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  Chapter 0: Olga
The whole "transported to another world, turned into a beautiful princess" trope… honestly, isn't it about time we retired that one?

Even without such a dramatic change, life never goes as planned. Like someone once said, that's what makes it interesting. You don't need a sex change, bigger boobs, and a whole new reality for things to get exciting.

Yeah, you really don't!

"Wh-wha-ju- huh?"

I wasn't intentionally trying to channel some outdated internet slang. It's just… this is beyond ridiculous.

Reading about being a beautiful princess in another world is one thing. Actually living it? Nothing could be more bleak.

Think about the most basic needs. I mean, I was this close to hitting Diamond rank! And tomorrow's Thursday, which means a new episode of my favorite anime drops!

The internet! My phone! My 4090! My online communities! My sweet, sweet memes! Gone! Poof! If I want to go back to my world… if I want to…

Wait. How do I get back?

"Status… window? Item window? Quest window? Stats? Menu? Log out? Force quit? ESC?"

I muttered desperately, pouring my heart into the unresponsive air. The result was devastating. If even a translucent VR-style menu had popped up, I might have felt a sliver of relief.

Seriously? Nothing? I have to live without knowing what this body can do? Just as I started wondering who I even was…

"Ah! Her Imperial Highness has awakened! Your Highness! Are you alright? Are you hurt?"

The memories of this world flooded back, ironically confirming that my previous life—a guy lazing around on his day off, scrolling through forums—wasn't a dream.

The Fourth Imperial Princess of the Holy Universal Empire, Olga de Blumburg. That's me.
Chapter 1: A Critical Matter (1)
The time I crossed over was at the tender age of nine. Still a child by any measure. At least five or six more years would need to pass before I showed any signs of becoming a woman.

Therefore, my temporary abnormality was dismissed as some unknown ailment common among children. And it was here that the truly shocking “incident” occurred, the one that cemented my belief that this place was definitely not Earth.

“Are you feeling better now?”

“……Thanks to you, I am. Thank you very much, Priest Mühlenhagen.”

“Not at all, Your Highness. As a servant of the Lord, I have merely done what was expected of me. It is I who am honored to be of assistance to you.”

A young priest, barely in his twenties. On the surface, it seemed a plausible enough scenario. I mean, having a priest in the Imperial Palace wasn’t that strange considering this place looked vaguely medieval.

However, one thing—the faint, gentle light emanating from the priest’s hands—was utterly shocking. Thankfully, my startled reaction was attributed to the aftereffects of the healing process.

Seriously though, what the actual hell? Light coming out of someone's hands? And it’s warm and comforting? It heals both external and internal injuries, improves health, and elevates mood?

What is this, some kind of miracle cure?

“Only those with deep devotion attain such power. In that sense, Priest Mühlenhagen, despite his young age, is a deeply devout individual, evident by his clear Divine Power, Your Highness.”

Though a maid, a maid in the Imperial Palace was naturally a young lady of noble birth. Thus, she possessed the knowledge to answer most of my inquiries.

Thanks to her, I learned that in this world, devout individuals possess something called Divine Power, and that Priest Mühlenhagen was quite pious.

“So, like, can it even bring someone back from the brink of death?”

“Well, even His Holiness the Pope would struggle with such a feat.”

She chuckled softly as she answered, seemingly finding my childish question perfectly normal. This was reassuring.

In short, even if I kept asking “What’s this?” and “What’s that?”, everyone would simply chalk it up to the inquisitiveness of a child unfamiliar with the complexities of the world.

Moreover, a quick glance in the mirror revealed that this body was a ridiculously cute, blonde-haired little lady. Even I couldn't help but smile looking at her.

'Little lady' might be a bit of a stretch – I still needed a few more years for that – but my current appearance was more than enough to garner the adoration of everyone around me.

Even the most intelligent and rational beings are ultimately slaves to cuteness and charm.

My status as an Imperial Princess was also proving to be more advantageous than I had initially imagined. Not just advantageous, but ridiculously so.

“Greetings, Your Highness. I am Iris Meluka-sil, Court Mage of the Holy Universal Empire.”

“Oh, your ears are so long…”

“Indeed. I am an Elf. However, at this moment, I am a Court Mage in service to the Imperial Family. Your Highness may address me comfortably.”

One of my initial thoughts upon hearing the name of this country—"Even in a fantasy setting, how can a medieval, centralized empire, not known for its diversity, be called ‘Universal’?"—vanished in an instant.

Another thought—"No empire that calls itself 'Holy' in the Middle Ages is actually holy"—was promptly sunk by the sight of actual Divine Power, preventing the “Universal” label from becoming the shortest-lived title in history.

“Do you really live for a thousand years? Are you friends with fairies? Are you good at magic?”

Don't criticize the crudeness of my questions. Even as an Imperial Princess, the vocabulary, knowledge, and mental maturity of a nine-year-old are limited.

Furthermore, in a situation where "Holy" and "Universal" lived up to their names, unless the political and diplomatic landscape of this world was incredibly distorted, it was highly unlikely that the “Empire” part wouldn’t also hold true.

The Holy Roman Empire? Those guys were neither holy, nor Roman, nor even an empire in the true sense of the word. But this place was holy and universal, so it logically followed that it was also a proper empire!

No neighboring nation would tolerate a country claiming to be "Holy" and "Universal" if it didn't at least have the military might to back it up. They'd have to have at least the military power of the Holy Roman Empire, at a minimum.

What? You think the Holy Roman Empire wasn't powerful? That's a political issue, not a military one. Was the main force of the Holy League against the Ottomans a joke to you? Was Prince Eugene of Savoy, "Prinz Eugen," laughable?

“That is correct. We Elves live for a thousand years and are skilled mages. However, fairies are creatures of legend and song.”

I see. From those words, delivered as this light green-haired Elf patted my head, I gleaned several useful facts.

First, Elves were proud. Iris Meluka-sil, who had just told me to address her comfortably, referred to Elves as "we."

Of course, referring to her race rather than herself, using "we" instead of a more formal term wasn't particularly unusual. However, the pride in her voice and expression as she declared Elves to be skilled mages was quite telling.

Second, distinct racial traits existed. When answering my questions, she spoke of the “Elves” as a whole, not of individuals or specific groups.

I’m sure there were exceptions, but generally speaking, Elves should be considered inherently magically gifted.

Finally, I needed to study this world diligently, very diligently.

It might sound obvious, but the fact that “fairies,” which this nine-year-old mind firmly believed to be real, were fictional highlighted the importance of this realization.

Oh, what? Fairies exist? Like the tooth fairy? Do they live in the forests and occasionally come down to the human world to play pranks and bestow blessings? Isn’t that totally Tinkerbell?

While this newfound, childish wonder was currently met with disappointment, failing to study properly could lead to far more serious and regrettable consequences later on.

Thanks to this resolve, I absorbed knowledge at a surprising rate. In a mere two years, I mastered etiquette, social knowledge, and common sense, contemplated my identity, and cultivated the proper demeanor of an Imperial Princess.

On the verge of reaching a small conclusion about this world, I decided to verify something that couldn't be confirmed within the confines of my education, provided by highly esteemed scholars.

“Mother, did His Majesty grant permission?”

“My, Olga, you are truly remarkable. Yes, His Majesty has granted his permission. However, he insists you never travel alone and that you conceal your identity as a princess.”

“That’s exactly what I wanted. Thank you for fulfilling my unreasonable request, Mother.”

Two or three months ago, I might have hesitated, but now, I planted a kiss on her cheek with practiced ease, flashing a smile befitting my cute appearance.

My mother, the Empress, was a soft touch, easily swayed by such displays of affection. Truly, she was like a delicate flower, captivating all who laid eyes upon her.

My father, the Emperor, on the other hand, was cold, aloof, and showed little affection for his offspring. Despite numerous encounters, genuinely fatherly interactions were few and far between.

Of course, he wasn't devoid of emotion. His love for my mother was undeniable. They had six children, including myself, and despite the option of taking concubines or mistresses, he had none. No illegitimate children either.

Whether he was simply a man of few words who reserved his expressions of affection solely for his wife or suffered from some emotional impairment that hindered his ability to feel, I had yet to determine. In any case…

“It is an honor to be appointed as Your Highness’s Guardian Knight, Olga de Blumburg. I am Jean-Pierre Anbert, and I will serve you to the best of my ability.”

One of the conditions for this grand adventure—my first venture outside the Imperial Palace, a journey undertaken to reach a small conclusion about this world, or at least this Holy Universal Empire—now stood before me, offering a salute.

This young knight, with his short-cropped blonde hair and blue eyes, five years my senior and thus sixteen years of age, was my Guardian Knight, appointed a year earlier than originally planned due to this occasion.

He came from a respectable family, possessed skills beyond his years, and was destined to join the Imperial Guard Knight Order. With enough effort, he might even rise to the rank of Knight Commander.

Seeing this, I wondered if my father, the Emperor, actually cared for his youngest daughter, or if this too was merely a performance for the sake of appearances.

“As you know, I am Olga de Blumburg, the Fourth Imperial Princess of the Holy Universal Empire. I look forward to your service, my Guardian Knight.”

“Yes, Your Highness. I will serve you with my life.”

“No need to be so dramatic. Save that for the woman you fall in love with later. Now, let’s go.”

Leaving the young knight momentarily speechless, unsure how to react, I let out a light giggle—a more princess-like alternative to a boisterous laugh—and led the way. I knew the Imperial Palace better than him, after all.

Naturally, a single adolescent knight wasn't my only protection. Observe the cloaked figures, faces hidden, appearing and disappearing in pairs.

There were undoubtedly several such pairs, ensuring my safety as a princess, even while venturing outside the palace in disguise.

I wasn’t crazy. Even in a medieval setting, having been reborn as a princess with a pretty face and a pleasant voice, it would be a waste to die due to carelessness.

“We are to visit the Temple first…”

“I’ve informed Hans, so someone should be there to meet us.”

“Hans, sir?”

“Ah, it’s a rather common name. Priest Mühlenhagen. My theology tutor, likely to be promoted to Bishop soon.”

Such connections naturally gravitated towards me, even without any effort on my part. Bishop (soon-to-be) Mühlenhagen, who became my theology tutor after healing me, was just the tip of the iceberg.

Somewhere out there, Iris Meluka-sil, the Court Mage and my interspecies etiquette tutor, was also likely shadowing me. She wasn't my magic tutor simply because this body possessed absolutely zero magical talent.

Still, nobody's perfect. I was content with myself. The question was, was I content with this world, this era, this society?

“Your Highness, we have been awaiting your arrival.”

“I hope you haven’t been waiting too long. Here is my donation.”

I handed over a weighty pouch, the sound of clinking gold coins echoing from within. It was understandable, considering my status and the fact that this was a request to the Temple. Someone had to spend the money of the privileged class.

However, what followed—witnessing a wealthy individual hand over a similar pouch to a cleric in exchange for a certificate at a small stall set up within the Temple—painted a different picture.
Chapter 2: A Critical Matter (2)
“Ah, Your Highness knows about indulgences too! Indulgences certified by the Temple, every time you buy one and hear the gold coins clinking into the offering box, your sins are washed away!”

'Seriously? Shouldn't there be a, "It's super effective!" tacked onto the end of that?' This explanation, which sounded like something straight out of a bad infomercial, came from the novice priest assigned to guide me around the Great Temple of Brienna, the capital city of this Holy Universal Empire, as per my request.

Generally speaking, the most passionate and pure members of any group are the lowest ranking ones. That doesn’t necessarily mean they're inherently good or kind, but simply that they most strongly identify with the group's ideals.

From that perspective, the novice priest’s explanation, reaction, and the evident pride he took in it, all being essentially from the bottom rung, laid bare the corruption within the Temple.

“My, that's quite something. That God would forgive sins in such a manner.”

“Only indulgences certified and recognized by His Holiness the Pope, God's representative, are valid! Don't misunderstand!”

'Misunderstand what? Calling the Pope God's representative is a problem, and accepting the logic that it's ultimately God who's forgiving sins is also a problem.'

'Well, from a business perspective, you can't find a better revenue model. A complete monopoly over a primal consumer desire, backed by the authority of the Temple and its leader.'

'But these guys, aren't they supposed to be the Temple, serving God? Even if He isn't the only god, He's humanity's god, and they wield Divine Power to heal people's bodies and minds, right?'

“The interior is truly magnificent. It's as grand as the Imperial Palace, no, some parts seem even more extravagant.”

“Of course! This is the Temple of God itself! Your Highness, while it might be presumptuous for a novice priest to say so, you have a discerning eye.”

'Look at this. I'm subtly implying that it's extravagant to be more opulent than the Imperial Palace, a place where God is worshipped, and he takes it as a compliment.'

The surprising thing was that despite all this, Divine Power was actually being used for healing inside.

If this place were to be given a different name, it would be something like ‘The Temple of Materialists,’ yet Divine Power, supposedly bestowed upon those with deep faith, was being used here.

'What does this even mean? Does God love money? Or does He just turn a blind eye to these priests using His name to make a fortune?'

'Is that really God? Even if He’s a being unbound by human morality, shouldn’t there be some basic standard?'

“Welcome, Your Highness. You may leave now, brother. I will be the guide from here.”

“Understood, Priest Mühlenhagen. Then, Your Highness, I sincerely hope you enjoy your time here.”

Lost in these cynical thoughts as I toured about half of the Temple, Priest Mühlenhagen appeared and took over from the novice priest.

I felt a sense of relief. In terms of rank, the novice priest was lower, but amidst this stifling atmosphere, I hadn't felt any personal connection with him.

“I saw indulgences being sold on the way here. That novice priest spoke about it rather proudly.”

After confirming the novice priest was gone, I glanced at Priest Mühlenhagen and decided to test the waters. I wanted to see his reaction.

If he had a conscience, he’d show it. If not, he’d probably just laugh it off and give me a similar response.

“That, Your Highness, as you know, is merely a temporary measure to fund the reconstruction of churches in the territories reclaimed from the Demon Race and to support the Eternal Crusade.”

He hesitated before answering. Perhaps I should consider it fortunate that Priest Mühlenhagen, the likely next bishop, seemed to possess at least a shred of conscience.

But still, seeing him rationalize it like that… How should I react?

No, that’s not right. Causing a scene here would be insane, and making this a public issue wouldn't be wise either.

Even as a princess, I was just the youngest, most doted-on member of the Imperial family. I held no real power, and at eleven years old, I couldn’t wield any significant political influence.

What would happen if I started shouting that this religion was rotten and indulgences were a scam to rake in money?

'Of course, this Temple is clearly corrupt. But to throw away the privileges of my status… I’m too much of a commoner at heart for that.'

'What am I supposed to do? I was a commoner.'

“Then, are you saying that the sale of indulgences will cease once all of that is over?”

The war between the Demon King’s Army and the Anti-Demon King Alliance had been going on for decades. Most of the Middle Realm territory occupied by the Demon King's Army originally belonged to humans and various other races.

So, they needed money to restore basic administrative functions based around the Church in the reclaimed territories, and this was the most efficient way to raise funds.

Considering all that, the Temple's actions weren’t entirely incomprehensible. After all, even if there wasn’t definitive proof of God's existence, wasn't it said that the Pope could heal someone on the brink of death?

So, I asked purely out of a sliver of hope, but Priest Mühlenhagen's reaction was quite dramatic.

“Excuse me, what is your name?”

“Yes? Ah, I am Jean-Pierre Anbert, Guardian Knight of Her Highness, Princess Olga de Blumburg. Currently, I am a member of the Imperial Guard Knight Order reserves.”

Priest Mühlenhagen stopped in his tracks and abruptly addressed Sir Anbert, who had been quietly following me. 'What, is he asking for his opinion? He’s a knight who focused on martial prowess, not academics.'

Not that knights are uneducated. In a world with abysmal literacy rates, knights were considered intellectuals. And Sir Anbert could read and write, making him quite learned among knights.

'What? Aren't all knights supposed to be literate? Most can read, but a lot of them can only write their own names.'

“I will be entering the confessional with Her Highness for a moment. Would you mind waiting?”

“Of, of course, I don’t mind, Father. As long as Her Highness permits it…”

'The confessional? Confession? Is he making me confess? I haven't done anything wrong, have I?'

'I haven’t been completely innocent since coming to this world and this body. But I haven’t committed any crimes serious enough to warrant a priest dragging a princess into a confessional.'

That meant he had something to discuss privately, and it wasn't hard to guess it was related to my remarks about indulgences.

What choice did I have? I nodded at Sir Anbert, who was looking at me questioningly.

“What do you have to say that requires bringing me into a confessional? As you know, Hans, I haven’t done anything bad enough to warrant a confession.”

Once inside the nearby confessional, I confirmed Sir Anbert was far enough away not to hear us, and I spoke first.

From beyond the curtain came Hans's rather stern voice, a tone I hadn't heard since we'd become somewhat close.

“I know. Your Highness treats even the servants and maids with kindness and smiles, and you're always respectful to the other members of the Imperial Family. No one in the Imperial Palace dislikes Your Highness.”

'Well, someone must dislike me. No matter how hard you try to be good, some people will dislike you for no reason, and especially someone as seemingly perfect as me will attract resentment.'

But I wasn’t about to argue semantics. This wasn't some online argument.

“If you know that, why did you bring me to the confessional?”

“Because of your opinion about the indulgences. You are not the only one who views them negatively, but you shouldn't be expressing it so openly.”

'My opinion? I didn’t express an opinion. I simply mentioned seeing them being sold and the novice priest's pride in it.'

One could find fault with that if they wanted to, but that only applied to those without backing. I was the youngest, cherished princess, with the Emperor and Empress as my shield.

“I-It’s just that…”

As I hesitated, unsure what to say, Hans, misunderstanding my silence, continued.

“I understand. You don’t approve. As Your Highness implied with your question, the sale of indulgences will not cease even after the external need for them is gone.”

'Ah, he took my question as sarcasm. I should clear up the misunderstanding.'

That was my initial reflexive thought, but I realized a moment later that his interpretation wasn’t entirely a misunderstanding.

'Yeah, that's right. I did want to imply, "Do you really think they'll stop selling indulgences even after they drive the Demon King’s Army out of the Middle Realm and rebuild the churches there?"'

While I was thinking, Hans, seemingly deciding I'd had enough time to ponder his words, continued.

“Even if you have complaints about it, you, of all people, Your Highness, must not speak of it openly.”

“Why? Why not?”

I asked reflexively. I felt a surge of defiance, and I was curious about the consequences he was alluding to. After a moment of hesitation, he answered.

“Your Highness is too radiant a being to be confined to a convent.”

'What? Confined to where?'

“They could confine me to a convent?”

“Indeed. The Temple currently possesses both the motive and the means. Please, please be careful, Olga.”

'Whoa. A convent, though? Even though I still can’t bring myself to like men after two years in this body, and honestly, I prefer women… a convent?'

Wouldn’t that mean being trapped there for life? My every move scrutinized, and if I tried to leave, someone would pop up and yell, “You’re not allowed to leave!” and whack me on the head?

It probably wouldn't be that extreme, but meaningful outings would become impossible. The Imperial Palace was spacious and had plenty to see, but a convent would be like solitary confinement in comparison.

“Haah, alright. I’ll be careful, Hans.”

“Please do. You will be attending the Academy next year, after all.”

Right, the Academy. This world had magic, Divine Power, a Demon King, and ordinary people who could become superhuman (by my original world’s standards) by training their bodies and imbuing them with Mana. And of course, there was this thing called the Academy.

Many achievements are impossible without hard work, but talent was crucial, especially in fields like magic, Divine Power, and fighting the Demon King, where talent was paramount.

I had zero aptitude for magic and hadn't awakened any Divine Power, but I was praised for my advanced understanding of academic subjects, beyond my age.

In terms of physical training, I was told that if I continued diligently for about ten years, I could become a second-line soldier in a decent Knight Order.

Sound vague? That's the top 3%. The bare minimum for those in Knight Orders engaging the main forces of the Demon King's Army.

Don’t understand? Then just keep quiet.

“When I go to the Academy, I should diligently study theology, of course.”

Honestly, I was most interested in physical training, imbuing my body with Mana, but I couldn't say that in front of a (future) Bishop.

Even if I was an eleven-year-old allowed some leeway for childishness, throwing away basic social graces wouldn’t be wise. Manners maketh man, or in this case, princess.

“But there's something more important for Your Highness.”

“Oh, um? Is there? Something more important than theology?”

'He's talking about something I don’t know again. Spill it, you otaku.' I couldn't say that, so I feigned ignorance, prompting a reply that hit me like a ton of bricks.

“Well, you need to find a marriage partner there. You should at least return engaged.”

“Ah…”

'What? Marriage? Engagement?' I’d been so focused on absorbing societal norms and studying, basking in the “Your Highness is so wonderful” praise, that I’d completely overlooked this crucial aspect of being a princess.
Chapter 3: A Critical Matter (3)
Marriage in this era, regardless of social standing, is largely a matter of political strategy. The potential benefits to both families take precedence over any romantic feelings.

Even commoners, farmers even, base their decisions on similar principles. They consider things like, 'If our families unite, how much water can we divert from the reservoir, and where?'

Merchants are even more obvious. It's all, 'How much can we support each other, how much can we expand our businesses together, what business opportunities can we share?' and so on.

When it comes to nobles and royalty, it goes without saying. How many alliances and bonds between nations and families are forged through marriage?

Truth be told, there wouldn't be anything particularly special or problematic about it... if I weren't a man's mind stuck in a young girl's body, that is. 'Ugh, of all the isekai clichés...'

After a grand tour of Brienna, surveying the residential districts of every social class and confirming that this world operates on a typical exploitative class system, this became a much more shocking and important issue for me.

Still, I needed confirmation. As soon as I returned, I conducted a little investigation.

“So, if I go to the Academy, will finding a husband be more important than studying?”

“Oh my, oh my! Has our Princess finally opened her eyes to such matters? You're in a very fortunate position, Princess Olga, aren't you?”

“She talks a lot, so some of it’s nonsense, but this is true. You'll have two, maybe three years to leisurely look around and choose. If you're really careful, you could even take all four years!”

My personal maids, whom I’d been treating rather leniently, had become comfortable chattering and sharing all sorts of information with me. Once again, they didn’t disappoint, readily providing the necessary details.

Unfortunately, the information itself was devastating. I mean, I knew I'd have to get married eventually. This society, my status... it was inevitable.

It’s a common cliché in web novels, isn’t it? 'I became a girl, and now I have to get married? Oh, crap!'

But even though I knew it was coming, having it shoved in my face so abruptly, before I was mentally prepared... even clichés are distressing when you're living them.

'What do I do? If I die, do I go back to my world?' But considering I suddenly ended up here with no clear memory of my past life, would it really be that simple?

'Then what, run away?' Even if I somehow managed to slip past the Imperial Palace and Capital City guards and escape the Empire, that would just be running away, not a solution.

Even if I fled overseas, if my identity was discovered, I'd be lucky to just be sent back. If I was unlucky... well, it would be a fate worse than death. And even if I wasn't discovered, a beautiful woman without the shield of her status is unlikely to fare well.

“Ughhhhh…”

But in this era, as an Imperial Princess, I couldn’t exactly declare lifelong celibacy. Would they even accept it? No, not a chance.

They’d probably even revoke the one privilege I had - the right to choose my own husband. They'd say I was being unreasonable and throwing a tantrum because they'd been too lenient with me.

“Olga, I hear you’re troubled about the matter of marriage. Is that true?”

While I was agonizing over this during family tea time, my older brother, Crown Prince Otto de Blumburg, a man twenty-three years my senior, asked with a smile.

I suppose it must be quite endearing. The youngest, a mere eleven-year-old, agonizing over her marriage prospects, lips pursed, staring intently at her teacup. I'd probably want to pinch my cheeks too.

“Do I have to get married? I want to stay with my family.”

I tilted my head up, adding a childish sentiment to my question, just in case, on the off chance it might work.

I’m fundamentally cute. I’m not just saying that. Seriously, when I look in the mirror, I wonder if my future self will fall in love with me.

And what about the youngest child in a family with a significant age gap? As far as I can see, our family is quite close, especially for royalty. Even now, everyone’s gazing at me with warm smiles.

“Our Olga must marry to become a truly beautiful woman, like your mother and your elder sisters who aren't here. Getting married doesn't mean you're no longer part of our family, so don't worry.”

Present at the tea party were the Empress, my mother, Eliza de Blumburg; the Crown Prince, Otto; the Second Prince, Franz; and me, the youngest, Olga. A total of four.

My father, Emperor Siegfried II, was a busy man, and my three elder sisters, Mulika, Bianca, and Melissa, were all married and living with their husbands.

Does something seem odd? Siegfried II is currently 53, Mother is 46, Crown Prince Otto is 31, and my immediate elder brother, Second Prince Franz, is 22. Perfectly normal.

My parents clearly have a loving relationship, and I’m the youngest, born after a gap of eleven years. It’s no wonder everyone dotes on me.

Anyway, it was now confirmed that avoiding marriage was impossible.

“Then, what should I do to have a good marriage, Oppa?”

Ah, don’t criticize me for this. Calling him “Oppa” is just part of adapting to this life.

“Hmm? Well, that is…”

“Avoid getting caught up in disputes, and don’t cause any controversies.”

While Otto struggled to find the right words, Second Prince Franz interjected bluntly. A simple yet clear principle.

Simply put, don’t do anything that would diminish my value as an Imperial Princess. This could be broken down into two parts: avoiding disputes and avoiding controversies.

The former would diminish my value as a marriage prospect, while the latter could jeopardize the path to marriage itself.

Suddenly, something clicked. 'If getting into disputes just limits my options, but causing controversies could stop the marriage process altogether…'

“Thank you, Franz Oppa! You’re the best!”

Since I’d found a potential loophole and established a bridgehead, I was more than happy to lay on the charm.

Of course, I still had a lot to think about. Cause controversies? How? Should I pull out a copy of Das Kapital and start a communist revolution? 'Might as well ask them to just kill me now.'

Causing too much of a stir would be like asking for execution. No matter how cute I am, suggesting something tantamount to rebellion would certainly lead to my demise.

Therefore, any controversy I caused had to be carefully calibrated. Big enough to attract attention, but not so big that it became absurd.

If I could strike the right balance, in the midst of the political maneuvering, my punishment would likely be confinement to a convent. Well, I prefer women anyway, so avoiding marriage and ending up surrounded by women wouldn't be so bad.

Convinced I had a plan, I spent the rest of tea time basking in the attention and indulging in the festivities. But just as it was ending, something caught my attention.

“I wish your brothers always got along as well as they do today.”

“Huh? Why, Mother? Do they fight?”

“No, no, it's nothing. Our Olga doesn't need to know about such things yet.”

A cryptic comment from my mother after Otto and Franz had excused themselves. Since I was told I didn't need to know, I played the part of the oblivious eleven-year-old.

Of course, I wasn't going to remain truly ignorant. It was easy enough to pretend and let the adults handle things while this body was still young.

However, if the situation was serious enough for me to notice, despite being focused on my studies and physical training, then it wasn’t something I could ignore.

Luckily, I had an almost omniscient source of information: my devoted maids, whose love and affection for me were boundless.

“Ah, that’s something we’re not comfortable discussing…”

“Hey! Shush! Princess Olga, this doesn’t concern you. Even if they argue, they’ll make up eventually. That’s what families do!”

'Yeah, right.' I thought that, but outwardly, I just smiled and nodded, playing along. They all cooed and offered me more treats.

The treats were delicious. Sugarcane wasn't as rare as I thought it would be in this world, so sugar was relatively common. Cacao too, meaning there was chocolate. 'Thank goodness for small mercies.'

But if I couldn't get information from the maids, who could I ask? Should I just wander around hoping to overhear something? As I pondered this, I managed to get the information I needed from the last place I expected.

“There is a slight problem.”

“What problem? No one will tell me anything. Not my family, not even Sir Anbert, my Guardian Knight.”

For a moment, a flicker of hesitation crossed her face. 'Should I really be telling you this when no one else has?' But then I deployed my secret weapon, specifically for her.

It was the chocolate she loved so much. While it wasn't difficult for me, an Imperial Princess, to acquire, it was still a valuable treat.

My otherworldly etiquette tutor, Iris Meluka-sil, a self-proclaimed sweet-toothed elf with a particular fondness for chocolate, was my target.

As I held a piece up to her lips, they parted as if by magic. I placed it on her tongue, and she closed her mouth, chewing contentedly.

Though she was 105 years old, she looked no older than her late teens or early twenties. Beautiful. And it reaffirmed something I was beginning to realize. 'I definitely prefer women.'

“The two of them are in conflict over the throne.”

“Over the throne?”

Those two? Was that even possible? The Crown Prince was already decided.

“The throne is…”

“I know. It’s the position of the next Emperor. But Otto Oppa is the Crown Prince, isn’t he? Wouldn’t Franz Oppa trying to become Emperor be… treason?”

Treason was not a matter to be taken lightly. The Holy Universal Empire was a centralized state, with a clearly defined line of succession.

“It’s such a vast empire. The sun might have barely risen in the east, but on the western front, it's already lunchtime.”

“But even so, the Holy Universal Empire is the Holy Universal Empire. An empire is an empire, Tutor.”

I blinked. No matter how vast, the Holy Universal Empire was still just that. There was an Emperor, with Dukes and Archdukes beneath him, and Counts and Barons under them.

While the Empire’s administrative reach was limited, requiring the assistance of the Church, from the Pope to the Cardinals, Archbishops, and Bishops, they still acknowledged their place within the Holy Universal Empire.

In other words, even if they had their own agendas, they didn’t openly usurp the Empire’s authority. Even if they believed the Church held greater power, outwardly, they acknowledged the Empire’s supremacy.

At least, that was my understanding. Therefore, an empire was an empire. What did its size have to do with anything?

“That's right, an empire is an empire. But how long can this universality last?”

'What’s she talking about now?'

Was she questioning the "Universal" part of the Holy Universal Empire? But as far as I could see, it was indeed universal. Even just in Brienna, the only city I’d seen, that much was clear.

Even in my brief tour, I'd seen the various races mingling in Brienna: elegant elves with their pointed ears, stocky dwarves, and beastmen with their various tails.

“But everyone seems to be getting along. The commoners and the impoverished… they were mostly humans. Is it different outside Brienna?”

“My clever, intelligent Olga, you deduce even what you haven’t seen yourself. The west is being squeezed dry by the Demon King's Army, while the east enjoys great prosperity. The west has many dwarves and canine beastmen, while the east is populated by elves and feline beastmen.”

Iris scooped me up and nuzzled my cheek. The soft, comforting sensation always calmed me. I nuzzled back, enjoying the physical affection.

“But the vast, overwhelming majority are… humannssss? Ow, too tight, my pronunciation.”

“Mmm, yes, that’s the problem. The east and west are divided, both by race and by geography. A while ago… mmm, a few years ago, the Crown Princess, chosen for the Crown Prince, came from the east. The Second Prince’s betrothed's family, however, comes from the west.”

I blinked. This ominous collection of facts made me uneasy. It seemed a bit early for things like nationalism and class conflict to emerge, but conflict was conflict.
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After some further investigation and direction setting, I became increasingly certain that the conflict between my brothers, Otto and Franz, would remain just that – a conflict.

In short, it's a regional dispute. If it continues and escalates with time, evolving into nationalism or class conflict, it might become a factor in a civil war. But for now, that's a long way off.

Their conflict is nothing more than the common political friction between the Emperor and a Grand Duke. With their father, the Emperor, still in good health, they both have far too much to lose by escalating things further.

Having reached that conclusion, it was time to concentrate on the preparations for my great escape from marriage, codenamed "Favorable Fixed Nickname."

"So, you're saying you want to engage in poverty relief as an Imperial Princess?"

"That's right, Your Majesty. I recently toured Brienna, and even in this blessed Imperial Capital under Your Majesty's rule, there are many who barely manage a single meal a day."

This was true. Even amidst the dizzying realization that my attendance at the Academy wasn't about learning, but about finding a marriage prospect, I still observed and remembered everything.

"No, it's out of the question. Even if that's the case, an Imperial Tour is too dangerous for you at your young age, Olga. Being an Imperial Princess doesn't make you immune to danger."

Based on that observation, I requested from my father, the Emperor, whom I felt I hadn't seen properly in quite a while, an Imperial Tour to inspect the Empire from south to north.

Of course, it was preposterous. While I could technically schedule it a few months before my twelfth birthday, I was still only eleven.

Even for an Imperial Princess, at such a young age, it would be difficult to properly respond to any potential danger. And with a war ongoing in the west, it would be difficult to allocate a substantial military force for my Escort.

"Then, at least within Brienna itself. As an Imperial Princess, I implore you, Your Majesty."

I knew what I was doing, escalating things like this. After presenting a large request and getting it refused, the alternative offered seems much more acceptable.

Of course, for an Imperial Princess, even Brienna was a safe place. The Imperial Capital being dangerous for an Imperial Princess? Are you crazy? Who's managing the Capital? Does no one have any sense?

But that was just for casual strolls. If I were to seriously investigate the slums, there was no telling what kind of trouble I might encounter. At least for an eleven-year-old, it would be dangerous.

"Hmm, even so…"

"Even using just a portion of the Imperial Household Fund allocated to me, an Imperial Princess, would be enough to provide relief to the powerless impoverished. Then, not only I, but the entire Imperial Family, and Your Majesty's greatness will be praised by all."

Sparkle, sparkle. A powerful, overwhelming stare-down attack, sure to crush the noses of those who think all eyes are the same.

Coupled with a more practical proposal, even this rigid Emperor, who rarely shows familial affection to his children, couldn't help but listen.

Indeed, this is what the position of an Imperial Princess is for. To represent the Imperial Family in activities that are slightly beneath the dignity of more important figures.

The poverty relief I proposed was quite effective in that respect. It would elevate the authority of the Emperor and the Imperial Family, without requiring additional budget allocation.

"Then you won't be able to collect gemstones, which you enjoy. Are you alright with that?"

Ah, that.

What he meant was my newfound hobby in this world without internet, smartphones, or anything of the sort: collecting various gemstones.

I don't particularly collect only expensive ones. I like the typical, high-end gemstones like diamonds, sapphires, emeralds, and rubies, but I also appreciate Agate, Turquoise, Amber, and Quartz.

"It's alright, Your Majesty. I learned that enlightenment comes through action. Please allow me to put into practice what I've realized and learned while touring Brienna."

Life is a series of ups and downs. My gem collecting, which could easily be seen as the epitome of extravagance, and indeed, there's no denying it, now ironically bolsters my request.

The only "princess-like" aspect of me, who is considered intelligent and wise, albeit with a heavy dose of eleven-year-old naiveté, is gem collecting, and I'm even willing to give that up.

"Alright, then I understand. I shall grant you, Imperial Princess Olga, the authority to mobilize the Manpower necessary for poverty relief. Do as you see fit."

"Thank you, Your Majesty. I will use this to elevate the name of the Imperial Family."

Done. This much conversation with my emotionally distant father was enough. It was good enough that he was at least providing what was necessary.

Of course, the details were a bit vague. The authority to mobilize manpower...how much manpower exactly? Could I mobilize even the Imperial Guard Knight Order if I wanted to?

In the end, it was up to me to determine the scope and use it tactfully and sensibly.

No matter how open-minded and diverse I am for an eleven-year-old, earning praise for being wise and intelligent, I was still far from fully grasping the realities and society of this world.

In other words, it wasn't as easy as it sounded. Fortunately, I had plenty of people to help me.

"I see. That's a good cause. The Temple will also provide assistance in this matter, Olga."

"Thank you, Hans. Don't overexert yourself. I'm sure there are various political issues within the Temple as well, right? Save the overexertion for when I need more substantial help."

First, Hans. Exactly twenty years older than me, at thirty-one, he was almost certain to become a Bishop soon. That alone made him a young Bishop, but his fantastic career and bright future were what truly mattered.

Naturally, if I wanted to sequester myself in a convent, my existing impression within the Temple couldn't be negative. Even though many monasteries and convents operate independently of the Temple, they are not entirely free from its influence.

In that sense, my taking the initiative to engage in poverty relief alone carried the risk of being perceived as the Imperial Family encroaching on the Temple's civil affairs.

Externally, everyone was within the Empire's territory, and the impoverished were Imperial citizens. But it would still give the impression of snatching back responsibilities entrusted to the Temple due to insufficient administrative capacity.

Therefore, I needed to give the Temple its due share of credit so that they would see this Imperial Princess named Olga as someone with some sense, someone who takes care of the Temple's interests, and view me favorably.

Of course, as an Imperial Princess, I didn't have to always act with such political considerations. I was a high-ranking individual, and there had to be things I could achieve just by speaking.

"You mean from the Imperial Guard Knight Order?"

"Yes, that's right. Before being appointed as my Guardian Knight, you were officially part of the Imperial Guard Knight Order, even if you were in the reserves. I could request directly, but I thought it would be too ostentatious."

The primary purpose of the Imperial Guard Knight Order was to protect the Emperor, but as a member of the Imperial Family, an Imperial Princess, I was also someone they cared about.

A direct request would be treated with greater importance, potentially mobilizing a force large enough to intimidate the people in the slums.

Even the appearance of a single Knight would make ordinary Imperial citizens cautious, timid, and watchful. So, imagine how the impoverished would react to seeing Imperial Guard Knights.

Furthermore, even if he was still largely perceived as a promising newcomer, Sir Anbert was my Knight, my Guardian Knight no less. He was someone I needed to lend my, albeit still undeveloped, strength to.

Thus, the result was just right in my eyes.

"Four Imperial Guard Knights? Truly, I was expecting one or two, but I'm delighted that the Imperial Guard Knight Order views me so favorably."

"It is only natural for our Imperial Guard Knight Order to assist in Your Highness's direct visit."

Four was just enough to save face, a number barely sufficient for my protection in an emergency, but since that was precisely what I wanted, I added a bit of exaggeration to my expression of delight.

So, the dispatched Knights, whatever their inner thoughts, had no choice but to appear pleased as well. I was an Imperial Princess; what more could they do? They had to be happy.

"As a Court Mage, you say?"

"Yes, Master. I'm not asking you to use any Magic. Just lending your name is enough. We don't need Magic for poverty relief efforts. What's needed is food, clothing, and that too at a very basic level."

It's a common misconception, but the most cost-effective way to help others is to feed the hungry.

Just selling one of my Rubies at a reasonable price would be enough to provide a meal for 100,000 people, with enough left over to feed thousands more.

Moreover, the Ruby I mentioned wasn't particularly rare, and it wasn't something I needed to save up for with my Imperial Household Fund.

One might argue that the Fourth Imperial Princess's allowance couldn't be that much, but my three older sisters were already married and receiving minimal upkeep from the Imperial Family, so my situation wasn't dire.

In conclusion, providing at least two basic meals a day to the slums of Brienna, the Imperial Capital, was well within the capacity of my allowance.

Conversely, it meant that I, as an Imperial Princess, received a considerable amount of money, highlighting the vast disparity between the rich and the poor. But what could I do? It's not like I was consuming it all alone.

Furthermore, not only I, the Imperial Princess, but the Emperor, the Imperial Family, the Temple, the Knight Order, and even the Mages – I was getting everyone involved, sharing the fame and recognition.

This project was guaranteed to be a resounding success from the start, a 95% success rate, a walk in the park.

"'Though I'm just here for show."

"There's no helping it, Your Highness. If you were to do anything directly…"

"Why? Why not? Do I not have hands? Do I not have feet? Sir Anbert, no, Jean-Pierre. I understand your dedication to fulfilling your duties as a Guardian Knight, but this is overprotective."

Pout, pout. Like a little girl who knew her own cuteness, I deliberately stuck out my lower lip and complained.

See, at first, they let me help directly, but at some point, they started stopping me from doing anything, insisting that I just stay put.

Of course, I understood the need to protect me, the Imperial Princess. But even so, I was the one who initiated this, so it wasn't right to stop me from actively participating without a good reason.

"Your Highness has spilled two soup pots and knocked over three stacks of bowls."

"Uh, well…"

Right, there had been some…minor incidents. It was just that my arms and legs, as an eleven-year-old girl, were shorter than expected, so I'd had a few accidents while trying to help.

Tsk. Clicking my tongue, I decided to ignore that and agreed to continue touring the area. It was a one-sided agreement, but at least they weren't stopping me from doing that.

"Ah, Your Highness. May you be blessed."

"Thank you, Your Highness. Thank you very much."

Since it was known that I was the one leading this effort, people expressed their gratitude and offered blessings as I passed by.

Even though this was all part of my plan to build a positive image and ensure a smooth transition to a convent if I ever messed up, receiving such gratitude felt quite good.

Spending money and buying gems honestly felt better, but since I'd already spent and collected some, revisiting my collection would suffice.

However, not all expressions of gratitude were to my liking.

"With such a kind heart, Your Highness will surely find the most excellent husband. May your future marriage and children be blessed with health."

"Tha-thank you. May the same blessings be upon you and all others."

I responded, but talk of husbands still felt awkward. And it would likely remain awkward for a considerable time, perhaps for the rest of my life.

'Isn't it just a matter of closing my eyes and spreading my legs until I bear a son?' Ugh, just the thought made me feel disgusted. 'This is as bad as it gets.'

'If I had been born a man, I could have adapted to this era, chosen any woman I wanted thanks to my status, and lived a long and happy life with modern consideration, unlike others in this time.'

'Or, if only I could have remained in my original world, the modern era, even if it meant switching bodies. Maybe I could have become a streamer or something.'

"Sigh…"

"Are you alright? Let's go back and rest today."

'Well, at least I'm fortunate to have this status,' I thought, trying to be positive as I sighed. Jean-Pierre misinterpreted my sigh, and instead of correcting him, I simply nodded. I needed a rest.
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I spent the rest of the day trying to soothe my twisted stomach, but despite my internal turmoil, my image-building project was steadily gaining traction.

The fact that I'd mobilized collaborators from various sectors was earning high praise. See, just as I'd briefly worried before starting, aiding the impoverished touched upon the domains of several different groups.

My initial concerns were limited to the Imperial Family and the Temple, but realistically speaking, the Mages' Association, which practically occupied an entire district of the Capital City, and the Royal Guard Knight Order, which served as the Imperial Family’s arms and legs, could easily be involved as well.

And here I was, a mere eleven-year-old Imperial Princess, harmonizing all four using my own funds—well, technically the Emperor's money, but still—how could they not find it commendable?

Honestly, I hadn't anticipated such a resounding success from the get-go, but I'd inadvertently laid down a solid, sizable foundation.

To be frank, compared to the scale of the project's success, my objective was exceedingly simple: just accumulate some good karma. The sheer scale of it was starting to feel a little burdensome.

So, this happened.

“Franz tomorrow?”

“Franz is my brother too, you know. But Lord Otto Oppa is the Crown Prince, so he goes first. If I’d given it to Franz first when he hasn’t contributed anything, he should be saying ‘Thank you, Olga.’”

“……Do I really sound like that?”

“Heh, close enough.”

My idea, given the positive response, was to make this a genuine collaborative effort involving all members of the Imperial Family, not just in name.

Father, the Emperor, was out of the question. As the Emperor of a vast empire with a time difference of several hours between east and west, he was far too busy for this. Is that why his expressions of personal feelings are so limited, I wonder?

Anyway, the Emperor's backing was already fully in place, considering he was essentially footing the entire bill and had approved the involvement of the other Imperial Family members.

That left the Crown Prince Otto and the Second Prince Franz, who resided in the Imperial Palace, in the Capital City. Mother, who was a bit less busy than Father, would come after.

“Well, I’m sorry, Olga. And thank you. For looking out for your useless older brother, even though he’s the Crown Prince.”

“Hee hee, glad you understand, Oppa. Now, don’t wrinkle your nose at the smell and treat them kindly. I’d be a little disappointed if you can’t even manage that.”

“Right, I shouldn’t disappoint our youngest after she’s gone to all this trouble.”

Although my cheerfulness and childishness were fabricated, my naturally cute base appearance made it surprisingly effective.

Already adorable, with the added bonus of familial affection and bias, how could I not be seen as cute? Unless I started outright cursing and swearing, anything I did would likely be perceived as endearing.

The same held true for the Second Prince Franz.

“Ummmm……”

“Don’t be upset that you’re second. If I’d invited you both together, you would’ve fought over something silly again, wouldn’t you? You’re not little kids anymore, so fight moderately. What’s the point if I can hear your arguments all the way over here?”

“S-Sorry, Olga.”

“Good! Otto Oppa managed to refrain from wrinkling his nose or making faces, even though it smelled and looked unpleasant. Franz Oppa can do that much too, right?”

While putting on this unfamiliar act, I realized something: this whole charade was making significant contributions to family harmony.

Essentially, the conflict between Otto and Franz, while disguised as a conflict between the East and West, stemmed from the simple fact that the two Imperial Princes didn't get along.

If their relationship had been amicable, even if there were friction between the East and West, which they happened to represent, they would have worked together to compromise and resolve the issues.

However, after digging a little deeper, through the careless responses I'd received from people who were less guarded around me because they saw me as just an eleven-year-old princess, the reality I unearthed was different.

It was my affability and enthusiasm that were holding back the escalation of that conflict, like some sort of Spider-Man stopping a runaway subway train.

While there wasn’t any concrete proof, the circumstantial evidence was overwhelming. Everyone was essentially operating under a misconception, but it wasn’t entirely baseless.

My efforts to adapt to this world were mistaken for efforts to be helpful. This charity work wasn't just image-building; it was an eleven-year-old’s desperate struggle for harmony.

No, it’s a misunderstanding! I’m just trying to survive! I'm trying to justify my impure thoughts of somehow getting close to the women I like by holing myself up in a convent! How could I possibly say that aloud?

Furthermore, for my plan to work, the Empire needed to remain stable. And if I could curb the Temple’s outrageous corruption in the process and make the Empire healthier, that would be a bonus.

The normalization of the Holy Universal Empire! That is my dream—wait a minute.

“So, who will you hand this relief effort over to, Olga?”

“Huh? What? Mother? Why? Hand what over?”

“You have to leave for the Academy soon, Olga. So, we need to decide who will take over.”

Mother’s words stopped my train of thought. I’d forgotten that in a few months, I was supposed to attend that Academy, a staple of web novels and an educational institution of dubious origins.

If I went to the Academy without proper handover, the chances of this organization, this initiative, which was solely sustained by my Imperial Household Fund allowance, continuing were practically zero.

If I simply asked, “Why not just leave it as it is?”, and accepted their decision with a sidelong glance, that would be one solution. However, it wouldn't look good if the Capital City’s poverty relief efforts folded after less than a year.

“Well, handing it over to Otto Oppa, the Crown Prince… uh, oh? No, giving it to Franz Oppa is a bit… hmm? To Father, I mean, His Majesty… something like this is a little… uh? Uh oh?”

This poverty relief project, which started small but had suddenly become enormous, couldn’t be handed over to Otto or Franz; that would risk reversing the progress made towards harmony. Handing it over to the Emperor felt insufficient.

But to whom else could I entrust it? In this situation, where no organization would be happy to suddenly take on a massively expensive non-profit project…

The Temple? Those money-grubbers who openly peddled Indulgences, claiming money was absolution, would hardly be thrilled. Betting on their failure within a month would be a good wager with excellent odds, no matter which side you took.

Similarly, the Mages' Association, whose expenditure on rare materials was astronomical compared to their size, was out of the question. The Royal Guard Knight Order, with zero budgetary independence, was even less of an option.

“It seems you haven’t thought that far ahead. Don’t worry too much, Olga. I’ll take over.”

“Huh? Really? But, the… the money… it costs a lot…”

“It’s alright. Our Olga gave up her own allowance for the people, so can’t her mother do the same?”

Mother’s position as Empress was irreplaceable. She received far more money from Father than I did and could maintain neutrality among the various factions.

If I’d had time to think it through, I probably would have arrived at the same conclusion. But the fact that she stepped up and offered before I even had to ask… how wonderful and grateful I was.

“I love you, Mother!”

“Olga, really! Maintain your composure in public.”

What? You're saying she's not my real mother? Who cares? Here, I am Olga de Blumburg, and this dignified woman is Eliza de Blumburg, my mother.

Just dignified? She was also compassionate, always smiling during these charitable works, showering me with the affection I should be receiving from Father, and fulfilling her duties as Empress.

This Holy Universal Empire, no matter how you looked at it, was truly blessed with its Emperor and Empress. Even without a tyrant, with just an average ruler, a territory with these conditions would inevitably decay.

The Emperor absorbing the administrative burden of such a vast territory stretching east to west, and the Empress maintaining an exquisite balance… the presence of either one would be a great blessing, but to have both…

Therefore, my duty was to maintain an “Olga-like” demeanor to prevent any conflict from arising between them. At least, until I could sequester myself in a convent.

Alright, the first step’s been taken. Time to start planning my next move.

“It would be so much better if the Temple used some of its earnings for this.”

Elevate the Temple’s authority by partnering with them on poverty relief, then suddenly pull the rug out from under them.

No, this wouldn’t immediately get me sent to a convent. It couldn’t. An eleven-year-old Imperial Princess, beloved by everyone in the Imperial Family and beyond, banished for just this?

“You shouldn’t speak so carelessly. The Temple has its own hardships.”

“Like reconstructing the territory recaptured from the Demon King’s Army? Even so…”

“I’ll explain in detail at the Imperial Palace. For now, let’s focus on helping the people.”

Suddenly raising my voice against the Temple seemed too abrupt. So, I needed to establish some context beforehand, like this.

This was as crucial as cultivating the impression that would lead to my banishment to a convent instead of execution or exile for criticizing the Temple. Everything had to appear natural.

However, the reactions were more intense than I anticipated. Not outright hostile, but that lack of hostility made it even more awkward.

“Your Highness, that was a bit reckless.”

“Huh? What was? Did I speak out of turn to the impoverished? Did I do something without realizing it?”

“As your Guardian Knight, I dare to say that such remarks about the Temple can easily be misconstrued. Knowing Your Highness’s devotion better than anyone, I wish to avoid any disasters arising from misunderstandings.”

It started with Sir Jean-Pierre Anbert, my Guardian Knight. This promising young man, who had adapted to me in a matter of days, showcasing surprising talent, was demonstrating his adaptability in this way.

“Okay, I understand. I’ll be careful.”

It felt inappropriate to rebuke him for overstepping his bounds. He was speaking out of concern for me, and objectively, my words had been reckless.

And then this.

“I’ve contained it at my level.”

“Huh? What? Contained? Contained what, Hans?”

“The rumors about certain remarks made during the poverty relief efforts. I’ve ensured they won't spread further, so please be more cautious in the future.”

These were the words of Priest Hans Mühlenhagen, whose appointment as Bishop was scheduled for a few days after my departure for the Academy. Contained it at his level? Well, as the Temple’s representative for this project, he certainly had the authority, but…

It didn’t end there.

“You must be careful, Olga. The human Temple is a collection of materialists who will readily bite anyone they perceive as a threat. That’s why their Divine Power is so limited.”

“Uh, Master? What are you saying? Don’t say things like that, just hug me like usual.”

“Not until you promise to be more careful, my wise Olga. No matter the sincerity behind your words, it's still too early to act.”

What was going on? The twitching of her ears suggested heightened emotions, but this was too much.

Taking the physical affection, a significant part of our emotional exchange, hostage like this…

“Alright, fine. I’ll be careful from now on. I swear on my name.”

“Good. Now, come here. Mmm……”

Since she was beautiful, I'd let it slide. Nuzzling my cheek against hers, I quickly returned to my daily routine of listening to her lectures on "Interracial Cultural Etiquette," which seemed heavily influenced by Elven perspectives.

And afterwards, opinions continued to pour in—through messages from maids, wax-sealed letters, and other correspondence—from my older sisters, brothers, even Father, the Emperor, and nobles I'd barely met.

If everyone already knew, what was the point of all the secrecy, suppression, and cautious warnings? Wasn’t it pointless?

Later, I learned that this widespread knowledge was the key to preventing the incident from becoming a scandal. A social consensus had been reached: everyone knew, but they chose to overlook it.

Upon realizing this, I was struck by two simultaneous emotions: gratitude for their loving tolerance, and guilt for my plan to get myself sent to a convent.
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Time flew by. Several months passed in the blink of an eye, and soon it was the new year of 1495 in this world, January, the month I had to depart for the Academy.

"The Academy is basically a place where talented individuals, whose abilities have been verified or are highly likely to blossom in the future, gather, Olga."

"Uh-huh, so even if they're commoners, I shouldn't treat them carelessly, right? Otto Oppa? I'm good at that kind of thing."

"And, if someone still mistakenly thinks that you don't have any great abilities and subtly looks down on you, don't get too angry. They're all just immature."

What Academy is this, seriously? How can an educational institution like this, one that meets the supply and demand of an empire and even nominally upholds meritocracy, exist in this era?

Well, I guess they have the materials. There is Divine Power, which is the most definite proof of a god's existence, and there's also Magic, which is even more powerful than Divine Power.

Isn't that right? Neither Divine Power nor Magic manifests only in certain races or social classes. In fact, in terms of absolute numbers, there are far more 'normal people' who have it than those with 'noble bloodlines'.

If the world were peaceful and there was no demand for such powers, then maybe it would make sense. But out West, there was a war going on with the main force of the Demon King's Army, and there were smaller legions of them elsewhere.

Therefore, if the 'forces of good', whose quantitative main force was humanity, and within humanity, the Holy Universal Empire, which was the main quantitative and qualitative force, wanted to gain even a slight advantage, they had to gather as much manpower with significant Combat Power as possible.

"I understand, Oppa. I'll take care of it appropriately and properly."

"…Sometimes, I think you grew up too fast. I feel unnecessarily sorry, Olga."

"If you're sorry, stop fighting with Franz Oppa. You're both grown adults, yet you're worse than me."

"Yes, yes. When I return during the break, I'll definitely show you a different side of me."

Not that it's unpleasant, but rather useful. A reliable tool. At least in that respect, it was something that deserved high marks.

Even the Crown Prince, this man who is already thirty-two years old, is just completely wrapped around my little finger. I think it's safe to say that I've won over my family.

Well, there is still one person who hasn't quite fallen for me yet. I've been persistently trying to win him over, but I pushed him down on my priority list because I didn't think I'd see results, even though he's the most important one.

"Have a safe trip. Don't be too upset that His Majesty couldn't see you off."

"I know, Mother. Father, His Majesty, is always busy. I understand."

"Yes, our Olga. So mature."

How could I not be upset when he didn't come to see off his youngest daughter, who has spent almost her entire life in the Imperial Palace, and only slightly expanded to the Capital City, and is now leaving it for the first time?

But, I mean, if I were really a twelve-year-old girl, maybe, but if I consider my original life, my mental age is in the mid to late thirties.

Even so, it's inevitable to feel a little sad and disappointed.

"Then I shall escort you, why are you riding a horse? Your Highness?"

"Huh? Why? Are you telling me to ride that thing?"

A healthy mind resides in a healthy body. If you replace 'mind' with 'Mana' in this saying, it becomes the ultimate goal of physical training in this world.

In that process, Horseback Riding was considered a basic skill. I wasn't particularly talented at it, but I wasn't completely untalented either. With effort, I became decent.

"You'll hurt yourself. It's a ten-day journey."

"No! I learned it for times like this! If I'm not going to use it, why did I learn it? Huh? Jean-Pierre, I'm good enough now, what, ten days? I can totally ride a horse for that long, you know?"

"No, Your Highness. You can't. To master the basics of Horseback Riding, it usually takes two years of dedicated training, or half a year even with exceptional talent. You learned it as a basic skill."

Well, yeah. I'm not going to be in the cavalry or be a messenger on horseback like in the Joseon Dynasty, so why would I need specialized training?

It's true that I 'awakened' mentally in the middle of being nine years old, but I only started learning Horseback Riding when I was ten. And like Jean-Pierre said, I learned it more as a basic skill than for practical use.

It was the same with Swordsmanship and Martial Arts. What's the point of an Imperial Princess learning these things?

"Ah, damn it. Fine, fine. I'll ride it. But when we get there, find me a cat."

"A what, Your Highness?"

"A cat. You know, a cat? Pointy ears, three whiskers on each side, goes meow, and has a fluffy tail, like this."

When I said 'ears', I put my hands on my head to imitate ears. When I said 'whiskers', I held up three fingers and drew them across my cheek. And when I said 'fluffy tail', I wagged my arm.

So, Jean-Pierre's face turned red, clearly flustered, and the Imperial Guard Soldiers escorting me were all trying not to laugh, looking everywhere but at me.

Too clownish, you say? This is all an act, an act. I have to do this kind of stuff while I'm still cute and pretty, how can I do this when I'm all grown up?

Even if I could, it would be very different from now. I'm not the type to throw away a weapon I have just because I'm embarrassed.

"So, why do you need that…?"

"They wouldn't let me have one in the Imperial Palace because it might cause a serious security problem. They said things like a demon might infiltrate through a cat, or it could be a medium for a curse."

"That's the same at the Academy."

"But they do regular purifications and inspections at the Academy! I looked through the School Rules, and it didn't say anything about not being allowed!"

I'm throwing a tantrum like this so they'll think I'm cute. When I cause trouble later, those who remember this will be more likely to take my side.

In short, it's establishing the image that even though the Imperial Princess seemed mature and wise beyond her years, she still had the cute and innocent side of a girl her age.

Of course, it was important not to throw tantrums over things that would actually cause trouble. I was trying to build an image, not destroy it.

"Well, let's ask when we get there."

"Hmm, um, yeah, Jean-Pierre is right. I'll, uh, graciously allow you to ride in my Chariot without any compensation."

"Huh? Yes. Th-thank you, Your Highness."

Jean-Pierre still seemed to think something was off, but as someone who quickly adapted to dealing with me, his response was exemplary.

Yeah, when a superior throws a tantrum like this, especially a cute one, the best answer for a Guardian Knight is to give in.

"Alright, my lords, soldiers, and attendants, let's depart! It's a long journey of ten days! We need to minimize any wasted time in case we run into bandits on the way! Let's go!"

More accurately, it was a spirited instruction closer to, "Let's gooooo!" to which a gentle wave of laughter spread through the escort like a soft ripple.

Yes, this is exactly what I wanted. You all should remember me, Olga de Blumburg, the Fourth Imperial Princess, as an incredibly cute, kind, wise, and even rational person.

Eleven, no, twelve now. If I hide my dark intentions and only show the image I want to project as a cute and pretty twelve-year-old Imperial Princess, people will inevitably fall for it.

You don't think I was serious about the bandits, do you? Aside from Jean-Pierre, my Guardian Knight, I have eight Imperial Guard Knights, twenty Imperial Guard Soldiers, and thirty attendants.

The attendants, aside from four maids, are all properly equipped with leather armor and are decent with a small buckler and a short sword, making them reserve combatants.

Even if some bandits managed to find a good ambush spot and miraculously got the jump on us, if I were the bandit leader, I'd just lie down and pray they'd pass by.

So, in my mind, I thought there wouldn't be anything resembling a challenge, at least until we reached the Academy. Unfortunately, one started to make its presence known just two hours after we departed.

"Urp, ugh, I, I'm gonna die, Olga's gonna die…"

Thump, thump. Even on a paved road, the Imperial Chariot, lacking modern suspension, merely suppressed the rebound with its weight.

That thumping, even on an unpaved road, was only for a few tens of minutes at a time, and that too, my insides, accustomed only to the vibrations dampened by the extremely modern vehicle suspension and shock absorbers, were churning.

If I had been four or five years older, I might have been better off, but even though I had trained, my twelve-year-old body, which had never experienced hardship, couldn't endure this constant shock for long.

"Come here and lean on me, Your Highness. Let's get comfortable in this master's arms."

"Ugh, ugh, Ma-Master…"

My fellow passenger in the Chariot was none other than my cheek-rubbing master, Iris Meluka-sil. Since I was the last member of the Imperial Family she would be teaching for a while, she was given a new position at the Academy.

As a Court Mage of the Imperial Family, she was more than qualified, so it wasn't exactly a handout. If you were to call this a handout, it would be more accurate to call it a special forces paratrooper.

"That's right. Good, good girl. Ah, this is how Her Highness Olga and I usually converse, so there's no need to stare, Sir Anbert."

"Ah, ye-yes…"

To be honest, it was probably more because of her rubbing my cheeks than the conversation itself, but since I wasn't saying anything, Jean-Pierre just gave an ambiguous response and left it at that.

What's he going to do? I like it, so is he going to tell me no? Or can he make my head feel as good as my master is doing right now?

No air conditioning, not even electricity? Yeah, I only need my master. She can cool down the surroundings and make a nice breeze, so what.

"Ahhh, Master is the best, really amazing."

"That's right. I am the best. Come, come, praise me more, Your Highness. Come on."

"Uh-huh, you're the best Mage in the world, and the prettiest person I've ever seen, and, your ears twitching are so cute, and…"

And the fuel it takes isn't much. Just a few words of praise like this, even if they have nothing to do with her abilities or the phenomena she creates, she responds wonderfully.

A universal problem solver powered by words alone, isn't this perpetual motion? What's perpetual motion? Entropy? Screw that. I have Iris Meluka-sil!

"Just to be clear, neither Your Highness nor the Court Mage should do this at the Academy."

"Uh-huh, because it might cause unnecessary misunderstandings, right? That I'm getting special treatment because I'm an Imperial Princess."

"That's right. Because, in principle, they are sticklers for principles…"

"But what can they do about me getting special treatment? There will actually be many other kinds of special treatment. Who's going to do what about me and my master having this kind of bond as one of them?"

"No, Your Highness…"

Jean-Pierre looks like he's about to die from using 'modern' logic. To be precise, he looks so flustered that he's at a loss for words.

Of course, I wasn't serious about that flawed logic. That's only for when I'm joking around.

"I'm kidding. Don't worry, I'll restrain myself, and it won't take long for everyone to acknowledge it."

From a normal perspective, it would be reasonable to assume that an Imperial Princess coming to the Academy as soon as she turned twelve, the minimum age for admission, was due to her status rather than her skill or potential.

After all, there are many such individuals. The Academy was created to highlight talented individuals and promising prospects, but they couldn't ignore those of noble blood, so this kind of thing happens.

I haven't had a chance to properly investigate yet, so I can't be certain, but it's pretty obvious. Most of those without backing came to develop their skills, while most of those with backing came to develop their network.

In the midst of this, I was confident that I could bring together both the 'Skill Faction' and the 'Networking Faction' with the insight, adaptability, and learning ability of this Imperial Princess, who was wise and smart, more than just your average twelve-year-old.

"That's right. Your Highness is more than capable of that. After all, who taught you?"

"Uh-huh, Master is the best. Your skin is so soft and nice."

See? Even a brilliant Elf Mage acknowledges it.
Chapter 7: No Fun Academy (1)
There are always multiple ways to describe any given situation if you take the time to search for them. Whether positive or negative, words with similar meanings are plentiful.

However, most situations have a most appropriate expression, and I hereby declare the most fitting description of my journey from Brienna to the Wirbelheim Academy to be:

“Boring.”

Yes, the journey was utterly, mind-numbingly boring.

