddenly stopped.



    



    "Krauutz!"



    



    Popper whispered sharply, and Karuutz realized his mistake and scratched his head.



    



    "Innkeeper? What are you talking about?"



    



    "Oh, that. The black-haired fella, at the inn in a village a little ways from here..."



    



    "You idiot!"



    



    Popper slapped Karuutz to stop him from rambling at Oran's question, and Oran smiled coldly and looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    "Hmm?! Seems like you've been having a good time."



    



    "No, it's not like that... I was just helping her out because it was a bit sad to see her running the inn alone after losing her husband... Besides, it's none of your business!"



    



    "Ha! Well, I guess it's none of my business since we're divorced!"



    



    After hearing the story, Oran said that and closed her mouth. For a moment, only the noisy sounds of the store filled the table.



    



    Popper whispered that Karuutz had said something unnecessary and poked him in the side, and Karuutz pouted and grumbled under his breath.



    



    Oran took a sip of her beer and opened her mouth again.



    



    "She must have been quite a beauty, that innkeeper."



    



    "Well, yes."



    



    "A blonde beauty? You always liked blondes with good figures. Remember when you begged the owner of the calendar hanging at the bar next door..."



    



    "That was decades ago!"



    



    The Factory Manager blushed and yelled at Oran's words, and Oran burst out laughing.



    



    "You hung it in your closet and then Mr. Park caught you..."



    



    "Stop it! That was when I was 17!"



    



    While the Factory Manager and Oran were talking, Richel came and served them beer and dishes.



    



    "It seems like you're having a fun conversation. What are you talking about?"



    



    Richel asked as she put down the dishes, and Oran replied, holding up a chicken leg.



    



    "We were talking about how this gentleman likes blonde girls."



    



    "Really? You liked blondes, Factory Manager? My aunt has brown hair."



    



    Oran burst out laughing again at Richel's words.



    



    "What? Was it your aunt? The one he was hitting on?"



    



    "Enough! Richel, stop talking nonsense and bring another round of beer!"



    



    "Yes, yes. Anyone else need anything?"



    



    Everyone at the table raised their hands, and Richel counted and headed to the kitchen.



    



    ******



    



    In the end, the four of them drank until late at night and were only able to end their drinking party when Oscar, who was closing the store, kicked them out.



    



    The streets were quiet, and the moon was shining brightly in the sky.



    



    "Well then, get home safe!"



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, the staggering Karuutz waved his hands wildly, and Popper, who was standing next to him, quickly grabbed him.



    



    "Uhhh..."



    



    "Karuutz! Get a grip! You should've known your limit! Well then, see you next time."



    



    Popper said goodbye and dragged the drunken Karuutz away.



    



    "Let's go too."



    



    The Factory Manager said and started walking ahead, and Oran quickly walked beside him.



    



    They walked through the dark city streets without saying a word. There were no streetlights, so the only illumination came from the moon and stars in the sky.



    



    Occasionally, light from inside houses would leak through the gaps of ill-fitting wooden doors and illuminate the ground.



    



    "Did you... like her?"



    



    Oran broke the silence first.



    



    The Factory Manager didn't answer.



    



    Silence fell again.



    



    Only the moonlight filled the alley.



    



    "I think I did..."



    



    The Factory Manager, who had been walking in silence for a while, finally opened his mouth with difficulty.



    



    Oran, who had been looking at the Factory Manager for a moment after his sudden words, asked back.



    



    "What do you mean by that?"



    



    The Factory Manager scratched his head and replied.



    



    "It's hard to explain... I don't know. Whether I liked her... or just felt sorry for her... Damn... I'm not good with words."



    



    Oran smiled and walked closer to the Factory Manager.



    



    "Well, you've always been a good person. That's why you took in Illia, right?"



    



    "Well, seeing a young girl wandering the streets reminded me of my past..."



    



    "You've always wanted a daughter, haven't you? Is that why you hired Tehez as an employee?"



    



    "She came to me wanting to learn, and she's good at her job."



    



    "What about Channing?"



    



    When Oran continued to ask, the Factory Manager scratched his head and sighed.



    



    "He's a bit... different."



    



    Oran burst out laughing.



    



    "You're just like you were when you were young."



    



    "Me? What are you talking about?"



    



    At the Factory Manager's retort, Oran smiled at him.



    



    ***



    



    Morning came, and work began again.



    



    Oran and Tehez lit the gas furnace together.



    



    "Tehez, put in what we were working on yesterday and heat it up."



    



    Tehez carefully placed the iron piece they had made yesterday into the furnace and started heating it. Watching the iron piece heat up, Tehez asked.



    



    "Are you going to fold it again?"



    



    Oran shook her head as she took out the red-hot iron piece.



    



    "No. We're going to stretch it now, after cutting it in half. Tehez, place it in the center."



    



    Tehez quickly placed the cutting tool in the center of the iron.



    



    Oran operated the power hammer and cut the iron piece in half. Then, she put the pieces back into the gas furnace to heat them up red-hot and took one of them out.



    



    "We're going to stretch this out long. Into a square shape. Watch me carefully and follow along."



    



    Oran started hammering the iron with the power hammer, and Tehez watched the process intently. As she hammered the four sides alternately, the iron slowly began to stretch out.



    



    Tehez was amazed at the sight of the hard iron being stretched like taffy and watched every movement carefully.



    



    After stretching one side of the iron into a long rod over a meter long, Oran put the rod down and handed the tongs to Tehez.



    



    "Try it."



    



    At Oran's words, Tehez took the red-hot iron piece from the furnace with the tongs and slowly pushed it into the power hammer. Then, she carefully pressed the power hammer button.



    



    Suddenly, there was a loud bang, and Tehez was startled and dropped the tongs. With a clang, the red-hot iron and tongs fell to the factory floor.



    



    "Get a grip!"



    



    Oran shouted, and Tehez flinched in surprise.



    



    "Red-hot iron is extremely dangerous! So is the power hammer! You could get hurt or cause an accident! Focus! And put some strength in your hands!"



    



    "Y-Yes, ma'am!"



    



    Tehez quickly grabbed the tongs and picked up the iron that had fallen to the floor. Then, she carefully started hammering it again.



    



    As she hammered slowly and awkwardly, the iron cooled down into an uneven shape.



    



    "This is... difficult."



    



    "Heat it up again. You have to make it exactly like I did."



    



    "Yes, ma'am!"



    



    Tehez put the iron back into the furnace.



    



    "Don't be so rough with her."



    



    "Hmph. You're saying that because she's a young girl. You're all talk."



    



    Oran retorted at the Factory Manager, who had approached them, and he scratched his head and watched Tehez handling the power hammer. Tehez was sweating profusely as she stretched the iron.



    



    "Can't we just use angle iron for this?"



    



    "Well, that would be easier. But it wouldn't be as much fun."



    



    "You're doing this for fun?"



    



    "You sound just like your father. It's good to have fun while working. Don't you enjoy watching machines run and making things too?"



    



    The Factory Manager muttered something unintelligible and lit a cigarette.



    



    "This is what I wanted to see. Our child making something with us."



    



    "Are you saying it's my fault?"



    



    "Well, partly. He knows how to run a company, but he doesn't know how to operate machines. Thanks to that, he's properly inheriting and growing your company. But wasn't that your dream? To build a big company and live a comfortable life?"



    



    The Factory Manager fell silent.



    



    In that silence, Oran felt many things.



    



    "Ma'am! I'm almost done."



    



    "Really? Let me see."



    



    Tehez's words broke the silence, and Oran walked over to her and looked at the stretched iron. It was a bit crooked, but it had been stretched into a square rod about a meter long.



    



    Oran smiled and put the iron back into the gas furnace.



    



    "Good job for your first try. Now let's straighten it out and move on to the next process."



    



    "Yes, ma'am."



    



    Tehez smiled at Oran's praise.



    



    The Factory Manager watched them and threw away his cigarette butt, which had burned down to the filter.

  
    Chapter 58



    



    Oran finished shaping the last iron bar with a hand hammer. Two straightened iron bars were now complete.



    



    Oran placed one of the iron bars in the furnace to heat it, then looked at Tehez.



    



    "Alright, Tehez. You need to help me properly now. This is an important process."



    



    "Leave it to me, Teacher!"



    



    Oran smiled and brought two red monkey wrenches from the toolbox. Then, she took out the heated iron bar, clamped it in the vise on the workbench, and attached the two red pipe wrenches to the end of the bar.



    



    "You need to hold these wrenches and twist them."



    



    "Uh... twist them?"



    



    "Yes. Let's begin. We're going to twist the heated iron bar."



    



    Oran grabbed one of the pipe wrenches, and Tehez, wearing gloves, grabbed the other.



    



    "Let's twist."



    



    "Yes!"



    



    They slowly turned the pipe wrenches (tools for turning pipe screws). The red-hot iron bar gradually began to twist.



    



    "Good. That's how you do it."



    



    When the iron bar was twisted to a certain degree, Oran stopped Tehez and started heating the lower part of the bar. When it became red hot, Tehez started turning the monkey wrench again.



    



    It was quite tedious work.



    



    It wasn't easy to twist the iron bar like a pretzel, putting it back in the furnace to heat it up again when it cooled down, and then twisting the square-shaped iron bar again.



    



    After finally finishing one, Tehez shook her hand.



    



    "Wow... this is no easy task."



    



    "Haha. This kind of work is always labor-intensive. We have to do the same for the other one."



    



    "Phew. It's difficult. Difficult."



    



    Tehez removed the fully twisted iron bar and placed the other one in the furnace.



    



    "Hee... making a sword isn't easy."



    



    "Obviously. But we're making it easy. Because we have machines. Go see the blacksmith shop across the street and see how they make swords. They do everything by hand there, right?"



    



    Channing approached and said, and Tehez loosened her hand and said to Oran.



    



    "Certainly, listening to Kelper's stories, it seems difficult. He has to keep pumping the bellows and keep hammering with a big hammer. When he's busy, Kelper always complains about having to keep hitting the iron with a big hammer."



    



    "Wow. I should go see that sometime. It sounds quite interesting, right?"



    



    Oran said so and took out the heated iron bar and clamped it in the vise, and started twisting the bar again with Tehez.



    



    Channing was watching them, and the Factory Manager glanced at Channing and shouted.



    



    "Channing! You bastard, what are you doing!"



    



    Channing was startled by the Factory Manager, who was turning the bending machine, and quickly put on his welding mask and ran to him.



    



    Oran put the cooled iron bar back into the furnace and asked.



    



    "Tehez. Is the blacksmith you mentioned earlier skilled?"



    



    "Mr. Popper? Hmm. Yes. He's skilled. Even Teacher acknowledges his skills."



    



    "That guy acknowledges him? Then I can't quite believe it. That guy can't even swing a hammer, how can he evaluate a blacksmith?"



    



    Tehez burst into laughter at Oran's joke.



    



    "Still, Teacher is amazing. I've never seen any complaints about the items Teacher has made and delivered so far."



    



    "Of course. Who did I learn from?"



    



    "Uh... do you know your Teacher's teacher?"



    



    Oran paused for a moment and opened her mouth.



    



    "Yes. It's my father."



    



    "Eh?! Really?"



    



    "Yes. This factory was originally my father's. He handed it over to that guy after I got married and my father retired. The other uncles also retired because they got old. So when I was newly married, that guy and I ran the machines and processed orders together. Haha!"



    



    Tehez blinked.



    



    "I didn't know that."



    



    "Well, it's not an important story. Good. It's done!"



    



    Oran shouted, stopping her twisting hand, and two twisted iron bars were created.



    



    "But how do you make a sword with these two long twisted iron bars?"



    



    "Now we have to start. Just wait a little. I'll tell you. Let's take a break and have some coffee, Tehez. Go get us two cups of coffee."



    



    "Yes. I understand."



    



    Tehez took off her goggles and walked to the water purifier.



    



    ***



    



    "Factory Manager."



    



    "Why."



    



    Channing, who was polishing the welding mask with a hand grinder, spoke to the Factory Manager, who was smoking after finishing his work. The Factory Manager lit his cigarette and replied.



    



    "The festival is less than two weeks away."



    



    "Ah. That summer festival thingy? Why? Tehez! If you're making coffee, me too!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted to Tehez, and Tehez, who was drawing water in front of the water purifier, waved her hand to indicate she understood.



    



    Channing put down the hand grinder and took off his goggles, saying.



    



    "It's a tradition for the people in this workshop to set up small shops in the square and sell various things during the festival. So, shouldn't we make something too?"



    



    "What a strange tradition. So, what do the others sell?"



    



    Channing thought for a moment and opened his mouth.



    



    "Nothing special, the apprentices from the accessory workshop sell accessories they made for practice, the woodworking shop sells wooden bowls or plates, or small wooden boxes. Mr. Popper's blacksmith shop will sell small knives made from scrap metal. Most of them are for apprentice training and earning pocket money. So, they don't make anything extraordinary."



    



    "So you're saying we should make something and put it out there too."



    



    "That's right. It's a tradition."



    



    "What tradition. You just want to earn some pocket money, don't you?"



    



    Channing laughed awkwardly and scratched his head. The Factory Manager looked at Channing's face and blew out cigarette smoke.



    



    It wasn't a bad idea. If Channing and Tehez made and sold something, it wouldn't be a big problem.



    



    Thinking so, the Factory Manager asked.



    



    "Channing, what do you want to make?"



    



    "Well... wouldn't spoons be alright?"



    



    "Factory Manager. Here's your coffee."



    



    While they were talking, Tehez handed over the coffee, and the Factory Manager accepted the paper cup.



    



    "Huh? There's none for me?"



    



    "You make your own. Do you think I work to make you coffee?"



    



    Tehez replied to Channing's words, and Channing shook his head and sighed.



    



    "I didn't expect it anyway. More importantly, Tehez. What do you want to make? If we open a shop for the festival."



    



    Tehez, who was handing the coffee cup to Oran, turned her head to look at Channing.



    



    "What should we make and sell?"



    



    "It's our city's tradition."



    



    "Well... I'd like something made of metal that's useful for everyday life. Something pretty would be nice."



    



    "You're having an interesting conversation."



    



    Oran, who was drinking coffee, also joined the conversation.



    



    Oran looked at the Factory Manager and asked.



    



    "What are you thinking?"



    



    "Me? I don't know. A pocketknife seems okay, but let's exclude that since it would overlap with Popper's stuff. Then I have nothing to do."



    



    The Factory Manager shrugged, and Oran nodded and fell into thought for a moment.



    



    "Spoons are perfect."



    



    "They're not very pretty..."



    



    "But we can't make anything complicated."



    



    While Channing and Tehez were arguing, the back door opened and Illia, who had been outside, came in. The small metal bell attached to the door rang, signaling someone's entrance.



    



    "It's hot even in the morning."



    



    Illia said, looking at the gathered people.



    



    Tehez snapped her fingers.



    



    "That bell! Wouldn't a small metal bell be nice?"



    



    "A bell. Can we make it with scrap metal?"



    



    "Wouldn't it be possible? We can press it into shape, finish it, and attach a weight inside."



    



    "Make a bell? You and older brother?"



    



    Illia also joined Channing and Tehez's conversation.



    



    "It will be possible. We have plenty of scrap iron plates. But to press it, we need a mold..."



    



    "Ah... that's right. That's the problem."



    



    When Channing pointed out the problem, Tehez also realized the issue.



    



    "Should we make a mold?"



    



    "We don't know how to make molds yet. Should we hammer it?"



    



    "Then we won't be able to make many."



    



    While Channing and Tehez were contemplating, Illia looked at the Factory Manager and Oran.



    



    "Factory Manager! Teacher! Is there no way?"



    



    Oran smiled and stroked Illia's hair.



    



    "Heating it and hammering it one by one is a pretty good method."



    



    "But how long will that take? We have orders to fulfill, and your sword to make. Hey! Channing! Come here!"



    



    The Factory Manager, responding like that, called Channing, who was lost in thought, and went into the warehouse.



    



    "What is the Factory Manager trying to do again?"



    



    "Well, seeing him so confident, he must have found a way."



    



    While Tehez and Oran were talking, Channing came out of the warehouse, struggling with a box.



    



    "This will do."



    



    The Factory Manager, following behind, said so and approached the press machine and installed the mold that was inside the box.



    



    He took out a piece of scrap metal, put it in the press, and pressed it with a thud. A piece of metal shaped like a cup, with a hollowed-out center, popped out.



    



    "Ooh?!"



    



    As Channing, surprised, lifted the cup-shaped piece of metal, the Factory Manager grinned and hit Channing.



    



    "There! That'll do, right? It's a mold I used to use when making large bolt covers, I knew it would work perfectly."



    



    "Ooh! We can make them quickly with this! We can press anything, brass or iron!"



    



    As Channing admired it, the Factory Manager burst into laughter.



    



    "Why would we hammer simple things like this! We need to press them out quickly."



    



    The Factory Manager said, looking at Oran for no reason, and Oran smiled and walked over to take the metal cup from Channing's hand.



    



    "The shape is boring. It's not even bell-shaped. Here, come here."



    



    Oran welded a long metal rod to the center of the cup and put the metal into the gas furnace. The metal quickly turned red hot.



    



    Oran took out the heated metal, went to the anvil, put the cup on the pointed part of the metal rod, and started hammering the edge of the cup with a small hammer.



    



    As she hammered, the edge of the cup slowly started to widen. When the heated metal cooled, the cup had transformed into a bell shape with a slightly flared edge.



    



    "There. This is how it becomes a bell shape."



    



    "This is much prettier."



    



    Illia said, looking at the bell Oran handed over.



    



    The Factory Manager scratched his head awkwardly, and Channing and Tehez took the bell and examined it.



