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      Episode 1
    

    

    

    

    

    

    
      When he opened his eyes, the first sound he heard was the joyful cry of a child.
    

    

    
      “Master! The great master has opened his eyes!!!”
    

    

    
      Even in the midst of my dizziness, I had doubts.
    

    

    
      What? Ambassador?
    

    

    
      There was no death penalty for him.
    

    

    
      After his family was ruined, he met his master when he was nine years old and living as a beggar.
    

    

    
      After that, he learned the martial arts of a single-man battle through hardships to the point where he thought it would be better to die, and when he was fifteen, he was alone again.
    

    

    
      He entered the world of martial arts by going deep into the mountains and learning martial arts to the death. He was twenty-two when he came out into the world of martial arts.
    

    

    
      After that, he walked a path of blood and despair to avenge his enemy.
    

    

    
      Anyone who blocks his way is mercilessly cut down.
    

    

    
      Whether it's ten or a hundred… .
    

    

    
      After thirty years, he finally rose to the top of the magic world and reigned over the magic world for over twenty years.
    

    

    
      The best magician.
    

    

    
      The Lord of the Heavenly Castle, Ma Cheon-jon (魔天尊), Dokgo Kang.
    

    

    
      That is who you are.
    

    

    
      But what about the ambassador?
    

    

    
      No, that's not the point.
    

    

    
      'Where is this?'
    

    

    
      It's been a long time since I last stayed in such a shabby room.
    

    

    
      Even the blanket covering me smelled musty.
    

    

    
      'I ran all the way to Dongbaeksan Mountain... but I ended up running into those bastards... .'
    

    

    
      I tried to recall my memories.
    

    

    
      ‘… Samshinma, under attack from those guys who are worse than dogs… was pushed to the edge of a cliff… .’
    

    

    
      Rattling.
    

    

    
      As he was searching for his memories, the door opened loudly.
    

    

    
      When I turned my head, I saw a middle-aged man who looked to be in his late thirties come in first, followed by three little kids.
    

    

    
      “Jin-ah, you punk! Are you awake now?”
    

    

    
      A middle-aged man sits down in front of me and asks with an excited expression.
    

    

    
      He also stared at the middle-aged man.
    

    

    
      No matter how hard I tried to remember, it was the first time I saw him.
    

    

    
      But… this guy?
    

    

    
      “Who are you?”
    

    

    
      “…….”
    

    

    
      “Why do you call me Jin-ah?”
    

    

    
      I thought it was quiet for a moment,
    

    

    
      Exactly!
    

    

    
      There was a strong impact to the head.
    

    

    
      “You son of a bitch! You died for a few days and came back to life. What are you doing? You’re the bastard to your master?”
    

    

    
      Master?
    

    

    
      This middle-aged man is your master?
    

    

    
      Master or not, how dare you put a honeycomb on your own head!
    

    

    
      “Where did this guy come from…!”
    

    

    
      He glared and was about to say something, but the middle-aged man shouted.
    

    

    
      “You bastard! No matter how crazy you are, how can you curse at your master!”
    

    

    
      “…….”
    

    

    
      A boy standing next to him also grumbled as he looked at him.
    

    

    
      “Ambassador, you suddenly disappeared and made us suffer, and now what happened to your head?”
    

    

    
      'Who is that kid?'
    

    

    
      Judging from the way he spoke with the corners of his lips slightly twisted, it was clear that he did not mean it in a good way.
    

    

    
      But after hearing the boy's words, the middle-aged man looked worried.
    

    

    
      “No way… is there really something wrong with your head?”
    

    

    
      what?
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang was speechless.
    

    

    
      Compared to that poisonous and ugly master, the one in front was at least ten times better.
    

    

    
      But what is clear is that he is absolutely not his master.
    

    

    
      In that case, there is only one possibility.
    

    

    
      'Aha, now that I think about it, it must have been a dream.'
    

    

    
      Well then, I understand. It's a bit strange that the spot you get hit hurts though.
    

    

    
      But if you're going to do it, you should appear in your old Master form.
    

    

    
      It's been a while since I've seen your face.
    

    

    
      Thinking back on how much I suffered as a child made me grit my teeth, but as time passed, it felt like a memory.
    

    

    
      “Master! The great master has barely survived, so why are you beating him when he really dies?”
    

    

    
      The youngest looking child cried and screamed.
    

    

    
      Only then did middle-aged man Jang-san Lee realize his mistake and said, scratching his head.
    

    

    
      “I, I’m sorry, Jin-ah. It’s been a few days since I came to my senses, so I might be talking nonsense, but this master didn’t understand that.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang wanted to ask again, but he didn't want to be hit, so he stayed still.
    

    

    
      Even if it was a dream, the world's greatest Heavenly King, Dokgo Kang, got hit with a honey chestnut.
    

    

    
      Does that make sense?
    

    

    
      'But who is the ambassador, and who is Jin-ah?'
    

    

    
      “Ambassador, are you hungry? Wait a minute. I told Soha to boil some porridge.”
    

    

    
      This time the big boy spoke with an innocent smile.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang asked the boy as if it was the right time.
    

    

    
      “Where is this place?”
    

    

    
      “This is the ambassador’s room.”
    

    

    
      My room? Is this it?
    

    

    
      The boy who had been whining a moment ago laughed again.
    

    

    
      “You don’t even know your own room. Surely you don’t not know your name?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang tried to get up.
    

    

    
      “Ugh….”
    

    

    
      Only the sound of groaning flowed out through the gaps in my teeth, and my body was as limp as water-soaked cotton and would not move as I wanted.
    

    

    
      Instead, my head started to feel dizzy and my mind went blank.
    

    

    
      “Huh? Ambassador….”
    

    

    
      “Jin…ah…ya….”
    

    

    
      The voices of boys and middle-aged men were heard rumbling.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang eventually lost consciousness again after hearing that sound.
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      When I opened my eyes again, one of the boys who had been called priests was sitting on a log chair.
    