Bandit attacks were out of the question from the start, so they’re irrelevant. A band of mere humans, or at best, beastmen fleeing justice, would have to be insane to attack this procession.

Even without that threat, it was seriously, dreadfully dull. The route was so meticulously planned, hitting every moderately sized town, that we never had to camp outdoors.

“Pardon? What did you say, Your Highness?”

“Nothing, Jean-Pierre. It’s just… more tedious than I expected.”

“It’s standard procedure for an escort including Imperial Guard Knights to have a peaceful journey. In fact, it would be strange, even alarming, if we were caught up in trouble or incidents. This is my first time as well, so I'm not entirely sure, but…”

Jean-Pierre wasn't wrong. Messing with a procession guarded by Imperial Guard Knights was suicidal, and anyone foolish enough to try would undoubtedly be exceptional…ly stupid.

Foreign agents, the Demon King’s Army’s Decapitation Unit, incredibly overconfident bandits, and so on. Any one of them would be crazy enough.

“I know, I know, but…”

The absence of incidents, however, was entirely different from a journey devoid of anything remotely enjoyable. Couldn't they at least time it to coincide with some local village festivals?

My internal complaints stemmed from the monotonous repetition: travel, arrive somewhere at nightfall, stay, wake up, prepare to depart, travel, arrive at nightfall again.

We stopped briefly for lunch, but that was it. Even then, a small detachment would have already secured the location and supplies, eliminating any possibility of a detour.

“You’ve been getting out for exercise and sparring with the Knights, haven’t you, Your Highness?”

“Well, yes, a healthy body houses a healthy mind and Mana, so I’m doing it, but it’s not exactly fun. Or, should I ask you to train me like I’m actually going into battle?”

“That would be… problematic, Your Highness.”

It's not like I was confined to the chariot the entire time, but when your range of movement and activities are severely restricted, it's bound to be frustrating.

If I at least had some interesting people to talk to, it might have been bearable. Without my master, I would have probably lost my mind from boredom. Add motion sickness to the mix, and it would have been unbearable.

So, my only recourse was physical training, particularly swordsmanship, but let’s be honest, it was more exercise than actual combat training.

Think of it like modern-day Taekwondo. How many parents send their kids to Taekwondo classes expecting them to use it in a real fight? It’s mostly for physical and mental well-being.

Sure, the painful reality of a lack of adequate childcare options played a role, but the principle applies to most martial arts disciplines.

An Imperial Princess engaging in actual combat was unthinkable, so I was encouraged to pursue more “princess-like” activities.

“I wish there was at least some kind of welcoming ceremony or something.”

“That wouldn’t be possible, Olga.”

I’d expected Jean-Pierre to respond, but my master, Iris, chimed in almost instantaneously.

“Why not? Even a small, informal welcome?”

“Consider it, wise Olga. If an Imperial Princess arrives in a town of a thousand or two people, accompanied by Imperial Guard Knights and soldiers, how ‘informal’ do you think that welcome could truly be?”

Ah, the realization. A small welcome for me would be a significant burden for these people.

Right. This was the same lesson I'd learned from my poverty relief efforts. What might be a trivial sum for me could be a lifeline for someone else.

“So, they’re actively preventing it?”

“Since Her Highness isn't personally disembarking from the chariot to tour the villages…”

This time, the answer came from Jean-Pierre. Ah, so that’s how it is. No personal appearances, no local events. Just passing through.

It couldn't be helped. Better I endure ten days of boredom than cause hardship for others. My entertainment wasn't worth their trouble.

Things would be better once we reached the Academy. It was a typical web-novel academy setting, with its Skill Faction and Networking Faction locked in a fierce rivalry.

Whether I chose to wipe out one side, rectify the injustices, or simply dominate with pure skill and talent, it was bound to be interesting.

Even if there were just a few commoners who, upon seeing my lack of obvious talents – magical or clerical – would dismiss me as just another privileged princess, that would be something.

Pure entertainment. The past few years spent surrounded by people who catered to my every whim had been a unique experience, but it was starting to get old.

Finally, on the eleventh morning…

“Oh, we’re here! But it looks… kind of like a palace.”

The Wirbelheim Academy resembled… well, what should I say? Hagia Sophia? Perhaps a more universally recognized structure like the Taj Mahal?

My first impression was that we had somehow traveled from Renaissance-era Europe straight across the Golden Horn to Ottoman Turkey or Arabia.

“This is it. Brings back memories. I spent four years here, about sixty years ago, learning many things that still prove useful today.”

“So, you're my senior by a few generations, Master?”

“While they don’t have that sort of knightly class ranking system here, you could say you’re my adorable, much younger junior, Olga. How satisfying.”

So, this was the Academy. Come to think of it, my education on the customs and history of this world lacked any detailed history of the Holy Universal Empire.

It wasn’t entirely absent. There was the bit about the first Emperor receiving a Divine Revelation and uniting with a priest to expel, convert, or otherwise subdue the unbelievers, heathens, and barbarians to establish the Empire.

The problem was how biased the accounts of the subsequent unification process were. It felt more like nationalistic propaganda than a history lesson.

“It certainly looks… different.”

“Most of the western region of the Empire is like this. They hold onto their traditions. The ‘Universal’ in the Empire’s name isn't just because they accept other races like me, you know.”

Yes, that was the official interpretation. The Holy Universal Empire supposedly embraced and respected the cultures and traditions of all its constituent races and regions, fostering their development.

Hmm, but something felt off. This building clearly looked like a palace or a significant religious site. Turning it into an academy and calling it “respect” felt… disingenuous.

I could begin to understand why the conflict between the East and West, represented by the heirs to the throne, had reached the Imperial Court.

Still, maybe, just maybe, it was a truly universal empire, embracing all its cultures.

“Let’s go meet the Headmaster!”

“As you wish, Your Highness. Mage, if you would…”

“Not ‘Mage’, Jean-Pierre. Call her Meluka-sil. She’s the Princess’s Guardian Knight; that much familiarity is permissible.”

“I… Yes, of course. Lady Meluka-sil. Please, follow me.”

I spoke casually, but looking back, this exchange felt ominous. Being able to meet the Headmaster of a supposedly meritocratic academy the moment I arrived…

The reason was obvious: I was an Imperial Princess. With Crown Prince Otto still unmarried, I was the undisputed favorite, youngest child of the Imperial family.

“This day has finally arrived. To think I would be the educational overseer of all the Princes and Princesses before my retirement as Headmaster. I am Dimitri Yurinovich Ivanov.”

The Headmaster was a portly gentleman with a magnificent white beard and a jovial demeanor. With the right hat, he could pass for Santa Claus coming down the chimney.

His accent, however, was… well, it sounded like one of those Russian characters in Western films who spoke English with a heavy, rolled-r accent. Yes, the Empire was universal, in that respect at least.

“I’m Olga de Blumburg, the Fourth Imperial Princess. Greetings, Master.”

Of course, the only person I truly considered my master was Iris Meluka-sil. The Imperial tutors were too biased, and I felt no genuine connection with any of them except her.

Perhaps this Headmaster would prove different. But he wouldn't be directly teaching me, so the title of “Master” felt unearned.

Moreover, despite his words, the Headmaster himself likely didn't consider me a student.

“Hah! Music to my ears. Now, preparations for Your Highness have long been made. I assure you, you will lack nothing here at the Academy to achieve your desires.”

“Thank you for your consideration. I'm sure I'll be as comfortable here as I am at home.”

“Not at all. This way, all of the Princesses will find their husbands here at the Academy. A great honor for me.”

His genuinely cheerful demeanor and sincere belief that this was an honor somehow made me even angrier. This was supposed to be an academy, and I was supposed to be a student.

The bigger problem was that this was the common, accepted perception. My three elder sisters had all found husbands, all Imperial nobles with decent reputations, at this very Academy.

As soon as word spread that a Prince or Princess was arriving at the Academy to find a spouse, noble families would send their most promising children to catch their eye.

What if they failed? No loss. Even if they didn't catch the Prince or Princess's attention, they could still snag another eligible noble.

It was a win-win situation for the families, and beneficial for the Academy as well. The importance of connections held true in this world too, and the Academy benefited greatly from the achievements of its alumni.

“Something seems to displease you, Your Highness.”

After the appropriately cordial yet superficial meeting with the Headmaster, Iris, whose official teaching appointment was still some time away, met me outside.

Her observation, and the way she addressed me, struck me. I paused, considered for a brief two seconds, and then made a decision.

“Sometimes ‘Your Highness,’ sometimes ‘Olga.’ Can’t you just call me ‘Olga’ when it's appropriate? ‘Your Highness’ makes it feel like you don’t really see me as a student, Master.”

Judging by the Headmaster, it was safe to assume that none of the professors here would consider me a true student.

Where else could I find a real master then? Once I was confined to the convent, such a relationship would be impossible.

“Alright, Olga. Then tell me what’s bothering you.”

She lowered herself slightly and held out her arms, and I practically leaped into her embrace. She effortlessly lifted me onto her right arm, supporting my weight with surprising strength.

Her right arm was tucked against her side, with only her forearm extended. Her left hand was near my side, but not actually supporting me. Jean-Pierre gaped, either at my words or her display of strength. I wasn’t sure which.

“It feels like nobody here will accept me as a student. They might call me one, but they won’t really think of me that way.”

“Yes. Finding someone who genuinely sees you, an Imperial Princess, as a student would be… difficult.”

“Exactly!” I sighed dramatically. Once she was sure I was secure, Iris raised her left hand and stroked my hair.

Well, one true master in life was more than enough.
Chapter 8: No Fun Academy (2)
Though the Academy commanded an overwhelming presence, the city of Wirbelheim wasn't solely defined by it.

Just consider the basics. Roughly half the Academy's student body were nobles, and more than half of those nobles hailed from families with considerable influence.

What did these people have in common? Even expenditures they wouldn’t consider extravagant appeared as such to others.

Bluntly put, they possessed significant purchasing power. This meant that the mere presence of the Academy sent the surrounding businesses into a frenzy of joyous profit.

Commercial districts, often dubbed "University Street," naturally flourished and expanded around universities. The same held true here. No, in terms of purchasing power, this Academy far surpassed any typical university.

The problem was my status as an Imperial Princess.

“Why, why can’t I go out and buy things myself?”

“You are an Imperial Princess. A single outing would be a major undertaking. We must first ensure your safety, and the merchants must prepare goods befitting your status.”

“Wh-what are you talking about? I can’t even browse? Jean-Pierre, really?”

“Even the items Your Highness browses must meet a minimum standard of quality. I understand this was the standard practice in the Imperial Palace as well. Merchants would present a pre-selected assortment of goods for your perusal.”

I paused. Thinking back, that was indeed the case. Most of my personal purchases were single gemstones, but even those were quality-verified gems brought by specialized merchants.

Back then, I simply thought, ‘This is convenient. Being a princess has its perks.’ Looking back now, it was a clear foreshadowing of my current situation.

“Then what about me? Huh? What about me?”

“……Are you that dissatisfied with your accommodations here? They are no less opulent than the Imperial Palace.”

Well, they were certainly opulent. The Headmaster had clearly put in considerable effort. Though the overall size couldn't compare to the Palace, my personal quarters were lavishly decorated.

But if mere opulence were enough, I wouldn't have been bored in the Imperial Palace in the first place, nor would I have volunteered for the convent to avoid marriage.

And I certainly wouldn't have gone to such lengths—even orchestrating a grand scheme—to ensure I wouldn't be forced back into society and married off later under the guise of reinstatement or restoring my honor.

“I’m so, so bored. Let me read, train, or learn something… anything……”

“The semester hasn't begun yet, Your Highness. However, the Academy offers courses for current students interested in improving their skills outside of the regular academic calendar.”

So, a kind of summer/winter semester. 'Back home, those were usually for students who, for various unfortunate reasons, failed to earn enough credits during the regular semester,' I thought. 'But things seem a bit different here.'

Well, no matter how specialized the courses, there would be inherent limitations if they were attended by nobles lacking genuine motivation to learn.

“Then I’ll do that. I really, truly can’t stand it here.”

“I shall fetch the course catalog then.”

I never imagined I’d be taking a ‘summer/winter semester’ course out of boredom and tedium, but that was assuming I had internet access and a computer.

'How was I supposed to survive in the convent?' I wondered. 'Well, there would be things to do there too. And at least boredom was a hundred times better than being under some man.'

Anyway, here's what the ‘summer/winter semester’ courses offered:

“Horseback riding, Swordsmanship, Martial Arts, Mathematics, Philosophical Debate? It seems like they’re all physical activities or subjects that are too advanced for a twelve-year-old, the kind people normally don't take.”

“What would Jean-Pierre know? Huh? Have you ever been to the Academy? No, right? You were directly recruited into the Imperial Guard Knight Order due to your exceptional talent, weren’t you? So how could you possibly know?”

“But Your Highness doesn’t know either……”

Jean-Pierre turned to the other Royal Guard Soldiers, seeking their assistance, but from what I could see, none of them seemed inclined to help him.

Ah, so this is how shallow camaraderie is. They wouldn't even defend a comrade against a princess's whining.

“I can’t be the only one entering at the minimum age of twelve, and I can’t be the only one among them taking these courses. So why?”

“There’s no twelve-year-old taking all five of those courses.”

“Then I’ll be the first this year. Now hurry up and submit the application, no, I’ll do it myself. Otherwise, I’ll be stuck here gaining weight.”

“You are constantly active, Your Highness.”

“Shut up! I’m going! I’m taking them! They’re Olga’s!”

While I found my fate as a princess strangely unfortunate, I wasn't about to refuse the perks that came with it.

I needed to learn something, anything, so that I could teach others in the convent and earn some decent recognition and goodwill.

The Headmaster was the first to react.

“Uh, um, isn’t that a bit too enthusiastic, Your Highness? I didn't expect you to be so eager.”

The Headmaster still believed my desire to learn stemmed from my supposed quest for a husband. In other words, he saw this as another part of the husband-vetting process.

Honestly, why couldn't people stop with their confirmation bias? Did they really think a twelve-year-old princess was so obsessed with marriage that she'd do this before the regular semester even started?

“Since I’m here, I want to learn something. It’s an Academy after all, isn't it?”

“Yes? Ah, yes. Of course. That’s a very commendable sentiment. Indeed, only such aspirations would befit Your Highness.”

See? Because of my words, he assumed I prioritized ‘competence’ – not in terms of family background, appearance, or outward personality, but rather academic achievement and diligence.

Honestly, if marriage was my only option and I had to choose, those criteria would likely be important. But that wasn’t my intention right now.

“So please accommodate me. I’m not trying to cause trouble, am I?”

“Understood, Your Highness. I shall inform the professors.”

Yes, yes. That’s all I needed. And so, I enrolled in five courses: Horseback Riding, Swordsmanship, Martial Arts, Mathematics, and Philosophical Debate.

The schedule itself posed no problem. Four hours a day, six days a week. If I complained about that workload, I’d deserve to be asked how I ever managed regular school.

The actual problem lay elsewhere.

“No, why is this…….”

“We were instructed to allow Your Highness ample time to study Mathematics at your own pace. So that you may better observe the other students.”

So, instead of just informing them, he implemented his own interpretation. I sighed. He saw this as a scouting mission, not learning, and ‘accommodated’ me accordingly.

However, I saw an opportunity here, at least in terms of learning. I wasn't here to make friends, after all.

They couldn’t neglect the other students while ‘accommodating’ me, and they couldn't leave me alone with them either. So, they assigned me a dedicated instructor.

“So this is practically one-on-one tutoring?”

“Yes? Well, I suppose it is.”

And one of the professors who was genuinely dedicated to nurturing talent was assigned to me. Otherwise, they wouldn't have anything to show the Imperial Family, the Emperor.

“Then what are we waiting for? Let’s begin.”

“Pardon? But Your Highness……”

However, the assigned professor seemed to view this as a bothersome task. All because I was a princess.

So, what could I do? I had to take the best course of action available. And make a strong impression.

“You, what do you do?”

“Pardon? W-well, I teach Swordsmanship at this Academy. I’m a professor.”

I pointed at him with my right index finger extended like a rod and asked, receiving that response. Good, he answered correctly. I hoped his next answer would also be correct.

“Right. Then, I’m here to do what?”

I folded my index finger and pointed my thumb at myself as I asked. The professor, who was about to answer reflexively, stopped and looked at me with a questioning gaze.

Yes, being a Swordsmanship instructor didn’t mean he lacked academic knowledge. To even be at the Academy, one needed basic knowledge, at least enough to be perceptive.

“A student?”

“Yes, that’s right. So, what should we do now, Professor?”

Up until now, I had treated him casually, as befitting an Imperial Princess. Now that he recognized me as a student and himself as a professor, I needed to adjust my demeanor accordingly.

I lowered my slightly raised chin, brought my hands down from my hips, and softened my previously casual tone to one of respect.

“W-we need to get a sword……”

“Jean-Pierre, bring the prepared sword.”

I nodded slightly and spoke. He presented my sword, hilt first, as if waiting for the command. Saaak! I grasped it and drew it. The sharpened blade slid out with a sharp metallic ring.

“Jean-Pierre, do I need to draw blood from the Professor? Or does he need to draw mine? Are you crazy? Why would you bring me a sharpened sword?!”

“Ah, I apologize, Your Highness. I'll exchange it for a practice sword.”

Ss-euk! Sheathing the sword with a flourish, I scolded Jean-Pierre and then, with an exaggerated sigh, turned back to the Swordsmanship professor.

“I apologize, Professor. I wasn’t properly prepared.”

“Oh, no, it's quite alright, Your Highness. It's not such a big deal……”

“Not ‘Your Highness’.”

“Ah, um, hmm! It’s alright, student… Olga.”

It felt… a bit lacking, but for the first day, it was remarkable progress. Even Iris had only recently gotten my name right.

Through Jean-Pierre, I received a new, blunted practice sword and protective gear. The armor consisted of separate pieces for the chest, back, shoulders, forearms, elbows, thighs, knees, and hips.

“Your Highness, I mean, student… Olga, I understand you’ve had some swordsmanship training over the years.”

“Yes, that’s correct. Although I trained with a lighter sword like this, I didn't practice for actual combat.”

He slipped back into calling me “Your Highness,” then immediately corrected himself to “student… Olga,” but his speech remained excessively formal. I understood he needed time to adjust, so I let it slide.

“Then, let us assess your current skill level. We’ll start slowly, so please inform me if it becomes too strenuous.”

“I’m ready, Professor.”

At first, I moved and shifted my stance as I had learned and trained, parrying his blows for three, four times, then five, six, and in the blink of an eye, eleven times. Cling! Tang!

Then he increased the speed. The tip of his sword lunged towards my face. I leaped back two steps and parried upwards, but instead of the expected impact, I saw the tip of his sword darting towards me again.

I hurriedly deflected it downwards, then pushed it to the left with a flick. His sword stuck to mine like glue, slithering upwards. I quickly shook it off, and his blade lunged at me again, as if refusing to give me a moment's respite.

It was the most exhilarating experience of this life.
Chapter 9: No Fun Academy (3)
After word spread that Imperial Princess Olga de Blumburg was coming to the Academy, the reactions of current and incoming students were largely divided into two camps.

The first, and by far the largest, comprised those who, while understanding her reasons, questioned why someone with entirely different objectives would come to a place of learning.

After all, the Academy was the Academy. Unlike what Olga believed, it couldn't function if every noble was part of the Networking Faction and every commoner belonged to the Skill Faction.

In other words, unless nobles used some underhanded method to secure admission after confirming Olga's attendance, their presence implied they belonged to the Skill Faction.

And those belonging to the infamous Networking Faction would never, absolutely never, show up at the Academy before March. Some might have departed upon hearing the news of Olga's early arrival, but they certainly hadn't arrived yet.

Thus, Olga, who had arrived in mid-January and even enrolled in the Summer/Winter Semester, diligently focusing on her studies, was an exceptionally rare case, even among other unusual examples. She just wasn't aware of it.

“I heard she was looking for a husband. Why is she here, where there’s nobody suitable for her?”

Also, contrary to Olga’s assumptions, the Headmaster hadn’t allowed her early enrollment because he thought she wanted to find a husband early. That wasn’t entirely untrue, but it wasn't the main reason.

The early classes simply lacked anyone suitable for an Imperial Princess. Unless, of course, there was some serious flaw with the bride, as in the case of the Second Imperial Princess, Bianca de Blumburg.

Olga? If there was a flaw with Olga, it was only one: she was merely twelve years old. Even that was easily offset by the fact that she wasn’t planning to marry immediately.

Other than that? Being the youngest Imperial Princess was a significant advantage. She posed no threat to the line of succession, and rumors of her excellent relationships with other Imperial family members were already widespread.

Wealth? What more could be said? Although unintentional on her part, thanks to the merchants' strategy of branding through association with the Imperial Family, the value of any gemstone she selected skyrocketed in the market, at least by half, if not more.

Just selling a single ruby from her collection would net her roughly three or four times the amount she imagined.

Appearance? Her mother, Eliza, provided the primary guarantee, her older sisters, Mulika, Bianca, and Melissa, the secondary assurance, and her readily apparent, almost overwhelming cuteness acted as the final, undeniable confirmation.

Even Bianca, whose fatal flaw forced her to choose a Lower Noble as her husband, was undeniably beautiful.

Character? Who was it that extended a hand of mercy to the neglected slums? Even if she deflected the credit to others, particularly the Emperor, no one was unaware that she had initiated it.

Simply being "moral" could be troublesome after marriage. After all, when she decided to help the less fortunate, it would usually be her husband's money that would be spent.

However, her subsequent mediation, sharing the associated merits with other Imperial Family members, the Temple, the Knight Orders, and the Magic Association, reassured everyone that such concerns were easily manageable.

Therefore, the true talents among the commoners and Lower Nobles participating in the early January swordsmanship classes wouldn't even be considered as potential husbands. Even Count Families would be laughable prospects.

“Maybe she has a hobby of watching.”

“Does she like watching men sweat? Isn't she a bit too precocious for a twelve-year-old?”

Thus, to them, the Princess was merely an obstacle testing their learning fervor. So, when out of earshot, they could boldly make such audacious “jokes” about the twelve-year-old Princess.

“There are women here too, you idiot.”

“Well, are you saying Her Highness swings that way? Even if she did, it wouldn’t be you.”

The man chuckled, finding his half-true statement incredibly amusing. The woman, initially frowning at the jab, couldn’t help but burst into laughter as well.

As they bantered, the clang of metal on metal began to echo from where the Princess, assumed to be a mere spectator from her slightly elevated position about 50 meters away, stood.

“Is she trying to build some public support while she's here? Like with that poverty relief project? She seemed good at that at least.”

When the first clang rang out, everyone agreed. How skilled could a twelve-year-old, especially a Princess, be? They’d be lucky if she could even swing a light practice sword.

Such thoughts gradually eroded, losing all form, with each subsequent clang of metal – three more, five more, then another four.

“Pretty good?”

“Yeah, not bad at all.”

Those participating in the early swordsmanship classes were naturally those with a keen interest and some established skill.

Therefore, the observers could gauge how much the instructor was holding back, and roughly estimate Princess Olga’s skill level based on her responses.

Initially, the instructor’s simple thrusts, side strikes, and downward swings were easily parried and countered with upper body movements. Yes, that much was basic. Anyone who hadn’t neglected their fundamental training could manage that.

Even that level exceeded expectations for a twelve-year-old Princess. Seriously, what princess engaged in exercises beyond maintaining their figure and curves?

Then, the instructor incorporated subtle tricks into his previously straightforward swordplay, his body moving with weighted steps and feints. This required the opponent to read the attacker's footwork and movements, adjusting their own weight and steps accordingly.

Anyone with only basic training who clumsily responded would quickly find themselves at close range, vulnerable to a swift strike to the hand, elbow, or the back of the knee, forcing them to drop their sword.

Yet, Princess Olga responded to even those advanced maneuvers. A step back for every advance, mirroring the instructor's movements to the right, retreating diagonally when pressed in the same direction.

“Is she actually here to learn swordsmanship?”

“Hey, we can all do that much. Who here can’t? We’ve all surpassed that level.”

Of course, this display wasn’t particularly impressive to them. Truthfully, they wouldn't be in this early class if they couldn't manage at least that much.

However, the one who made that dismissive remark had overlooked one crucial fact.

“Hey, who’s the youngest among us?”

“Him. Fifteen.”

“Then who’s been at the Academy the shortest time?”

“Him too. Second year.”

“How old is the Princess, and how long has she been here?”

The speaker’s retort abruptly ceased. He’d momentarily forgotten Princess Olga’s age.

The girl who had been the subject of their “him” comments answered in a sullen voice, “Twelve years old, and it's her third day here, you blockhead.”

Following that exchange, everyone’s attention returned to the Princess and the swordsmanship instructor. The sparring continued.

Clang! Ting! Despite the increased intensity, the continuous clang of metal signified the spar was still ongoing.

Therefore, the trainees, despite the Princess being forced into a seemingly desperate retreat, refrained from mocking her, both outwardly and inwardly. How could they?

“Is she really twelve? Her posture, her weight distribution… Precarious, but not wrong.”

Above all, even if she was forced to retreat, successfully doing so while under pressure was proof of her skill.

Observing closely, she hadn’t misstepped or lost her balance despite stumbling, and she was parrying or deflecting blows that seemed destined to connect, albeit precariously.

This was so impressive that their swordsmanship instructor, who should have started the class long ago, was allowing this spectacle to continue, deeming it a valuable learning experience.

While this alone was surprising enough, one more fact caught everyone's attention.

“Hey, is the Princess… smiling?”

Yes, that’s right. Usually, when pressured to such a degree due to a skill gap, sweat would start pouring down within seconds, and limbs would tremble shortly after.

Princess Olga wouldn’t be any different. In fact, as this experience was likely a first for her, it would be even more shocking and impactful than their own initial experiences.

Yet, facing such a situation, the Princess was smiling.

“Isn’t it a forced smile?”

“You idiot, haven’t you been paying attention? And hey, if she were forcing a smile for our benefit in that situation, it would be even more terrifying.”

That was true. While the smiling Princess was surprising, a Princess forcing a smile under pressure would be frightening. Besides, it was clearly a genuine smile.

“Is she… finding this fun?”

The youngest among them, the junior in terms of Academy years, voiced his confusion.

“Half of us were probably frustrated the first time we experienced this, and the other half found it exhilarating.”

The man labeled a blockhead and an idiot grinned at the younger trainee as he replied. His answer resonated with everyone present.

Regardless of their social standing, everyone present had been praised for their talent in swordsmanship, hailed as geniuses in their respective communities.

What was their first experience like? Depending on their circumstances, upbringing, and the emotions of that moment, they either felt frustrated or exhilarated.

“What, so the Princess was also told she was a swordsmanship prodigy?”

“Probably. If she’s already this good, with proper training, she could even join the Royal Guard Knight Order.”

“Isn’t that place full of monsters?”

“We’re all being raised with the expectation of becoming those monsters.”

Had Olga overheard this conversation, she would have gleaned several facts.

First, the knights who had trained her were all liars. Female knights existed and served on the front lines, but hers had colluded to keep her from becoming one.

Second, the rest of the Imperial Family were complicit. It was unlikely none of the Royal Guard had confessed their deceptive training methods; something was preventing them from speaking up.

Lastly, her Guardian Knight, Sir Jean-Pierre Anbert, wasn't just promising; he was skilled enough to be considered a “monster” by fellow swordsmen.

However, preoccupied with the surprisingly enjoyable sparring session, even as sweat poured down and her limbs trembled, she wouldn't hear a word of it.

“Anyway, she’s definitely not just here for a husband. She’s here to train in swordsmanship? And she also enrolled in mathematics. Two subjects at once?”

The blockhead and idiot’s insightful observation sparked another wave of surprise.

“Hey, it’s not just swordsmanship. I’m taking martial arts too, and I was warned to be on my best behavior because the Princess enrolled as well. Don't tell me she’s also that good at martial arts?”

“Martial arts? You’re not thinking of horseback riding, are you? Oh, right, you're not taking that.”

“…I heard it in Philosophy Discussion.”

Suddenly, it became a “Me too!” moment, resembling three Spider-Men from different universes pointing at each other.

At that point, their swordsmanship instructor, deeming them sufficiently stimulated, drew everyone’s attention with a loud clang of swords. TING!

“Alright, everyone saw that? Another prodigy has arrived to put you in your place. Anyone here still feeling cocky?”

Everyone exchanged glances, silently agreeing before answering in unison.

“No, Instructor!”

The instructor beamed, pleased with their response. He, too, had a thought. He'd assumed she was a cunning Princess here to find a husband, but it seemed a formidable rival and competitor had arrived.
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In the first swordsmanship class, I seemed to have made a decent impression. The knights who taught me back then never pushed me this hard, so every parry felt like I was dying.

Actually, thinking about it, maybe it was because I looked so pathetic that everyone viewed me favorably, despite my lack of real skill or talent. ‘The Imperial Princess is at least a hard worker,’ they must have thought.

As a result, in every class I attended, everyone started observing me, glancing over while pretending not to.

What choice did I have? I’d signed up for all five courses. It wouldn’t do to slack off in the others just because swordsmanship was tough.

So, I had to grit my teeth and work hard in the remaining classes too. Thankfully, they were all subjects I’d either already learned to some extent, had some familiarity with from my previous life, or found genuinely interesting.

First, horseback riding.

“Ha, hiya! Uh? Ack! Ca-calm, calm and, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa!”

“Your Highness! Yes, like that, calmly, calming the horse is the priority. Some ba— uh, it seems they mixed in some… less agreeable horses with the ones the students usually ride.”

“I-I’m dying…”

“Indeed, falling from a horse could have resulted in such an event for Your Highness. We’ll need to find a new stable master.”

“No, there’s no need for that. I mean, he made a mistake, but whoa, whoa. A little, ah, thank you. Phew, anyway, if we find a new one, they might make the same mistake. Just… educate him a bit.”

Frankly, I felt the chilling touch of death for a moment there. Those crazy cowboys from lands overflowing with space, resources, and trillions in defense spending might enjoy this sort of thing, but not me.

When the horse started bucking wildly, I genuinely thought I was going to lose my mind. For a moment, my body defied gravity, suspended and swaying violently from side to side. It was insane.

It’s a good thing the instructor grabbed the reins halfway through. Otherwise, I could have easily been thrown and broken something.

Next up, martial arts.

“While Your Highness’s strength is still somewhat lacking due to your young age, despite the blessing of Mana, your technique is already quite impressive. Particularly your joint locks; you could even found your own school.”

“Uh, but they didn’t really work, did they?”

“Well, that’s because you still lack strength. However, your joint locks… if you manage to connect with them, they’d be impossible for trainees at this level to break free from.”

He then added that my lack of strength was the biggest and most fundamental issue. Since I needed to wait for my body to develop, he couldn’t teach me much more for now.

It’s a good thing I’ve watched a lot of MMA, mixed martial arts. Of course, I didn’t just watch; when it came to joint locks, which only require controlling your strength, I’d ‘practiced’ a lot with my friends as a kid.

Drawing on those memories, I ended up receiving exaggerated praise for mastering joint locks—the most powerful techniques in unarmed combat, according to MMA, the fighting style I’d based my moves on.

Still, it was a relief. If I had to take swordsmanship, horseback riding, and martial arts seriously, I might not have had any energy left, even at this energetic, elementary-school-kid age.

Next, mathematics.

“Hmm, I believe this will be a very interesting match.”

“Huh? Huh? But Professor, you already know all this stuff. It’s just, you know, moving things from left to right, and this is just… plotting points and drawing lines with it…”

“Indeed. As the professor, I do know this.”

He looked at the students, most of whom wore bewildered expressions that seemed to say, ‘What the hell is that?’ A few shining stars were diligently taking notes.

Oh, oh dear.

When was the coordinate function introduced in history? Wasn’t it during the Renaissance? I knew equations, equations existed way back in BC, but wasn’t it different for coordinate functions?

No, wait? Descartes wasn't from the 18th or 19th century, was he? When was he around? Wasn’t he a Renaissance guy? Thinking about this world's context, wouldn't this be something not everyone would know?

That small, or perhaps not so small, display of mathematical thinking was quite the reaction. A twelve-year-old suddenly bringing up something only a professor would understand… it was certainly something.

Then, philosophical debate.

“So, I’m saying, why is law-abiding behavior based on order superior to interpersonal relationships? Understanding relationships and acting accordingly is more sophisticated than just following rules.”

“The very idea that you can break the law because of interpersonal relationships is flawed! It’s just, you know, uh? Avoiding conflict with others.”

“Even if you are the Imperial Princess, I cannot stand by while you place blind obedience to written rules and fear of punishment above morality and ethics, above interpersonal relationships!”

“But I told you earlier! Following rules because of punishment and having a law-abiding spirit are different!”

“And I told you earlier! Those two cannot be separated!”

“No! A law-abiding spirit manifests even when you’re unlikely to face consequences, in other words, even when no one's watching! And punishment can sometimes be applied in ways that contradict the law, depending on the situation!”

“That's why understanding interpersonal relationships is important! You need to understand what kind of person someone is, whether your relationship is coercive, oppressive, or equal, to make those judgments! How can the consequence come before the premise?!”

It was quite the match. Swordsmanship and martial arts demanded the most strength, horseback riding the most boldness, and mathematics the most inquisitiveness, but the craziest people were definitely in the philosophy debate class.

I mean, how could they raise their voices like that at a twelve-year-old, while fully aware of and acknowledging my status as the Imperial Princess, unless they were crazy?

In conclusion, this was the result of having thoroughly utilized my arms, legs, shoulders, thighs, waist, calves, feet, wrists, ankles, neck, jaw, tongue, vocal cords, lips, eyes… everything.

“Your Highness, if you speak to the Headmaster, there might be a chance to shop incognito…”

“No, I’m not going. I’m tired, Jean-Pierre. I’m dying…”

“Knight Jean-Pierre, Olga is tired, so bring her something sweet and delicious. Wise Olga feels much better after eating such things. It doesn't have to be chocolate.”

“…Yes, yes. I will procure chocolate for you.”

Come Sunday, I was completely wiped out. It seemed this kind of all-out effort wasn’t easy for a twelve-year-old’s underdeveloped body.

It made sense. Twelve-year-olds are in sixth grade, and sixth graders follow a routine of 40-minute classes with 5-10 minute breaks, five days a week.

But these four-hour classes were different. On average, it was closer to a 1-hour-and-55-minute class with a 5-minute break. That would be tough even for the average college student. Oh, I’m dying, really.

I wonder if this will stunt my growth? Math, philosophy, and martial arts—where I’m supposed to focus on growing—were one thing, but swordsmanship and horseback riding seemed to be pushing my physical limits.

“Ugh, I wish I could learn these things from a master…”

“It can’t be helped, Olga. You are woefully lacking in magical talent. I was truly shocked. To think you couldn’t even perform basic magic…”

“Is it that bad, Master?”

“Even for humans, this level of ineptitude is extremely rare, perhaps one in ten thousand.”

It was a shame. If I had even a sliver of magical talent, even if the outcome wasn't ideal, I would have learned from a master.

Honestly, I wouldn’t have worried about being seen as wasting time. Even here, look. They acknowledged my efforts even in areas where I wasn't particularly skilled.

However, I do wish a few people would accuse me of using my status to get into the Academy. It would be fun to put them in their place and then have them become my allies later. That's the good stuff, you know?

“Should I just take magic classes…?”

“The Academy won’t allow it, Olga. You have absolutely no talent for magic. It would be a waste and a nuisance for both you and the Academy.”

But wouldn’t magic class be the perfect opportunity to be accused of using my status? That thought briefly crossed my mind.

However, I wanted to be falsely accused despite having some skill, not be genuinely unskilled.

If someone said, “Your Highness, why are you taking magic classes when you have no skill or talent?” I’d need to be able to show them something, like, “See! I am capable of this much! Ta-da!” That's the kind of lesson I want to teach.

“It can’t be helped…”

“What do you plan to do, Olga?”

“I’ll just have to eat a lot of delicious food, Master.”

“Good thinking.”

In the end, there wasn’t much else I could do. What other choice did I have? Even if my body was tired, at my age, I could recharge with a good night’s sleep.

Dropping any of the other classes besides martial arts, where they practically told me to ‘come back when you’re older,’ was out of the question.

Therefore, the most effective way to relieve my stress was to indulge in delicious food. Eating well would also help me grow taller.

“I need to eat well to grow well. Ah, I want chocolate.”

“Here you are, Your Highness.”

“Oh, you startled me! Jean-Pierre, you already got some?”

“The Headmaster had it prepared. I confirmed that this amount is acceptable for daily consumption.”

The amount of chocolate presented was about half the size of a regular bar. Still, even this much would require considerable effort for those who weren’t nobles in this era.

I was struck by the realization that I was living extravagantly. And not just any extravagance, but with food, something that would burden an average household.

Of course, it was far too late to dwell on such thoughts. Besides, the “damage” caused by my extravagance probably contributed more to stimulating consumption and economic redistribution.

“Mmm, ahh, hehehe…”

Ah, this is so good. Heavenly. This wasn’t some cheap chocolate filled with palm oil or whatever. This was pure, unadulterated chocolate, and it was incredibly satisfying.

There was a reason I loved it. In terms of gastronomy, most food processing and culinary techniques in this world were lacking, but this chocolate… it was truly something special.

“I shall take my leave now.”

“Huh? Already? Mmm, already?”

“The Royal Guard Knights have requested I temporarily serve as a swordsmanship instructor. They've received permission from the Imperial Palace, and they assure me that the Academy’s own forces are sufficient to protect Your Highness.”

Ah, yes, it made sense for the Royal Guard Knights to act as swordsmanship instructors. And learning physical skills from only one person could lead to picking up their bad habits. Having multiple instructors was beneficial.

So, it was natural for the Academy to want to utilize the Royal Guard Knights as instructors. It was also the most effective way for me to contribute here.

“But Jean-Pierre isn’t a Royal Guard Knight.”

“…So I will be going as a drill instructor.”

I see. Hmm, it wouldn't do to appear too cooperative. I needed to show some resistance. If things were too easy, people would take them for granted.

“Hmm, that makes sense, but they’re still my Royal Guard Knights. And Jean-Pierre is my Guardian Knight. Even if the Academy’s forces are providing security, how can I trust them as much?”

“Well, that’s true, but…”

“Tell them I’ll think about it. I think I’ll need a day or two to seriously consider this.”

“Understood, Your Highness.” Jean-Pierre’s tone held a subtle hint of satisfaction. Did he not want to be an Academy instructor either? I couldn’t tell.
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After that, I naturally didn't slack off. One day, they had me observe the training of the current students, saying that excessive physical activity at my age could be detrimental. Their skill level, however, was quite impressive.

First of all, looking at the students, it wasn't just commoners, or non-noble civilians. Most were lower nobles, Barons or below, but among them was the second son of a Count family.

Not only that. There were even women. I'd heard a lot about female knights and archers actively participating in battles on the front lines, but I didn't know they were also included in the Academy's specialized training program.

The problem for me was that even those nobles and women were clearly better swordsmen than I was, just by looking.

I could have simply ended it with the thought, 'The Academy's prospective knights are developing splendidly,' but if those skilled individuals were to say, 'You have neither skill nor talent, why are you here?' what could I possibly say?

When that time comes, before I can 'teach them a lesson' with my minimum level of skill or whatever, the reality that I have nothing to show for myself except my status will hit me hard.

Even if I manage to get through it for now, what kind of 'lesson' and what kind of image can I maintain when I know, they know, and heaven knows the truth?

Therefore, I really had to grit my teeth and run diligently with the mindset of "I'm going to die trying" on days when there were swordsmanship classes. And even on days without swordsmanship class, I didn't rest from training.

It’s difficult enough to cause a big enough incident to be confined to a convent, even with the immunity afforded by my status as an Imperial Princess, and then meet the conditions to not be dragged out again, while also ensuring nobody tries to kill me.

"Why, why is everyone working so hard?"

"Pardon?"

"No, really. Especially the nobles, shouldn't they be a little lazy, or idle around? That's how everyone lives, right?"

"Well, Your Highness is watching…"

"What, are you saying you wouldn't try if I wasn't here?"

"Hmm, I'll relay your concerns."

Even if professors or instructors stepped forward, they couldn't completely remove my close escort. The reaction of the remaining escort knight was bland compared to Jean-Pierre, who had become somewhat accustomed to me.

Relay my concerns? What concerns are they relaying? That the trainees are working too hard, so they should take it easy? Or that they only work hard when I'm watching?

And if they’re relaying something, to whom are they relaying it? To the students? To the professor? To the Headmaster? As a Royal Guard, they could relay it if they wanted to, but why?

Relaying any message to anyone doesn't make sense. In other words, those words are merely a convenient answer to avoid the current situation. There's no other way to think about it.

It wasn't like I particularly liked the other people, especially the professors here.

"You mustn't overexert yourself, Your Highness. You still have plenty of time, don't you?"

Seriously, is that supposed to make sense? Plenty of time? Well, I have a maximum of four years here, so I guess there's plenty of time if you look at it that way. Four years is like a typical college life, poof, gone just like that.

But then, if that's the case, are the students at this Academy working so hard that they seem to be overexerting themselves because they only have half the time I do?

Therefore, the reason they say such things is because I am an Imperial Princess, a noble, precious princess they must protect, not their disciple or student. Is any other interpretation possible?

"I'm not overexerting myself, Professor."

"I'm hesitant to mention your age, but Your Highness is only twelve. It's very rare for someone of that age to undergo such rigorous training."

"I guess I'm that very rare twelve-year-old. I have something to prove."

And there it is. I ask them to treat me like a student or disciple, but they keep adding "Your Highness" and "I'm hesitant," and so on.

It was inevitable that my response would come out gruffly. Even if I have decades of life experience, I haven't spent those decades in spiritual cultivation.

"Is there something you wish to prove?"

I hesitated at that. Because, in the midst of my irritation, I had inadvertently blurted out what was on my mind.

Honestly, what does a princess generally have to prove? Just be pretty, graceful, and have basic common sense and etiquette. Political skills can be acquired gradually.

However, if that were the case, there would be no reason for me to come to this Academy and do all this. Why take early classes and sweat so much while working so hard?

"It's just, there's something. I don't want to say it directly."

"Hmm, I understand."

I vaguely dodged the question, and the swordsmanship professor, who had somehow become my dedicated instructor, simply gave a vague answer and ended the conversation. It was fortunate that I didn't have to reveal my deeper thoughts.

However, right after that conversation, the very next day, strange things began to happen.

"Greetings, Your Highness. I'm Gerrero, a 3rd-year student, majoring in Swordsmanship."

A tall figure, probably over 180cm. Well-defined muscles. A confident smile. A somehow disrespectful gaze. Short-cropped blonde hair. Slightly tanned, dark skin. Uh, a Golden Sun? [TL] A bit similar to ugly bastards, but think blond tan douche. [/TL]

"Nice to meet you. I'm Olga de Blumburg, the Fourth Imperial Princess of the Holy Universal Empire, a 1st-year student at the Academy."

As this Golden Sun look-alike knelt on one knee and greeted me, I naturally extended my right hand. Perhaps it was a reward for the audacity I displayed under the sharp gazes of a Royal Guard and my Guardian Knight, Jean-Pierre.

After my reply, he raised his head and looked up at me. He saw my extended right hand and gave a faint, enigmatic smile. Something felt disrespectful.

Then, he took my hand with both of his, as if supporting it from below, turning it 90 degrees so that the back of my hand was facing upwards and bringing his face close. I quickly raised the hand I had extended and then brought it down.

"What are you doing? I said, stand up and shake my hand."

A common misconception about the origin of the handshake is that it started with gunslingers in the Western frontier era as a way to express their peaceful intentions not to draw their guns.

In reality, the form of the handshake appeared much earlier than that. And even if the core meaning of a peaceful expression of not drawing weapons is true, it's also valid in the Middle Ages, where people fought with swords and spears.

This world also had the same form of expression. So, frankly, did I extend my hand to receive a kiss on the back of my hand from some guy, or did I extend it for a handshake?

"I see. A handshake. My apologies."

"Then hurry up."

He stood up and shook my hand. The feeling of hard calluses on his palm was very distinct. Well, he’s someone who diligently trains and practices swordsmanship.

Besides the other person's basic social intentions, a handshake can also tell you how diligently they have trained or used to train.

I don't have much experience or insight in that area, but at least I could tell from the current handshake that this Gerrero, with his subtly generic yet fitting name, was quite serious about swordsmanship.

"You train quite diligently, Your Highness."

"My calluses disappear quickly as I grow."

I said that, released his hand, and grinned. Gerrero also grinned as if amused, and continued speaking in a slightly more relaxed manner than before.

"Seeing as you've become more casual in your speech, I suppose you're quite comfortable with me now?"

In that short time? I could tell he was a hard worker. But comfortable? His logic must be something like, 'If you're comfortable, you can speak informally, otherwise why would you?'

"I'm not comfortable yet. I'm just treating you as befits an Imperial Princess."

"Is that so? Then what should I do to make you comfortable?"

"The surest way to become comfortable is to sweat together, wouldn't you say? Shedding blood together on the front lines is more effective, but we can't go there right now."

"Ah, I see. I was actually hoping to request a spar. Just watching Your Highness train has been quite a frustrating experience."

This was the first strange thing. Among the students who had only observed me from afar until now, someone finally approached me.

It’s been over a month since I started attending classes in mid-January, and only now has contact begun. I could consider it cautious, but even so, it's more accessibility than I expected.

After all, I'm an Imperial Princess. No matter how much this place is a meritocracy or whatever, I've already confirmed that an Imperial Princess receives special treatment. A month to approach that Princess is pretty fast, isn't it?

"Then shall we do it? I don't have swordsmanship today, so I was thinking of moving my body somehow anyway. This works out perfectly. Jean-Pierre, my sword."

"You should put on your protective gear first, Your Highness."

"The order doesn't matter. Let's go quickly."

To be honest, I didn't really want to do it. Just focusing on swordsmanship and horseback riding was already quite physically demanding.

But it would be troublesome to turn him down now, after he finally approached me after a month. Even if I can't fully demonstrate my skills, I have to do it.

"Your sword is heavier than I thought you'd use."

"Ah, this. When I used a lighter one, I couldn't hold my ground if my sparring partner used their full strength. It's not like I can't swing this one either."

So he's been observing the swords I've been using quite closely. Until now, I'd been using a very thin sword, so thin that it felt like it would become flimsy if it were any thinner.

I switched to a more proper sword, a real sword even though it lacked a sharp edge, a few days ago. I'd been using it interchangeably during practice to get used to it, but this was the first time I was using it in a spar.

"Isn't it a bit short?"

"I'd have to be a few years older to use a longer one. Why aren't you wearing protective gear?"

Meanwhile, Gerrero had no intention of wearing protective gear. Even with the difference in physique and skill, we should wear protective gear for sparring.

"Would that be necessary?"

Oh? Look at this. Is this it? Is he picking a fight with me, implying I’m only here at the Academy because of my status, just like I wanted?

"Do I look like a joke to you?"

"Not at all."

Then he must think I'm easy. In that case, I have to put him in his place.

And so, the swordsmanship spar began, but contrary to my resolve, it ended in a narrow defeat. A marginal victory at best, that’s about it.

Wow, he was no joke. At first, he just poked and prodded, but then he started using techniques and coming at me quickly. I could still manage up to that point.

Honestly, in terms of pure technique, the swordsmanship professors were superior. And I had been able to savor and dissect those techniques over the past month, gradually increasing the difficulty.

So, I could handle and parry the techniques of this student named Gerrero, with his subtly generic yet fitting name.

But when he completely overpowered me with sheer strength, there was nothing I could do. At first, I tried to deflect, parry, and block with my own techniques, but I quickly reached my limit.

So, after about 6 or 7 minutes, when I was driven to a point where I felt I couldn't possibly win, I used a finishing move that I had barely gotten the hang of. I thought he'd block it.

"Wow, I'm surprised. Your Highness, you're using that already? You've only been here for how long?"

If he hadn't extended his hand with a refreshing smile, I wouldn't have let his words, which implied, "You've only been training for a short time, why are you attempting such an advanced technique," slide.

Wait, now that I think about it, his refreshing and straightforward manner of speaking is also a little irritating. Is he always this straightforward? And with that straightforwardness, he overpowered a twelve-year-old with brute force?

"Again. I'll definitely, absolutely win next time."

"I'd welcome that. Next time, I'll come when you're in top condition."

Right, that’s how it should be. It'll be much harder next time. Contrary to my resolve, however, that wouldn't be possible for a while. My sparring schedule ended up being completely booked until March.
Chapter 12: No Fun Academy (6)
No, no. It wasn't that the academy had gone completely mad and set up a grueling sparring schedule for a twelve-year-old Imperial Princess.

Rather, considering my health, the sparring schedule itself was quite relaxed. Twice a week, which was very reasonable considering that I also trained on days without sparring.

The problem was, while there were only about ten sparring sessions left until the start of the semester in March, fifteen people wanted to spar with me.

"Why? Why me? Do I look like a pushover? Do they all want to beat me up just because I lost before?"

I was a little angry. These people, who had done nothing but watch until now, were suddenly challenging me to spar as if they were rushing in all at once.

Is a month enough time to figure me out? Okay, let's say they figured me out, and if they did, they should know that my swordsmanship skill or talent isn't anything special, so why are they challenging me to spar?

I really grit my teeth and put my best effort into every swing during the spars, but all I felt was that I was being ganged up on by a bunch of nasty people who were taking turns hitting a child.

What made me even angrier was this.

"As expected, your skill is about what I anticipated."

This was the closing remark of the female student who overwhelmed me in every aspect, from technique to power, and even gave me pointers as if she were a professor, saying, 'You should swing like this.'

No, no. A person has some conscience. I didn't expect to win or even have a decent sparring match against a 3rd-year student when I hadn't even been here for two months.

Generally speaking, of course I'd lose. Isn't it weirder if I win? The swordsmanship professors here seem skilled enough to be royal guards. If you learn from them for 2 years, then sure.

I know that, and everyone here knows that. But, if she says 'your skill is about what I anticipated' with a bright smile after winning like that, how am I supposed to interpret it?

"What's your name?"

"Jane, Jane Blair. I'm a 3rd-year student."

"Jane Blair, I'll remember that."

"It's an honor, Your Highness."

She's all smiles, I swear I'll beat her no matter what. For some reason, I feel like the number of people I need to beat no matter what is increasing, but how can I put up with such bad manners?

The next one was also a spectacle.

"I'm a 2nd-year student. I only learned the sword for six months before entering the academy."

Yeah, I've been learning the sword since I was ten, and I got my ass handed to me by someone who hasn't even finished two years yet, so what?

This time, I purely lost in stamina, and I ended up lying flat on my back, gasping for breath so hard that I couldn't even continue speaking.

"Ah, yeah, amazing."

"Yes? Ah, uhuhu, it's nothing. Huhu, hehehe."

Even then, that teabagging was so annoying that I said that in a very sarcastic tone, but she let out a low, creepy laugh as if she had achieved some great goal.

Ugh, I just want to smack her on the back of the head, but I'm strong too, so I can't.

Fortunately, the subsequent sparring matches were relatively ordinary. Except for the fact that they rushed at me with all their might, as if a lion would give its all even when hunting a rabbit.

"Still, our Olga is far ahead in other lectures, right?"

"Far ahead, I think that's only in mathematics..."

My master said that to comfort me, but I wasn't really that far ahead in other lectures. Maybe only in mathematics, which is relatively underdeveloped in this era?

Yeah, that one's for sure. So that red curly-haired woman, the one who said my skill was as expected, I could show her a thorough superiority in mathematics lectures.

But the other two were not. As for the philosophical debate, it was such a mess that I didn't know if it was an academy lecture or a community colosseum, so it didn't feel like I was overwhelming anyone.

There, even that black ponytail 2nd-year guy, Antonio Margariti, who gave me a creepy smile when I politely returned his compliment, raised his voice so much that I thought his throat would get sore, his creepiness nowhere to be found.

Next, the place where that golden sun, Gerrero or Lerolero or whatever, is, is horseback riding, and I'm sad to say, that guy was the top student in that class.

"I'm really, really going to work hard."

"It seems you're motivated."

"Yeah, very, very much. Everyone seems to look down on me because I'm an Imperial Princess. It sounds a bit weird, but it's like they feel it's natural for an Imperial Princess to lack skill."

At my words, my master's mouth closed for a moment. Yeah, she must think it's a ridiculous situation too. No matter how much of an Imperial Princess I am.

"Olga, that can't be right, can it?"

"Everyone is full of motivation thanks to Your Highness."

See, there's no one like my master. As for Jean-Pierre, well, I guess I can give him a passing grade. He's indirectly sugarcoating my situation, isn't he?

But that's not what I felt. It was like they were determined to teach me a lesson through the difference in our skills because I'm an Imperial Princess, to make me realize my place.

Think about it. This body is only twelve years old. Even if this is an academy that gathers geniuses and prodigies, it's problematic for them to rush at me to the point of beating me up during sparring.

"Yeah, everyone's full of motivation thanks to me. Just, you know, if not now, when else can they beat up an Imperial Princess?"

"Objectively speaking, there might be people who are interested in that."

See, my master is definitely on my side. That's why I like her. It's not just because she's the first real master I've met in this life.

"Ugh, this isn't how I originally thought it would be."

"What do you mean, Olga?"

"I was hoping for something a bit more fun, like, you know, overcoming those who look down on me with my skills, and saving people who are being bullied, that kind of feeling."

That's the fun part. I wasn't even hoping for the typical academy story where the protagonist and their friends, overflowing with skill and talent, solve a major incident that even the professors can't handle.

Actually, it's a cliché for the protagonist and their friends, who are overflowing with skill and talent, to solve it, but if you look at each one, doesn't it not make sense?

Professors at the academy are at the top of their respective fields, so how can students solve problems that even they can't handle?

"I see. Should we wait a little longer? It's not the regular semester yet, so not all the students are here."

"That's true, but if they're all at that level..."

"Then, Olga also needs to work harder."

There's nothing I can do. Blood, sweat, and tears, no, what is it, effort, sincere effort may not be as effective as you think, but it doesn't betray you.

It's all because this academy is full of monsters. Not monsters in terms of skill or talent, but monsters in the sense that they're serious about screwing over a twelve-year-old.

Just wait. I'll eat well, grow well, and step on each and every one of you.

.
.
.

Of course, this time too, it was a misunderstanding.

You could call it a kind of confirmation bias. Once someone experiences something, they tend to associate everything that happens afterward with it.

In reality, it was the students who were on the verge of death.

"I got, I got thrashed again..."

Antonio Margariti. The youngest of those who participated in the early swordsmanship lectures at fifteen and a 2nd-year at the academy, his gloom deepened each time he returned from the philosophical debate.

It was truly maddening. When it came to logic, at best, it would turn into an endless circular argument where each side kept chasing the other's tail, and he was always the one who ended up grabbing at straws instead of the tail.

The problem with that is, in a philosophical debate, grabbing at straws like that is essentially a declaration of defeat, saying, 'I can't beat you with logic, so I have to resort to this.'

If it were for external propaganda, it might be fine, but in an academy lecture, if you're going back and forth with logic and suddenly start grabbing at straws, the professor's harsh punishment will follow. The professors aren't fools, after all.

When he said he got 'thrashed,' it probably included getting thrashed by Imperial Princess Olga, but it was more about the 30 minutes he spent being told what essentially boiled down to 'why is an idiot like you taking my class' by the professor.

"At least something gets established for you. Me, me, these days I feel a sense of futility, wondering if this is why I took math lectures."

Jane Blair, with her red curly hair, had been feeling a considerable sense of futility whenever she entered math lectures lately. Well, it's inevitable when you're learning math from a twelve-year-old.

These days, math lectures were a continuous series of the professor and the Imperial Princess whispering to each other, and then the professor, as if he had been copying, teaching the 2nd, 3rd, and even 4th-year students.

A twelve-year-old teaching fifteen, sixteen, seventeen, eighteen-year-olds, it's true that those who take those early lectures have been in that twelve-year-old's shoes at least once.

The problem is, they've never been in that position with people who have studied math for less years than them at the academy.

When they experience that, except for the real monsters who are more motivated to learn more, those who shower with math, eat and brush their teeth with math, it's only natural to feel a sense of futility.

"...Me, I'm dying too."

"Hey, you're in horseback riding. Is it a problem?"

At the words of the golden sun, Gerrero, who looked the part, Jane Blair, who was feeling a serious sense of futility, retorted. Well, to her, those words sounded like someone complaining about being too lucky.

Horseback riding isn't something you can master in a short period. The three of them all knew that. After all, they're just taking these early lectures, but they'll all be taking them when the regular semester starts.

"The Imperial Princess is twelve, right?"

"Yeah, just turned twelve."

"That's the problem. Wow, I wonder if I was even half as good when I was twelve? I thought I wouldn't be able to finish at this rate, so I overpowered her with strength during sparring, but isn't she coping better each time?"

"I know. It feels like her skill improves with each sparring session."

Watching Antonio Margariti go to a corner and mutter about what he did wrong in today's philosophical debate, Jane answered with a sigh.

Assuming she had a competitive spirit, to her, Imperial Princess Olga was like an approaching calamity. She could feel her getting closer, but even if she increased her speed, the distance only narrowed.

"It's the same with horseback riding. If she were just a noble's daughter, she would have been a female knight who would go down in history. The kind of knight who could pierce through a formation of orc longspearmen on a single horseback, back and forth."

At Gerrero's assessment, Jane Blair closed her mouth for a moment and imagined the scene. She thought that usually, it would be something to brag about, being able to train with such a person, and just as she reached that thought.

"And that Imperial Princess is at least equal to the professors in mathematics, and in philosophical debates, she can go against a whole group, led by me, and the best outcome is a circular argument."

Antonio Margariti, who had been muttering creepily, retied his short ponytail and spoke, making Gerrero and Jane Blair sigh at the same time. Gerrero was the next to speak.

"On top of that, what we're doing isn't even intense training, and she said that if we want to achieve something properly, we need to do it more seriously and prove ourselves."

Whether it was a distortion or a misunderstanding, only the swordsmanship instructor who first heard the 'prove' part from Imperial Princess Olga would know.

However, everyone here took it at face value, so they didn't think that far. Any doubts they might have had were completely washed away by Antonio Margariti's next words and actions.

"Uhuhuhu, that Imperial Princess, to me, to me, said I was, uhuhu, amazing, but, I get thrashed every time, ugh..."

If it weren't for his usual creepy behavior, he would be much more bearable. It wasn't just one person shaking their head at that thought.
Chapter 13: Present World Awareness (1)
Humans are creatures of adaptation, but that doesn't mean they can adapt and live through every drastic change in their environment, as if flipping a hand.

In that sense, the Academy in March was a place I couldn't immediately adapt to. It might have been different if I had come here in March from the beginning, but I had experienced the Academy of January and February.

"It's truly an honor to meet you, the beautiful Imperial Princess Olga de Blumburg. I am Edgar Mülleron, the third son of the Mülleron Dukedom."

"Ah, you are as beautiful as I've heard, Imperial Princess Olga de Blumburg. I am..."

"I've heard much about the Imperial Princess's discerning eye for beautiful gemstones, but the Imperial Princess is more beautiful than any gemstone."

Ugh, fuck. That sound nearly came up to my chin. No, no. That's not it. The fact that I haven't been able to shed my former self as a man is, of course, a problem, but this is a more fundamental issue.

Those bastards, who look to be fifteen, sixteen, at most seventeen years old, are fawning over me, saying I'm beautiful. I have the physical attributes appropriate for my age.

That's right. I'm twelve years old. Those bastards are standing in front of a twelve-year-old, saying, "You're beautiful," and "Wow, what a figure!"

Again, ugh, fuck.

"Hey, I'm twelve. Are you crazy...?"

"I agree. Olga is more cute than beautiful at this point."

"Right, I'm on the cute side."

Unless the other person is some kind of pedo who likes elementary school fifth-graders, would they seriously say things like "beautiful"?

Of course, the ones saying that are only three, at most five or six years older than me, but that's not an issue when it comes to adults. But I'm twelve.

Is the title of marrying into the Imperial Family that appealing? Ah, yes, of course it is. Just marrying an Imperial Princess would probably make people say, "Oh, there's something special about him."

But still, does one really want to hit on a twelve-year-old like that? Even if times are different, people's eyes are similar. She's barely 150cm tall, for crying out loud.

"But, even so, aren't you here to find a fiancé?"

Ah, yes. This is the problem. The reason I'm here, at least to the outside world, is perceived as such, so I can't just tell them to stop it.

I came to the Academy to find a marriage partner. I mean, what other reason would an Imperial Princess have for coming to the Academy? To learn? Pfft, you don't know anything. That's how it is.

"Even so, saying I'm already beautiful and talking about my appearance, ugh, I hate it, I hate it."

Even if my future of becoming beautiful is obvious, my current self is just an elementary school fifth-grader, that's it. Saying I'm cute like a doll is fine, but wanting to marry me! That's a bit... Ugh.

In conclusion, it's obvious that they're just trying to flatter me. And in a way I don't particularly like.

"Then what will you do?"

"Well, they're probably skilled, right? I need to show them my skills."

Yes, that's right. If I show them my skills, at least their praise will shift from my appearance to my abilities. I just need to show them a performance that anyone would admire.

Of course, I was worried. The skills of the students I encountered in the early lectures were not ordinary. I was only recognized in mathematics; in other lectures, I was at best on par with them.

But these are freshmen, and I've spent a little over two months at the Academy working very hard.

Okay, here I go.

"How could I possibly dare to cross swords with Your Highness's beauty?"

Oh, bullshit.

"Of course, you can't. Because I'm better with a sword."

Since they were trying to avoid a duel with such an excuse, I had no choice but to provoke them by scraping their pride. Those bastards must have some pride, after all.

At the very least, the fact that they've heard the rumors of me looking for a groom, a fiancé, means they're basically two or three years older than me, so it's natural for them to have pride in this aspect.

The effect was tremendous.

"Even if you are an Imperial Princess..."

"If you win, you can eat next to me or in front of me, right? With all the Imperial Guard Knights and Guardian Knights dismissed."

"...Are you serious?"

"Do you think I'd lie to you? Think of it this way. If you want something from me, prove that you're stronger than me first? Something like that."

You might think it's too rude to say this to someone who's at least two, maybe even four or five years older, but an Imperial Princess can afford to be a little rude.

Besides, this was a reasonable standard for me too. It's hard to outright refuse requests more than once or twice without a good reason, but at least this is a good reason, isn't it?

What if their skills are too good? Well, that's something I can't help. It's better than just accepting dates just because a bunch of nobodies are hitting on me.

What I didn't expect here was Gerrero's reaction.

"Imperial Princess, please show these guys, who shouldn't even be here, the difference between us by crushing them thoroughly."

"...? I don't plan on losing."

"That's the spirit."

He whispered to me, then gave me a bright smile and a wink as if he understood something from my answer.

The regular semester had started, and many who dreamed of marrying me had entered the Academy, so unlike the early lectures, there were many professors and students.