    



    "This shape is much better."



    



    "Yes. If you stamp it while hammering, you can also engrave our factory's mark."



    



    "That's right."



    



    As Channing and Tehez exchanged words, Oran clapped her hands and said.



    



    "How about this? Channing, you make the shape with the press, and Tehez finishes it with the hammer. That way, you can make them quickly enough. How about it?"



    



    "Ah! That's a good idea."



    



    "That's right! I'll make the shape and weld the metal rod, and Tehez will shape it."



    



    "You can both work on the finishing and weight attachment process together at the end!"



    



    Seeing the two dividing the tasks, Oran smiled.



    



    "You two look good together."



    



    "Don't meddle. Like an old lady."



    



    "Then I'm an old lady. I'm just saying it's nice to see. It reminds me of our newlywed days. We used to make things while talking like that."



    



    Oran poked the Factory Manager's side, and the Factory Manager stepped aside slightly.



    



    "You're talking about the old days."



    



    "It hasn't been that long. It's nice to see young people like that. Don't you think?"



    



    The Factory Manager coughed and shouted.



    



    "If you're done, let's get to work! Make the bells on your own time after work or on the weekends!"



    



    "Okay. Let's finish the work, Tehez! We need to finish quickly!"



    



    At the shout of the Factory Manager and Oran, Channing and Tehez, who were excitedly talking, nodded and went back to their work.

  
    Chapter 59



    



    Oran started to heat the twisted iron in the forge again.



    



    When the twisted iron became red hot, Oran grabbed it with tongs and struck it with the power hammer. This was to reshape the twisted iron back into a square bar.



    



    After making one into a square bar, Oran did the same with the other piece of iron. Soon, two long square bars, each 1 meter long, were created.



    



    Oran clamped the two square bars together and lightly welded them. Instead of fully welding them, she tack welded them in about four places and put the bars back into the forge to heat them.



    



    Watching this, Tehez spoke.



    



    "So you're making the blade by joining these two together."



    



    "Yes, that's right. After doing this and grinding it one last time, the pattern will appear."



    



    "Wow. It's a lot of work. You're saying all swords were made this way in the past?"



    



    Oran nodded.



    



    "You know that in the very distant past, it was difficult to completely remove impurities from iron, right?"



    



    "Yes. Because you need to melt the iron at an extremely high temperature, and that's not easy."



    



    While the iron was heating, Oran and Tehez conversed. It was because it would take quite a long time for it to be properly heated.



    



    Oran stepped back slightly and asked.



    



    "What does it take for iron to become strong and good?"



    



    Tehez pondered for a moment before speaking.



    



    "Um... First, it needs to have high purity, and the carbon content needs to be appropriate. High carbon content results in hard steel, and low carbon content results in soft wrought iron. Although the properties change depending on the heat treatment afterward."



    



    Oran smiled softly.



    



    "You know it well."



    



    "I learned it from Master. He said that good iron can be obtained by melting it at high temperatures with coal in a huge blast furnace. But he also said that it's difficult to make something that big, so it's hard to do in our workshop."



    



    "Yes. It's difficult to obtain good iron without doing that. It's literally difficult to do in our workshop. As such, it was impossible to do that in the past. They had to make a small forge out of clay, put powdered iron ore and charcoal inside, and keep adding fuel and pumping the bellows all night long to raise the temperature. The iron produced that way wasn't very good."



    



    Oran took out the partially heated bar and started hammering it with the power hammer again. The power hammer made a clanging sound as it fell, and the heated iron bar sparked.



    



    After shaping the metal bar with the hammer, Oran put the bar back into the forge.



    



    "Anyway, it was difficult to obtain high-quality iron that way. Weak iron with low carbon content and strong iron with high carbon content were mixed together. This method we are doing now is what came about to somehow make a good sword using those. By looking at how it breaks when hammered, you distinguish between wrought iron and steel, combine them, heat them, hammer them, spread them, fold them, hammer them again, then twist them... You repeat that many times. Then, the weak iron and strong iron get mixed together, creating a relatively strong iron."



    



    Oran took out the heated bar again, hammered it a few times with the power hammer, then moved it to the anvil and hammered it a few more times before placing the bar on the workbench.



    



    The two bars were perfectly combined into one piece.



    



    "Good. The inner core is complete for now."



    



    Oran took out a huge piece of iron from under the table and lifted it. It was the railroad rail that Channing had cut for her.



    



    Oran placed the rail piece on the workbench with a bang and said.



    



    "Tehez. Heat this up and make two long bars."



    



    "Uh... Me?"



    



    "Yes. You should be able to do it since you've seen it."



    



    Tehez stared at the rail piece, then picked it up with tongs and put it in the forge.



    



    As she watched the rail piece heat up in the forge, Tehez spoke.



    



    "Is this a special kind of iron?"



    



    "It's called a railroad rail. It's extremely strong and tough iron. It's a special kind of iron if you want to call it that."



    



    "What is a railroad rail?"



    



    Oran thought for a moment before speaking.



    



    "There's a really huge carriage. It's as big as a house and made of iron, and a dozen of these carriages are connected in a row, and it's called a locomotive, pulled by a huge iron object. Since it's difficult for it to just run on the ground, they make a long path for the locomotive to run on, also made of iron. That's the railroad rail. They lay these rails long on the ground and fit the wheels onto these rails."



    



    "There's something that pulls a row of carriages made of iron as big as a building?! Wow... That's amazing? This thing called a rail must be incredibly strong to withstand something so massive."



    



    Tehez replied in surprise. Oran thought she must be imagining something incredible and smiled slightly.



    



    "That's why swords made with railroad rails are strong. There was an army that made swords from these rails to fight against enemies invading their country. And they cut down the enemies along with their swords using those swords."



    



    "Wow. That must have been an amazing sword."



    



    "Well, the swords made that way were ridiculously heavy and thick, not really like swords. Anyway, try making one well."



    



    "Ah... Okay."



    



    Tehez nodded and grabbed the red-hot rail with tongs and struck it with the power hammer. With a clanging sound, the rail began to stretch out.



    



    "Good. Put more strength into your waist. You're doing much better than before!"



    



    Oran praised Tehez as she watched her turn the tongs and straighten the rail.



    



    Every time the power hammer struck, the railroad rail sparked and slowly stretched.



    



    ***



    



    A day passed after Tehez made bars from the railroad rail. Since it was her first time, it took too much time to make just two bars.



    



    First, stretching the railroad rail to an appropriate length, then cutting it in half, and then heating and shaping each piece into a square bar was not an easy task.



    



    Especially for Tehez, who was still a beginner, it took quite a long time even with Oran's help.



    



    ******



    



    Since Tehez had to work overtime with Channing to make bells after the Factory Manager and Oran finished their work at night, she could only go to sleep quite late.



    



    "Haaaawm!"



    



    In the morning, Tehez yawned tiredly.



    



    Oran approached Tehez, who was stretching and yawning, turning her body this way and that, and smiled softly, massaging her shoulders.



    



    "You seem tired."



    



    "Yes. I'm sorry."



    



    "No. Then, today, we'll combine the bars you made yesterday with the inner core."



    



    Oran took the two square bars she had made and placed them on either side of the pre-made core and welded them in three places with the welder. Then, she put them into the forge and started heating them.



    



    "Why do you think I did this?"



    



    "Are you asking why you put the strong iron on the outside?"



    



    "Yes. Why did I do that?"



    



    Tehez scratched her head and pondered, then cautiously spoke.



    



    "Hmm... Is it because the blade part needs to be harder?"



    



    "Correct! You're smart. The blade part needs to be harder to make a better sword. It doesn't matter much for kitchen knives, but it's a different story for combat swords."



    



    Oran took out the heated iron bar and hammered it with the power hammer.



    



    As the process of sprinkling borax, heating the iron, and striking it with the power hammer continued, the iron bars began to stick together more firmly. After repeating this several times, the metal was firmly attached.



    



    Oran placed the attached metal on the workbench, measured it with a tape measure, and marked it with chalk.



    



    After marking a V-shape at the very end, Oran shouted to the Factory Manager.



    



    "Hey! Where's the band saw?"



    



    "Band saw? In the corner over there!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted, stopping his grinding, and Oran headed to the corner of the factory that the Factory Manager pointed to.



    



    "There it is."



    



    Oran removed the waterproof cloth covering it and turned on the band saw.



    



    Before placing the material on the band saw and pressing the operation button, Oran looked at Tehez standing next to her.



    



    "Wear your safety glasses."



    



    Tehez put on the safety glasses she had placed on her head over her regular glasses.



    



    Oran pointed to the part of the sword marked with chalk.



    



    "We're going to cut out this V-shape."



    



    "That part will be the tip of the blade."



    



    "Yes. If we carve a V-shaped groove and heat it, then attach it, it will create a natural blade shape."



    



    Oran cut the groove with the band saw.



    



    Because the iron was hard, it took quite a long time to cut.



    



    With a sharp sound and sparks flying, the band saw blade slowly cut into the iron, and Tehez helped by applying lubricant next to Oran.



    



    After finally finishing the cut, Oran put the tip of the sword into the forge.



    



    When the tip of the sword became red hot, Oran quickly took it out and started hammering it with the power hammer. As she hammered the front, back, left, and right sides, the groove closed up, creating a pointed blade tip.



    



    "Good. It's turned out well."



    



    "Now we need to shape the blade. Will you use the milling machine to cut it?"



    



    "I will use the milling machine, but not now."



    



    Oran started to heat the iron bar in the forge again.



    



    "Then how will you do it?"



    



    "After heating it, I'll hammer the part that will be the blade with the power hammer to stretch it. Then, I'll grind it."



    



    "Aha! I understand."



    



    Oran smiled and lifted something. It was a long pair of tongs with diamond-shaped metal frames attached to each end.



    



    "I'll hold this against the power hammer, so you insert the blade between these and hit it with the power hammer. Then, the blade shape will be formed to some extent."



    



    "Yes. I understand."



    



    Oran inserted the tongs between the power hammer, and Tehez took the blade out of the forge with tongs, placed it inside the metal frame of the tongs, and started hammering it with the power hammer.



    



    "Good. Don't insert it too deeply, just about halfway. Right! That's how you do it!"



    



    Oran explained the position as she watched the edge of the blade being hammered.



    



    Heating, hammering, and as the edge gradually sloped, Oran held the blade and started to refine it with a small hammer on the anvil.



    



    After a while, something that resembled a sword blade was created.



    



    Oran picked up the blade, examined it, and smiled softly.



    



    "Good. It's made well and appropriately."



    



    "That's a relief. Whew. My hands are shaking."



    



    "It's not easy, is it?"



    



    Tehez took off her safety glasses and wiped the sweat with the towel around her neck, nodding.



    



    "Why bother hammering and putting in so much effort? You can just cut it."



    



    The Factory Manager approached and said, handing her a plastic bottle filled with ice water. Tehez cooled her red face with the plastic bottle and looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    "It's no fun if you just cut it all with the milling machine. And this way, a better sword is made."



    



    "Well, I'm just saying that because it looks tough in this summer heat. It's almost lunchtime, so let's take a break."



    



    The Factory Manager said, handing her water at Oran's words, and Oran drank the water as it was.



    



    "It's certainly hot. Did you turn on the air conditioner?"



    



    "It's no use even if you turn on the air conditioner. I turned it on though."



    



    The Factory Manager replied, picking up the blade on the workbench.



    



    "It's quite long. It seems to be about a meter (m)?"



    



    "It'll be a little over 1m."



    



    The Factory Manager examined the blade and placed it back on the workbench.



    



    "Hello! I brought lunch!"



    



    Meanwhile, the back door opened and Richel entered, greeting them brightly.



    



    "Yay! Food! I was hungry!"



    



    Channing quickly put down the grinder and shouted, and Oran burst into laughter.



    



    "Anyway! Let's all eat and then get back to work!"



    



    The Factory Manager shouted, and Oran and Tehez also took off their gloves and equipment and left the workbench to eat.

  
    Chapter 60



    



    While eating the delivered food, Richel said to Tehez,



    



    "These days, whenever I come here, it feels like a typical blacksmith's workshop. I can hear the hammering sounds. I think I can even smell that unique blacksmith's scent."



    



    "Well, the Factory Manager is a blacksmith."



    



    "And Tehez, you're an alchemist. But now you've become a blacksmith, too."



    



    Richel laughed, and Tehez smiled while rubbing her wrist.



    



    "You're right. It would be easier to just cut it with a milling machine, but she's going through all this trouble for nothing."



    



    Channing said, and Tehez frowned and looked at him.



    



    "If you put in this much effort, you'll get a much cooler product!"



    



    "Sturdy and convenient is the best. And you can get a cool product even if you cut it with a milling machine. Plus, it's easier."



    



    The Factory Manager flicked Channing on the forehead.



    



    "Ouch!"



    



    "Just eat your food, you punk! And don't criticize other people's work."



    



    "But you said it would be easier to use the milling machine, Factory Manager-nim..."



    



    Channing grumbled and stuffed bread into his mouth, and Oran burst out laughing.



    



    "It's definitely easier that way. But isn't this more fun? The result will be cool too, so look forward to it, Channing. I'm not just saying this, but Tehez is really talented. She's a fast learner, too."



    



    "That's right. She's much more useful than that Channing punk."



    



    The Factory Manager agreed with Oran, and Channing pouted.



    



    "Hey, that's too much. I'm still your senior. And I'm better at handling the milling machine."



    



    "Sigh. Alright, alright. You're better at handling milling machines and other tools. And your welding has gotten pretty good these days."



    



    The Factory Manager struggled to praise Channing for his grumbling, and Richel burst out laughing at the sight.



    



    "It seems Tehez is working hard. She's getting praised by both of you."



    



    "I'm not just saying that. I haven't had any other apprentices, so it's hard to say, but she's good enough to be called my top apprentice. It's rewarding to teach her."



    



    Oran replied to Richel, and Tehez blushed and scratched her head in embarrassment.



    



    "Tehez-unni is amazing. Every night, she organizes and records what she wrote in her notebook into a bigger one. She's smart too."



    



    Even Illia praised her, and Tehez lowered her head in embarrassment.



    



    "Channing, learn a thing or two from her. You still get the milling machine buttons wrong."



    



    "Yes, yes. I understand."



    



    Channing sarcastically replied to the Factory Manager and got flicked on the back of his head. Everyone burst out laughing at the scene.



    



    -Welcome!-



    



    Suddenly, the sword greeted them, and everyone who was eating turned their heads.



    



    The back door opened, and someone entered the workshop. It was a young lady in light pants and a shirt.



    



    The young lady, who looked younger than Richel, had her long blonde hair tied up neatly with a net. She was wearing knee-high boots and had a sword and a small shield at her waist.



    



    "Hello. I heard my grandfather left a sword here..."



    



    The Factory Manager nodded.



    



    "Aha! You must be the old man's granddaughter. Did you come to see the sword?"



    



    The young lady smiled brightly.



    



    "Yes! My name is Grace."



    



    Oran stood up and approached Grace after she introduced herself.



    



    "I'm making that sword."



    



    Grace slightly frowned.



    



    "Oh... is that so? I heard the owner of this workshop was making it..."



    



    "Don't worry. I'm more of an expert on swords than that guy. I've just finished shaping the blade, so why don't you take a look?"



    



    Oran said, and Tehez quickly got up and went to fetch the blade.



    



    Tehez brought the roughly shaped blade, and Grace looked at it.



    



    "Um... Isn't the blade too narrow?"



    



    Oran lifted the blade and explained in response to Grace's question.



    



    "Because you'll be using it. If the blade is too wide, it'll be heavy and difficult to handle. So, the length is the same, but I reduced the width of the blade to make it a little lighter. The length is longer than the sword you're wearing at your waist, but the weight will be similar."



    



    Grace briefly looked at the sword at her waist and then back at the blade. Oran handed the blade to Grace.



    



    "Here. Try taking a stance."



    



    "Are you a sword user?"



    



    Grace made a slightly awkward expression, and Oran gestured and told her to try taking a stance again. At Oran's words, Grace held the blade in one hand and took a stance.



    



    "One-handed sword, right?"



    



    "Yes. I need to hold a shield in the other hand."



    



    Oran nodded at Grace's answer and took the blade back.



    



    "Good. The length seems appropriate for now. Now, let's see your hand."



    



    Oran held Grace's hand.



    



    "There are calluses. You must have practiced quite diligently."



    



    "My mother hates it. She says my hands have calluses because of the sword."



    



    "Your fingers are beautiful. Straight and long. With this, I can make a handle with a standard shape. Good. Good. Can you squeeze my hand tightly?"



    



    Grace put strength into her hand and squeezed, and Oran nodded.



    



    "Good grip strength too. Good."



    



    Oran nodded and lifted the blade.



    



    "Now I have a better idea of how to make it. Can you come back in a few days when I'm making the handle?"



    



    Oran put on her gloves and lifted the blade.



    



    "Now, I'll start working."



    



    "Can I watch?"



    



    Grace asked as Oran approached the milling machine. Oran briefly turned her head to look at Grace and nodded.



    



    "Feel free. Tehez! Let's start working! Bring another pair of safety glasses!"



    



    "Okay!"



    



    Tehez quickly put on her gloves and ran over, and Grace followed behind Oran.



    



    "It seems like only strange women gather in our workshop."



    



    "I agree."



    



    Channing said as he watched them, and the Factory Manager agreed.



    



    "The workshop itself is strange, so strange people gather. Well then, I'll be going."



    



    Richel said as she cleared the dishes. Channing and the Factory Manager looked at the women standing in front of the milling machine.



    



    "Didn't you say you wouldn't use the milling machine?"