    

    
      It was the boy who had been whining.
    

    

    
      When I saw him again, I was confused as to whether it was a dream or not.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang watched the situation without saying anything for the time being.
    

    

    
      But when he opened his eyes, a boy came towards him.
    

    

    
      Then she lowered her face, looked down at him, and spoke softly.
    

    

    
      “Dokgo Jin, you did a good job of pretending to be crazy.”
    

    

    
      what?
    

    

    
      “From now on, don’t ever tell Master what happened. If you do, I’ll tell you that you’ll really die next time.”
    

    

    
      What the heck is this kid?
    

    

    
      Just then the door opened and a large boy came in.
    

    

    
      “Director, when did you come?”
    

    

    
      “Oh, a little while ago. The ambassador opened his eyes.”
    

    

    
      "is it so?"
    

    

    
      The big boy approached the bed, glancing at the boy named Isahyeong with an uneasy expression on his face for some reason.
    

    

    
      The boy called Isa-hyung stood up and raised the corners of his mouth slightly as he spoke.
    

    

    
      “Then I think you understand what I mean, so I’ll go now, Ambassador.”
    

    

    
      Then he turned around without even listening to the answer.
    

    

    
      As he went out, a large boy came close to Dokgo Kang and asked with an embarrassed expression.
    

    

    
      “Ambassador, Director, didn’t you do anything?”
    

    

    
      “…….”
    

    

    
      “I’m sorry. I was out of the room because I went to the back room, and while I was there, Director Lee came in.”
    

    

    
      Something was strange.
    

    

    
      It sounded like he was saying that there shouldn't be a guy like Director Lee.
    

    

    
      why?
    

    

    
      Moreover, you are saying that you did nothing?
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang recalled what the guy named Lee Sa-hyung had said earlier and guessed what the big kid meant.
    

    

    
      ‘I guess that unlucky guy was harassing the ambassador…’
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      It was two more days before Dokgo Kang came out of the room.
    

    

    
      The place he was was a village at the foot of Dongbaeksan Mountain.
    

    

    
      The house was fairly large, but it consisted of three old, yellow brick houses that could collapse at any moment, and a fairly large yard.
    

    

    
      Sitting on a flat rock at one end of the yard, he watched the boys and girls who were said to be priests practicing martial arts.
    

    

    
      All four.
    

    

    
      Three boys and one girl.
    

    

    
      Among the six priests, the cheeky young boy and the fierce-eyed kid who had spoken ill of him were nowhere to be seen.
    

    

    
      The big boy said he went into town to earn money.
    

    

    
      ‘I think those kids might be a bit of a nuisance… .’
    

    

    
      It was clear that the current situation was not a dream.
    

    

    
      For the past two days, four of the little priests have been chattering and looking after him.
    

    

    
      It is said that Ambassador Dokgo Jin, who went out to gather herbs a few days ago, did not return even after a day had passed.
    

    

    
      The children who went out to look for the ambassador found Dokgo Jin collapsed at the bottom of a cliff and called their master to take Dokgo Jin home.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin woke up four days later.
    

    

    
      What was surprising was that, even though it seemed like he had fallen from a high place, he had no serious injuries.
    

    

    
      'Isn't that the cliff where the boy Dokgo Jin fell? I fell from after being defeated by those traitors.'
    

    

    
      So that's how this happened?
    

    

    
      It's a bit of a far-fetched story, but there was a young boy named Dokgo Jin who fell to his death, and his soul entered into him...
    

    

    
      Whatever the truth, no other possibility occurred to me.
    

    

    
      ‘Well, anyway, this is my body right now… .’
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang raised his hand in front of his face and looked at it.
    

    

    
      It was a little rough for a seventeen year old.
    

    

    
      'That must mean you've had a hard time.'
    

    

    
      According to the priests, they had a very hard time feeding the sick master and young priests.
    

    

    
      But anyway, even though it was rougher than his age, in Dokgo Kang's eyes it was the hand of a fresh-faced seventeen-year-old boy.
    

    

    
      ‘Well… I don’t feel bad.’
    

    

    
      His physical condition wasn't bad either.
    

    

    
      I also liked his well-developed muscles, although he was still immature, and his handsome face that made the fox on Dongbaeksan Mountain wag its tail.
    

    

    
      ‘But… how did the author, Master, teach martial arts to have such great skills?’
    

    

    
      I tried to do the exercise. The energy coiled in my danjeon was so small that it couldn't even be called energy.
    

    

    
      ‘Damn. What can I do with this tiny amount of air power…?’
    

    

    
      The only fortunate thing is that this little guy's danjeon is incredibly large.
    

    

    
      I was so shocked while practicing the exercise that my energy and blood almost got distorted.
    

    

    
      'Well, this has to be sorted out to be worthy of accepting my soul.'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang, grumbling to himself, looked at the priests swinging their wooden swords diligently in the yard.
    

    

    
      Cheonhwamun (Heavenly Flower Gate).
    

    

    
      That was the name of the sect he belonged to.
    

    

    
      It was a sect created by Master Lee Jang-san, and there were only seven disciples, including himself, the great master.
    

    

    
      Among them, the boy with a rough appearance who hides his feelings inside is Sa Jong-hak, who is the same age as him and the head of the household.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young, who is short but has a stocky body, is the third disciple.
    

    

    
      The slender eyes of the four-leafed hawkweed, which look poisonous, are the Four-leafed hawkweed.
    

    

    
      Docheoksan, who looks like a gentle bear due to his large size, is Osaje.
    

    

    
      Jin So-ha, a fourteen-year-old girl with a lot of energy, is the sixth daughter of the sixth generation.
    

    

    
      So Kyung-hwan, thirteen years old and skinny as chopsticks, is the seventh youngest child.
    

    

    
      What's amazing is that each of their characteristics are clear. Plus, their bones weren't bad either.
    

    

    
      No, it's not just that he was bad, he was so good that he could be called a genius.
    