In the midst of this, Gerrero, who doesn't even have a family name and is very obviously a commoner, acted like that towards an Imperial Princess who was known to be looking for a groom, so he naturally attracted attention.

"He's got guts."

"Are you alright? Did that commoner say something rude to Your Highness?"

"That 'commoner' is a third-year student at the Academy. He's been around a bit too long to be saying strange and rude things to an Imperial Princess. Why don't you focus on winning the duel against me first?"

"...I understand, Your Highness."

Of course, I needed to focus on this too. Even if I end up losing due to their strength and having to go on a dinner date, I at least shouldn't make it look too easy.

Actually, it's not like anything special happens on a dinner date. We just eat lunch together, that's all. From a broader perspective, it won't be difficult to reduce the total number of times.

"Ah, I should have been the first."

"What a lucky guy. I'm next."

Most of the whispers around me were like that. It seemed like everyone thought my opponent would win. If there was a bet, it probably would have been stopped midway due to the excessively one-sided odds.

My opponent seemed to think the same, and the duel began with his attack after we both got our equipment ready.

"Huh?"

Whoosh, he thrusts his sword, and I simply parry it upward with a ting! In itself, it wasn't anything remarkable or problematic. It was just a parry to check the opponent's state, wasn't it?

However, the reason I exclaimed was that his movement didn't look very fast to my eyes. No, before discussing whether it was fast or not, it was just too slow.

Is he underestimating me? I thought, and casually pushed his sword away as I had become accustomed to doing in duels, but his reaction was strangely exaggerated.

I've never met a duel opponent who lost their balance so easily. The professors, while smiling as if they were proud of me, never showed any sign of wavering.

What about the other duel opponents? Some might have used more force, but they never lost their balance to the point where I could have easily stabbed their heart, armpit, or even their neck, like he did.

Ah, it happened a few times. So I went in, and they tried to strike down on my arm as if they were waiting for it. Is this it? I wondered, but even so, his posture was too broken.

Hmm, should I try it? Even then, I was startled by the attempt to strike my arm, but I could still avoid it.

"Yop."

"Gack!"

It's a practice sword, so it doesn't have an edge. But if a steel sword weighing several kilograms lightly stabs the throat, it's natural for the vocal cords to be pressed, making that kind of sound.

Then he fell backward on his butt, with a completely dumbfounded expression, and I, who stabbed him, was also dumbfounded. What? Was he off guard?

"I've been training really hard too, but weren't you underestimating me a bit? Honestly, being so careless just because I'm twelve doesn't look good in terms of character."

No matter how I look at it, it doesn't make sense unless he was off guard. My opponent is three years older than me. In terms of age, he's the same as that short ponytail guy, Antonio Margariti.

That ponytail guy didn't do this. When I parried, he very naturally pushed to the side and aimed for my shoulder. I had to respond by moving my feet in the opposite direction of the approaching sword.

He might not be able to do that, but it doesn't make sense for his balance to be broken just because I parried. Yes, he must have been off guard.

"Um, ahem! May we go again?"

"There's a next person in line. It's originally time for upperclassmen to cross swords with the freshmen."

My opponent stood up, seemingly embarrassed by his own carelessness, but originally, this wasn't a place for freshmen to cross swords with each other.

Of course. They've just entered the Academy and should be learning the basic rules and the way of life within the Academy, so why would freshmen duel each other?

And so, the next person who came in was, no, this bastard.

"Third-year student, Gerrero, Imperial Princess Olga."

"Y-You don't have to add Imperial Princess. You can speak, um, comfortably."

"Ah, thank you for your consideration, Imperial Princess Olga. But how could I do that?"

Th-th-th-this bastard. Look at him being snarky until the end.

I can guarantee that he'll definitely beat me up now. He's telling me not to get cocky just because I won due to my opponent's carelessness.

"Then I'll start. I'll attack first."

"Then I'll receive it. Come."

I have to go all out against this guy. I can't underestimate other upperclassmen either, but against this one, I need to gain an advantage, or something close to it, before he uses his strength.

So I thrust straight at about shoulder height, and kaang! He parried my sword, which was aimed slightly above his navel, outward, to my right. He's planning to swing immediately after.

But this time, for real. With my small stature, yet nimble and agile movements, I put as much weight as I can into a full rotation in the direction of the parry. Hyaaahp!

"Urk!"

"Whoops."

I spun around like a top, thinking, "Take this and die!" but this bastard evaded it by taking two steps back, causing me to lose my balance.

I grit my teeth and forcefully, barely managed to stop myself, just as a powerful sword strike came flying. With no time to retreat, I blocked it with my left hand, kaang! Sparks flew as I barely managed to block it, and naturally, I lost my balance.

In the following onslaught, in training, I lost, again.

Sigh, they won't be careless anymore, so it'll be hard to have fun in duels. That was the inevitable conclusion. But the events that followed were strange, very strange.

April 15th. First semester initial evaluation for freshmen posted. Olga de Blumburg, top in swordsmanship among freshmen. What, why?
Chapter 14: Present World Awareness (2)
Not every course had its first-semester preliminary evaluation. It was often far too early for an academic evaluation in mid-April, and some evaluations were difficult in and of themselves.

Therefore, the courses with preliminary evaluations were limited to those where physical activity made quantitative assessments relatively easy or where performance could be tested.

"Congratulations, Your Highness. Aren't you the top-ranking freshman in the preliminary evaluation?"

"That sounds like a good thing, but why me? It's not like there are only twelve-year-olds, but they don't even make up 20% of the total."

Even though twelve was the minimum age for admission to this academy, not many entered immediately at that age due to adjustment issues or financial constraints.

Moreover, in this admission cohort, because it was known that I was looking for a groom in this academy, there were many who entered who were three or four years older than me.

"That is because Your Highness is so outstanding."

"I did work hard. But didn't everyone send their best? Did they get lazy after coming here? Why are they worse than me?"

No, I'm not the top in every course. Setting aside my own talents, purely thanks to experience and learning, I ranked third in horseback riding, not first or second.

But even in third place, there are over a hundred below me, and at least forty of them probably came because of me when they weren't planning to enroll, so it's clearly strange that I'm ranked this high.

It doesn't make sense. Even if they weren't originally planning to enroll in the academy, there's no way that families aiming to have the Imperial Princess as a daughter-in-law would present incompetent fools as candidates for my groom.

Therefore, it should be assumed that everyone meets a minimum standard of quality, so how should I interpret them falling behind me?

"Your Highness, your language is a bit... rough."

"Well, these idiot 'bastards' came here aiming to marry me, yet they're too lazy to surpass even me, so they deserve to be called 'bastards'."

Jean-Pierre advised me while glancing around, but I raised my voice even more, hoping they would hear me, and took a sip of my tea.

Around my usual seat, slightly in the corner of the cafe terrace in front of the student dining hall, were many losers who hadn't managed to beat me in the month and a half since enrollment.

Honestly, they probably all have some skill. Even if they're part of the networking faction, they wouldn't have gathered only morons, so they must be in this state because they've been too lazy and playing around too much.

They'll probably reflect on themselves after hearing what I just said.

"Your Highness, everyone can hear you..."

"Ah, I'm saying it so they can hear. If they can't even beat a twelve-year-old girl, they should reflect. Even in swordsmanship, how is it possible that not a single freshman has beaten me? Huh?"

After saying that, I tried to take another sip of tea to calm my frustration, only to realize that there wasn't even half a sip left.

Clink. As I set it down, a waiting attendant, with a tense expression, filled the teacup.

"Isn't that right, Jean-Pierre? Sure, okay, maybe they can't win. But how can they all fall, drop their swords, or get hit in fatal weak points so miserably!"

Thump! Unable to contain my anger, I slammed my palm on the table, causing the attendant to jump in surprise. In the midst of it all, the fact that he didn't spill the teapot shows he's a real pro.

Yeah, come on. They came here as candidates for my groom, right? Then, shouldn't they not show such a disappointing performance?

Actually, when you think about it, there's no reason for me to be this angry. It's better for me because I can use this as an excuse to avoid any actual engagement.

However, I had a plausible reason for my anger.

"Ah, Your Highness."

Flinch. At that carefree, cool voice calling me, I stopped my hand that was about to pick up the teacup and turned my head to look.

"Is there a seat left?"

"Then, please excuse us."

Thud, Gerrero pulled out the chair opposite me with somewhat careless movements and sat down. Compared to him, Jane Blair and Antonio Margariti, who sat on either side, were quite the gentleman and lady.

Yes, it's these three. The upperclassmen who took the early courses still didn't lose to me, but among them, these three were still overwhelmingly strong against me.

No, it doesn't mean the other upperclassmen barely won. It's just that compared to before, they're gradually, little by little, becoming somewhat manageable.

So, the reason these three are joining my table is because the phrase 'you can only dine with me if you beat me' had, over the past month and a half, gradually transformed into 'you can join my table if you beat me.'

"It's always just you three, are the others not, uh, up to it?"

"We're the top three, after all. Heh, hehehe..."

Antonio Margariti would be a great guy if it weren't for that creepy vibe he gives off once in a while. He's third among the three, and considering that everyone below him in swordsmanship is a fourth-year, he's quite commendable.

He's good-looking, his family is a hereditary baronet, the highest among the three, and his personality is usually just a bit introverted, not really problematic.

But every time I think he's okay, that damp side of him pops up, so what can I do? I can only sigh.

"That's right. Not just anyone can join Your Highness's table. The seats are limited, after all."

Looking at it that way, Jane Blair was the one I liked the most out of the three. Also because she was a woman.

She has a few freckles, but they actually add to her unique charm. If she wasn't from a non-hereditary knight family, there wouldn't be any issues with her status being brought up by those around me.

Yes, that's the problem. Even if I want to get along with someone, because I'm the Imperial Princess, people are cautious about associating with me, and those around me are watching with hawk eyes.

"Are people still saying things about me getting close to those who don't even meet the basic requirements?"

"Well, not to that extent. Your Highness is smiling and being nice, so they can't say anything to your face."

See? Saying they can't say anything to my face means they're saying it behind my back. In the end, I've ended up muddying the waters of this academy.

"Those who are "worthy" of this table can't beat Your Highness, right? So they're jealous, and men being jealous is really the worst. They even try to look tough. Ah, was my language a bit rough?"

"...No, Gerrero. Well, I agree with the sentiment."

The problem was this. I really don't like this carefree bastard, but I find myself agreeing with a lot of what he says.

He has other methods, yet he keeps overpowering me with strength I can't handle yet, he's still an opponent I can't deal with in horseback riding, and he even made a fool of me from the first impression.

After that, he keeps saying things like 'status is status, after all,' which becomes true when you look at the freshmen who nominated themselves as my groom candidates, the very embodiment of 'status.'

Although my personal impression and emotions are the basis, I want to deny those words, but those good-for-nothing bastards I can't surpass keep proving him right.

"Still, Your Highness is a bit... different."

So, since he does have skills, I was thinking of setting aside my personal feelings, but then he goes and indirectly insults me like that.

"A bit?"

"Yes, a bit."

If he really thought I was different, he should just say I'm different. Why add that unnecessary qualifier if not to insult me?

In the end, he clearly sees me as no different from those who are elitist based on their status and position, even if I have some skill for my age. That's it, that's it. My mouth will only hurt if I say more.

Ha, why is there such a guy with a bad personality but better skills than me?

"A person doesn't have to be good at everything."

Still, in other courses, especially mathematics, poetry, geography, and logic, I've proven myself to be a threat even to upperclassmen, let alone my classmates. Especially mathematics.

Therefore, this is all I can say, and it doesn't change the fact that I'm still behind in physical subjects.

"...That's right. You can't be good at everything."

As if he knows that, what am I supposed to do when he answers like that without losing his smile?

I knew that there are types of people whose personalities are like oil and water, but I didn't expect to meet one like this here.

"I'll go first. I'm done."

"Oh, I should have come a bit earlier. Your Highness is so cute that I want to keep looking at you."

"R-Right?!"

The psychological crack caused by that carefree Golden Sun, Gerrero, was exploited not by the damp Antonio, but by the sensible Jane.

If I were a man, and if Jane's status was at least that of a baron's daughter, she would have been a serious bride candidate, so I had no choice but to be deeply pierced in my weak spot.

What can I do? I can only hope that I didn't look like I was running away. At least until I enter the convent, I don't want rumors spreading that I prefer women to men.

If such rumors spread, would they still send me to a convent?

"Imperial Princess Olga."

"Ah, Lord Mülleron. What is it?"

As I was leaving the terrace table and heading inside, the third son of the Mülleron Dukedom, Edgar Mülleron, who is the most suitable candidate based on status among this year's groom candidates, spoke to me.

He was utterly defeated by me on the first day due to his 'carelessness,' and he continued to be defeated even after supposedly shaking off that 'carelessness.' The manner of his defeats wasn't any less utter than the first day, either.

He was quite dejected after that, and he didn't approach me separately afterward. Perhaps he thought it was more important to make up for the bad first impression with his skills, as I heard he was working hard.

The problem is, he can't even surpass me.

"Is surpassing Your Highness the most important condition?"

He came to hear it straight.

It's not that I don't understand. I told them to try and beat me, and I beat all the freshmen in swordsmanship, saying they had to beat me first.

And that's not all. Since then, not only have they failed to surpass me, but all the freshmen, except in horseback riding, have lost the top spot to me.

Meanwhile, Edgar Mülleron took the top spot among freshmen in horseback riding, so he probably came forward because he thought he could at least talk to me.

"If you can't surpass me here, do you think you can do it in the future? And are you confident in living a manly life with a wife you can't surpass your whole life?"

Fortunately for me, even though I really want someone to beat up that frog-like bastard, I found a decent excuse.

On top of that, they even organized themselves, and the third son of a duke came alone to ask me, making it easier to deal with them.

"...It will be difficult."

"Right? It's a bit uncomfortable, isn't it? You need to have confidence and pride in yourself, but if you're broken from the start, it'll be hard, right? It's easy to not be seen as a person who can do their part, let alone as a man."

After saying that, I thought. Hmm, was that too harsh? But, well, the status of being an Imperial Princess is good for times like this, isn't it? It's not like he's going to run to his dad and say, "The Imperial Princess bullied me."

No, what if he does? You have a duke as your backer? I have the Emperor. I'm the youngest in the Imperial Family, the youngest.

"I understand. I will first properly do my part."

See? His voice became heavy and his expression hardened, but he accepted it. I smiled generously, thinking he had some sense. It's not like this will suddenly awaken him and make him 'qualified.'
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And so, life at the academy flowed on. I trained hard when I had to, rested until I was completely worn out, and ate like a small child inside me was whispering for food.

And each time there was an interim evaluation, I took first place overall, except for horseback riding where I fluctuated between second and third place. But still, since we were taking the same classes, we at least recognized each other's faces.

As I went on, I came to realize one fact.

"They're all just... so weak..."

That's right. The freshmen, not so much the current students, were all weak. The ones from lower social standings, who were mostly chosen for their skills and talents, were a bit better, but still, it was more or less the same.

In terms of swordsmanship, there were a few who could at least hold a decent spar. They didn't lose their balance or drop their swords after one or two exchanges.

But in other subjects, they were mostly a mess. Edgar Mülleron, who gritted his teeth and matched my sword, and surpassed me in horseback riding, was the only one who was even remotely decent.

"You're only just realizing this now? Olga, you can be a little slow sometimes."

"There's one thing I'm definitely not good at. I have absolutely no talent for magic. If it weren't for the mana in my body, I'd be treated like I have some kind of cursed constitution."

"That's true. It's a shame. If it weren't for that, our wise Olga would have been my closest disciple. Though you still are, even now."

My master's words as she held me. It was no exaggeration to say that, aside from magical talent, there wasn't a single first-year cadet who could even come close to me.

"I'm almost thirteen, but Master still holds me so easily."

"Because you're Olga."

"I've grown a lot, though."

"Even if you've grown, you're still Olga to me."

Of course, it wasn't just that they were all lazy. My body had grown a lot in the time that had passed until the new year.

Back on April 15th, when I took first place in the initial evaluation, I was just over 150cm tall. Now, on December 15th, after the first-year comprehensive evaluation, I was close to 160cm.

Yes, in one year, I had a growth spurt of 10cm. And since I didn't neglect my training and practice, my other physical stats had increased accordingly.

Even so, Master lifted me up very naturally. As if my weight of over 50kg was as light as a feather, she held me in her right arm like she was holding a cat, just like before.

So if you have mana in your body, this kind of thing is easy. Even though Master was more of a mage than a swordsman or a knight.

"Master is still so strong. Even though you're a mage."

"I am strong, yes. But in swordsmanship, martial arts, or other weapon skills, I'm still far behind those who have trained and practiced them professionally. It's just that a healthy body has healthy mana."

Still, it's amazing that she's this strong. To be able to lift over 50kg on your forearm and move it up and down as if it were nothing, that's not something just anyone can do.

However, in close combat, she would be at a disadvantage against those who had trained in related weapon skills. That is, if they could get into close combat and maintain that state.

"Anyway, they're all so weak. Why can't they even beat me?"

"Our wise Olga, you know everything else so well, but you don't seem to know yourself very well. That's also very cute."

"Master, I know. I know that my abilities and talents aren't at a level where I can judge others and call them weak. But still, it's a bit much that they're worse than me, isn't it?"

Master is indeed a master. How many people could say something like 'know your place' to an Imperial Princess so directly?

At least none of my classmates, the freshmen here at the academy. It's very rare even among the upperclassmen. Gerrero, who immediately comes to mind, wouldn't. Surprisingly, Antonio would be the type to say such things.

The problem is, Antonio doesn't have any particular advantage over me other than swordsmanship. There are a few things we're similar in, but there's nothing he's clearly superior at, like swordsmanship.

Well, you never know until you try, so I'll have to see the results of next year's test, when I'm a second-year, to know the exact order. But at least that's how I feel.

It's also a problem if that person is only talented in one area. There are cases where they're weak in other areas, you know.

"You have to realize it yourself. Do your best, Olga."

"Yeah, I'll do my best. Oh, by the way, who are you going to the festival with? There's a New Year's Eve festival in Wirbelheim, right? I don't know why it's on the 16th instead of the 31st, even though it's called a 'New Year's Eve' celebration."

"There's usually a heavy snowfall around here next week or the week after. It takes a lot of preparation to hold a festival in those weather conditions."

Ah, I see. Well, that's a reasonable and practical reason, rather than just 'adult circumstances'. Festivals are supposed to be enjoyable, but if there's heavy snow, the whole point is ruined.

Actually, even though it's called a festival, it's just some performances, some expensive and unusual goods, and a lot of fun, but that's what festivals are.

"But if there's that much snow, what happens after it's all fallen? Clearing the snow alone must be a lot of work, and when it melts, that's another problem, right? Magic can't solve everything."

That's right. Magic can solve it temporarily. But that's only temporary, and it can't completely solve the heavy snowfall that lasts for 1-2 weeks as an annual event. It would require a lot of mages to do that.

This is the location of the academy that trains the nation's talents, but the academy can solve it with its own magical capabilities. Wirbelheim is just a separate small town.

There are many larger cities, including the Capital City and major naval ports, and it would be a waste to use mages needed on the front lines just because the academy is nearby.

"That's why this area has a sewer system that's unusually well-developed for a city of this size. I was here when it was built, actually."

Ah, I see. Come to think of it, a water and sewage system that runs through the entire residential area isn't something that can be built just anywhere. At least there's magic here, so it's a bit better.

Back then, the war with the Demon King's Army wasn't that serious yet, so they probably had the resources to spare. Conversely, how neglected must it have been since they ran out of resources?

"And it's still working, I see."

"Once it's built, it won't collapse unless there's an earthquake. They say they built it so well that it doesn't even need minimal maintenance. So, about the festival?"

"Yeah, the festival. Who are you going with? Can't you go with me?"

To reiterate, I still prefer women over men. Much prefer. How much more? So much that the 'still' in front of that might come off sometime around when this body has died and been reborn a hundred times over.

But if I just grabbed any pretty girl my age and went with her, it would look pretty suspicious, so Master is the best choice here. There's Jane Blair, but because of status issues, I'd just hear strange things.

"Oh, that's a nice thought, but don't you have someone to go with, Olga?"

"Do I? Who?"

Who is there? Even now, in mid-December, I don't really have anyone I could call a 'friend' at this academy. The fact that I came here to find a marriage partner played a big role in that.

No matter how much I've said this and that, there are almost no direct advances anymore, but the guys who are candidates for my husband wouldn't give up that easily.

Therefore, my surroundings are basically constantly filled with hyenas, or even worse, coyotes, who think their family is something special, roaming around.

You avoid poop because it's dirty, not because it's scary, so the group I initially categorized as 'skill faction' avoided me, and the group I called 'networking faction' tried to get along with those coyotes and hyenas.

As a result, a subtle barrier formed around me, and the only person I had anything close to a friendship with was Edgar Mülleron, the third son of a duke. He was at least pretending to follow me, and he was a standout among the group.

But what would happen if I took him with me? Rumors would spread that I had chosen my fiancé. It would only be a matter of time before such rumors were inflated and became accepted as fact.

If it went that far, I would be pulled out of this academy against my will and would have to work very hard towards an immediate engagement, marriage at sixteen, and first childbirth at seventeen.

Ugh.

"You have Sir Jean-Pierre, don't you? A guardian knight shouldn't be a problem as a partner for a small festival. Unless you have some mortal enemy, which you don't, right, Olga?"

Yeah, I don't. Not yet, at least.

I'm the universally acknowledged youngest of the Imperial Family, the mascot of the Imperial Palace, the kind and benevolent 'Our Imperial Princess' beloved by all the people of the Capital City, Brienna.

You never know how life will turn out, so I might make some in the future, but as of now, I don't even have anything close to a mortal enemy.

If that's the case, taking my guardian knight as a partner to a small festival is not something to be criticized or misunderstood.

"Great! Thank you, Master! You're a genius!"

"It's nothing."

When it comes to flattery, you have to go all out. Especially if you're close, it all becomes a form of affection. Just look at how satisfied Master is, rubbing her cheeks against mine.

And so, what does the person in question think?

"Am I, allowed to do this?"

Jean-Pierre Anbert is someone who was brought in much earlier than expected to fill the position of my guardian knight, a position that should have been filled by a formal Imperial Guard Knight.

His skills are overwhelming compared to fifteen-year-olds, or sixteen-year-olds in a few days, but he doesn't have a firm position yet. At least, that's how he seems to feel.

"Then who else? Edgar Mülleron? He's better among them, but not a satisfactory person, right? Gerrero? Antonio Margariti? Is there anyone else among the current students who supports me but is also close to me?"

"Am I, close to you?"

Ah, that's what you're worried about. Of course. Normally, for a small festival like this in a small town, your partner should be someone you're close to.

But he's my guardian knight and the swordsmanship instructor at this academy, not someone I have a great personal friendship with. In other words, externally, it's a relationship based on status and position.

But is there anything special internally? Well, it seems like the partner for this festival could put a few things into that internal aspect, even if it's not anything major.

"That's exactly the problem. Jean-Pierre and I have been together for a year now, but we haven't had any real events, right? Let's make one this time. He's the person I'd entrust my life to in an emergency."

I'm not kidding. A guardian knight is an extra life, and a very important person who will even kill the person they're protecting if the situation calls for it.

This shows that just anyone can't be a guardian knight of the Imperial Family, and it clearly demonstrates how much the Imperial Guard Knight Order expects from him.

"Then, I understand. Thank you, Your Highness."

"What are you thanking me for? Since there's an escort knight nearby, and I can handle a sword at least clumsily, not all the Imperial Guard Soldiers will be following us around at the festival. Let's just relax and have fun."

.
.
.

Thus, normally, the festival in this small town of Wirbelheim wouldn't attract much attention, but this year, things were a little different. After all, the last unmarried Imperial Princess was here.

Even though it was a small festival, it was still a symbolic occasion since it was the first time the Imperial Princess had ever had a 'partner' when she had never had one before.

So who would be the candidate for that position? There were people from families with some power, but the most likely candidate was still Edgar Mülleron.

It wasn't just his family's power, but he was the closest person to the conditions the Imperial Princess had set.

"No, now, that, that's..."

And everyone who thought so saw the Imperial Princess, dressed up for the first time at this academy, smiling brightly with her guardian knight, with their arms linked, no less, as they went out to the festival.

For the candidates for her husband, this scene appeared as a kind of warning and ultimatum from the Imperial Princess. If you keep being so weak, I might as well just get engaged to him.
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What could possibly be found in the festival of Wirbelheim, which, if not for the academy, would be just another small rural town without any significant infrastructure?

I just watched a bit of the circus, tasted a few treats from the street vendors, bought a few clothes, only looked at the gemstones before actually buying just four, and that was it.

Oh, I also looked at some horses, and was thinking of buying one, but then I was asked about the stable, and who would take care of the horse, and how I would pay for the upkeep, so I gave up.

Next, I really didn't do much. I bought a few pairs of shoes, and since there were dresses in vogue in the Capital City, I tried on a few and bought some, as if I were putting a skin on my character.

Just in case, I grabbed and swung a few swords, but honestly, none of them felt as good as the one I was used to. If there had been, I would have bought a few.

And some hats, a few handkerchiefs, personal teacups, hairpins, and other things that came to mind, just picking one of each. Really, really, this is the end.

"Your Highness, the luggage..."

"Huh? Oh, it's a bit much. I should stop buying."

It wasn't Jean-Pierre who was carrying all of it by himself. Nor were the Imperial Guard Soldiers carrying it all together. We just rented a Chariot to load and carry it.

Because of that, it became a rather strange sight with people walking and luggage being carried in the Chariot, but even though there were people who thought we bought a lot of things, no one looked at it strangely.

"You're finally stopping now..."

"I didn't buy much! My lodging was so empty to begin with, wasn't it? Even with the furniture, there was nothing inside. But thanks to Jean-Pierre, it was fun, so."

"If you say so, then I am glad."

It wasn't just empty words; it was really more fun than I expected. It was fun to tease him, and it was nice to fit in when there was a place for light dancing.

Maybe it feels fun because I've been focusing on training and strengthening myself indoors all this time, and because if I went out, this small town would have to prepare accordingly, so I didn't come out.

Anyway, the important thing is that I enjoyed it.

"Then it's fine, right?"

"Yes, it is. If Your Highness enjoyed it."

"Why? Didn't you have fun, Jean-Pierre? With me."

After my question, he pondered for a moment, and after that not-so-long contemplation, he nodded. Yes, if the other person had fun too, then it's a truly great and successful date.

"It was the most fun I've had since coming to this academy."

Hearing that answer, it's inevitable that a mischievous feeling arises. When you live in a world where you can't fill the highest level of leisure, you become like this.

"Since coming? Then what was fun before coming?"

"Pardon? I'll have to think about that."

"So there was something? Was it before you became my Guardian Knight? Or after?"

"I'll have to think about that."

Still, since Jean-Pierre has been with me for a while, he's become quite adept at responding to my teasing.

No, it wasn't not fun. How can it not be fun when he's clearly trying not to show it? Looking at it this way, I might seem like I have a bad hobby, but I don't do things that people really hate.

"Come on, at least pretend to be affected. So now, there, I saw someone breathing fire earlier, but I missed it, so let's go see, um?"

Really, for the last of the last, I was going to see one more thing before the final fireworks, when a group of armed individuals was clearly approaching us.

It's not an impure group just because they are armed, and I've seen them coming and going in this Wirbelheim, the garrison here. They are equipped with tall, oval wooden shields, one-handed spears, and chainmail.

The officer at the front of the twelve garrison members approaching in a double file line was differentiated by wearing a feathered beret while everyone else wore a coif made of chainmail.

"Are you Her Highness Olga de Blumburg?"

They were indeed looking for me. The Imperial Guard Soldiers cleared the way, and in my attitude of asking directly, there was a tension stemming from something other than seeing the Imperial Princess in person.

What is it? Did I cause some trouble without knowing it? A request for cooperation regarding the festival?

"What's the matter? I'm glad I came out to the edge of the festival to rest and organize my thoughts, otherwise just walking around with such force could scare everyone, you know?"

"Yes, so the entire garrison has been mobilized, and after checking the pre-arranged evacuation routes, we will begin evacuation immediately. As the Garrison Commander of this city, I have come to escort Your Highness personally."

The answer, delivered politely despite the clear tension, was something that made me feel a bit perplexed.

Evacuation? Why evacuate? It's possible that there are too many people crowded, and the density is too high, so a situation may arise where we need to disperse, but this small town's small festival is not like that.

Moreover, it's quite far from the front lines, and it's not a world with supersonic fighter jets. There are flying demonic beasts, and both the Demon King's Army and we use them, but it's a bit much to come all the way here.

"Huh? Evacuation? During the festival? Did something happen somewhere? Did some crazy person go on a stabbing spree?"

Therefore, this was all I could think of. There are many crazy people in the world, and there are crazy people who target places where many people gather.

Even in the advanced countries of 21st-century Earth, such crazy people are not completely filtered out, so what about here, where the civilization level is Renaissance-level, excluding magic and Divine Power?

"There are signs of the Demon King's Army's infiltration unit approaching."

The answer that came out made me quite bewildered again. I mean, how far is it from the front lines to here? The Demon King's Army is coming?

The front line of the Demon King's Army and the allied forces is formed in the middle of the entire land, shaped like a shrunken lung on the left, in a thin corridor. A large number of troops are concentrated in a relatively narrow area.

Therefore, the density of troops is very high, making infiltration by land virtually impossible, and at sea, infiltration is not easy due to the checks and battles of aquatic monsters and sapient being races that have sided with each other.

The conflict between the Western Region and the Eastern Region is also due to this. In the west, they still feel the threat and bear most of the logistical burden of going to the battlefield due to the limitations of the times, but the east doesn't feel it at all.

Anyway, although this Wirbelheim belongs to the west, it is located more than a thousand kilometers northwest to the front line, and hundreds of kilometers away from the coastline.

"First, a messenger from the Southern Dragon Basin defense just arrived. A detachment of the Demon King's Army there has infiltrated tens of thousands of small unit groups skilled in stealth and infiltration."

Detachment, small unit, tens of thousands. If you think that words that don't fit together are combined, you are absolutely not mistaken. After all, the number of troops deployed on the front lines is hundreds of thousands on both sides combined.

Meanwhile, the outposts that rely on the terrain and are embedded in each other's continental land are already the size of a self-sufficient country, with a total scale of hundreds of thousands.

One of them is the Southern Dragon Basin, and it is relatively close to here.

"What are the Dragons doing?"

"They are judging that there is a conflict within them. The Southern Army has mobilized its forces and blocked a large number, but at least thousands of troops have infiltrated and scattered."

Yeah, well, how long can they stay united? The war has been going on for decades, and if it's possible to be united because of the war, it's also possible to be divided because of that war.

"But, just for that reason? It's a bit, there's no evidence that they've come all the way here."

"At this time of year, a large number of patrol troops are mobilized to periodically inspect the sewer system. Dozens of troops departed hours ago, but not a single one has returned."

Normally, at least half of them should have returned an hour or two ago. Only after hearing the added words did I understand that Wirbelheim chose to be overly sensitive rather than complacent.

There could be many reasons why the sewer patrol troops did not return, but since it is a festival day, if they are not prepared, everyone will be caught off guard, and there are many nobles, including me, the Imperial Princess.

"Okay, then if I stay here, it will only add to the confusion. Then I'll return to the academy. Just in case, I'll attach two Imperial Guard Soldiers to you after I return."

"Thank you, Your Highness."

Imperial Guard Soldiers are not just experienced and skilled. These were 'monsters' who could reach the second-floor window of a keep, that is, a military Castle Tower, with a standing jump, not a running jump, even while equipped with magically treated full plate armor.

Therefore, just two Imperial Guard Soldiers, who are monsters who have trained in swordsmanship all their lives, are far superior in combat power to a hundred garrison members who have just received a lot of training.

It weakens my escort that much, but it's not like I'm telling all four to go, and once I get into the academy, there are its own troops.

Thus, we drove the Chariot, and when we were just starting to gather the academy students who were slowly gathering to see what was going on, and were about to begin our return.

"Kyaaaaa!"

"Rats! Ratmen! Ratmen!"

From one side, a sharp scream and a shout informing the identity of the enemy were heard. When you say ratmen, in accordance with the unpleasantness felt from that name, the absolute majority are on the side of the Demon King's Army.

It's not that there aren't any who aren't, but they are never seen here in Wirbelheim. They are mainly used to assist dwarves in prospecting, that is, to search for mines, rather than in combat.

Anyway, I need to escape immediately and return to the academy, but there was a factor that prevented me from doing so. It was the fact that those screams started to be heard from all directions.

"Everyone to the square! Equip your weapons and gather in the square! Garrison Commander! Do your job! Meet me in the square! Jean-Pierre, help me a little!"

Yes, Your Highness! I'll see you in the square! Leaving behind the Garrison Commander, who quickly understood my judgment and moved, I put on the warm, newly received custom-made breastplate from the Chariot.

Normally, I should wear a padded jacket or something underneath, but this should be enough for now.

"Even so, there is no need for you to personally fight with a sword against mere ratmen."

"Still, it wouldn't make sense for the Imperial Princess to be empty-handed when everyone else is fighting, right?"

"That is true. I understand."

I answered like that, but if I felt it was too much, I was thinking of drawing my sword and fighting. Right now, more than half of the current students at the academy are worse fighters than me, and most of them are here.

Thus, when we arrived at the square where people had evacuated, the garrison, the individual escort forces of the academy's current students, and some senior students skilled in swordsmanship and other martial arts were establishing a defensive line.

There were still quite a few troops and civilians joining, but the Garrison Commander, using his abilities, restricted the passages leading inside and controlled the outer defenses of the square well.

However, those ratmen or whatever they are wouldn't just leave a place where people and troops were gathering like this. Whatever the situation, it's best to defeat the enemy troops one by one before they gather.

As expected.

"They're coming! They're coming!"

The number of ratmen, even though they were approaching from one direction through the limited roads and alleys, looked to be at least several hundred. They said thousands escaped, so at least 20% came here.

Meanwhile, there were quite a few of them crawling out of the sewer passages in line with the advance on the ground. Even if humans are attached to the back, a rat is a rat, and rats and sewers are inseparable.

"Long live humanity! Victory is only to God!"

In the meantime, to boost morale, shaaak! I deliberately made a scratching sound, drew my sword, raised it, and shouted like that, everyone drew their swords and aimed their spears together, and waaah! a shout erupted.

Now I can legally swing my sword in the front, I was just about to think that, when I was pulled and pushed back by the Imperial Guard Soldiers and Jean-Pierre, and the troops, mainly the garrison soldiers, began to charge.

Huh? What if they die? What if they get hurt? I had that thought for a moment.

"Kyaaaak! Kkeeeeeeek!"

The ratmen, who were about the same size as me or a little smaller, and were holding spears and swords that looked crude but would be very painful if hit, were swept away by the garrison's foot charge, not even a mounted one, swoosh, literally swoosh.

Wait a minute. Could it be? Have I been misunderstanding something all this time?
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The pinnacle of the raid was the flying demonic beast, no, a demon. The demon, looking exactly like a 'Harpy,' appeared with a laugh of 'Uho-hoho' as if it were a commander, only to be torn to pieces before it could even finish its lines.

"They were quite bold. They probably chose the academy as a high-value target after careful consideration, but their thinking was too shallow."

The one who tore the monster apart with magic, my 'Master,' Iris Meluka-sil, assessed the situation as such. In short, a low-ranking commander of an ambiguous detachment of the Demon King's Army, ignorant of reality, had made a mistake in judgment.

Since many knights and mages produced by this academy are making remarkable achievements on the battlefield, even I would have considered attacking the academy itself.

But conversely, wouldn't the defenses of an educational institution that trains leaders who will continue such achievements in the future, and the city where that institution is located, be thorough?

Even the armaments of a small-town guard force showed this. Despite most of the first-rate supplies heading to the front lines, what looked like knee-length raincoats made of chainmail were standard equipment.

Their shields, although called wooden shields, were reinforced with steel edges and a cross-shaped frame, and their spears, though called one-handed, were finished with steel on the blunt side, like small clubs.

The reason why the sewer patrol, composed of such guards, couldn't return and was annihilated was due to the sudden appearance of overwhelming numbers, not because they would lose in a direct confrontation.

"Moreover, Ratmen themselves are specialized in infiltration and stealth, but their individual combat power is not particularly outstanding. Their strength when in groups is incomparable to us humans."

Yes, the fact that infiltration and stealth are their specialties meant that they were at best average, if not below, in other areas.

Of course, there might be a few exceptions, but those exceptions would be busy assassinating Allied officers on the front lines rather than infiltrating here.

"So, are those Ratmen really that weak? Like, farmers could just beat them?"

"Not quite. They could likely crush a self-defense force in a mediocre village, even if they were as prepared as possible, without any survivors."

How should I interpret this? It's hard to be sure about the exact scale, which makes it difficult to interpret what I've seen in this incident.

Even the new academy students I thought were a joke, even the cadets who were nearly at the bottom in swordsmanship scores, easily cut down one or two of them.

"Then, uh, like, among our academy's first-year students who participate in the swordsmanship lectures, what's the average skill level?"

"If it were those Ratmen, in a direct confrontation like this one, they could handle two or three on their own. As for Your Highness now, even if surrounded, you could kill ten, twenty of them alone."

Two or three on their own, that's assuming one could avoid being surrounded and simultaneously attacked from all sides, taking a position to offset the disadvantage.

On the other hand, ten or twenty, when speaking to me, was based on the premise that I was completely surrounded, so the situation was different.

"……Those bastards are the Demon King's Army?"

"Your Highness, may I ask what you think of your own skill level?"

"Huh? Uh? Well, I just started learning swordsmanship, like, just beginning to take my first steps? It's been less than a year since I entered the academy, right?"

It was a bit strange that she answered my question with such a question, but I thought I should give the answer she wanted to understand the situation, so I answered as I felt.

"Then what did you think you were learning at the Imperial Palace all this time?"

"Uh, exercise in the sense of a healthy mind in a healthy body? Physical training? I mean, even though they were Imperial Guards, they only taught me simple things."

What's the point of an elementary school student learning swordsmanship? It might have some meaning, but can you build any real skill with that?

"The standard is the Imperial Guards. Since it's the 'simplicity' of knights who can leap over a mediocre palisade with a running start, normally Your Highness should have lost interest due to the difficulty."

"But, it was easy compared to that?"

"That's why you have talent, and why you can beat not only your peers but also a majority of the upperclassmen. Since you grew taller, you haven't lost to anyone except a few."

Uh, is that so? Thinking about it, it makes sense. Rather than everyone playing a prank on me because I'm the Imperial Princess, or that the academy entrants are all physically inferior to a twelve-year-old princess.

But why didn't I notice this until now? That's, huh? Was it a fluke that I was at the top? I get the freshmen who are full of my potential husbands, but can I really beat more than half of the upperclassmen?

"Then, why didn't the Imperial Guards praise me?"

"Firstly, Imperial Guards capable of close protection of Your Highness wouldn't have felt it as an extraordinary talent. I surpassed that level at Your Highness's age too."

What, is he bragging? Implying that if he were in the academy, he wouldn't just beat the majority of upperclassmen but the entire upperclassmen?

That's a bit annoying, but it's not unbearable. His skill and talent are the reasons why he became my Guardian Knight, and if my Guardian Knight is reliable, that's good for me.

"Then what about my talent? Can I become an Imperial Guard if I put my mind to it?"

"You have the skill. If Your Highness were to become an Imperial Guard, the rest of the Imperial Family would do everything to stop you."

"But, the Imperial Guards who taught me assessed me much lower than that? Like, I could be at the bottom of an active knight order."

"They assessed you just enough so that you wouldn't lose interest without lying too much. If you hadn't worked so hard at the academy, and stayed at the Imperial Palace, you would have been raised to just that level."

Ah, I see. Well, they wouldn't make the Imperial Princess an Imperial Guard, and they wouldn't want me to get interested, build up my skills, realize them, and start using them.

It would certainly be useful for propaganda if the Imperial Princess became a knight and actively fought on the front lines. But there's a limit. Would they really use everyone's beloved youngest princess for that?

Even if I wanted to, everyone in the Imperial Family, my dad, mom, brothers, sisters, uncles, cousins, everyone would stop me, telling me not to be ridiculous.

"Oh, so now is the moment I realize my talent and the opportunity to fully develop it, along with the realization that I won't be able to use the skills gained from developing that talent in the future."

"No matter what, Your Highness is someone who should never use those skills. Yes, that's right. Your Highness will not be able to use your swordsmanship skills in the future."

I poked him a bit, and it was a completely unworkable strategy. I thought he would be flustered if I spoke so cynically, but instead, he showed a very exemplary and perfect image as the Imperial Princess's Guardian Knight.

Yes, I know. As the Imperial Princess, no matter how good my swordsmanship is, I will never get a chance to use it. No, I'm in a position where I shouldn't even face the opportunity to use it.

Whether I marry someone or get locked up in a convent, the only time I can use my sword is when the front lines are pushed back that far or when complete infiltration and surprise attacks are successful. Then, the Forces of Good alliance will be on the verge of collapse.

Then it's over. Die being pushed by the Demon King's Army? Or rather marry, um, no, die rather than marry? I need to think about this.

"Alright. Anyway, to summarize, you're saying that with my pure talent and skill alone, I could not only enter this academy but also achieve considerable success here?"

"That's correct. It's strange that you didn't know until now."

Putting aside those subtly irritating words, I recalled the blunders I had made so far.

If I had such skill and talent, others who entered the academy wouldn't have failed to notice it. In other words, everyone knew except me.

But I've been acting as if people would put me in the 'Networking Faction' category because I'm the Imperial Princess, so how must that have looked to others?

Um, but how would it have really looked?

"Then how have people seen me all this time?"

"……As someone who takes initiative, always showing interest and effort in improving the academy's skills."

What was that brief silence before? I quickly turned my head to the Imperial Guards, and they nodded fervently in deep agreement whenever our eyes met.

Tsk, that's not it. Something's not right. I think it would have been a slightly different image. Should I ask other cadets?

But, what if it really was a different impression? If it was like I was obnoxiously nagging them, asking why they weren't as good as me, how could I even ask about that?

It's not like I haven't met people like that before, so I know better than anyone how 'serious' that obnoxiousness is. Even if I thought well of them for their various skills, the moment I experienced that, I started to dislike them.

"Alright, I'll ask others later."

"Please do. At least in my eyes, and in the eyes of other sirs, that's how it seemed."

So I tried bluffing like that, but this fifteen-year-old, soon to be sixteen, slipped away like a sly old fox.

Wow, have I been indulging her too much? No, it's better to think that she originally had talent in this area. I just awakened it.

"Sigh, well, that's that. Still, it's something that they didn't immediately tell me to return to the Capital City."

As you can easily guess from the fact that I'm sitting here worrying about this, despite the Ratmen attack, there was no order from the Capital City, from my father, the Emperor, to return.

Rather, I was told to firmly maintain my position as a member of the Imperial Family here. Certainly, it was a time when charisma was needed to show that even in such a dangerous place, I wouldn't run away.

Thinking about it, returning to the Capital City would be a bad move. What? When there's a major battle on the front lines, thousands or tens of thousands of casualties occur, but the Imperial Princess runs back to the Capital City just because a few hundred Ratmen appeared?

Moreover, dispersing the potential husbands who voluntarily gathered at the academy and then gathering them again in the Capital City would create some troublesome noise.

Above all, limiting the candidates to those who have at least some talent or skill that the academy would accept is a considerable advantage in finding a marriage partner.

But that's all about when I get married.

"Even so, sending Bishop Mühlenhagen here shows that they are not unconcerned about Your Highness."

However, Jean-Pierre seemed to have slightly misunderstood the reason I said that. So, he thought I was disappointed that they didn't call me back to the Capital City despite the danger.

Considering normal father-daughter relationships, that would be correct. Even if they are nobles or royalty, it's generally assumed that basic family love exists.

"He's coming to teach theology. Still, a professorship at the academy, even for a bishop, is a smooth path, so it's not disrespectful."

"That's right. It's good for him too."

Oh, dear. Did it have to become so complicated just because of this?

No, no. Get a grip. What are you thinking in this situation? Just because of this? What do you think human lives are?

Although the attack by the low-ranking commander of the Demon King's Army who led the Ratmen was absurdly easily suppressed, many people, including the Wirbelheim guards, were killed or injured.

Especially the twenty or so guards who were inspecting the sewers in preparation for the upcoming heavy snow, their bodies haven't even been found.

Fortunately, the priests of the temple here, along with the existing theology professor of the academy, have decided to provide Divine Power for the injured, so there will be no additional deaths, but even so, the number of confirmed deaths exceeds fifty.

Yes, dozens of people died. That's not 'just this.'

"Thankfully. It seems our wise Olga won't go down a strange path."

My Master seemed quite worried about my inner thoughts. That would make me a rotten, trashy royalty who takes the deaths of others for granted. It's understandable to worry.

"I almost did. So many people died."

"That's right. Every single life is precious. I'm glad you realized that."

Back in the room, just the two of us, lying on the bed with my head on her lap, she gently stroked my hair and spoke in a slightly worried tone, as if she had just remembered something.

"But, realizing that might cause some problems. Especially with the Temple."

With the Temple? Why me? I'm close with Hans, too. After a moment of confusion, I soon realized something.
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Life is precious, each and every one. Yes. Maybe not every passing weed, crying insect, or chirping bird, but at least when it comes to people, we should all understand the value of human life.

And "people" here, of course, didn't just refer to the human race. Elves, dwarves, and the various beastmen—all sapient beings considered equal to humans, who considered humans as their equals.

At first glance, there seems to be nothing wrong with this logic. I mean, what's wrong with considering those who can communicate, interact, and cooperate on a civilized level as equals?

If there's a problem in this, one might easily assume it's a matter of racial differences, but surprisingly, that wasn't the core issue. Although there were cultural differences between races, they surprisingly had a lot in common.

So, what's the problem with the Temple?

"To say that everyone is precious is dangerous. It's easy to take it to mean that serfs and freemen, knights and nobles, clerics, and even the imperial family, all carry the same weight."

Bishop Mühlenhagen, Hans, had lectured me like this as soon as he arrived, having heard it from someone. I had only been saying it to my Master lately, but I had been subtly saying similar things to many people.

Races can get along and treat each other as equals. Even elves, who have a subtle superiority complex, don't show it in inter-racial interactions. Pillars against the Demon King's Army are all equal, after all.

But when it comes to social status, even among elves, there's a clear division. Different from humans, elves, dwarves, and beastmen are all divided in rank based on birth or role.

And if I go around saying that everyone is precious, some people might twist it, interpret it like that, and use it to attack me someday.

I won't always be the youngest of the imperial family and everyone's beloved, cute mascot of a princess.

"That wasn't my intention, Hans. You know that, right?"

That's a given, but to say inwardly that I didn't have such intentions would, of course, be a lie. Social status determines importance? No, that can't be right.

Not all lives can be weighed equally. I understand that. I'm not an idealist who only speaks of ideals bordering on fantasy.

But that standard shouldn't be based on social status. If there has to be a distinction, it should be based on the results of one's own choices, not on something where there was no chance to choose.

"I know. Still, I'm asking you to be careful in the future."

"Yes, I should be careful. You never know what might happen."

I say that on the surface for now. Regardless of my actual thoughts, if the content could be problematic, it's wise not to say it out loud.

Of course, based on this, I will probably cause some kind of incident that confines me to a convent, but at least for now, it wasn't the time. After things ripen a bit more, and my image becomes more firmly established...

"Still, it was impressive that you declared it in the name of God, Your Highness."

"Declared in the name of God? Did I?"

"Don't you remember what you shouted when facing the ratmen's attack? Thanks to that, the Temple is currently evaluating you more highly. That's why I'm able to get away with just telling you this, thanks to our personal relationship."

Ah, so it came to that. Well, I did step forward saying that victory belongs only to God. After all, that was the element that people there, regardless of age or gender, could relate to.

Originally, I intended to leave a more lasting impression by wielding a sword myself, but unfortunately, I couldn't quite go that far.

Even so, the fact that the Temple thought favorably of me was a pretty good effect. It meant there was a higher chance that my current impression would remain even after I caused an incident.

"Thank you, Hans. I bet you defended me."

"Not necessarily."

"But not not necessarily either? Anyway, please take care of me while I'm at the Academy. There are very few people who treat me as closely as you do, Hans."

This was sincere. Although he is a bishop, so there is a distance because he treats me like a princess, aside from my family, the only one closer than Hans in terms of distance was my master.

No, to be precise, recently Jean-Pierre would be included as well? I mean, I did deliberately link arms with him to make him feel awkward.

And if you ask if Jean-Pierre actually felt awkward, I would answer that it was all buried because of the ratmen's attack. Thanks to their very ambitious raid.

Ah, and this too.

"To all of you who bravely took the lead in that attack, as someone who failed to recognize your skills until now, I apologize. Each and every one of you is a hero worthy of our Empire."

On December 27th, a few days after the attack was repelled, I stood as the representative of the first-year cadets at the closing ceremony of the Academy year, apologizing to everyone for my misjudgment.

This was, of course, to improve the 'unlikable' image I had unknowingly built up until now. Considering the 'incident' that I would cause in the future, which was now more clearly defined in my head than before, this was essential.

"Until now, I have been too stingy. I failed to recognize all of you who are fully deserving of recognition, and I was too arrogant, setting overly harsh and narrow standards."

How frustrated they must have been. I mean, this girl, who with enough training could easily become an Imperial Guard Knight, kept pecking at them, calling them useless.

At least if my status was lower, they could have said something back, but since I was a princess, they couldn't even say, 'We're human too!'

If someone treated me like that, I would hate it too. And here, I shouldn't be that hateful princess.

"The determination in your hearts, the decisiveness to put it into action, and the courage to fight even at the cost of your own lives—I failed to see it."

As I spoke like this in front of everyone, murmurs began to spread throughout the hall. The professors didn't try to stop it.

It was indeed a radical event. I wasn't the Emperor or anything, but I was still a princess, and for a member of the imperial family to admit their mistakes like this was exceptional.

"Now that I finally understand, albeit belatedly, I say with conviction that everyone in this Academy is worthy. You are worthy to be proud of yourselves, to have confidence, and to act."

That is all I have to say. As I concluded, everyone applauded, even though it wasn't a particularly grand speech.

No matter what, for someone of the princess's status to acknowledge, apologize, and make a pledge in such a public setting, it was bound to have a good effect.

And so, I was able to conclude my first year at the Academy very satisfactorily.

.
.
.

What a momentous statement. Of course, of all the public statements made by Princess Olga de Blumburg, there were few that weren't momentous.

However, this statement contained something that surprised everyone present, especially making the men's eyes widen.

"To say that everyone is worthy..."

"There's no other way to interpret it, is there? It means you don't necessarily have to defeat the princess herself anymore."

That's right. The biggest reason Princess Olga came to the Academy was to find a groom. At least, that's how people perceived it, and the men at the Academy perceived it even more so.

Moreover, the fact that she didn't return to the capital city of Brienna even after such an attack was like fanning the flames of that idea even more.

Of course, the attack itself was weak enough to be suppressed without any casualties among the professors or even the students.

Dozens of estate guards were defeated individually, and dozens of civilians were killed and injured, but what does it matter when no one died among the Academy personnel and students, and those who were injured only suffered minor injuries?

But even so, the fact that the princess was attacked was a serious matter, so everyone had predicted that Olga would likely return to Brienna.

But she didn't go. Why? Because finding a groom is such an important task.

And in the midst of this, such a statement was made.

"And to put it into action is..."

"No, no. Of course, if you just rush in, you'll be rejected. You have to think and create a plausible situation. Courage and recklessness are different."

Anyway, the potential grooms that each family pushed into the Academy had enough restraint not to rush in just because they heard that.

No, originally there were some who lacked such restraint, but after a year of Princess Olga's words and actions, they had become unknowingly intimidated, so they weren't in a state to do so.

Thus, while everyone was contemplating how to 'act,' there were some who offered a slightly different interpretation.

Of course, they were a very small minority, but the content they presented, even as a minority, was so radical that it quickly gained attention.

"But she said, 'everyone in this Academy,' right?"

"Yeah, so what?"

"Then, does that mean even non-nobles or lower nobles are acceptable?"

Pause.

It was truly a revolutionary interpretation. In the sense of transcending social status, it was literally revolutionary. How could a princess marry a non-noble or a lower noble? Who would dare to think such a thing?

But, but for some reason, it was intriguing. What is it? Surely that can't be right, no matter how unique and special Princess Olga is, could she really go that far?

"That doesn't make sense. She's still a princess, there has to be some basics."

That's right. That's the most common reaction. She's still a princess, so there has to be some basic 'qualifications.'

Of course, the qualifications that the princess spoke of were initially skill and talent, and then courage and action. But that doesn't mean she'll accept everyone who has them.

If it was really about skill and talent from the start, she could just grab the most outstanding student among the third or fourth years. But the princess didn't do that.

Yes. If it weren't for just one thing, everyone would have dismissed that minority opinion as nonsense.

"Do you know the background of that Guardian Knight, Sir Jean-Pierre Anbert?"

"I heard he's from a common freeman family. Then he caught the eye of an Imperial Guard Knight on an external expedition, and... Wait. Hey, are you saying that maybe..."

"On the day of the festival, he even linked arms with the princess and made her smile, a sight we thought was only possible in our dreams."

That's right. The princess had already declared it through her actions. That she might not care about social origin.

Strictly speaking, that action was a declaration that if you guys keep being so incompetent and frustrating, I might just grab this guy. It wasn't true, but in these matters, the receiving side is always more important.

But what if this 'this guy' was an Imperial Guard Knight from a non-noble freeman background, and the image he showed before the ratmen's attack at the festival was so shocking?

"Then, really...?"

"Isn't it? Even if you're not a noble or a lower noble, if you have skill and talent, courage and action, and if that catches the princess's eye..."

Yes. It was the scandal of the century. If that were to happen, although it was only an if, Olga was not someone with disqualifying traits, but rather the best bride candidate, so...

Of course, this would likely be cut off at the imperial level, at His Majesty the Emperor's level. I mean, there has to be some basic decency.

But wouldn't the next groom candidate who comes up after being cut off feel the utmost humiliation? Hey, is that the guy who lost to a non-noble freeman, or that lower noble?

"No, that can't happen."

"Yeah, right, but what are you going to do about it? It's not like there aren't guys who are a bit more outstanding than us. Can you overcome that?"

Here, the fact that Princess Olga's statement didn't have that meaning became unimportant. As already mentioned, in this situation, the receiving side is more important.

The Empire was slowly being drawn into a storm.
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If there was a change after that, it would be that the Southern Army had their defenses breached, leading to the academy and the Imperial Princess being attacked. As a result, they were thoroughly scrutinized for things like defense line status checks and budget inspections.

That didn't mean the entire staff was replaced. If the personnel who made the mistake hadn't committed a fatal error, it seemed reasonable to give them a chance to prevent further mistakes through that experience.

During this process, the Southern Army, after a rigorous assessment of their errors, had some personnel replaced. Their commander, a Marquis, sent me a formal letter of apology to conclude their disciplinary action.

What was I doing during this time? What could I have been doing? I trained and studied diligently.

Even though I acknowledged everyone and said that their heart was important, if I didn't show myself striving afterward, it would obviously lose its meaning.

Besides, honestly, this was quite fun. I could feel something within me growing with each effort, as if my stats were increasing with each class I took.

Of course, this was only because there weren't any other significant sources of enjoyment. If I had the internet, a computer, and a smartphone, I would probably be lying down and binge-watching videos.

Thus, in my second year, my body had grown enough to start taking Martial Arts classes seriously. I studied hard, and for a while, I dealt with the subtly changed reactions of those around me.

Before I knew it, summer of the second year, the midsummer, had arrived. It was time to get started.

"Greetings, Your Highness."

"Yes, thank you for your hard work."

Unlike the first year, there were many more people who spoke to me. They must have felt that I acknowledged them beyond just their skills.

The Freshmen found it difficult to approach me, and even by midsummer, there weren't many who did. But that was within my expectations.

In the meantime, my image had improved, public opinion was favorable, and my relationship with the temple was confirmed. Now, it was time to lay the groundwork for future incidents.

It started here.

"Gerrero, do you have time?"

"Ah, Your Highness. Could you teach me more about that joint lock technique? I'd really appreciate it if you could teach me today. Seriously, how is it that I can't break free even though I'm still stronger than you?"

He, still speaking in his usual easygoing tone, had been approaching me like this ever since he tasted the bitterness of my joint locks in the newly opened Martial Arts class in my second year.

Of course, I still couldn't surpass him, this bastard, in Swordsmanship or Horseback Riding. Even in Martial Arts, I would have been thoroughly beaten if not for the joint locks.

I really need to put him in his place sometime.

"More importantly, the break is coming soon, right? I was hoping you could accompany me during that time."

"Pardon? I didn't catch that."

This bastard, why is he suddenly acting like a clueless recruit? He's in his fourth year at this academy, essentially in his graduating year.

"I'm asking you to accompany me during the break. Just for three or four days."

"May I ask the reason...?"

Ah, is this his weakness? He looks like a typical Golden Sun, but maybe he's surprisingly innocent in this area?

Of course, anyone would be startled if an Imperial Princess asked them to spend time with her personally. But I didn't expect Gerrero's easygoing demeanor to crumble so easily.

"I want to see the impoverished and serf residential areas around here. I heard you know a bit about them, Gerrero?"

"No, where did you hear that?"

So, what I heard wasn't wrong.

As you can tell from the fact that he doesn't have a surname, Gerrero's background is that of a commoner, even among Freemen, close to the Impoverished. Not quite rock bottom, but far from the top.

Thus, with his talent and skill, he became the very embodiment of his family's hopes and dreams. However, that doesn't mean he was completely unaffected by his upbringing.

Such a Gerrero, when he had free time, apparently went out not only to the Freemen's area but also to the serf's residence. If what I overheard is correct, his purpose is alcohol.

"Are you going or not? Just so you know, my plans won't change even if you're not there."

"Does that mean you'll go with a bunch of Imperial Guard Soldiers?"

"No, I'll go alone. Secretly."

His reaction, slapping his forehead and closing his eyes tightly, was quite pleasing. If he had added an exclamation or sigh of 'Ah!', it would have been perfect.

So, my score is, I thought, shaking off the stray thoughts. He hadn't yet recovered enough mental capacity to say anything, so I told him the truth.

"I did something in Brienna. I'm starting to get used to the academy, and if I don't do something similar here, I might get criticized."

Of course, that wasn't my true intention. Who would dare criticize the youngest Imperial Princess who is actively searching for a suitable husband? Especially for not doing in Wirbelheim what she did in Brienna.

My real intention was to give plausibility to the incidents I would cause in the future. Incidents that, when the times become more advanced, would make people evaluate me as an amazing pioneer.

"So, you're planning to carry out the relief project for the Impoverished here as well?"

"Not planning to, but seeing if it's necessary. Giving charity when it's not needed might make the recipients happy, but ultimately, it's disregarding them."

There are plenty of people who love free things. Even if they aren't actively seeking them out, many would gladly accept something given for free.

But conversely, there are also people who would feel hurt in their pride and develop twisted resentment from gladly accepting such things. It's not good to help and only gain resentment.

"Isn't helping just helping?"

"It's a bit different. Anyway, will you help me? You can just think of it as guiding me. You know much better than I do where to go to see what."

"But if we go like that, you'll have to hide your identity as the Imperial Princess."

"Of course. Do you think I'm going to go around announcing that I'm the Imperial Princess?"

Naturally, I had no intention of going around blatantly revealing my status as the Imperial Princess. If I walked around like that, armed forces would likely swarm me, claiming to be my escort.

Therefore, a basic disguise was necessary, but I didn't need to hide my face. After all, this is an era without video media, let alone photographs.

Of course, there are quite a few people who are very serious about drawing portraits. But there aren't that many painters who can draw me exactly as I am, and it's not like those paintings are widely distributed.

In other words, many people know that the youngest Imperial Princess's name is Olga, but they don't know that I am that Olga. At least not by my face alone.

"Then, what are you going to do? There are many ways to disguise one's identity."

"Well, it would be hard to hide that I'm a Current Student at the academy, and my face is like this, so even if I hide it, I'll still look noble. So, wouldn't it be believable if I said I was a lower-ranking noble student?"

"That should be enough."

He seems somewhat resigned. But he doesn't seem to be thinking of informing the professors, so he must understand that I'll find a way to do it if I put my mind to it.

Honestly, this wasn't a comfortable situation. After all, I was using various things for my personal agenda.

But even if it's self-serving, a good deed with a purpose is still a good deed, and it's much better than not doing anything.

"Then prepare it for me. A place where I can see the reality of many people. Got it?"

"......I'll prepare it."

Gerrero finally sighed deeply. Yes, this is it. You're better than me at Swordsmanship and Horseback Riding, so what? What can you do besides agreeing when I put it this way?

Of course, there were people I needed to keep at a distance. Imperial Guard Soldiers are called that for a reason. They are exceptional not only in physical ability but also in their intuition.

Therefore, I decided to make the first move.

"I'm planning to go out with Jean-Pierre. I'm thinking of doing the relief project for the Impoverished here as well. I'll have a guide, so you don't have to come this time."

"Your Highness, we are Imperial Guard Knights assigned to escort you."

"Yes, you're Imperial Guard Knights assigned to escort me, not to hinder me. It might be different in Brienna, but the commoners and Impoverished here will be terrified if they see Imperial Guard Knights."

This isn't a lie or a fabrication. When Imperial Guard Knights appear in these small provincial towns, the citizens, regardless of the knights' intentions, are bound to be frightened.

It would be fortunate if they were only scared. They might hide, and even if my intention was purely to assess the needs for the relief project for the Impoverished, it would be impossible to proceed.

"Hmm, that's true."

"If it's true, then listen to me. I can handle a sword somewhat now, and besides, I have my Guardian Knight, Jean-Pierre, with me."

I don't know which one was more helpful. But in any case, the Imperial Guard Knights responded to my persuasion and offered a compromise.

"Then, please allow us to wait near that area."

"Alright, if anything happens, I'll make a big commotion, so come then."

That's exactly what I wanted in the first place. No matter what, I'm an Imperial Princess who has been attacked before, going outside the academy. How could I completely dismiss the Imperial Guard Knights?

Also, this was enough to prepare for any potential threats. Imperial Guard Knights in full armor are capable of bulldozing through weak structures and rushing in a straight line if they put their minds to it.

So, just when I thought everything was settled, an unexpected complication arose.

"I heard you're going out with that 4th-year student, Your Highness."

Edgar Mülleron. Still the most outstanding among the potential candidates for my husband, and still the number one candidate based on those qualifications alone.

"Ah, Edgar. What? Where did you hear that? It's true, though."

As you can tell from my tone, he and I had formed a relationship that was slightly better than just being acquaintances. After my speech back then, he was the one who approached me most actively.