    



    Tehez asked Oran, who was fixing the blade to the milling machine.



    



    Oran checked the blade's level and replied.



    



    "I'm going to make a fuller."



    



    "A fuller?"



    



    "It's a groove carved in the center of the blade to reduce weight."



    



    Grace answered for her.



    



    Oran nodded at Grace's answer.



    



    "That's right. Since this blade is narrow and gets even narrower towards the tip, I'll only make a fuller up to the middle of the blade. That way, the balance will be right."



    



    Oran operated the milling machine.



    



    She slowly turned the handle to bring the milling cutter into contact with the blade and repeatedly moved it up and down. As the milling process continued, the groove started to get deeper.



    



    After working like that for a while, Oran flipped the blade and repeated the same process.



    



    "Amazing. I've seen other blacksmiths make swords, and they used to hold a metal file in their hand and make the groove by moving it back and forth countless times."



    



    Grace said in admiration, and Oran lifted the grooved blade and replied.



    



    "Well, the principle is the same. It's the same thing in the end. Now, I need to refine it, but before that, I need to make the tang."



    



    Oran put the lower part of the blade into the furnace to heat it.



    



    As the tip of the blade became red-hot, Oran quickly took it out and started hammering it with the power hammer. The lower part of the blade began to lengthen.



    



    After hammering it a few more times on the anvil, Oran carefully examined the blade.



    



    Grace was amazed as she watched.



    



    "This automatic hammer is amazing too. I mean, it must be incredibly convenient."



    



    "It is convenient. Imagine how hard it would be to hammer it by hand."



    



    Grace marveled at the power hammer. Everything was so fascinating to her.



    



    She had heard stories about this strange workshop. Rumors about how they made incredible things using magical methods were already widespread in Polchis.



    



    However, seeing it in person was a different experience.



    



    "Good. Now I'm going to refine the blade. Tehez! Can you go prepare the belt sander?"



    



    "Yes. Okay."



    



    "Set it to 30 grit!"



    



    Tehez ran to the belt sander in the corner of the workshop.



    



    "Then how long will it take to complete?"



    



    "Hmm. I think the blade will be more or less done by today, but it will take more time to make the other parts and do other work."



    



    Oran answered Grace's question and approached the belt sander, taking a stance. Then she started grinding the blade.



    



    As Oran put all her strength into grinding, the blackened and uneven surface of the blade began to take shape. As the surface was ground away, silver was revealed.



    



    "It's grinding automatically."



    



    "Well, in the end, I'm controlling it with my hand."



    



    Grace carefully watched the blade being ground by the belt sander.



    



    Tehez asked Grace, who was focused on Oran's every move.



    



    "You seem very interested."



    



    Grace nodded.



    



    "It's my first time having my own sword. A sword made solely for me. So, I'm naturally interested."



    



    "It seems the one you're wearing at your waist isn't like that?"



    



    Tehez asked, and Grace nodded and stroked the sword at her waist.



    



    "This is the sword my father used for sword practice when I was young. I can't properly handle a proper combat sword because my arms are weak."



    



    "Ah... That can't be helped."



    



    Tehez agreed with Grace.



    



    "That's why I couldn't wait to come here as soon as I heard that a sword would be made just for me. And the fact that the artisans making it are women! How cool is that! It's truly amazing!"



    



    Meanwhile, Oran finished shaping the blade and checked it from various angles. Although it wasn't sharpened yet, the blade had taken on a neat shape.



    



    Oran nodded and looked at Grace.



    



    "Here. Try holding it again."



    



    Grace held the blade in her hand again.



    



    "It feels quite different from before."



    



    "That's because the center of gravity has shifted after grinding and all. And there was no fuller before. It will feel even more different once the handle, guard, and pommel are attached."



    



    Oran said, taking off her gloves and apron. Grace swung the blade a few times.



    



    "It feels good because the blade is narrow and long."



    



    "Is the length appropriate?"



    



    "Yes. This is perfect. It's wonderful!"



    



    Grace said with a bright smile, and Oran smiled gently and took the blade.



    



    "Then I'll leave it to you. I'll be going now."



    



    "Yes, see you again in a few days. We need to check the handle and the center of gravity."



    



    "Okay!"



    



    Grace left the workshop. Oran continued to refine the blade, changing the sandpaper grit.



    



    "It's good that the young lady seems to like it."



    



    "You're right. She came at just the right time."



    



    Oran said, examining the blade, in response to Tehez's words.



    



    "It seems swords need to be tailored to the user, huh?"



    



    "Of course. If you give a sword with a large handle or a heavy weight to someone with small hands, they won't be able to handle it properly, right? Conversely, if you give a short sword with a small handle to someone with big hands, strong arms, and a tall height, they won't be able to use it properly either. It has to be tailored to the user."



    



    "Ah, I see."



    



    Tehez nodded, and Oran started polishing the surface of the blade again with fine sandpaper.

  
    Chapter 61



    



    Saturday arrived. It would have been a day off if there was no urgent work, but the factory was still running.



    



    However, the Factory Manager was absent. Inside, only Tehez, Channing, and Richel were present.



    



    Channing and Tehez were making bells, and Richel had come to deliver lunch.



    



    "So, I made a new menu, try it and let me know what you think."



    



    Richel took out plates and containers from her basket.



    



    "You made something unique?"



    



    "Yes. You've probably never seen a dish like this before, so look forward to it."



    



    As Richel said this, Channing and Tehez began to eat the food she served on the plates. A dish quite different from the usual bread and stew was placed before them.



    



    "Oh! This is good!"



    



    "Isn't it?"



    



    Channing exclaimed as he ate the food on his plate, and Richel smiled brightly.



    



    Tehez lifted the food with a fork and examined it carefully. Long strands followed the fork upwards.



    



    "I've certainly never seen this dish before."



    



    "Remember that food you ate here at the factory before, the one you pour hot water on? I was curious about it, so I did some research."



    



    Richel explained with a grin.



    



    "You mean ramen. That's delicious. But this tastes quite different, doesn't it?"



    



    "Yes. It was difficult to replicate that exact taste, so I tried various things, and mixing it with a slightly thick tomato stew turned out the best. Isn't it good?"



    



    "Yes. It's good."



    



    While Channing slurped the noodles, Tehez continued to examine them closely and then looked at Richel.



    



    "I think it would have been better if it were a little thinner."



    



    Richel nodded.



    



    "Yes. I think so too, but I couldn't make it as thin as the ramen we had before. At first, I tried kneading it by hand, but it took too long. I couldn't get it to become thread-like. In the end, I had to spread it out and cut it with a knife, but it takes too much time and effort to make it thin enough."



    



    Tehez also nodded.



    



    "It would certainly be difficult to make each one by hand. I wonder how the ramen the Factory Manager brought was made?"



    



    "Indeed. I'm a bit curious about that too."



    



    Channing lifted his plate and swept the remaining noodles into his mouth, listening to their conversation.



    



    After finishing the remaining sauce and noodles, Channing finally spoke.



    



    "So, cutting it is the hard part."



    



    "Yes. It's quite labor-intensive. It's possible to do it, but..."



    



    Channing said as he put down his empty plate, and Richel nodded. Channing thought for a moment and then looked at Richel.



    



    "Richel! I have a rough idea! Go and get some dough."



    



    "Channing?!"



    



    "Really?"



    



    Richel and Tehez's eyes widened simultaneously.



    



    Channing frowned slightly at their strange reaction and grumbled.



    



    "Oh, come on! Do you think I live without any thoughts? I was trying to help."



    



    "I thought so."



    



    Richel retorted immediately to Channing's grumbling, and Channing sighed.



    



    "Oh well... Just go and get it! I'll make it quickly!"



    



    Channing rose from his seat, and Richel also got up, gathering the empty plates and heading outside.



    



    Channing examined the pile of scrap metal in the corner and pulled out a large sheet of iron.



    



    "So what are you going to make?"



    



    "I just had an idea. Tehez! Sorry, but could you go get the wooden cutting board? It's in the kitchen, right?"



    



    "Hmm? Okay."



    



    Tehez nodded and headed to the kitchen, and Channing gathered various tools and materials and headed to the workbench.



    



    "What did you come up with?"



    



    "Yeah. Something that will make cutting a little easier."



    



    Channing measured the iron plate and cut it using a band saw. After making a long handle shape on one side of the square-cut iron plate, Channing moved to the belt sander and started sharpening the blade.



    



    Meanwhile, Tehez, who had brought a large cutting board from the kitchen, placed it on the workbench and said,



    



    "I brought the cutting board. Anything else I can help with?"



    



    "Ah! Thanks! Next, can you see the iron rod I put over there? Cut that to the length of the cutting board!"



    



    Channing said while making the blade, and Tehez measured the length of the cutting board with a tape measure, marked the rod, and cut it with a band saw.



    



    As soon as the rod was cut, Channing approached with the finished blade.



    



    "Did you sharpen it properly?"



    



    "Yeah. It's not like it's my first time making a knife. It's sharp. So, Tehez, can you attach a wooden handle here?"



    



    "You're really making me do everything. Alright, alright."



    



    Even as she said that, Tehez accepted the blade.



    



    Taking two thin pieces of wood, Tehez drilled holes in them and also drilled holes in the handle part of the blade. Then, she placed the wood and hammered the metal rod to firmly fix the handle.



    



    Finally, Tehez trimmed the protruding metal rod and wooden handle with a hand grinder and carefully examined the blade. She thought it looked more like an axe than a kitchen knife.



    



    Channing approached Tehez, who was looking at the blade, and took it.



    



    "Good! Now all I have to do is attach the blade!"



    



    Channing smiled brightly and took the blade to the cutting board.



    



    "You attached the rod to the cutting board. It's quite high, isn't it? What on earth is it for?"



    



    "Just watch! It's a revolutionary invention!"



    



    Channing placed the blade and started drilling holes.



    



    Leaving Channing to drill holes on the opposite side of the handle, Tehez carefully examined the cutting board.



    



    A metal rod was hanging 10cm high at the end of the cutting board. The metal supporting both sides of the rod was a sturdy-looking bracket. And a peculiar object was hanging from that rod.



    



    It was a donut-shaped part that was inserted into the rod and made to move from side to side, and a piece of metal with a hole was welded to one end of it.



    



    The parts came together in Tehez's mind, forming the image of an object.



    



    Tehez, who finally figured out how the object worked, exclaimed in admiration to Channing,



    



    "Ahhh! Wow! Channing! You thought of all this?!"



    



    "Hey! That's too much. I can make things like that too!"



    



    While Channing was grumbling, the door opened and Richel entered.



    



    "Ugh! I barely managed to bring the dough. But this is bread dough, is that okay?!"



    



    When Richel asked, Channing nodded.



    



    "It's okay, it's okay, since I'm just testing the shape. Richel, spread the dough, it's almost finished."



    



    Channing lifted the blade with the holes, and Tehez led Richel to the kitchen.



    



    "It looks strange when Channing does that."



    



    "It's okay. It's a pretty decent invention, unlike something Channing would make."



    



    Tehez replied to the anxious Richel and took out a new cutting board and flour.



    



    "What about a rolling pin? Don't you have one?"



    



    Richel asked while sprinkling flour on the cutting board and placing the dough on it, and Tehez started searching the kitchen. She rummaged through the shelves for a while, but there was nothing that could be used as a rolling pin.



    



    "Uh... there isn't one? Wait a minute!"



    



    Tehez searched the kitchen for a while and then went outside to where the pipes were piled up.



    



    Tehez took out the cleanest and lightest aluminum pipe from the various types of pipes and inserted the pipe cutter lying next to it into the pipe.



    



    After adjusting the pipe cutter with a circular blade to fit the pipe perfectly, Tehez started turning the pipe cutter, and the pipe was quickly cut with a clunk.



    



    Tehez took the cut pipe to the kitchen and handed it to Richel.



    



    "Will this work?"



    



    "Yeah. It's perfect."



    



    Richel took the pipe, wiped it clean with a dishcloth, and dusted it with flour. Then she started rolling out the dough.



    



    Richel expertly rolled out the dough and folded it neatly, sprinkling flour on it.



    



    "Channing! Are you done?!"



    



    "Yeah! I'm done! Bring it!"



    



    Channing replied to Richel's call, and Richel and Tehez approached with the dough.



    



    "Now, put the dough here. I'll show you how to use it."



    



    At Channing's words, Richel placed the dough on the cutting board, still looking anxious, and Channing stood in front of the cutting board with a bright smile.



    



    "Now! Watch closely!"



    



    Channing started moving the blade.



    



    The dough was cut as the blade came down, and Channing lifted the blade and moved it slightly to the side.



    



    The part inserted into the iron rod had a slight gap to allow the blade to move easily, so the blade moved sideways effortlessly.



    



    Channing lowered the blade again to cut the dough and lifted it. He repeated the process, and noodles were made in an instant. The width was a little irregular, but it was still fast.



    



    "How about it! This cutting board, modeled after the jakdu used for cutting livestock feed!"



    



    "Ohhh! Channing! What a surprise?! You made this?!"



    



    Richel praised Channing after seeing his demonstration, and Channing smiled brightly with a confident look.



    



    "I'll try it this time."



    



    Richel took the knife handle instead of Channing and started cutting the dough. The dough was being cut much more neatly than when Channing did it.



    



    "This will definitely make it faster."



    



    "Right?!"



    



    Richel said while spreading out the cut noodles, and Channing looked triumphant.



    



    "It's amazing that this came from Channing's head."



    



    "Hey!"



    



    While Channing shouted at Tehez's words, the front door of the factory opened and someone entered. It was Oran with bags in both hands and the Factory Manager with a large cardboard box.



    



    "Welcome back."



    



    "Hello."



    



    Tehez and Richel greeted them, and Oran greeted them back with a bright smile and went into the kitchen to put down the bags.



    



    "What are you making again?"



    



    "Ah. Channing actually made something useful for once."



    



    Richel replied to Oran's question. Oran looked at the object Channing had made.



    



    "It's a cutting board for cutting noodles. It's a good product, isn't it?"



    



    Oran praised him, and Channing looked at Richel and Tehez with a triumphant expression.



    



    "What is it? Kalguksu?"



    



    The Factory Manager also came out and looked at the cutting board from all angles.



    



    "Well made. Channing made this? This guy is finally becoming useful."



    



    The Factory Manager also praised him, and Channing nodded even more triumphantly.



    



    "But why did you suddenly make this?"



    



    The Factory Manager asked, and Richel quickly took a metal container from the basket and poured it onto a plate. Noodle dishes were poured on top of it.



    



    "We were making this. I mentioned something that could make it faster, and Channing made it."



    



    "Pasta."



    



    "Isn't it like spaghetti?"



    



    "It's the same thing."



    



    Oran and the Factory Manager replied to Richel's words.



    



    Oran lifted the noodles with a fork, put them in her mouth, and nodded.



    



    "Aha. It's quite tasty? Not bad."



    



    "It's spaghetti. It's pretty good."



    



    Richel smiled brightly and nodded at Oran and the Factory Manager's words.



    



    "You both seem to like it. It'll sell well, right?"



    



    "But it would be better if the noodles were a little thinner. The flour taste is a bit too strong."



    



    "I knew it. But making them that thin takes too much work, so it's hard to make a lot at once."



    



    Richel replied to Oran's words. Oran nodded.



    



    "That's true. It's difficult to make thin noodles by cutting them with a knife like this."



    



    "We can just extrude the noodles thinly. Can you make something that extrudes them?"



    



    The Factory Manager retorted, and everyone looked at him.



    



    "You can make something like that?!"



    



    "What kind of method is that?"



    



    Richel and Tehez immediately asked questions, and the Factory Manager raised his hand to stop them and answered.



    



    "Calm down, calm down! I'll make it for you now. Geez... I'm going to have to work on my day off. Tehez! Remember that small stainless steel container we made before? Bring me one of those. Channing, go get an iron pipe. 5mm diameter."



    



    At the Factory Manager's instructions, Tehez and Channing moved, and the Factory Manager clamped a piece of iron onto the milling machine and started cutting it.

  
    Chapter 62



    



    Following the Factory Manager's operation, the spinning lump of metal began to be shaved into a circular shape.



    



    Taking out the now cylindrical piece of metal, the Factory Manager secured it again and started drilling a hole. After drilling the hole halfway through, not all the way, the Factory Manager stopped the machine.



    



    Once the Factory Manager finished shaping the metal, Richel and Channing each laid out the items they had been commissioned to make on the workbench.



    



    "I brought them."



    



    "Good. Tehez, drill holes in the bottom of that container. Hey, how big should the holes be?"



    



    At the Factory Manager's question, Oran nodded and answered.



    



    "Between 1.5 and 2 pi. That's perfect."



    



    "Tehez, you heard that? Drill the holes and smooth them out. You need to make a lot of them, close together. Channing! You help me."



    



    The Factory Manager had Channing prepare the welding machine.



    



    After inserting the pipe Channing had brought into the round-shaped metal piece, the Factory Manager examined it carefully and told Channing,



    



    "Weld it."



    



    "Yes."



    



    The Factory Manager went to the corner and started rummaging through the pile of wood.



    



    He picked up a thick piece of lumber, examined it closely, then dragged it over and placed it on the milling machine, changing the chuck.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. I've finished drilling the holes."



    



    While the Factory Manager was preparing the milling machine, Tehez brought over the stainless steel container with all the holes drilled in it from the drilling machine.



    



    "Ah, good job. Then go over there and bring the vacuum cleaner we use for cleaning and two dust masks."



    



    The Factory Manager said as he received the stainless steel container, and Tehez nodded and headed to the corner.



    



    After the Factory Manager finished changing the chuck, he waited for a moment, and Tehez returned with the vacuum cleaner and masks. The Factory Manager put on a mask and safety glasses.