    

    
      Considering that it was a scale that was barely even a third-rate sect, let alone an error sect, it was surprising.
    

    

    
      ‘But I don’t like the fact that it’s a non-partisan lineage…’
    

    

    
      Master Jangsan Lee said that he was a lay disciple of the shamanist sect.
    

    

    
      The martial arts taught were also the basic martial arts of the shamanist faction.
    

    

    
      Even though they are not official disciples, they are collateral disciples who are connected to the shaman sect.
    

    

    
      The priests seemed to feel proud just learning the martial arts of the shamans, but in their own eyes, it was just a waste of time.
    

    

    
      He was once the best magician in the world, but he was now a disciple of a third-rate sect of the Jeongpa.
    

    

    
      Does this make any sense?
    

    

    
      'If it weren't for that, I think this life wouldn't be so bad.'
    

    

    
      He is now alive as the seventeen-year-old Dokgo Jin, and from now on he must live in this body.
    

    

    
      There were no complaints.
    

    

    
      The Ma Cheon Seong Ju looking at the age of eighty.
    

    

    
      Seventeen-year-old third-rate sect leader.
    

    

    
      If you ask me which one I would choose… I like the latter better.
    

    

    
      You can come back later, Ma Cheon Seong Ju.
    

    

    
      However, I really didn't like the fact that Dokgo Jin, who was the eldest son, lived without being able to do anything under Sa Jong-hak, the second son.
    

    

    
      According to Do Cheok-san, Sa Jong-hak and Yeong Ho-cho ignored Dok Go-jin and beat him without telling their master.
    

    

    
      Because Dokgo Jin had such a gentle personality, it seemed like he couldn't even say anything to his master.
    

    

    
      Only after hearing that did he understand why Sa Jong-hak had said that to him.
    

    

    
      - From now on, don't ever tell Master what happened to me. If you do, I'll tell you that you'll really die next time.
    

    

    
      I felt like there was something more to it, but I didn't think much about it.
    

    

    
      Anyway, I am not the Dokgo Jin of the past anymore, and I have no intention of being treated like Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      'Anyway, so from now on I have to live as Dokgo Jin?'
    

    

    
      Dokgo.
    

    

    
      Strangely enough, he had the same last name as me.
    

    

    
      It’s not a common surname… .
    

    

    
      “Ambassador!”
    

    

    
      Do Cheok-san called out, waving his hand.
    

  
    

    
      Episode 2
    

    

    

    

    

    

    
      Do Cheok-san was very large for his age.
    

    

    
      Hehe, he looks really unattractive when I just look at his smiling face, but when I talk to him, he seems like he has a smart mind despite his honest appearance.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang, who rose from the rock, or rather, he who decided to live as Dokgo Jin from now on, took a step towards the priests.
    

    

    
      The priests all stopped moving and looked at the archbishop.
    

    

    
      “Are you feeling better now?”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young asked with a worried expression.
    

    

    
      “Okay. That’s okay.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin answered lightly and asked a question.
    

    

    
      “But Master… is that all the martial arts you learned from me?”
    

    

    
      I felt sick to my stomach when I called Jangsan Lee, who was so young and innocent compared to me, 'nim'.
    

    

    
      But now, aren't you his disciple?
    

    

    
      After hearing the priests call me 'Master' for two days, I've become quite used to it.
    

    

    
      “Yes! We learned the Samjae Sword Technique, the Thirty-Two Styles, Tai Chi, and the Seven Stars Technique from our Master.”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young answered forcefully.
    

    

    
      The ambassador who fell from the cliff was now in a state of headache.
    

    

    
      There were more than a few things I didn't know that I should have known, so I explained them in detail as much as possible.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin smiled bitterly after hearing the answer.
    

    

    
      'Taekwondo and Chilseongbo in Samjae Geombeop… Haa, really….'
    

    

    
      The most basic of the basic martial arts of the non-partisan faction.
    

    

    
      In particular, one could learn the Samjae Sword Technique and Taegeuk Chuan without formally joining the shamanist sect.
    

    

    
      Even street vendors know how to spread it.
    

    

    
      The only difference is that the posture is clearly defined.
    

    

    
      'I can't let these Dokgo Kang priests learn such trashy martial arts.'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang, who had become Dokgo Jin, gathered his thoughts and spoke confidently while looking into the bright eyes of the priests.
    

    

    
      “From now on, this ambassador will teach you better martial arts.”
    

    

    
      If the priests' martial arts become stronger, wouldn't it be more comfortable for you?
    

    

    
      “Really?”
    

    

    
      “Your Majesty! Do you know a really better martial art?”
    

    

    
      “Wow! Is this real?”
    

    

    
      Four of the priests greeted us with bright smiles.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin felt happier than ever when he saw that sight.
    

    

    
      'Those guys really like it.'
    

    

    
      That was when.
    

    

    
      “Oh my, now that I look at it, it looks like our ambassador had some kind of hidden martial arts ability.”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak came into the yard with Yeong-ho-cho, twisting the corners of his lips as if he found it funny.
    

    

    
      The faces of the other priests, including Cheol Woo-young, darkened.
    

    

    
      “Let’s hear what kind of martial arts you’re going to teach me, Ambassador.”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak raised his chin and said with a sneer.
    

    

    
      “That’s it….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who was trying to answer confidently, trailed off.
    

    

    
      I knew a lot of martial arts.
    

    

    
      I could say more than twenty things in one breath.
    

    

    
      However, the martial arts he knew were different from the martial arts of the shamans. Most of them were killing techniques, hegemony techniques, and demonic techniques.
    

    

    
      The gap in level was too big.
    

    

    
      If priests today tried to learn such martial arts, their blood and energy would become entangled and their bodies would be ruined.
    

    

    
      I don't know anything about the martial arts of Jeongpa.
    

    

    
      In the end, I just roughly glossed over it.
    

    

    
      “I will learn it later and teach it to you.”
    

    

    
      Then I glanced at the priests, thinking they would look disappointed.
    