Of course, by "approach," I don't mean outright flirting or trying to seduce me. Just things like, "Would you like to have lunch together?" or "Would you like to take a walk?" or "Shall we spar today?"

"And Sir Anbert will be accompanying you as well."

"Yes, that's right. He's my Guardian Knight. But why?"

But sometimes, there were moments like this when I felt a subtle tension. How should I put it, a feeling of dissatisfaction? It often felt like the target of that dissatisfaction was me.

It's like that now. But when I asked why, it felt like he was finally revealing the dissatisfaction he had been suppressing deep down.

"Then I will accompany you as well."

"Huh? Oh, why? I understand why those two are going, but why you, Edgar?"

"Don't I have a reason to?"

"Do you? It feels kind of 'unnecessary'? No, I won't stop you if you really want to go."

As I said this, I wondered, 'Am I getting this right? Are we on different pages?' But what could we possibly be misunderstanding here?

He probably felt that an Imperial Princess going to such a place needed protection, and he likely thought he was capable of providing that protection. Well, it's not entirely wrong.

"I insist on going."

Still, this seems a bit too forward. Well, there's no harm in it. Just because he's from a ducal family doesn't mean he can't learn something from seeing the reality of the lower class.

"Alright, I'll let you know when the time is set, Edgar."
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Since the mid-semester break, which is basically like a vacation, was fast approaching, Gerrero, Jean-Pierre, Edgar, and I quickly made plans for an outing. There was no need to drag things out, so we left the very next day after the break started.

Since the place I wanted to see wasn't in the central or residential area of Wirbelheim, the journey itself was going to take three to four days round trip.

It wasn't like Brienne, where the slums had formed near the city center like an exclave due to being engulfed by the rapid outward expansion of the area.

"Then wouldn't it be better to just go somewhere closer?"

"If we go somewhere 'suitable', we'll only see a 'suitable' reality. I don't do halfway measures."

If it were a relatively closer place, the trip would have been easier, but there was a chance someone might recognize my face, and even the places with relatively lower living standards there were still guaranteed a minimum.

After all, Wirbelheim absorbs the spending power pouring out of the academy; it doesn't make sense for a place near the academy, with its influence, to need poverty relief projects.

It would be one thing if it were a place like the capital city, Brienne, where the sheer size inevitably creates gaps due to the disparity with the actual usable administrative power, but Wirbelheim isn't that big of a city.

"Even so, it's a bit far."

Jean-Pierre said, steering his horse between Gerrero and me. He initially insisted that I should ride in a chariot, but he reluctantly accepted my argument that it would defeat the purpose of the disguise.

Yeah, it's a bit far. Even though we were on horseback, unless we planned to go at full gallop, the speed wouldn't be drastically different. Of course, it's several times faster than walking, though.

"Consider yourself lucky it's not too far. By the way, if you all keep speaking so formally, what's the point of me disguising myself like this? Don't you agree? Edgar?"

As I said that, I steered my horse slightly to the left, turning my head in that direction and winking my left eye. It seemed to be the first time Edgar had seen me like this, as he momentarily wore a blank expression.

"That's, ri, ght. N, no, that's right, Your Highness."

Perhaps that's why. Even Edgar, who had been trying so hard to maintain the dignity of a ducal family, gave an answer that would make anyone who heard it wonder if he was the biggest idiot in the world.

Well, I should understand. They're all older than me and have both skill and talent, but based on the standards of the world I lived in, they're still high school students who haven't even reached adulthood yet.

Even adults in their thirties or forties look foolish when they're flustered or lose their composure, so what can you expect from kids who haven't even turned nineteen?

"Heheheh, see, Edgar is still just a kid at heart. Look how flustered he is."

"Your Highness is still younger."

"No, but your embarrassment is so obvious. I told you to speak informally since we're in disguise, and you struggle to use casual speech only to tack on 'Your Highness' at the end? And what do you mean I'm still younger? Will I be older than Edgar someday?"

Chuckling as if amused, I spoke, and Edgar's face turned a delightful shade of red as he quickly turned his head away. But his ears were already red, too.

If Edgar were a girl instead of a man, I would have just hugged him, lifted him up, thrown him around, bitten him, and licked him. Well, maybe I'd make him a little shorter, too.

"It's not easy to drop formalities with Your Highness."

Jean-Pierre chose Edgar over me as the target for his supportive fire. He probably felt that Edgar was more relatable than I was.

The difference between a freeman and the third son of a ducal family was an overwhelming social gap that would normally prevent them from ever interacting, but even that became a point of empathy in front of the favored youngest Imperial Princess.

Of course, his current position as an Imperial Guard Knight (in training) likely played a role in this as well.

"That's, ri, ght. Ah, this is hard for me, too. Can we even do this? But if we don't do this, it feels like there's no point, you know?"

Gerrero also joined in on that empathy, and neither Edgar nor Jean-Pierre seemed to object to Gerrero's inclusion.

This is the result of me wanting them to treat me not as an Imperial Princess but as a student, a colleague, or a fellow undergraduate, all the while speaking to them casually.

Look. An Imperial Guard Knight (in training) from a freeman background, the third son of a ducal family, and an academy undergraduate from the lowest of the freemen have formed a bond of empathy without any resistance.

"But we have to. If the three of you insist on treating me like some high-and-mighty lady, that's fine, but three handsome, able-bodied men fawning over a girl several years younger than them would look pretty pathetic, you know?"

"No, where did you learn to talk like that...?"

Jean-Pierre sighed, and Gerrero and Edgar avoided my gaze altogether. I can't say I don't understand. It was too vulgar a remark to come from an Imperial Princess.

No, no. It's not like all royalty only speak with elegance. How can a person live without ever swearing? Even if they don't, it's not because they don't know how.

But right now, I'm only thirteen, in the sixth grade. While I'm sure they know what 'pathetic' means, it's still an age where hearing 'you pathetic bastard' would make people gasp.

"Well, with great learning comes some side effects. So, are you going to speak informally or not? Otherwise, how are we going to observe things? You'll wonder why we even bothered to come."

Going back, if they can't even manage to drop formalities here, the whole idea of concealing my status as an Imperial Princess to go out and observe reality becomes absurd.

After all, the place I'm going to is on the outskirts even of the relatively small Wirbelheim, a place that should be considered a village rather than a city.

Paved roads? What are those? Are the unpaved roads even maintained? Look at this sticky texture, even though it hasn't rained for days and the entrance path hasn't even been cleared.

Even if academy students could appear in such a place, if three men are addressing a woman with honorifics and treating her with utmost respect, people will notice even if they don't recognize me as the Imperial Princess.

If they notice, people will inevitably react differently. And naturally, I won't be able to see the situation I want to see.

"But, it's not an easy task. Isn't that right? Sir Anbert? Gerrero?"

"That's right. He is correct. Even for me, as Your Highness's Guardian Knight, it's difficult to drop the honorifics."

But this, honestly, was something I had to be understanding about. How could they speak informally to an Imperial Princess? Especially to an Imperial Princess they had treated with such respect for almost a year and a half.

Still, this time I had a counter. In other words, the way of speaking that allows others to infer a relationship doesn't only apply unilaterally. So, like this.

"Oh my, then for the sake of the three of you who are still awkward, should I speak like this? What do you think? Edgar? Jean-Pierre? Gerrero? If you won't drop formalities with me, I have no choice but to address you this way."

It's not like I've just been sitting idle all this time. After all, this body is that of a woman, so I've studied and learned to some extent how certain words and actions from a woman are perceived by others.

The tone, mannerisms, and gestures I just used were the culmination of that learning, a new face I created with great care and effort. Yes, a new face.

Who cares? I've already sacrificed myself for the sake of 'family' harmony by liberally using the term 'Oppa'. And I did it in a very cute voice, often even with a lisp. [TL] I was originally using 'Brother' but changed my mind and started using 'Oppa', please notify me if I missed any occurence. [/TL]

This is just an extension of that. Speaking and acting like a well-educated, well-bred 'young lady' isn't that difficult once you overcome the psychological resistance.

"Oh, my word..."

Perhaps my appearance was quite shocking, as only Gerrero managed to say anything. To my left and right, Edgar and Jean-Pierre were just gaping.

Ah, this is an interesting reaction. I haven't really had a chance to show this side of myself since I've been maintaining my Imperial Princess persona, but I didn't expect this kind of reaction.

Hehe, shall I do a bit more?

"Why, what's wrong? Let's hurry! You said you'd teach me about alcohol?"

"Ah, no, Your Highness. Please, we were wrong."

"Huh? No? You didn't do anything wrong?"

"Please, no, really. No, we'll, we'll speak informally, so Your Highness, no, um, what should we call, call y, call you?"

Jean-Pierre is also malfunctioning. It was a bit more dramatic than when Edgar broke down, but it's commendable that he managed to recover on his own.

However, things were flowing as I intended, but for some reason, it felt subtly twisted again.

"No, are you really going to react like that just because I talk like this?"

"Yes, I'm going to react like that."

A very firm answer came back immediately, and in such a casual tone as if to leave me no room for argument, that I was forced to shut my mouth, effectively taking a blow from my own counterattack.

Hmm, hmmmm. This is what I intended, it really is, but...

"Is that how it is? Sir Anbert?"

"What's wrong with it? Are you going to let her keep doing that?"

Edgar, who had been looking at Jean-Pierre curiously, turned his gaze to me after hearing that answer.

His gaze and expression were quite complex and subtle, and for some reason, it felt like he was getting on my nerves. No, how long has it been, and he's already picked up bad habits?

Come to think of it, there's been enough time for him to pick things up. It's been over a year and a half, and even if we only count the six months since they started approaching me, that's plenty of time.

"No, no way. Absolutely not. But it's also awkward to keep calling each other by name, so it's better to make up a pseudonym, a fake name. Something not too different, how about Olivia, via?"

"I like it. Then from now on, Your, Ol, Olivia will be Olivia. Ah, my speech feels so awkward even to me, this really isn't easy."

The one who responded to Edgar's suggested pseudonym was neither me nor Jean-Pierre, but Gerrero. It seems he managed to regain some of his composure in that short time.

Olivia. Since it's just a temporary pseudonym to be used this once and discarded, it's quite suitable and usable. It still has the 'Ol' sound, if you can call it that. Anyway, it's not completely unfamiliar.

However, I wanted to somewhat overturn the situation that had subtly failed earlier. So I launched an additional attack.

"Then from now on, I'm Olivia! So, whose little sister should I be?"

"Huh? What? What is this...?"

Once again, the only one who reacted was Gerrero. The others were completely frozen at the word 'little sister'.

Even though I'm almost 160cm tall, I'm still just thirteen. Even if mana is imbued in the body, it doesn't make one more muscular, so my appearance is that of a thirteen-year-old.

It might be hard to grasp, but at thirteen, one is still clearly a child. Even if someone grew to 170cm tall, the lingering baby fat and the underdeveloped features of puberty are still distinct.

Here, the other three are eighteen for Gerrero, seventeen for Edgar, and sixteen for Jean-Pierre. Due to the rapid growth spurts of adolescence, anyone can see that they are clearly older than me.

But we're speaking informally to each other? It would be nice if people naively thought it was a friendship that transcended age and gender, but those with a keen eye would find it suspicious and more than suspicious.

However, if I become the little sister of one of these three, then it wouldn't be strange for us to be this close.

"Whose little sister should I be? I mean, just looking at our faces, there's a big difference, so we need that much to speak informally. So, who should I call 'Oppa'?"

What followed was a truly beautiful display of friendship, where each of them quickly tried to yield the opportunity to be the Imperial Princess's older brother to the others.

This is how you gain multiple benefits with one move. It deepens the disguise, brings the three of them, who are somewhat awkward and distant, closer together, and it's fun for me.

Thus, after using the fairest method, namely drawing lots, to decide that I would become Jean-Pierre's little sister, we arrived at a small village with a temple, and...

"What is this? You think this meager offering will satisfy God? Tsk, your wife needs to step up her game."

"Father, please, not today..."

"Hmph, don't you want an indulgence? How dare you defy a priest!"

The first thing that caught my eye was a crazy man in a priest's robe. He left an even worse impression than the crazy priest I saw at the stall in front of the Great Temple in Brienne.
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"What? Is he crazy? Why is he acting like the lord in the Holy Universal Empire, doing things that even lords don't do?"

"Where did you learn to speak like that...?"

"No, but really, Jean-Pierre Oppa."

"Ugh..."

Jean-Pierre, who was trying to subtly change the subject, collapsed with a strange noise. The next target is Edgar.

"If the lord permits, it's, it's allowed. The tax collection rights are entrusted to the cleric, and in exchange, they receive a set amount of indulgences."

Edgar's explanation followed, stating that all property is accumulated under God's grace, so a portion must be donated to the temple. Lords usually divide the tax collection rights to settle this.

Of course, this simple summary contained many complexities. Some seemed doable, while others were absurdly unjust by my standards.

Even so, it seemed strange that a lord would hand over tax collection rights, even partially, to a cleric. But in a world where Divine Power exists and proves God's existence, it might be possible.

Instead of paying cash or goods for indulgences, using a portion of the entrusted tax collection rights as payment isn't bad if you're going to buy them anyway. It's like an automatic payment, isn't it?

What confuses me is that the 'mandatory' amount of indulgences applies to lords, who are nobles with real power, not other social classes. They should be like kings in their own territories.

"Is buying indulgences mandatory? I've never bought one."

"Usually, it's bought, bought on a household basis. Since the temple covers a significant portion of the Eternal Crusade's maintenance costs, they accept that there's a mandatory amount."

Is that so? Well, there is the absolute evil called the Demon King's Army here. They are an army of monsters who raise the dead as zombies and treat humans as toys or food, so they are definitely an absolute evil.

And Divine Power is the most effective against that absolute evil. To be precise, it's cost-effective. Even Divine Power that can only heal minor wounds is a serious threat to those monsters.

Therefore, the great disaster where there were two or three Popes at the same time in my history cannot happen here. Even the Holy Universal Empire, the most powerful among human nations, must respect the temple and 'mandatorily purchase' indulgences.

"But that, asking for a wife, doesn't seem like a tax."

It's really annoying, but if I consider it as an unavoidable evil of this world and this time, the next problem is that. Judging from the way he's talking, it seems like this won't be the first or the last time.

"When he says that, he doesn't mean taking a wife to do things at night..."

"I know, Edgar. He's talking about making babies."

Gasp! With a shocked expression as if his breath was caught, Edgar also sank, hit in the citadel, the core area, in one shot. But, he couldn't have thought I wouldn't know this.

It makes sense, doesn't it? Officially, I'm at the academy to find a husband. This isn't some Confucian Taliban country. They can't be saying marriage and childbirth are necessary but neglect sex education.

Ah, is it just a problem that this came up suddenly? That makes sense. It would be embarrassing for a thirteen-year-old cute, pretty, and sparkling Imperial Princess to suddenly say something like that.

"It's a kind of 'goods' payment. If the cleric or lord approves, it's fine."

The last target, Gerrero, spoke. And to his words, I, who hadn't been studying in vain, tilted my head and asked back.

"Making babies? Isn't that forbidden in principle? Moral this and that, indulging in lust, the sanctity and uprightness of protection and tax collection rights, there are many things it violates."

"Because of the decades-long war. There's a compromise on 'some' matters."

Gerrero seemed to be somewhat affected by the talk of making babies, but the underlying resentment towards the temple in his words seemed more important.

Yes, that's right. I'm a royal, so I don't feel it at all, and Edgar, as the third son of a ducal family, feels it much less, but Gerrero must feel it differently.

I glanced at Jean-Pierre, wondering what he thought, and he seemed to agree, but Gerrero's reaction was stronger. Even though they are both freemen, Jean-Pierre's side was a bit more well-off, was that why?

Alright, war is like the demon of greed, Mammon, incarnate in this world, sucking up money without generating much profit.

Moreover, the war with the Demon King's Army requires not only the recapture and occupation of territory but also purification through Divine Power and reconstruction, so a lot of money is needed.

Therefore, they would need to secure funds somehow, and selling indulgences constantly wouldn't be impossible. Money is always the problem.

But, even if I let that go, there's still one more thing that bothers me.

"But just now, didn't he say that was an indulgence? Not absolution?"

"That's right. No, that's right. He said indulgence. Not absolution."

That's right. He said indulgence, not absolution. Those with some insight will immediately realize that what this damn priest is selling is different from absolution.

Absolution is, literally, the forgiveness of sins. Whether it's truly forgiven or not, this certificate indicates that a certain amount of sin is forgiven.

On the other hand, an indulgence is a certificate that forgives punishment, not sin. In other words, it means that you won't be punished, but the sin itself remains.

Naturally, an indulgence is at least one level below absolution. There's an afterlife in this world's religion, and an indulgence doesn't cleanse the sins that will be applied in the afterlife.

"Does the temple deal with both absolution and indulgence? I've never heard of indulgence. What do you think? Oppa? What do you think? Edgar?"

The first thought that came to mind was that, since I'm an Imperial Princess, I've never seen a lower-grade indulgence.

In this world, in this era, information doesn't spread easily. They have printing technology and use it well, but that alone doesn't guarantee easy information dissemination.

"The temple doesn't officially recognize indulgence, no."

Jean-Pierre, completely broken after hearing "Oppa," was in deep thought with his eyes tightly closed, and Edgar was the one who answered.

Yes, it was originally a 'product' not handled by the temple. But why is that priest trying to force baby-making in exchange for a product not handled by the temple?

"Isn't this over if we report it? How dare he sell an indulgence not handled by the temple in front of an Imperial Princess, and use it to try to make babies with someone else's wife?"

Edgar, who had barely resurfaced, sank again.

"Here, more than half are serfs, and the rest are lower-class freemen. For a place like this, will Your Highness, of all people, stand against the temple?"

Gerrero's carefully maintained facade for disguise was completely shattered. It hadn't even been an hour since he barely managed to maintain it.

"For one village?"

"That's right. What do you think?"

Gerrero's question lacked the usual coolness I had come to expect from him. His eyes and voice were extremely serious and grave.

Wow, on the outside, he looks like a typical golden sun, but you need to be somewhat good-looking to be a golden sun. When he gets serious like this, it's really amazing.

Of course, that and reality are separate. I can roughly understand why women fall for these golden suns, but that's completely different from me falling for it.

"That's not profitable."

"Is that so..."

That's right. It's not profitable. After all, it's a village with a population of maybe a thousand. It's a bit large for a village, but still.

Intervening while confronting the temple would have a poor outcome compared to the cost. I'm an Imperial Princess in name, but the influence I can mobilize comes from the imperial family's backing.

Therefore, my involvement would somewhat reflect the imperial family's stance, which is too much for a village like this.

Conversely, it wouldn't be difficult to push through, but I would be shackled in various ways to prevent me from doing anything foolish afterward.

The problem here is that my purpose wasn't to succeed in those things. It was to pretend to strive for success, but ultimately enter a convent.

"If we're going to do it, we should do it bigger."

"Bigger, you say?"

The reform I'm going to initiate doesn't need to succeed. It's better to fail spectacularly than to succeed on a small scale and be tied down.

Since others don't know my true intentions, Gerrero, who seemed slightly resigned, widened his eyes at my next words.

Isn't it perfect? To others, my future actions will have considerable persuasiveness and coherence because of this.

"That's right, bigger. It can't be helped. I was going to try to understand the reality, but there's no need to look further here. Why didn't you tell me? Gerrero? You could have just told me about this, right?"

"...Even if you can't experience it directly, there's a difference between seeing it and just knowing it in your head."

That's true. Experiencing something firsthand is the best way to understand the related situation, but the saying "seeing is believing" exists for a reason.

"Yes, it seems so. Then that tavern? Let's stop by there before we go."

"Why the tavern?"

"I'll experience the tavern too. Ah, get a hold of yourself! I'm Olivia now! Right? Oppa?"

"Ugh! R-right, O-livia."

He's not falling for it three times in a row. Well, if you try three times, it's polite to block at least once. Wait, cancel that. It's okay to not block three times in a row, it doesn't have to be about politeness.

"Ol, Olivia is old enough to learn her first drink. There's just one thing I'm worried about."

"What's that? Edgar?"

If I asked, "She's thirteen?" I'd probably get a "So what?" in response. Someone with a more 'progressive' personality might ask if I've never even had a drink at thirteen.

Therefore, Edgar's concern wasn't about that. It's something to worry about, but it's also a subtly important part of reality.

"I'm worried that her first drink might be so bad that she gets a bad impression of alcohol, I'm worried. Gerrero, you know what I mean."

"I know. I'm worried about that too."

Jean-Pierre, who barely managed to block the third attempt, still needed more time to recover, so Edgar sought agreement from Gerrero.

Sometimes, first impressions are everything. So, if I had no idea what alcohol tasted like, that could happen.

"Then we're going, right? Let's go!"

"Are you going? Your Highness. Absolutely not."

"No, why!"

Edgar, who seemed like he would take me to the tavern, suddenly changed his attitude. Even Gerrero seemed slightly taken aback.

"Since we've discovered the priest's excessive blasphemy, we must correct it first. As Your Highness said, it's too small for you to handle, so I should do it."

"Huh? Why suddenly? It's not okay for an Imperial Princess, but it's okay for a ducal family?"

"Yes. It's fine if my family does it. This area is the territory of my family's vassal's vassal. And for the lord, attacking a cleric with Your Highness as a witness is a very welcome event."

"Why? Why bother? It should still be a burden, right?"

I asked why so suddenly, and he said this while slightly avoiding my gaze.

"What Your Highness desires but finds difficult to do immediately is something that someone like me should do."
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"Do you want me to?" I didn't do the foolish thing of answering a question with a question. It was obvious, because I had originally led him to think that way.

In short, my intention was to give the impression that I wanted to really mess with that madman in a priest's skin, and if I was going to do it, I wanted to do it properly and on a large scale.

Edgar's reaction showed that this was clearly a success. The reaction was quite unexpected, but it was true that my intention to do something about those priests was conveyed.

"So, why Edgar? Why bother?"

"He seems to want it too, and I don't like the way he looks either. That's reason enough to do what I can."

Well, what am I supposed to do when he says that? I said I was doing it because I wanted to, but he said he was doing it because he wanted to as well.

Besides, thinking back to what he said before, if the vassal of the Duke's vassal was the Lord of this area, this was enough of a pretext to gain a political advantage.

Also, isn't reaching out to someone else's woman almost the ultimate act of unforgivable shamelessness that everyone would be outraged by?

"I won't stop you from helping, but don't overdo it, okay?"

"I know my family's capabilities well. Just as I use my family's power to command my vassals and subordinates, please think of me as Your Highness's command."

And he said it himself. It wasn't that he was moved by the actions of a mere thirteen-year-old Imperial Princess, but if he offered, there was no reason to push him away.

Right, so, one thing. I received the results directly, well before summer vacation ended and September arrived.

"The verification is complete. The priest in the area has been producing and selling a large number of Indulgences on his own. Your Highness's testimony made things much easier."

"Don't mention it. It's thanks to Hans' hard work."

Since we weren't going to exchange punches until we grabbed each other's collars and died, most of the investigation into the Duke Mülleron's accusation, along with my testimony, was taken over by the Temple.

Normally, if it were left to them like this, they would have openly covered it up. But the moment I got involved as a witness, that became impossible. So how did these Temple bastards respond?

"However, in the future, you should be more careful about appearing as a witness in such matters. Thanks to what you've shown so far, the voices aren't loud, but there are concerns that Your Highness may be antagonizing the Temple."

"It was just a testimony that I saw exactly that, right? Thanks to that, we were able to cut off only the parts that needed to be cut off, right?"

"......That's right. It was cut off very cleanly."

What Hans said with a deep sigh meant that the Temple had cut off only that priest, like a lizard cutting off its tail.

If it had been a thirteen-year-old Imperial Princess alone, it would have been possible to take a more aggressive and extreme stance with the determination to close my eyes and not allow any exceptions.

For example, if the Temple had officially issued a statement condemning my 'interference' with the rights of a Cleric, I would have given up on the village, which was mostly composed of Serfs or poor Freemen, and entered into negotiations under the table.
Duke Mülleron's family got involved here, and it was the land of a vassal Lord under a vassal Lord, so there was a clear justification for intervention. With that justification, there was no reason for the Temple to protect a single Priest.

If we had framed him, that would be one thing, but it was a clear fact that he had independently produced and sold Indulgences, which were not officially handled by the Temple.

"The sale of Indulgences, which means forced buying, will decrease, right? Hans? What do you think?"

"Yes, it will at least decrease, and our Temple will start more active management and supervision."

"Right. For the time being."

At the pointed expression 'for the time being', Hans couldn't refute and shut his mouth. He also knew the reality of the Temple.

It was a Temple that had already made a lot of money by selling something in the name of God. Dogs don't stop pooping, and the Temple wouldn't do more than pretend to crack down on Indulgences and punish a few annoying Priests as sacrifices.

"Please, do not act any further, Your Highness. It is dangerous."

Hans was not a fool who couldn't realize what I was thinking here. Well, anyone with a brain would know from our conversation that I was going to do something about the Temple.

Fortunately, Hans said that not because he was warning me from the Temple's point of view, but because he was worried about me as a person.

"Will you help me so I don't do that?"

"I will do my best. I say this because I know Your Highness's tendencies well, but there are many people within the Temple who think that improvements are needed in this matter. Do not overdo it alone."

To his words, I responded with a bright smile and a few big nods.

However, apart from the appearance I gave in return, my inner thoughts were filled with quite different content. Because, of course, I had no intention of stopping at the improvements he was talking about.

If change were to occur in the Temple, it would not be enough to call it improvement. Yes, if I were to do it, I would have to reform it.

Thus, I shall be reborn as a religious warrior to reform the church, no, the Temple, and I shall tear this absurdity to pieces and hang it on the Cross.

Seriously, if this isn't Method acting, what is? This is exactly how you convince them it's a huge issue to leave her out and force her into a Convent.

Since it's come to this, I decided to add one more thing that I thought would be nice to have. To make it easier for people to believe in my 'sincerity'.

"Master! Mages are free to use the printing press, right?"

"That's right. They don't let just anyone use the Movable Type Printing Press. My wise Olga, what are you thinking of now that you're asking about that?"

There is already a Movable Type Printing Press in this world. A printing press that uses metal type to appear not 'cheap' and can print several pages per minute if you want to.

However, its use is extremely limited to prevent knowledge and information from spreading too cheaply, which is a very exemplary case of Dumbing-Down Rule.

But Mages, of course, were those who needed to store and transmit knowledge, so they were almost free from such control. How would you train Mages if you controlled that?

Of course, as an Imperial Princess, I was also free from such control, but unlike Mages who use it whenever they need it, I had to clearly state the purpose of use first.

"There's something I need to turn over."

"Oh dear, it would be content that would not even be approved for printing if revealed in advance. Right?"

"Yeah, that's right. So if possible, I'd like it if the writer is revealed, but not the printer. So that Master won't be in trouble because of me."

But Mages, especially a Court Mage and an Academy professor, were different. Moreover, since she was an Elf, if she was determined to hide it, no one would be able to find out who printed it.

Do you really need a printer? What are the support staff's requirements? What does a Mage need, anyway? She won't be doing much printing, and it won't be compiled into a book, so she can likely complete it in an instant.

"I'll decide after seeing the content. If it's too dangerous, I'll reveal myself as the printer as well."

"Huh? What? Why? I'm telling you not to reveal it because it's dangerous."

"So, I'm saying I'll reveal it if it's dangerous. I was planning to step down from my position in the world and return to my hometown anyway, but if I can be of help to Olga before that, I can't miss it."

Hmm, this is unexpected. Well, this would be a nuisance to my Master, not anyone else.

I can't help it. Then I'll have to give this up. There's a risk that the fire will flicker small and die out, but well, I can just make it burn longer, can't I?

"Geez, if that's the case, I won't do it. Master, you should accept when your disciple says I'll take care of it so you won't be in danger. Don't you think so?"

"Olga, who still considers me her Master, is in danger, so how can I, as her Master, be safe alone? Don't you think so?"

"Ugh, ah, Master is pretty, beautiful, smart, capable, good at Magic, and also good with words, so there's no way I can win."

That's right, praise me more. While saying that, my Master is hugging me and rubbing our cheeks together. Even though the height difference has decreased considerably compared to before, she is still my sky-high Master.

Even though the project of naturally entering the Convent that I'm planning has become a little more troublesome, I'm still very happy to reaffirm my bond with my Master. I'll rub my cheeks a lot. Mmmmm.

As I was melting like that, at some point, my Master grabbed me, pulled me away, and put me in front of her, then looked at me with soft but serious eyes and opened her mouth.

"Then don't do anything dangerous, Olga. Okay?"

Yes, that's how it is. Just as I feel that way about my Master, my Master also wants me to stay away from dangerous things. Where would my heart be alone?

"Okay, Master. I won't do anything dangerous."

"You promise?"

"Yes, I promise. Here, pinky promise."

It's okay. This is, well. I just need to push it forward without my Master knowing, or late enough for her to know. It was a problem in the first place that I tried to involve others in the voice I had to make.

It felt both unsettling and sad to promise my Master something I planned to break from the start, but since it wasn't a malicious lie, I felt it was alright.

Even though I couldn't rely on my Master, what I was going to start soon didn't change. The beginning would be just right for the philosophy discussion lecture after the start of the semester.

My words and actions in the philosophy discussion lectures were already getting quite a bit of attention. Well, it's not at the level of being pioneering or anything, but the fact that the Imperial Princess is showing prominence there is attracting the attention of the scholarly class.

If I drop a bomb there, the aftermath will be created and spread by the scholarly class. Then I don't have to worry about it burning faintly like a campfire and going out easily.

Good. Since the start of the semester is soon, it's time to organize and prepare what I'm going to say. It will probably be the last speech of my life, so I should make the content as amazing as possible.

.
.
.

Iris Meluka-sil is an Elf. Moreover, she is a very young Elf who is only 107 years old and has hundreds of years left to live.

Her life, um, Elf life? No, again. Her life was a series of proving that she was a truly gifted woman, even among Elves who are generally known for their excellent magical talent.

There was a sense of accomplishment. It was overflowing even by human standards, and by the standards of Elves, who are generally laid-back due to their long lifespan, it was like a great flood.

Of course, no matter how positive an emotion is, if it overflows uncontrollably like that, it becomes boring. Sense of accomplishment? It's always there, so what?

Therefore, to her, who was thinking of quitting her position as the Court Mage of the Holy Universal Empire, a position recognized even among Elves, and doing something else, Olga's appearance was like a star of honey-jam falling into her arms.

Yes, for the first time.

It started with a small child who was just a source of vitality in life. She's smarter than I thought. She's quick-witted. Cute. That's how the feelings started.

It didn't take long for those feelings to swell into bigger, different things. Thoughtful and wise. Cute and pretty. She shines so beautifully. Clear, just looking at her makes me smile and happy.

And that child, at just ten years old, already had things that she had observed for decades and rarely seen. Noble, righteous, beautiful, and courageous.

Look at her now. She was trying to ask for her help to do something, but when she realized that the danger would reach her as well, she withdrew without hesitation. And what about the cunning lie that followed?

It wasn't difficult to guess what her wise Olga would do. Iris Meluka-sil, who had been thinking about humans, especially human Clerics, for a while, quietly picked up her quill.

"Iris Meluka-sil, who is blessed by the World Tree and continues the roots of 'sil', humbly greets the Tree Council. May everything go well under the providence of Mother Nature..."

"...Therefore, I request that the Tree Council organize and dispatch a religious delegation with a composition that can have serious discussions about the words and actions of the human Temple. With the blue wind, Iris Meluka-sil."
Chapter 23: False Steps (5)
I wasn't a great orator or literary figure, but I had the knowledge I'd accumulated in my spare time by delving into history as a history buff.

Of course, that knowledge, especially about who said what and how, was mostly superficial. I wasn't searching for dissertations or examining historical sites, after all.

It wasn't internalized in the first place, so of course, it wasn't all that neat and clear in my head. There were things like The Lord of the Rings mixed in, too.

But the general outline remained, and if I added the knowledge I'd gained here, it turned out pretty well. At least, that's how it seemed to me.

So, the first start was my first philosophy discussion lecture of the second semester of my second year.

"Then, for the topic of discussion of the first lecture, Imperial Princess Olga de Blumburg, who has taken the top spot in this lecture all of last semester and even the freshman year last year, will open it. So, Your Imperial Highness?"

Tap, tap. Even though I was only thirteen, I deliberately wore shoes with heels to create a clear sound with each step.

Having captured everyone's eyes and ears, I ascended to the prepared podium, scanned the gazes focused on me, and dropped the bomb.

"Today, on this glorious and honorable morning, the first topic of discussion I present to you is this: a discussion on the power and effectiveness of indulgences."

Huh? What did Her Imperial Highness just say? Did I hear correctly? Indulgences? She said indulgences, right? She said the power and effectiveness of indulgences.

If I looked around with the meaning of giving them time after saying just that, that kind of murmur arose noisily and quickly subsided.

In the midst of this, the professor, who was the first to understand and grasp the content of what I was saying, had his face turn pale and was already sweating. I felt sorry for him.

"People, the Temple, have no power to forgive any sin between a sinner and God, other than to declare that God has forgiven the sin. What is necessary for God to forgive sins is sincere reflection and repentance, but in a certificate bought with money, there is neither reflection nor repentance."

Gasp! Gasp! Sounds like someone was about to die came from all over the auditorium used as a lecture hall. This was because it was very openly touching and criticizing the church's sale of indulgences.

If we were talking about power and effectiveness, one could somehow twist it to say that indulgences are necessary and wonderful.

But the content I firmly stated again did not allow such a desperate interpretation. Isn't it saying fuck indulgences! Fuck the Temple!

"Your Imperial Highness! No matter who you are, I cannot condone such outrageous remarks!"

The first to react strongly was one of those who had been admitted with a quota from the Temple, a priest or prospective priest who focused on theology and related lectures.

I had confirmed through Hans that there were many clerics who did not interpret indulgences positively, but that was only a surprisingly large number, and the mainstream was still this side.

"Outrageous remarks? Aren't the outrageous remarks coming from the Temple, which believes that individuals can replace sincere reflection and repentance with money? Aren't the outrageous remarks coming from the clerics who declare that they have forgiven sins that only God can forgive!"

"Stop it! Your Imperial Highness! Every word you are saying is crossing the line! You should stop now and confess, repent, and do penance!"

"Yes! You said it well! Confession! Even in confession, what is forgiven is the sin, but the compensation for committing the sin and the penance for it must be done separately! Indulgences forgive everything!"

Even confession, which is commonly said to forgive sins just by doing it, did not mean that everything about the sin was washed away by sincerely confessing one's fault, repenting, and being forgiven.

Regarding the sin confessed in confession, the consequences of the sin do not disappear just because you confess, so you must compensate for it separately. Compensation is usually done before confession, and it should not take long even after.

For example, if you stole from someone and caused them a loss of 20 gold, you must first compensate for the loss of 20 gold before confessing the sin of stealing.

Even after that, spiritual and mental penance for the sin itself, that is, performing other good deeds, must be performed. This is to remit what is called, Temporal Punishment, a type of punishment that remains even after the sin is forgiven.

There is a sin, there is compensation, and there is still Temporal Punishment left. The beginning of 'indulgence' here was to remit that Temporal Punishment in the name of the Pope.

"A-are, you now, de-denying, His Holiness the Pope's Po-Power of, Indulgence?!"

Therefore, such remarks of mine were likely to be seen as a direct challenge to the authority of the Pope. Someone who could wield more power than the Emperor of this Holy Universal Empire, depending on the circumstances.

"No, His Holiness certainly has the right to grant indulgences, or rather, the Power of Indulgence to remit Temporal Punishment. So he remits the confessed Temporal Punishment of those who have made particularly great contributions to humanity and the Temple."

Even so, I had no intention of directly antagonizing such a Pope. What I wanted was to enter the convent, not to be hanged by the neck.

Moreover, the right to remit Temporal Punishment, the so-called Power of Indulgence, was a fundamental right guaranteed by the religious doctrines and scriptures of this world. As far as I know, it wasn't much different in the real world's Middle Ages.

"If you acknowledge that, why...?"

"But are the current indulgences truly indulgences through His Holiness's Power of Indulgence? Is it right for other clerics to exercise the Power of Indulgence, which only His Holiness can do, while forgiving sins, compensation, and even Temporal Punishment that have not even been confessed?"

Therefore, what I was arguing for was a more fundamental, let's say, a more fundamentalist form of argument. At the same time, it was also a just and righteous argument.

Even so, more experienced and cunning clerics would soon come up with other interpretations and refutations here. They would usually have thought about it themselves.

But the aspiring priests, the prospective clerics who entered the Academy because they showed unusual Divine Power for their age, were not at that level. Rather, when you think about it right now, isn't what I'm saying right?

In fact, even the most intense and enthusiastic of those prospective clerics, who had been the first to speak up, was just opening and closing his mouth, not knowing what to say in response to my words.

What are you going to do? Ignore the scriptures? Ignore the fundamentalist interpretation itself? At least, did the current Pope receive a confirmed Divine Revelation? I don't think so?

"That's, um..."

"Is that all?! The current indulgences even forgive the sins and punishments of those who have already died and been judged with the money of the present world! Does this make any sense!"

"Yo-Your Imperial Highness, pl-please, stop. No, you can't. You really can't."

Then, when I poked and stirred up another loophole of the indulgence that could not be refuted theoretically, this time, the professor who had barely regained his senses spoke almost as if he were crying, as if he were begging.

If I'd just left things as they were, there would have been serious repercussions for him, the professor. Even with this, it's already quite intense, and without his intervention, it would have been a total catastrophe.

"I'll stop if the professor tells me to, but isn't this a place for philosophical discussion on a topic that the proposer wants?"

"Th-theology is, a separate domain from philosophy, Your Imperial Highness. Please..."

I could feel the wavering of his gaze, thinking that it was a big deal now. No matter what, this academy is an institution within the Holy Universal Empire and cannot be unaffected by it.

At least, if the imperial power was clearly superior to the divine power, meaning the power of the divine, not the power of the ministers, it might have been different, but that's not the case.

Alright, I see. If the professor's definition is set that way, I have no choice but to learn it that way. It's not worth fighting. I'll drop it for the moment.

The phrase "for the moment" attached at the end felt quite uncomfortable, but it was clear that he felt a considerable sense of relief that he had stopped me, at least.

This means that the professor now has something to say to the Temple later. No, I stopped Her Imperial Highness from saying that. What more could I do?

Despite being only thirteen, she is an Imperial Princess of considerable accomplishment, and has demonstrated clear political competence.  The poverty relief project aside, it was essentially I who recently maneuvered the Duke Mülleron family.

However, I was going to end it there, but an unexpected reaction appeared from an unexpected place.

"Your Imperial Highness only expressed her opinion, Professor. And since when did you exclude theology from philosophical discussions? Have you forgotten what the highest-rated topic was last semester?"

The one who spoke up, standing up, was none other than Jane Blair. Both in swordsmanship and in the lectures I should say I majored in, one of the three people I was closest to.

I was surprised by the extent of the interaction, though she evidently didn't feel the same. Is it possible she harbors resentment towards the Temple, stemming from her lower noble lineage, even within the nobility itself?

In my guess, the weight was inevitably placed on the latter. I mean, I did look into what the Temple was doing after that, but in the end, the only conclusion was that it was a continuation of exploitation.

Basically, isn't that how exploitation is? Because the divine power is so strong that it is comparable to the imperial power, high-ranking nobles will also suffer, but it is nothing compared to what the lower nobles and freemen suffer.

"That's right! Professor! 'The Influence of Mainstream Logic on Theology' is a topic that even the Temple recognized as a harmony of philosophy and theology!"

"I understand that Her Imperial Highness was confirmed as the top student with that! Am I wrong!"

If a fire is lit on a fuse, it is bound to go straight to the explosives unless someone cuts it off in the middle, and this fuse was too short, and the firepower of the lit fire was very strong.

The fuse that Jane Blair lit as a spark, not only those I classified as 'skill faction' but also those I considered 'networking faction' set it on fire quite fiercely.

Look at those who stand up one by one and shout as if condemning the professor. There were freemen, lower nobles, and even high-ranking nobles from the Count family or higher.

Among them, the decisive blow was.

"My position may not be that of the family, but I also support Her Imperial Highness for bringing up such a topic, Professor. It seems that you have misjudged this."

When Edgar Mülleron stood up and spoke, those who seemed to be secretly uncomfortable with this situation, even if they did not immediately stand up and object because of the atmosphere, stopped their small grumbling and shut their mouths.

If this side has a certain amount of influence just with the title of Imperial Princess, on the other hand, Edgar is a person with comparable influence and superior political power just with the title of a direct descendant of the Mülleron family.

There is a good reason why he is still my most likely candidate for a husband. He is the one who leads the atmosphere of the lecture when I am not present or not particularly involved.

If it continues like this, I could make this a starting point for reform. As a starting point where I can start with not only lower nobles but also direct descendants of quite influential noble families on my side.

If my intention was really reform, I would have seriously considered that.

"No, it's alright. The professor's having difficulties too, so let's call it a day. There will likely be a better, more suitable opportunity later."

I am the leader of this atmosphere. It was none other than me who dropped the bomb directly on the target point, and it was also me who directly pulled the trigger.

If I say I'm backing down, it's natural for the others who stood up in support to restrain themselves. If I say it like that, they will wait for the next place I will 'lead' for the time being.

"If Your Imperial Highness says so."

"But this is an opportunity..."

"No, Her Imperial Highness said so, and Duke Mülleron said so."

As expected, they were whispering, but they were sitting down again. I mean, Edgar is like that, who else can be the representative instead of those two?

Okay, this went according to plan. I confirmed that I had something like a support base, and at the same time, I adjusted it so that the explosion was sufficiently suppressed. Now, the next turn.

.
.
.

The next morning, people gathered in front of the long poster hanging in the main building of the Academy. Most of those who gathered were reading the contents as if possessed by something.

"Anyone who sincerely repents and regrets receives complete forgiveness even without an indulgence..."

"Invalidating indulgences that were previously given only for meritorious deeds, not money, suggests that the purpose of the indulgence is not forgiveness but money..."

"Saying that the cross decorated on the priest's arm has the same power as the cross in the scriptures is blasphemy..."

Who else could have put that up, if not the Imperial Princess, who had stepped back from a place where everyone who agreed could share the responsibility?

Among them, a few people who had forgotten about the next lecture, copied all the dozens of logic written on the poster into their own notebooks, and started running somewhere.

Most of them arrived at the printing house.
Chapter 24: False Steps (6)
Oh, how refreshing. Still, since I hadn't forced myself to say anything I didn't mean, it felt good to get it off my chest. No matter how much of an Imperial Princess I was, I couldn't just say whatever I wanted all the time.

This was especially true when it came to matters related to the Temple. With Imperial and Divine power at odds, how could I, the youngest in the Imperial Family, criticize the Temple so carelessly?

In that sense, the words I'd blurted out in the last philosophy discussion were a partial expression of my true feelings. I needed an opportunity like this once in a while.

Thanks to that, I arrived at the main lecture hall in a pretty good mood, only to find everyone gathered around, murmuring and looking at something. What is it? What's going on?

"Your Highness! I support you!"

"Long live the Imperial Princess!"

"Everything you said is correct!"

Thinking it was a general notice for the whole Academy, I approached, and those who noticed me coming closer started shouting such things at me.

Had it spread this much in such a short time? Well, it was possible. It was short but intense, so it wouldn't be strange for it to spread quickly among the Academy's current students.

However, the contents posted there were clearly strange.

"No, this is..."

Looking at the content posted there, I couldn't help but be shocked. It was because most of what I had argued in yesterday's incident was included, with some embellishments.

In short, it was a poster in a form very similar to Martin Luther's Ninety-five Theses, which is often regarded as the starting point of the split between Catholicism and Protestantism. [TL] The Ninety-five Theses were a list of propositions for an academic disputation written by Martin Luther in 1517. [/TL]

Come to think of it, even the reason was almost identical to it. It was a reaction against indulgences, and it was posted for everyone to see, wasn't it?

"We support you! Your Highness!"

"Include me too! Me too!"

"Your Highness, please be careful."

With such thoughts, I carefully examined the contents one by one, and the people around me started talking to me, either cheering me on or worrying about me.

Why me? The thought crossed my mind for a moment, but it didn't take long to figure out why they were acting like that. They all mistook me for the one who wrote and posted this poster.

No, but I didn't post it? I was planning to wait a bit, thinking it might get overheated because of my appearance in yesterday's lecture?

"Your Highness, are you alright?"

"Ah, Edgar. I'm fine, but let's talk separately for a moment."

It was Edgar who approached. Since he was a direct descendant of a Duke's family, I thought he might know something. It was unlikely that professors or other staff members had put this up.

With the Knights and Jean-Pierre holding back the others, a private space for Edgar and me to talk was quickly prepared.

I don't know if I should call this fortunate, but before I could say anything, Edgar brought up the most curious and important topic.

"I did it."

"What? What did you do?"

"That poster. I wrote it and posted it. If I have misinterpreted Your Highness's intentions, distorted or omitted anything, please let me know."

The casual tone he'd used when we were outside the Academy was gone without a trace. Honestly, it was natural for him to be groveling after taking such initiative.

However, he seemed more worried about the possibility of misrepresenting my intentions than about the unauthorized action itself.

"Why, why did you write that and put it up like that? I-I didn't intend to go that far."

To be precise, I did intend to, but only after the heat had died down. If I did it already, it could cause an uncontrollable disaster, like a wildfire spreading through a field.

Yeah, like right now.

"I'm not trying to burn the world, Edgar."

"I know, Your Highness."

"You know? You know, and you did this already? Are you crazy trying to kill people?"

It's a religious reformation, nothing else. It's a world where Divine Power proves the existence of God, not anywhere else. The Temple is in a situation where it's making the greatest contribution in the fight against the Demon King's Army, not any other situation.

All situations indicate that a large amount of blood will flow if pushed strongly with determination. And that blood will be on my hands, and the responsibility will be on my shoulders.

Even if the original purpose was really reform, I wouldn't want to do it like this, and in the first place, my purpose isn't even that.

To add one more thing, I can't even tell other people about that original purpose.

"Kill? It won't happen. I have a plan, and I took action after making preparations."

He had a plan and made preparations? Even after hearing that, I still thought he was crazy, but I also felt the need to listen to him. What could I do?

"Tell me."

"You know that the priest who recently forced the sale of indulgences in that village was punished, and that many clerics who focused solely on selling indulgences in a similar manner were subsequently caught and punished."

Of course, I know. I was a witness to that indulgence priest, and I was informed of the outcome. I understood the subsequent actions as a 'brilliant scapegoating.'

"So, what about it?"

"My family sees this as an opportunity to decisively curb the ever-soaring Divine Power. We have already used our family's mages to create and widely distribute numerous printed booklets on related cases."

I couldn't find the words to respond immediately to his words, which were spoken softly so that others, even the closest Knights and Jean-Pierre, couldn't hear, and I had to shut my mouth for a moment.

That's how it is, isn't it? In fact, from the perspective of the Duke's family, which holds almost the most power among the secular authorities under the Emperor, this is a good opportunity to suppress the annoying Divine Power.

If it had started out of the blue, it would be one thing, but they had already suppressed the Temple once with both justification and reality, and not much time had passed since then.

Moreover, the Imperial Family is involved in this to the point of intervention, so it would be difficult for the Temple to respond effectively right away.

Above all, the spread of ideology through that booklet was something I had been thinking about in the first place.

"But, but this..."

But this wasn't started for the purpose of real reform. It was just for me to avoid marrying a man, causing some trouble, and then being locked up in a convent.

How could I say such a thing? Putting aside the embarrassment, many people had already sympathized with my words, and some had even taken action.

"Don't worry too much, Your Highness. Our family has no intention of going all the way with the Temple. We will finish it at an appropriate level and produce an appropriate result."

The appropriate level and appropriate result he was talking about would be enough for the Temple to realize that they would be beaten like this from time to time if they were left to become too morally lax.

The Divine Power would be moderately curbed, but not to the level of utter disgrace, and depending on how they acted, the 'reformed' Temple leadership could even regain support. It wouldn't be a blessing in disguise, but overcoming the crisis would be enough.

On the other hand, his family, and he and I, would gain the support of many by appropriately suppressing the Divine Power and eradicating serious corruption such as the forced sale of indulgences.

No, but I don't mean to do that?

"But, but that's too dangerous."

Unless I was going to reveal my ridiculous true nature, this was all I could say.

The Temple is not a gathering of fools. On the contrary, it is a highly political group, a gathering of clerics who serve God, where one cannot rise to a high position without political sense.

Therefore, there is a considerable possibility of failure and danger, and therefore, not only the Imperial Family, which has become a mere support, is not safe, but his family, which has taken the lead, could also suffer a major blow.

Moreover, what would happen to Edgar, who is the third son, not the eldest or second son, even though he is a direct descendant?

"Then, what is Your Highness's reason?"

It was a natural question from his perspective, but it was a fatal question that pierced the deepest part of my conscience. Why did I do it? No, I told you, I can't say it!

If I didn't give any answer, he might misunderstand again and take action on his own, so I racked my brain and quickly came up with a suitable reason.

"Because, it's something that needs to be done."

Ha, I'm such an idiot. Did I come up with that as a suitable reason? I do it because it needs to be done? Are we discussing the stages of morality?

The problem was that I couldn't think of any other reason in this situation where we were talking face-to-face, unless I had more time. Honestly, it wasn't like what needed to be done was a lie.

I don't know how he took my answer, but a gentle, yes, a gentle smile appeared on Edgar's face. Oh, I'm going crazy. If only this body were a man's, I could have given him a smile of friendship and a hearty handshake.

"Then, Your Highness, I will also do what needs to be done."

For a moment, my vision became dizzy, so I had to close my eyes tightly, take a deep breath, and then slowly exhale to calm myself down.

He will also do what needs to be done? So he's determined to push this through and make it a great success. Then what about my avoiding marriage? What about my going to the convent?

"Edgar, this, I, I, I started this, so..."

So I should finish it? No, the Mülleron family is doing this after calculating the gains and losses. Naturally, they wouldn't have started acting just because I, the Imperial Princess, stepped up.

The Imperial Princess stepped up? So what? If they push it as a momentary deviation of the youngest Imperial Princess, it's not like the Imperial Family has no excuse to back out.

In other words, the Mülleron family has already secured cooperation from the Imperial Family on this matter. I don't know how active or extensive the cooperation is.

"Of course, this is something Your Highness started."

"R-right? Then Edgar, a, dangerous situation, no, ah, this is really, ha..."

Things had progressed to this point without my knowledge, and from what I could gather for a moment, it wasn't something that could be stopped even if I revealed my absurd intentions.

Even if the Mülleron family said they had a plan and calculated everything, it was still an event that would cause blood to flow, and all of this was happening because I wanted to enter a convent.

Looking back, it might have been too optimistic and naive to think that I could just object to some religion and be put in a convent. No, it was definitely such a thought.

As my thoughts were starting to turn into such self-blame, Edgar's next words brought me back to reality.

"Then, Your Highness, could you grant me a favor?"

"A favor? What favor? First, first, let me hear it."

What kind of favor would come out of this? Even if there was communication with the Imperial Family, it would still be a story about me, the starting point, taking a somewhat active role, as he said.

Good. Then I'll go a little overboard here, and I'll change direction by attracting a lot of attention from the Temple. Anyway, I'm a bit of a dangerous element, so I'll be put in a convent.

The problem is how far to go to do that. To me, who had quickly gone through such thoughts, Edgar dropped an 18-kiloton atomic bomb with his next words.

"I will accomplish the task Your Highness desires. I will bring you the world you desire. With all my strength, Olga, I will give you the world."

No, wait a minute. Wait a minute! Ugh! Aaaaaah!

"So, Olga, when this is successfully completed, will you accept my proposal?"
Chapter 25: False Steps (7)
Two major events were shaking the academy. Both were significant enough to impact not only the academy but the entire empire. The first of these was the condemnation of indulgences.

Olga de Blumburg's denouncement of indulgences during the first philosophy discussion class of the second semester was, in itself, enough to shock the entire empire.

Indeed, within a single day, in less than 24 hours, it had already provoked strong reactions from all walks of life. These reactions were clearly divided into two major factions: the Temple faction and the Imperial Princess faction.

Naturally, the Great Temple's response was almost convulsive.

"This is tantamount to Imperial Princess Olga declaring war on our Temple! It's outrageous!"

"Shouldn't the Temple's problems be resolved by the Temple itself? The Imperial Family has always respected this, but Imperial Princess Olga's recent statement has clearly crossed the line."

"Hmm..."

Those shouting in outrage in the Great Temple's grand conference room, those calmly condemning, and those quietly nodding in agreement, all shared one thing, of course, they were all clergymen.

To them, Imperial Princess Olga's recent actions were truly incomprehensible. I mean, if you're being absolved of your sins for money, shouldn't you just be thankful and pay up? Why are you making a fuss about it?

Of course, not all the high-ranking clerics in the Great Temple's conference room were so morally bankrupt.

"It has been quite excessive these past few years. That's why I told you to tone it down."

"Ah, Archbishop! What are you saying? Isn't it all for the Temple! To uphold the authority of God who is watching over us from above!"

"So, I'm saying, you squeezed too much money out of people to establish that, that's my point."

His tone was cautious enough, but he didn't hold back from speaking his mind, thanks to the attitude he had been subtly displaying all along.

Naturally, he had been receiving disapproving looks from the pro-indulgence and advocacy faction, which clearly held the majority in the Temple, but who cared? He, too, was a person who had risen to the position of Archbishop with strong Divine Power.

Unless God revoked the Divine Power He had bestowed upon him, there was little chance of his position as Archbishop being threatened, unless he openly committed blasphemy. This was the reason for the Temple's subtle soundness.

However, there was, of course, an authority even higher than that.

"Even so, this is a challenge to our Temple. It seems Imperial Princess Olga is unaware of what our Temple has proven, and is still proving, in the war against the Demon King's Army."

"I agree, Your Eminence Cardinal. She's still young, so it's understandable that she doesn't know."

In the conference, hastily convened, only one Cardinal residing in the Great Temple was present, making his words the second most authoritative and important.

Besides, it wasn't exactly wrong. At least, that's what the clerics gathered here thought. How could she say such things when the Temple is contributing so much to the war against the Demon King's Army?

"It is also the Temple's duty to guide the young, ignorant lambs to the right path."

Therefore, various words of agreement with the Cardinal's subsequent remarks came out as if they had been waiting, one after another, among which, the words of the most important person silenced everyone.

Those who fantasize about clerics might easily assume that the vertical hierarchy among them is not so strict, but in reality, it was even more rigid than the feudal hierarchy.

Of course, it was fundamentally based on the strength of one's Divine Power, but that alone didn't determine everything.

Especially to reach the position of Pope, even if one possessed the strongest Divine Power, they absolutely needed to have corresponding political skills. The current Pope was a figure who lacked nothing in that regard.

"Then, how should we guide Imperial Princess Olga to the right path, Your Holiness?"

The Cardinal, who had somehow become the second-in-command at the conference, asked the Pope with great caution. Just this showed what kind of person the current Pope was, extremely cautiously.

"Will Your Eminence meet Imperial Princess Olga in person? It would be good to make a direct judgment. It would also be good to let her experience the true power of Divine Power on the way."

"However, Bishop Mühlenhagen is already there, Your Holiness."

Even for an Imperial Princess, it wouldn't look good for a Cardinal to move directly. That was the meaning behind his mention of Bishop Mühlenhagen.

Well, of course. He was a Cardinal, after all. Even among secular powers, the position of Cardinal was much higher than that of Dukes, who were second only to the Emperor.

Frankly speaking, each Cardinal was like a successor with equal rights to the throne. They were also the ones who would exercise authority in the event of the Pope's absence.

Wouldn't the very fact that such a person was moving directly indicate that the Temple was reacting overly sensitively to Imperial Princess Olga's recent statement?

"Cardinal."

But even such concerns were rendered meaningless before the Pope's softly spoken voice. The Cardinal, who shuddered once, slowly bowed his head in response, as if to show his prudence.

"I understand, Your Holiness."

The first ripple of the first of the two events had thus occurred. This was even more significant considering that it happened before the fact that a poster had been put up in front of the academy's main building, and that it was being copied enthusiastically at the printing house, became known.

So, what then was the second event, which had at least equal impact within the academy?

"Haa..."

Imperial Princess Olga, the center of everyone's attention within the academy, sighed, and the students who had been secretly glancing at her immediately focused their attention.

That's right. It was the Imperial Princess's sigh. While it could be given all sorts of meanings in itself, Imperial Princess Olga at the academy was someone who had never sighed like that in front of anyone, at least.

"Are you worried, Your Highness?"

During the break between classes, Jean-Pierre, who would never miss such a sight, asked in a supposedly low, quiet voice.

From his point of view, such a state of Imperial Princess Olga was something to be worried about. Well, he had been seeing her in a bad state, as if her mind had wandered off somewhere, even before that sigh.

"Um, Jean-Pierre."

"Yes, Your Highness."

Even now. She called her escort knight in a supposedly quiet voice, but it was a bit too loud for the other students around who had already focused their attention not to hear, and she hesitated for a long time afterwards.

Is her worry that serious? Well, of course, her worry had to be that serious. If things went wrong, wouldn't she be in a direct confrontation with the Temple?

Therefore, the fact that she kept opening and closing her mouth as if to speak, carefully choosing the content, was a sight that was understandable enough for those around her.

Even so, when the chosen content finally came out as words, it was a moment that proved everyone's expectations wrong.

"Edgar, he proposed to me."

Depending on gender, status, and the purpose of entering this academy, there were differences in that moment. But it was true that everyone commonly felt a chill, each in their own way.

That's right. Someone had finally made a decisive move. It was a problem, if it was a problem, that it happened to be at this time, but it was more important that someone had finally entered a head-on confrontation.

"...Did you accept?"

Jean-Pierre asked even more quietly, mindful of the eyes of those around him, but it wasn't enough to escape the hearing of people who were highly focused, most of whom had bodies trained to the point where they were blessed with Mana.

So, did Imperial Princess Olga accept young master Edgar Mülleron's proposal? Or did she refuse? Either way, it would be even more interesting than her posting the indulgence criticism.

For reference, it wasn't the Imperial Princess who posted the indulgence criticism, but it was still known as if she did.

"Well, it's conditional."

Conditional? Then what's the condition? Someone tried to whisper their prediction, but that attempt was stopped by the friend who had to hear it. Shut up. I can't hear.

"What was the condition?"

It seemed like everyone's ears perked up.

"This incident, um, if I succeed, then, accept, he said..."

Imperial Princess Olga's statement was shocking for two reasons. First of all, it meant that the Mülleron Dukedom was also taking a leading role in this indulgence criticism and reform attempt.

But more than that, what immediately shocked those around her was the sight of Imperial Princess Olga slightly lowering her head shyly and stuttering slightly.

Even to those close to her, they could see a lovely blush on her face. She had only shown a confident appearance of 'try to beat me', 'try to impress me', so how could they not be surprised this time?

"I, see..."

Jean-Pierre was also affected by it. In fact, it shouldn't have been the case given his status as an escort knight, but for some reason, he really didn't like seeing her like that.

Why don't I like it? Is it because that look is unfamiliar? No, that's not it. Then? Could it be, I don't like her being like that because of young master Edgar Mülleron?

"Um, well, it's about when it succeeds."

Imperial Princess Olga, who seemed to have barely calmed down in the meantime, raised her head again and said so, but everyone who saw her could tell that she was different from usual.

Aside from anything else, there was still residual heat on her face. She was even fanning herself with her hand to cool down.

"Do you think it will be difficult for Your Highness to succeed?"

Jean-Pierre deserved much higher praise for regaining his composure. Moreover, because everyone's attention was focused on Olga, no one noticed his own agitation.

"That, I guess it depends on how the Temple reacts. Well, haa..."

Was the subsequent sigh because she considered the chances of success high? Or was it because she considered them low? Either way, was it because of the indulgence criticism? Or was it because of the proposal?

While most of those watching were thinking like that, Jean-Pierre pointed out the core that most of them had failed to grasp with his next question.

"Which do you wish for, Your Highness?"

Yes, the important thing was what the Imperial Princess wished for.

What answer would come out? If she said she hoped for success, it would virtually mean accepting the proposal, but she couldn't say she didn't want that and hoped for failure.

Finally, she bowed her head deeply once more. To some, that posture resembled a young girl newly in love, and a few of them swallowed deeply without realizing it.

After hesitating for a long time again, needlessly holding her fingers together and twirling them around, the answer that came out after such hesitation was also quite something.

"I, don't really know..."

Ah, someone's sigh came out. What saved her from that awkward situation was the professor, who, thankfully, came in on time for class.

.
.
.

Wow, this is really embarrassing. Aside from anything else, the fact that I received a proposal was completely revealed in a place like this was embarrassing enough that I didn't just want to die.

Ugh, my face is hot. I couldn't help but keep raising my hand to fan myself. If I looked in the mirror, even my ears might be red.

Please, please let some huge obstacle appear and make this indulgence criticism fail, the moment when that desire became even bigger.

"Haa..."

But for now, only sighs like this one kept coming out.
Chapter 26: False Steps (8)
The first day the poster was put up passed just like that. It wasn't an era where information spread rapidly, so even if there was a reaction, it wouldn't be immediate.

The problem was that even after a week, or ten days, there was no significant response. How should I put it, the calm before the storm? Or were we already in the eye of the storm?

Which of the two was it in reality?

"Greetings, Imperial Princess Olga. I am Dario Calemeone, a servant of His Holiness."

At the appearance of this figure, the entire academy held its breath. And for good reason, because this cleric's position was no ordinary one.

"It is an honor to meet you, Your Eminence. I am Olga de Blumburg, Imperial Princess of the Holy Universal Empire."

"Haha, I've heard a lot about you. You are the Imperial Princess whose name is most frequently mentioned these days. In that sense, would you spare me a moment?"

Cardinal Calemeone, at least on the surface, was the very image of a benevolent grandfather. Without knowing the details, he seemed like a very typical, merciful cleric.

Well, to become a high-ranking cleric, one fundamentally had to be able to use Divine Power. The political maneuvering involved in the process was a separate issue, but there were basic qualifications.

I had felt the power of Divine Power when I was younger, so I knew it to a certain extent. Its healing power was one thing, but the warmth and sense of relief one felt when receiving Divine Power was something special.

"I'd be delighted to. When Your Eminence comes in person to request a meeting, how could a mere Imperial Princess refuse?"

However, since he had likely far surpassed the average level politically, I wasn't swayed by his outward appearance and atmosphere.

You might think I'm needlessly picking a fight, but it was the Cardinal who started it. Didn't he say, 'most frequently mentioned these days'?

I suppose I could have lowered myself, but I wasn't willing to accept a situation where I appeared intimidated and submissive.

"Hmm, then let us go. The priesthood will ensure your safety."

"That's fortunate. With my Imperial Guard Knights, and my Guardian Knight, I'll be even safer."