    



    "When you process wood with this, a lot of dust and sawdust will fly around. So while I'm operating it, hold the vacuum cleaner nearby and suck up the sawdust. Wear your safety glasses."



    



    "I understand."



    



    Tehez turned on the vacuum cleaner. The Factory Manager glanced at her and started the machine.



    



    As the blade touched the lumber, a tremendous amount of sawdust started flying, and Tehez, startled, brought the vacuum cleaner nozzle closer. The machine's blade spun, creating a circle.



    



    After the milling machine had been running for a while, a hole was cleanly drilled into the lumber.



    



    "Good. Shall we try fitting it in?"



    



    The Factory Manager inserted the stainless steel container Tehez had drilled into the hole in the lumber. Since the top of the container was wide, it was caught snugly in the hole.



    



    Seeing this, the Factory Manager nodded and took the container out again.



    



    "Good. Channing! How's the welding going?"



    



    "It's finished."



    



    The Factory Manager approached Channing and checked the welded pipe.



    



    After confirming the cleanly welded pipe, the Factory Manager put it down and picked up another pipe, marking it with a tape measure and a marker pen.



    



    After finishing the marking, the Factory Manager handed the pipe to Channing.



    



    "Drill holes as marked here. Widen this part as indicated and smooth it out with a hand grinder."



    



    "Wow... this looks a bit difficult. I understand."



    



    Channing changed the hand grinder's bit to a cutting bit. This was because he had to drill rectangular holes in the front and back of the pipe's side.



    



    First, Channing secured the pipe in the drilling machine and started drilling holes according to the marked locations.



    



    "I wrote down the pi there, so use that to drill."



    



    "Yes, yes. I've already changed the bit. Don't worry."



    



    Channing replied to the Factory Manager and finished drilling the holes.



    



    After drilling holes in the front and middle of the pipe, Channing clamped the pipe, which had holes drilled in the corners of the marked rectangle, in a vise.



    



    He picked up the hand grinder he had prepared earlier and brought it to the pipe. Sparks flew as the steel pipe began to be cut. The cutting bit became red hot from the heat.



    



    After cutting all four sides with the grinder, Channing inserted a hacksaw into the slightly remaining parts of the corners to finish the job. With a snap, a square piece fell off the pipe.



    



    He turned the pipe and did the same on the other side.



    



    Thus, a square, through-hole was drilled in the pipe, and he changed the grinder bit to a polishing bit and smoothed out all the sharp edges.



    



    "I'm done."



    



    "Good. Bring it here. Now."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Channing brought the finished pipe over. The Factory Manager received the pipe and connected it to the lumber.



    



    After aligning the pipe with the long, ㄷ-shaped angle iron attached to the lumber, the Factory Manager secured it with bolts.



    



    "The bolts are unusual. The threads are only at the end."



    



    Tehez asked a question while watching the Factory Manager tighten the bolts with a wrench.



    



    Tightening the bolts with a wrench, the Factory Manager replied.



    



    "It's a shoulder bolt. It's also called a stripper bolt. The middle part is smooth, so it's good for fixing parts that need to move like this."



    



    After securing the bolt, the Factory Manager moved the pipe up and down. The part fixed with the bolt started to move smoothly.



    



    "What's that white washer you put between the bracket and the pipe?"



    



    "It's a Teflon washer. It makes the movement smoother."



    



    Tehez took notes in her notebook. Channing, having anticipated this, inserted the metal lump he had made earlier into the hole in the pipe.



    



    "Factory Manager-nim. This is for fixing it here, right? I think I have a rough idea of what this is. It seems similar to an oil press, right?"



    



    Channing said while tightening the bolts, following the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager laughed and nodded.



    



    "You've become quite smart. Now, Richel! Is the dough finished?"



    



    "Yes! It's almost done."



    



    Richel shouted from the kitchen. The Factory Manager instructed Channing to take the finished machine and wash it.



    



    "Wow. This is heavier than I thought."



    



    While Channing groaned and carried the finished machine away, the Factory Manager took out a cigarette and lit it.



    



    Almost simultaneously, Channing returned with the cleaned machine, and Richel came out with the finished dough. Illia also came out with Richel, covered in flour.



    



    "Illia helped with the dough too."



    



    "Yes. It was fun."



    



    The Factory Manager stroked the head of Illia, who was smiling brightly, and placed the lumber on the workbench, putting the machine on top of it.



    



    "It's a noodle maker."



    



    "It's similar to the one we use to make buckwheat noodles in our hometown."



    



    Oran said, looking at it.



    



    "Let's not waste the flour, so hold it firmly underneath."



    



    At Oran's words, Richel nodded and positioned herself. The Factory Manager put the flour dough into the stainless steel container and carefully inserted the cylindrical metal piece.



    



    "Channing. Press it down."



    



    "Yes. I understand."



    



    At the Factory Manager's words, Channing pulled the handle down hard.



    



    "Whoa... This is hard."



    



    "Did you think it would be easy? Put more strength into it!"



    



    Channing practically hung onto the handle, using all his strength.



    



    "Oh! It's coming out! It's coming out!"



    



    "It's real!"



    



    As the noodles started coming out from below, Richel and Tehez cheered. Illia, who was too short to see properly, stood on tiptoe to watch the noodles emerge.



    



    Richel quickly reached out and grabbed the noodles as they came out.



    



    A moment later, Tehez held the long, extruded noodles in her hand with a delighted expression.



    



    "Wow! This is amazing. So many thin and long noodles are coming out evenly in an instant."



    



    "It's all good, but this is too tiring."



    



    Channing complained while rotating his shoulder, but everyone was too focused on the extruded noodles to pay attention to him.



    



    "So it pushes the flour through the holes by applying pressure. It's definitely similar to the oil press that Channing mentioned."



    



    "Theoretically, it's similar since it's compressing. By adjusting the holes in this stainless steel container, you can extrude noodles of various thicknesses."



    



    Oran replied when Tehez spoke while looking at the noodle maker.



    



    Richel smiled brightly and looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    "Wow! You can make them in different thicknesses too? Please make more."



    



    "Anyone listening would think I'm making them for free."



    



    "Don't worry! I'm going to open a food stall in the plaza during the festival. I'm going to sell a lot of new dishes using this and make a lot of money!"



    



    When Richel said this with a bright smile, Oran frowned slightly.



    



    "You're going to sell this dish?"



    



    "Yes! If you boil this and mix it with tomato stew, it's quite delicious."



    



    Oran thought for a moment and then spoke.



    



    "Do you have enough tables and chairs? What about tableware?"



    



    "Tables and chairs? And tableware... Ah!"



    



    "Huh? Why? Is there a problem?"



    



    Richel was about to answer when she realized the intention behind the question and screamed. Tehez, who was listening from the side, didn't understand and asked again.



    



    "It's a festival. This isn't a food you can easily hold and eat. People who come to the festival usually prefer food they can carry around and eat. This requires a plate."



    



    "Ah... Definitely..."



    



    At Channing's words, Tehez also realized the problem and nodded. It was a new problem.



    



    If they were going to sell it at a food stall in the plaza, it would be difficult to set up chairs and tables, and washing dishes wouldn't be easy either.



    



    The Factory Manager, watching the young people pondering, took out a cigarette and lit it, saying,



    



    "Richel. Do you bake the bread at your place too?"



    



    "Bread? No. That would be too much work. We get our bread from Mr. Brot."



    



    "Then, make hard, round bread like a ball and hollow out the inside. Then put the noodles and stew in it."



    



    "Put it inside the bread?"



    



    "Then you can carry it around and eat it. You don't have to worry about preparing separate dishes and washing them. After you finish the noodles, you can just eat the bread and be done."



    



    Everyone looked at the Factory Manager with surprised eyes.



    



    Confirming their gazes, the Factory Manager tilted his head.



    



    "What's wrong? Everyone?"



    



    "We're surprised because you're talking about food, not making something out of metal, Factory Manager-nim."



    



    At Channing's words, the Factory Manager smacked him on the head.



    



    "Everyone's saying that because they didn't expect you to think of something like that."



    



    "You remember when we went to that Western restaurant? They had a dish like that. That weird dish inside the bread. That's what I was thinking of! Damn it! Even when I give a useful answer, it's always a commotion!"



    



    Everyone burst into laughter at the Factory Manager's grumbling in response to Oran's words.



    



    "That's a really good idea, mister. I should go and tell Mr. Brot right away."



    



    "But, unni. How are you going to eat it?"



    



    "Huh? That's... Ah!"



    



    Just as Richel was about to move, Illia asked a question. Richel stopped mid-sentence.



    



    "Oh right... Eating it is a problem."



    



    Richel fell into thought again.



    



    Most people used their hands when eating. They only used spoons when eating food with broth.



    



    There were no forks. However, a fork was almost essential for eating noodles.



    



    Since Richel had used a fork when eating ramen at the factory, she hadn't considered this eating problem.



    



    "Sigh... It's one problem after another... To avoid having to collect forks, we need to find a way to make them cheaply."



    



    When Richel sighed, Oran stepped forward this time.



    



    "Richel. Do you know any carpentry workshops?"



    



    "Carpentry workshops? Yes, I do. Everyone in this workshop street is a regular at our place."



    



    Oran brought paper and a pencil and said,



    



    "Go there and ask them to make forks out of leftover wood scraps. If you cut a roughly square piece of wood three times with a saw, it becomes a fork. You should be able to ask them to make a lot of these cheaply."



    



    "Ah! Ahhhh!"



    



    Richel clapped her hands and cheered.



    



    "I should go to Mr. Brot's and Mr. Brenhotz's right now and order bread and forks! I'll be right back! Channing! Please deliver what you made and what the Factory Manager-nim made to my place!"



    



    "What I made too? You don't need this."



    



    Richel, who was preparing a basket, smiled brightly, grabbed Channing's shoulder, and shook her head.



    



    "No! What you made is very convenient too. I think it'll be really useful for chopping vegetables finely. And I think making wide noodles with it could lead to some interesting dishes. I'll put it to good use! Thank you!"



    



    After hugging Channing tightly, Richel grabbed the basket and hurriedly left through the back door.



    



    "She's really excited. So excited..."



    



    Channing sighed and scratched his head. The Factory Manager burst into laughter.



    



    "Well, she's always been like that. Anyway, Channing, Tehez. Clean all this up."



    



    Channing and Tehez looked at the workbench and sighed.



    



    The noodles they had just made were sitting on a wooden cutting board, and the workbench was covered in flour.



    



    "What should we do with all these noodles?"



    



    Illia asked, bringing over the noodles cut with the machine Channing had made.



    



    Oran looked at the noodles and smiled gently.



    



    "I guess we'll have to have kalguksu for dinner tonight. With zucchini and carrots."



    



    "Kalguksu. Sounds good. With seafood."



    



    The Factory Manager replied, and Oran nodded with a smile.

  
    Chapter 63



    



    "Honestly..."



    



    "Haa... This again..."



    



    Channing delivered two noodle makers by Aspur cart.



    



    Oscar and Chelline sighed as soon as they saw the noodle makers. They both knew instinctively that they were made because of Richel.



    



    "I'll just leave them here."



    



    "Channing. How about the payment for this..."



    



    "Ah. The Factory Manager said to put it on credit. He said Richel is going to sell new dishes made with these at the upcoming festival. He said she'll pay with the money she earns from that."



    



    Oscar sighed deeply.



    



    "She's been making strange things for days now, and she finally did it."



    



    "I'll have to give her a piece of my mind when she comes later. What is all this?"



    



    "Don't be too hard on her. The new dish Richel made was quite delicious. I think it will sell well."



    



    Channing said as he climbed onto the cart. Hearing that, Chelline sighed again.



    



    "A food stall in the plaza? She can't even put tables there, and how will she wash the dishes?"



    



    "You're worried about the same thing as Richel. She said she'll carve out hard bread and put the food inside so people can eat while walking around, so you don't have to worry. Well then, I'll be going."



    



    Channing started the Aspur.



    



    "Honestly, who does she take after?"



    



    "Who else but you... Ouch!"



    



    Oscar was talking when he was slapped on the back and shut his mouth.



    



    While Oscar and Chelline were preparing for the evening business, the door opened and Richel entered.



    



    "I'm home."



    



    "Richel! How much trouble did you cause?!"



    



    Chelline shouted as Richel entered the kitchen. Richel looked at her mother with wide eyes and a surprised expression.



    



    "Don't worry, Mom! This is the real deal!"



    



    "You're just causing trouble for others! Ordering strange things from the black-haired man! Honestly! You have to get married, how are you going to do that with this?!"



    



    Richel frowned as Chelline got angry.



    



    "Honestly! Why are you bringing up marriage again?!"



    



    "Think about your age, you fool! You're already 19! 19! Elma from the jewelry store is getting married soon too! But you... Ugh. We should have stopped you when you said you'd help us with the business. The old men keep saying you're pretty, so you can't get married and you're like this..."



    



    As Chelline's nagging started to get longer, Richel suddenly felt irritated.



    



    Trying to ignore it, Richel shouted without realizing it.



    



    "I have a man to marry!"



    



    Chelline shut her mouth and her eyes widened at the sudden remark.



    



    At that moment, a crashing sound echoed. Oscar, who was organizing stainless steel plates next to them, was startled and dropped the plates.



    



    "Wh... Who?! Which punk?!"



    



    "Who is it? Someone we know?"



    



    Richel was surprised by Oscar and Chelline's sudden reaction. She had shouted impulsively in a moment of frustration, and now her mind went blank.



    



    "Who is it? Who!"



    



    "Ah... Well... That is..."



    



    Chelline started to press her with sparkling eyes.



    



    Richel started to sweat coldly. There was no way Richel had such a man.



    



    As Richel hesitated, Oscar couldn't stand it anymore and grabbed her shoulders, shouting.



    



    "Channing! It's not Channing, is it?! It's not that elf, is it?!"



    



    "Ah! Right! Channing!"



    



    Richel, who shouted reflexively, was startled and covered her mouth again.



    



    "Oh my oh my oh my! Channing?! Oh my goodness! When did you two become like that?!"



    



    "An elf! An elf son-in-law is a no!"



    



    "What are you talking about! Channing is fine! He's handsome enough. And I heard the black-haired man pays him well! He's much better than the apprentices at the other workshops!"



    



    Richel, whose head had cooled down, realized that the situation was getting out of hand. The words she had shouted in frustration were starting to snowball.



    



    Richel ran to her mother to try and salvage the situation.



    



    "D... D... Don't tell anyone! Really!"



    



    "Why not?!"



    



    "Ah! Just! Please! Don't spread rumors!"



    



    Chelline grinned and patted Richel's shoulder.



    



    "Alright. You're so shy."



    



    Chelline said so, but Richel felt a pain in her chest.



    



    Thinking that this situation would definitely turn into a rumor, Richel started to rack her brains on how to resolve it.



    



    "Channing is... Channing is..."



    



    Only Oscar, standing in the corner of the kitchen, was repeating those words with unfocused eyes.



    



    ***



    



    The well was crowded with women washing clothes and drawing water during the day.



    



    The women, who had put down their water buckets and were wiping their sweat in the shade, were busy chatting. Among the topics, marriage was a very good subject.



    



    "So, have Elma and Kabert set a date?"



    



    "It's in the fall. They opposed it at first, but Kabert is quite skilled as a craftsman. They figured he wouldn't starve, so they finally agreed."



    



    "Well, even though Kabert is the third son, he receives orders from nobles. If he does well, he could even open his own workshop."



    



    "That's right. Sigh. Still, it's a relief to get Elma married off before she turns 20. It's hard to marry them off once they're over 20."



    



    "That's true. The daughter of the clothing store owner couldn't get married until she was 24, and ended up marrying someone in another city. It's better to marry them off nearby than far away."



    



    While the women were chatting.



    



    Chelline was listening with a triumphant expression.



    



    Another woman asked Chelline,



    



    "By the way, Chelline, do you have some good news? You've been smiling since earlier."



    



    "Well... No. Nothing good."



    



    As Chelline waved her hand, the other women's attention focused on her.



    



    "Ah. You seem to have something good going on, just tell us. What's the good news?"



    



    "Come on. It's written all over your face. Why are you being so secretive?"



    



    As the other women gathered around Chelline and asked, Chelline grinned and slightly backed away.



    



    "Ah. I wasn't supposed to say this..."



    



    "What is it! Come on, just tell us."



    



    "So, just tell us already. You're going to tell us anyway."



    



    At the women's urging, Chelline leaned forward slightly and whispered,



    



    "It seems like I can finally marry off my daughter Richel."



    



    "Oh my oh my oh my!"



    



    "Finally?! Oh my! You should have told us sooner! Which family's son is it?"



    



    The women exclaimed. The commotion attracted even the other women who were washing clothes or drawing water.



    



    Seeing the crowd gathered, Chelline opened her mouth.



    



    "You know the black-haired man's workshop? Richel and Channing from there are seeing each other."



    



    "Oh my oh my! Channing, the elf? How did that happen! When did they become like that?"



    



    "They've known each other for a long time. She always goes there to deliver lunch."



    



    The women started whispering to each other. Chelline grinned at the sight.



    



    "But are they dating? Did Oscar not arrange it?"



    



    "How scandalous. They must have been meeting secretly then."



    



    "What's wrong with that in this day and age? It's fine if they like each other. It's not like our time when you had to marry whoever your parents told you to. Couples who marry because they like each other tend to live happier lives."



    



    The women started talking about such things, and the rumor quickly spread throughout the city.



    



    ***



    



    The sound of hammering was coming from Popper's blacksmith shop.



    



    The door opened and unfamiliar guests entered. It was Oran and Tehez.