    

    
      However, the eyes of the four priests, excluding Sajonghak and Yeonghocho, were still sparkling with anticipation.
    

    

    
      “If the ambassador teaches me, I will study hard!”
    

    

    
      “Please teach me some really cool martial arts, Master!”
    

    

    
      “The ambassador is the best!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin smiled broadly without realizing it.
    

    

    
      I really liked all the priests, except for two.
    

    

    
      “Huh. Are you kidding me? You’re trying to scam the priests without even knowing it.”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak sneered and mocked.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin felt upset.
    

    

    
      What's wrong with a guy who'd explode with a snap of a finger?
    

    

    
      But the current self was not Ma Cheon-jon.
    

    

    
      He was just a seventeen-year-old patient who had difficulty even walking, let alone running.
    

    

    
      But I didn't want to look discouraged, so I spoke coldly.
    

    

    
      “When did I ever cheat? I said I would learn and teach you.”
    

    

    
      In the meantime, Sa Jong-hak, who had come up close to me, made a face and urged me softly.
    

    

    
      “Stop talking nonsense and get better soon. That way we won’t have a hard time. It’s just us who are having a really hard time because you’re lying down.”
    

    

    
      Akmun Dokgo Jin glared at Sa Jong-hak with a flushed face.
    

    

    
      When we stood close together, he seemed taller than me and his body felt sturdy.
    

    

    
      "you…."
    

    

    
      “Fuck, you fell off a cliff and turned around… If you don’t want to get hit, then look down. You don’t think I’ll let it go just because it hurts, do you?”
    

    

    
      “…….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin's clenched fist trembled.
    

    

    
      'What the hell have these kids done?'
    

    

    
      It seemed like I had suffered worse than I had heard.
    

    

    
      Well, from the priests' point of view, they couldn't say anything harsh because they had to save face.
    

    

    
      At that moment, Lee Jang-san's voice flew into the back of my head.
    

    

    
      “What's going on?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin turned his head back.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san was coming out of the room with his back bent over.
    

    

    
      He said he wasn't feeling well lately, but it seemed he was feeling worse than he thought.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin felt angry when he saw Jangsan.
    

    

    
      'That kid! How on earth did he manage his disciples?'
    

    

    
      But Sa Jong-hak turned around and smiled.
    

    

    
      “It’s nothing, Master. It’s just that the Grand Master is teaching the disciples a new martial art.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was dumbfounded by Sa Jong-hak's sudden change in attitude.
    

    

    
      Is this how you've been deceiving your master all this time?
    

    

    
      “A new martial art? Is it true, Jin-ah?”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san asked with a surprised expression, not knowing the speed.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was even more annoyed by Jangsan Lee’s appearance.
    

    

    
      'I guess you don't know what's going on among your disciples.'
    

    

    
      But now, rather than worrying about that, it was more important to solve the situation in front of me.
    

    

    
      “That… he said he would teach me later when I learned great martial arts.”
    

    

    
      “Really? Well, you’re an ambassador, so you have to take good care of the priests.”
    

    

    
      Knock, knock, knock… .
    

    

    
      As soon as he finished speaking, Lee Jang-san coughed several times, wiped the blood from the corner of his mouth, and sighed.
    

    

    
      “Whew, you guys are having a hard time because this master is so incompetent. The only martial arts he really knows are the Samjae Sword Technique of the Wudang School, Tai Chi, and Chilseongbo….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked at Jangsan Lee with a haggard face with a look of newness.
    

    

    
      'But does that mean he wasn't a fake master?'
    

    

    
      He said, 'I know martial arts well.'
    

    

    
      It means that he knows other martial arts as well.
    

    

    
      However, it was said that he did not teach anything other than 'martial arts that he properly knew'.
    

    

    
      It was a wise choice for Lee Jang-san not to teach his disciples the martial arts he knew so well.
    

    

    
      For young disciples, such martial arts skills would only be harmful.
    

    

    
      “Take it easy today and rest. It looks like it’s going to rain since it’s cloudy.”
    

    

    
      Jangsan Lee, looking at the sky, said this, then turned around and went back into the room.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin narrowed his eyes as he looked at his back.
    

    

    
      'He may not be capable, but he seems to treat children with sincerity.'
    

    

    
      As Jangsan Lee entered the room and the door closed, Sajonghak turned his head towards Dokgojin.
    

    

    
      “Ambassador, can I see you for a moment? I have something to say.”
    

    

    
      'Why that guy?'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who felt embarrassed, pretended not to know and answered.
    

    

    
      “Say it here.”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak's eyes grew cold.
    

    

    
      “It’s a bit awkward to say this in front of the kids.”
    

    

    
      “Is this something that priests shouldn’t hear?”
    

    

    
      “I know you well….”
    

    

    
      “What can’t be said between brothers?”
    

    

    
      “Oh, shit, really….”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak, who turned his head slightly and swore in an irritated manner, stuck his head out towards Dokgo Jin and growled softly.
    

    

    
      “Are you really asking because you don’t know? Follow me when I say something nice.”
    

    

    
      “You don’t like it?”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak's eyes widened slightly at the unexpected answer.
    

    

    
      “What? You don’t like… it?”
    

    

    
      “I’m not feeling well.”
    

    

    
      The Dokgo Jin of today is not the Dokgo Jin of the past.
    

    

    
      Although it was difficult to even swing my arms and legs, I couldn't be pushed back by the momentum of a younger guy, even if I broke when I was younger.
    

    

    
      You have to have pride.
    

    

    
      Thud! Thud!
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak, who had come close, pretended to push with his hand, clenched his fist, and hit Dokgo Jin's chest.
    

    

    
      Yeonghocho stood next to Sajonghak and cleverly blocked the gazes of Cheolwooyoung and Docheoksan.
    

    

    
      It wasn't something I'd done once or twice.
    

    

    
      “Do you really want to try it?”
    

    

    
      The eyes of the four-legged eagle, growling softly, flashed with venom.
    