See? The Cardinal wanted to have a private meeting with only the priesthood as company. In other words, he wouldn't threaten me immediately, but for now, I was to entrust my life to him.

If I agreed to that, it would be admitting that I was inferior. In reality, I probably was, but my acknowledging it was a different matter.

Therefore, I stated that I would naturally bring my Imperial Guard Knights and Guardian Knight, and even a Cardinal couldn't refuse on principle.

If he refused? It wouldn't be the Cardinal saying something to the Imperial Princess, but the Temple picking a fight with the Imperial Family. It would be denying the basic rights of the Imperial Princess, a member of the Imperial Family.

"That's good, that's good. Then let's go, Imperial Princess Olga."

Fortunately, the first encounter, which could be considered a reconnaissance battle, ended like this. It wasn't that one side gained an advantage, it just happened that way.

So, the Headmaster and professors led me and the Cardinal to one of the reception rooms used to entertain guests, and we had a private meeting with guards stationed at the doors and windows to prevent anyone from entering or eavesdropping.

"Imperial Princess, you have shown an extraordinary ability to empathize and sympathize, and to act on those feelings. Isn't the poverty relief project, still run by the Empress, a result of that?"

"It was only possible because of the active support from the Temple. How could we have achieved so much without the help of the Temple in aiding those poor and unfortunate people?"

It began with mutual praise and humility. It might seem like meaningless talk, but it was a good way to confirm that we were on the same wavelength.

Therefore, similar content continued for a while. How I helped people even while abandoning material desires, and how it was possible thanks to the priests who had a pure heart to help people.

We got to the main point around the time we had almost finished a cup of tea.

"However, I recently received some truly worrying news. That Your Imperial Highness has questioned the rights and authority of this Temple, and has publicly made statements denouncing them."

He's saying that the indulgences are one thing, but the remission of sins is the right and authority of the Temple. So don't say anything strange, a statement that seems indirect but isn't.

It was the kind of statement I expected, but the problem was that a Cardinal, not just a Bishop, came directly to me to say this.

"The rights and authority of the Temple? Not the rights and authority of His Holiness the Pope?"

Why did the Cardinal come all the way to the academy? And why did he make the visit so suddenly, after ten days, when it should have been officially announced beforehand?

No, it wasn't just that he came without notice, it was practically a secret visit. Even Hans, a priest, didn't know about it, even though he hadn't been notified.

"Strictly speaking, that's correct. However, are not the rights and authority of His Holiness the Pope the rights and authority of the Temple? Especially if His Holiness has permitted it?"

His tone was gentle and kind, as if soothing a child who didn't know any better. However, from my perspective, that statement was honestly too stupid.

Don't you see? The statement that the rights and authority of His Holiness the Pope are those of the Temple, that His Holiness permitted it, is too reckless and careless for the Temple to make.

The rights and authority of the Pope are, after all, the rights and authority of the Pope. In the sense that he represents God on earth, these elements possessed only by the Pope are clearly differentiated from other clerics.

But now, for the Cardinal to say that these elements apply equally to the entire Temple, that the Pope permitted it all, was blasphemy. What right does a human have to permit and expand the rights granted by God?

Wait. Is it okay to point this out now? Isn't it too obvious a flaw? It was the feeling I got when I saw an opening in a sparring match that was deliberately left open to lure me in, knowing how foolish a mistake it was.

But I couldn't just ignore it. In swordsmanship, in this situation, you feint a light thrust to draw them in.

"But, aren't the rights and authority possessed by His Holiness the Pope, after all, granted by God to His Holiness, His representative on earth?"

That's it. The question of 'can it be shared like that?' was obviously omitted, and the Cardinal would know it, but there's a huge difference between an implicit fact and actually saying it out loud.

If he bites here, well, it means the Cardinal is stupider than I thought, and genuinely believes that the Pope can share the rights delegated by God with the clerics.

However, that doesn't mean it will be easier to deal with the Temple in the future. It would mean that they are a group of zealots who have gone beyond the imaginable, a group of zealots with a huge influence on all of humanity.

"That's right. I am deeply gratified that Your Imperial Highness does not neglect her theological studies."

Yes, he's not an idiot. In that case, I'll have to use the secret weapon of a thirteen-year-old.

"Then, has His Holiness the Pope perhaps received a Divine Revelation?"

Eyes sparkling, smiling deliberately, leaning forward slightly, looking up, hands clasped in front of my chest as if the thought was overwhelming.

This completes the outward appearance of someone immersed in religious learning and its fervor, asking if the Pope gave the priests, the Temple, things only given to him because he received a Divine Revelation.

It was an extremely fundamentalist statement that didn't consider real-world politics at all, but that's why I could present it disguised as the innocence of a thirteen-year-old.

Of course, I know, and this Cardinal knows, that I'm not that pure and naive. But as I mentioned earlier, there's a difference between knowing implicitly and actually saying it.

Well, how will you answer? The current Pope has not received any Divine Revelation. No, there hasn't been a clear Divine Revelation in at least a century.

How can I be so sure? Because the records of the Divine Revelations all testify to the appearance of a tall pillar of light visible from far away.

In short, there's no such thing as a secret Divine Revelation.

"That, it is not."

"Then?"

Tilting my head slightly as if I didn't understand, blinking my eyes. And that was the last action needed to decorate the opening with my victory.

What are you going to say? That even though he didn't receive a Divine Revelation, the Pope permitted it anyway, so he can share the rights and authority that only he can use as God's representative with other clerics?

No matter how high-ranking a Cardinal he is, he can't be free from impeachment if he says such a thing carelessly. If he's not careful, the Pope might even cut this Cardinal loose.

Well, since it's a private meeting, he can just deny everything if I accuse him, but that alone would be quite a humiliation.

"You are persistent, audacious, and even cute, Imperial Princess Olga."

The atmosphere changed. He's acknowledging defeat in the opening, that's what he's saying. Then I should respond with a slightly changed demeanor as well.

"I hear that quite often, Your Eminence. Especially the latter part, that I'm cute. I'm so cute that those who are favorably disposed towards me become even more fond of me, and those who are hostile easily underestimate me."

I don't erase the smile. I only suppressed the slightly exaggerated atmosphere. But that alone was enough to change what the other person felt.

Sure enough, the Cardinal hardened his smiling expression, showing a slightly more overbearing attitude than before. Now, we were in a situation where we could see as much as we could.

"Do you think I will be favorably disposed towards Your Imperial Highness? Or do you think I have underestimated you?"

"Well, you seem too wise to underestimate others, so wouldn't it be neither?"

"Is that so? Your Imperial Highness is certainly mature."

The gentle and kind attitude didn't completely disappear, but now we had clearly confirmed that we were currently in a hostile relationship. Well, what will he do now?

"I was just, speaking as an individual. A kind of, shall I say, impression? I may have felt that way because I'm still lacking in my studies, and don't know much."

I threw another bait. It's like laying the sword flat, with the blade facing up and down, and thrusting it forward once.

What are you going to do with this? Will you retreat as much as I thrust the sword? Or will you just flick it away? Or, will you recklessly push forward?

"That depends on how Your Imperial Highness acts. You are the one who started the fire here, and you are still expressing your will by keeping the poster in front of the main building, aren't you?"

What should I do? Should I say that it was Edgar who put up the poster?

If he already knows, it might seem like a clumsy attempt to shift the blame. Or it might seem like I'm showing off that I have the Mülleron family behind me.

I don't particularly care about the emotional changes it might cause, but if he underestimates me too much because of it and decides to wage a political all-out war, it will go against my intentions.

If, by any chance, he doesn't know that the Mülleron family is involved, or even if he does, he doesn't know how actively they are involved, and I tell him? Then, it's an even bigger mistake.

"Have you read it all? Even so, I tried to reduce the length considerably."

Whether the Cardinal, the Temple, knew about the Mülleron family's involvement and to what extent, and even if the opponent underestimated me too much, it wouldn't be good for me, so I decided to drop a subtle hint.

I didn't know about other things, but even if the opponent didn't overestimate me, they shouldn't underestimate me. If they think it's nothing and just say, "Just marry her off somewhere," it will be a grand self-destruction.

Ugh, I just imagined it again. Whether I'm on the bottom, or on top, it's a terrible thing just to imagine, and lately, Edgar's face keeps popping up as the other person, making it even more awkward.

"Then, are you saying that you have no intention of retracting it yourself?"

"If I had intended to, I wouldn't have done it in the first place. Wouldn't you have done the same, Your Eminence?"

"Hmm, I understand, Your Imperial Highness. Then, this is it for this time. I plan to stay here for a while to fulfill my schedule, so if you change your mind, please come find me anytime. I will always welcome you."

So, the first meeting is over for now. The weight of a Cardinal coming all the way to the academy was considerable, but what can I do if we've learned all we need to know in less than an hour?

"Olga? Are you alright?"

And then, perhaps having heard that I had gone into a private meeting with the Cardinal, Edgar approached me with a worried voice.

His words reminded me of what I had just imagined, and I could only give a vague, "Ugh," and an awkward smile before walking away.
Chapter 27: The Integrity of the Divine (1)
Since I wasn't specifically looking for Cardinal Calemeone, there were no further direct confrontations afterward. It seemed he didn't see much point in seeking me out again for a direct clash either.

However, there were quite a few indirect conflicts, other than that. It seemed like after poking me once and finding me not so easy to deal with, they decided to target the people around me instead.

Of course, my surroundings weren't filled with only pushovers. There were quite a few capable people among them.

"I'm sorry, but that cannot be taken down."

"What do you mean? The content of that poster attacks the rights that should rightfully be possessed."

"Does that poster attack His Holiness the Pope regarding indulgences?"

At Edgar's very bold retort, Cardinal Calemeone could only retreat without saying a word. After all, that poster didn't touch the Pope at all.

To put it nicely, it was a wise and realistic judgment; to put it badly, it was a cunning and cowardly act. To attack the Temple's indulgences without touching the Pope, their source.

But what could anyone do about it? From the start, neither I nor Edgar intended to jump into an oil depot carrying burning firewood.

So, even though the Cardinal made such an important visit, he just rummaged around here and there to grasp the situation without any particular results before returning, so the Encounter Battle could be said to be an overwhelming victory for our side.

However, something unexpected started to happen again in the meantime. No, it had already been happening for a while.

"Imperial Princess! I really enjoyed reading it! It was a booklet filled with nothing but truths!"

"A booklet?"

"Yes! Here, if you don't mind, may I have your signature?"

One of the freshmen, who would be a year below me since I'm a second-year student, came up to me with a booklet about the size of two palms put together, asking me with an excited expression and tone.

Judging by his words, it sounded like I was the one who had written it. The booklet contained the content of the still-hanging poster, printed to fit the size of the booklet.

"Who printed this?"

"Huh? Ah, the 'Orthodox Faction' who follow Your Highness's words are each commissioning printing shops to produce them, and they are being distributed throughout the entire Empire."

Geez, no, this isn't what I wanted. Isn't this getting too big? But for now, I took the ink-stained quill pen from him as requested and signed the inside cover.

As I glanced through it, I was first struck by how much more professionally it was printed than I expected. It wasn't just randomly printed content; it was printed with readability in mind.

So, this is spreading throughout the entire Empire right now? But, when they say entire, do they mean literally the entire Empire? Or is it just spreading around this area, and they're just expressing it that way?

"Does Gerrero know?"

"Gerrero might not know because he's not really interested in reading, but I know. Antonio knows too, right?"

"Jane is right. Hehe, ahem. It had, to have spread, widely. Among the people I know, almost everyone who can read has it."

Hehe, hehehe, si, sign, please, Imperial Princess. As Antonio also hands me a booklet, I also sign it, and likewise, I sign the booklet that Jane shyly hands over afterward.

However, their testimonies were enough to awaken me to the seriousness of this matter. I mean, come on. A booklet that everyone who can read around here has.

"Gerrero?"

"I have it too."

"Huh? No, what do you think? Do you really think it's already spread widely throughout the Empire?"

What? But why is he suddenly like this? I didn't exactly expect his usual cool and carefree attitude, but still, the sudden stiffness was an incomprehensible change.

No, what is it? Did I do something wrong to him? I briefly pondered, but I hadn't done anything wrong. Is it because of this indulgence criticism?

No, no. I never forced anyone to participate or restricted them. I have a direction I personally desire and I'm making subtle efforts towards it, but that's it.

Then why is he like this? If Jane had been like this, I might have thought, "Is it that time of the month?" but since it was the first time I'd ever seen Gerrero like this, it was hard to guess the reason.

"Probably."

Uh-oh? Look at this? Is he sulking? If you just look at what he said, you might think he's just talking a bit stiffly, but if you look at his attitude, it seems like he's sulking, right?

But really, why? I thought about pondering a bit more, but I concluded that it would be much better to just ask him directly.

"What's wrong, Gerrero?"

"What do you mean?"

"No, it's sudden. Originally, you would even try to tease me if you had the chance, huh? You had a bit of an impudent attitude as if status wasn't important, but now you're completely sulking."

"I'm not sulking."

A prompt reply came to my words as I poked his side, but that appearance only gave me more certainty. He's really properly sulking.

But no matter how much I think about it, I really don't know the reason. He's one of the few people I can say I'm close to within the academy, is it because I didn't actively include him in this?

"Alright. I got it, so what's the reason you're sulking?"

"I said I'm not."

Sigh. Maybe I should retreat for the time being. Or should I look for a chance later?  What if I openly challenged him to a duel in swordsmanship, and we had a conversation with our bodies first?  These thoughts were unexpectedly interrupted by Antonio, who dispelled them.

"Hehe, Gerrero, is like this because of young master Mülleron right now. How is it? Wasn't I helpful?"

"Huh? Oh? Because of Edgar? Thanks, Antonio! You were really helpful! No, but why? What did Edgar do? Did he scold you for not being a noble? He's not the type to do that, though?"

Leaving Antonio, who was creepily enjoying my praise, I spoke in a somewhat exaggerated, slightly frivolous tone.

If you only looked at the tone, you might think that he was the model student and I was the delinquent. While such stray thoughts continued, Gerrero's reaction was quite different from my expectations.

"Imperial Princess, do you wish for this matter to succeed?"

"Huh? Oh, yes? I guess so?"

In truth, I don't wish for it to succeed. However, my inner feelings are not something I can show to others. Even if I were to answer that I don't particularly wish for success, what would I say if they asked me why?

Therefore, the external and official answer could only be that I wish for success. Even if I don't stand at the very front and act like a vanguard, I should always show some kind of motivated appearance.

"What is the reason?"

However, I didn't expect him to ask the reason for wanting success here. I mean, isn't the reason I would want this matter to succeed obvious to other people?

Above all, I was the one who threw the bomb. Whether this is a religious reformation or a social reformation, I took the first step, so it's natural to want it to start.

Is there any other reason? Um, ah?

"Wait, so when Antonio said it was because of Edgar, is that it? You think the reason I want this matter to succeed is because of his proposal?"

Yes, I guess you could see it that way. I mean, from another person's perspective, wouldn't we be a perfect match?

The youngest Imperial Princess and the third son of a powerful ducal family. We're four years apart in age, and even though it's based on the standards of my Present World, it's the age difference where you don't even need to check compatibility.

Moreover, even if I started this matter, Edgar was currently the one taking the most active role at the forefront. Plus, the conversation I had with Jean-Pierre must have spread everywhere already.

"Is it not?"

Gerrero's question was sincere. Antonio was still creepily enjoying the praise I had given him, while Jane's gaze seemed to indicate that she was also a little curious about that.

In response, I turned sharply to Jean-Pierre and reconfirmed.

"Do I look like I'm in that state? Like I want this matter to succeed because of Edgar's proposal?"

To tell the truth, his proposal was rather a reason to wish for this matter to fail, not succeed.

Ah, but I can't say all of that. If I say that I'm criticizing indulgences because I don't want to get married and that I actually hope for it to fail and that I really hate being on the bottom, that would be a huge disaster.

"It may vary from person to person, but to me, it seems like you might have such a reason, Imperial Princess. I apologize."

I felt like shouting something like "Et tu, Brute!" but since he was the one I had talked to about Edgar's proposal, this could be considered a foreseen event.

"No, there's nothing to apologize for. You just expressed your thoughts. And if I had to say which side I'm on, I honestly don't have any particular thoughts about that."

Strictly speaking, saying I have no particular thoughts is also not true. I hated it intensely, really intensely. Even if Edgar himself is a surprisingly decent person, marriage is a different matter, isn't it?

Therefore, I couldn't help but feel a bit guilty about the next question.

"Really? You have no thoughts?"

"Well, I'm in the middle of a philosophy debate where I've practically detonated a volcano socially, do you think I'd be concerned about someone proposing to me? It's not like this is something to take lightly."

Still, it's not like it's the first time I've hidden my inner thoughts and intentions, and haven't I gained something of a knack for acting?

Thanks to that, when I spoke in a casual tone as if it were obvious, everyone had a slightly suspicious look, but they didn't particularly find fault with it.

"You really don't care?"

"It's not like I'm begging him to marry me because I like him, and to be honest, I haven't even given an answer yet? No, did you really think I'd be someone who would confuse priorities even in a situation like this because of that?"

To Gerrero, who still had to add one more word, I added "I'm disappointed in you" after that and left. I mean, he should know when to stop.

Was there emotion in that? Well, how could there not be? When they bring up something I really hate to death and ask if it's true? I'm human too, you know.

"Are you alright?"

"I don't know. It's not really that important."

"It's not important...?"

Jean-Pierre also seemed a bit strange. For some reason, he looked dejected at my words. If he's worried about the Imperial Princess as her Guardian Knight, he might be frustrated that she came to the academy to find a groom but says it's not important.

"More importantly, if that booklet is starting to spread everywhere, isn't this getting too big too fast? Everyone else is reading it, too."

"Isn't it just reading?"

Isn't it just reading. He might be a genius when it comes to the martial skills a Knight should have, including swordsmanship, but, no, perhaps it's precisely because he's a genius in that area that his sense in this area is a bit lacking.

If people each have a copy of the text and are reading it, what could the reason possibly be? Would they even have it, let alone read it, if they didn't agree?

"Everyone agrees with what I said. That the currently circulated indulgences are somehow wrong, and that change is needed."

"Then, wouldn't that be a good thing for success?"

"Well, yes, but what happens if there are too many such people too quickly? How will the Temple see it? Will they just see it as a temporary situation? Or will they see it as a serious challenge to the Temple?"

Still, he's not completely clueless, so he was able to realize the seriousness of the situation when I said that much. If the number grows that large, the Temple will have no choice but to react more seriously.

It seems I have no choice but to step up further. I swallowed a sigh inwardly and walked quickly to my room. If I want to take action before something really blows up, I have to borrow the power of the Imperial Family, of Father, here.
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Of course, the person called Father, the Emperor, didn't exactly show me great familial love. It was just enough to make it seem like, on the surface, he loved his youngest Imperial Princess.

But it was important that he showed even that much. After all, I, Olga de Blumburg, am the fourth Imperial Princess of this Holy Universal Empire, the youngest of the direct line, and it means that the Emperor cares about this.

Because of that, the response to the letter I sent came back in about fifteen days, which, adding the six days it took for the letter to be delivered express, could be considered almost immediate.

Even then, the season had already changed to autumn, and the leaves were in full bloom.

"A recommendation to return?"

"Yes, Imperial Princess Olga. The Imperial Family has determined that your power will be greatly useful in calming the current situation and has issued a recommendation for your return."

It was a recommendation, not an order, but it was still something I had to follow. No matter how much of an Imperial Princess I was, this was a recommendation directly from the Emperor.

If I followed it, I would be free from this Academy. But more concerning than that was what the current situation was that I would be useful in calming.

"What kind of situation is going on that requires me, who is only thirteen years old?"

Even if I was a beloved Imperial Princess, I wasn't really someone who could have much influence on the entire empire.

In other words, if something was happening throughout the entire empire, and if I could have any influence on it, there was a high possibility that I was the cause of the problem in the first place.

"You haven't heard yet. Large and small disturbances are being reported in major cities across the Empire. The problem is, most of them are cooperative with the military but hostile to the Temple."

"Wait, wait. I'm having a hard time following, what are you talking about? There are large and small disturbances? They are cooperative with the military but hostile to the Temple? Does that make sense?"

At first glance, it might seem like that, but the problem is that the temples in this world have priests who can use Divine Power.

At the very least, small temples in small villages may not have them due to the decades-long war situation, but didn't he just say major cities of the Empire?

Divine Power is not a panacea. But from my experience, just seeing it calms the mind, and when directly exposed to it, comfort and warmth seem to penetrate every part of the body.

Without joking or exaggeration, Divine Power alone can quickly suppress most disturbances. If people just see it, they will disperse on their own.

"That's right. There were reports that some temples might have been burned if it weren't for the local garrison. It's being contained for now, but..."

The unsaid ending was, "we don't know what will happen in the future." No, does that really make sense? Divine Power exists, and this can't be suppressed?

Just how much have they been squeezing people for that to happen? Could it be, even in places that could be described as major cities, they were doing the same thing I saw?

But, that can't be? If Divine Power is circulating, there must be some conscientious clerics among them.

"Does my father, His Majesty, want me to stop it?"

Morally, ethically, of course, I should help stop such a situation. After all, it's a situation where many people will die because of it.

The problem is, what is the intention of Father, my father, the Emperor, here?

Politically speaking, this was a golden opportunity to greatly suppress the power of the Church. The process is debatable, but the phenomenon that occurred was a disturbance voluntarily caused by the people.

If the Temple were to request mediation from the Imperial Family after this time, it would be enough to suppress the power of the Church and strengthen secular power both in name and in substance.

"We are not in a position to discuss such things, Imperial Princess."

Not in a position to discuss. Hearing those words, I smiled, a very refreshing smile. Because, that statement itself already revealed the Emperor's intentions.

Saying that they are not in a position to discuss means that there is something to discuss. If there is something to discuss here, for what reason would it be?

"In that case, I will stay at the Academy for the time being. I'll take my time."

There must be a reason why the expression "disturbance" is used instead of "rebellion" or "riot". It must be at a level that can be sufficiently calmed by the Imperial Army, including the local garrison.

"I understand, Imperial Princess. However, please do not leave the Academy. It is noisy around here as well. We do not know how the Temple will respond."

"I understand. Thank you for your concern."

Of course, just because I refused the recommendation didn't mean it ended with just a refusal. Additional Imperial Guard Knights and Imperial Guard Soldiers were deployed throughout Wirbelheim, including the Academy.

From what I saw, the mere fact that the Imperial Guard Knights and Imperial Guard Soldiers began to directly intervene in maintaining security significantly calmed things down. The noise that had been going on without my knowledge was greatly reduced.

Meanwhile, I was able to hear from Hans, who is the most certain ally among the Temple people, why this situation had escalated so much.

"It's nothing else. There were a lot of complaints even within the Temple."

"Even within the Temple? Were there more conscientious clerics than I thought?"

The fact that there were even sympathizers within the Temple meant that not everyone was so corrupt.

Hans's next words informed me that my thoughts were too naive.

"I hesitate to say this, but most of them are dissatisfied with the biased distribution of profits."

"Biased, distribution of profits?"

"The high-ranking clerics take most of the share of the indulgence profits that fall to the clerics. The results of the investigation were truly appalling. The College of Cardinals issued a recommendation to normalize the distribution rate, but..."

"It wasn't normalized?"

"Unfortunately, that is the case."

So it was because of greed. Even so, the fact that there are many people in the Temple who sympathize with this is a certain fact, but that alone would not have brought about the success of this criticism of indulgences.

Well, is this a good thing for me, right? If I make this a complete success, I'll have to cause another accident, but how big of an accident do I have to cause to be stuck in a convent after such a huge success?

Sigh, should I just make it a huge success and say I'm married to the country? No, no. That's only possible when I'm on the throne, it's impossible as an Imperial Princess.

"It won't last long."

"Even so, change will happen."

Hans said comfortingly to my words filled with bitterness. Yes, that's right. Even if it doesn't last long, if the Temple has any sense, change will happen.

I think the pressure on me will probably start in earnest after this. Then I can just resist it appropriately, and give in appropriately.

Hmm, but the problem is that it doesn't seem like it's going to be as easy as I think.

"Thank you for telling me, Hans. Anyway, to calm the situation outside now, it's most certain that I step in directly, right?"

What should I do? It's not like the disturbances across the empire will disappear as if they never existed just because I step in. In other words, it means that it's okay to pretend to step in.

My father, the Emperor, seems to want me not to step in, but even so, if it's just a pretense, there's a high possibility that he'll turn a blind eye. Conversely, it would be fine for the Temple as a face-saving measure that the Imperial Family did what they could.

"Imperial Princess, please do not step in."

"Huh? Why? But, hasn't it spread too much? It will be uncontrollable, right?"

He must have thought I was thinking of stepping in to calm the situation just because I said that. I was thinking for a moment, so I asked back without showing it.

Yes, it has spread too much. I spread it so that anyone who can read through the booklet can access it, but even so, isn't this too convenient?

"What I told you is just a story from the outside."

"Does that mean? Is there something else going on inside, separate from what is seen on the outside?"

"There is no evidence, but."

The Holy Universal Empire is not a place that is not holy, not Rome, and cannot be called an empire. As I expressed before, each word is worth its name.

The problem here was the value of the sacred part. The Temple, a group that has a huge influence on the entire human race, is embedded like the heart of the empire and is beating.

If they act with something hidden in mind, it could be so. It's not a world where someone can just take a picture and upload it to a community and it spreads everywhere.

"If you think about it, it's just Hans's feeling, right?"

"That's right. It's just my feeling. It's spreading too fast."

Therefore, even if it's just a feeling without evidence, if it's the feeling of a Bishop who has some insight into the internal affairs of the Temple and has experienced and felt it directly, it couldn't be ignored.

Certainly, even if it spread through booklets, it was only those who could read who could access it. In other words, unless someone is preaching on the streets in various parts of the empire, it's unnatural for it to be this fast.

Considering the level of literacy and illiteracy that can be expected in this era, it is a bit suspicious to see such a fierce reaction in less than half a year. Even if there are sympathizers inside the Temple.

It can't be helped. I have no choice but to not intervene in calming the situation, just as I initially thought. The excuse would be, "Imperial Princess Olga is too young, right?"

I let out a sigh, huff, without bothering to hold it back, and Hans hesitated for a moment, wondering what I meant by it, and then continued.

"But I think I know what they are targeting you based on."

"Oh, really? What would that be? If you could tell me your guess, I'd appreciate it, Hans."

Even though it was a vague expression of "I think I know," knowing Hans's ability, it would probably be a valuable piece of information.

"Imperial Princess, you do not have Divine Power."

"Huh? Well, Divine Power isn't given to just anyone, right? Right?"

Divine Power doesn't manifest based on status, at least. In terms of ratio, there are more non-nobles than nobles. Among them, there are many who have never even had access to education.

But that doesn't mean it manifests in just anyone. It is said that if you truly believe in God, Divine Power will dwell in you, but it doesn't manifest just by believing.

If that were the case, I would have been able to use Divine Power from the age of nine when I woke up in this body. Obviously, who else but the one called God could suddenly drop me into this world?

In other words, I am one of the few people in this world who believes in the existence of God from a very fundamental level. I literally had a 'life-changing' experience.

"Yes. But the basic premise is that if you believe in God, Divine Power will dwell in you."

"That's true, but, no, still, that's a bit..."

But to bring up that very basic and fundamental condition here, it sounded like the Temple was preparing an attack on me, saying, 'You don't have Divine Power, so you don't believe in God!'

No, but still, isn't that too petty and weak of an attack? It's a stupid method that anyone who has learned a little about logic could immediately find a counter-argument.

"Normally, it would be met with a counterattack. All clerics with Divine Power are believers, but not all believers have Divine Power."

Yes, that's it. As Hans said, the relationship between believers and those with Divine Power was like that of fish and sharks. Sharks are fish, but not all fish are sharks.

"They should know that better than anyone, so why?"

"That is because Imperial Princess Olga has already proven through her actions that she is very devout. Especially in this case, isn't the content of the criticism of indulgences itself based on such a fundamental interpretation?"

Ah, I understand. The problem is that my actions of helping the impoverished, the words I shouted during the attacks, and the words I used in this criticism of indulgences all prove and imply that I am exceptionally devout.

So, why don't you have Divine Power when you are so devout, so devout that you can stand up to the Great Temple? It was still a logic full of holes, but if they pushed it with their weight, it would be difficult.
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Yes, that's the problem. The only counter-argument is that Divine Power may not manifest even with deep Devotion, which severely limits the means of response.

Of course, under normal circumstances, even if the Temple tried to overpower me with its sheer size, I was confident in counterattacking and making it a roughly even match.

But now, I'm in the position of criticizing and condemning the Temple's actions, so wouldn't that give them a wide variety of bases to attack me?

For example, the following is possible. That it's not actually an act of faith, but simply the greed of a secular ruler. A sly woman pretending to have faith. That she is hostile to the temple due to evil thoughts after being seduced by the Demon King, and so on.

Of course, even in this situation, it would be burdensome for the Temple to simply crush me with sheer size, but obviously, some groundwork is underway.

"But, there's nothing I can do about it."

"Wouldn't His Majesty help?"

"Well, yes, but I think Dad, His Majesty, is already working hard to respond. Jean-Pierre, you know, right? How much burden is placed on just Dad, and that he's dealing with all of it."

Except for the ratmen attack at that time, I haven't had any tangible cases yet, but this land is currently a huge continent shaped like a crushed lung on the left side, where good and evil have been at war for decades.

Looking at the Present World, it's not like every day is a series of fierce battles and days on the brink of life and death, but even so, there's a major battle with casualties in the hundreds of thousands every six months.

In the midst of such a war, the human race formed the Quantitative Main Force in terms of both troops and supplies, and most of the human race's power came from this Holy Universal Empire.

Meanwhile, internally, there's a tug-of-war with the Temple, while at the same time, they have to keep in check the nobles who want to carve out a piece of imperial authority and attach it to themselves, and what about diplomacy with other races?

In the first place, it's normal to hear that it's hard enough to maintain the administrative, legislative, and judicial systems of the entire empire.

But the current Emperor, Siegfried II, this body's father, accomplished the miraculous feat of producing two sons and four daughters from one wife while handling all those duties.

There's a reason why I just let it go, thinking that there's a lack of human interaction for a family. So, of course, he's taking appropriate measures right now.

"His Majesty certainly would."

"Right? And adding more requests here won't do anything more. I just need to let him know what I heard, and pass on the information. Jean-Pierre, can you make sure it doesn't leak out?"

"I will carry it out flawlessly, Imperial Princess."

Yes, for now, I can proceed like this. If someone is targeting me, just not giving them more leeway can prevent a lot.

In the meantime, if the Temple's attention is focused on me to some extent, and the range of movement that others can take widens, it should be considered that basic countermeasures are being taken care of.

Actually, I could do more if I wanted to.

'If I did that, it would really succeed.'

If the Temple reform succeeds, it's putting the cart before the horse. I'm not doing this to raise my value, but to lower it appropriately.

"But, are you really okay?"

"With what again?"

"In the end, aren't you neglecting it? I'm asking if you're okay with that, Imperial Princess."

Is he saying, is it okay for me to start this and then neglect it? Of course, I'm not very okay with it emotionally. Even if it was something that would happen someday, I started it.

But you know, what I can't help is what I can't help. Isn't it a problem to take the lead without being prepared?

"I can't help it right now. It could even be harmful."

"Then, what about later?"

I thought he would let it go if I answered like that, but Jean-Pierre was much more persistent than usual. Is his sense of duty as my Guardian Knight burning anew because of this situation?

"It's hard to say right away, but if things get to a point where it's okay, wouldn't things change a lot?"

"You're saying you don't know."

"Yes, I don't know. Why? Is that such a problem?"

Still, because of his uncharacteristic persistence, I ended up putting a slight thorn in my words. No, he should know when to stop. I'm not the kind of person who doesn't feel guilty.

"No. I apologize for disturbing your heart, Imperial Princess."

"It's fine. Anyway, I'm going to rest today, so know that."

Looking at what he's saying, Jean-Pierre himself asked knowing about my guilt. He knew and yet he asked so impudently.

If it weren't for the fact that he's been faithful as a Guardian Knight and the human relationship we've built up, I would have let it go, but if it weren't for that, I would have yelled at him loudly.

After that, it took quite a while for my heart to soften. It's not that I became narrow-minded or anything, but the guilt that Jean-Pierre had poked at was also a big factor for me.

.
.
.

It's rare for Gerrero to have a serious face. It started as a kind of camouflage tactic, but after a year or two at the Academy, his 'cool and loose' behavior, as the Imperial Princess said, became fixed.

However, even for him, there were things that he took very seriously, and especially recently, such things have suddenly come so close that he can almost feel them.

Fortunately, Gerrero had a helper who could clearly grasp the situation and whose immediate interests aligned with his.

"Is it true?"

"It's true. Her Highness, she definitely cares."

It wasn't particularly strange for Gerrero and Jean-Pierre Anbert to be together. After all, as the Imperial Princess's Guardian Knight, Jean-Pierre had a duty to understand her surroundings.

Gerrero was one of the few people close to the Imperial Princess at the Academy who was not a potential groom candidate, and therefore, he was someone who could somewhat objectively testify about the Imperial Princess's life at the Academy.

However, right now, it was clear to anyone that Gerrero was obtaining information he was curious about through Jean-Pierre.

"She doesn't usually show it much..."

"In the end, isn't Young Master Edgar the most likely person? In fact, if it weren't for Her Highness, Young Master Edgar himself could choose anyone."

"That's, that's right. That's true. Unless it's you, Sir Knight, it's becoming a very distant story for me."

The person they were talking about was Edgar. And the reason Olga and Edgar are mentioned together is only one, the search for the Imperial Princess's groom, which is still ongoing even in this situation.

As anyone would admit, Young Master Edgar Mülleron is the most likely groom. He even proposed before, and if it weren't for the indulgence criticism incident, it would have been the biggest gossip in the entire empire.

It's natural that those who secretly had feelings for her were frustrated, confused, or fueled with competitive spirit.

Gerrero and Jean-Pierre realized their own feelings only after Edgar's proposal.

"Still, it's not decided yet, Gerrero. Her Highness has decided to stand by for the time being regarding this incident led by Young Master Edgar, and she is not sure of helping even after that."

"The problem is that she's not sure. She's been saying she's looking for a groom, but until now, she's acted as if there were no men who caught her eye. But what does it mean that she's hesitating?"

They seem to be having this kind of conversation for the first time, and they are quite comfortable talking to each other, and after talking that far, they sighed deeply.

In fact, if other people saw it, they would be quite surprised. After all, one is a freeman close to being impoverished, and the other is a Guardian Knight, also a freeman, just before becoming an Imperial Guard Soldier.

It wouldn't be a crime of lese-majeste for the two of them to have feelings for Olga, but considering their backgrounds, it would be a fair assessment to say that there is no hope.

If Olga herself knew of their feelings, before considering the possibility due to such class issues, she would sigh, wondering if they were Lolicon bastards who fell for a mere thirteen-year-old.

"But we can't dare to interfere."

"That's right. It's Her Highness's will."

What method is there? It was too much to interfere with the criticism of indulgences, and their feelings for the Imperial Princess were not so severely twisted.

In the first place, if this criticism of indulgences 'fails', even Olga would be in mortal danger. It's not for nothing that Edgar proposed and went all-in.

"For now, we have to do our best to prevent Her Highness from actively participating in this matter. I hope you won't spare time for sparring with Her Highness for the time being."

"It's pathetic that that's the only thing we can do."

As he said himself, among the things Gerrero could do, the only way to limit the Imperial Princess's actions without harming her immediately was to make her focus on sparring as much as possible.

Even so, he could feel the difference in their skills narrowing very quickly, to the point where he felt self-loathing every time they sparred. But what can he do? He has no choice but to overcome that self-loathing.

"Hey, what are you two whispering so damply about? Are you Antonio?"

Suddenly, the voice of Jane Blair, who was obviously not invited, and at the same time, from the tone of her voice, it seemed like this had happened quite a few times.

"It's a conversation between men."

"Wow, usually when women are whispering and a man joins in, they give the exact same answer as you just did, you know? Just swap the genders."

"So what?"

Grin. Jane, who gained certainty from Gerrero's curt response and Jean-Pierre's silent avoidance, smiled meaningfully.

In fact, isn't it a situation that is obvious without having to dig further? How many men has she captivated at that age, that Imperial Princess is truly a bewitching creature, Jane thought.

"Sir Knight, I understand, but you do know that there's not much hope, right?"

"What do you mean? Miss Blair?"

"What's the point of pretending? Well, if you're going to pretend to the end, I won't mention it directly, but still, take it easy. You know?"

She appeared suddenly and disappeared quickly, like a localized shower, before Jean-Pierre could even react.

No, it's not that the two of them expected her not to know at all. From their point of view, they are men in similar situations, and neither of them thinks of themselves as masters of acting.

It wasn't that it was embarrassing for others to notice such feelings. Even the Imperial Family would see it as Olga being very popular and laugh it off.

Then what is the problem?

"It's a good thing Her Highness is so terribly oblivious."

"I agree with you, Sir Knight. Terribly so."

The problem was if Olga noticed their feelings. While she's reacting like that to Edgar, what reaction would she have if their feelings were revealed?

As the two of them sigh and say, it's probably mostly thanks to the Imperial Princess's officially recognized groom candidates, but the Imperial Princess was terribly oblivious in this area.

Edgar's sudden proposal was a very sudden event even for the two of them, but even after experiencing that, the Imperial Princess couldn't see the obvious signs of affection from those around her.

Isn't it truly a terrible thing?

"For now, let's think more about what we can do."

In the end, as Jean-Pierre said, Gerrero nodded, and they had no choice but to stop there, so the world often does not easily allow even such trivial things.

The very next day, the Temple officially designated the instigator of this incident and announced that they would be summoned to the Great Temple in Brienna to respond to a public questioning.
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The direction of the Temple's response became very clear with this action. A request for a public hearing was sent here, just as the Cardinal must have been arriving back in Brienne.

Of course, the Temple wasn't going to take on all the political burden and publicly interrogate me, an Imperial Princess. No matter how urgent the situation, that would be too rash.

So, who did they identify as the main culprit?

"I, Edgar Mülleron, will comply with the summons."

Well, of course. Although he was of the Duke's direct lineage, he was still the third son, and it was mostly he and those under his command who actively posted the posters and distributed the pamphlets.

Therefore, if one were to look for someone to point to as the main culprit from the outside, it was actually more accurate to point to Edgar than to me. It would probably be less of a political burden, too.

But that's not how it should be.

"Edgar!"

"Olga, this is my responsibility."

No, if you answer like that, it sounds like I just called out to a lover going off to die. Shaking off those strange, unnecessary feelings, I realized that nothing I said here would get through.

What would change if I said I was the main culprit here? It would only fuel rumors that the Imperial Princess was, after all, doing something to Edgar.

Edgar himself wouldn't accept it. He's clearly determined to take on all the difficult tasks himself, to win me as his wife.

The Temple certainly wouldn't accept it either. Publicly interrogating the direct descendant of a ducal family, but the third son, is one thing; interrogating an Imperial Princess, especially a young one with the best possible public image, is a different matter entirely.

"Just you wait."

So, at that moment, I had no choice but to glare at Edgar and the clerics who had come to deliver the news, and spout the lines of a defeated villain.

Of course, I wasn't really going to just do that.

"Jean-Pierre, pack. We're returning to Brienne."

They won't let me get involved now? Then I'll just go and get involved myself. Unfortunately for those who want to end this matter by just tormenting Edgar a little, I'm an Imperial Princess who can pretty much do whatever I want.

Ending things at Edgar's level would be good in terms of simply minimizing the situation. There was probably an agreement between the Imperial Family, the Temple, the Mülleron family, and other related noble families.

But that way, I can't get involved. I won't be able to cause a fuss about this topic again. In addition, there was even the possibility that Edgar and my engagement would be carried out very quickly.

Do you think I'll just stand by and watch? It's a very serious matter that my life depends on, very seriously.

"......."

"What? Jean-Pierre? What are you doing? I said pack. You guys come and help, too."

But Jean-Pierre just stood there, standing tall. The other Imperial Guard Knights were the same, just watching me put things into a trunk bag as big as my torso.

No, this couldn't be.

"I am sorry to say, Your Highness, you cannot go."

"Can't go? No, why can't I go? Jean-Pierre, do you think the Imperial Princess's words are a joke? If I say I'm going, I'm going."

"Not this time."

An extremely firm attitude. The four who were previously attached to me, and the other two who were added, making a total of six Imperial Guard Knights, were all the same.

Yeah, that's it. The reason why the Guardian Knights and Imperial Guard Knights escorting me are ignoring my words is because an order came down from higher up, from a higher-ranking person.

Did they use a carrier pigeon? The decision-making and delivery were too fast. This feeling can be seen as a feeling that the empire's administrative power is working, even in that vast territory.

Putting aside my praise for Dad for a moment, anyway, there was nothing else that could explain this stiffness. It wasn't like I was usually mean to them, and the treatment wasn't bad.

"Was it Dad?"

"Yes. He ordered us to protect Your Highness thoroughly."

So, that's how it is. Instead of using this incident as an opportunity to completely suppress the Church's power, they decided to get some concessions and seal the conflict at an appropriate level.

It was an understandable decision. Depending on how much concession was received and how much Edgar would sacrifice, the specific evaluation would vary slightly, but it was a reasonable choice while the war in the west continued.

As the clerics themselves boast, the role of the clergy is very important in the long war against the Demon King's Army. The Temple, although severely corrupt, was clearly at the center of it.

Perhaps, even the Empire itself may not have the capacity to engage in a major conflict with the Temple. Perhaps something was obtained through this incident that would give the Imperial administration some more breathing room.

"Ugh...."

"I know it won't be to Your Highness's liking, but this time it can't be helped."

"It can't be helped, but still, really? This is honestly not right, isn't it?"

"Didn't Young Master Edgar himself step up for Your Highness?"

It can't be helped. Nothing will change if I say more, and it will only make it seem like I'm being unusually clingy.

Not only my convent life, but also Edgar's safety was at stake here, so if I showed that kind of appearance, it was easy to misunderstand that I was really worried about Edgar.

No, I'm not not worried, but it's not the kind of worry that women get when they like a man, like the misunderstanding that might arise.

"In any case, I'll have to take a leave of absence from the academy."

"No. Your Highness's studies must not be disrupted."

Since when did these guys care about my studies? Weren't you going to marry me off anyway? The words came to the tip of my tongue, but it wasn't hard to hold back.

Well, this was a situation I wanted, too.

"Can you help me a little?"

The place I spoke was during horseback riding, a class where students who had reached a certain level could ride their horses freely regardless of their year, almost like free time.

Of course, it wasn't usually this laissez-faire. Some of the faculty were temporarily included to strengthen the security of the academy because the Bishop's delegation from the Great Temple had arrived.

Even so, they were scheduled to return to normal once they left, so it would be difficult to find another opportunity like this. That is, an opportunity to have a conversation alone, clearly separated from my escorts.

"...Are you planning to sneak out?"

"Yes, you get it. If things go on like this, Edgar will take the blame for everything I started. And I have no intention of just standing by and watching."

Fortunately, Gerrero was a quick-witted person, the type who could understand with just a hint. He also had some understanding of my situation, and was surprisingly knowledgeable in this area.

"I don't think you should."

"Huh? Why? Are you telling me to just ignore my responsibility?"

However, the words that came back were very unexpected. You don't think I should? No, it's the right thing to say, but still, that came out of Gerrero's mouth?

Is that it? On the outside, he's a Golden Sun, and usually he's cool and easygoing, but in the end, in this kind of situation, he's a serious and sensible position? If that were the case, wouldn't it have been better to ask Antonio or Jane?

"Is it because of responsibility?"

"What are you talking about? If it's not because of responsibility, why do you think I'm sneaking out to go to Brienne?"

The following question drove the situation further into a labyrinth. Because of responsibility? Well, what else could there be that he would ask that?

If someone could read my mind, they would immediately know that it wasn't, but since that's not the case, my motivation couldn't be anything else. I don't know, it's random, but my build-up was solid?

"Is it not because of Edgar?"

"...? What? What are you trying to say? That I should shift the responsibility, and in the worst case, just let Edgar die?"

Edgar wouldn't be in that situation. No, the Imperial Family is keeping me tied here, so if they're this cooperative, it's safe to say that there's no chance of him being treated badly in the first place.

But that's just my opinion, and a strong possibility, but a man who takes responsibility should at least go there and see how things are going.

In that sense, Gerrero's question just now was quite disappointing. Is it not because of Edgar? Then of course, I don't know what will happen to Edgar because of me, so I should just ignore it?

"Why are you pretending not to know?"

The question that came back this time was beyond absurd, it was downright outrageous. Why am I pretending not to know? No, what am I pretending not to know?

"I don't know what you're talking about, so just say it clearly. What am I pretending not to know? You know that's not like you, Gerrero, to beat around the bush like that, right?"

If a question like 'What's like me?' came back here, I would have just jumped up, tackled him to the floor, and put him in a banana split.

Fortunately, Gerrero wasn't some adolescent kid from a fresh youth drama. Judging by his age, it wouldn't be strange for him to act like an adolescent kid, but still, he has a usual image.

"I understand that Edgar proposed to Your Highness on the condition of this incident."

"Yeah, he did. Everyone knows that. So?"

Honestly, up to this point, I was still thinking, "No way."

"I'm saying, are you not trying to help him directly and turn that proposal into marriage?"

This crazy bastard. The words came to the bottom of my chin, but fortunately, I was able to replace them with a milder expression here.

"You're talking bullshit." [TL] The literal translation is 'talking like a dick.' [/TL]

Ah, shit. This and that got switched.

"What, what did you just say...."

"I learned this curse while working on a poverty relief project, so just know that, and, no, do you think I came here to find a groom? That's what's known, but I thought you'd know better, you're not that clueless?"

"...Are you saying you're not?"

"This is, with a fairly high probability, the result of a quick negotiation between Dad, His Majesty the Emperor, the Pope of the Great Temple, and the Mülleron family. That's the minimum, and the scope of the negotiations could be larger."

Here, I had to give him some time to think. No, no matter how much, he's a talent who got into the academy, shouldn't he have reached this point if he thought about it calmly for a bit?

Of course, if you don't know the Imperial Family's situation, the Emperor's tendencies, you might just treat it as a possibility, but still, you should have noticed it from the moment they tied me to the academy.

"Then, unless His Majesty completely abandons the Mülleron family, the marriage is likely to take place even if you leave it like this, so why are you going?"

This bastard, even though I said no, he still thinks I came to this academy to find a groom. Should I be glad that he at least realized that if I leave it like this, the marriage will be concluded, and we'll live happily ever after?

"I don't want to get married yet. I'm only thirteen. Even if I do, I want to take my time and find someone at least until I'm nineteen."

Of course, that's a lie. I don't want to get married until I'm ninety-nine, not nineteen. But who in this world would take that seriously?

"So you're saying you're going because you don't want to get married?"

"Gerrero, if you act stupid one more time, I'll just do it myself without your help. As I said, I'm going to take responsibility for my words and actions."

Because he seemed like he was about to have another fit of whatever it was, I hammered it in firmly with this. No, it's not like they're relatives during the holidays, why do people keep talking about marriage, marriage, marriage, everywhere I go?
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I was bracing myself to persuade Gerrero, given his subtle persistence and uncooperative attitude until just before, but the time it took to convince him was exactly that.

It seemed that what mattered most to him was how much of my desire to go to the Great Temple in Brienna was due to my feelings for Edgar.

Why was he so interested in other people's love lives? Well, from a 'T'-like perspective, I guess it's natural for everyone to be interested since I'm the only unmarried youngest Imperial Princess. [TL] The author uses the letter T, as a reference to the MBTI personality test. [/TL]

"You really came out. Avoiding Jean-Pierre's eyes, at that."

"Everyone says I have skill and talent, but they subconsciously underestimate me because of my status as an Imperial Princess and my young age. Jean-Pierre is no different."

What can I do? It was natural to have such preconceptions until one got burned badly. Maybe I wouldn't be much different later.

Didn't he say there was an order from my dad, the Emperor, in the first place? Although it wasn't a direct order to keep me from leaving, but to protect me, he probably didn't expect me to run away from the academy like this.

"Shall we go then, Olivia?"

"Oh, what, already this close? Alright, Gerrero. Let's go quickly before 'Oppa' notices. It'll be a bit troublesome if he catches up."

Somehow, we had two horses, not the best quality but decent enough. Since we were already determined and prepared, our departure wasn't delayed any further.

Since Edgar had left first, and I wasn't planning to openly reveal my identity when we arrived, I needed to get there as quickly as possible.

I had a plan on how to get in.

"Is the meal to your liking?"

"Better than I expected. Gerrero, you're a good cook, huh?"

"Rather than that, Ol-Olivia's taste is surprisingly rough. My taste is still based on that of a freeman, even though I've been at the academy for four years."

"You could say my taste has become accustomed to eating various things."

Gerrero looked like he was wondering, 'Is that even possible?', but what could he do if I said so?

Honestly, it was just a so-so soup. It's called soup, but it's just a lot of powder mixed in water to make it thick, then hard bread added and boiled until it's soft, so there's almost no strong flavor.

But even this, considering the living conditions of the impoverished when I was leading the poverty relief project in Brienne, was quite a feast.

Let alone the state of those villages that became the catalyst for me to clearly concretize my criticism of indulgences. Considering all that, well, complaining about this being tasteless is ridiculous.

"By the way, you know, right?"

"Ah, of course. There was nothing when we arrived, but maybe because there are two of us? There's a bit of an atmosphere."

Of course, it wasn't about an atmosphere between a man and a woman. This body is only thirteen, and Gerrero wasn't some lolicon to see me as a woman.

Then what was it about? It was about some idiots who thought the rustling sound in the bushes would be drowned out by the crackling sound of firewood burning here.

"Are you sure? It's your first time, isn't it?"

"I-It is my, first time, but. Still, I think I can do it..."

If you just heard the words, it might sound like a lolicon trying to create an atmosphere with a thirteen-year-old and a precocious girl responding to it, but this was about the first kill.

There's something that's always said in lectures teaching skills that can be used to kill someone, whether it's swordsmanship or martial arts, and that's not to be stunned or hesitate from the shock of the first kill.

The reason Gerrero was saying this was to remind me of that. When I tried to step up before, the opponent was Ratmen, so the shock would be less, but now it's humans.

"Then, I'm going?"

"Alright."

Swish! Swish! The sound of two swords being drawn crossed, one made a thump! sound of stabbing, the other a clang! sound of deflecting another sword. The latter is mine.

"Agh! What strength for a kid...!"

This stupid highway robber's last words were perfectly fitting for his stupidity. He should have retrieved his sword and defended, or if he didn't have the skill, retreated.

Thus, my first kill was completed by stabbing diagonally upwards from below, piercing between the ribs and directly into the heart.

Thump, thump, thump, thump, thu-ump, thu-ump, th-ump. The slowing heartbeat faded quickly. All I could see was the face, the eyes still wide and the mouth still agape from the stabbing.

Get a hold of yourself, you idiot.

"What kid, when there's hardly any height difference!"

Clang! Pulling out the sword and swinging it, I struck with all my might at another sword that was stabbing from the side. It seemed they hadn't expected me to be so strong, as the face saying 'Huh?' lost balance and tilted in the direction I deflected.

Should I kill? Neck, side, stomach, armpit, I could clearly see openings to stab or slash anywhere. My judgment was the area where I could quickly inflict a sufficiently fatal wound, the neck.

"Olga!"

"It's Olivia!"

Clang! The next guy was trying to swing a crude club at the back of my head. Although it was crude, it was still made of some kind of scrap metal, thick from the handle, so it was certain to kill or knock me unconscious if it hit.

Since I struck it, it wouldn't be cut, and even if mana was imbued in my body, I couldn't completely deflect the force of a grown man swinging with all his might while blocking somewhat hastily, so we ended up in a brief standoff.

But it was a standoff in name only. While it could be seen as a situation where the level of preparedness was divided depending on how to deal with it afterward, a highway robber who preyed on those who seemed easy to rob couldn't beat me.

In the first place, there were too many openings this time as well. It was even more so because he was much bigger than the others. So what did I do?

"Guhk! Ugh! Oooo..."

Making a sound like something out of a strange doujinshi, the big guy foamed at the mouth, rolled his eyes back, and collapsed.

It was a natural reaction, having been kicked in the crotch, frankly speaking, the balls, by my shin with the leg strength that could jump to the second floor with a simple standing jump. He'll probably die just left like this.

"Are you okay?"

"I'm okay, well. Um, I'm okay. My hands are shaking a bit, but it'll get better soon."

Thump! Gerrero finished him off by striking the back of his head with his sword. I thought he was pretty well-adjusted, taking care of my condition in the meantime.

Anyway, my first kill was just as shitty as I thought it would be. I'd been prepared since I fell into this world and realized I had a talent for swordsmanship, but it was still a bit much when it became reality.

Um, especially the last part, the feeling of something squish, and breaking through the legs, it still gives me chills. More than anything, because there was an added sensation of something long and hard in between.

Crazy bastards, they all deserved to die.

"Let's get up for now. We need to get away from here to rest."

"Yeah, even if I'm okay, eating and sleeping at the scene of my first kill doesn't seem very wise."

Packing up was quick. I was originally planning to finish the soup, but I boldly threw away the rest and it didn't take long to clean up.

While I was packing, it was Gerrero's job to search the bodies. Since I had killed two and left one as a potential corpse and impotent, and he had killed four, there were a total of seven bodies to search.

"On the front lines during the war, and with the current situation, there are highway robbers on the road from the Academy to Brienna, of all places."

"They were probably criminals who were chased out of their original places. They committed crimes while the local defense forces were mobilized to suppress the disturbances, and their identities were revealed."

Ah, so that's how it is. In other words, they were originally blending in with people, pretending to be innocent. Then, when there's a massive upheaval like this, they come pouring out.

It's like cockroaches, isn't it? Hiding in corners as if they don't exist, then when a broom sweeps and pokes a few times, they come pouring out.

Conversely, it means that even though Dad, the Emperor, manages the empire with such overwhelming ability, it's still dirty enough for cockroaches to come pouring out when poked a little.

"Stop! Stop! Halt!"

Afterward, we increased the speed of the horses, which had rested a bit, and arrived at a nearby small town, only to be greeted by a full-fledged guard force, tense and blocking our way.

The difference between a non-full-fledged guard force and a full-fledged one is whether they are wearing a breastplate, that is, a cuirass, and what weapons they are carrying.

The guards who shouted to stop and stepped in front of the outpost were wearing cuirasses and carrying standardized glaives. There's likely a problem inside the city.

More than anything, there was quite a commotion coming from inside, mainly shouts and screams subtly, continuously in the background.

"What's the matter? Is entry to the city prohibited?"

"No, it's not. However, this is a Bishopric, and we are currently blocking the entry of anti-religious individuals."

Anti, what? Anti-religious? It felt like a ridiculous expression. What does anti-religious even mean? Is this, like, trying to detect spies from the Demon King's Army or something?

"What exactly does 'anti-religious' mean?"

Gerrero seemed equally dumbfounded. To stop people trying to enter the city and, instead of searching them, suddenly say they can't enter if they're anti-religious.

Then, the answer that came back was outrageous.

"It is to object to the rightful actions of priests with Divine Power. A representative example would be unjust criticism of indulgences."

I guarantee, the guard who said that seemed to feel considerable pride in the fact that he was saying it. Yeah, there are people like that.

I killed people and arrived at a Bishopric as the sun was setting, only to find that the guards' mindset was stuck to the point of being close to fanaticism.

"Then what's going on inside? It's quite noisy."

"We are suppressing rioters. If you know how to use a sword, the Bishop would be grateful for your help."

So, this is the attitude coming out in a situation where they need to ask for help even from two unidentified swordsmen who suddenly appeared at a time when the sun is almost setting.

"How do you know we're not 'anti-religious' people?"

"You wouldn't ask such a question if you were, but we still need to be sure. Here, buy this. The Bishop is a person who uses Divine Power, so you can trust the integrity of this indulgence."

What he handed out was an indulgence. An indulgence with the signature and seal of what seemed to be the Bishop of this Bishopric, stating that it would absolve the sin of entering the city at an inappropriate time.

Ha, damn it. They're playing cute.

"Um, we came to rest, but if the state of the city is like this, it would be better not to enter. We'll find another way. Thank you for your hard work."

"......Disappear quickly."

His attitude quickly turned cold, sensing our 'anti-religious' attitude in Gerrero's words. Ah, wait. We can't just leave like this.

"I'm sorry. We were chased by robbers on the way, so my brother is a bit sensitive. Even if we don't enter, I'll buy one indulgence as a sign of respect and proof of faith."

"Ah, I'm sorry. I made an unnecessary misunderstanding..."

Since I had my hair tied back and my hood on, only my face was visible, and the guard, who couldn't recognize me just from that, had his attitude melt again at the silver coin I offered and even apologized.

The indulgence I received that way, no matter how much I looked at it again, had no signature from the Pope. What? Integrity of divinity? Let's see if he can say that when this is exposed in a public place.
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The indulgence I had obtained was certainly valid enough as additional evidence to really screw them over once I arrived. Because, of course, it was an indulgence, but an indulgence without the Pope's involvement.

Of course, it was also true that this alone would be difficult to use as primary evidence. If they claimed it was the arbitrary judgment of the bishop who wrote on this indulgence, simply put, if they tried to cut off the tail, there was no way to stop it.

However, this could be supplemented in other ways.

"Haha, in these troubled times, you are truly righteous believers. May blessings be upon you."

A truly faithful and benevolent expression, as the money pouch in my bosom grew thicker with the silver coins I gave, the benevolence deepened, a ridiculous situation.

Thus, Gerrero and I passed through a small town and six fairly large villages, purchasing twenty-two indulgences and two letters of remission.

"I understand why everyone is so angry."

"I get it too. Are they crazy? It's not just sold in the Temple, but this priest and that priest sell different indulgences, and even after a major incident, they're still openly selling remission letters? Is this a Temple?"

That's right. Passing through six places, there were twenty-two indulgences and two remission letters. Since I bought only one indulgence in the first small town, that's twenty-one and two in five places.

Even after a period of guidance, this is what happened. Conclusively, it's all talk of agreement and accepting part of the reform, but realistically, nothing much will change.

No, I'm not saying I'll run for the success of the reform. Even so, shouldn't there be a basic goal that must be achieved, at least as a human being?

If you intentionally did something, and it ended without causing any change, no matter how ultimate the goal is to enter a convent, it is unacceptable to have no change at all.

What if I don't accept it? What do you think will happen?

"What are you going to do? Olga?"

"It's Olivia. Well, first I'll go back to Brienne and crush them. The Temple is still like this, it needs some serious work, something like that."

That alone would be enough to give the Imperial Family more justification to take more serious action. The Temple would also have reason to pretend to do something more seriously.

Moreover, for the achievement of my ultimate goal, it had become something I had to do anyway. If I don't do this, I'll never be able to enter the convent.

"Will that be enough?"

"Or what, do you have another way?"

"I think some of those people can testify to the connection between the clerics and the usurers. I have a few people around me who have been similarly affected."

I asked if there was anything more, and what came back was an answer with a nod of the chin. A group that looked like refugees or displaced people no matter who looked.

It was called a disturbance, but in places that were properly messed up, the guards blocked the entrances and exits and cleaned up the inside, so it's inevitable that people would leave their original homes.

That is, in a way, all of them are victims of the indulgence incident. How would the clerics and believers, crazed with madness, have identified and punished the anti-divine types?

The method was related to their appearance. Buy it, they would have said, buy it and prove it. Among them, there would certainly have been clerics involved with usurers.

That's what Gerrero was talking about. There's no way that those who sell even their faith wouldn't use usurers.

"Well, I think there's another way."

"What way?"

Collusion with usurers, if linked to indulgences, was certainly a serious matter. The problem was after presenting it as an accusation, the Temple could easily avoid it by separating the indulgences and the usurers.

Therefore, a bigger, more definitive method of proof was needed. The large number of displaced people that caught my eye made me think of what that definitive method was, like an inspiration.

I took off my hood to fully reveal my face, and then, vigorously driving my horse forward, I shouted to the displaced people forming groups on both sides of the road to Brienne.

"Everyone, listen! All of you in this place, all who have unjustly lost your homes and loved ones, and been deprived of your livelihoods due to indulgences and remission letters, listen to my words!"

"Olga!"

"Yes, that's right. It's Olga. Everyone! I am the Imperial Princess of this Holy Universal Empire, Olga de Blumburg! And I am now going to petition my father, His Majesty the Emperor, about all the corruption related to indulgences!"

Their expressions, which had been murmuring, gradually changed to 'could it be?', and eventually, all eyes around were focused on me. Some of them even recognized me.

It's the Imperial Princess. It's the Imperial Princess. It's real! I saw her last time! My existence and status were naturally proven.

"Be my strength! Let's all go! To Brienne ahead! Let's gather everyone's voices, so that they reach the sky above!"

"Long live Imperial Princess Olga!"

"Let's follow the Imperial Princess!"

Needless to say, it was done on the spot without a single plant. Hundreds, maybe even over a thousand, people, who had flocked to Brienne in rags without hope or anything, filled their eyes with hope.

Good, this should be enough as 'penance' for the sins I've committed, as they say. What's so special about clerics? In the end, they are all groups that gain power based on the support of the populace.

I don't know about a situation where there is no central point to hold the center, but if I become the central point, they will also be able to exert a decisive level of political power at a decisive moment.

"This is working."

"I've built up quite a bit in my usual days. It's possible because people like and trust me."

It was exactly that. It was possible because people liked and trusted me, and if it weren't for that, I would have had to go through a lot of troublesome things.

The only pity here is one thing.

"It would have been nice to have a flag to carry around. The kind that flag bearers carry, fluttering on a flagpole."

"If it had been planned, perhaps, but not now, Your Highness."

"Hey, no more 'Olga'?"

"It doesn't seem appropriate now, does it?"

Well, it's fine. I came this far thanks to Gerrero, and anyway, we fought, or rather, battled together once, back-to-back, so we're comrades, or rather, partners. I'll let it slide if he calls me by name.

In fact, if you ask which is more friendly, it was better to just call each other by name and talk comfortably than to address each other formally as Your Highness, Your Highness.

"Your Hiiiiighness!"

Speaking of talking comfortably while calling me by name, who came running, calling me Your Highness, was Jean-Pierre, who somehow managed to catch up.

The first day after departure, we rode all night, and even after that, except for the time to eat and sleep, we were always moving unless we were buying indulgences, so it must have been difficult to catch up.

We even sold our horses and bought new ones to arrive a little faster. Goodbye, my pretty emerald brooch.

"Jean-Pierre! Welcome! Here, this way!"

His goal would be to catch up and somehow grab me, but the displaced people, who had gained hope and flocked behind me, now walking confidently in the center, not the edge, would give him strength.

Let alone if I were to cooperate, I had no intention of doing so, and was fully prepared to use them instead.