    



    "Are you there?"



    



    "What is it? The black-haired man's wife? What brings you to our blacksmith shop?"



    



    Popper, recognizing Oran, stopped hammering and approached.



    



    Oran looked around the blacksmith shop.



    



    "Wow. This is a wonderful blacksmith shop."



    



    "Haha. Thank you for saying so. So, what did you bring?"



    



    Tehez unwrapped the object she was holding.



    



    As the cloth-wrapped blade was revealed, Popper's eyes widened and he received it.



    



    "Wow. You've brought another wonderful piece."



    



    "I'm making a sword I was commissioned to make, and I wanted to hear an expert's opinion."



    



    When Oran handed over the blade, Popper received it and examined it closely.



    



    "The central part of the sword is made in the old way, and the blade is made of steel. Wow. This is truly a wonderful piece. Did the black-haired man make this?"



    



    "I made it."



    



    Popper stared at Oran with wide eyes at her words.



    



    "Wow... Your skills are even better. Well, it makes sense that the black-haired guy wouldn't use such a labor-intensive method."



    



    Popper swung the blade a few times, carefully examining it with his eyes, and then handed it back to Oran.



    



    "It's a perfect sword. It's so good that I'd have a hard time making it myself. However, it feels a little light and thin."



    



    "It's a sword for a 16-year-old girl."



    



    "Ah. So... That makes sense."



    



    Popper nodded.



    



    Meanwhile, someone entered the shop and, spotting Oran, spoke to her.



    



    "Are you a customer?"



    



    "Ah. The black-haired man's wife."



    



    "Oh my. I thought he wasn't married, but he has such a beautiful wife. Hello. I'm Sharzad, the blacksmith's wife here."



    



    Oran smiled and nodded in response to the female dwarf who introduced herself as Sharzad.



    



    "I'm Oran. I'm the wife of the Factory Manager across the street."



    



    "Please wait a moment. I'll bring you some drinks."



    



    Sharzad went into the workshop.



    



    Oran looked at Popper, who had started working again. Sparks flew every time he hammered powerfully with his muscular arms.



    



    "Is that a spearhead?"



    



    "Yes. I received an order for it."



    



    Popper replied, putting the spearhead back into the forge and moving the bellows to increase the fire.



    



    Oran smiled as she watched the spearhead turn red hot again.



    



    "I never thought I'd see such a scene."



    



    "Well, it's just a common blacksmith shop. The black-haired guy said the same thing, and now his wife is fascinated too."



    



    While Popper was talking, Sharzad came back with wooden cups and handed them to Oran and Tehez, gesturing outside the workshop.



    



    Oran and Tehez followed Sharzad.



    



    "I just heard something interesting, so congratulations."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    Oran was slightly surprised by Sharzad's sudden words and asked back.



    



    Sharzad grinned and whispered,



    



    "You know Channing, the elf youth who works at that workshop? I heard he's in a relationship with Richel from the Red Rooster."



    



    "What?!"



    



    Tehez, who was standing next to her, asked back in surprise.



    



    Sharzad grinned, glanced at Tehez, and said,



    



    "I just heard it at the well. Chelline from the Red Rooster was saying that Richel and Channing are dating and will get married soon."



    



    "Wow. That's news to me. Channing didn't say anything."



    



    "That's how men are. They never talk about such things."



    



    "Well, men don't really consider such things important. Tehez, is this the first time you're hearing this? You're close with Richel and Channing, right?"



    



    Oran asked, and Tehez shook her head with a slightly stiff expression.



    



    "This is the first time I'm hearing about it."



    



    "How sneaky of them. They must have been meeting secretly, even from Tehez."



    



    Sharzad said, and Tehez forced a smile.



    



    "Anyway, you said your name was Oran, right? Nice to meet you. I guess we'll be seeing each other often."



    



    "Yes. I'll be here for a while, so please take care of me."



    



    "Come to the well next time you have some free time. I'll introduce you to the other wives. They almost always gather there during the day."



    



    Oran smiled and drank the slightly sour drink in the wooden cup.



    



    "Well then, Tehez. Let's go. We heard some interesting news, so let's go tease Channing."



    



    "Ah... Yes..."



    



    Tehez nodded at Oran's words and handed the wooden cup back to Sharzad.

  
    Chapter 64



    



    "I'm back."



    



    -Welcome back.-



    



    As Channing entered through the back door, dusting off his hands, the sword hanging on the wall greeted him warmly.



    



    "You're back? Did you take care of everything?"



    



    "Yes! I even installed it. The miller asked me to come back if he needs anything else. I also brought back the broken gear."



    



    Channing replied to the Factory Manager, who was operating the press machine, and placed the gear he was holding in the scrap metal pile. The gear had a tooth missing.



    



    Looking at the gear Channing tossed, the Factory Manager asked.



    



    "But how does a rock even get into the covered drive unit and break a tooth?"



    



    "He said it was hard to walk around, so he removed the cover."



    



    "Damn it! That's dangerous."



    



    The Factory Manager took out a cigarette and lit it.



    



    Channing walked to the water purifier, drank a glass of water, and put on his work gloves.



    



    "That's why I told him. I said if something gets caught in the gears, it won't just be a minor injury, so never open the cover."



    



    "You should. If his clothes got caught in there, it wouldn't be a minor injury. He needs to be careful."



    



    "Where's Tehez? You're not here either."



    



    Channing asked, picking up the hand grinder.



    



    The Factory Manager pushed a steel plate into the press machine and said.



    



    "She went to Popper's blacksmith shop. She said she wanted to get a professional opinion now that the blade is finished."



    



    Channing nodded and began finishing the parts in front of him with the grinder.



    



    "Oppa, you're back? I put your dry work clothes in the room."



    



    "Huh?! I didn't hear you."



    



    "I said I put your work clothes away!"



    



    Channing nodded at Illia's shout as she entered the workshop.



    



    It was a typical day at the workshop.



    



    ******



    



    While the Factory Manager and Channing were making the ordered items and Illia was cleaning, the back door opened and Tehez and Oran entered.



    



    "You're back?"



    



    Channing stopped the grinder for a moment and greeted them. Tehez nodded slightly.



    



    Tehez seemed to be in a bad mood, and Oran had an expression as if she was trying hard to suppress a smile.



    



    Seeing the two, Channing felt awkward and asked.



    



    "What's wrong? With Tehez too. And while I was at the mill earlier, the neighborhood ladies were whispering and giving me strange looks. Is there something wrong with me today?"



    



    When Channing asked with a curious expression, Oran slowly approached him and patted his shoulder.



    



    "Oh my. This. This. Hahahahahahaha! You! You should get ready to eat noodles!"



    



    "What? What are you talking about?"



    



    Oran finally burst into laughter and shouted to the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager looked at Oran with a puzzled expression. He couldn't deduce anything from her sudden words.



    



    Slightly surprised, Channing asked.



    



    "Hey, Tehez! What's going on? What happened?"



    



    "Haa... Don't ask me!"



    



    Tehez strode into the workshop and headed towards her workstation.



    



    Seeing Tehez like that, Channing sighed in disbelief.



    



    "What the... Why is she acting like that?"



    



    At Channing's mumbling, Oran finally spoke, laughing.



    



    "The rumor is out. Channing. They say you and Richel are... you know... a thing?"



    



    Channing stared blankly at Oran, not understanding what she meant.



    



    After a moment, Channing's face twitched, making an unidentifiable expression, and then he screamed.



    



    "Uwaaaa?! What? Me? With Richel? What are you talking about?!"



    



    Channing's scream made Oran burst into laughter again.



    



    The Factory Manager stared blankly at Channing and then spoke.



    



    "Wow... Channing. You better avoid Oscar for a while. You might end up in his cooking pot."



    



    "No! I haven't done anything with Richel! This is the first time I'm hearing this! Wow! This is frustrating!"



    



    As Channing pounded his chest in frustration, Tehez, who was at her workstation, approached.



    



    "Are you really not a thing?"



    



    "Of course not! Tehez, have you ever seen me doing anything with Richel? Sure, I've known Richel since we were kids, and I go to the Red Rooster often, but that's because it's my favorite place! I don't understand why this rumor suddenly started! I wish I had done something so I wouldn't feel so wronged. Wow! This is driving me crazy!"



    



    "Hahahaha. So that's what it was? It's a false rumor!"



    



    As Channing passionately defended himself, Tehez burst into a bright smile and patted his shoulder.



    



    "Oh my... It's those neighborhood ladies spreading rumors again... Last time, there was a huge commotion because they said the oil peddler was having an affair with the gatekeeper's wife..."



    



    The Factory Manager's words made Channing sigh.



    



    "Those neighborhood ladies are really something else when it comes to spreading weird rumors. But I still don't understand how a rumor about me and Richel started."



    



    "According to the blacksmith Popper's wife, everyone seems to know."



    



    "You know how fast rumors spread among those ladies. So that's why they were whispering about me earlier. Oh dear!"



    



    At Oran's words, Channing sighed again and rubbed his head.



    



    ***



    



    After the commotion subsided, the workshop regained its tranquility.



    



    The workshop members gathered around the workstation, looking at the sword blade placed there.



    



    "Now we're going to make the guard that protects the hand. We should also make the handle together."



    



    Oran opened a book.



    



    Flipping through the pages, Oran pointed to one.



    



    "We're going to make it in this shape."



    



    "It's quite complex."



    



    Channing looked at the book. It was a metal guard with a rather intricate design.



    



    "So there's a part that sticks out perpendicular to the sword, and then there are rings attached to the sides to protect the hand."



    



    "Correct. Can you make it?"



    



    Oran asked the Factory Manager.



    



    The Factory Manager thought for a moment and nodded.



    



    "Well, it's possible."



    



    "Good. You're not busy, are you? I'd like to ask you a favor."



    



    The Factory Manager sighed and picked up the book.



    



    The Factory Manager and Oran talked for a long time. They were determining the exact size.



    



    They measured the blade with vernier calipers and wrote down various figures on paper.



    



    After a long discussion, the Factory Manager shouted to Channing and Tehez, who were watching from the side.



    



    "You two, take this and cut the steel plate to match the handle part underneath."



    



    "Huh? The handle part?"



    



    When Channing asked back, the Factory Manager pointed to the bottom part of the blade with his hand and said.



    



    "Yes. This part here, all the way down, needs to be made the same."



    



    At the Factory Manager's request, Channing nodded and took the blade.



    



    "What's going on all of a sudden..."



    



    "Well, if the Factory Manager says to make it, we have to make it. I'll get the steel plate."



    



    Tehez said, heading towards the scrap metal pile, and Channing examined the blade.



    



    Although it hadn't been finished yet, Channing admired the faint pattern visible on the blade.



    



    "It's really well made."



    



    "The teacher is very skilled. Here. This should do, right?"



    



    While Channing was looking at the blade, Tehez brought a flat bar and checked its thickness with vernier calipers.



    



    "Hmm... It's 0.2mm thicker."



    



    "Is it? We'll have to grind it down that much."



    



    Channing placed the flat bar on the workbench, placed the blade on top, and traced the shape of the blade with a marker.



    



    "Wow. You picked a piece that's almost the perfect width. You have a good eye for these things."



    



    "You're the one who lacks perception and a good eye."



    



    Channing responded vaguely and picked up the steel plate, walked towards the belt sander, and started grinding it into the marked shape.



    



    Seeing Channing wearing safety glasses and grinding the steel plate with water, Tehez spoke to him.



    



    "So you really don't have any feelings for Richel?"



    



    "Huh? What did you say?!"



    



    Channing asked back, unable to hear due to the noise of the machine, but Tehez shook her head. Channing looked at Tehez for a moment and then brought the steel plate back to the sander.



    



    ******



    



    After finishing the shape, Channing measured the thickness of the steel plate with vernier calipers, ground it down to the correct thickness, and then took the finished product to the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager was cutting metal with a milling machine.



    



    "Factory Manager. I've made it."



    



    "Oh, okay. Wait there for a moment. I'll finish this."



    



    Channing picked up the object that had been made in the corner. It was an oval shape with long bars extending from each side.



    



    "Wow. You cut this already? You're fast as always."



    



    "It wasn't that difficult. Alright, it's done."



    



    The Factory Manager brought the cut parts and laid them out on the workbench. Channing saw parts that were diamond-shaped and extended lengthwise.



    



    "Channing. Go get the torch."



    



    "Yes, sir."



    



    Channing went to the corner of the workshop, pulled the cart with the oxygen and gas tanks, and connected the lines.



    



    Meanwhile, the Factory Manager clamped a part in the vise.



    



    "Are you going to heat it with the torch and bend it?"



    



    "Yes. First, heat this part here."



    



    As the Factory Manager gestured, Channing turned on the torch and started heating the part.



    



    When the silver metal part turned red hot, the Factory Manager put on heat-resistant gloves, grabbed the part with long tongs, and carefully began to bend it.



    



    Following the movement of his hands, the part bent into a semicircle, and Channing quickly started heating the opposite part.



    



    When Channing's side also turned red, the Factory Manager skillfully bent the part again.



    



    After adjusting the curvature little by little, the Factory Manager released the vise, removed the part, and quickly put it into the oil tank next to him.



    



    "One down, we need to do the rest. Hold the torch steady."



    



    "Aye. Aye."



    



    The Factory Manager clamped a new part in the vise, and Channing started heating it again.



    



    While the metal was heating, the Factory Manager took out a cigarette from his pocket, lit it with the torch flame, and took a deep drag.



    



    After bending all the parts, the Factory Manager took them out of the oil tank and examined them carefully.



    



    "They're a little warped."



    



    "There's nothing we can do about that. We'll have to straighten them out while welding."



    



    The Factory Manager picked up the shape of the bottom part of the sword that Channing had made and inserted the first part he had made. It was the guard that fit perpendicularly onto the blade.



    



    The guard was also heated and its ends were bent to shape it. The width was wider and the thickness thinner towards the ends, giving it a decorative look.



    



    After firmly fixing the inserted guard in the vise, the Factory Manager picked up a circularly bent decoration with tongs and brought it to the guard.



    



    "It fits roughly. Channing. Leave the torch there and go get the welder!"



    



    Channing went to the corner of the workshop again and brought the arc welder.



    



    Taking the welder, the Factory Manager held the decoration with tongs, brought it to the guard, and tack welded it to mark the position.



    



    "Heat this part slightly with the torch."



    



    Channing quickly turned on the torch and heated the part.



    



    Once it was heated to a certain degree, the Factory Manager used tongs to straighten out the warp and tack welded it again. Then, he used the welder to weld the decoration.



    



    The following process was a repetition of this.



    



    He took a thin iron rod, tack welded it to the guard to fix it in place.



    



    Channing heated it with the torch, and the Factory Manager bent the iron rod, cut it with a cutter, and welded another part, creating the elaborate shape of the guard.



    



    As he welded the pre-bent parts and new iron rods, the simple-looking guard gradually transformed into a more elaborate form.



    



    "Ugh. Welding these tiny bits is annoying. Channing! It's almost lunchtime, let's take a break!"



    



    After welding for a while, the Factory Manager threw the welder down, lifted his welding mask, and shouted. Channing quickly turned off the torch and lifted his mask as well.



    



    "Ah! I was waiting for you to say that!"



    



    Channing stretched his back and shoulders.



    



    "It's a hassle, but it's shaping up nicely."



    



    "Well, that's true. Ugh. You need to improve your skills quickly! So I can make you do it!"



    



    The Factory Manager took out a cigarette and lit it, and Channing burst into laughter.

  
    Chapter 65



    



    "Lunch is here!"



    



    At lunchtime, Richel entered through the back door of the factory, carrying a basket.



    



    Richel, who greeted them with a bright smile, looked around awkwardly at the factory crew's expressions for some reason. Channing had a mournful look, while the Factory Manager, Oran, and Illia were smiling.



    



    Richel slowly walked to the table, put down the basket, and opened her mouth.



    



    "What's with the atmosphere?"



    



    Channing sighed deeply as he sat down on a chair.



    



    Illia approached Richel and said,



    



    "We just heard that you and Channing-oppa are dating."



    



    Richel laughed awkwardly as she took out plates and containers from the basket.



    



    "Haha... Where did you hear that?"



    



    "Tehez and I went to the blacksmith's shop and heard it from his wife."



    



    Oran answered.



    



    Richel laughed awkwardly as she poured soup into the plates and took out bread.



    



    "Haha... Mom, really. I told her not to talk about it anywhere..."



    



    "Hey! What in the world happened that suddenly you and I are dating?! Huh?!"



    



    Channing asked in a complaining tone.



    



    Richel handed Channing a plate of bread and soup and looked at the others.



    



    "Let's eat first."



    



    Those gathered around the table each received a plate of bread and soup and began to eat. Channing still looked at Richel as he brought the soup and bread to his mouth.



    



    Richel sighed and began to speak.



    



    "Yesterday, when I went home, my mom started nagging me about marriage. Dad also said something. So, I blurted out that I had a boyfriend."



    



    "And that's how Channing's name came up?"



    



    "Yes. Mom asked who it was, if it was Channing, and I unknowingly said yes."



    



    Channing felt an absurd feeling he couldn't describe.



    



    "So that's how it happened."



    



    At Richel's words, Channing stopped in the middle of lifting his spoon.



    



    The Factory Manager and Oran burst into laughter.



    



    "Wow! This is rich! Because of that, there was quite a commotion."



    



    "Richel, really! You should have been more careful with your words!"



    



    At the words mixed with laughter, Richel smiled awkwardly. Channing covered his head with his hands and lowered his head to the table.



    



    "That was a truly absurd reason."



    



    Tehez also sighed and commented.



    



    Channing sighed deeply, raised his head, and shouted.