    

    
      “Do you think I can’t hit you just because you’re in front of the kids?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin took a step back and frowned.
    

    

    
      'Fuck.'
    

    

    
      I knew what the two men were going to do and tried to avoid them. But my body, which hadn't recovered, wouldn't listen to me.
    

    

    
      I had barely turned halfway when a fist struck my chest.
    

    

    
      It was quite a sharp punch for a seventeen-year-old kid. Fortunately, I had some insight so I didn't hit too hard.
    

    

    
      'We'll see, you guys.'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin piled up today's events in his mind like a tower.
    

    

    
      The tone of voice matched the intensity and the amount of money. He was determined to collect the debt, including the interest.
    

    

    
      “Director, what are you doing?”
    

    

    
      “Ambassador, are you okay?”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young and Do Cheok-san approached, shouting. Jin So-ha and So Kyung-hwan followed behind with anxious expressions.
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak accepted it while mumbling.
    

    

    
      “What are you doing, Inma? I guess the ambassador is not feeling well. Isn’t that right, ambassador?”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young bit his lip and turned his gaze to Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was quite sore where he was hit, but he pretended like nothing happened.
    

    

    
      “Don’t worry, I’m fine. Do you think the director was trying to hit me?”
    

    

    
      “But before that too….”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young was worried about the overly gentle ambassador, so he tried to say one more thing but trailed off.
    

    

    
      If I said, 'I got hit by Director Lee,' I thought Director Lee would feel embarrassed.
    

    

    
      Instead, I looked into private studies.
    

    

    
      “Director, if you keep doing that to a sick Ambassador, I won’t tolerate it either.”
    

    

    
      “Where did this kid come from….”
    

    

    
      “If Director Lee said that to Ambassador Daesahyeong, then there’s no reason for me to not do it, right?”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak suddenly became annoyed.
    

    

    
      Until Dokgo Jin fell off the cliff, he had never been able to protest so openly.
    

    

    
      But after this incident, something was changing little by little.
    

    

    
      Of course, if they fought, Cheol Woo-young would be no match for him. Even though the difference wasn't that big, he could still knock him down.
    

    

    
      The problem is that Cheol Woo-young is more of a toxic person than Yeong-ho-cho. He will keep attacking you even if he gets hit a few more times, so you have to be prepared to get hurt yourself.
    

    

    
      Even if you hit ten times, if you get hit once or twice, it's only a loss.
    

    

    
      'Ha! Did these kids eat something wrong? Or maybe… they know what happened that day…?'
    

    

    
      At that point, Sa Jong-hak, whose feet were numb, took a step back.
    

    

    
      “Okay, okay. If someone saw me, they’d think I was trying to hit the ambassador.”
    

    

    
      He turned around after muttering a few words in a coquettish tone.
    

    

    
      “Then I’ll see you later, Ambassador.”
    

    

    
      He waved his hand dryly to Dokgo Jin and left with Yeongho Elementary School.
    

    

    
      Only then did Cheol Woo-young, Do Cheok-san, Jin So-ha, and So Gyeong-hwan approach Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      “Don’t worry too much, Ambassador. We’re on your side.”
    

    

    
      Following Jinsoha, Docheoksan said with a smile.
    

    

    
      “If Director Lee tries to hit me again, I’ll take the hit instead. I don’t feel pain very well, so it’s okay if I get hit.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin's heart ached slightly.
    

    

    
      It felt unfamiliar.
    

    

    
      A feeling I never felt when I lived alone.
    

    

    
      'Oh, these guys. They really make my heart ache.'
    

    

    
      Thanks to that, Dokgo Jin felt relieved and smiled faintly.
    

    

    
      “I’m fine. And I’m going to teach you guys some really cool martial arts.”
    

    

    
      The priests' faces also brightened.
    

    

    
      Thud, thud, thud… .
    

    

    
      Raindrops began to fall one by one from the sky.
    

    

    
      “Let’s go inside, it’s raining.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin urged the priests and turned around himself.
    

    

    
      'I don't know how those kids will turn out.'
    

    

    
      The Sajonghak he saw had a sinister and persistent personality.
    

    

    
      He wasn't the kind of guy who would give up easily just because he backed down this time.
    

    

    
      Even the man named Yeonghocho, who rarely spoke, had poison flowing from his eyes.
    

    

    
      The only difference from the four major studies is that the nature of the poison is closer to speculation.
    

    

    
      Maybe they won't have to wait long.
    

    

    
      Like a mosquito in the bushes that cannot stand the smell of blood and spreads its wings.
    

    

    
      'I guess I'll have to deal with those guys first.'
    

  
    

    
      Episode 3
    

    

    

    

    

    

    
      Bad expectations are damned good.
    

    

    
      This time was no exception.
    

    

    
      That night.
    

    

    
      It's time to go to the back yard.
    

    

    
      “Director Lee, please take care of it.”
    

    

    
      Yeonghocho spoke, his poisonous eyes shining in the moonlight, half-buried in the shadows.
    

    

    
      "now?"
    

    

    
      Nod nod.
    

    

    
      “Then tell him to come to my room.”
    

    

    
      “…….”
    

    

    
      No matter what anyone says, you have more power within your own territory.
    

    

    
      Why don't they say that even a puppy barks at a tiger in front of its own house?
    

    

    
      Of course, he himself was not a puppy. However, Dokgo Jin was clearly still a puppy.
    

    

    
      Youngho Elementary School also thought of him as a puppy.
    

    

    
      “No, come with me.”
    

    

    
      “Tell the director to come.”
    

    

    
      “The director will be angry.”
    

    

    
      “Or so.”
    

    

    
      Anyway, I can't back out now.
    

    

    
      If you back off here, I'll treat you like 'rice'.
    

    

    
      'If I get pushed around by guys like these, I won't be able to survive in the world of martial arts.'
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak became furious when he heard the news from Yeong Ho-cho.
    

    

    
      “What? This son of a bitch!”
    