So what actually happened was.

"Your Highness, what on earth have you done?"

He couldn't shout because the people following might hear, but the worry for me was evident in his gaze and expression, and honestly, I felt a little sorry.

But I'm not trying to do anything bad, and even if my goal is to enter a convent, if I've done this much, I wouldn't be ashamed to say that I'm doing a very good deed.

"I'm going to petition His Majesty! The more people who petition, the better, right? Oh, did you bring the Imperial Guard flag? We don't have a flag bearer, so it doesn't look good."

"Your Highness..."

As Jean-Pierre looked bewildered as if he couldn't believe what he was hearing, the six guards who had caught up with him pulled out flagpoles from somewhere and began to assemble a flag for a flag bearer, skillfully.

It wasn't a flag with a single stick that flapped around frivolously like a tail wagging in the wind, but a 'banner' fixed vertically on a cross-shaped flagpole, fluttering.

"Y-Your Highness?"

"I'll carry this! You know! I've gotten a bit better at it, you know? It's not heavy at all, so don't worry!"

When I snatched the completed flag, which had a black background with a yellow double-headed eagle, Jean-Pierre, the guards, and even Gerrero were bewildered, so I answered with a smile.

Honestly, isn't it cool? The image of a flag bearer on a horse, holding the flag high in a dignified posture and advancing. It's not for nothing that it's an honor given to commander-level knights leading a certain number of troops.

Thus, holding it high, when the gates of Brienne were almost right in front of us, I glanced back and saw that the attached group was definitely over a thousand.

"Wh-who are you!"

It's not that they really don't recognize me. The guards of Brienne would have recognized the Imperial flag and me on horseback.

They are saying that because the number of people I'm leading is quite large. A group of thousands is a number that even a lord with some power would have difficulty matching with a standing army.

"Everyone, line up!"

"Everyone, line up! Line up!"

However, the formation was too disorganized, so I shouted to set the mood, and the order began to be transmitted here and there like an army, albeit clumsily.

It didn't end there. Anyway, although they also seemed far from being elite, the formation was organized quite impressively, wasn't it?

Considering that most of them were displaced people who had to leave their livelihoods due to a disaster, it was worth giving high marks for the fact that the left and right ends were aligned, even though the rows and columns were still a mess.

"Olga de Blumburg, Imperial Princess of the Holy Universal Empire, requests entry to petition her father, His Majesty the Emperor! Guards, open the gates!"

Who would have shouted so openly like this? I guarantee that even the number of people who could even think of it would be small.

Naturally, it was the first time for the guards, and they were all quite flustered by the sight. Even though the guards of Brienne are quite elite compared to people who don't have mana in their bodies.

"Your Highness! We cannot let in the crowd other than Your Highness and the escort!"

"These are all witnesses to my petition, and people who escort me! Open the gates! The authority His Majesty granted me is not so weak that it cannot even open these gates!"

Then, when I raised the flagpole with the Imperial crest very high, the guards became even more flustered and didn't know what to do.

"J-just, wait a moment..."

"Open it immediately! Who do you think I am! Do my witnesses, my escorts, look like a mob to you! Jean-Pierre! Sirs! Go in and open the gates! Hurry!"

They looked back at me as if asking, 'Are you serious?', and I nodded deeply, facing that gaze head-on. So what could they do?

Strictly speaking, Father's command to them was to protect me well. Not a specific instruction to prevent me from coming to Brienne.

So, unless I intend to put myself in danger, they must follow my instructions. Can they dare to judge that entering Brienne would put me in danger on my own?

Well, there might be. But at least at this moment, Jean-Pierre and the other guards decided not to. After they entered, the gates opened, and I confidently resumed my advance.
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This advance was bound to be noticeable in many ways. First of all, the fact that the main gate, or the great gate, as one might call it, had been opened was enough to attract attention.

Of course, it was a gate that was usually left open. Even if there was a separate gate for people to pass through, that small gate was somewhat low and narrow for noble carriages to use.

Nevertheless, it was closed for a reason, and when it opened and a small number of mounted people and a large number of walking people started pouring in, people were probably a little surprised.

"It's the Imperial Princess! Her Highness the Imperial Princess is here! Clear the way!"

Next, the fact that I, Olga de Blumburg, the Imperial Princess, who should have been at the Academy, was at the forefront. Why would a young princess, who should be elsewhere, advance with the imperial flag?

One more thing, the fact that the people following behind were all dressed like beggars must have been surprising. Originally, shouldn't they be followed by Imperial Guard Knights and Imperial Guard Soldiers?

But more than half of them were dressed in rags, and at this age where hygiene could easily fall to the bottom at a moment's notice, they were the kind of people who would be avoided because of their hygiene.

The final blow was probably the content of my shout at the very front of the procession.

"This is a procession to petition His Majesty the Emperor for the rationalization of indulgences! Anyone who has suffered damages, regardless of status or rank, may join!"

Rationalization of indulgences. The expression 'rationalization' must have been very unfamiliar to the people here, but the feeling that came from that expression must have been extremely positive for those who were suffering from what was essentially forced sales.

In fact, there were people who actually joined the procession. Although they did not mix with the refugees, about a dozen or so people formed a group.

"Your Highness, this is not the way to the Imperial Palace."

"Yeah, we're going to the Great Temple. Why would I use my father's power here? Are you crazy? I have no intention of turning this into a full-blown war between the Imperial Family and the Temple."

It's called going to petition His Majesty, but if my dad really started to oppose the temple as emperor, his room to retreat would be greatly reduced.

Considering that, I did make a big fuss, but this was also unavoidable to avoid the path where Edgar would be given all the 'credit' and end up marrying me.

"You will not borrow His Majesty's power? What do you mean?"

"Exactly what I said? I'll handle it all. I'll take care of it so that the Imperial Family, even His Majesty, doesn't have to step in. Like His Majesty intended, we shouldn't be completely divided because of this."

That's right. We shouldn't be divided. What I wanted wasn't to burn the world down once and rebuild it. So the responsibility must end with me.

"You can't."

But the one who objected was not an Imperial Guard Knight, nor Jean-Pierre, but Gerrero. You can't? So, in the end, we should take this to my dad, to the Emperor?

Gerrero's expression and eyes were too serious for me to just say, "It's fine," and move on, so I decided to change my mind to a serious persuasion.

"Listen, Gerrero. If we go to His Majesty here, the Imperial Family and the Temple will really be in conflict. There's still a war going on in the west, and even though His Majesty is trying, the empire's administrative power is unstable without the cooperation of the Temple."

This is unavoidable. Until full-scale long-distance communication technology or movement and transportation technology appears, there is bound to be a limit to the administrative power that civilization can exercise.

A well-organized religious group fills a considerable gap in that administrative power, and the Temple of this world is a very well-organized religious group.

In other words, for the administrative power of this Holy Universal Empire, which is overly broad and where various races live mixed in various places, to work as an administrative power, the cooperation of the Temple is necessary.

Without even having to mention the reason for the convent again, I didn't want to be remembered as the person who provided the trigger for the empire to go to hell.

"However, Your Highness does not need to take all the responsibility."

"If not me, then who? Edgar? You? Or Jean-Pierre here or the other Imperial Guard Knights? Or, the four-digit number of people following me over there?"

Well, my words came out a little sharper than I intended. The current situation was quite stressful for me, and because of that, I was also emotionally shaken.

Barely realizing that, I smiled slightly at Gerrero and opened my mouth again.

"Actually, I started it, so I have to take responsibility. Do you see me, Gerrero, as someone who turns away from the responsibility I should bear?"

"...No, Your Highness. That is not so."

"Then help me a little. I won't ask for much."

I didn't wait for an answer to that. The Great Temple was now right in front of us, and the Temple had long since confirmed our presence and was bringing out its own troops, including the Temple Knights.

It's ridiculous when you think about it. Strictly speaking, the centralized system centered on the emperor is complete, but the Temple, which is doing its best on the front lines against the Demon King's Army in the west, uses an independent knight order.

No, it's not an independent knight order of the Middle Ages, so independent that they occupied a nation called the Knight Order Nation. It is a knight order under the Temple, and 'under' means more subordinate than a vassal relationship.

Moreover, their quality is not as good as the Imperial Guard Knights, but they are at least as good as ordinary knights. There are people who can use Divine Power mixed in here and there, so in actual combat, they would be more difficult than their skills would suggest.

"You cannot enter, Your Highness."

Such Temple Knights blocked the way, and a knight who was a representative of them stepped forward and spoke, I looked at the garden of the Great Temple, which had a steel fence instead of a hedge to give the impression that it was open.

Thanks to my quick arrival, Edgar doesn't seem to have arrived yet. Then, I had no reason to go in. At least not yet.

"Then I will wait. Knights, each of you lead dozens of people and occupy the area around the entrance of the Temple. Clerics escorting Duke Edgar Mülleron will arrive soon, notify me immediately upon spotting them."

"Occupy? Not control?"

"Yes, occupy, not control. Let people in if they want to go in, and let people out if they want to come out. Ah, Gerrero and Jean-Pierre, wait a little longer."

If Edgar and I had arrived at the same time, it would have been a truly dramatic moment, but from the beginning, as I came here, our speeds were different.

Therefore, what I had to do here was to wait for Edgar to arrive and either capture him before he entered the Great Temple, or at least set up a boundary line so that he wouldn't be unaware of his entry.

"Is there anything else I need to do?"

"Yes, Jean-Pierre. Go to my palace, ask the head butler and the head maid to take out one jewel box first, saying it's my order, and bring it to me. It's really, really a pity, but I have to use it for now."

At the same time, I had to take care of feeding and putting these refugees to sleep until then. Fortunately, the Temple had bought up land around the Great Temple little by little, demolished buildings, and created wide 'roads', so there would be no shortage of space.

Therefore, the problem was money, and I had already experienced that I could guarantee the refugees a minimum standard of living even if I used only a very small part of my assets.

"It will be difficult for general merchants to help. Because it's the Great Temple."

Of course, money wasn't everything. The Temple is not only the spiritual pillar of the human race, but also a large customer of the merchant guilds, so as Gerrero said, they wouldn't easily help.

I'm not going to buy anything with a huge added value, which merchant guild would be determined to confront the Temple and sell goods?

Of course, this wasn't without a solution.

"I know that too, so I need some help, can you visit the trading posts of other races? I will pay a sufficient price, so please load tents, daily necessities, and groceries here."

"I see. We will look for places that do not have direct dealings with the Temple, but rather are hindered by it. Just off the top of my head, there are more than I can count on my fingers."

Other races do not rely on the Temple that serves the god of the human race to that extent. Rather, some of them suffer from the damp behind-the-scenes work of the Temple to secure the commercial rights of the merchant guilds it supports.

Would they just stand by and watch this opportunity? If we do it well, we might even be able to make them compete for bids.

Well, for the sake of my reputation, I should rather pay a premium and buy them.

So, step by step, while forming a temporary refugee camp around the area while disposing of the contents of the so-called 'No. 1 jewel box', which contained the gems that I got tired of the fastest and didn't really want to see again, a good reaction came back.

"W-What is this! Even if you are the Imperial Princess, this is unacceptable! How dare you, let these beggars stay in front of the Great Temple!"

A pig-like archbishop, his face flushed red with heat, came out and shouted loudly.

This bastard, where does he think he is, shouting in front of the Imperial Princess. I wanted to scold him, but the archbishop was not a target that was particularly different from me. He had, at least, the treatment of a Duke.

"Ah, Archbishop. Isn't this a beautiful sight? Those who were suffering from hunger and disease in other places have found temporary rest in the shade of the Great Temple, the center of the Temple."

However, there are ways to scold them other than directly throwing words and stabbing them, so if I smile with the 'benevolent' smile of the corrupt clerics I've seen so far, it will be effective.

Indeed, see. Because my words were, in principle, very pro-Temple in interpretation, the trembling poodle archbishop was momentarily speechless and couldn't say anything.

"Don't worry, Archbishop. I am a secular power, so I will bear the burden of the things necessary for the secular world. I am grateful for the generous permission of the Temple."

"Permission! Permiiiiiission? The Temple will..."

"You will allow it, right? These people are, after all, unfortunate lambs."

What can you do? The number of people gathered here alone is definitely over a thousand. There are more people around wondering what's going on. Do you have the guts to say, on behalf of the Temple, that you can't allow this?

Sure enough, the poodle archbishop did not disappoint and closed his mouth while trembling. Yes, that's right. Good, good.

.
.
.

It was truly an overwhelming sight. Those who treated the poor as insects, or worse, were stepping back.

In fact, even though it is called the Temple and the spiritual pillar of the human race, there were not many people who had good feelings for the Temple unless they were wealthy enough that spending a lot of money would not affect their lives.

Although the people around them were refugees and impoverished people who were no different from insects in the eyes of those who lived in the capital city of Brienna anyway, the problem was that the Great Temple treated those onlookers like insects as well.

Moreover, the famous Imperial Princess Olga was standing at their forefront, so it was not something to think deeply about who people would empathize with and support here.

And decisively, Imperial Princess Olga's confidence also captivated people.

"Your Highness, this is a recommendation to enter the palace. We will escort you."

Those who came to 'escort' Imperial Princess Olga were a group of only the core members of the Imperial Guard Knight Order, including the Knight Commander. If they decided to take her by force, there was no one who could stop them.

"Tell His Majesty that I will enter when the time comes, and that I am sorry for not being able to greet him immediately after returning home after a long time as his daughter. As you can see, Commander, I have something else to do."

She seemed a little tired, but the smile on her lips was clear. Now, the refugees who had benefited from her were kneeling on the ground and almost crying and praying.

The Knight Commander also felt pity and respect for her, swallowed a sigh inwardly, and continued to persuade her.

"Isn't it unnecessary to do this to the point of disposing of the 'No. 1 jewel box' that you used to open most often? Isn't it that there is no one else to take on this task but Your Highness? Please enter the palace."

"It's nothing. I just disposed of one jewel box that I care the least about, Commander. And His Majesty only made a recommendation, so please let me finish what I started."

"Ah, Your Highness..."

How could the Imperial Guard Knight Commander dare to lay a hand on such a noble princess? In the end, the commander had no choice but to add four more Imperial Guard Knights and retreat.

Those who heard the conversation spread the word, and those who heard it spread it again and were moved. Without Imperial Princess Olga's knowledge, she became the saintess of the poor in an instant.

They had no idea that the reason she often opened the 'No. 1 jewel box' was to put in gems that she got tired of and to see if there was anything to take out again, so she, who willingly offered her most precious jewel box, was bound to look like a saintess.
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When it came to the proportion of assets held relative to wealth, many people in 21st-century countries with decent internet access would have heard of it.

For instance, the wealthiest 10% own 60% of South Korea's assets, a relatively simple way to illustrate the wealth gap.

There weren't any specialized institutions or organizations to produce such statistics here, so it was impossible to know the exact figures. However, that didn't mean there was no way to get a sense of it.

"Why is there so much left?"

"Because we didn't need that much."

"Why? How come? I'm feeding, clothing, and housing nearly 2,000 people, right? And yet, so little is spent?"

The proceeds from the jewel boxes I'd created, using my allowance (which was called the Imperial Household Fund), showed no signs of dwindling even on the third day of my stay in front of the Great Temple.

It wasn't just that it wasn't decreasing; rather, there were so many gold coins left that I hadn't even used half of half of the initial half.

"Didn't you get a sense of this during the poverty relief project? The numbers are much smaller now."

"No, I know, but now I'm also clothing and housing them, right? The weather's getting chilly, so I bought warm clothes for them, but why is there so much money left? It's strange, isn't it?"

In my memory, even buying a single dress cost a significant amount of money, making me wonder if this was right, if people really wore such things.

Of course, it was natural for prices to vary depending on quality, but even so, it wasn't decreasing enough.

Although Jewel Box #1 was filled in order of how unappealing the jewels were to me, that didn't necessarily reflect their actual value. I still had twelve more jewel boxes of similar size.

Hmm, this won't do.

"Let's feed them more from now on. Plenty of meat, and let's make the housing better than tents."

"The Great Temple won't like that."

"They already don't like it. And it's not like anyone's building a house here, right? Just making it a bit more decent, like a place where people sleep. Can I leave it to you, Gerrero?"

"The merchants cooperating with us will be pleased."

That's good enough. It's not like I'm short on money, and the image I gain from this is considerable, so why would I just meet the bare minimum of food, clothing, and shelter?

Conflict with the Temple? It's fine. Father already confirmed that it's not the imperial family's intention by issuing a recommendation, so I can take responsibility for any chaos here.

And unless I behead someone like the Pope or a Cardinal, they won't be able to do more than throw me into a convent.

And then everyone lived happily ever after. That should be enough.

"My daughter, you've grown so much."

"Ah, Mother! I mean, Your Majesty the Empress."

In the meantime, the highest-ranking member of the imperial family to come to this scene had to be my mother, the Empress. After all, she was the one who took over the poverty relief project and continued to be active outside.

"Won't you come back to the palace? Olga, this is too dangerous for you."

Her expression and tone were filled with worry. It showed how much she loved me.

I could understand her feelings. Her youngest daughter, who had grown up so beautifully and properly, without wanting for anything, was suddenly confronting such a huge social injustice.

"His Majesty, even so, isn't completely trying to stop me from doing this, is he?"

However, this was only possible because the Emperor wasn't completely against it. If he really thought this was wrong, he would have stopped me by any means necessary.

But look at the situation now. Was it an order that the Captain of the Imperial Guard Knight Order brought to me, leading many knights? Was it an instruction? No, it was a recommendation.

The strength of that recommendation wasn't even that great. He made the recommendation, but the moment I expressed my intention not to follow it, he immediately backed down.

A recommendation from the Emperor without any enforcement, it could be a very interesting situation depending on the interpretation.

"That's right. That doesn't mean His Majesty doesn't love you, Olga."

"I know. His Majesty loves me. But, right now, he thinks it's more beneficial for me to do this, to be separate from the imperial family and create a conflict with the Temple as an individual..."

"Olga..."

It's not like the imperial family wanted the Temple's authority, indulgence, and corruption to continue expanding forever. Especially now that he was 66 years old, considering the civilization level of the era, it wouldn't be strange for the Emperor to pass away at any moment.

He was still vigorously managing and overseeing the empire's administration and affairs, but if you asked whether Otto Oppa, who would succeed him, could do the same, few would nod.

No, it's not that he's lacking or insufficient. It's just that Father, His Majesty the Emperor, is excessively competent in both domestic and foreign affairs.

Anyway, it was clear that my competent Emperor Father thought this conflict with the Temple would be more beneficial than harmful. That's why his intervention is only up to this point.

"I'm not disappointed or sad because of that, so don't worry, Mother. It has become my duty, so I'm just doing it."

"Our Olga, you're still young, but you've really grown so much. You've really grown..."

What can I do? I didn't like seeing my mother here worry about me, but now that I've practically received Father's, the Emperor's, permission, I couldn't stop.

What would happen if I backed down now? I have to hold out at least until Edgar arrives.

Fortunately, I didn't have to wait any longer to achieve that minimum period.

"Olga?"

"Edgar! Ah, you're finally here? But if you were coming, you should have used the main gate. Even for a direct descendant of the Mülleron family, even at the Great Temple, do they receive guests through a place other than the main gate?"

Edgar looked completely surprised that I was here doing this. He had left first, and it was practically a forced journey, so he wouldn't have expected me to be at his destination.

"Imperial Princess, this is a legitimate exercise of the Temple's rights, and the young master also consented to this action. You shouldn't interfere like this."

The one who came out to deal with me was Cardinal Calemeone. Had he not returned to the Great Temple at all? I didn't see him at the Academy when Edgar was being taken away.

"What legitimate right are you talking about, Your Eminence the Cardinal? What charges is Edgar being brought here for?"

Of course, it's not because I didn't know. It was just to make him say it directly so that everyone could hear and know.

Honestly, I was a bit nervous. My opponent was a Cardinal, a candidate for the next Pope, and in terms of secular power, he held a position somewhere between me and Otto Oppa, the Crown Prince.

I wondered if I had to go this far to enter a convent, but my second oldest sister, Bianca, who didn't even know what she did wrong, had an accident but didn't enter a convent, but had a downward marriage.

"To publicly interrogate him for criticizing the Temple's legitimate exercise of rights."

"What legitimate exercise of the Temple's rights did he criticize? Prayer? Sacraments? Mass? Or is it the exercise of taxation rights in the Temple's territory?"

Speak, now. If you say 'I can't say' here, you're handing me the initiative. You're giving up even the slightest chance of self-defense and counterattack.

Therefore, the only thing Cardinal Calemeone could do was to tell the truth as it was. To be precise, he could do other things, but it would be better not to.

"Criticism of indulgences."

"Is it a criticism of selling indulgences based on money paid rather than good deeds performed up to that point? Or is it a criticism of indulgences that have no trace of being directly permitted by His Holiness the Pope?"

The moment he answers, he falls into a trap. Because, he would be admitting that such things were actually happening.

"As I said, Imperial Princess, it is a legitimate exercise of the Temple's rights."

He wasn't foolish enough to fall into the trap so openly. In fact, that was the best he could do at the moment. Unless he was going to forcefully push me, an Imperial Princess, aside.

However, even so, from the listeners' perspective, it would likely sound like a vague, evasive answer to avoid specific mention and just get through the situation.

"Do you recognize what this is?"

"...It's an indulgence."

"That's right, it's an indulgence. But could you tell me if there is any evidence on this indulgence that it originated from His Holiness the Pope? I can't find any no matter how hard I look."

If I take a step forward like this, the situation immediately turns into an interrogation of the person who originally intended to publicly interrogate someone else.

Now what will you do? Will you ignore this and enter? If an ordinary person had suddenly done this, they would have been ignored, told to get out of the way, but even a Cardinal couldn't do that to me, an Imperial Princess.

From my perspective, there were two options the Cardinal could choose. The first was to ignore it and enter anyway. And the other one was.

"Imperial Princess Olga, I, this Cardinal, have no idea what connection you have to this matter to step forward like this. We are currently trying to interrogate a suspect who proactively criticized the legitimate issuance of indulgences."

"Does that mean I can't express my opinion on it, Your Eminence the Cardinal?"

"That's right. Unless you, Imperial Princess, are the perpetrator who proactively led the disruption of order, what's the point of interfering in the interrogation?"

The Cardinal's words, still without losing his gentle and benevolent smile. In short, this was an ultimatum to me, but it was quite admirable that he could say it like that.

But likewise, still, he has no idea of my true intentions. So, he must have said that because he thought I wouldn't dare to step forward and be treated as the main culprit.

It's good that you think so rationally. But, I met Edgar's gaze.

His tightly closed lips and wide eyes, slightly shaking his head, showed that he was worried about me. Seeing that, I wondered what would have happened if I were completely a woman.

But, not now. I gave him a light smile.

"That's right. I started all of this, and I led it."

"That can't be, what? What did you say, Imperial Princess?"

"As I said, I started and spread this 'criticism' of indulgences. Edgar merely organized and wrote down what I said, and everyone acted on my instructions."

Straight ahead, straight ahead. In fact, it wasn't entirely wrong. Edgar posted the poster on his own, and others spread it by transcribing and printing it.

But if I come forward and say I led it, who would dare to say otherwise?

"No! That's not true! I...!"

"Edgar, thank you for stalling. But from now on, I'll do it. I started it and I led it, so of course, I should take responsibility."

Here, I slightly raised my chin, my gaze was slightly downward, but my smile was confident, and my shoulders were held straight with pride.

Immediately after, I could see the surprised and bewildered reactions of the Cardinal, the clerics, and the other people around me, who couldn't have expected me to be so extreme.

"Now, that statement, carefully..."

"There's nothing to think about carefully or not. I have seen the plight of freemen and serfs who are forced to buy indulgences and pardons everywhere. Jean-Pierre, can I ask you for a favor?"

Then, I entrusted the evidence I had, the indulgences and pardons, to Jean-Pierre. He would know. In this situation, for me to be safe, for me to be in an advantageous position, these had to be kept safe.

"...I will secure more, Imperial Princess."

Gerrero, quick-witted, realized what he could and should do and spoke up. After confirming that I had entrusted the rear to reliable people, I entered the Great Temple first, looked around, and asked brightly.

"Aren't you coming in, Your Eminence the Cardinal? You said you were going to interrogate the main culprit?"
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With this one move, I could completely twist all of the Temple's plans. It was just my guess, but judging from their reactions and the situation, it was clear they were flustered.

Just look at Cardinal Calemeone's reaction. Even as he followed me, he couldn't quite hide his hesitation, wondering if this was really happening.

No, in the first place, does it even make sense for me to lead the way to the Great Temple? What is this, escorting a criminal?

"You are truly bold."

"Right? I didn't know I could be this bold either. Your Eminence was also quite bold, but this time I've taken it a step further."

"Indeed. It's been a long time since I've been hit with a political blow like this."

Cardinal Calemeone's response was surprisingly clean and compliant. After all, he was a cleric who had successfully risen to a high position, possessing Divine Power befitting that status.

Even if they were politically corrupt and economically decayed, does that mean their core doesn't completely disappear? I wish they'd show this side to ordinary people too.

"All that's left is negotiation, right?"

"Are you considering negotiation?"

"Wouldn't you? There's no way a mere Imperial Princess could achieve a complete victory against the Temple, and conversely, the Temple can't burn me at the stake or hang me, claiming I'm a heretic or a witch, right?"

Anyway, now that we've entered the Great Temple and there are no other eyes watching, both the Cardinal and I have become comfortable speaking to each other.

We've shown each other everything we needed to, and we've already confirmed each other's inner thoughts, so this is the result of an unspoken agreement to stop tiring ourselves with pretense.

"I'm glad you understand. Well, you guys go back and temporarily seal off the Great Temple. No one comes in, no one goes out."

While saying that, he orders other clerics to seal off the Great Temple, showing that he has no intention of letting this end just like this.

Alright, get a grip. Just because we're talking comfortably doesn't mean we're on comfortable terms. It just means we've reached a stalemate.

"So that's why you gathered those people and built up that power. So, are we negotiating now?"

Anyway, for now, neither of us has any choice but to negotiate. Neither the Temple nor I could end this matter as if nothing happened, or push one side to the extreme.

The problem was as follows: Who to negotiate with, and what to negotiate over.

"We must negotiate. Then, follow me."

"Gladly. I'm looking forward to it."

Fortunately, the place the Cardinal led me to was not some underground prison or some damp, unknown place.

"Um, why is Imperial Princess Olga coming in? Your Eminence, wasn't Duke Edgar Mülleron supposed to come in?"

"This is certainly not going as expected."

A round table, or rather, a long oval table, was surrounded by clerics who clearly looked to be at least Archbishops. At one end was a particularly large seat, and at the other, just an ordinary chair.

So, that ordinary chair near the entrance is my seat. With that thought, I observed how the clerics in the other seats reacted the moment I entered.

First of all, they all couldn't quite hide their surprise at my entrance. Certainly, it was originally planned for the third son of a ducal family to enter, and suddenly the youngest Imperial Princess came in.

After that, quite a few of them sighed or gave off a subtly hostile feeling. To be precise, among the dozen or so high-ranking clerics, only two showed a clearly friendly demeanor.

Saying it like this makes the situation sound pretty bad. In other words, only six showed a clearly hostile demeanor. For now, it's not a majority.

"This is my seat, I presume?"

"That's right. Please sit."

I wasn't particularly restrained. Well, so far it was just an appearance and summons for a public hearing, not an arrest or detention.

So, what more would it take here to lead to arrest or detention? Even so, they wouldn't lock me up in a cold, damp underground prison, so the place to 'detain' me would be a convent, right?

No, that's not certain. While thinking such thoughts, I responded to each cleric I made eye contact with by smiling, and small whispers leaked out from various places.

That I was impressively calm, that I was already acting like an old fox at only thirteen, that it was a shame since I had shown a lot of goodness before.

In the midst of this, that person entered.

"Your Holiness the Pope."

"Everyone, please be seated. Haha, it's alright."

The Pope, whom I was seeing for the first time, looked like a kind grandfather, with his full beard and the deep wrinkles that formed from his gentle smile. He looked like a gentle Santa Claus with a neat beard.

The impressions of the high-ranking clerics were generally similar. There were differences in beards and body types, but generally, they had gentle, smiling faces.

There were some who looked combative, but that didn't mean they lacked a clerical atmosphere.

"It's a pleasure to meet you for the first time, Your Holiness. I am Olga de Blumburg, the fourth Imperial Princess of the Holy Universal Empire. It is an honor to meet you like this, and I apologize for meeting you in this way."

"No, no. What is there to apologize for? It's not like Your Highness has denied the authority and rights that I, the Pope, should naturally have. Isn't that right?"

But the pressure I felt was overwhelmingly from the Pope. Can a gentle face be a form of pressure? No, it's subtly different from that.

It's often described as a frog in front of a snake. That's exactly how I felt right now. The Pope was the snake, and I felt like the frog. It took me 2-3 seconds, which felt long, to calm down and regain my composure.

"That's correct, Your Holiness. I have not denied Your Holiness's Power of Indulgence and Your Holiness's authority through the Temple."

I'm not speaking falsely. Even if I criticized indulgences, the main reason was that the Power of Indulgence belongs only to the Pope and cannot be transferred or delegated, yet it was being exercised as such.

Therefore, what I did was, strictly speaking, criticize other clerics for stealing and exercising the Pope's authority, so in a way, it actually acknowledges the Pope's authority and rights.

"Good, good. So, to summarize Your Highness's words, the problem is that other clerics are abusing my, the Pope's, authority and rights?"

"That's correct, Your Holiness. The problem is that the Power of Indulgence, granted only to Your Holiness, is being exercised for, of all things, monetary gain."

"I see. Does Your Highness have any proof of this?"

"I only have this one piece right now. I can reveal more evidence in a more public place."

Am I saying the right thing? I don't think I'm saying anything wrong. I had that thought after speaking, and fortunately, I could confirm that I hadn't really said anything out of line.

My senses become extremely sharp. It was as if I was becoming paranoid. Even though I clearly knew it wasn't true, the gazes of everyone in this place felt like they were piercing and digging into my skin.

Is this possible with just Divine Power? Is this the Pope's Authority? Calm down, Olga. You can't get swept up in this atmosphere. Get a grip.

"It is indeed an indulgence that I had no part in. Hmm, but what do you mean by a more public place?"

"I mean a place where many people other than clerics can see."

"Does that mean, Your Highness, that you believe that this body, the other clerics, and the one looking down on us from above are not sufficient witnesses?"

Those words startled me. This bastard, pretending to be gentle, kind, with a generous voice, is determined to quickly crush a person.

"Your Holiness, as an Imperial Princess of the Holy Universal Empire, I am, unfortunately, just a young woman with Secular Power."

"And so?"

"For witnesses, myself, my faith, and the one looking down are sufficient. But because we are human, aren't Your Holiness and the many faithful people here necessary? Moreover, because I hold Secular Power, it is all the more necessary."

Fortunately, maintaining my composure until the end wasn't too difficult. To be precise, it was all I could think of to do, but what's important is that I did it.

For now, it was important to thwart their intention to end and conclude everything here. It was called a public hearing, but it felt more like a closed room, so it was quite a complicated matter to end it here.

In the first place, it's inside the Great Temple and in front of the Pope, so it's naturally an environment favorable to the Temple's people, so if possible, going back outside the Great Temple would be the most ideal.

Even if that's not possible, I at least need to buy time until those who are working for me outside can achieve some clear results.

"That's a good answer. That's right. Divine Power is Divine Power, and Secular Power is Secular Power. However, Your Highness has criticized Divine Power."

It's a light attack. One that can be easily parried with just basic logic and rhetoric. Is it just a courtesy jab? Or is there something more?

"That's because Divine Power, like Secular Power, was used improperly to seek money, using authority and rights that were not given to it. It is Divine Power that is infallible, not the person who uses it."

Just because I'm poked doesn't mean I just block and stand still. What I prefer is to counterattack immediately, with a force that would hurt if it landed.

And what was the effect? Well, the other clerics, except for the Pope, immediately reacted with murmurs.

Divine Power is infallible, but the person who uses it is not. It sounds like obvious logic at first glance, but saying this in front of clerics is usually just asking for a fight.

Moreover, saying this in a place full of clerics who can use Divine Power, and among them, those in the highest positions, is, in some ways, like it might be better to just curse them out.

"That's right. People are not infallible. Then, Imperial Princess Olga, are you not also fallible? Is there not a need to reflect on yourself?"

A gentle smile, a subtle tone, and a subtly strong pressure. Yes, of course, I am also not infallible, and there must be flaws somewhere in the logic I'm presenting.

But isn't it outrageous to use the very fact that I might not be infallible as logic? I didn't claim to be infallible.

"That's correct. I am also, of course, not infallible."

"Then, how about stepping back at an appropriate time? We, the Temple, also do not want a conflict with the Imperial Family."

At the moment he said that, the pressure I had been feeling released like a lie. It felt like I had been choked until now and was finally able to breathe.

If I were swept up in this, I might answer that I would gladly do so, and even feel grateful that they had done this for me.

It's fortunate. That I'm not swept away to that extent.

"I also do not want a conflict with the Temple, Your Holiness. I just want to correct what is wrong."

"You just want to correct what is wrong?"

"Yes, exactly. To officially acknowledge that there have been many wrongdoings in the sale and execution of indulgences until now, and to declare in Your Holiness's name that they will not be forced upon people in the future."

I straighten my back again and strike a prominent pose. Gulp. Somewhere, I heard the sound of someone swallowing hard, and it wasn't coming from just one direction.

It must not be my imagination. From the moment I clearly stated my conditions, I feel a chill in the Pope's benevolent and gentle smile.

"Then, for that, what can Your Highness do?"

Alright, this was the perfect timing.

"I will give up all Secular Power and enter a convent to live quietly."
Chapter 36: The Saintess of the Poor (4)
A momentary silence fell. Of course. Even though she was only thirteen, the Imperial Princess, who had lived her entire life enjoying all the privileges of power, a princess whose very status was the world, was now saying she would give it all up.

It wasn't even as if she was merely a greenhouse flower. It meant she wasn't assuming she could live the same life even without her status.

From the time she had been involved in the poverty relief project, and even afterwards, she had been going around various places to investigate the reality of indulgences.

Entering a convent might not be such a drastic fall, but it was still enough to serve as an example of how far she could fall when she left the Imperial Family and cast off her Imperial Princess status.

"Life in a convent will be very different from life in the Imperial Palace. Are you aware of this? Imperial Princess Olga?"

"I know. I'll do my own cleaning, my own laundry, and my own cooking, right?"

"......That is correct."

The difficulty of cleaning, laundry, and cooking in this era would be much harder than in my world, where I enjoyed all the benefits of civilization, but even so, I wasn't too worried.

Of course, this was possible because I was already based on my strength, which far exceeded that of an adult male in my world, not to mention my age.

It's more difficult to say, but basically, whether it's cleaning, laundry, or cooking, if you have that kind of strength, it's not a big deal. I'll have quite a bit of time left over afterwards.

"So, what will you do? Everyone? I, an Imperial Princess, have steeled myself to give up everything and shut myself up in a convent. Will you accept this? Or will you really try to go all the way?"

In fact, if I negotiated further here, I might not have to enter a convent. This is only when my goal is not to enter a convent, but this whole situation itself, but they don't know that.

So, when I said this, the reaction of these people was slightly more than half being bewildered, and the rest, a number slightly less than half, seemed deeply impressed.

Good, good. Be mistaken like that.

"It is indeed a bold spirit of sacrifice. To the point where it wouldn't be strange if she awakened her Divine Power at any moment. No, it's strange that she hasn't awakened her Divine Power yet."

In the meantime, the Pope was, well, the Pope, and he was poking at a sore spot for me. In short, she's that devout, but she hasn't awakened her Divine Power.

It's not that you have to have Divine Power to be a believer. If you acted that way, the Temple would be accused of being too aggressive, and it would be completely destroyed by the concentrated fire of all other forces except the Temple.

But it was more than possible to taunt someone who acted as if they were exceptionally devout, asking why they didn't have Divine Power despite believing so deeply.

If that happened, reacting half-heartedly would only lead to a loss. I couldn't say that God didn't like me very much, nor could I dismiss the manifestation of Divine Power as mere luck.

Of course, I had a sufficient defense logic prepared. Since my heart wasn't so pure, I had wrapped it up plausibly through my own struggles, something that matched my actions.

"It seems that He still believes that the trials I have faced are not enough. So what can I do? As a still ignorant person, I have no choice but to make more efforts."

That's right. All of this is a trial arranged by God, so all I have to do is overcome the trial and rise up with more strength.

Who could say that someone who realizes and admits their own shortcomings, humbly accepts it as a trial given by God, and is willing to strive even harder, is just showing off without even having Divine Power?

If they said that, they would be the ones who would be told that their devotion was lacking. Even a priest with Divine Power would be scolded for not having deep enough faith.

It was an area that even high-ranking clerics could not easily touch. No, she's saying she'll accept it as God's trial, and it doesn't seem like she's wrong, and you're saying that?

"We can acknowledge that there have been deviations by some clerics. Officially."

However, just because I showed this much determination, it didn't mean that the Pope and the high-ranking clerics here would be moved by it and grant all my demands.

Of course. Even if they were all clerics who could use Divine Power, they were a group that was highly politicized and deeply connected to secular power.

No, even if that wasn't the case, an interest group that originally held vested interests wouldn't want to let go of them. Especially not in the direction of admitting their own mistakes.

"Acknowledge that priests and bishops who can handle Divine Power have been forcing the sale of indulgences for their own gain throughout the Empire, and acknowledge the Temple's responsibility for it."

So I also lowered my demands one step. From acknowledging that the Temple itself was responsible, to the responsibility of failing to manage a large number of clerics who were committing such acts.

This was probably the limit that the Temple could accept. After all, it's saying that each cleric's individual deviation is a separate issue, and ultimately, it's not the Temple's fault.

It might seem too weak, but it was enough to achieve the meaning I wanted to obtain.

"You're saying to acknowledge the deviations of those who handle Divine Power."

"No, I'm saying to acknowledge what's happening as it is, Your Holiness. How long do you think you can cover the sky with your palm?"

No matter how much the Pope was beyond a reasonably seasoned politician, he must have learned a lot from the near-riotous disturbances in cities across the Empire.

If things continue like this, something will explode. And even in the current situation, seeing the Empire, the Imperial Family, seemingly helping the Temple while also being ambiguous, I can't be sure at that time.

Something must be done.

"Is that enough? You don't want any vested interests, and you're really going to abandon power and status and enter a convent?"

"Hey! Patriarch! His Holiness is speaking!"

"It's alright, Cardinal. This is a place where everyone has the right to speak."

"Ah, yes, Your Holiness."

The burly Patriarch, unable to contain something, slammed his two hands on the conference table and stood up to speak. Cardinal Calemeone rebuked him, but the Pope's intervention calmed him down again.

At the same time, the Patriarch also hesitated at the Cardinal's shout, looked at the Pope's reaction, and then calmed down, indicating that the Pope's grip was stronger than expected.

"If you're worried, you can designate the convent I'll enter. It would be good to have a convent near Brienne, which is good for monitoring, or even a convent in a remote mountain valley that is difficult to access."

To tell the truth, after starting to distance myself from secular power by giving up my status as an Imperial Princess, there wasn't much difference between a city and a mountain valley for me.

Anyway, basically, it was all up to me to solve, and of course, even if there were other factors, in conclusion, it was just a matter of pros and cons.

"......You're serious. I have nothing more to say."

The burly Patriarch, as if he would look into my heart through my eyes, looked at me, then calmly stepped back, said that, and shook his hands.

Then, looking at the other clerics around him, they all seemed to agree with the Patriarch. Now that it had come to this, there was nothing else to say.

"Can you say that in public? Imperial Princess Olga?"

"If Your Holiness will also say that in public. Of course, Your Holiness must go first. Then I will gladly say that the Imperial Princess of the Empire, moved by the persuasion of the Temple, has decided to enter a convent."

The negotiation was concluded. Anyway, in conclusion, the card I presented was too powerful. An Imperial Princess being moved by the Temple to abandon secular power and enter a convent was worth that much.

In short, I created a moment where I could show off by giving the Temple the most expensive thing I could give. With this, the Temple wouldn't think of retaliating against me later.

"Then, when shall we do it?"

"Let's do it right now. Even if we take time to decide which convent I will go to, shouldn't we announce the fact that it has happened? Your Holiness?"

"I have something in mind for that. You will go with the impoverished people you led outside the Great Temple."

It wasn't difficult to predict what he was trying to say just by that. It seemed that he was planning to send me to a convent far away in a secluded place, a land that needed some pioneering and reclamation.

It wasn't bad. After all, weren't they also people I had to take responsibility for?

"One thing, it would be fine if the support issue is resolved. Surely you're not just throwing those people out into the wilderness with nothing and telling them to live well, right?"

"Isn't it the Imperial Princess who is entering the convent through the persuasion of our Temple, and the impoverished people who follow the Imperial Princess? Don't worry. We will make sure it is not embarrassing to those around you."

Originally, this negotiation would not have been so smoothly resolved. It would have been a repetition of adjusting the conditions to see how far each side could compromise, and reviewing whether they could accept it.

The reason it could be handled so quickly was that I had no intention of demanding too much, and the Temple had no intention of pushing me, the Imperial Princess, all the way.

Well, some of them seemed to be influenced by my words about giving up all secular power, but it wouldn't have been a big influence.

"Then it's really all done now. Shall we get up first?"

Thus, the high-ranking clerics in this place looked at me, who was smiling, with various complex and subtle expressions. Among them, the Pope was still smiling benevolently.

.
.
.

It was truly an unprecedented event. More than anything else, it was the fact that the Pope's official statement came out so immediately.

If the Pope was going to say something directly, it was common to have a preparation period and do it in a proper setting. In fact, you could say that there was no other way.

But now, he came out so immediately, just a few hours after Imperial Princess Olga entered, and said that. And not only the Pope, but other high-ranking clerics joined in.

Seeing that, Edgar was almost going crazy.

"Why, on earth, is this..."

Originally, he was supposed to respond to the Great Temple's public inquiry, accept it with an appropriate charge, pay an appropriate price, and then everything would quietly end.

Knowing that many political deals had gone on between the Imperial Family, the Temple, and the family for this, the fact that the Temple accepted Imperial Princess Olga's opinion and did something was a sign that something was wrong.

Some priests and bishops arbitrarily sold indulgences because they used Divine Power. The Temple also had a duty to prevent such things, but it failed to do so.

This was learned thanks to Imperial Princess Olga's courageous decision and devout heart, and in the future, the Temple, with the Pope himself taking the lead, would actively step forward to prevent and resolve it.

Just saying that was a truly shocking situation. The Temple, which had only cut off the tail until now, had given up a limb or two this time.

No, in that they acknowledged that even priests and bishops who used Divine Power had made mistakes, it would be valid to evaluate that they had also stabbed the body once significantly.

So, Olga, what did you give up to get that? He was only anxious.

"As a result of a conversation in which His Holiness the Pope sincerely opened his heart and shared his devout heart, I, Olga de Blumburg, have decided to abandon the name Blumburg and become a nun."

Of course, the moment he heard her come up and say that, it felt like his heart stopped.

"Together with the others who followed me, I will go to the Archbishopric near the western front..."

He could barely hear the rest of the words. As the words continued, there were many who cheered, held hands and prayed, and burst into tears, but he couldn't react at all.

It was Jean-Pierre who stabbed him with such deep words that he wished he had been stabbed with a sword instead.

"It's because you foolishly started this."

"Wh, what, as a Guardian Knight, you..."

"That's right. As a Guardian Knight, instead of following her will by fulfilling my duty, I should have stopped her as a person, even if it cost me my life. Of course, my fault is also very great."

The following gloomy eyes, expression, tone, and content stabbed Edgar's heart.

"And you, who could have and should have solved this from the start, what did you do besides stand here and watch stupidly?"
Chapter 37: The Saintess of the Poor (5)
I wasn't immediately sent to the convent. Well, of course, that's just what they said, the Temple needed some time to prepare things.

Public interest would eventually wane, but if problems arose with my treatment before that happened, and it became known, the backlash would be enormous.

Of course, it wasn't like I could just sit around and do nothing during that time.

"Really, I'm fine. It's not like I'm going to my death, so please don't look at me like that."

"But still, how could they just, Olga, you..."

"Brother is right this time. How dare they, even if it's the Temple, you, Olga!"

As it turned out, the time the Temple spent organizing the convent and its surroundings became a time for me to calm down the people around me who were about to explode over this matter.

The most immediate reactions came from Crown Prince Otto, my brother, and the Second Prince, Franz, my other brother. They're called brothers, but I'm thirteen, Otto is thirty-three, and Franz is twenty-four, so it's almost like a father-daughter, uncle-niece relationship.

Additionally, overcoming my psychological reluctance and scoring a lot of so-called 'little sister points' in my daily life was quite effective. Everyone doted on their youngest sister, so naturally they reacted this way when she said she was entering a convent.

"If you really must, then don't forget to send me gifts once in a while. I won't be getting any Imperial Household Funds there, and I won't be able to collect gemstones like I do now."

"Yes, Olga. You always loved collecting gemstones."

Otto said with a bitter smile at my words. Well, it wasn't just the people around me, anyone with open ears knew about my gemstone collection.

"Don't worry about the ones you've collected, Olga. I'll keep them safe for you until the day you're reinstated."

"Would that be alright, Franz Oppa? The Temple will surely say something."

"No. The Temple won't be able to say anything. It's not like you only gave up one or two. Didn't the disturbances that broke out all over the Empire immediately after quiet down like a lie?"

Honestly, I was more than satisfied that I could at least protect my collection like this. It would be difficult to even look at them in the convent, but at least they would still exist.

Of course, the so-called 'Number 1 Jewel Box' was completely disposed of, and another one was 'donated' to the Temple, but the remaining ones were still worth a fortune.

Forming that collection was what I put the most effort into before entering the Academy after coming to this world. I had to use my head to maintain a generous ratio of 'allowance' while doing so.

"Reinstatement will be difficult."

"No, Brother! That's unacceptable! It's Olga we're talking about! We must do it even if it means taking on some political burden!"

The two were having a conflict of opinion. Otto, being the Crown Prince and the first in line to the throne, inevitably saw things differently.

No matter how messed up the Temple was, the Empire basically needed the Temple's cooperation to function.

That point would be more visible to Otto, who shared some of the duties as the future Emperor, rather than Franz, who was laying the foundation for his given territory.

"No, there's no need for you two to fight over this. It would be nice if it happened, but I'm fine even if it doesn't. You know? I'm good at taking care of myself, right?"

"Even so, it's ridiculous that you have to live without a proper escort. Brother, you're stronger than me. You have to do something about this."

"It's something even Father isn't stepping into. How can I?"

"Isn't that just an excuse! If you wanted to, you could do something! Did Olga challenge His Holiness the Pope in the Great Temple because she was stronger than us!"

"I said stop fighting! Here, let's eat something delicious, Oppas."

Really, they're like little kids. Franz, especially, was reacting unusually strongly. I mean, why was he so desperate to step in?

Even the Emperor, my father, wasn't stepping in yet, as Crown Prince Otto said. So what could a Prince or the Crown Prince do?

I had the very, very damp intention of avoiding marriage, but on the surface, the conflict between the Temple and the Imperial Family was miraculously sealed thanks to my tearful sacrifice as an Imperial Princess.

If, in that situation, someone were to try to reinstate me, and that action came from the Imperial Family, it would reignite the carefully sealed conflict.

Moreover, a wound that has been barely sealed and then reopened would require at least several times more effort to reseal.

"Are you really alright? It's a convent. And I heard it's a convent in a very remote mountain village, close to the front lines."

"I'm really fine. Do you think I'm so weak that I can't handle that, Brother Franz? Besides, there will be people settling around there following me, so I won't be bored with nothing to do."

"Even so, how can I just watch you become a nun? Huh? A child who had only a life of flowers ahead of her, finding a good match and getting married."

Ah, I understand that. I became like this because I didn't want to live like that, but in this era, from the objective perspective of an Imperial Princess, what Franz said was the most natural and happy life.

If the youngest sister he cherished the most couldn't live that life, I'd be pretty angry if I were in Franz's position. Well, at the very least, I'd be very sad.

"It's called being a nun, but you know they already treat me like a Saintess, right? The number of people directly serving me might have decreased, but their hearts are much more sincere than when they served me as an Imperial Princess."

These weren't made-up words. In reality, people who had no hope and were just coming to Brienne because they had nowhere else to go, had somehow obtained homes and land to cultivate.

Moreover, I had even given up my position as an Imperial Princess for that, so how could that emotion be anything less than extraordinary? The fact that they already treated me as a Saintess was literal.

"Olga..."

When I said that with the 'smiling face' I had worked so hard to achieve over the years, even Franz, who had been fiercely burning with the will to reinstate me, finally slumped down.

Of course, these two weren't the only ones I had to persuade.

"Mom, I'm fine, really."

"Even so, we cannot avoid taking action."

My mother here, the Empress, Eliza de Blumburg. Even at forty-eight, she hadn't lost her youthful beauty, and what she was taking issue with was the failure of my escorts to carry out their duties.

In short, it was this. Guardian Knight Jean-Pierre and the Imperial Guard Soldiers assigned to escort me failed to stop me properly.

Well, in retrospect, I was going to become a nun instead of an Imperial Princess, so at least from the perspective of my mother, the Empress, she was right.

"No, really. Jean-Pierre fulfilled his duty. He actually caught up to me before I reached Brienne and tried to stop me."

"But he didn't, did he?"

"It's not that he didn't, it's that he couldn't. I had something I wanted to do, and when I'm determined, how can mere knights stop me? Even if one of my brothers or sisters had been there, they wouldn't have been able to stop me. You know that, Mom."

The best medicine in this situation was the cute charm of a still young and lovely thirteen-year-old. If I snuggled into her arms and acted warmly, in the end, this mother would sigh and accept it.

As much as Crown Prince Otto knew, or perhaps even more, my mother, the Empress, couldn't possibly not know. Ultimately, there was no way to undo this.

Well, maybe if I had a strong will to go back, there might have been a way. But of course, I had no desire to give up becoming a nun and return to being an Imperial Princess.

"Our Olga. Don't worry. Our family will never forget you."

"Don't worry too much, it'll be a nuisance. Just send me a little allowance sometimes, Mom."

The persuasion of my mother, the Empress, was concluded by showing the image of a still young but mature youngest daughter. She had always tried to respect my will, after all.

Then, there were the people I had to reassure, not persuade.

"Your Highness..."

"You know you won't be calling me that for much longer, right, Jean-Pierre?"

"I know. I'm sorry, Your Highness. I'm truly sorry."

"What are you sorry for? For supporting me so I could do what I wanted, and helping me achieve this result without any regrets?"

Reassuring Jean-Pierre was something I absolutely had to do. It was obvious that he would blame himself the most for me losing my status as an Imperial Princess.

"Your Highness, Your Highness..."

"If you had stopped me then, I would have truly resented you. So, in that sense, I'm really grateful. Thank you for supporting me as a person, and not just as a Guardian Knight."

When I offered him comfort like this, he literally shed tears, repeating "Your Highness, Your Highness" and sobbing.

Honestly, how could he survive in this harsh world being so soft?

I had already told my brothers and mother that Jean-Pierre should return to the Imperial Guard Knight Order. So that he could use his guilt over this incident as a driving force, work harder, and achieve an even higher position.

Then I would have a supporter who was not just a nun, but also someone with a fairly high position in the Imperial Family and the Imperial Guard Knight Order. I could live a luxurious life that was far from nun-like.

"It wasn't supposed to be like this..."

"It just happened somehow. Um, I appreciate the proposal, but still. People can't always live as they intended."

Next, of course, was Edgar. After all, even though there was a political deal involved, he was ultimately someone who had been prepared to sacrifice himself for me.

Regardless of my unwillingness to marry him, I had to be grateful for that. In fact, aside from that proposal, he was someone I was grateful to for many things.

"I'm sorry, I'm really sorry, Olga."

"If you're that sorry, donate to the convent where I'll be staying once in a while. The Temple says they'll help people settle around there, but I can't trust them completely."

"...I will. I definitely will."

However, gratitude was gratitude, and the support I could secure here was another matter. Money is something you want when you don't have it, and something you want more of when you do, isn't it?

Moreover, supporting the convent where I would be staying, as this story gradually spread and made the poor think, "If she's not a Saintess, then who is?", would be meaningful for reputation enhancement.

So, it's not like this is just causing harm.

"You're leaving the Academy earlier than I am."

"Um, it just happened somehow. Please give my regards to the others. Tell them I'm fine, and I'm sorry I had to leave the Academy early and couldn't say goodbye properly."

Compared to them, Gerrero was much easier to reassure. We just said that much and exchanged bitter smiles, and that was the end of it.

Oh, that didn't mean things were over before I left. Up until now, I was comforting and reassuring people I was personally involved with, and from now on, I had to solidify my supporters.

"I have to leave before I can properly repay you. I'm really sorry that you all helped me at the risk of danger."

"Hahaha, no, no. Thanks to Your Highness, we enjoyed seeing those Temple guys flustered. It's not like we suffered any losses."

"So, think of it as payment for the change I just handed over, and let me touch your ears, oh, yes, oh, wow, this is, wow, truly amazing."

"You're someone who will make the Temple eat shit just by existing. Even if you become a nun, um, ahem! Your existing connections won't disappear. You seem to be familiar with how to touch ears."

"Ah, sorry. This fur is just so soft and clean, and, anyway, it's great."

Anyone who can resist the twitching ears of a dog Beastmen can insult me all they want. Even if he's the head of a merchant guild, this much is fine since he's a very friendly person.

Anyway, I spent every moment before leaving very diligently, so busy I didn't have time to breathe, and before I knew it, the time for me to leave had suddenly arrived, right in front of my nose.
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In this situation, it was inevitable that some people would be dissatisfied with the way I was leaving. Particularly noticeable was the Temple, with even an Archbishop stepping forward to say this.

"What is this! How can you escort a nun who has completely renounced secular power like this! An entire company of the Imperial Guard Knight Order!"

Honestly, I also thought this was a bit much. You might not get a good sense of what a company of the Imperial Guard Knight Order means, but it consists of 32 Knights, each capable of cutting down hundreds of ordinary soldiers.

Purely by simple calculation, it was a force equivalent to nearly ten thousand soldiers, but considering the organizational power of the Imperial Guard Knights and the synergy that boosted their combat power, it wouldn't be an exaggeration to consider them as tens of thousands.

"Is there a problem?"

"A problem? This person is no longer Olga de Blumburg, the Imperial Princess of the Empire, but merely Sister Olga!"

It's a valid argument. Even for an Imperial Princess, receiving this level of escort would be considered excessive, but to attach such a force to escort me, who was now just a nun, was beyond excessive.

After all, the Imperial Guard Knight Order was the last card of this Holy Universal Empire, a strategic weapon that could change the atmosphere of a battlefield with just four of them.

To use such an entity for escort within the empire, not even on the front lines, could be considered a waste, and if the person wasn't even of high status, there was no justifiable reason.

The Archbishop, making such a reasonable protest, was met with a very simple rebuttal from the Imperial Guard Knight Order's Commander.

"So what?"

"Wh-What do you mean...?"

"What do I mean? Whether the Imperial Guard Knight Order mobilizes to escort someone, what concern is it of the Temple? Are you His Majesty the Emperor? Do you have an order? If not, move aside."

It was truly outrageous. The movements of our Imperial Guard Knight Order could not be stopped by anyone other than His Majesty the Emperor. No matter how many of us mobilized to escort someone, what could the Temple do about it?

But because there was nothing they could actually do, the Archbishop could only gape, dumbfounded, unable to do anything else.

Come to think of it, he was the one who had been showing displeasure throughout the negotiation. He must have wanted things to turn out unfavorably for me.

"We will protest to the Imperial Family! We will make it clear on behalf of the Temple!"

"Make it clear. We're leaving."

But the result of his struggle was the incredibly cool response of the Knight Commander. Do it if you want, I'm leaving, was the attitude.

Well, come to think of it, the Knight Commander himself had come to the Great Temple to pick me up and witnessed the scene firsthand. He would have empathized with the refugees rather than the Temple.

Even without going as far as the Commander, any member of the Imperial Guard Knight Order is a respected noble. In fact, most of them are from noble families, even if they are of lower rank.

But in the Imperial Guard Knight Order, which is formed by selecting the best based on ability, how could a noble be accepted if they couldn't empathize with those from the freemen class?

Moreover, the current Knight Commander was, as far as I knew, from the freemen class. Unless the corruption of the Temple had suddenly increased, it was obvious that he would be disgusted by the situation that had been going on for a while.

"Is this really okay? I'm no longer an Imperial Princess, but just a nun."

"...In the village where I lived as a child, every year, one or two families would fall into serfdom or flee in the night because they couldn't meet the indulgence quota."

"Ah..."

I didn't know he had such a background. I didn't know what to say, so I just let out a low groan.

What could I say here? Should I empathize with him and say it's pitiful? Or should I get angry with him? In the end, I'm also from the Imperial Princess's background, so it could easily be seen as hypocrisy.

"You don't have to. It's late, but didn't Your Highness make the Temple acknowledge not only the indulgences but also the remissions? Now that the Empire can intervene, it will surely decrease significantly in the future."

That's right. The money that went into indulgences should have originally been income that came in as taxes. If it goes into indulgences, the Temple doesn't even pay taxes on that 'profit'.

There was sufficient motivation for the Empire to intervene administratively. Since it was acknowledged at the Pope's level that such 'mistakes' were made even with Divine Power, it was no longer a matter of divinity but of the secular world.

"I'm sorry I did it so late."

"No. If it weren't for Your Highness, the injustice of myself and others would not have been even slightly resolved, and the repetition of injustice would not have stopped. Your Highness appeared and helped us early enough."

This is making me feel touched. When you think about it, my intentions were extremely impure. It was just something I did to avoid marriage.

So, as I tried to change my thoughts, there was something that had been bothering me for a while.

"But, I'm no longer an Imperial Princess, but just a nun. If you keep calling me 'Your Highness, Your Highness', you might be charged with blasphemy."

That's right. From earlier, the Knight Commander had been calling me 'Your Highness'. Even though I lost that status today and became a nun.

Of course, it was safe to say that no one would throw the Commander in jail for blasphemy because of this, but still, appearances matter, don't they? We have to keep up appearances.

The Commander's response to this was as follows:

"It doesn't matter what anyone says. Your Highness is Your Highness."

"Uh, not anymore..."

"As long as I am the Commander, the Imperial Guard Knight Order will not serve Your Highness as anything other than royalty."

In short, his attitude was that anyone could try to pick a fight, but he would ignore them all. And from those words, I was able to figure out one thing.

This was a reflection of my father, the Emperor's, will. Otherwise, it wouldn't make sense for the entire Imperial Guard Knight Order to say they would still serve me as royalty.

Even though he couldn't express it directly because he was trying to show a stoic appearance, it wasn't that he didn't have feelings for his daughter. It's obvious when you think about it.

"Thank you, Commander. Please take good care of me on the way to the convent."

"I will definitely protect you."

I wondered if there would be any problems, but since the Imperial Guard Knight Commander himself said that, I couldn't really respond, so I just smiled.

And something similar started happening before we even left Brienna.

"Your Highness! Your Highness!"

"The taste of normalization that Your Highness has given us! We will not forget! Thank you, Your Highness!"

"Long live Your Highness! Saintess of the poor!"

Hmm, there's something a bit strange in a different sense, but anyway, everyone still considered me as the Imperial Princess, and some even dared to use the expression 'Saintess'.

Naturally, the Temple should have been furious, but surprisingly, there was no reaction from the Temple. No, rather, the Temple seemed to be cautious.

It's strange, isn't it? They protested once to the Imperial Guard Knight Commander, but they are cautious about the excessive words and actions of this crowd, mostly freemen, which are even more excessive than the Knight Commander's.

"The Temple is also scared."

"Scared? Why?"

"Didn't Your Highness ignite the people's discontent and then calm it down? They saw the flame of a person with a will who stepped forward with the determination to burn everything, so they have no choice but to be scared."

Ah, is that so? Well, it's natural for those in power to be sensitive to such signals. The fear that people might rise up and harm them if they do something wrong.

Normally, they would try to suppress and oppress it, but here, since I, the Imperial Princess, became the focal point, they couldn't do that.

When I thought about it, I could understand their attitude. With people's attention focused now, if they openly tried to stop it, they would be worried that the barely extinguished flames would reignite.

"The Temple is also having a hard time. I didn't mean to make them suffer this much."

"Isn't it self-inflicted?"

The Commander's answer was not wrong. In fact, the Temple's current suffering is all self-inflicted, and if they had been a little more moderate, this wouldn't have happened.

In fact, just looking at Divine Power makes you feel comfortable, and when you're exposed to it, you feel like you can forgive everything at that moment, so it's obvious what's going on.

Thus, even after leaving Brienna, this crowd of well-wishers continued to gather, and among them, many joined after hearing that they would receive a house and land if they followed me.

It was natural to be worried as the number of people quickly swelled to thousands.

"Isn't this only for supplies?"

"We are just using items that were scheduled to be discarded. It's a good thing to be able to dispose of things that would be thrown away anyway while receiving sufficient compensation."

"Huh? Receive compensation? From whom? I didn't give any."

"Recently, the Imperial Household Fund that was given to other royalty suddenly lost its purpose and became available. Due to the backlog of other administrative tasks, the Imperial Guard Knight Order has been authorized to use that Imperial Household Fund."

It means that the Imperial Household Fund that was originally supposed to be given to me was diverted to purchase supplies needed for the long journey of me and thousands of refugees, with my father, the Emperor, turning a blind eye.

To prevent others from interfering, the entity using the funds is not me or any other group, but the Imperial Guard Knight Order.

Do you feel my father's love? I feel it. Based on my present world, this would violate countless economic laws, but who cares about that here?

Even the Temple, which could have said something, is being cautious, so this is something the Emperor can do as he pleases.

"Well, it's convenient for me..."

"Coincidentally, there is an outpost nearby. Originally, it was a staging point for troops heading to the front lines, but from now on, four Imperial Guard Knights will be stationed there, creating a Knight Order base that rotates."

"Isn't that too blatant? It's almost a waste to have Imperial Guard Knights..."

"No, Your Highness. His Majesty, who was already concerned that the Imperial Guard Knight Order was too concentrated in Brienna, was planning to dispatch an appropriate number of Imperial Guard Knights throughout the Empire."

At this point, it was hard to hold back a hollow laugh. I mean, what's the problem and what's so concerning about the Imperial Guard Knight Order being in the Capital City with the Emperor?

Of course, excluding magic and Divine Power, the Imperial Guard Knights were the best force the human race currently had. Who would be the best if not the beings who could change the atmosphere of a battlefield with just four of them?

But the mere fact that there were many Imperial Guard Knights in the Capital City was meaningful, but now they were talking as if that was the original problem. When you think about it, it's a reform and innovation.