    



    "No. So, because you blurted out my name in a fit of anger, the whole neighborhood is now buzzing with rumors that you and I are dating? Did I understand correctly?"



    



    "Yes. You're smart."



    



    Richel replied.



    



    Channing sighed deeply once more. It was a deep sigh that seemed to dig into the ground.



    



    Looking at them, Illia opened her mouth.



    



    "Why don't you two just date?"



    



    Richel and Channing looked at each other after hearing Illia's words as she tore off a piece of bread.



    



    After a moment of silence, Richel burst into laughter, and Channing frowned.



    



    "With Channing? Hahahahaha! No way!"



    



    "Hey! Who are you to say that! Illia, listen carefully. It's definitely not him! Really! Ugh! I'm getting goosebumps!"



    



    Seeing them, the Factory Manager burst into laughter and slapped Channing on the shoulder.



    



    "What's wrong with Richel! She's pretty, kind, and do you know how many guys in this alley have their eyes on her as a potential daughter-in-law?"



    



    "That's right. Richel is good enough."



    



    At the words of the Factory Manager and Oran, Channing expressed his disapproval with his whole body.



    



    Richel slapped Channing on the back and said,



    



    "Hey! What's wrong with me! Do you think you can even talk to a girl like me anywhere else, Channing?"



    



    "Haa. Don't even get me started. Remember when I came here with my dad to sell vegetables when I was young? You pushed me and I almost died falling into the well? Is that all? I've seen everything I should and shouldn't have seen growing up, so what!"



    



    Richel started laughing, holding her stomach.



    



    Channing shook his head.



    



    "Anyway, go to your mom quickly and tell her it's not true!"



    



    "Ah. I should have told you that. Let's pretend to be dating for a while."



    



    Channing frowned again.



    



    "Why?! No! The strange rumors are already causing trouble, so we need to clear up the misunderstanding quickly!"



    



    "I was about to get nagged by my mom and dad because I'm opening a food stall at the festival, but it got overshadowed by the story of us dating. Please do me this favor until the end of the festival."



    



    "Haa..."



    



    Channing covered his face with both hands.



    



    The Factory Manager slapped Channing on the shoulder.



    



    "What's the big deal, man!"



    



    "What's wrong with playing along until the festival ends?"



    



    Oran followed the Factory Manager's words. Channing buried his head in the table.



    



    "What do you think, Tehez-unni?"



    



    "Me?"



    



    Illia asked Tehez, who was silent. Tehez was momentarily flustered.



    



    "Well... It's up to them..."



    



    Tehez said so.



    



    Illia nodded and looked at Channing.



    



    "I think it would be good for Channing-oppa to pretend to be dating Richel-unni for a while. If you try to forcefully suppress rumors, they tend to spread more. Anyway, the rumors will die down after the festival ends."



    



    "I agree with Illia. You can't ignore the communication between the ajummas. If you try to deny it somehow, a stranger rumor might spread. You might even end up with a child in no time. It's better to just wait for the rumors to quiet down."



    



    Oran replied to Illia's words. The Factory Manager also nodded in agreement.



    



    "Is my opinion useless?"



    



    "Well, it means that it won't do any good for you to step up now."



    



    The Factory Manager replied to Channing's words.



    



    Channing sighed again and lowered his head. It was decided that they would just wait and see for a while.



    



    "Okay. Then, please finish your meal quickly and give me the dishes. Ah! Channing! Are you free after work today?"



    



    "Well, I was going to finish making the bell and have a drink with the others, but I'll probably just get teased if I go in this situation. I'll just stay here."



    



    Channing replied to Richel's question.



    



    Richel nodded and said,



    



    "Then come to our restaurant in the evening."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Dad wants to see you."



    



    Channing made a desperate expression again, and the Factory Manager burst into laughter.



    



    "Hahaha! Oscar seems to be quite determined. Be careful."



    



    Everyone except Channing burst into laughter.



    



    ***



    



    After Richel left, the Factory Manager continued working with Channing.



    



    Meanwhile, Oran and Tehez continued to sharpen the blades. It was a process of polishing the sandpaper blades of the belt sander to make them shiny.



    



    The Factory Manager continued the process of bending and welding the iron bars with Channing.



    



    "Do we have to make it this complicated?"



    



    At Channing's question, the Factory Manager, who was welding, opened his protective mask, checked the weld, and opened his mouth.



    



    "He said it's to protect his hand. And originally, if you make it a bit complicated like this, it looks more impressive."



    



    "Of course, that's true, but..."



    



    "Alright, it's almost done."



    



    The Factory Manager finished the last weld and lifted his protective mask. Several parts were assembled into a complex shape.



    



    "Channing! Then, clean up the equipment."



    



    "Yes, I understand."



    



    Channing began to organize the gas torch and welding machine. The Factory Manager took the completed guard and headed towards Oran.



    



    "Hey! It's roughly finished."



    



    Oran, who was checking the blade, held out his hand to receive the guard and fitted it onto the blade. The guard, which fit perfectly without a single gap, was fixed to the blade without any shaking.



    



    Seeing that, Oran smiled.



    



    "As expected of you. It fits perfectly. The shape is neat too."



    



    "But is that the right way to do it? It feels like the blade isn't fully inserted."



    



    Oran looked at the sword blade.



    



    As the Factory Manager said, the tang part made on the blade was not fully inserted into the guard and was slightly raised. This was because there was more decoration above the main guard.



    



    That part looked like a ring with a gap when viewed from the side.



    



    Oran held the sword, took a stance, and began to explain.



    



    "That's right. This front part is intentionally made like this. You can take a stance with your finger on the tang part that protrudes above the guard like this. And that's when this ring-like decoration is attached to protect your finger above the guard."



    



    While listening to the explanation, the Factory Manager took out a cigarette and lit it, and Tehez wrote down the contents in her notebook with a curious expression.



    



    "Well, I don't know how to use a sword. So, if you say so, that's right? There's no problem with it."



    



    When Oran nodded, the Factory Manager put away his curiosity.



    



    "Okay. Then, that's done. How's the handle coming along?"



    



    "Yes. I'm shaping it. Shall we try fitting it?"



    



    Oran answered the Factory Manager's other question and removed the piece of wood that was clamped in the vice and fitted it onto the sword. It was neatly fitted onto the blade.



    



    "It's carved well. Good."



    



    "Well, you'll do it right. So, there's nothing I need to do?"



    



    "Are you going to give it to him as it is? You need to clean up the welded parts and polish the surface."



    



    Oran quickly removed the guard from the blade and handed it to the Factory Manager. The Factory Manager nodded and took the guard and moved.



    



    "Channing! Trim the welding surface of this cleanly with the handpiece and polish it!"



    



    "Yes?! Ugh... It's complicated and difficult..."



    



    "Then should I do it? Just do as you're told."



    



    Hearing the Factory Manager's shout, Channing grumbled, clamped the guard in the vice, and started trimming the welded parts with the handpiece.



    



    Oran clamped the handle back in the vice and started smoothing the surface with sandpaper.



    



    "Now I need to shape it."



    



    "Yes. It's a hard wood, so it's sturdy, but since it's cut in half and glued together, it will split if it receives a big impact in this state. So, we need to do the remaining work. Then, Tehez, take out what's inside that plastic bag."



    



    Tehez opened the black plastic bag placed in the corner of the workbench and took out what was inside. There was a slightly thick thread, glue, and black leather.



    



    "Are these materials for the handle?"



    



    "Yes. We've roughly shaped it, so shall we start working?"



    



    Oran answered Tehez's question, fitted the handle onto the blade, and sat down on a chair.



    



    "First, we'll wrap this thread around the handle. We need to apply glue before that."



    



    Oran poured out an appropriate amount of glue, mixed it well with a thin piece of plastic, and started spreading it thinly on the wood.



    



    "You're wrapping the thread to prevent the wood from splitting even if it receives an impact."



    



    "Yes, that's right. So, we need to wrap it carefully."



    



    Oran placed the blade with the handle piece on his lap and started carefully winding the thread. It was quite a laborious task to wrap the thin thread around the entire handle carefully.



    



    After wrapping about halfway, Oran took off his glasses, rubbed his eyes, and got up from his seat.



    



    "Ugh... My eyes are getting blurry now, so it's hard to do this. Tehez, you wrap the rest."



    



    "Ah! Yes! I understand."



    



    Tehez quickly answered, switched places with Oran, and started wrapping the thread.



    



    Tehez, who was wrapping the thread with her head down, also took off her glasses, rubbed her eyes, and continued wrapping the thread with her bare eyes.



    



    "It seems Tehez has bad eyesight too."



    



    "Yes. I can't see things far away well."



    



    "You're nearsighted. Can you see well with these glasses?"



    



    Oran asked, holding up the glasses Tehez was wearing.



    



    Tehez answered while wrapping the thread.



    



    "So-so. I inherited these glasses from my father."



    



    Oran took off his own glasses, put on Tehez's glasses, and looked around.



    



    "Hmm... It's made by grinding 수정. It's definitely made for nearsightedness. But it's probably not the right fit for your eyes. You've managed to live with these?"



    



    "It was a bit uncomfortable at first, but I got used to it."



    



    Tehez said so and finished wrapping the thread around the remaining part.
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    After winding the thread for a long time, Tehez was finally able to wrap the entire sword handle.



    



    "This is difficult. Haa."



    



    "Right? Now, we'll wrap leather over it."



    



    As Tehez rubbed her eyes and spoke, Oran pulled the handle off the blade. Then she spread a thin layer of adhesive on the handle and carefully attached the leather.



    



    Oran cut off the overlapping parts with a cutter knife, meticulously aligned the edges, and started to wind the thread over it again.



    



    She wound the thread a little loosely and hammered the top and bottom of the handle to finish the ends of the leather.



    



    After a while, when she unwound the thread, the black leather was firmly attached to the handle.



    



    Oran carefully applied wax to the leather.



    



    "Good. It's attached nicely.""Is it finished now?"



    



    "No. One more thing. Tehez, bring the impact drill."



    



    Tehez went to the tool shelf and brought the impact drill. Meanwhile, Oran clamped a wire in the vise. It was a thin wire, like a thick quilt thread.



    



    "What are you going to do?"



    



    "I'm going to wrap wire around the handle, spirally. It makes it prettier."



    



    "But why did you clamp it in the vise?"



    



    Oran attached a hook made of thick wire bent into shape to the impact drill and hooked the end of the hook onto the folded part of the half-folded wire clamped in the vise.



    



    "I'm going to twist it like this."



    



    Oran activated the impact drill and started twisting the wire like a pretzel.



    



    Once the wire was tightly twisted, Oran pulled out the twisted wire. The wire was twisted and a wire was completed.



    



    "Good. Bring the handle. Put it on the blade."



    



    Tehez brought the handle after putting it on the blade.



    



    Oran attached a thin drill chuck to the drill and drilled holes at the top and bottom of the handle.



    



    "Now I'm going to wind it in a screw thread shape here."



    



    Oran applied adhesive to the end of the wire, inserted it into the top hole of the handle, and began to wind the wire tightly around the handle, tapping it with a rubber mallet.



    



    The silver wire began to take shape as it was wound over the black leather handle.



    



    "It's quite nice."



    



    "Right? And if you wind the wire like this, it can also prevent your hand from slipping."



    



    Oran wound the wire to the end, cut it with nippers, applied adhesive to the remaining end of the wire, and firmly inserted it into the hole.



    



    Finally, Oran hammered the wire to finish it and handed the handle to Tehez.



    



    "Hold it. How does it feel?"



    



    "Hmm. It's good. It feels like it fits perfectly in my hand."



    



    Oran nodded at Tehez's explanation as she held the handle, then took the handle back and hammered it into shape.



    



    ***



    



    Even after the evening closing time, Channing lingered, only leaving the factory after Illia's nagging. He took off his work clothes, showered, and left in a light shirt.



    



    He sighed, feeling the murmuring gazes of the women, and tried to organize his complicated thoughts. He felt he was in a difficult situation because of Richel's lie.



    



    Channing thought that the rumors would die down after the festival and then Richel would be able to persuade people with her skills, but he couldn't help but feel complicated.



    



    Standing in front of the Red Rooster, Channing took another deep breath, opened the door, and went inside.



    



    "Oh! It's Channing!"



    



    "Hey! Channing's here!"



    



    As soon as he opened the door and entered, the drinkers near the entrance shouted. As a result, the eyes of everyone in the restaurant focused on Channing.



    



    The drinkers started clapping and whistling, welcoming Channing.



    



    "Wow! This elf guy seduced Richel?!"



    



    "This, this! He's amazing!"



    



    Channing entered the restaurant with an awkward smile at the drinkers' cheers, and Richel greeted him warmly.



    



    "You came?"



    



    "Uh... uh..."



    



    Channing moved to a corner table at Richel's gesture.



    



    "You're here?"



    



    "Ah. Hello. Oscar, uh..."



    



    Channing, who was about to greet Oscar coming out of the kitchen, was startled and collapsed onto the floor.



    



    Suddenly, a kitchen knife grazed his face. The long kitchen knife stuck in the restaurant wall was shaking from the impact.



    



    Channing stared at Oscar with wide eyes.



    



    "Wow! Oscar! Your skills haven't died yet! You grazed him by a hair's breadth!"



    



    Karutz, who was sitting at the table drinking, burst into laughter and shouted.



    



    Oscar, with an expressionless face, passed by Channing and walked towards the wall, pulling out the kitchen knife.



    



    "My skills are dead. I missed."



    



    As Oscar pulled out the kitchen knife with force, Channing's heart sank.



    



    "What are you doing!"



    



    Chelline, who was in the kitchen, quickly ran out and slapped Oscar's back hard.



    



    Slap, a tremendously loud sound echoed through the restaurant. Everyone's back went cold.



    



    "Are you alright? Channing? Are you hurt?""Ah. Yes. I'm fine."



    



    Leaving Oscar behind, writhing in pain, Chelline quickly helped Channing up.



    



    "Don't mind that man. Are you hungry? Wait a moment!"



    



    "What! Chelline! Are you already taking care of your son-in-law?!"



    



    "Karutz! Do you want to get slapped on the back too?!"



    



    When Chelline spoke while rolling up her sleeves, Karutz burst into laughter and shook his head, and Chelline went back into the kitchen.



    



    "Are you alright?! I'm sorry."



    



    "Hey, really... I'm going to die without a trace because of Oscar... Do something about it..."



    



    Richel approached Channing, who was sitting on a chair, and whispered. Channing also whispered in an urgent voice.



    



    "Just be patient."



    



    "Hey! Richel!"



    



    Ignoring Channing's urgent call, Richel moved towards the kitchen as if running away.



    



    Oscar approached Channing with a kitchen knife.



    



    "Haha... Hahaha... Hello, Oscar."



    



    Channing greeted him with an awkward laugh, and Oscar roughly pulled a chair and sat down in front of him.



    



    Oscar placed the kitchen knife on the table with a thud and glared at Channing with eyes that looked like they could kill.



    



    "I don't like you very much."



    



    "Aha... Hahaha... I understand."



    



    "You're the second son of a farmer, so you won't inherit any land. You work hard at the black-haired man's place, but I know that it's the black-haired man's skill that makes the things good, not yours."



    



    As Oscar started speaking in a low voice, Channing stared at him without blinking.



    



    "You're frivolous, you like to drink and play, you gamble, and you're a man of little faith who only sleeps in church."



    



    Channing swallowed his saliva, unable to say anything in response to Oscar's reprimand.



    



    Oscar was silent for a moment. No words were exchanged.



    



    The restaurant was noisy with the voices of drinkers and diners, but no sound intruded between the two.



    



    Channing swallowed nervously, staring at Oscar.



    



    His heart pounded, wondering if Oscar's right hand would grab the kitchen knife and stab him at any moment.



    



    And then, breaking the silence, Oscar moved first.



    



    He slammed his hands down on the table. Channing was so startled that he jumped up slightly on the chair and then sat back down again.



    



    Whether he knew Channing was surprised or not, Oscar glared at him and then lowered his head, resting it on the table.



    



    "She's my precious daughter... Please take good care of her."



    



    "O... Oscar?!"



    



    Channing was even more surprised by Oscar's sudden action.



    



    "Chelline, despite her appearance, isn't in good health and couldn't have more children. As a result, Richel was our only child. So we raised her with great care and affection."



    



    Oscar paused for a moment and then raised his head. Channing held his breath when he saw Oscar's face.



    



    With bloodshot eyes, struggling to control his emotions, Oscar forced himself to speak.



    



    "So I trust you will cherish her too..."



    



    "Ah... Uh... Yes..."



    



    Channing answered feebly with a pale face, overwhelmed by Oscar's aura. Upon hearing his answer, Oscar abruptly stood up and went back into the kitchen as if running away.



    



    As if crossing paths with Oscar, Richel came out of the kitchen and placed a tray down, asking Channing,



    



    "What did Dad say?"



    



    "Uh... Yeah... Nothing. Nothing much... Ha... Ha... Looks delicious."



    



    Channing picked up a well-cooked piece of meat from the tray.



    



    ******



    



    Channing finished his meal without really tasting it and left the restaurant, leaving his beer unfinished.



    



    Walking back to the factory under the moonlight, he felt a strange ache in his chest.



    



    'Please take good care of her...'



    



    Oscar's voice, spoken with his head bowed, echoed in his mind. How painful it must have been for Oscar to even utter those words.



    



    Channing couldn't imagine Oscar's reaction when he would later tell him that he and Richel were not in a relationship. He thought it would be a betrayal of Oscar's painful realization.



    



    "Haaaa... Richel... You idiot..."