    

    
      He didn't want to go to Dokgo Jin's room.
    

    

    
      He had no intention of following what the man under his feet said.
    

    

    
      “Should I say I’m not going? The third and fifth brothers might be there with me.”
    

    

    
      But when I heard Younghocho's words, my mind changed.
    

    

    
      Not going was a blow to my pride.
    

    

    
      “Huh! No problem. Let’s go.”
    

    

    
      A life-giving light flashed in the eyes of the scholar who answered.
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak went to find Dokgo Jin with the intention of living with Yeong-ho-cho in his heart.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin sat alone in the room and greeted the two.
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak frowned, as if it was strange to be alone.
    

    

    
      But soon he said with a very angry expression.
    

    

    
      “I was just going to see you, so why didn’t you come? Do I really have to come here?”
    

    

    
      “When you say you want to see me, you don’t mean you want to see my face, right? You’re looking at me right now, right?”
    

    

    
      “Huh! Do you think you’re some kind of great person when you say you’re the ambassador?”
    

    

    
      “The important thing is that I am the ambassador and you are my priest.”
    

    

    
      “Huh.”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak snickered and approached Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      “It’s definitely different. Before, no matter what I said, you’d be scared and turn away.”
    

    

    
      Was it like that?
    

    

    
      Is that why you say such derogatory things without hesitation?
    

    

    
      'What a stupid kid, living with that kind of guy.'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was annoyed at the owner of his body.
    

    

    
      If only he had played his role as ambassador properly, he wouldn't have ended up in this situation.
    

    

    
      “Did I do that?”
    

    

    
      “Yeah, you little punk.”
    

    

    
      Shhh!
    

    

    
      A foot flew in in an instant, accompanied by a curse.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had been preparing, turned his body and swatted away the flying foot with his hand.
    

    

    
      But it wasn't enough to completely block the powerful kick.
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak grew up rough from a young age, so he was physically stronger and bigger than Dokgo Jin, and he was also stronger.
    

    

    
      So that's what it felt like up until now.
    

    

    
      'shit!'
    

    

    
      Gulp, Dokgo Jin, who was pushed out, gritted his teeth and glared at Sa Jong-hak.
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak was approaching with his fist clenched.
    

    

    
      'You came here on purpose.'
    

    

    
      I couldn't just sit by and let this happen.
    

    

    
      Although he was inferior in strength and stamina, he was far superior in fighting experience.
    

    

    
      Of course, the results will vary depending on how much this body moves.
    

    

    
      “But don’t worry, I’ll turn you back into a scared little dog.”
    

    

    
      The scholar who had made a joke swung his fist.
    

    

    
      His fists were sharp for a seventeen-year-old. They weren't skills he had learned simply through street fighting.
    

    

    
      It was even more different from Tai Chi.
    

    

    
      Perhaps, in addition to the martial arts of the Four Gates, he had also learned other martial arts from over his shoulders.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin barely managed to avoid Sa Jong-hak’s fist and block it. He could see it with his eyes, but his body did not move as he wanted.
    

    

    
      Still, I was able to dodge or block the first few times without getting hit.
    

    

    
      What was unfortunate was that although there were gaps everywhere, they were busy avoiding them, making it difficult to counterattack.
    

    

    
      Moreover, even though I blocked it, the shock was not small, so I felt pain here and there.
    

    

    
      'Damn. It's so even. Why is my body so soft?'
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak's expression was also distorted.
    

    

    
      “This fucking X….”
    

    

    
      Evil offered as his own fists continued to miss.
    

    

    
      “You loach! Try to avoid this too!”
    

    

    
      He shouted and swung his fist even faster.
    

    

    
      The intensity has increased, and the sharpness has also doubled. In addition, the well-structured attack has instantly pushed Dokgo Jin into a crisis.
    

    

    
      Plop! Plop!
    

    

    
      Eventually, his fists struck Dokgo Jin's body three or four times in a row.
    

    

    
      'Ugh! Shit!'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin swallowed a groan inside.
    

    

    
      I twisted my body to avoid the vital spot, but I couldn't avoid the pain.
    

    

    
      I had a hard time breathing after being hit in the side with a powerful fist.
    

    

    
      ‘This damn bastard is really…!’
    

    

    
      Then a strong kick came flying in and he was stuck in the boat.
    

    

    
      puck!
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin's body, which had been pushed back, hit the wall.
    

    

    
      thud!
    

    

    
      “Ugh.”
    

    

    
      “Kekekeke. How does it taste, you cowardly bird?”
    

    

    
      As the attack was successful, Sa Jong-hak, who had been making jokes, approached Dokgo Jin in a relaxed posture.
    

    

    
      I've bowed my head to this extent before because I'm so used to being so innocent. I thought it would be natural for me to do the same this time.
    

    

    
      “If you don’t want to get screwed, get on your knees.”
    

    

    
      At that moment, Dokgo Jin, who had been gritting his teeth and enduring the pain, lowered his body and leapt forward to counterattack.
    

    

    
      ‘I’m this kid…!’
    

    

    
      “Huh?”
    

    

    
      The startled Sa Jong-hak's eyes widened.
    

    

    
      'The best Heavenly King, Inma!'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin pretended to hit his side with his right hand, and when Sa Jong-hak reflexively lowered his hand, he raised his left hand.
    

    

    
      It didn't have any aerodynamics. Its speed was also slow, like that of a snail, compared to its original size.
    

    

    
      However, it was an attack that applied the so-called Baektasansu (百打散手) technique.
    

    

    
      A fast, strong, square, and relentless chain attack.
    

    

    
      Baektasansu was particularly effective in close combat.
    

    

    
      Suddenly.
    

    

    
      "100 million!"
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak staggered back after being hit in the jaw.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin ran towards Sa Jong-hak and swung both his fists with all his might.
    

    

    
      ‘Where did you come from, you cheeky little brat…!’
    

    

    
      Pubber pubber.
    