"Then, does that mean the Imperial Guard Knights will be deployed to the battlefield more actively?"

"That's right. Originally, one company was stationed on the front lines and rotated periodically, but now they will also be used to respond to the increasing infiltration of small units of the Demon King's Army in addition to the western front."

That's what they say. Well, I'm not an Imperial Princess anymore, and anyway, it must be something that His Majesty the Emperor directly ordered, so what can I say about it?

Still, it wasn't a completely unreasonable excuse. It was true that the Demon King's Army zones outside of the front lines where full-scale battles were taking place were increasingly infiltrating beyond the existing blockade.

Most of them are at a level that can be dealt with by the guards, like in Wirbelheim, but that's only possible if the guards detect the danger early enough and gather.

I heard that there are cases where it's too late and a village is almost completely wiped out, so if the Imperial Guard Knight Order is dispersed even in small numbers, it would be a great help in an emergency.

It would be the same for preventing armed groups or secret societies secretly hired by political forces trying to do things they shouldn't be doing, even among humans, not the Demon King's Army.

"I'm not even an Imperial Princess, but I'm going to be indebted."

"As I said, to us, you are Your Highness."

The answer I received was so firm that this time, I couldn't hold back a bitter smile.
Chapter 39: The Twilight of the Empire (1)
The phrase "I'm busy" is a convenient expression used by many people in various situations. And a good number of them use it simply to avoid the situation at hand.

However, there are also quite a few people who are literally grinding themselves down, so busy that they truly mean it when they say they're busy.

"Sister Olga! What about this...?"

"Sister Olga! This person started plotting first...!"

"Sister Olga! The land reclamation permit still hasn't been issued! Please do something!"

Clearly, this was an archbishopric, technically a territory where the Temple held real power, exercising taxation and judicial rights. Though not very large, it could be said to be the archbishop's pocket money.

However, after I arrived at this Saint Christy Convent and before that winter passed, news came that it had been changed to an imperial direct territory, but as time passed, no administrator to be assigned to the imperial direct territory arrived.

Still, I'm a nun, so it's none of my business, right? Such thoughts, around the time spring came after the new year, gradually receded, starting with light interventions I began one by one.

Before I knew it, people became accustomed to relying on me more and more, to the point where they brought everything to me as if I were the Lord.

As things gradually turned out that way, the nuns of the convent...

"Ugh, why me...?"

"Aren't you becoming a pillar for the people? We are truly proud of Sister Olga."

"Th-Thank you for your words, Mother Superior, but if you keep using honorifics..."

"We are just doing what we want to do, so please don't mind us. Each of these actions is all our joy."

Since it wasn't a very large scale in the first place, the thousands of people who came with me ended up occupying most of the residents, and since all those people were following me, my treatment became like this.

Actually, it's a bit unfair to complain while calling it 'this'. If you think about it, they're treating me like the lord of this area. It's far above being a nun.

Besides, at least they aren't calling me "Imperial Princess," right?

However, it was just that they didn't call me Imperial Princess, there was no other particular difference in treatment.

"I thought spending time in a convent would be more about doing things with my own hands, building, sweating, and working hard."

"Don't you have a lot of other things to do? Since Sister Olga came, this convent has been able to properly help others, so we must do what we need to do accordingly."

Eating, washing dishes, doing laundry, preparing bedding, and other things that I thought I would naturally have to do when I came to the convent, the existing nuns were doing it all.

In this way, it's just that it changed from the Imperial Palace to a convent, but in terms of leaving what can be done by others to others, what's the difference?

The problem was that there was nothing wrong with what the Mother Superior said. As time flew by, in the summer of my sixteenth year, I was so busy dealing with the complaints and related administrative tasks of the people around here that I had no time.

"I'm so busy, but..."

"This is the honey that people offer to Sister Olga today. I've mixed it with wine as you like, so please enjoy."

"Oh, right, I can mix the honey myself, but thank you."

"It's my pleasure."

In the meantime, one of my hobbies was this honey-laced wine. It was the first alcohol I had since coming to this world and becoming this body, and it was amazingly good.

No wonder wine, or rather, grape wine, becomes a luxury and a necessity. In some countries at some point, wine was even included in military supplies.

Ah, it's good.

"Have you had another glass?"

"Yeah, just one glass. See? To be precise, I haven't even finished one glass yet. Half a glass, half a glass. It's been a few months since I turned sixteen, so there's no problem, right?"

"That's true, but the price of wine is skyrocketing these days. Even though you've collected a lot of donations so far, if you consume it like this, it will be a burden."

While this was going on, one or two Imperial Guard Knights came to visit me here once a week. The one who came now and was nagging like that was also an Imperial Guard Knight.

The donation he was talking about, well, it was a donation in name, but it was a regular income from the Imperial Family or a merchant company, effectively my Imperial Household Fund. Not a huge amount, but enough for me to use.

Of course, the saying that it was enough for me to use was after deducting the expenses for the people who gathered around me, looking up to me.

Even so, there weren't any shops that would collect gemstones, nor were there any merchants dealing with them, so the money had no choice but to keep piling up.

"I don't drink a bottle every day, it's actually a bottle a week. Besides, is the outside world so complicated? To the point where you're worried about the price of wine that's not even that high-end?"

To reiterate, wine was both a luxury and a necessity-like commodity. Of course, not all wine is the same.

The wine I've started to develop a taste for here was much closer to a necessity than a luxury. It wasn't the cheapest, but it wasn't something I couldn't drink because of the price.

"The front lines are calmer than before, but there are quite a few places suffering from poor harvests due to drought. They say that even the Elves are bewildered this year."

"To that extent? Well, the good thing is that the Demon King's Army will also suffer the same drought and poor harvest."

"That's right. We believe that's one of the reasons why battles have become less frequent and the front lines have calmed down recently."

If it's to the point where we have to consider the price of such things, then the drought must be really severe. The good thing is that the Demon King's Army's supply base is also farming diligently, even using magic.

Come to think of it, when I checked the water level of the reservoir recently, it had gone down a lot. Fortunately, with the very medieval Korean Peninsula-like idea of "farming means reservoirs," this area had properly dug reservoirs first.

Ah, is that why? I didn't really feel this record-breaking drought?

"Still, because His Majesty is here, the Empire will be safe, right?"

"That's right. As Her Highness says, because His Majesty is still holding the center, the Empire will not be shaken by the drought."

Exactly. His Majesty turns seventy next year, but I haven't heard of him having any health issues.

Of course. Even if it's a vague era somewhere between the Middle Ages and the Renaissance, this world has magic that enhances convenience and Divine Power that manages health.

Of course, both of those things only apply to the very wealthy or powerful, but the Emperor of the Holy Universal Empire is a status and position that satisfies that and much more.

"Then what about the recent activities in the Demon King's Army territory? No matter how difficult it is for them, we are the ones who are greatly affected, and as a full-scale war becomes difficult, they will try to focus on guerrilla warfare."

"There's nothing significant. Our Imperial Guard Knight Order can handle it together with the local guards or defense forces. Qualitatively, it feels more like they are trying to reduce too many mouths to feed."

"Then it must be Ratmen, right?"

"Yes, they are mainly Ratmen. Races with both mobility and destructive power like Minotaurs or Centaurs have not been sighted."

But, Ratmen are Ratmen, Cowmen are Minotaurs, and Horsemen are Centaurs? Hmm, I'm not sure, but it certainly feels a bit more comfortable this way.

"Someday, we'll have to push back the Demon King's Army for sure."

"That's right. We must do it while the kingdoms that still exist in the western continent hold out."

The relatively smaller continent where the 'evil forces' led by the Demon King are located is often expressed as the western continent, and the large continent where humans, Elves, and Dwarves are the center of the 'forces of good' is expressed as the eastern continent.

Here, there were three or four groups of Demon King's Army in the hundreds of thousands or millions on the eastern continent, and conversely, there were three territories of the forces of good at the level of small kingdoms on the western continent.

I've only heard of it, but they rely on the terrain of mountains and forests, and all races there are completely assimilated into the daily struggle against the Demon King's Army.

The reason this is possible is that if either side were to put all their forces into clearing the area, their front lines would be weakened and their front would be pushed back.

In other words, conversely, for either side to benefit from the allied forces stuck in the enemy's rear, they must first gain an advantage on the front lines.

For now, both sides must hope that those 'allied forces' don't weaken too much due to this drought and get through it well.

Come to think of it, this world is quite precarious. The Soviet Union and the United States fought a Cold War, but if one side starts to be pushed back in earnest, isn't this a hot war where the snowball will just roll?

"It was good to hear many stories today."

"I was honored to be able to see firsthand how well Her Highness is governing this area."

"No, I'm not an Imperial Princess, and I'm not governing. Please, hurry up and urge the Imperial Family to send an administrator. They haven't even looked at my letter."

"Isn't it a time when there's a lot to do, but not enough people, especially these days? Perhaps this area might be given to Her Highness entirely."

"What a joke. See you next week then."

My daily life here was like this. Usually, I handle work that feels like, if this isn't a Lord, then what is a Lord?, drink wine laced with locally produced honey, study or train a little in my spare time, and that's it.

You might be thinking, why aren't you doing things like going after women, even though you said you came to the convent for that reason? Well, it's because the youngest nun here, excluding me, is exactly three times my age.

That's right. It's hopeless. I can't just take a village girl and harass her like some evil lord, can I? I'm not crazy about that.

Actually, I don't really have any regrets about that yet. I still have more than 10 years to maintain youthful youth, don't I?

"But I'm a little sad that even my Master hasn't come to visit..."

No, I don't mean I see my Master as a 'woman'. It's just, I'm a little sad because I can't see her face.

It wasn't like Olga was feeling sad, like, "Oh, no, no", but still, I heard from the Imperial Guard Knights who come here that she went back to the forest, but couldn't she have stopped by here?

Still, it's not like I won't be able to see her until I die, right? It's not like the time concept of a thousand-year-old Elf Mage who was in a hero party.

While I was thinking like that and dawdling, there was a knock, knock, knock, and a nun came in without waiting for my answer. The most decisive difference from the Imperial Palace is that they knock and then don't wait for my answer.

"Sister Olga."

"Yes? Eh?"

"Of course, we know that you are very young, and that you should have been married and making children by now."

"Eh? Yes? Eh?"

"But doing it every day is not very good for your health, so wouldn't it be necessary to refrain from wetting the sheets a little?"

My awkward smile and the benevolent smile of the elderly nun crossed for dozens of seconds, and the nun left my room again, saying, 'Then excuse me'.

Ha, no, I'm so embarrassed I could die. No, it would be better to die. It wasn't a blatant situation like talking about 'Accidentally Spilling Yogurt' in the world before I fell here, but still.

Let's die. Let's just die. Who knows? Maybe I'll go back to the original world just by dying. No, but let's finish what I was doing.

After spending the day so faithfully and idly, in the morning, I simply washed my face and at the breakfast table, I exchanged awkward glances with the nun who came in yesterday, and when I was subtly avoiding the gazes of the other nuns who were looking at me a little more happily than usual, the news came.

"Im-Imperial Princess! H-His Majesty, His Majesty!"

Clatter! The Imperial Guard Knight, who had come yesterday, suddenly entered without notice, shouted like that, and then sat down with a pale complexion, unable to continue speaking. That alone was enough to know what the next words were.
Chapter 40: The Twilight of the Empire (2)
His Majesty the Emperor has passed away. He ascended to the throne at the age of 23 and for 46 years, throughout his reign, he not only led the empire impeccably but also elevated it to another level, a truly wise ruler.

Depending on the criteria, the level of that stage may vary, and one might question whether raising it by just one stage warrants the title of a wise ruler. Well, if you've had a king in history who created an entirely new alphabet, then I suppose you might say that.

But considering that this one-stage elevation was achieved amidst a war with the Demon King's Army, it was an incredible feat. Just maintaining the status quo would have been considered commendable, but he even managed to improve it.

However, given that he was approaching seventy in a few months, it wouldn't have been strange if this had happened at any time. At least, it was fortunate that the Crown Prince was firmly established as Otto Oppa.

"However, Prince Franz, excuse me, Grand Duke Franz is also showing unusual signs."

"Why now? There's no reason for that, is there? If he had started a civil war during the succession process, I would have thought he had such a strong desire for power, but now that the succession is complete?"

"It seems he's thinking of something more practical than the throne. Many suspect that he's gathering nobles to strengthen his own rights."

That's the trend of events that unfolded while the seasons changed, and while I, nominally a nun, couldn't even go to Brienne for the funeral.

It wasn't a situation I couldn't understand. Well, while Dad was alive, he managed the nobles so artistically that there was no room for such things, but now that gap has emerged.

That's how those in power always are. They try to increase their power even a little whenever they get the chance. It was like that even in the centralized Joseon, so it would be far worse here where feudalism is openly practiced.

"Is Otto Oppa, is His Majesty just watching this happen? I don't think he would."

Here, the Emperor's response becomes crucial. Acknowledging it and stepping back could be one way, but the Otto Oppa I know wouldn't be that kind of person.

Above all, Otto and Franz's relationship wasn't exactly good before. There was a time when Otto represented the East and Franz the West, and they were in conflict.

So, the question is, how will the young, well, he's in his late thirties now, but still, the certainly spirited Emperor, who has just ascended to the throne, react to the nobles' movements?

"His Majesty Otto has decided to go with a rather simple method."

"A simple method? What is it? There must be something, since the Captain of the Imperial Guard came in person, right?"

A simple method. What could it be? The most certain and simple method would be to crush the opposing forces by force.

But that can't be it. Otto Oppa is a bit proud and stubborn, but he's by no means a fool. At the very least, he wouldn't burn down a whole village just to catch a flea.

Then what could it be? Does he have the political power to overwhelm them? Is Mom helping him? He's been Crown Prince for quite some time, so has he been preparing something all along?

The answer that came back was unexpected.

"He intends to overwhelm them with a military achievement."

"...A military achievement? What, is he planning to push back the Demon King's Army in the southern Dragon Mountains? Wouldn't the northern polar region and the eastern archipelago feel a bit weak?"

It's not that the Demon King's Army zones in the northern polar region and the eastern archipelago are weak. Rather, the Demon King's Army zone in the southern Dragon Mountains is much more active compared to those two places.

Therefore, if he were to push back one of the other two, if he could, it would certainly be a commendable achievement, but it would be a bit insufficient to completely suppress the 'noble faction' that is just starting to rise.

It's not that it wouldn't have an effect, but it would be a great pity to risk the front lines being pushed back while focusing on that.

"That's not it."

"Then what? Is he planning to attack two of the three places simultaneously? Or maybe all three? No, that's impossible, right?"

"His Majesty Otto intends to personally lead the charge and break through the front lines in the Western Region."

Yes, if you think about it rationally, that's the closest option. However, that was only 'the closest' option. In other words, that's also impossible.

"Does he have the power to do that? What about logistics? Or does he have some grand strategy?"

Although I haven't been there myself, based on the news I've heard, the Western Front can be described as a World War I-style war of attrition taking place in the Middle Ages.

With castles built for defense, it prevents infiltration by ignoring the depth, and when a certain number of enemies gather, they advance to engage in a major battle, and then build up their strength again.

If it were entirely the Middle Ages, it might be different, but with magic and divine power, it's difficult to simply amass troops and push them in. Depending on the type of magic, if it hits the center of a dense formation, hundreds could fall in an instant.

"Several hardline nobles have joined His Majesty. A general mobilization order will soon be issued in the West, and the Imperial Army will temporarily reach a number of 2 million, consisting only of humans."

"What, is he crazy? He's really doing it? And why is the general mobilization order only being issued in the West?"

"The general mobilization order in the East is relatively less efficient, so the idea is to focus on responding to the movements of other Demon King's Army zones."

It sounds plausible. Indeed, if they are to launch a full-scale offensive on the Western Front, it is essential to prepare a response to prevent other Demon King's Army zones from interfering.

But because of that, issuing a general mobilization order only in the Western Empire and leaving the East alone is hardly justifiable. It's called a general mobilization order, but it's not as sophisticated as the mobilization systems of modern times.

"Do the people and nobles of the West know about this?"

"Not yet. As of now, only His Majesty Otto and a few of his closest confidants know about this."

The closest confidants would be the so-called 'loyalist' nobles who have been acting like his limbs since he was Crown Prince. Hearing that, I realized that several important forces were missing, even if the race was limited to humans.

"What about the Temple and other independent kingdoms?"

"The kingdoms have no choice but to follow once His Majesty Otto starts, even without prior consultation. As for the Temple, it is understood that they are cooperating."

I see. The Temple, the Pope, seems to have decided to bet on the new Emperor and the East here. He's probably thinking of reclaiming the authority that was greatly damaged because of me with a sure blow.

If that really succeeds, the close relationship between the Temple and the Imperial Family, or rather, the Emperor, will be further strengthened. Which way will the Emperor, who has received the Temple's help from the stage of firmly establishing his political foundation, lean?

"What are these clerics doing, risking their necks for secular power?"

"There are indications, that they are even trying to intervene in the selection of the Empress, who is still vacant."

Who is? The Temple? I couldn't even get the question out of my mouth, and I could only stupidly stare at the Captain of the Imperial Guard, blinking my eyes.

I went as far as risking my position as an Imperial Princess to really beat them up painfully, and I thought they were starting to get their act together, but it hasn't even been three years and they're at it again?

"So, now, you came all the way here because you want me to talk to Otto Oppa, to His Majesty Otto?"

"That's right. After all, even if it's related to Grand Duke Franz, His Majesty has always listened to the Imperial Princess's words."

Well, that's true. I've turned sixteen, and while my former cuteness has been replaced by the freshness of a woman, I'm still the youngest in the Imperial Family.

Since my sisters have completely left home after Dad, the former Emperor, passed away, things haven't really changed.

"I understand why you came. Well, um, I should at least inform the Mother Superior..."

"There's no time. It would be best for both His Majesty Otto and the Imperial Princess to depart as soon as possible. I heard that Countess Bianca has departed for this place."

"Bianca Unnie? Why? I mean, what's wrong with her coming?"

Bianca de Blumburg. Where did she get married off to? Due to a personal disqualification, her score was greatly reduced, and she was sent to a count's family, and even among the count's families, it was a rather lacking place.

"You haven't heard?"

"Haven't heard what? The disqualification? I only heard that there was such a thing, um, that she caused an accident? Do you know anything, Captain?"

Come to think of it, I only heard that there was a disqualification, but I never heard what it was specifically. What kind of disqualification is it that he mentions it like this?

"Countess Bianca, well, um, was caught trying to assault someone in the Imperial Palace."

"Oh, um, a, a maid? That's definitely a bit much."

So that's it. Homosexuality, while not nonexistent, is far from being encouraged, and even here, it's something that's only done implicitly.

For an Imperial Princess of marriageable age to attempt to assault a maid of the Imperial Palace is a very scandalous matter. I still wonder if it's a disqualification that would make her fall that much.

Well, it's an act that those who are going to enjoy it implicitly will all enjoy.

"She, was engaged at the time, and, Mulika, the Duchess, was, organizing her personal belongings in the Imperial Palace..."

Ha.

"...I'll, I'll go right away. You've made preparations, right? I'll just pack a few things and we'll leave immediately."

"Yes, I will prepare."

Mulika Unnie, who is now a Duchess, is thirty-six, twenty years older than me, and Bianca Unnie is thirty-two, sixteen years older than me.

So, that sister, no, that woman, was caught red-handed trying to assault her sister who is four years older than her, and that's why she ended up like that.

Wow, that's really creepy. I think I understand why people haven't said anything more than that she caused an accident.

I suddenly don't even want to see her face. With that thought, I was sufficiently inclined to leave right away as well. I also had to stop the new Emperor's blunder.

"Oh, but who will manage this place while I'm gone?"

"Yes, I happened to bring a couple of Imperial officials with administrative experience. It's not an official appointment, but they are my personal connections, so there shouldn't be any problems."

What, so it could be solved if you wanted to solve it? But you didn't send them until now and made me get buried in work.

I felt a bit resentful, but decided to put it off for later. My priority right now was escaping this convent before something truly awful happened to me.

"Judging by the fact that you came here like this, the Imperial Guard has already made its stance clear, hasn't it?"

"As the Imperial Princess knows, our Imperial Guard consists of four battalions of 128 men, with at least one battalion of 32 men operating on the front lines."

That damned Imperial Princess. There are many cases where they call me Imperial Princess here, and sometimes they even call me Saintess, but they just won't listen even if I tell them not to.

What can I do? The Captain of the Imperial Guard himself swore to it, so I have no choice but to leave it alone.

"I know that. That's why you rotate periodically, right?"

"And what we feel while doing that is that the front line cannot be advanced simply by pushing in troops. It's a battlefield where 10-20% of our Imperial Guard are killed or seriously injured to the point of not being able to hold a sword once we enter."

Each and every Imperial Guard is a monster. Not in any other way, but in terms of physical ability. They are more than capable of intercepting flying demonic beasts of a considerable height with dedicated javelins.

If they are killed or injured like that every time they go through a battle, it must be unusually fierce and disadvantageous. Tactically, it was a loss that necessitated falling back to the rear for replenishment and reorganization.

In this case, it's only natural to try to persuade, but then it becomes important to know exactly what thoughts were behind this plan.

"What does Otto Oppa seem to think? Does he really believe that he can do it himself? Or is he just trying to do it because he has to do something?"

If it's the former, persuasion will be very difficult. But if it's the latter, I might be able to do something if I promise active mediation through my connections and influence, which are still alive.

"In my opinion, it seemed like he felt he needed some kind of achievement first."

Then, that's a relief. Even so, only the person himself knows what's in his heart, so let's hope that the Captain's eye is not wrong here.
Chapter 41: The Twilight of the Empire (3)
It had been a long time since I'd been to Brienne. Two full years, going on three, to be exact. Not quite long enough for mountains and rivers to change, but a considerable amount of time nonetheless.

So, I was heading back with a fair amount of anticipation, but unexpected individuals began to join my procession. Upon confirming their presence, I immediately asked the captain of the Imperial Guard Knight Order.

"Was this the plan all along?"

"Imperial Princess, while we recognize you as such, many, including His Majesty Otto, are opposed to it. Without this escort, you would likely be denied entry to Brienne itself."

"What are you talking about? Why would Brother Otto prevent my entry? I mean, even if I'm officially just a nun, surely a nun wouldn't be barred from entering the Capital City?"

"The Temple will express such an opinion, and His Majesty Otto will likely accept it. And Brienne, well, it has changed a lot since before."

It's changed a lot in just a few years? The subtle tone and content of his words made me furrow my brow even more as I asked.

"Then why didn't you tell me?"

"I instructed the members who were relaying information not to tell you. I thought it would be better for you to see it firsthand if you were to come, rather than worry unnecessarily beforehand."

"Then tell me now. How has it changed?"

"Well, first of all..."

To summarize the changes the captain explained, after Father's passing, the Temple, along with some high-ranking nobles, quickly seized control of Brienne and formed an alliance with the new Emperor, Brother Otto.

The reason being, more than anything, Brother Otto desired to solidify centralized power, not unlike Father, no, even more so.

"But why join hands with the Temple and the Eastern Region's nobles? How is that centralization?"

"Um, that is, well."

The captain, who had been explaining things so well, suddenly started watching my reaction for some reason. Seriously, what is it? If he was going to be like this, he shouldn't have started talking in the first place.

There are two ways to anger a person, one is to stop talking mid-sentence.

"What is it? Tell me quickly."

"They believe, that, what the Imperial Princess did, they can do as well."

"...Huh?"

What? Was Brother Otto really that self-absorbed? He did have a strong sense of self and a desire to prove himself, I knew that much.

Well, maybe the position makes the man, and perhaps ascending to the Throne twisted that aspect in a subtle way. Or maybe it was always there, just suppressed by something.

"We urgently need the Imperial Princess's persuasion. Or, at the very least, your assistance."

"Can I break through the front lines against the Demon King's Army with my help? Even though I've been sparring with the Imperial Guard Soldiers from time to time, I'm not even at their level, you know?"

"Don't you see, Imperial Princess, the power that gathers around you on its own?"

Ah, right. The people who had started following along the way.

No, unlike when I entered the Convent, when the refugees followed, this time it was much more respectable people, slightly pushed out of the mainstream.

"It's been a while, Imperial Princess. You're finally returning to Brienne."

"Um, I appreciate you following me like this, but as you know, I'm just going to see my brother, not to do anything. I don't have the leeway to provide you with anything political."

"Just following you like this is enough. For now, let me formally introduce myself. I am Lucius Mermeros. Somehow, I've become the representative of the Western Region's Canine Race this time."

The Canine Race, as you can tell from the name, were dog Beastmen, and these weren't Japanese-style Beastmen, but American-style, meaning they were just dogs in human form. Ah, they had five fingers, of course.

The reason this Canine was greeting me as if it had been a while was because he was someone I had met before, when I gathered the refugees in the Great Temple and staged a sit-in, he provided, or rather, sold me supplies.

"Really, what can I even do?"

"Even when you were the Imperial Princess, no one had any concrete expectations that you would do anything. Yet you did that. We're following you because we believe you'll do something this time too."

Even if that's not the case, we have nothing to lose. His concluding words were, in fact, true. What did they have to lose, really?

To confirm that, I rode my horse closer to the captain and quietly asked.

"The people following us, they don't know about Brother Otto's plan, do they? Where he's going to do what, or what his goals are?"

"No, they don't know yet. But they seem to sense the atmosphere to some extent. It would be accurate to say they have some idea. They'd be shocked if they knew the specifics, though."

Of course they would. Even if it was still at the stage of not being brought out of his head, there was no way it wouldn't be noticeable when the Emperor of the Empire had almost made up his mind.

Moreover, if Brother Otto had even Father's ability, it might be different, but looking at the contents, which I honestly couldn't understand why he made such a decision, it was hard to expect that.

On top of that, the Temple was probably laying the groundwork to support it, anticipating that, so there was no way it wouldn't be noticeable with this level of pre-modern administration and security.

"The burden on my shoulders feels increasingly heavy, and the problem is, it's not an illusion."

"Just do what you can, Imperial Princess."

"That 'what I can' is, well, um, I'll have to try first, I guess."

I might be resented by them later for not telling them, but I'm going to persuade them so that doesn't happen in the first place, so that resentment wouldn't be great.

If that's the case, it would be fine to gain some influence and political power just by being with them like this. After all, the Empire needs to be stable for anyone to have a chance.

However, moving like this, it was inevitable that news would be delivered before we arrived. The fact that the captain of the Imperial Guard Knight Order contacted me secretly in the first place was actually surprising.

"Ah, Hans! I mean, Bishop Hans!"

However, it was a bit unexpected that Hans was the one who blocked my path first. To be precise, it wasn't blocking, but approaching for a conversation, but at this point, the two weren't much different.

I thought so, but the title he used to call me was a bit strange.

"It's been a while, Imperial Princess."

"I'm not Imperial Princess anymore, just a nun? Hans is a Cleric, so it's a little inappropriate for you to still call me Imperial Princess, isn't it?"

I am not officially an Imperial Princess. There are many people around who keep calling me Imperial Princess, and some even call me Saintess, so I get confused sometimes, but still, I'm just a mere nun.

My clothes, too, I'm wearing a full set of black nun's robes from head to toe, so there's no way anyone would mistake me for anything but a nun.

"I know, Imperial Princess. But you are the Imperial Princess."

"Huh? Uh? Hans? You'll get fired from being a Bishop? His Holiness the Pope won't just let it go, Hans, you know that, right?"

Yet, he's saying that, which means he's doing it, prepared for the situation where the Pope, who has already finished the agreement, confirms whether it was my intention, and upon realizing it wasn't, immediately excommunicates him.

It's called excommunication, but it's not just about being unemployed as a Cleric, it's being denied as a human being. To be excommunicated by the Temple in an era of Divine Power?

It wasn't an Open Sesame that could be wielded without any justification, but if the justification was provided like this, there was no reason not to wield it if one had the power to suppress some discontent.

"The Temple is currently holding a Council, and there are heated debates going on internally."

Ah, the Council of this time. If that's the case, it must be related to what Brother Otto is trying to do.

What immediately comes to mind was the discussion of whether to cooperate in mobilizing, in fact, conscripting, only the Western Region of the Empire, and if so, how.

Assuming that what the captain told me was true, what Brother Otto, Emperor Otto, was trying to do now was something that could only be possibly achieved by mobilizing the full power of the Empire.

If the Temple decided to side with Emperor Otto, the Temple would also have to do its best for success.

Then, it was right to deal with whether to cooperate with the mobilization limited to the Western Region, which would obviously cause conflict. Unless the discussion continued after that was decided.

I was about to draw a tentative conclusion in that direction, but the content of the next words was unexpected.

"Can I hear what it's about?"

"The content is whether it is in accordance with the Temple's doctrine for His Holiness the Pope to delegate the Power of Indulgence to other Clerics based on his own judgment."

"...? Isn't that just Indulgences?"

I was so dumbfounded that I blurted it out, forgetting that I should be polite as a nun. Because, the Pope's Power of Indulgence mentioned there was just Indulgences.

Originally, it was the Pope who, based on contributions to the Temple, forgave someone's sins. And even then, the principle was to give them a penance, telling them to do some good deed instead.

But Indulgences were rampant, not only by the Pope but even by ordinary Priests, just for money, which is why I stepped down from my position as Imperial Princess to eliminate them.

"That's right. Because of this, even within the Temple, within the Council, there are those for and against it. In the end, it's a matter that will take a long time because the Council is based on unanimous agreement."

"So, there are guys who support it?"

"From what I've seen, it's the majority, Imperial Princess."

I felt like the world was going crazy. They're going to adjust the doctrine to fit the rampant sale of Indulgences that I criticized and disgraced?

To put it mildly, it could be called a paradigm shift, but to put it bluntly, it's an act that can be very simply described as just bullshit.

"Then, calling me Imperial Princess...?"

"Even if it takes time, it's highly likely to be passed eventually. The Patriarch is still strongly opposed to it, but the atmosphere of the Council is such that if he doesn't change his mind in the end, there will be a recommendation to remove the Patriarch."

"So the Temple, the Pope didn't keep their promise, so those who don't agree are going to put me forward again to respond?"

"That's right. Please, take the center once again. There will be many who will follow."

Um, wait a minute. Of course, thinking about it, it was natural to agree. How dare you try to make Indulgences an official doctrine here? Are you guys really crazy?

While I've been at the Convent, besides drinking alcohol and managing the Territory, I've also been adding personal annotations to the Bible and contemplating the existence of God and faith from time to time, and no matter how I look at it, this was not a good trend for the Temple.

The power of Magic is enough to instantly annihilate a formation of hundreds of people with a single blow. Such Magic can be cast by a moderately skilled mage with a Chant of just over 10 seconds.

But Divine Power, only someone like the Pope can revive a person on the verge of death. Cardinals and Patriarchs can keep them alive, and it's uncertain at the Archbishop level.

It's only useful because it has a deadly effect on those who have been influenced by the Demon King's Army, that Dark Mana, but otherwise, it's not a very profitable power.

There must be a reason why it turned out that way.

"But, if I step up, it will be truly irreversible, you know? The Empire will be divided."

The problem is, if I step up directly, the conflict between Emperor Otto, who has the support of the Eastern Region and has joined hands with the Temple, and Archduke Franz, who has the support of the Western Region and has joined hands with the nobles, will become very clear.

All the conditions are already in place, and if I once again become the center of the anti-Temple, it will be like taking Brother Franz's side, and it will escalate in an instant.

"Imperial Princess, it pains me to say this, but the Empire is already dividing."

So, I'm going to mend it, not escalate it. What to do. I felt like I had decision paralysis, and I couldn't stop the sigh that came out naturally.
Chapter 42: The Twilight of the Empire (4)
I've made the decision, for now, to go along with the persuasion that I'll meet with Otto Oppa, the current Emperor, and then make a firm decision.

However, this was just a way of saying I'd meet and decide, but in reality, it meant I'd prioritize persuading the Emperor first. In essence, it was a postponement in words, but a rejection in practice.

Hans must have known this, yet he accepted it readily, which means he must have some sort of assurance. Assurance that the Emperor wouldn't be swayed by my persuasion.

The subtle sense of his conviction gave me a feeling of unease, which started to rise sharply from the moment I arrived at the western gate of Brienne.

"We cannot open it!"

I didn't expect it to be like before. After all, previously I acted as an Imperial Princess with the Emperor's tacit approval, but now I was coming to oppose the Emperor's intentions.

But, I wasn't asking for the main gate to be opened like before.

"Hey! Who asked you to open the main gate? Why are you closing the side gate!"

"It's routine maintenance! It won't be open for a few hours, so please find another way!"

"What kind of routine maintenance takes hours! Hey! Are you not going to open it? You think I'm just an ordinary nun because I became one? Do you want to die?"

I don't like abusing power. How much uglier can it get? It's a stance that ruins one's impression while gaining so little.

But they were the ones who treated me like dirt first. Does it make sense to not open the side gate, used by everyone from serfs to nobles, for me? Are they out of their minds?

"Open the gate! This is an official mission of the Imperial Guard Knight Order!"

"Ah, C-Captain! B-But, this is..."

"Won't you open it? Should we jump over?"

Unlike when he spoke to me, the Captain was truly threatening, growling at the guard who leaned out of the defensive external window, large enough to reveal his entire upper body.

The key here was that the Captain of the Imperial Guard Knight Order had the ability to jump up to that external window, which was about 3 to 4 stories high, in one leap.

How could they punish someone who was the Captain of the Imperial Guard Knight Order, of all people? Or would they activate the intrusion defense systems installed there and kill him?

"W-We will open it! We are opening it for the Imperial Guard Knight Order!"

"If you understand, then open it quickly!"

Moreover, judging by the current atmosphere, it seemed that the Captain's personality was, to put it mildly, quite fiery, rather than just different when dealing with me.

This was a bit unexpected. I had only seen him behave politely, respectfully, and gently, so the situation was a little flustering.

"Will the others be like that too?"

"Do not worry. I will ensure, I will definitely ensure that you can enter the Imperial Palace."

No, that's not what I was asking. Before I could say anything, the main gate, which I thought would never open, unlike the side gate, began to open with a grinding sound.

Why is the main gate opening when the side gate isn't? Was the side gate really under maintenance and unable to open? Then I feel a little bad?

Immediately after, as I was about to enter through the main gate, I saw the side gate slide open, and a feeling of resentment, three times stronger than the guilt I felt just before, welled up.

"Y-Y-You..."

"Your Highness, here is the banner."

As I was expressing that resentment in a not-so-excessive way, the Captain brought me the standard-bearer's banner. I received it reflexively, and a beat later, I confirmed that it was the Imperial Family's banner.

"No, this makes it look like I'm really returning as an Imperial Princess."

I clearly said I would decide after talking to Otto Oppa first, but this makes it seem like I'm asserting myself as an Imperial Princess before that conversation.

There's no way anyone would think a mere nun would enter through the wide-open main gate on horseback, carrying the Imperial Family's banner. They're not fools.

"Then, you can discard the banner. I will not take it back."

"How can I do that? Captain, you really are, you're a much scarier person than I thought."

Discarding it would create the image of throwing the Imperial Family's banner, which I was holding, onto the ground. And that too, after entering through the main gate, with everyone's eyes on me.

That would be like a performance saying, "To hell with the Imperial Family and everything else." It would be a bigger deal than me claiming my status as an Imperial Princess and returning.

What could I do? I started heading towards the Imperial Palace, holding the banner like a standard-bearer. I was instantly in the spotlight, to the point where I thought I'd just stick it in an empty flagpole in front of the Imperial Palace and go inside.

.
.
.

The Imperial Princess has returned! It's the Imperial Princess! The cries began to echo through the capital city of the Empire, Brienne, where anxiety had recently begun to spread.

At first, it was just sporadic shouts near the western gate, but word of mouth is sometimes faster than a horse with legs, so it didn't take long for it to vibrate throughout Brienne.

"Imperial Princess? Not a nun?"

"Look, look at that banner. It really, it really is the Imperial Princess. Ah, I never thought I'd see this sight again..."

The fact that Olga, the Imperial Princess, had become a nun was already well known, and the fact that she had been staying at the convent since then was also known to those who knew.

Especially in the capital city, Brienne, the proportion of 'those who knew' was particularly high, and among them, there were quite a few who were moved by seeing her former appearance, marching to the Great Temple with the Imperial Family's banner.

With the subsequent machinations of the Temple becoming known, the belief that Olga, the 'Imperial Princess', would once again march to the Great Temple with the Imperial Family's banner was, for such people, beyond doubt.

Until she turned her horse's head in a different direction from the one she should have headed to reach the Great Temple.

"Isn't the Great Temple that way?"

"Where is Her Highness going?"

At least outwardly, Olga, the Imperial Princess, who seemed to be marching proudly as a representative of the Imperial Family, did not head towards the Great Temple as before.

No, at this point, where else could she march if not to the Great Temple? And that too, with the Imperial Family's banner at the forefront.

While people were confused, someone realized and shouted without realizing it.

"The Imperial Palace! She's going to the Imperial Palace!"

"Huh? The Imperial Palace? Really to the Imperial Palace?"

"The person next to her is the Captain of the Imperial Guard Knight Order! She's going back! She's going home!"

Most people did not fully grasp the meaning of this, or did not even think about it, but everyone's emotions were rapidly escalating.

After all, this wasn't an era with a professional public opinion control system or institution, so the role and activities of the Imperial Princess could only be passed on by word of mouth.

Thus, how could public opinion of her, who sacrificed herself and even abandoned her status as an Imperial Princess, in other words, 'I will give up everything, so stop doing such shitty things to the people', have spread?

The people, especially those in the capital city of Brienne, the scene of the incident, could not help but feel both gratitude and pity for Olga, the Imperial Princess.

So, when that Olga, the Imperial Princess, returned and went to the Imperial Palace, it was natural for most of those who felt that way to reflexively welcome her.

This exploded at the moment when the Imperial Palace's main gate opened in front of the returning Imperial Princess, and she slammed the banner into the empty flagpole as if declaring her return, erupting into loud cheers.

The truth was that the main gate was opened by the order of the Captain of the Imperial Guard Knight Order, not the Imperial Princess, and it wasn't a declaration of return, but just sticking the flagpole because it was inconvenient to keep carrying it, but what do the masses know about that?

The nobles who hurriedly gathered at the Imperial Palace to watch the scene, regardless of whether they were pro-Emperor or pro-noble, felt a momentary dizziness. The reasons were slightly different for both sides.

"Her Highness would never side with the Temple! She is the one who removed the indulgences, even giving up her own status!"

"The power will be properly placed on our side. Did you see the procession she brought? Most of them were Beastmen from the Western Region. She came to represent us in the first place!"

The reaction of the pro-noble faction was generally like this. They had never even properly interacted with Olga, the Imperial Princess, before, but they believed it because her outward appearance was sufficient to interpret it that way.

Of course, Olga's heart was not like that. But, like the crowds who came out to meet and cheer her, that wasn't what was important to those who saw her.

What would be different for others?

"It was the Captain of the Imperial Guard Knight Order who did it."

"Aren't they the old faction that couldn't shake off the shadow of the previous Emperor? It seems that both His Majesty Otto and Grand Duke Franz were not to their liking. Even so, I didn't expect them to bring this up in this way."

"He's a more cunning person than he looks. He knows how to deliver an important blow at an important moment. If possible, I'd like to make him a political ally, but the problem is that he himself doesn't seem to want to."

"If Olga, the Imperial Princess, no, the nun, gets involved, it won't be possible to simply suppress it. What about His Majesty?"

"For now, let her into the Imperial Palace..."

The pro-Emperor faction, who called themselves loyalists, went into emergency mode from the moment Olga, the Imperial Princess, led the group and proudly entered the Imperial Palace. Until then, they had still hoped it might not be true.

But she had planted the Imperial Family's banner she brought on the flagpole of the Imperial Palace's main gate, which everyone could see, and after that, she came on horseback to the inner castle as if she were still the Imperial Princess.

Moreover, behind her were a group of Beastmen, including canids and felids. Although there were only a few dozen of them, to the nobles who were capable of recognizing their faces, those few dozen were as good as thousands.

The flagpole was put down because it was cumbersome, riding on horseback was just a habitual action that no one pointed out, and the Beastmen were following because no one seemed to stop them.

"No, you can't! You can't come in!"

"We won't let you through! Step over us!"

Still, because she dismounted and walked from the inner castle, there was a slight delay in entering the palace, and the pro-noble faction, whose crisis detection sensor was running fiercely, blocked the entrance with much faster decision-making and action.

From their point of view, it was a life-or-death gamble. Not all of the pro-noble faction had gone down, but with four Counts and one Duke acting like that, it was a situation that could be seen as the collective will of the pro-noble faction.

To stand in the way of an Imperial Princess who had practically declared that she would reclaim her position, with the Captain of the Imperial Guard Knight Order by her side and the representatives of the Western Region Beastmen behind her, and was proudly trying to enter the palace, wasn't that crazy?

Wasn't Olga, the Imperial Princess, an ordinary Imperial Princess? The professors' evaluation that if she trained a little more in swordsmanship, she would be able to enter the Imperial Guard Knight Order based on pure skill had already spread, and she was a bold, offensive politician who had put pressure on the Temple, risking her own position.

Moreover, she still had various political foundations, including the Captain of the Imperial Guard Knight Order. One Duke and four Counts? If you say, "Do you want to die?", she could make it happen.

At least, that was the thought of the pro-noble faction blocking the way, and the other nobles who were rushing over in a hurry for their own reasons.

"I just came to have a conversation with my brother. If all goes well, that will be the end of it, so please don't worry too much."

Was she sixteen now? The flower bud that was just beginning to bloom as a woman, but still had a few years left before fully blooming, spoke like a real woman and smiled sadly, and everyone just melted away.

Actually, she wasn't that beautiful to that level, but her previous impression was so bold and dramatic. The gap was maximized at times like this.

The five nobles who had blocked the way with desperate determination were also unknowingly stuttering, and Olga, the Imperial Princess, naturally entered, taking it as permission, and no one stopped her.

The real problem was here now. Would Emperor Otto, who had directly seen or been informed of a series of such processes, see Olga, the Imperial Princess, only as his younger sister?
Chapter 43: The Twilight of the Empire (5)
I took a brisk walk to the Imperial Palace and was informed that Otto Oppa was in the audience chamber. I even sent a message through the hastily appearing chamberlain, stating my clear intention to have an audience, so why?

"He refuses to grant an audience."

"No, so why? Your sister is here, you know? Is she no longer your sister now that she's become a nun instead of an Imperial Princess? I may have lost my status, but I haven't lost my bloodline, have I?"

"Even so, it is not permitted, Your Highness."

"I'm not a princess, I'm a nun! You're saying it's not allowed because I'm being treated like a nun! Oh, and what's with the 'Your Highness' again! If you're going to insist on that title, it should be Grand Duchess now!"

"T-That is, in any case, it is not permitted. The current Emperor of this Holy Universal Empire is His Majesty Emperor Otto, and if His Majesty says no, then it is no."

Well, that's true. If the Emperor of the Empire says no, who would dare to ignore it and enter? Even if it's family, it's not allowed.

However, if I completely back down here, the Emperor of the Empire will be at the mercy of the Temple. Otto Oppa has his own political skills, but can he match those cunning masses?

"Then just relay a message. Tell him to please stop the Temple from holding a council about the Pope's Power of Indulgence. Otherwise, I might really go crazy."

"I cannot relay that exactly..."

"Oh, then paraphrase it appropriately! The Temple! The Pope's Power of Indulgence! They're holding a council! Please stop it! I'm really going crazy!"

The reason I was shouting like this in anger wasn't just to vent my frustration. Seriously, am I crazy? To shout like this in front of the Emperor's audience chamber?

First of all, I was putting pressure on this chamberlain and making sure that the people around us, the few who were able to follow me up here, the Imperial Guard Soldiers, and the Imperial Guard Knights, could hear.

And secondly, even though it's an audience chamber, the inside shouldn't be completely oblivious to the commotion outside, so shouting like this would make it audible. Anyway, Otto Oppa must have heard it.

In that case, I can consider the initial objective achieved. Now, for the next step.

"I will relay the message, so please..."

"Alright, alright. I mean, seriously. Do you think it's easy for me to shout like this here? I'll go back for now."

"For now..."

The chamberlain suddenly looked like he had aged five years, but I couldn't just back down. It's not a trivial matter for the Pope to delegate his Power of Indulgence to another cleric.

"I didn't expect you to convey it like that."

"Why? Do Canines have more respect than this?"

"I don't think it's a matter of race."

Lucius Mermeros spoke in a somewhat weary tone, but his eyes were shining brightly and his tail was wagging, revealing his true feelings.

He probably can't be at the center of the political world because his inner thoughts are so obvious when he reacts strongly like that. It's probably a great blessing that he doesn't add 'woof' at the end of every sentence.

"Think positively, think positively. So, I think I'll have to stay in Brienne for a while, but the Commander should return to the Imperial Guard Knight Order, right? How long are you going to stay attached to someone who's not even an Imperial Princess?"

"Excuse me, Your Highness. I have seen Your Highness's will in action, so I will leave with peace of mind. However, please call me anytime if you need me."

It was a relief to be able to come to a reasonable conclusion with the Commander. If he had insisted on doing more here, I would have been quite troubled, wondering what to do.

So the next question was, where exactly should I stay here? Should I go to my mother, who has become the Empress Dowager? Well, there shouldn't be any problem with a daughter visiting her mother.

"That is not allowed."

"No, why? I came to see my mom!"

"It is a strict order from His Majesty the Emperor. He has forbidden any personal contact."

In the meantime, Otto Oppa was the one who blocked this. Why is he stopping it? This guy, is he preventing me from seeing Mom properly now? No, there's no reason to prevent me from seeing her, is there?

"Then, is it okay to meet her when she comes out?"

"The Empress Dowager will not be leaving her residence for the time being."

W-Wait, are you confining the current Emperor's mother to her room? Is this right? My brother, who I always thought was just a bit stubborn, but kind and gentle, is actually an unfilial son?

I was about to get heated for a moment, but then I realized that since I'm considered a political burden, preventing me from meeting my mother, the Empress Dowager, could be seen as a similar logic.

I should refrain from causing a commotion within the Imperial Palace. After all, the fact that I'm still able to roam the Imperial Palace after shouting so loudly in front of the audience chamber is quite lucky.

"Then what should I do? Should I meet Grand Duke Franz?"

"Well, if you think about it logically, that would be the next step..."

At Lucius's question, with his ears perked up, I suppressed the urge to touch those perked-up ears and considered. It felt a bit uncomfortable to go straight to Brother Franz.

Of course it is. I was just refused an audience by the Emperor. After that, I tried to meet Mom, who could help me in a neutral way, but was also blocked by that Emperor.

Immediately after that, going to see Brother Franz, a Grand Duke who is politically opposed to the Emperor, would be an act that definitively solidifies my stance, which is already leaning to one side against my intentions.

No, that's not allowed. If even I lean to one side here, it will be impossible to mend the already dividing Empire, as the Commander said.

This is a much more important matter than whether I get married or not. This Empire is the group that occupies the quantitative main force of the Forces of Good, and its division would be a crisis for the entire Forces of Good.

"Let's leave the Imperial Palace for now. I feel like it will be irreversible if I stay any longer."

"I agree with Your Highness on that point. I will escort you."

I still needed more time to judge whether Lucius was truly following me or not. Even if he was assigned by the Commander of the Imperial Guard Knight Order, we haven't formed any personal relationship, so what trust is there to speak of?

But this level of favor should be fine. It's not a big deal to just ask for a place to stay for a while.

Besides, among the people I can be close to right now, Lucius is the closest to being neutral. Even though he is a Kyeon by nature, he is closer to the west, that is, to Brother Franz.

"Where will we be going?"

"There is a small but sufficiently luxurious lodging owned by the merchant guild. We will clear an entire floor for you. It's off-season anyway."

"That sounds good. Then let's go. Um, still, I need something to symbolize this."

"Don't we have the flag? I believe that should be sufficient."

Hm, is that so? Still, it felt a bit awkward to take down the flag I had put up out of obligation, but it would also be awkward to keep it in a place that was originally empty.

Come to think of it, the Imperial Family's flag might be in danger of being discarded somewhere. In that case, it might be a way for me to take it back.

Anyway, I needed something to symbolize me while I was staying here in Brienne. Since I was originally an Imperial Princess, the Imperial Family's flag would be quite a good item.

"Can you keep anyone from touching it?"

"Do not worry about that. It is a building owned by the merchant guild. Security is one thing we are sure of."

Beastmen, including Kyeons, are a relative minority here. In other words, they need to focus on security with almost obsessive attention.

It may be called the Holy Universal Empire, but at this point, when the conflict between the west and the east has become sufficiently apparent, the 'universal' part is very precarious.

There hasn't been an incident in Brienne because of that yet, but in an environment where most people would think of Beastmen when they hear of the western Empire, we have to be careful before anything happens.

"Let's go, then. Ah, put on a stern expression when we leave. The Imperial Princess who didn't return even on the day of His Majesty the Emperor's death has come to Brienne, but if she's bright while not staying at either the Imperial Palace or the Grand Duke's residence, it's easy to be misunderstood."

"That's easy. It's a hundred times easier for us than forcing a smile."

That's good to hear. It would be easy to create a strange misunderstanding if I smiled while leaving, unless I stayed at the Imperial Palace. As if the Emperor and I had reached some sort of agreement.

Of course, not everyone will make such a mistake based on appearances alone, but there are definitely people who make strong guesses or even treat them as facts based solely on such appearances.

Rumors usually spread from those kinds of people. Especially in times like these, we have to be careful until the end.

.
.
.

It was quite late, but there were still many people who could not leave the main gate of the outer castle of the Imperial Palace. There were thousands of them visible at a glance, a very large number considering the era of this world.

What they were paying attention to was none other than the moment when Imperial Princess Olga, who had entered the Imperial Palace, came out again, and what kind of appearance she would have.

"She's not smiling."

"Did something go wrong? Did His Majesty refuse the Imperial Princess's return?"

"Yes, that's it, that's it. Otherwise, there's no reason for her to have such a heavy expression after seeing His Majesty after a long time. It doesn't make sense, does it?"

Murmur, murmur, murmur. The gathered people reached a conclusion very quickly. It was because it was such a great gossip topic, and it was difficult to think of anything else.

Well, for those who don't know the inside story, it seems like the Imperial Princess came here with the purpose of returning as an Imperial Princess to oppose the Temple's unruly movements.

But the Emperor, who should have accepted it, refused to reinstate Imperial Princess Olga, who was clearly 'escorted' by the Commander of the Imperial Guard Knight Order.

The peak of the reaction came when Olga 'Imperial Princess' suddenly pulled out the Imperial Family's flag that she had planted earlier, held it slightly high, and started to lead the way.

"Look! Her Highness is angry!"

"Your Highness! We support you! Please don't be too discouraged because His Majesty refused! Your Highness! Imperial Princess Olga!"

With a feeling of 'What are those shouts that suddenly burst out from the surroundings?', Imperial Princess Olga rolled her eyes and barely caught up with the situation.

Ah, so, this is that the fact that I was refused an audience inside has already leaked out. Words have no wings, but travel far, they say. Ah, that has to do with distance, is it not suitable with the current speed?

Anyway, I had to respond, so she smiled faintly, raised her right hand, and started waving to the people. Then, those who thought she was going to say something quickly became quiet.

"Everyone! I'm fine! I will never give up! So don't you give up either!"

The moment those words came out of Olga's mouth, the surroundings were filled with silence. Well, it was because Olga herself shouted what they were thinking.

"Waaaaaaaah! Your Highness! Your Highness!"

"We will never give up!"

Meanwhile, Olga wondered why the response was so loud, and then misunderstood that people prioritized preventing the division of the Empire that much.

After all, it was a shout meaning that I will definitely arrange reconciliation by having an audience next time! But for the supporters, it was about her definitely achieving the restoration of her position as Imperial Princess, so it was bound to be misaligned.

As expected, communication at an appropriate level was essential.

However, there were things that started from such misunderstandings.

"Young master, Nun Olga, no, Imperial Princess, has officially declared her return."

"......Really? Is it not just a passing remark?"

"That is correct. In front of the main gate of the outer castle of the Imperial Palace, surrounded by the people of Brienne who were shouting for her reinstatement, she raised the flag of the Imperial Family high and shouted. That she will not give up, and that you should not give up either."

Thud. He, who had finished organizing the book related to the marriage of nuns, stood up, his eyes shining with motivation for the first time in a long time.
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Something, something was off. Less than a day after I started staying at the lodging operated by Lucio's merchant group, people began flocking to see me.

Most of them were lower nobles like barons and viscounts, or those with honorary titles, but I still received all of their visits for three reasons.

First, the very fact that these nobles, in this situation, came to see me was meaningful in itself. After all, the moment numbers are filled, political power emerges.

Second, Lucio, the owner of this place, was treating them as guests with considerable care.

Even if they were lower nobles or just wealthy merchants and capitalists, each and every one of them was an important guest to Lucio and his group.

If I hadn't received any favor at all, it might have been different, but since I was escorted here and even treated to a rather splendid lodging, I had to save some face.

Third and lastly, while these people were of low noble status or held only honorary titles, many of them were economically capable of rivaling landed nobles.

In the end, it was money that made this world go round. Kings, emperors, even the Pope, if they lacked money, would eventually have to beg those who had it.

Therefore, there was absolutely no harm in holding money or having many friends who were wealthy, especially during a war like this, and when that war was likely to escalate further in the near future.

Meanwhile, it wasn't just those 'minor' people who came to visit.

"It's been a while since I've seen Your Highness."

"Oh, Edgar? I'm not officially an Imperial Princess yet."

"It won't take long for you to reclaim the name of Imperial Princess. The family has decided to be firm in its stance this time."

Ugh, that firm stance is, as expected, about the marriage issue between Edgar and me.

Yes, this was a problem. When I was a nun, strict procedures as a cleric were required to get married, which served as a sufficient shield, but once I shed that status, it disappeared.

My father, the strongest proponent of my marriage, had already passed away, but it wasn't like the remaining family members wished for me not to marry.

"I have no such intention. I'm still just a nun."

"Then I just hope to contribute my strength."

When I subtly hinted at my inner thoughts, Edgar seemed to understand it perfectly and answered like that. He had grown taller and much more manly than before, but for some reason, he also gave off a bit of an Antonio vibe.

However, if the Mülleron family's power is added here, I have no reason to refuse. Although we were somewhat close before, there was no interaction when I was at the convent, so it would be good to consider the power 'reclaimed'.

"In that case, I'll be counting on you. I'm just a nun, but still, please take care of me again."

"Yes, Your Highness."

No, I said I'm just a nun, so why 'Your Highness' again? I mean, I guess it's because everyone calls me that, but didn't we used to speak casually? Why the honorifics again?

Still, when I shook the hand he offered for a handshake, I felt a determination emanating from it, although I couldn't pinpoint exactly where it came from. At least he wouldn't be passive.

Also, with the appearance of a paragon from a ducal family supporting me, members of families with slightly higher status began to visit me one by one.

I was also able to benefit a little from Edgar's individual merit, not just the Mülleron family.

"The composition is, strangely, harmonious. Ehe, ehehehehe......"

"Antonio is still Antonio even after a long time. There are some pleasantly changed parts, but I still wouldn't mistake you for someone else."

"Your Highness, eheheh, is the same."

Antonio said with a somewhat sinister smile, wondering what was so good. However, I had no intention of blaming him since that sinister laughter was like a habit of his. I knew that his mind wasn't sinister.

"I heard you're very successful as a Knight, is it okay to visit like this? At this rate, I heard that it's confirmed that you'll enter the Imperial Guard Knight Order."

"Hehehe, ehehe, I'm not the only one. Everyone will be, a familiar, face."

"Is that so? Everyone is so formidable."

He, as well as Gerrero, Jane, and most of the other cadets, who had already distinguished themselves in swordsmanship, were on their way to very successful careers as Knights.

If I wasn't an Imperial Princess, I would have been the same. Even if I was a woman, if I could become an Imperial Guard Knight, getting married a little late wouldn't be a flaw.

"So anyway, as long as I'm not lazy, everything will be fine, so I intend to accompany Your Highness for the time being."

His voice, without the hehehe laughter, was somewhat slow, giving the impression of speaking carefully, but it felt sincere and thoughtful.

However, I wondered if the content of what he said in that voice was too reckless. He said he would accompany me for the time being because he was sure he would be fine later because of his talent, what kind of outrageous behavior was that?

"I'm grateful, but are you sure it's really okay? You're not dragging anyone along with the power of the group, are you?"

"Only those who come, voluntarily, are included. It's strange to, force people, to escort."

That's right. It's called accompanying, but in reality, these people are gathering for close protection, so it can't be done by force.

Many other knight orders, including the Imperial Guard Knight Order, basically include the process of motivating and instilling pride in each member. They need to avoid getting stabbed in the back.

"Then I understand. Again, only those who come voluntarily, okay?"

"Everyone will be here soon."

So I thought about four to six people, at most ten. Wouldn't it be unsightly to have more than that?

However, the number that flocked the next day was beyond my expectations.

"Good morning, Your Highness."

"Well, good morning, but first of all, calling me 'Your Highness' can be a crime of blasphemy if I really decide to make it one, so refrain from it, and what are all these people? Why are they wearing armor?"

When I woke up in the morning, finished getting ready, and was about to go to the Imperial Palace again, these people were standing in a column of four, wearing armor that Knights would wear, although the details were slightly different for each, and they were carrying swords.

Just looking at them, I thought there might be about 40 of them, enough to form a unit based on the Imperial Guard Knight Order's formation, with some reserve personnel left over.

"It's been a while, Your Highness. I have answered your call."

"Huh? Gerrero? What, what? You've changed so much?"

Gerrero, who raised his head first, was a solid Knight who had tanned a little, wondering where his previous cool and sloppy atmosphere had gone. Is it because of his tone?

What should I say, it's like he has been through some hardships for some reason and has honed himself. The only thing reminiscent of his previous self was the grin he gave, satisfied with my reaction.

"It's been a while. I came too."

"Jane? What, no, everyone raise your heads! Everyone! Ah, quickly!"

Since the next person was still Jane Blair, I told everyone to raise their heads, just in case, and the faces I saw were all quite familiar.

How often and how much have I seen their faces to say that they are quite familiar? All of them belonged to the Academy, especially those who participated in the additional lectures held every midterm with all their heart and soul.

In other words, it means that each of them is a talent who will reach a key position in the future Knight power of the Empire.

"Everyone, for Your Highness, has gathered."

"No, I didn't call anyone, so why are you gathering? Even if I did, does it even make sense for a nun to call?"

"To be precise, it was Edgar Mülleron who called. But the one we serve is, Your Highness."

Antonio didn't seem to be a representative during his Academy days, but for some reason, he seemed to have become a representative among them.

I had the opportunity to learn the reason later. The immediate problem was the very fact that this many armed personnel had gathered here.

"That's the problem. I'm a nun, not an Imperial Princess, and no one here has the authority to gather a force of this level, equivalent to a knight order, in Brienne."

If I were an Imperial Princess, it wouldn't be a problem. But even if those who support me sincerely treat me as an Imperial Princess, the reality is that I am not.

Therefore, I could not lead this armed group, which could be called a knight order in both numbers and skill. Not in any other place, and certainly not in Brienne.

"It will be fine. Who would dare to say it's insufficient when the Mülleron family guarantees it? Even His Majesty the Emperor cannot say anything about this itself."

"No, but still, wouldn't it be a big burden for Edgar's family? It's a structure that directly confronts the Imperial Family?"

"As I said, I'm just contributing my strength."

This is crazy. Somehow, I was becoming more and more openly opposed to the Imperial Family, specifically Otto Oppa, the Emperor.

Of course, it was lacking to be called a decisive group. The financial part was surprisingly abundant and solid, but other than that, no matter how well you looked at it, it felt like something was missing.

Right now, the top is me, a mere nun, not an Imperial Princess, most of them are lower nobles or those with only honorary titles in terms of status, and even in terms of military power, all I can gather is one knight order and a few hundred mercenaries.

It lacks political power and military power. Even representativeness was ambiguous. I thought it was the Western side because some of the Beastmen forces supported me, but when I looked at the new members, most of them were based in the East.

If you think about it, it's a neutral group that achieves diversity and harmony as I wished, but it lacks a definite punch. The Mülleron family was close, but Edgar was still the third son, even if he was in the direct line.

"First, first I need to meet with Franz Oppa."

"Then we will escort you. Everyone......"

"No, why do you need everyone! Four! Tell only four people to follow! Just four!"

"It's not possible, Your Highness. Eight must be attached. Just in the past few days, since the news that Your Highness is coming to Brienne has spread, there have been many unsettling movements in various places."

What does it mean that there have been many unsettling movements? Does that mean there are people who are trying to assassinate me? No, of course, there must be guys who want to assassinate me.

But this was Brienne, the capital of the Empire, and no other place. No matter how unstable the politics are, it's a kind of national rule not to cause such accidents here.

"That's overprotective. Right now is a time when I'm safe even if I go around unarmed. Even in the slums, no, rather, it's safer because of the slums? The people there will support me."

Isn't it obvious? I confirmed that the slum relief project is still running. In other words, the people in the slums who are benefiting from that project cannot hate me, the starting point.

Therefore, I was fine to go around without worrying about anyone harming me in Brienne, especially at this time when I was receiving all kinds of attention, even if I couldn't do so because of some other political tricks.

"You don't know."

"What do you mean I don't know? Anyway, four people are enough, so let's go quickly. No, I'm sixteen now, what's with the overprotection from when I was a kid?"

"It's not possible. We will attach eight people."

Oh, seriously, am I talking to a wall now? When I looked around to ask for agreement, the eyes and atmosphere around me seemed to agree with Edgar for some reason, not me.

"No, really, what, not even the Imperial Guard Knight Order......"

"The guidelines are the same as the Imperial Guard Knight Order. I'm sorry for being late, Your Highness."

While I was expressing such complaints, a person who seemed to have come in a bit of a hurry ran in from one side and said, kneeling on one knee. Yes, I wondered why I didn't see him, but as expected, it was Jean-Pierre.
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Honestly, I felt really bad for Jean-Pierre. After all, he started his career by being appointed as my Guardian Knight, and it was a huge failure because of me.

Fortunately, it was deemed unavoidable, so he wasn't completely broken by it and managed to join the Imperial Guard Knight Order, but it must have had some impact.

But what can I do when he went so far as to come find me? It's not right to return this, nor is it right to accept it.

The only thing I can do is make a decision that respects his wishes.

"It's Sir Anbert. Then Her Highness must have come with you. Ah, I apologize. I'm so old that I didn't recognize you right away."

"No. I'm not even a princess, really. So, is Franz Oppa inside?"

"Yes, he's waiting for you. Please come in. However, only Her Highness will be allowed in the reception room."

I arrived with eight escorts, including Jean-Pierre, and at least I wasn't turned away at the entrance this time. Technically, I wasn't turned away at the entrance of the Imperial Palace either.