    



    Channing muttered a curse under his breath and entered the factory, only to be startled by the sight of Tehez sitting at the workbench.



    



    "Whoa, you scared me. What are you doing?"



    



    "Ah. You're back?"



    



    Tehez raised both hands. She was holding a bell.



    



    "Were you making bells?"



    



    "Yeah. There's less than a week left. I have to finish them."



    



    Tehez attached a small piece of brass plate cut into shape to the clapper hanging inside the bell, using a long-nose plier to fix it.



    



    It looked like a wind chime that would sway in the wind, hanging under the eaves of a temple.



    



    "What did Richel's parents say?"



    



    "Haa..."



    



    Tehez asked as Channing sat down next to her and lifted the bell and the decoration.



    



    Channing let out another deep sigh.



    



    "Chelline was happy, and Oscar... Haa..."



    



    "What did he say?"



    



    "He bowed his head and said he'd leave her in my care."



    



    Tehez stopped tightening the pliers and looked at Channing.



    



    "He bowed his head?"



    



    "Yes. He said he'd leave his daughter in my care. Haa... At this point, I'm even thinking that maybe we should really get married. That's how much he meant it."



    



    "If he went that far, he must have thought about it very... deeply."



    



    "I guess so."



    



    Channing lifted the next bell, and Tehez continued her work.



    



    After working for a while, Tehez spoke again.



    



    "Are you okay with it, Channing?"



    



    "Huh? With what?"



    



    "Marrying Richel."



    



    Channing tilted his head back and groaned in thought before straightening his posture again.



    



    "Well, I don't know. It's not a bad idea. After all, we've known each other for a long time, and although we bicker all the time, it's not because we really hate each other. It's because we're close."



    



    Tehez nodded and stood up.



    



    "I'll stop here for today."



    



    "Oh? Oh. Okay. Rest. I'll do a little more and then go."



    



    Tehez nodded in response and went upstairs to her room.



    



    Illia, who was sitting at a small, low table in the room, writing in a notebook with a pencil, looked up at Tehez.



    



    "You're not asleep yet?"



    



    "I'm going to practice a little more and then sleep."



    



    Tehez smiled and stroked Illia's hair, then took off her work clothes and changed into her pajamas.



    



    Tehez unfolded the blanket folded in a corner of the room and slipped under it, pulling it up to her head.



    



    "I'll sleep first."



    



    Tehez took off her glasses and placed them on her pillow. Illia looked at her and closed her notebook.



    



    Illia also unfolded her blanket and turned off the light, and the moonlight streamed into the room through the window.



    



    Illia snuggled into Tehez's blanket.



    



    Tehez, curled up tightly, hugged Illia as she came into her arms.



    



    "Let's sleep together today."



    



    "Okay..."



    



    Responding to Illia's words, Tehez carefully closed her eyes.
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    -Wake up...-



    



    There are times when you feel overwhelmingly sleepy, even if you're not tired.



    



    Channing, thinking today was just one of those days, closed his eyes and savored the sweet slumber.



    



    "Wake up!"



    



    At that moment, a loud shout rang out, startling Channing awake.



    



    Tehez, dressed in her work clothes, stood beside him with her arms crossed, glaring at him.



    



    "You scared me!"



    



    "You're the one at fault for sleeping in broad daylight! Hurry up and weld. I've finished cutting everything."



    



    Channing yawned, stretched, put on his gloves, and walked to the workbench. Tehez placed the steel plates on top.



    



    "Yaaaawn! Where'd the Factory Manager go?"



    



    "Master? Why are you suddenly looking for Master?"



    



    Channing slightly frowned and looked at Tehez.



    



    "Why am I looking for him? Because he's not here."



    



    "You're still half asleep, aren't you? Stop talking nonsense and weld quickly. They said they'd come to pick this up tonight."



    



    At Tehez's scolding, Channing scratched his head and put on his protective mask.



    



    "By the way, Tehez. You look a little old?"



    



    Channing said casually while putting on his mask. For some reason, the atmosphere around her seemed more mature than usual.



    



    Channing spoke without thinking, not knowing why he felt that way, and his thoughtless remark was immediately met with punishment.



    



    With a swift motion, Tehez slapped Channing's back with a loud clap.



    



    Channing let out a silent scream as a tingling shock ran through his back.



    



    "Uwaaaaah..."



    



    "Honestly, you never change! Even after getting married."



    



    Tehez sighed as she watched Channing, who was barely breathing and holding his back to ease the pain.



    



    Hearing that, Channing asked back.



    



    "Married? Me?"



    



    "Are you serious?! You forgot you got married?"



    



    Tehez said with a look of disbelief, and Channing awkwardly laughed and scratched his head.



    



    "Don't joke around!"



    



    "No... Hahaha..."



    



    Tehez put on her safety glasses and picked up the hand grinder, starting to polish the welding surface. Channing awkwardly laughed and quietly lowered his welding mask again.



    



    ******



    



    After that, Channing started welding with concentration.



    



    Someone approached Channing as he was welding.



    



    The person, shielding their eyes from the welding light with their hand, lightly touched Channing's back and spoke.



    



    "How's it going?"



    



    "Huh?!"



    



    Slightly startled by the sudden voice, Channing put down the welding torch, lifted his welding mask, and looked back.



    



    Seeing the woman smiling brightly, Channing was so surprised that his jaw dropped and his eyes widened.



    



    "Uh?! Huh?! What?"



    



    "Why are you so surprised? Like you're seeing your wife's face for the first time."



    



    "Ah... Uh... Huh?! No! Wait a minute!"



    



    At the woman's words, Channing stammered and his hands started to tremble. Words that couldn't form sentences swirled around in his head.



    



    Although it was his first time seeing the voluptuous woman, he could tell who she was.



    



    Long silver hair and slightly protruding horns above her head. And, although they looked a bit different, the features were all too familiar.



    



    Channing, finally calming his racing heart, shouted.



    



    "Illia?!"



    



    ***



    



    "Uwaaaaah!"



    



    Channing screamed, shaking his body violently, and rolled off the chair onto the floor.



    



    His shoulder and knee, which he had slammed hard against the hard cement floor, ached, but he was too shocked to feel the pain.



    



    Tehez and the Factory Manager approached Channing.



    



    "Why is this guy sleeping in a chair and then doing this?"



    



    "I don't know...?"



    



    "He must have had a nightmare."



    



    Oran, who was sitting on a chair, replied and clicked her tongue.



    



    Channing jumped up from his spot and looked at Tehez and the Factory Manager.



    



    "Factory Manager! You didn't go anywhere, right?"



    



    "Huh? I'm right here."



    



    "Tehez! Ah! You look young!"



    



    "What are you talking about!"



    



    Channing frantically turned his head and spotted Illia, sitting on a chair and staring at him with wide eyes. He quickly ran over to her.



    



    "Illia!"



    



    "Huh? What's wrong?"



    



    Channing lifted Illia from the chair, looked her over, and nodded.



    



    "Thank goodness! You're the same."



    



    Illia tilted her head and looked at Tehez.



    



    Tehez approached Channing with a worried look.



    



    "Hey. Are you alright?"



    



    "No. I'm not sick. I just had a weird dream. Haa. I'm back to my senses now."



    



    Channing brushed his chest and smiled brightly.



    



    "What kind of dream was it?"



    



    "Ah. A dream where Illia and I got married..."



    



    As soon as he finished speaking, Tehez and Illia took a step back, looking at Channing as if they had seen something they shouldn't have.



    



    "Wow... Channing, you..."



    



    "Uh... Ah..."



    



    Noticing Tehez and Illia's gazes, Channing was startled and waved his hands frantically.



    



    "Ah! No! It's not like that!"



    



    "Channing, you punk! You're thinking about a kid who's 10 years younger than you..."



    



    "No! Factory Manager! It's not like that! In the dream, she was older! Her chest was this big..."



    



    At that moment, Illia's kick landed squarely on Channing's shin.



    



    "...!"



    



    Channing couldn't even scream from the sudden pain and just writhed in agony. Oran burst into laughter.



    



    "Hahahahaha! It was just a dream. Don't be so hard on him."



    



    "I'm offended."



    



    Illia glared at Channing with a truly offended expression, and Channing pouted while rubbing his shin.



    



    ******



    



    "I'm telling you, it was just a dream. It's not like I can control my dreams."



    



    "Yeah, yeah. Just keep your hands busy. You need to finish that quickly. You said you have to deliver and install it tomorrow, right?"



    



    After scolding the grumbling Channing, Tehez used the handpiece to smooth out the sharp edges and weld points of the decorations.



    



    They were the hand guard, the decoration between the guard and the handle, and the pommel that acted as a counterweight, attached below the handle.



    



    "Yeah, yeah. If we're late, we'll get another earful from the Factory Manager. Speaking of which, that sword will be finished today too, right?"



    



    "Yes. He said he'd come pick it up tomorrow, so we need to finish it today. Master said he wants to go somewhere with me tomorrow, so I need to finish quickly too."



    



    Tehez said as she rubbed the sandpaper.



    



    "Are you done with the surface finishing?"



    



    "Mostly done."



    



    Oran approached and asked, and Tehez held up the pieces she had been polishing.



    



    Oran picked them up and examined them closely.



    



    "Good job. Then I'll finish them up and do the plating."



    



    "Plating?"



    



    "Yes. It'll look prettier if it's shiny, right?"



    



    Oran lifted the pieces and moved them to the side.



    



    Standing in front of a transparent box on the workbench, Oran opened it and placed the parts Tehez had polished inside.



    



    "What is this?"



    



    "A sandblaster."



    



    Oran sealed the box properly and then inserted her hand through a hole in the front. The hole was fitted with thick rubber gloves.



    



    Holding the parts through the rubber gloves, Oran lifted a nearby tool.



    



    It was an object with a long cord extending out of the box, and Tehez thought it looked like the airbrush the Factory Manager used for painting.



    



    "How do you use it?"



    



    "Just watch."



    



    Oran pressed a button with her chin. The sound of the air compressor running filled the air.



    



    After that, Oran pulled the trigger of the tool to check its operation and then lifted a part and started blasting it with the air coming out of the tool.



    



    "Oh? The surface color is changing?"



    



    "Yes. The surface is being polished."



    



    Tehez moved closer and observed the object more carefully.



    



    She noticed that something fine was being sprayed out along with the air from the machine in Oran's hand.



    



    "It looks like some very fine powder is being sprayed out?"



    



    "Yes. It's sand. When you blow sand with air, the sand grinds the surface. It's easier than sanding."



    



    Oran lifted another part and blasted it with air.



    



    Tehez watched with fascination.



    



    "Ah. Come to think of it, I've heard stories about putting chainmail in a barrel with sand and rolling it around to remove rust."



    



    "It's a similar principle. The sand scrapes off the rust."



    



    Oran finished treating the surface of all the remaining parts.



    



    Finally finishing the pommel, Oran turned off the machine, took out the parts, and rinsed them clean under running water.



    



    Then she walked back to the workbench, used the air compressor to thoroughly dry them, and hung the parts on a wire.



    



    "Okay. Now let's do the plating."



    



    "It's done with electricity, right? I've seen Master do it before."



    



    "Ah. Well, there's that method too, but this time we'll do it differently. First, Tehez. Take this and go to the backyard. I've placed a rubber basin near the faucet. Hang them there."



    



    Oran handed the parts hanging on the wire to Tehez.



    



    Tehez went out the back door with the parts.



    



    A fairly large rubber basin was placed near the faucet, and a frame made for hanging the wire was placed on top of it. The frame was made by assembling angles.



    



    Tehez hung the wire on the frame and let the parts dangle. While she was wondering how the plating would be done, Oran came out with spray bottles.



    



    Oran put down the spray bottles and handed Tehez long rubber gloves and a mask, putting them on herself as well.



    



    After finishing the preparations, Oran looked at Tehez and spoke.



    



    "Now, we're going to do silver plating. It's more like coloring than plating, but it's similar. What we're doing this time is called silver mirror coating, often called chrome plating, but it's actually different from chrome plating. People call it that because the finished product looks similar."



    



    Oran picked up a large spray bottle filled with a transparent liquid and started spraying it all over the guard.



    



    "This is a reactive agent. You need to spray this on so the coloring will take place properly later. If you don't spray this, that part won't be colored properly."



    



    "What are the ingredients?"



    



    "I don't know the details. I just buy the ready-made product and use it. Anyway, once you've sprayed it well like this..."



    



    After sufficiently spraying the liquid, Oran picked up another spray bottle and started spraying again.



    



    "And then rinse it with pure water. You need to spray this enough and rinse it well too. Otherwise, the reaction won't happen properly and it'll become a mess."



    



    After rinsing thoroughly, Oran picked up a spray bottle with two bottles attached and started spraying it all over the hilt.



    



    "Once you spray this, it will be silver-plated."



    



    "You're saying it will be silver-plated so easily?"



    



    Tehez asked in surprise. Oran smiled brightly and continued spraying.



    



    Tehez slightly frowned and looked at Oran's hand, and a moment later, she stepped back in surprise.



    



    "Oh my! It's becoming so shiny?!"



    



    "Right?"



    



    Seeing Tehez's reaction, Oran excitedly turned the parts around and sprayed them with the solution.



    



    After confirming that enough solution had been applied and the silvering reaction had taken place, Oran picked up another spray bottle and sprayed again.



    



    "This is a solution that removes impurities and forms a protective oxide film. Of course, this too..."



    



    "You need to spray it sufficiently. If you skimp, it's hard to get a good finished product."



    



    "You're smart."



    



    Oran praised her and sprayed the solution generously, changing the spray bottle.



    



    "And finally, you need to rinse it with pure water again. Then it's done for now. Tehez. Try spraying it well with this. I'll go get something."



    



    Oran handed the spray bottle to Tehez and hurried back into the factory.



    



    Tehez sprayed every nook and cranny of the parts. The guard part started to shine even brighter than before. Tehez thought she had never seen metal this shiny before.



    



    While she was spraying the solution, thinking it was a truly amazing thing, Oran came back outside, pulling the air compressor.



    



    "Okay. Finally, let's blow off all the water with air and it'll be complete."



    



    Oran started blowing the guard with the air compressor. Strong winds blew away the water.



    



    Once all the water was gone, a mirror-like shining guard was complete.



    



    Oran removed the hanging wire and checked every corner of the guard.



    



    "Good. It's clean. Well done."



    



    "Oh my! To get such a shiny silver plating so easily! It's truly amazing! I want to know the detailed principle behind it."



    



    "Haha. Sorry, I don't know the details. Anyway, let's finish the rest quickly. Tehez. Do you want to try doing it yourself?"



    



    Tehez nodded and lifted the spray bottle.
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    Tehez placed the plated parts on the workbench and looked at the blade Oran brought over.



    



    The blade, meticulously ground and polished over a long period, had a geometric pattern engraved in black in the center of the blade, giving it a mysterious feel. This was because it had been acid-treated beforehand.



    



    "Good. Now let's assemble it and finish."



    



    Oran attached the guard and fixing parts to the blade and inserted the handle.



    



    "Here you go."



    



    Tehez handed her the pommel, and Oran attached it to the handle. Finally, she inserted a small part into the hole of the pommel.



    



    There was a hole in the pointed part, and Oran inserted a long iron rod into the hole and turned it to tighten it. This was because it was designed to be fixed by threading the bottom of the tang.



    



    "Good! It's finished!"



    



    Oran cheered and examined the sword from various angles, gripping the handle and swinging it a few times.



    



    "Good! It's clean! It doesn't wobble! The grip feels good! I made it, but it's really well made!"



    



    "Wow! It's really cool. No, it's beautiful. It looks simple yet sophisticated."



    



    When Tehez also expressed her joy, Oran smiled and patted Tehez's head.



    



    "You're really skilled."



    



    The Factory Manager also approached and praised the finished sword.



    



    Oran smiled brightly and looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    "You don't try to put this much effort and time into it, that's why."



    



    "Ah, when would we deliver them if we made them like that?"



    



    "That's the Factory Manager-nim's catchphrase. Make it moderately! They won't notice even if you bring it to them."



    



    Channing teased from the side, and the Factory Manager hit him on the head with his fist.



    



    "You idiot! That means to do it moderately, like 95%! Not 60% moderately like you!"



    



    "Ouch... I do at least 80%, you know?"



    



    "This loudmouth!"



    



    As the Factory Manager tried to hit him again, Channing quickly backed away and ran off. Everyone watching burst into laughter.



    



    -Come in!-



    



    Meanwhile, the back door suddenly opened and someone entered, and Geom greeted them. The factory crew looked at the back door and were slightly surprised to see who it was.



    



    "Hello! I came to pick up the sword!"



    



    "Greetings!"



    



    It was Grace and the former Lord Meldof.



    



    "Uh... weren't you supposed to come tomorrow?"



    



    The Factory Manager asked, and Meldof looked at Grace with surprised eyes.



    



    "Grace, wasn't it today?"



    



    "Uh... didn't you tell me to come today?"



    



    "No, no. You said five days later, which is tomorrow."



    



    Oran replied.



    



    Grace nodded with a look of realization and looked at her grandfather, Meldof.



    



    "It seems I mistook the date."



    



    "Oh dear, oh dear! Were you that eager for the sword?"



    



    Meldof patted Grace's head with a benevolent smile.



    



    "It seems we made a mistake. I apologize. Then we'll come back tomorrow."



    



    "Oh! You don't have to. We just finished it."



    



    Oran lifted the sword that was placed on the workbench.



    



    Grace saw the sword and cheered.



    



    "Wow!"



    



    As the Factory Manager thought she looked like a high school girl who finally found the clothes she wanted to buy, Grace quickly received the sword and lifted it.