    

    
      The previous Dokgo Jin had also learned martial arts from Jangsan Lee for five years.
    

    

    
      I also made a lot of secret efforts to avoid being taken advantage of by Sa Jong-hak.
    

    

    
      That was also why Dokgo Kang felt okay after examining Dokgo Jin's body.
    

    

    
      Moreover, he was no longer the weak-hearted Dokgo Jin of before.
    

    

    
      Every single blow, every single blow, the punches struck Sa Jong-hak's body without hesitation.
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak, who was flustered by the unexpected situation, waved his hands wildly and tried to push Dokgo Jin away.
    

    

    
      “This dog…!”
    

    

    
      Boom! Boom!
    

    

    
      “Fuck… bah… ugh!”
    

    

    
      Pubberbuck.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who took the opportunity, did not stop throwing punches. He continued swinging his fists even as he was getting hit.
    

    

    
      He would hit once and then hit again, and sometimes he would hit twice and then hit again.
    

    

    
      It wasn't even a proper match, it was more like a dogfight.
    

    

    
      How dare the Heavenly King fight like street kids!
    

    

    
      But then what? First, you have to kill the opponent's spirit.
    

    

    
      Eventually, I got tired and grabbed her waist and pulled her.
    

    

    
      'Huk, huk, huk. My body is weak, my stamina is weak... Oh my, really!'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin clenched his teeth and held on with all his might, occasionally swinging his fists.
    

    

    
      “This little X-sized kid…. What is he trying to do now….”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak also tried to throw Dokgo Jin off by hitting him with his elbows, punching him, and pushing him with all his might, all the while swearing.
    

    

    
      “This little shit…! Won’t you let me go?!”
    

    

    
      Yeonghocho, who came to his senses late, rushed in.
    

    

    
      “Stop it!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was prepared to take a few hits from Yeongho Cho and only aimed for Sa Jong-hak.
    

    

    
      But surprisingly, Yeonghocho did not attack Dokgo Jin, but simply grabbed his body and pushed him back.
    

    

    
      As soon as he had some free time, Sa Jong-hak started having fits.
    

    

    
      “This son of a bitch! I’ll kill you!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, whose upper body was unnatural due to the Younghocho, stretched out his legs to block Sa Jong-hak's approach.
    

    

    
      He glared and shouted.
    

    

    
      “Wow! Come here, you punk! Let go of this, Younghocho! Don’t let go?!”
    

    

    
      That was when.
    

    

    
      Rattling!
    

    

    
      The door opened wide and Do Cheok-san and Cheol Woo-young rushed in.
    

    

    
      “Ambassador!”
    

    

    
      “Stop! Brother Lee, if you do that one more time, I said I won’t stay still!”
    

    

    
      The fight stopped when Cheol Woo-young and Do Cheok-san came in.
    

    

    
      The room was a mess, and Sa Jong-hak and Dokgo Jin's faces were a mess.
    

    

    
      Perhaps it was because Sa Jong-hak's face was so messed up that the uproar didn't get any bigger.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young and Do Cheok-san did not rush to Sa Jong-hak after seeing his burst face.
    

    

    
      ‘What? Could it be that Ambassador Lee is Director Lee…?’
    

    

    
      'Wow! Our ambassador has changed!'
    

    

    
      The two surprised people looked back and forth between Dokgo Jin and Sa Jong Hak.
    

    

    
      At that time, Dokgo Jin wiped the blood from his lips and said.
    

    

    
      “It’s nothing. It’s just that the fight with the second son has become a bit extreme.”
    

    

    
      Sajonghak only continued to argue and did not refute the argument.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin turned his head and waved his hand while looking at Sa Jong-hak.
    

    

    
      “You should go now. I think you’ve said everything you wanted to say.”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak felt a fire rising in his chest.
    

    

    
      But they bit their teeth and gritted their teeth inside. They didn't know if they would be defeated if Cheol Woo-young and Do Cheok-san attacked them.
    

    

    
      “Let’s go, priest.”
    

    

    
      He eventually left the room with Younghocho.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin only then sat down on the chair. Only then did he feel the pain in his face and various parts of his body.
    

    

    
      'How are you, Dokgo Jin? Even though you're sick, are you feeling okay? From now on, I won't let you live your life being taken advantage of.'
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      I can't keep living like this, being bullied by a puppy like Sa Jong-hak.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin first created a systematic training plan.
    

    

    
      The first step was body modification.
    

    

    
      Along with that, I couldn't help but worry about aerodynamic enhancement.
    

    

    
      The basics were well laid, but it was not enough to learn the ultimate martial arts.
    

    

    
      So I started practicing Baektasansu again, which I had learned from my master seventy years ago.
    

    

    
      Baektasansu was the pinnacle of the enemy's martial arts, capable of attacking and defending in any position.
    

    

    
      However, in order to learn Baektasansu, you have to work your whole body hard, and in the process, your bones, joints, and muscles will inevitably be remodeled.
    

    

    
      Moreover, as I went through the process, the flow of my true energy improved, which was a great help in training my internal energy.
    

    

    
      Of course, there were also drawbacks.
    

    

    
      It takes a long time to become great at something as it requires repetition thousands or tens of thousands of times.
    

    

    
      Without persistence and determination, it is difficult to see results.
    

    

    
      ‘Whew, I have to do that annoying thing again… .’
    

    

    
      If there was any consolation in the fact that I was not alone like before, it was consolation.
    

    

    
      When Dokgo Jin opened Baektasansu, Cheol Woo-young, Do Cheok-san, Jin So-ha, and So Gyeong-hwan watched with shining eyes.
    

    

    
      It was my first time seeing this pose, but it looked cool for some reason.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked even more so because he was always trying to show off his coolest poses while harboring an ulterior motive.
    

    

    
      “Your Majesty, what kind of martial arts is that?”
    

    

    
      Do Cheok-san couldn't hold back his curiosity and asked.
    