Even so, what I'm receiving now is closer to a welcome. It's far from the atmosphere where nobles were blocking the way and the Imperial Guard Soldiers and Knights were ready to intervene at any moment.

"Ah, Olga. Yes, I heard you were turned away at the Imperial Palace."

"Not turned away, exactly, I just yelled loudly in front of the audience chamber. Still, I'm glad I could see your face like this, Franz Oppa."

"Yes, that's right. Brother is being too much. No matter the situation, he shouldn't have turned you away without even seeing our youngest sister's face."

No, I said I wasn't turned away. I swallowed my words because it seemed like he was trying to gain something by subtly emphasizing that part.

Even though Franz Oppa is somewhat behind Otto Oppa, who has joined hands with the mainstream of the Temple, the power of the force he currently possesses surpasses that of the small kingdoms around the Empire.

If the goal is mediation, I needed to negotiate with at least one side. I could use that as leverage to open the door to the other side.

"Ah, right. Give me back my Jewel Boxes on the way back. Honestly, I can't do anything on my own because of money problems."

"Are you going to sell them? I heard you were working with the Kenjok merchant group and various capitalists. Is something wrong?"

"It's called working together, but the money they're offering is something I have to pay back in some way later. Franz Oppa, you know that, right?"

"Of course. It's money that has to be paid back later."

Franz's bitter tone in response to my question strongly suggested that he had suffered losses because of it.

Of course, that was also a concern, but what I was really worried about was that my current forces and what I was doing resembled a certain form in my present world's history.

How should I put it, the composition of my immediate supporters was very similar to the Bourgeois Revolution. My opponents are the emperor, dukes, and the noble class, who are the core supporters, while I am supported by those with overwhelming economic power but relatively lower status.

Moreover, the support of the peasants, which should be a given in a Bourgeois Revolution, was also directed towards me. Serfs were bound to feudal lords, but there were no freemen who disliked me.

But what I want isn't a Bourgeois Revolution. I mean, maybe in a different situation, but not when we're fighting a war against the Demon King's Army that has lasted for decades.

"So. It really hurts, but I'm sure the donations from the Imperial Family will stop, and I need to secure an amount that I can survive on for the time being."

"That's a good mindset. Yes, it should be returned to its original owner. Don't worry about that. And I have something to tell you in connection with that."

"Are you going to say something like, let's join forces against Otto Oppa?"

"Yes, that's exactly it. If Olga, whose support base is now firm, joins forces with me, we won't be at a disadvantage even if we fight head-on."

Yes, that's what he says. Surprisingly, those words are neither an exaggeration nor an understatement, but the literal truth.

But that's only if you think up to that point. Will those who support me remain intact if I really side with Franz Oppa, with the Archdukes?

It's not like we're unifying during a presidential election, expecting the support base to remain intact when siding with someone is a naive idea.

Moreover, the opponent is the Crown Prince who legitimately inherited the Throne and is now the Emperor, so there's no room to cut down on his justification.

"Since you've said that much, I'll say this too, Franz Oppa, I didn't come here to take sides. I came to prevent the Empire from splitting."

Therefore, I had to make my position very clear here, without any room for misunderstanding. If there's even a slight misunderstanding, it could lead to a terrible direction.

Above all, the forces that support me and the political power I currently have are most effective when I'm in a mediating position. Why would I need to go down and become a nobody?

"That means you won't support me."

"Why are you even talking about supporting someone? I mean, Otto Oppa, Franz Oppa, you're all family, right? It's not like we had a bad relationship."

Well, when Dad was alive, when Otto was the Crown Prince and Franz was a Prince, there was a time when I thought the conflict was getting serious.

But thanks to my desperate efforts to mediate, the conflict was quickly sealed under the authority of Dad, who was the Emperor at the time. Actually, it was more like a temporary lull than a seal.

Anyway, even so, the relationship between family members wasn't bad. Well, there was no reason to fight once our boundaries were clear.

"But, the way Brother is now, he's ruining the Empire. He kept delaying the engagement that Father set and he agreed to, and now he's trying to break it off and marry someone else."

That alone is definitely a big deal. That engagement was from the time he was Crown Prince, before I was transmigrated into the body of a nine-year-old, and it's been going on for over seven years.

But if we're going to talk about Otto Oppa's misrule, there's something that should come before that.

"What about his collusion with the Temple? What about the exploitation of the Western Region?"

"Is the relationship with the Temple really collusion? And the Western Region, well, isn't it a bit lacking to call it exploitation?"

Ah, could it be, Franz Oppa's side doesn't know about this?

Participating in the Temple's Council, expressing opinions, and having the right to vote, and covering up the Temple's various problems, it was definitely collusion.

In addition, he's even preparing for a full-scale offensive on the Western front with the Temple's backing, so what is this if not collusion?

Also, the exploitation of the Western Region ends with a general mobilization imposed only on the Western Region, leaving the Eastern Region untouched. From Franz Oppa's point of view, no matter how positively you look at it, it's collusion and exploitation.

But if he says it like that, it means either the negotiations under the table are already over, or he doesn't know at all.

"Even though Otto Oppa is cooperating with the Temple's Council on the Pope's Power of Indulgence and preparing a large-scale offensive operation against the Demon King's Army, and the funds will be raised through a general mobilization limited to the Western Region?"

"What? Where did you hear that?"

"......If I tell you, the source will be revealed and that person will be in trouble. However, I guarantee that it's someone who can hear such facts from Otto Oppa, the Emperor. I have no reason to lie here, do I?"

I almost said it was the Imperial Guard Knight Commander, but I managed to swallow it down my throat before it was too late.

Well, if I said that, the Imperial Guard Knight Commander, who is my informant located at Otto Oppa's closest position, would be picked out. No matter how good the current commander is, this is unforgivable.

Even if I don't reveal it, he'll be suspected. He was the one who brought me here, and there was plenty of time to talk on the way.

But Franz Oppa must have other ways to gather information, so it wouldn't be enough reason to dismiss him.

"I see. Yes, if Olga says so, it must be true. But, even knowing that, you have no intention of coming to me."

"That's why I'm even less inclined to. Obviously, I should be in the center to mediate. The Empire is splitting, you know? It's going to be split right in half."

"If... Olga, if you help, that won't happen. I-I can take control of the Empire. Brother will be the Emperor, but I'll hold the real power."

Unexpected content came out, and I had to close my mouth for a moment and fall into thought. I mean, come on. Not seizing the Throne, but seizing only the real power.

What immediately comes to mind is the so-called Magna Carta, the Great Charter. The document that placed the British monarchy under the law, theoretically providing the foundation for even a mere tenant farmer to oppose the monarchy.

Even during periods of strong monarchy, it seemed virtually obsolete, but there is no doubt that its subsequent influence was immense.

But what Franz is saying now seems to be much more radical than that, and instead, it seems to be a form where power is concentrated on Franz himself. Just looking at the atmosphere.

"Are you going to become something like a Chancellor, Franz Oppa? While greatly strengthening the Chancellor's authority?"

The Chancellor is currently only an advisory position to the Emperor. Even if there is power and the ability to use it, it usually means that one cannot do anything proactive against the Emperor's authority.

Therefore, to get to that position and do something, something substantial was needed that could limit the Emperor's authority. There was no way Otto Oppa, the Emperor, would just accept that.

"Yes. If you just help me, if you just give me the support of the common people, the freemen, that you have. Do you understand? The current Kaiserreich is in your hands."

I flinched. I was about to reflexively say something that could be shortened to 'Don't talk nonsense, Oppa', but I was overpowered by his gaze and couldn't speak.

His gaze was one where the desire for power had already devoured everything else. What flickered there was not a determination for the country or concern for his brother, but the desire to possess everything.

Yes, he's been devoured. They say that in the face of power, there are no siblings or parents and children, and to think I would see that, that state, from him. Should I consider it brotherly love that he's still going to keep him as Emperor in the midst of this?

"You know I can't do that. There's no way Otto Oppa will just sit still, and the Empire will eventually split. No, I won't light the fire of civil war with my own hands."

However, I wasn't the kind of person, no, girl, who would be swayed by that gaze and agree. Am I an idiot? The survival of the Empire is connected to my lifeline.

"Yes, I'll give you time to think, Olga. But you'll know just by watching. If Brother is like that, he could do something even more serious at any time."

"That's why I'm saying we should stop him, but Franz Oppa, you seem to be buried in a belatedly ignited lust for power. You're not the Oppa who acted to protect the 'Universal' of the Holy Universal Empire."

"No, the me then and the me now are no different. If I acted for that then, I still do now, and if I'm acting for power now, I did then too. Think about it slowly."

Even though I refused, and even though he expressed a firm denial of my words, Franz didn't show any hostility towards me.

Actually, if you think about it, this side is more fitting as a ruler than Otto, who didn't even open the door to the audience chamber.

"It seems the conversation didn't go well."

"The difference in positions is too clear. It will take some time to narrow it down. No, not just time, but also various actions. Very actively."

"If you have any thoughts, I will simply support and follow."

Jean-Pierre was originally like this, but maybe it's because it's been a while, but it felt like it had gotten a bit worse. Hmm, is it just my imagination? Should I take a closer look?

Anyway, I got the Jewel Box back, and I have the funds to use for the actions to resolve the conflict, so after concluding that we should organize the last thing and do what we can starting tomorrow.

After the sun rose, I was able to receive two pieces of news that I didn't know how to react to.

One was that, accepting the Emperor's request, the Temple directly declared a new Crusade, giving justification to the upcoming expedition against the Demon King's Army. It's a new Crusade centered on Emperor Otto, different from the ongoing Eternal Crusade.

And the second was the news that the Temple had canonized me as a Saintess.

I mean, why?
Chapter 46: The Twilight of the Empire (8)
The canonization of a saint is not something bestowed lightly. While the criteria are established and executed solely by the Temple, it cannot be done in isolation from public opinion.

Well, strictly speaking, canonization detached from public opinion isn't impossible. But there are limits, and if done incorrectly, it could lead to nationwide riots, like the criticism over indulgences.

The Temple, having experienced such a nationwide upheaval, would be cautious about acting recklessly.

Moreover, the canonization of a Saintess is, in reality, inevitably political within the Temple. Despite all the talk, the Temple is still a gathering of people, and where there are people, there is politics.

Furthermore, the Temple is a powerful political force that influences the entire empire, and even the entire continent, affecting the entire human race.

Yes, it makes sense if you think of it that way. It would be more logical if I were canonized as a Saintess for political reasons.

After all, I haven't even manifested Divine Power yet, and by Temple standards, I'm only at the level of a novice priest. To be called a Saintess, it wouldn't make sense if politics weren't involved.

"What's the scheme? It's unlikely that the Temple suddenly decided to purely designate me as a role model for believers. There's something else, isn't there? Hans, you know, right?"

"I haven't been informed of anything specific this time either. It seems His Holiness the Pope is filtering out those who are obedient and those who are not."

"Filtering out? Has someone already been excommunicated?"

"You could say it's a preliminary step. They've started to be excluded from various activities, like this time."

According to Hans, who even shared information about the Council, the Pope was swiftly removing those who opposed him from the policy-making process.

The fact that my canonization was unanimously approved after a relatively short Council meeting was only known because a Patriarch who attended the Council was on the same wavelength as Hans.

"Hmm, I was prepared for excommunication, but I didn't expect canonization. I'll have to attend the summons for now, whether I accept or refuse."

"You mustn't refuse. Whatever the scheme is, if you refuse this, you will never be able to cooperate meaningfully with the clergy again."

Yes, that's the problem. It was phrased as, "We will canonize you, so come to the Great Temple. You may refuse if you wish," but refusing it meant, as Hans said, eternally antagonizing the Temple.

So what can I do? There's clearly a scheme, and if I accept, my future actions will inevitably be influenced by the Temple, but I have no choice but to accept for now.

"Are there many clerics like Hans within the Temple?"

"Including the Patriarch, there are enough to form a force. They will help you, Imperial Princess. Most of them were impressed by what you showed during the public inquiry."

Ah, is he talking about that? Well, honestly, I wasn't aiming that far at the time, but when I think about it, it was something that could have had such an effect.

After all, an Imperial Princess, very close to the pinnacle of secular power, pushed for the restriction of indulgences, even abandoning her status, even though it wouldn't directly benefit her.

It's not strange that there were quite a few clerics who were deeply impressed by my actions, given that even within the Temple, opinions were divided on the abuse of indulgences.

"I understand. Then I'll have to face the Pope directly."

"Be careful. He is ruthless to those he deems enemies."

"How else would he have risen to the position of Pope? I already know it's not just about having the strongest Divine Power."

The Pope undoubtedly possesses the strongest Divine Power among living human clerics. But that can't be the only reason he became Pope.

Even now, when I think about it, this action seems to have several political motives. To bind me, to divert attention from the declaration of the Crusade and its ancillary matters, and to some extent, to appease public sentiment.

Anyway, I have no choice but to be canonized, and so I have to meet the Pope. Since it's come to this, I requested a private audience to better understand the individual known as the Pope.

Of course, I didn't expect that private audience to actually be granted.

"I didn't expect you to accept a private audience like this. I thought you would at least have a few Cardinals present."

"It's only natural, since we have officially canonized a living Saintess for the first time in decades. Wouldn't you agree? Saintess Olga?"

The Pope accepted the private audience and greeted me with a kind and benevolent demeanor. Anyone watching would think it was truly a Saintess being canonized purely for her merits and the Pope welcoming her.

In this situation, I had no choice but to adopt a soft and gentle attitude.

"It is indeed a great honor. To be honest, I'm quite bewildered because it was so unexpected."

I didn't lie. Being canonized as a Saintess is indeed an honor, it was unexpected, and I am bewildered.

However, there's a difference between the tone I'm using now and my true inner feelings. I've fragmented the question of "Why me, in this honorable position, now?" and phrased it plausibly.

"I thought so. Saintess Olga, you have been wise and thoughtful beyond your years since you were an Imperial Princess."

I was momentarily tense, thinking he might know something, but it was only for a moment. There's no way the Pope could know that I have the mind of someone from another world.

"Then, could you tell me in detail the reason and the achievements that led to my canonization as a Saintess? I appreciate your kind words, but I'm not wise enough to know that."

Stop talking nonsense and quickly confess why you did that. The reason I say such a summarized statement is that, even if I have my expectations, their actual aims must be different.

Of course, I didn't expect him to tell me everything honestly here, but there's at least some meaning in probing.

However, the Pope was surprisingly frank here. That is, at least on the surface, even if I don't know what's inside.

"It is for the harmony of the human race, Saintess Olga."

"Harmony of the human race? You speak as if it is currently divided, Your Holiness."

"That is correct. It is divided now. Can we truly say that the Imperial Family, the nobles, the clergy, the freemen, and the serfs are in harmony?"

No, we can't. But it's funny to hear that from the Pope. After all, wasn't the Temple's abuse of indulgences, a major factor in that conflict, actually the Pope's doing?

Of course, officially, it was the misdeeds of priests and bishops. The Temple, or rather, the Pope, was only guilty of failing to properly supervise them.

Even so, to be able to say such things so shamelessly, knowing what he himself knows, what the earth knows, and what the heavens know, he must have a truly thick skin. It must be a basic requirement to become Pope.

"There isn't. That's why I stepped up again. Since you say you will canonize me as a Saintess, I will humbly accept that honor, but will I also have the right to attend and vote in the Council?"

"It wouldn't make sense for a Saintess not to have that. Whenever a Council is held in the future, we will inform you of the time so that you can attend without delay, or send a representative."

"...In the future? Are you saying I cannot attend the current Council?"

A Saintess should naturally have the right to attend and vote in the Council. This applies to the ongoing Council as well.

What is a Council? Generally, it is held when there is a need to reinterpret or revise the doctrines of the scriptures. Right now, that would be the indulgences.

Therefore, even if they say I can participate 'next time', it means I should not intervene in the current revision of the doctrine.

"This Council has already concluded."

"The Council is already over? I understood it was to discuss indulgences..."

"That is correct. I was going to inform you anyway, but the result of this Council's discussion is precisely that, to grant indulgences in proportion to contributions to the new Crusade."

It sounds good. It was also a revision that had no particular problems doctrinally. After all, participating in the Crusade itself could be considered a contribution to the Temple.

But when you think about it, it's a scheme to replace the money the Temple should spend, in part or in whole, with those indulgences.

"Indulgences will be granted for direct participation in the Crusade, sending troops, or providing supplies or funds."

"That is correct. If one supports or donates to the Crusade to that extent, it is truly a splendid contribution. I am quite pleased that the Saintess seems to understand."

Even though I didn't say anything about understanding or not understanding, the fact that he said that could be seen as an expression of confidence that 'if you don't 'understand' this, what are you going to do?'.

And that was also the reality. I couldn't suddenly pick a fight just because I didn't 'understand' that. At least not on its own.

"Does a Council usually proceed so quickly? Adding my canonization, it seems like these are not matters that could be decided so quickly. The Crusade as well."

"In that regard, Saintess Olga, your contribution was very great. It was the most decisive factor in unanimously deciding to canonize you as a Saintess."

"Me? I made a very great contribution without doing anything?"

If I had just exerted some moderate influence on the Council, it might be understandable, but to say that I made a very great contribution, it's not something that can be achieved with my current level of influence.

If I had direct communication with the Patriarch who is friendly to me, it might be possible, but without that, even when I was officially an Imperial Princess, the Council is not something I could directly intervene in.

I don't know if I had actively worked to exert some influence, but I hadn't done anything like that. To be precise, I did try to make contact with Otto Oppa for that purpose, but that alone is a bit much to be considered a great contribution.

"The Tree Council of the elves sent elven clerics to 'assist' this Council, and when we spoke calmly, they said they came for you, Saintess Olga."

The laughter in his "haha" somehow felt a bit sharp. And yet, maintaining a benevolent and gentle impression is quite a skill.

"Elven clerics came for me? Honestly, I've never met them."

However, the sudden, completely out-of-the-blue appearance of these elven clerics made me suspect that the Pope was setting some kind of trap.

It's not unreasonable to think so. The only elf I have any contact with is Iris Meluka-sil, my master, and even then, I haven't seen her since I left the Academy and started living in the convent.

Elves live for a very long time, so I thought I would see her much 'later'. We didn't have time to discuss such things.

"At the Saintess's request, Iris Meluka-sil conveyed the matter, and the Tree Council accepted it and sent a delegation of clerics as quickly as possible. You will meet them later, so you can hear it directly from them."

I see. The fact that 'as quickly as possible' was several months after I turned sixteen felt very elven, but more than that, I was happy that my master hadn't abandoned me.

Even so, my current happiness shouldn't be a reason to dismiss this 'opportunity.' In the end, at the time the new Crusade forms, I will be a Saintess—the first in decades to be canonized while still living.

Alright, then let's act to secure more influence here for the future. As for marriage, well, no one would push a Saintess to marry, so I can rest assured about that.

"Then, although it was not intentional, as someone who has come to strive for harmony not only with humans but also with other races, I have a request for Your Holiness."

"Speak, Saintess Olga."

"Allow me to lead a personally formed army and join the Crusade, the Holy War. One or two years, enough to clearly show the success or failure of the Holy War, would be sufficient."

Becoming a Saintess ties me to the Temple. I will probably be urged to show my face occasionally at the Great Temple. Even that alone would allow me to exert sufficient political influence, but it's not what I desire.

Moreover, since the Holy War has been declared, the Crusade centered around Emperor Otto and his forces, the Holy War, and the all-out offensive against the Demon King's Army have become inevitable. So, I must participate somehow.

"A personally formed army, it wouldn't be bad. I will review it positively with the Cardinals and give you an answer by tomorrow."

"Thank you, Your Holiness. For granting me this private audience and for considering my circumstances."

The Pope probably thought it wouldn't be a big loss. Since I'm not denying that I'm a Saintess of the human Temple, he probably saw it as a profitable deal just for that. It was fortunate for me.
Chapter 47: Order of Relief Knights (1)
News of the new holy war, the organization of a new crusade, and the fact that I, a former Imperial Princess and current nun, unofficially already called a Saintess by the impoverished, had become a real Saintess, spread really fast.

However, it seemed that neither the former nor the latter spread in a solely positive light. I heard from the Temple's sources, which had started to become subtly open to me, that at first, many people expressed doubts.

In the case of the declaration of a new holy war, the problem was that there was already a holy war called the Eternal Crusade against the Demon King's Army. In other words, was this not a declaration of a duplicate holy war?

This Eternal Crusade was shining its light of existence by repeatedly advancing and retreating on land and sea fronts. In truth, it was evaluated that the light was fading as time went by, but in any case, it was still shining brightly.

In the midst of this, it seemed that there were rumors that the declaration of a new holy war might actually belittle those who had devoted themselves to the existing Eternal Crusade.

It wasn't exactly wrong, either. People's attention would instantly focus on the new holy war, wouldn't it? From a spiritual point of view, the existing Eternal Crusade was also a highway to heaven.

Also, regarding me, there were doubts floating around as to whether it was right for the Council to canonize me as a Saintess, even though I had done great things.

No matter how popular I was with the impoverished of the empire, to the point where I was often called a Saintess, their public opinion and political power were practically non-existent without a focal point.

Capitalists such as lower nobles and merchant groups also viewed me favorably, but it was because they had calculated their interests, not because of blind preference like the impoverished.

In other words, even though I was clearly great, it was said that I became a Saintess because of political factors, with insufficient merit to become one.

It was said that this doubt was further highlighted by the fact that I couldn't use Divine Power. This was something that even the Temple couldn't actively do anything about.

If that's the case, I'll just have to do it myself.

"Left foot! Left foot! Left foot, right foot, leeeft foot! Left foot! Left foot! Left foot, right foot, leeeft foot!"

"Move correctly! You are now soldiers of the holy war! Show a form worthy of the holy war!"

For the people of this era, 'modern' forms of Propaganda would have the same, or even greater, effect as administering antibiotics to a person who had never used drugs before.

One of these was the parade in neat rows and columns, and fortunately, I had a Knight Order with their respective equipment, and after that, real Knight Orders that joined one or two at a time, eventually reaching a number of 50.

If I polish their armor to be really shiny like new, and provide the troops supported by the lower nobles or capitalists who are aligned with me with armor that looks like standard equipment, it will be triple digits in no time.

After that, it was perfect to fill in the 'sergeants' among the mercenaries who had actual combat experience, a middle ground between the high-ranking knights and the low-ranking ordinary soldiers, to fill the waist.

Where does all the money come from?

"Wow, a whole Jewel Box is gone. You know, Jean-Pierre? When I led hundreds of people in front of the Great Temple and sat there, taking care of their food, clothing, and shelter, I didn't even use half of it, even though I used it for days?"

"This time, it's a matter of equipping them with combat equipment that anyone would consider excellent. Still, it's fortunate that the supported manpower is quite useful. It's not as common as you think to find manpower who can handle both a shield and a fairly long iron spear."

"Wirbelheim's guards do, don't they?"

"That's Wirbelheim. It would be problematic if the guards of a city where an institution that trains the empire's top-class manpower is located couldn't even do that."

Is that so? Honestly, I was a bit surprised, but when I heard it, it also seemed plausible. Because, you know, several times the amount of what it took to, albeit roughly, house, clothe, and feed over a thousand people was gone in an instant.

Should I have lowered the level of the equipment a little? The thought crossed my mind for a moment, but still, I couldn't give up on the basic Plate Breastplate, the shield that could cover from the shoulder to around the thigh, and the iron spear that was a little over 2 meters long.

For starters, this level was good for appearances, and the armaments recommended unanimously by several people who seemed qualified to advise on this were just that.

The helmet was also smooth and round at the top, and although it didn't completely cover the face like that of a knight, it had a nose guard and cheek guards, and if the eyes were alive, it was enough to make them stand out even more.

"Then, if we are deployed to the holy war against the Demon King's Army like this?"

"Those ordinary soldiers will focus on defense by forming a formation while holding their position, and the knights will have to do the actual fighting. It means that they should be used as auxiliary forces, as a last resort."

"The mercenary captain says that, but do you think the same, Jean-Pierre?"

"Yes, Grand Duchess."

Ah, another change was that, when I became a Saintess, they kindly revived my status as a member of the imperial family without real power, and Jean-Pierre called me by a title appropriate for that instead of calling me Saintess.

I didn't particularly stop him. The fact that I obtained this title of Saintess was, as some questioned, actually very much influenced by political factors.

It's not like I'd be comfortable being called by such a title.

"If that's the case, I'd like to add some archer forces if possible. Not some clumsy hunters, but manpower who can handle military bows that can pierce orc armor, or at least pierce it if they hit a gap."

"Hmmm, Saintess, the daily wage of such archers is even more expensive. It's even more difficult to find them in the civilian world."

"It's like that. Can you find them?"

"You'll have to be prepared to almost empty another similar Jewel Box just to hire a significant number. After all, you're talking about real experts who have been handling bows for over 10 years."

Yes, it would be natural for such experts to have high employment costs as well as high maintenance costs. It's no wonder that there were those who preferred the relatively easy-to-handle Crossbow.

Speaking of which, I thought about switching to Crossbow on this side as well.

"What about crossbows?"

"To use them properly, you'll need to use heavy Crossbow with pulleys, and each Heavy Crossbow is slightly cheaper than equipping a knight with full plate armor. The demand far exceeds the supply."

That's what he said. No, no matter how much I use armaments without sparing money, if that's the case, it's a truly terrifying rate of consumption, emptying two or three of the ten remaining Jewel Box at once.

Until now, there hasn't been a situation where I could show off, but I like money. Not just liking it, but really, very, very much.

Moreover, these Jewel Box were the ones I had collected my favorite jewels from during my time as an Imperial Princess, when I could spend money freely, really carefully choosing them. I also chose the Jewel Box themselves carefully.

Would I sacrifice this to acquire manpower? Even then, to create a unit of a quantitative and qualitative level that is difficult to expect a critical role on the battlefield?

No, absolutely not. That won't happen!

"Is that Imperial Princess, no, the Grand Duchess' unit?"

"Shouldn't it be called Saintess's unit rather than the Grand Duchess'? Anyway, she seems to be serious about the holy war? Wow, how much is all that?"

"A fine Knight Order, and if there are that many infantrymen with spears, aren't they at a similar level to the Brienne guards here? And those, those are all Heavy Crossbow. There are a little over thirty of them, so that's just..."

Argh! My Jewel Box! He really used all three!

"The hiring cost is also considerable..."

"It's only because she is a Saintess that I was able to scrape together high-quality manpower with my connections who would sign a contract for that period under these conditions. If it were an ordinary nobleman, it would have cost quite a bit more, even if not double."

What can you do? If you're going to equip them, you have to equip them properly. You see, in this situation, the world has a very strong tendency to judge everything by appearances.

That's right. Appearance is everything. Look at the people now. It's been almost 3 weeks of hiring, equipping, and diligently training in drills, and the evaluations of the people watching my 'Knight Order' marching through the streets of Brienne were all favorable.

In addition to that, I just wanted to avoid the obvious situation of focusing only on appearances and completely ignoring the substance, and then collapsing without being able to do anything when the actual battle broke out.

If the news started spreading that the Saintess's Knight Order collapsed in an instant after clashing with the Demon King's Army, there would be few blows more fatal than that.

"Even so, it's still a bit extreme in terms of quality."

However, even now, it wasn't to the point where I could be confident in their ability in actual combat.

The knight force is certainly powerful. Although they may be inferior to the Imperial Guard Knight Order, they are clearly above the average of this world's Knight Orders, so it would be enough to call them a first-class Knight Order.

It's a bit concerning that each knight lacks large-scale combat experience, but they still have more than enough to execute a charge as cavalry or foot knights when shock power is needed.

It can be said that at least minimal long-range forces have been acquired. It is said that with a Heavy Crossbow, it is possible to penetrate the armor of Orc Heavy Infantry that has entered within a certain distance.

The problem was the level of the infantry that would have to play the role of an anvil here. They are equipped, but, you know, since their quality isn't incredibly great, it feels like they'll end up like those guys in that ring-destroying movie, who have awesome armor but just end up getting sliced up by orcs.

"Things will improve once the rumors start spreading, Saintess."

"Improve? How will they improve?"

"The basics are set, so volunteers will flock. Everyone is full of enthusiasm for the holy war, but if possible, they would want to be entrusted to a place that is somewhat more equipped, and where they can stand out."

When I heard the mercenary captain's words, it was true. The training instructor, military advisor, and representative of the mercenaries I hire, he was quick to tell me what I had missed, as he had that much experience and qualifications.

For starters, my 'Knight Order' proved that it was properly equipped. Even so, you would have to have that much skill or experience to come in with just your body, but at least the appeal itself is high.

In addition to that, it's not a place that is already famous, has achieved results, or has a lot of people, so it's also a moderate size where you can participate and do something.

If I were the third or fourth son of a mediocre noble family with nothing to inherit, I would seriously consider devoting myself to this if a new holy war were declared like this.

By then, I would have gone through basic training, and it wouldn't be to the extent that the family wouldn't support me with all the equipment.

"But, will that work out so well?"

"It will, Saintess. I felt that the people around me strangely underestimated their connections, and it turns out that it all originated from the Saintess."

"Hmm, yeah, if you just pull in connections, ten or so people would come right away."

Most of the knight forces are from freemen, but some are from lower nobles. Not all of those who came from the Academy and whom I know came, but this number is enough for sufficient exchange.

If we fill up ten or so people like that, we can make something like a waist by inserting them into the still weak infantry force as foot knights.

"See. You're still underestimating it too much."

"What? How?"

"If you just spread the word, dozens of people will come. You're planning to leave for the gathering point faster than others, so those who hear about this side will be driven by the desire to make a quick 'decision'. Just wait and see."

Hey, even so. That doesn't make sense.

Of course, the movement to the first gathering point was definitely planned to be faster than others. It's thanks to the fact that I handled the armament and training of the troops with my own money, and those who support me said they would provide supplies.

Well, the problem is that the waist is weak, but in fact, even this knight force alone could change the flow in a battlefield of thousands of people. As long as they don't get hit by a Mage.

In fact, the supplement for that magic was already scheduled.

"For the next two days or so, I'm going to show off a cool image here, make the members full of enthusiasm by letting them hear cheers, and then depart. How about a silver coin for a bet?"

"Very well. It's a relief that the Saintess is someone who knows how to have fun."

Anyway, the mercenary captain and I had something in common, so I was comfortable with him as a person who was quite compatible with me. Jean-Pierre seemed to dislike that mercenary captain, but even so.

"By the way, Saintess, have you decided on the name of this 'Knight Order'? If you have decided on a specific symbol like that white Cross on a black background, it seems like you would have decided on a name as well."

The white Cross on shields and armor mentioned there was not literally a cross, but a collection of the ends of four elongated triangles that could be used as arrows, with the bottom concave.

Of course, a name that suits it is also prepared.

"The name will be Relief Knights Order, it will be Relief Knights Order."
Chapter 48: Relief Knights Order (2)
In my present world's history, the Relief Knights Order was originally a knightly order with a stronger focus on hospital work than on military objectives. It was so from the beginning, and even after its revival in modern times.

However, in the interim, after absorbing the Knights Templar, also known as the 'Templars', who were formed for combat purposes during the Crusades, they operated as the vanguard and shield against Islam in places like Rhodes and Crete.

The reason for borrowing the name from such a place was, in part, because of a desire to be active in areas other than combat, but also with the hope of achieving comparable results.

It's impossible to push back the Demon King's Army in an instant, anyway. Even if an overwhelming force gathers for this Crusade, the Demon King's Army, which has been fighting for decades, wouldn't consist of only fools and incompetents.

It was obvious that after pushing in to a certain extent, we'd fall into a stalemate, and then it'd be a similar situation as before until either side could push in again.

So, it would be a bad move to keep fighting and constantly depleting manpower.

However, even if we were to pursue activities other than combat, which would be the better option, we would need at least a minimum level of self-defense capability, in other words, combat power, to achieve anything properly, which was a bit of a concern.

"Master!"

"Olga!"

Thump, thump, thump, thud! The sound was me, running with short strides and leaping into the arms of my master, whom I hadn't seen in a very long time.

I hadn't trained lightly, nor was I lacking in talent, so there was considerable impact, but my master wasn't some lacking Elf.

As expected, my master caught my body with just a slight shift of her waist, and then, as if letting the force flow, she grabbed my side, spun me around once, and set me down.

This made me feel like a child. Although, if you think about it, sixteen is still a young age.

"I missed you! Do you know how upset I was when you left without even seeing my face when I didn't know anything?"

"Because I wanted to be of decisive help to our wise Olga. How is it? Is your master's help useful?"

"It's really the best! Amazing! You solved something that could have been a complicated mess in an instant!"

This wasn't just lip service. Although a few troublesome restrictions were added when I was canonized as a Saintess, it was an excellent breakthrough in a situation where I couldn't properly align myself with either Otto or Franz.

What was the reason I was able to form this Relief Knights Order in the first place? It was precisely because of this title of Saintess. Not only in the Temple, but also the overall response from nobles and freemen alike.

Of course, so far, most of the recruits were individuals asking to be used in the Crusade, and most of them had poor self-equipped armaments and had to be used as non-combat personnel.

"And now it seems like you'll need my help again, so I've brought all the forces I could muster. There are only seven of us, including myself, but two are excellent snipers, two are excellent priests, and the remaining three, including myself, are outstanding mages."

I didn't know if 'excellent snipers' meant they could target the gaps in armor from two hundred paces away, but Elves were famous for their archery skills as well as their magical talents.

Therefore, the expression that came out of my master's mouth wouldn't be just empty words, and on top of that, two priests and three mages.

"I really love you, Master! If we could get married, let's get married!"

"Fufu, oh dear, unfortunately, I can't marry Olga."

It wasn't a joke, if I were a man and my master had brought this much force as a dowry, I would have held the wedding ceremony before we even set out.

That's how great of a reinforcement it was. The fact that Elves had become members of the Relief Knights Order was, in itself, a considerable propaganda point. Because, it had become the most ideal form of a Crusade unit.

"Iris Meluka-sil? This person is the one..."

"That's right. This cute child is my wise Olga, the child who would have been the greatest archmage in history if she had talent for magic. Olga, this is Löene McDaine-sil."

Meanwhile, among the two Elf priests, the one with subtly more abundant laurel leaves on her forehead, a female Elf with light blonde hair tied tightly, approached and spoke, and my master lightly introduced her.

Between the two, she would be the one with stronger Divine Power, right? As I approached, her chest seemed a bit smaller than my master's, but that didn't mean it was really small, and her chestnut eyes, shining with curiosity, had a charm that drew people in.

No, my heart still belongs to my master.

"I am Olga de Blumburg, Grand Duchess of the Holy Universal Empire, Saintess of the Human Temple, and Commander of the Relief Knights Order."

"I am Löene McDaine-sil, dispatched cleric of the Tree Council, and High Priest of the World Tree. It is an honor to be with the renowned Imperial Princess of the Empire."

Although there were only seven of them, each one of them was worth a hundred, so I could accept this Elf as the representative of the Relief Knights Order's Elf detachment from now on.

A High Priest had the qualifications to do so. In terms of the human Temple, she was of a rank equivalent to an Archbishop, and it was also a symbol that the Tree Council was properly supporting this Relief Knights Order, or rather, me.

This was great. Since this Relief Knights Order included a human Saintess and an Elf High Priest, those who truly and purely desired the Crusade would have no choice but to pay attention to the Relief Knights Order.

Until now, they might have seen the Saintess, who had risen to that position for political reasons, as going to the Crusade to prove herself this time, but with the addition of the Elf High Priest, I was now a truly recognized Saintess.

The effect began to appear halfway to the first gathering point.

"Saintess! Are you the Saintess?"

Dudududu, the sound of horseshoes pounding the ground was loud, and their approach was detected from afar, and the shout of the leader of the mounted group, who had formed a makeshift defensive formation as part of the training, was heard.

Only then did everyone relax. They knew that there wouldn't be any gutsy guys who would dare to attack a procession that included a Saintess and an Elf High Priest, and decisively, had 50 Knights, but it was different before and after confirmation.

"If you are looking for Olga de Blumburg, the human Saintess and Commander of the Relief Knights Order, then yes, you have come to the right place."

"Ah, Saintess! I am Knight Esteban! Originally, I was the second son of a family, but I disposed of my inheritance and donated it to the Temple, and now I wish to join the Saintess' Relief Knights Order, so please accept me!"

The Knight, who introduced himself only by his first name and not his family name, had his own equipment, and the dozen or so mounted soldiers who followed him were also fairly well equipped, a small but genuine cavalry unit.

Of course, the equipment of those mounted soldiers was definitely not that of heavy cavalry, but only light cavalry equipped with chain mail and spears with wooden shafts, but even that level was not easy to train and maintain.

"Welcome. We were just about to prepare for encampment, so report the exact number of people and equipment to Sir Jean-Pierre Anbert here and request supplies from the quartermaster."

"Thank you! Saintess! Thank you so much!"

Starting with him, whenever we encamped, people who had run with all their might to catch up with this Relief Knights Order from somewhere requested to join.

Of course, not all of those who requested to join were as well-prepared and useful as that Knight Esteban, with their own armament and soldiers.

No, in fact, most of them were so ragged that it was hard to tell if they were Crusaders going on a Crusade or a group of pilgrims in rags. Groups of extremely poor pilgrims were not a rare sight.

Thanks to this, the spare armaments were quickly distributed, and the size of the Relief Knights Order quickly reached a thousand, but the speed had to slow down accordingly. The march itself had to be combined with training.

Meanwhile, there were some who naturally became extremely busy.

"Saintess, I am sorry to say this, but there is an advance payment that needs to be urgently settled..."

"You won't be able to return the gemstones even if I can compensate them with money. Right?"

"Yes, yes? Ah, that's right. After all, when it comes to the Saintess' gemstone collection, once it enters someone's hands, it won't be sold again."

"I only have gemstones I really cherish left, you know? Each one is given with a feeling of spitting blood, you know? They're really, really precious, and I only have the ones I don't want to give away left, you know?"

"I-I am truly sorry..."

Adding 'Jewel Box #1', it was already the sixth jewel box expenditure. With this, half of my collection, which I had diligently spent and spent my Imperial Household Fund to collect, was gone.

However, knowing how much the canine merchant, who was so sorry that he didn't know what to do, was suffering, I sighed deeply and took out another box.

"Keep one and use it if you need it. What can I do, it's needed for the Relief Knights Order."

"Ah, thank you! Thank you so much, Saintess! It is only the Saintess who is so considerate!"

"Enough, go quickly and try to finish it as soon as possible and get some rest."

In the end, I was left with only five jewel boxes in an instant, but still, I didn't want to see this again, so I gave him two boxes from the start, and he looked like he was going to die of gratitude.

His eyes were sparkling, and being a canine, he was cute, and I wanted to pat his fur, but that cute canine was 190cm tall, and the inside of his fur was muscular.

In addition, giving away these jewel boxes really, truly felt like scraping away at my bones. Because, for me, they were objects that replaced the lack of internet, computers, games, webtoons, and gallery surfing.

In short, if the feeling when you were a child and had a very nice Lego set that was suddenly the only one left in the world and you had to put it up for auction because of the poor family situation, and that happened seven times, it would be similar.

However, I couldn't be obsessed with that alone, as there were so many things that this Relief Knights Order, which had just been established and had only a rough outer appearance, needed to be equipped with in the future.

"The training status is still lacking. At this rate, we'll only finish basic training and then stand on the battlefield."

"Well, isn't everyone else the same? The rest is, well, relying on religious fervor or boosting morale through the exemplary practice of the leadership. It's not that Edgar's standards are high, is it?"

"They can form ranks and push forward with spears even as they are, and that will have some effect, but I can't guarantee anything if a full-scale clash occurs."

Edgar very firmly stated the inadequacy of the Relief Knights Order's general forces. However, considering that Edgar himself had no combat experience, it was a strange situation.

However, to be honest, Edgar's criticism was by no means wrong. It was called the Relief Knights Order, but this time it would be a full-scale offensive by humanity, by the forces of good, so wouldn't combat be inevitable?

The problem was that we didn't have a famous general who would shake history. And I wasn't a Saintess in name only who could use Divine Power, so we really needed solid and reliable combat power.

There was an infantry unit to act as an anvil, heavy crossbows and snipers for harassment, mages for firepower, light cavalry for long-range reconnaissance and to counter enemy maneuvers, and a knightly order to deliver the decisive blow, we had everything we needed.

But if having everything meant completion, then there would be no weak armies in the world. Why is there an expression called organizational power? It's to evaluate whether these things can work together properly.

"Um, don't overdo it and cause exhaustion or desertion. Above all, Edgar, don't overdo it yourself. Right now, each and every person with leadership skills like you is too precious."

"...Of course, Saintess."

Supplies, training, marching, what to do when we arrive, financial situation, relationships with other groups, and so on. Every single one was a one-man job, so each and every person was precious.

Thanks to each and every one of those people's efforts, this new, ragged group could somehow creak and groan its way forward. After all, it was something that it even looked plausible on the outside.

.
.
.

At the first gathering point of the new Crusade, the so-called 'Vanguard Crusade', there were thousands of people gathered, most of whom were not well-equipped, who wanted to prove their faith by at least starting quickly.

They were not good enough to participate in the existing Eternal Crusade, but they were also lacking in something to participate in the main body of the Vanguard Crusade, which was centered on the Imperial Regular Army.

With thousands of such people gathered, the surrounding chaos only increased, and the city near the designated gathering field was filled with a desire for someone to come and take charge.

And meanwhile, there were those who appeared, shining through the tree line of the nearby forest.

"W-Who are you, oh! A-Are you the Saintess?"

"That's right. Announce that Olga de Blumburg, your Saintess, has come leading the Relief Knights Order."

Before the crowd of hopeful participants of the Vanguard Crusade gathered there and the citizens of the nearby city, the Relief Knights Order, led by Saintess Olga, appeared, marching in order and rows, their armor and weapons gleaming, as if to boast that they were the elite.
Chapter 49: Relief Knights Order (3)
When we arrived near the city called Salzburg, the first gathering point, my impression was that even though we were slightly delayed along the way, we had still arrived quite quickly.

After all, the ones who arrived before us were only in the dozens at most, or just one or two, effectively fragmented individuals or small groups who just arrived and weren't doing anything.

If at least those gathered were properly armed, even in small units, it would have been one thing, but the best among them were wearing well-maintained but old swords and armor.

Moreover, the sense of order was also at the medieval average, which was a problem.

"I am so relieved that you have arrived. Although I hold the title of Count and coordinate this area, how dare I treat those gathered under the banner of the holy war carelessly?"

"Have you been having a hard time, Count?"

"Don't even mention it. Even though only a small number has gathered, it's already over a thousand, and the harm to this city and nearby villages is significant. If they were simply outsiders, I would have already shown them who's boss."

Morality, surprisingly, was a rather heavy burden for the uneducated to cultivate. It's not that there aren't those who are born with it, and there's a basic level of awareness, but its limitations were clear.

Besides, if a group of hundreds forms under the title of Crusade, their sense of morality quickly plummets to the lowest point of the era.

What could you expect? These people, gathered so hastily, were unlikely to have proper possessions, and even less likely to have any sincere work ethic.

Even if they had such things by some miracle, in a situation where manpower has suddenly increased like this, the value would plummet without knowing the bottom.

In addition to the lack of basic morality, there were also environmental problems, so this was inevitable until a central figure appeared.

"Then, until the main force arrives, the Relief Knights Order I lead will control them for the time being."

Fortunately, the existence of a Saintess was a perfect position to become that central figure. Especially when leading a plausible group like the Relief Knights Order, which was larger in number than those gathered here.

Therefore, the Count also showed a delighted and overwhelmed expression at my words.

"Oh, thank you, Saintess. Indeed, you are not a Saintess for nothing."

"It's my duty. Then, I will ask the Count to fulfill his rightful role in this matter."

"Yes? What do you mean...?"

I was going to be a temporary central figure until the main force arrived here, not a sucker who would pour all my possessions into this.

"Didn't you receive something along with being designated as the first gathering point? I heard that the Count is not sending troops or participating directly."

"Ha, haha, well, that is for the Crusade..."

"The Relief Knights Order is also part of the Crusade, Count. Have you forgotten that I, standing before you, am a Saintess?"

Salzburg, as the name suggests, was a mountain where salt was produced. It was a mine, but not just any mine; it was a rock salt mine, a mine that produced salt.

Since rock salt was basically a daily necessity, the Count who controlled Salzburg was naturally several levels above others of his rank in terms of economic power.

Therefore, it was only natural that he was exempted from sending his carefully raised army, himself, or his bloodline to the Crusade by spending money instead.

It wasn't for nothing that this place was designated as the first gathering point. It was meant for those who arrived to receive supplies and cooperate with the Count, while also getting what they could from him.

What was the reason that the 'Crusaders' who gathered first were causing trouble in his city and villages, yet there were no bodies hanging from the gallows at the city entrance?

"But...still..."

"You don't have to if you don't want to. However, one of the Cardinals will surely accompany the main force that arrives later, and I don't know how pleased he will be to hear such a report."

For reference, the expression 'pleased' here meant literally pleased in its truest sense. If the Count really tried to avoid spending, the Cardinal would be delighted by it.

This wasn't because he was trying to hinder or obstruct me, the Saintess, or my armed group, the Relief Knights Order. That might not be entirely absent, but it wouldn't be the main reason.

Then what was the main source of that pleasure? It was the opportunity to take much more, a huge amount, all at once, as a penalty for daring to refuse economic support for the Crusade.

Since he was a Count who had promised economic support in exchange for exemption from other contributions, the money he could save from me now would be nothing compared to the money he would be forced to give up for breaking that promise.

"No, I apologize. I was shortsighted. I've had a lot on my mind lately."

"It happens. I don't think the Count said those words because he suddenly regretted the economic support promised to the Temple for the Crusade. Really, not at all, not even a little."

"Th-Thank, you."

This bastard was trying to take the Saintess for a fool.

Of course, the Saintess, by name, naturally has an image of purity and naivety. People who don't know anything, no, even those who know something, would think so.

Naturally, information sharing isn't that active in this world. They might know that I became a Saintess, but how would they know what kind of person I am?

Therefore, based on the Count's own experience and knowledge, in his mind, Saint Olga was the figurehead put forward by Duke Mülleron's third son, who had seized power, and other lower nobles and merchants.

Otherwise, it wouldn't make sense that he had the audacity to try to rip off a Saintess.

"Are you just going to leave it, Grand Duchess?"

Jean-Pierre, who had heard the whole process from the side and was still acting like my Guardian Knight, asked quietly. Yes, he had a point. He was a very outrageous fellow.

"I have to leave it. But after looking into it, the Count's reputation in this area isn't that bad. I heard he doesn't exploit his territory residents because he earns a lot of money. He's generous when he needs to be."

"Such a person tries to pass the burden onto you, Grand Duchess?"

"I'm not one of his territory residents. Jean-Pierre, nobles are all like that. When I was an Imperial Princess, they tried to take so much of my Imperial Household Fund because I was young."

Dealing with nobles who were determined to profit from someone was a field where I had much more experience than Jean-Pierre.

Whether it was clothes or gemstones, you wouldn't believe how much money they tried to squeeze out of me when I was much younger. Most were cut off at the Imperial attendant level, but there were many cases where I had to deal with them myself.

I'm not an expert, but I'm capable enough to see through and fend off these clumsy tricks.

Anyway, the management that started because of that began to proceed in a slightly different direction than I had expected. What I had in mind was just managing, but it quickly started to go much further.

"You want to die? Move faster!"

"And you call yourselves Crusaders! What's the difference between you and ignorant serfs! No, at least the serfs are trained by farming! Aren't you going to run?"

The mercenaries I hired to act as non-commissioned officers were beating, rolling, pushing, and flipping those wannabe Crusaders, training them very hard.

The notable point here was that the regular soldiers of the Relief Knights Order were also rolling around with them.

"They're being trained together?"

"Ah, Saintess. It couldn't be helped. It's for training efficiency. But doesn't it look good? These guys, who will become comrades fighting alongside us in the future, are rolling around, sweating instead of bleeding."

The Mercenary Captain, who looked like a slightly older, rougher, and slightly whiter version of black-haired Gerrero, spoke quite reasonably, unlike his appearance.

Well, Gerrero also looked like that, but he was talented, skilled, and, above all, a hard worker who put in a lot of effort to improve his skills. He wasn't a Golden Sun like the impression I got.

"What I wanted to say was, were our Relief Knights Order so pathetic that they needed to roll around here, something like that."

Anyway, rolling around together there meant that the skill level of the Relief Knights Order's regular soldiers and those guys were not much different.

Maybe the Relief Knights Order's regular soldiers were a little better. But, at the same time, it also meant that they weren't significantly better.

"They're barely able to march in line, but they need more training to trust their comrades next to them in battle and face the Orcs and Goblins rushing at them."

"If they can't do that, they can't be put on the front line, right?"

"That's right. At the very least, they're the ones my guys need to keep in line and command, so my guys should be the ones training them, right? And while we're at it, we'll make those bastards sweat and roll around so they can't do anything else."

Smiling as he said that, the Mercenary Captain was a man who seemed to enjoy this quite a bit himself. It must be fun to see them improve as much as they're being pushed.

"Then I'll roll around a bit too. Jean-Pierre, my sword."

"Grand Duchess, it's a bit..."

"I need to show that the Saintess has other talents besides not being able to use Divine Power. Ah, give it to me quickly. No, don't try to be my opponent, Jean-Pierre. Then I'll lose."

While the Mercenary Captain was bewildered, wondering what I meant by saying I would roll around too, I received my sword from Jean-Pierre, strapped it to one side, and drew it with a shick, swinging it around whoosh whoosh.

"Saintess, what are you trying to do?"

"I'm going to swing a sword a bit. But Jean-Pierre boasts monstrous skills to the point of becoming an Imperial Guard Knight, so of course I'll lose. I'm choosing an opponent I can win against."

"Is that so? But why is the tip of your sword pointing at me?"

"I'm choosing an opponent I can win against."

Grin, I smiled and said that, and the Mercenary Captain, who was thinking about what I meant for a moment, widened his eyes briefly and then smiled again, as if finding it interesting.

Thud! Thud! Whoosh, the blade lightly tapped the ground twice, and the sword itself was rotated once, revealing that my skill was more established than he expected, and his smile deepened.

"You will lose. You are a Saintess, and I am a Mercenary Captain."

"In chess, the queen beats the knight."

"Hahaha! Very well. Then, I will take the liberty of testing your skills first."

Whoosh, clang! He lightly deflected the sword that thrust forward as if to extend. Whoosh, whoosh, ting! Moving my steps to regain balance, I received the first feint with the same feint, and the blow aiming for my head was deflected.

"Faster."

"I see... Faster."

Whoosh, ting! Clang! Again a feint, then our swords deflected each other, and then the swords we swung with force clashed loudly, sparks flying, confirming that our strength was equal.

Crack! Crack! Immediately after, with our swords locked, not a battle of strength but a battle of skill, we moved our steps, rubbing the blades together again and again, aiming for the opponent's hand, elbow, back of the knee, and shoulder.

"Now."

With a whoosh!, I pushed with force, and the Mercenary Captain jumped back as if leaping instead of resisting. As I followed and thrust my sword, he deflected it with force as if he had been waiting.

No, he had been waiting. He had planned to take this opportunity to strike the center of my balance as I advanced, make me stagger, and then take the initiative.

But I, anticipating that, didn't just let him deflect my sword, but pushed hard, maintaining contact, and then tried to uppercut his chin with the heel of my empty left hand.

So he tried to block my left wrist with his empty left hand, so I twisted the hand that was going to uppercut to his right hand. Thud! Whoosh, ting!

"If I had known that the Saintess was so skilled in swordsmanship and Martial Arts, I would have fought differently."

It was the bitter words of the Mercenary Captain, who had dropped his sword and confirmed the tip of the sword thrust forward between his outstretched hands, after avoiding the sword that swished briefly left and right. It was true that he had been careless.

"I know that too. Winning like this is only for this one time. Thanks to you, I was able to have a very efficient warm-up in a short amount of time."

"I am honored to have been of help to the Saintess."

As we smiled and shook hands, applause poured down from those who had been watching only us.
Chapter 50: Relief Knights Order (4)
While I was solidifying my position and turning those who were hardly soldiers into a force with combat power, we were slowly absorbing those who gathered one after another and growing in size, when a messenger from the main force arrived, not the main force itself.

I wondered what they were trying to convey by sending a messenger, and the contents were quite a headache.

"Is it possible? They're being trained, but 2,000 is hardly an army, is it? Huh? Is it an army? What does the mercenary captain think? He has the most combat experience out of everyone here, right?"

"Actually, this is quite a formidable army, Saintess. It's not common to find an army that can keep its ranks and files, move almost simultaneously, and, above all, successfully form a tight formation."

"Oh, really? Are the armies on the front lines that dusted?"

"Saintess, please, your language..."

"Ah, sorry. But seriously, is our Relief Knights Order good enough to take the vanguard and lead the initial charge in an offensive strategy against the Demon King's Army?"

The order from the main force, conveyed by the messenger, was for the Relief Knights Order, which had reached a certain size at the forefront, to take the vanguard of this Vanguard Crusade and fight the Demon King's Army at least once.

The justification they attached was that if the army led by the newly canonized Saintess fought directly against the Demon King's Army, it would raise the morale of the entire Crusade. It was a plausible argument.

It wasn't wrong, but even so, wasn't it going too far to order us to charge into the Demon King's Army with this small force?

"It's possible, depending on the situation. If there are ethereal beings like Banshees or agile flying creatures like Harpies, it would be fortunate, but if there are heavily armored cavalry like Dark Knights, it would be difficult. Large Golems are actually easier to deal with because we have Magic."

We have an Elven High Priest and priests who use Divine Power, so ethereal beings are easy, and agile flying creatures are also easy because we have heavy crossbows and Elven snipers.

However, if it's heavy cavalry, our Knight Order would have to step up to deal with them, and we can't guarantee victory depending on the enemy's size.

Well, if the enemy's numbers are manageable, we could overwhelm them with Firepower, but it's not easy for a little over 2,000 to be in such an overwhelming position.

"Wouldn't the Temple know that?"

"They certainly would. It seems they have very high expectations for you, Saintess."

At least they know how to speak properly in front of everyone. Of course, no matter how the mercenary captain twisted his words, it didn't have much effect.

"It's obvious that they're trying to push us in and make us suffer heavy losses. Even if I use my family's influence, it won't be easy to protest this."

"Since there was no word from the Imperial Guard Knight Order, it must have been a very strong will of His Majesty Otto. It's best to assume there's no political solution."

Edgar and Jean-Pierre, both of whom are probably the strongest after me in terms of political power within the Empire among the members of the Relief Knights Order, are saying this.

If this were a delusion or paranoia, I could just pat them on the back and be done with it, but the problem was that the intention was so blatant that anyone in this position would think the same.

It's nice to call it the vanguard and the forefront, but it's just like pushing us to gloriously charge into the first unit of the Demon King's Army and be annihilated.

"There's no easy way out. We can't avoid the engagement."

"The troop composition is surprisingly solid, but the internal structure is surprisingly weak. That's the Objective assessment of the current Relief Knights Order."

"That's right. I actually intended it that way. I thought that if we looked good on the outside, we would get support, whether it be people or money. It's not a complete failure, but it's a bit lacking."

Should I have taken the time to build up the internal structure? Were the knights around fifty years old lacking as an internal structure? Should I have participated as a kind of auxiliary force, not my own Crusade unit, and progressed step by step?

No, even though things turned out this way, it was still the best choice. No matter what, all the credit we earn would go to the Temple, making us even more subordinate.

"Then, do we clash as is?"

He was saying, "If you tell me to, I will," but the mercenary captain's expression didn't bother to hide his reluctance.

Edgar's, Jean-Pierre's, Gerrero's, Jane's, and Antonio's gazes were fixed on him, but he simply shrugged them off. The Master and High Priest Loehne remained silent without any particular reaction.

"No? We're not going to clash, are we?"

And all those gazes focused on me in an instant. That's because I declared that we wouldn't clash after saying that we had no choice but to advance and clash.

The gazes gathered on me contained a question of whether there was a way to do that. Another surprising thing was that the mercenary captain's gaze was the same.

"Why are you all acting so naive? Just because we're told to clash, did you really think we had to go all out and grit our teeth and clash? With just this many troops?"

"Saintess, what we are leading now is a Crusade."

Ah, that's it. I wondered why even the experienced mercenary captain was looking at it that way, and it seemed to be because of the nature of this army as a Crusade, a holy war.

Then it could be so. No matter how corrupt the Temple is, since Divine Power exists and proves the existence of God, even secular people are bound to be deeply devout on average.

However, among them, the mercenary captain seemed to be a little more devout than other mercenaries. He had already made it seem like something unthinkable.

"It's a Crusade, but they're sending the Saintess ahead, and they're just pushing us to die meaninglessly and gloriously? You're worried about the holiness of this army called the Crusade, but we're not the ones who broke it first."

"I-Is that how it works?"

"Then, if it doesn't work that way, what happens? Even direct participants, the Lords, have their positions within the unit changed according to their political interests, and how they participate in what battles, and how much, changes."

Because it was an independent unit recognized as the Saintess's army, the Relief Knights Order, they seemed to think that they had to participate even more devotedly, but still, no is no.

Just because you participate in a Crusade doesn't mean you have to run around the enemy lines like Richard I, nor do you have to devote yourself like Baldwin, burning your life away.

Especially this time, the main force of the Crusade, the leadership, was trying to push us into the pit of death. What reason do we have to comply with that?

"Grand Duchess's words are..."

"Yes, it's exactly what Jean-Pierre is thinking. We're just pretending to fight hard. We're actually fighting, and there will probably be casualties, but we're just pretending to be enthusiastic on the outside."

Then we have a solid justification for doing this. No, rather, not doing this, going all out and clashing with the Demon King's Army, would make us look like fools.

"But, is there a way to do that?"

"I can't say it will work completely, but I have an idea. We need to dangle a tempting bait in front of them, making them think that we're just waiting for them to fall into our trap."

The Demon King's Army might score high on recklessness, but they're not a brainless group of muscles. They've been at war for decades, so they can't be lacking in thinking ability.

Therefore, if a newly appeared unit dangles a blatant bait, they will most likely not take the bait and just respond appropriately.

"So, you're planning to finish it by saying that we tried to lure the enemy, but the enemy didn't respond?"

"There should be a few minor clashes. So, we're going to say that we tried to advance a bit, but the Demon King's Army was too strong, so we had no choice."

"The main force might denounce you, Saintess, and the Relief Knights Order as cowards."

Yes, that was the problem. Since the Relief Knights Order gathered people and money with its reputation, a problem with that reputation could lead to a significant reduction in support, if not collapse.

If such a trend occurs, it could lead to a negative outcome that cannot be ignored, even if not fatal, for our newly formed Relief Knights Order. If that accumulates, it goes without saying.

"Let them. We weren't going to fight at the forefront and build our name anyway, so."

"But, how do you gain a name without fighting?"

"Mercenary Captain, the name we call ourselves is the Relief Knights Order. So, we can gain a name by providing relief. Did you think all the non-combat personnel who came along were just going to play around in the back?"

Even though they are non-combat personnel, most of them are normally engaged in Supply to meet Logistics needs, but that's when the army is constantly moving and fighting and consuming.

What I'm trying to do is to establish a solid base, even if it's a small Citadel, control the surrounding area, constantly provoke a part of the Demon King's Army, make them think that we're trying to lure them out before the main force arrives, and make them stay put.

In the meantime, if we provide various forms of 'relief' to the surrounding area, the name of the Relief Knights Order, standing proudly in front of the Demon King's Army, will naturally rise.

"There will be reprimands from the main force."

"I'll answer, 'Did you expect more from a mere 2,000 troops?' If I answer like that, they'll just say some unpleasant things and end it. What else can they do to a Saintess whose first action after being Canonized is to participate in the Crusade?"

What else can you do with 2,000? Did you want the entire Relief Knights Order to become food for the Demon King's Army? What are they going to say when I ask them back with a very innocent expression?

That lack of recklessness is a lack of Devotion? Then I'll just say that I'm new to this and don't know much, so how about the Cardinal showing an example with his abundant Devotion?

If they say nonsense like the Cardinal is too big of a figure to be exposed to danger, then I'll just ask if the Saintess, who is technically equal to the Cardinal, is a small figure.

Of course, I would be the one to bear the burden of that.

"Are you really going to do that?"

"Who else will do it if not me? Should I have Edgar do it? Or Jean-Pierre? Both of them have some power, but they're not enough to handle it without pressure if a Cardinal steps in directly."

This is a matter of efficiency. If I send Edgar or Jean-Pierre to respond appropriately at first, they'll be easily pushed back in terms of momentum, and even if I step in later, it's likely to be a situation where I have to give up what I have to give up.

But if I step in from the beginning, it'll be difficult for them to push further. Whatever the reason, I'm the Saintess, so what are they going to do?

"Isn't it a burden on you, Grand Duchess?"

"Jean-Pierre, this is something I have to do. If I'm not going to do this, I don't deserve to call myself the leader of this Relief Knights Order. I know you're worried, but don't treat me like dead weight."

I'm not a mascot, a figurehead. Even in games, characters used for morale boosting have healing abilities or other buffs and debuffs, but I don't have any of that.

Rather, the area where I can be most active is wielding a sword and swinging it directly, but that's a situation that shouldn't happen if possible, so I have to do this.

"Okay, if you all understand, let's pack up and leave. Waiting here for small groups of stragglers to join will only increase the numbers without substance and prolong the training, so this is a good size."

Since the core members were convinced, our Relief Knights Order, after absorbing some more manpower in Salzburg and completing some necessary training, departed immediately the next day.

In fact, it's called advancing and it's called the vanguard, but it's so far away that it would take another 2-3 weeks to reach the point of contact with the Demon King's Army. Something else might come up in the meantime.

"Thanks to you, Saintess, Salzburg can breathe a sigh of relief. Thank you very much."

Still, in a moral sense of having to inform the landlord before leaving, I delivered the news, and Count Salzburg's reaction was surprisingly warm and positive.

"Aren't you thankful that we're leaving?"

"I wish you could stay longer, but since you have a duty as a Crusade, I can't hold you and the Relief Knights Order back from leaving. Nevertheless, I and Salzburg will never forget the righteousness and justice of you, Saintess, and the Relief Knights Order."

Honestly, I don't know why he's like this. Well, is it because I kept a tight grip on the ruffians who were causing trouble even though they were called a Crusade? Or is there some other reason?

If I had more time, I would have looked into it more, but since we're leaving now, I had no choice but to remain curious. I didn't meet him because of my first impression, but I should have met him at least once and listened to his story.

Still, I didn't feel any pretense in what he said to me, so it was clear that good words would be passed on to the main force of the Crusade that would arrive later. That's enough.

However, I don't know if I should call this a problem, but after that, I received words of thanks every time the Relief Knights Order stayed somewhere for a day or two. When I asked why, they just said thank you, so with not much time left, the truth was always left in the dark.
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