    



    "Wow! Grandpa! Look at the pattern on the blade! It's like a legendary sword! And look at this wonderful handle decoration. How can it be so shiny!"



    



    "It's a very unique shape..."



    



    Meldof looked at the sword his granddaughter was holding with curious eyes.



    



    A blade narrower than a typical longsword, a short handle that was easy to grip with one hand, a geometric guard that almost seemed to wrap around the hand... It was a sword with a structure that even Meldof, who had experienced swords from all over the world, had never seen before.



    



    "Truly... a fascinating sword..."



    



    "Would you like to try putting your index finger over the guard?"



    



    Oran asked Grace, who was taking a stance to hold the sword. Grace moved her index finger forward as instructed.



    



    "Ah! This is quite a unique method."



    



    "It was designed to be held that way. I'm just letting you know that it can be used that way."



    



    As Oran explained, Meldof let out an exclamation.



    



    "Ah! That's!"



    



    "Oh my! Grandpa, what's wrong?"



    



    Grace, who was standing next to him, was startled by Meldof's sudden shout and asked back.



    



    Meldof drew his own sword from his waist and held it in the same way, placing his index finger in front of the guard.



    



    "That's how the knights of North Agallo hold their swords! To think there would be someone here who knows that method!"



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    Grace asked in surprise, and Oran shook her head.



    



    "I don't know much about swordsmanship. I just knew there was a way to use it like that."



    



    "Oh! It seems the stories of the North have reached even here. Hmm? But I asked that man to make the sword..."



    



    Meldof, who was impressed by Oran's story, finally realized that Oran was the one who made the sword and looked at the Factory Manager.



    



    The Factory Manager shrugged.



    



    "I entrusted the sword to her because she's more of an expert."



    



    "That's right, Grandpa. Who cares who made it? What matters is that such a wonderful thing was created. The balance is so good that it's incredibly easy to handle. It fits my hand perfectly!"



    



    "Huh... Well... I guess it's fine if my granddaughter likes it, but who are you?"



    



    Meldof nodded, sheathed the sword, and asked Oran.



    



    Oran smiled brightly and pointed at the Factory Manager.



    



    "I'm that man's wife. And that sword guard was made by that man."



    



    "A couple who are both excellent artisans! Wonderful!"



    



    Meldof clapped his hands and looked at Grace.



    



    Grace smiled brightly and examined the sword from various angles.



    



    "Grandpa! I want to test it out right away!"



    



    "Oh dear, oh dear! Alright. Let's go home quickly."



    



    Meldof chuckled and nodded.



    



    Grace drew the sword she was wearing at her waist and inserted the newly made sidesword. Since the length was different, the sword protruded from the leather sheath.



    



    "I'll need to have a new sheath made as well. By the way, you said your name was Oran? Thank you for making such a wonderful sword. I'll cherish it."



    



    Grace grabbed Oran's hand and said with sparkling eyes, and Oran smiled brightly.



    



    "Then I'll give you this sword."



    



    Grace handed Oran the sword she was originally wearing.



    



    "Huh?! It's a child's sword, but it's quite good..."



    



    When Meldof asked, Grace looked at him and shook her head.



    



    "Grandpa, you always say you know swords well, but it seems you don't recognize the value of this sword. I know very well that this sword is a luxurious product made in the Holy City. However, compared to this sword, it's like a crude sword made by a novice blacksmith!"



    



    Grace smiled at Oran and walked towards the factory door.



    



    "Then I'll go home first!"



    



    After Grace left, Meldof sighed.



    



    "I apologize for the commotion."



    



    "No, it's alright. It's nice to see the young lady so lively. But is there a reason why she gave you her sword?"



    



    Oran asked, and Meldof began to explain.



    



    "It seems you're not familiar with our customs since you're a foreigner. It's an old custom of ours that when a knight receives a new sword from an artisan, if they like the sword, they give the artisan their old sword. A sword is a knight's life and pride, and by giving that sword, it means they acknowledge the artisan's skill. Well, it's an old custom that almost no one follows these days."



    



    "Ah, I see. She must have really liked my sword. Then I'll gratefully accept it."



    



    When Oran smiled brightly and lifted the sword, Meldof burst into laughter.



    



    "Then I should also be on my way. Thank you for the good sword. And I'll visit again next time."



    



    Meldof took off his hat and bowed, then walked out of the factory.



    



    "She seems to really like it."



    



    After Meldof left, Tehez approached Oran and said.



    



    Oran examined the sword she received and smiled brightly.



    



    "Indeed. I'm glad she likes it."



    



    ***



    



    Returning to the mansion, Grace immediately prepared a straw scarecrow.



    



    After placing the scarecrow with outstretched arms in the center of the swordsmanship training ground, Grace drew her sword and took a stance.



    



    "It's quite a unique-looking sword."



    



    When the current Lord Kyleoch approached and said that, Meldof nodded.



    



    "It's a wonderful piece."



    



    While Kyleoch and Meldof were talking, Grace smiled brightly and raised the sword. The blade and handle shone brilliantly in the sunlight.



    



    Then, taking her stance again, Grace moved her legs quickly and thrust the sword at the scarecrow. The blade instantly pierced the tightly packed straw scarecrow to the root.



    



    Grace was surprised and looked at the scarecrow, groaning as she pulled the sword out.



    



    "Wow... It went in so smoothly?"



    



    After pulling out the sword, Grace took her stance again and this time swung the sword down from above. The scarecrow was easily cut in half.



    



    When the wooden support pole inside the scarecrow was also cut in half, Grace was surprised and looked at the sword.



    



    "Amazing!"



    



    Meldof exclaimed and burst into laughter.



    



    Kyleoch approached Grace and held out his hand to receive the sword. Kyleoch, who was examining the sword from various angles, also let out a sigh-like exclamation.



    



    "It's a truly wonderful sword. I can tell that it was made with even more care than the sword I saw last time."



    



    "I heard that the artisan's wife made this sword."



    



    At Meldof's words, Kyleoch was even more surprised and looked at his father.



    



    "His wife made this?!"



    



    "That's what I heard. The guard was made by the artisan himself, though. They're a truly amazing couple. Incredibly so. They made a sword of this quality in just a few days."



    



    "More importantly, we should go to the sheath maker and have a sheath made for this sword, Father!"



    



    Kyleoch handed the sword back to Grace, and Grace quickly went back into the mansion.



    



    Watching her, Kyleoch smiled brightly and looked at his father.



    



    "We need to find a way to get those two on our side."



    



    "I think that would be a good idea. However, they're very proud people. They won't easily be swayed by us. And we can't threaten them, nor should we."



    



    "I'll leave that part to you, Father. You're an expert at that kind of thing."



    



    Meldof chuckled and patted Kyleoch's shoulder.



    



    "Alright, I understand. I'll have to play the role of a father in that regard. I'll try to meet them again during the upcoming festival. This kind of thing requires time and patience, so let's wait patiently."



    



    Kyleoch nodded as he rubbed his shoulder.
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    It was late in the morning. Unusually, the factory was quiet.



    



    In the factory where not a single machine was running, Channing was organizing plastic boxes onto a wagon.



    



    A short while later, the Factory Manager came out of the office and shouted at Channing on the wagon.



    



    "Are you all set?"



    



    "Yes! I've got everything."



    



    Channing shouted from atop the Aspur wagon, and the Factory Manager, pulling out a cigarette, said.



    



    "Then let's get going quickly. You guys have to prepare for the festival tomorrow, right?"



    



    "Yes. Well, since we're just taking the things we've already made, there's not much to prepare, but we should go early and set up our spot. They say if we're late, we won't get a good spot."



    



    The Factory Manager climbed onto the wagon and gestured.



    



    "Then let's get going."



    



    "Yes. Let's go."



    



    Channing pulled the reins and started the wagon. The Aspur tied to the wagon pulled it with a brisk pace.



    



    "So, think they'll sell well?"



    



    "So-so."



    



    The Factory Manager asked, taking out a cigarette, and Channing nodded.



    



    "Hmm. Well, seeing as you made them well, you'll have some fun."



    



    At the Factory Manager's nonchalant words, Channing smiled softly.



    



    "More importantly, tell Oscar quickly that you and Richel aren't anything. The kid's face is getting thinner and thinner. His wife, on the other hand, is thrilled."



    



    "I want to tell him, but the atmosphere... Richel isn't denying or confirming anything about the rumors the women are spreading, making it even more ambiguous, so the rumors are spreading even more. Sigh. It's a headache for me too."



    



    "If that's the case, just close your eyes and marry Richel. Richel is a good catch. The kid is kind, hardworking, pretty, has a good figure..."



    



    As the Factory Manager's compliments continued, Channing gave an awkward smile.



    



    "Well, it's not that Richel is bad or anything, but it's not something I can control, you know."



    



    "Well, I guess... That's true."



    



    The Factory Manager closed his mouth at Channing's words.



    



    "More importantly, I'm not even thinking about marriage yet. I need to have something before I can get married."



    



    "Who said you need money to get married? You make it after you get married."



    



    "How is that possible? I need to have at least enough money to get a room before I can even think about marriage. The ceremony itself can be simple with some help from the neighbors, but I can't just start on the streets, can I?"



    



    The Factory Manager looked at Channing with surprised eyes.



    



    Channing, seeing the Factory Manager's reaction, asked.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "I'm wondering how a guy who thinks like that spends all his salary on alcohol and gambling."



    



    "Ah. It's not like I haven't saved anything at all. I have some savings deposited with the Autonomous Committee. It's just not enough to get a house."



    



    "Well, if you ask Oscar, he'll probably get you a room. They have a spare room in their house."



    



    "Oh, come on. You want me to live with Uncle Oscar even after I get married?"



    



    "I guess Oscar would hate seeing you too."



    



    "More importantly, you're talking as if marrying Richel is a given. Above all, do you think Richel would say yes just because I want to? With her personality?"



    



    The Factory Manager laughed heartily and looked at Channing.



    



    "Hahaha! That's right. The question is whether Richel would marry you. Just because you like her doesn't mean she'll like you back."



    



    "Ah. You're making it sound weird again. I'm not bad, am I?"



    



    "Hey, you just said it yourself. What's good about a guy who doesn't even have the money for a room?"



    



    Channing shrugged.



    



    "You just said I could earn it after marriage, and now you're changing your tune. Did you have a lot of money when you married Master?"



    



    The Factory Manager stopped laughing and closed his mouth.



    



    Seeing the Factory Manager's reaction, Channing smiled softly and carefully opened his mouth.



    



    "See? You're only saying that to me."



    



    "Damn. All talk and no action. Hey! I'm saying this because I married without a penny and lived well. I'm just thinking about you because it seems like you'll never get married."



    



    Channing burst out laughing at the Factory Manager's outburst. The Factory Manager grumbled, pulling out a cigarette and lighting it.



    



    Channing glanced at the Factory Manager and asked.



    



    "By the way, how did you end up marrying Ms. Oran? I heard she was the daughter of the Master who taught you."



    



    The Factory Manager didn't say anything for a while. Channing also didn't ask any further questions at the Factory Manager's silence.



    



    Silence continued for a while.



    



    "Well, it's an old story. I had an older brother above and a bunch of younger siblings below, a farmer's son who could barely feed himself. So I spent my childhood helping my father with farming, and then I thought, 'I'm going to die anyway, so I might as well die in the big city.' You heard about how I stole a bus from town and came to Seoul, right?"



    



    "Yes?... Ah! Yes! I heard that."



    



    Channing answered as the Factory Manager suddenly started talking.



    



    "There's a pretty long story that starts from there."



    



    "Well, it's a good story to tell while we're on the road."



    



    The Factory Manager nodded.



    



    ***



    



    Oran came down to the factory after the Factory Manager and Channing had left. She seemed to be going out, wearing jeans and a thin linen shirt, with a small handbag on her shoulder.



    



    Oran, wearing a hat with a brim, glanced at her wristwatch and shouted.



    



    "Girls! Are you all ready?"



    



    "Yes. Just wait a moment."



    



    Tehez and Illia answered from upstairs.



    



    A little later, Tehez and Illia came down the stairs. Illia was wearing a cotton skirt and a button-down shirt, the kind children wear, and Tehez was wearing jeans and a long-sleeved t-shirt.



    



    Both of them looked a little awkward, perhaps because they weren't wearing their usual clothes.



    



    "It feels a bit awkward. Haha..."



    



    Tehez said, looking at the t-shirt she was wearing.



    



    Oran smiled softly and looked at Tehez.



    



    "You look pretty, what are you talking about? Let's go."



    



    Tehez and Illia followed Oran as she led the way.



    



    The three of them stood at the front door of the factory. The front door that the Factory Manager had said they shouldn't go out of. The front door that Oran had come in through.



    



    Tehez gulped with an unknown tension. Illia also held Tehez's hand tightly and stood behind her.



    



    Seeing them, Oran grabbed the doorknob.



    



    "Don't be nervous. This is just another place where people live."



    



    Oran smiled softly, opened the front door, and walked out with long strides.



    



    Illia quickly followed behind.



    



    A moment later, Tehez also held her breath and stepped outside.



    



    "Whoa!"



    



    Tehez was startled by a car suddenly passing in front of her and stepped back.



    



    Ignoring Tehez's surprise, the car sped away, and Oran came over and pulled Tehez along.



    



    "Be careful. People drive recklessly in this neighborhood."



    



    "Wow... The... wagons... are moving without horses?"



    



    "Yes. They all do. Come on, let's go. Illia, hold my hand. It'll be a big problem if you get lost."



    



    Oran, holding Illia's hand, walked with long strides. Tehez followed behind, overwhelmed by the incredible scenery.



    



    Square and neatly built buildings lined up, and the unreadable letters hanging on them, the clean signboards, overwhelmed Tehez.



    



    And the cars and motorcycles whizzing past were also enough to surprise her. The most surprising among them were the stores with one wall made of giant glass.



    



    Tehez had never seen such large, clean, flat glass before.



    



    "Tehez! You'll get lost!"



    



    Oran shouted at Tehez, who was standing there blankly.



    



    Tehez quickly followed after Oran.



    



    "This is amazing. It's so... developed."



    



    "Well, it's more developed than that side. Come on, let's go in here first."



    



    Oran opened a glass door and went inside. Tehez followed.



    



    Countless glasses came into Tehez's view. Glasses of numerous designs were neatly arranged inside glass display cases, and Tehez couldn't take her eyes off them.



    



    "Welcome."



    



    "Yes. I'd like to get glasses for this child."



    



    "I see. Can you show me the glasses?"



    



    Tehez took off her glasses without thinking and handed them over.



    



    The optician was surprised when they received the glasses.



    



    "Oh my... I've never seen glasses like these before. Wow. This is interesting, isn't it? I guess there are still people who make glasses in this old-fashioned way."



    



    "We're from a faraway country. Please do an eye exam and let us buy new frames too."



    



    "I see. Please come this way."



    



    The optician guided Tehez to the examination room. Tehez sat down on the eye exam machine.



    



    "Now, please rest your chin and look straight ahead."



    



    Tehez rested her chin on the machine and looked at the lenses as instructed. A blurry image came into view.



    



    "Can you see well?"



    



    "Hmm. It's a little blurry."



    



    "Your Korean is very good. Just a moment. How about now?"



    



    As soon as the optician finished speaking, something moved in front of her, and the image became clear.



    



    "Ah! It's clear."



    



    "Good. I'll adjust it a little more."



    



    While the optician and Tehez were doing the eye exam, Illia was looking at the glasses displayed in the showcase.



    



    As she looked at the glasses of various shapes with curiosity, Oran smiled softly and patted Illia's head.



    



    "They're fascinating, aren't they?"



    



    "Yes. I've never seen so many glasses before. I heard they're very expensive."



    



    "They would be on that side. They're not that expensive here."



    



    While Oran was talking with Illia, Tehez and the optician came out.



    



    "Now, would you like to choose your frames?"



    



    "Wow... There are so many, I don't know what to choose."



    



    Tehez carefully examined the area where the frames were gathered. She was overwhelmed by the sheer number of frames, having to choose just one.



    



    After looking at various options for a while, Tehez found a frame that caught her eye.



    



    "Do you like that one?"



    



    Oran came over and asked as Tehez was carefully looking at the frame. Tehez nodded.



    



    Oran picked up the frame, took off Tehez's glasses, and put the new one on her, then held up a nearby mirror.



    



    "It's pretty."



    



    "It suits you well."



    



    As Oran and Illia said that, Tehez smiled bashfully.



    



    Red horn-rimmed glasses. She was drawn to them for some reason, and Tehez turned her face this way and that, looking at herself in the mirror.



    



    "Then please make me two pairs, this one and this metal frame."



    



    "You don't need two!"



    



    Tehez was surprised by Oran's words.



    



    Oran smiled softly, took off the frame Tehez was wearing, and said.



    



    "Are you going to wear these pretty glasses while working? They'll break easily. Metal frames are better for work than plastic horn-rimmed ones. So wear this metal frame for work and this one for everyday use."



    



    Oran handed the metal frame and the horn-rimmed frame to the optician.



    



    "They'll be ready in 40 minutes. Will you wait?"



    



    "We'll be back."



    



    "Okay. Please come back then. What's your name?"



    



    "It's Tehez."



    



    Oran finished talking with the optician and led Tehez and Illia outside.



    



    "Good. Now let's go buy some clothes."



    



    "Clothes?"



    



    "Yes. You should dress up nicely for the festival."



    



    Tehez waved her hands.



    



    "No! You already gave me these clothes. And you bought me glasses. I can't accept clothes on top of that..."



    



    "When an adult offers you something, you say thank you. Come on, follow me. Let's buy Illia some clothes too."



    



    Oran grabbed Illia and Tehez's hands and walked out with long strides.
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