    

    
      “Oh, this is the Baektasansu that I learned when I was young. If you practice it consistently, it’s good for your body and it’s a great help when learning other recipes.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin answered by picking out only the good points.
    

    

    
      The priests pricked up their ears and sparkled their eyes.
    

    

    
      “Excuse me, Ambassador… Shouldn’t we learn too?”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young hesitated and asked in a subtle manner.
    

    

    
      “Do you want to learn too?”
    

    

    
      “Yes! We want to learn too!”
    

    

    
      “Please teach me, Ambassador!”
    

    

    
      The priests answered in chorus.
    

    

    
      The movements didn't look difficult, so I thought I could follow them easily.
    

    

    
      “It may look cool on the outside, but if you keep doing it, it can be quite difficult. Are you still going to learn?”
    

    

    
      “Yes! Even if it’s hard, I can endure it!”
    

    

    
      “I’m really holding back, Ambassador!”
    

    

    
      “If you quit because it’s hard, you’ll get in trouble.”
    

    

    
      “Don’t worry! I will never quit!”
    

    

    
      “If the priests do that, I will scold them!”
    

    

    
      In fact, the reason Dokgo Jin opened Baektasansu in front of the young priests was to get that answer.
    

    

    
      Don't let yourself quit in the middle just because it's hard.
    

    

    
      “Okay. Then I’ll teach you.”
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      “Wow! Thank you, Ambassador!”
    

    

    
      “I will study hard!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin smiled happily after hearing the priests' confident answers.
    

    

    
      'Children. Thanks to these guys, it's less boring.'
    

    

    
      From that day on, the priests followed Dokgo Jin and practiced Baektasansu.
    

    

    
      If there was anything lacking, Dokgo Jin would point it out and teach me.
    

    

    
      The young priests found the Baektasansu training more difficult than they had thought, but their hearts were happier than ever.
    

    

    
      Learning new martial arts.
    

    

    
      That alone was reason enough to sweat.
    

    

    
      On the other hand, Sajonghak found that appearance laughable.
    

    

    
      Who teaches whom on this topic?
    

    

    
      The Dokgo Jin he knew was a coward and weakling.
    

    

    
      After falling off a cliff, his head went crazy and his personality changed, but he could still destroy anything he wanted.
    

    

    
      I was shocked to hear that such a person was teaching priests.
    

    

    
      Besides, when I looked at it briefly, it seemed like the herbivores were simple and child's play.
    

    

    
      He paid no attention to the priests' training, and after breakfast he went out to the village with Yeonghocho.
    

    

    
      Master Jangsan Lee would sometimes come out and watch his disciples practice.
    

    

    
      He didn't stop him even though he was learning martial arts that he hadn't taught him.
    

    

    
      Anyway, he couldn't teach anymore.
    

    

    
      If there was one more thing I could learn, I had to learn it. If I wanted to go out into the world of martial arts and survive for a long time.
    

    

    
      Moreover, the method that Dokgo Jin was teaching felt unusual.
    

    

    
      I thought that if the young disciples studied hard, it would be helpful when they went out into the world.
    

    

    
      'But where did you learn that?'
    

    

    
      Cool, cool.
    

    

    
      He looked puzzled, coughed, and turned away.
    

    

    
      Every time I coughed, I saw blood on my hands, and it seemed like my health was getting worse.
    

    

    
      'Well, I wish I had learned it somewhere. If only I could become stronger… .'
    

    

    
      He smiled bitterly and entered the room so as not to disturb his disciples.
    

    

    
      ‘I have to hold out until the kids grow up…’
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who was standing in the yard, sighed as he looked at the back of Jangsan Lee.
    

    

    
      'Haa, at this rate, I'll have to take on the role of master as well?'
    

    

    
      The only good thing is that teaching priests is fun in its own way.
    

    

    
      I pushed him quite hard, and he kept up well even though he was sweating profusely and having a hard time.
    

    

    
      'What wonderful guys… .'
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      Seven days after the clash between the four schools.
    

    

    
      That day too, Dokgo Jin practiced Baektasansu after dinner.
    

    

    
      When he finished his training around midnight, he went into his room and used his energy to control his vital energy.
    

    

    
      Only ten years of experience.
    

    

    
      It was still so weak that I couldn't even send a message. But I wasn't disappointed and practiced the exercises at least twice a day.
    

    

    
      But when the time came,
    

    

    
      The door opened slowly and someone came in silently.
    

    

    
      As I turned my head and carefully closed the door, the face of the person who opened the door was faintly visible in the moonlight.
    

    

    
      It was a private school.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who was sitting cross-legged with his eyes closed, did not move an inch as if he did not know that Sa Jong-hak had come in.
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak chuckled at the sight.
    

    

    
      “That stupid kid is studying the basics really hard.”
    

    

    
      He approached Dokgo Jin, laughing in a soft voice.
    

    

    
      “What great secret method could a low-level disciple of the shaman sect have taught you? It would be better to learn how to swing your fists and work harder to learn that.”
    

    

    
      He stopped right in front of Dokgo Jin and fiddled with his fist in front of his chest.
    

    

    
      “I tried to hold back as much as possible, but I can’t stand it anymore because those little shits are ignoring me.”
    

    

    
      He chuckled again and brought his face close to Dokgo Jin, who was motionless.
    

    

    
      “Dokgo Jin, I hate you for pretending to be good when you’re an orphan with nothing to show for it. I want to kill you. Because of you, I always get blamed.”
    

    

    
      A fresh blue murderous look flashed in his eyes as he spoke softly, almost growling.
    

    

    
      “So, I plan on finishing it off today, you piece of shit!”
    

    

    
      He suddenly put strength into his fist and raised it towards Dokgo Jin's chin.
    

    

    
      Boohoo!
    

    

    
      Just before his determinedly swung fist reached Dokgo Jin's jaw, Dokgo Jin's head automatically turned back.
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak hesitated because he knew that Dokgo Jin's head was not broken by his own fist.
    

    

    
      "uh?"
    

    

    
      At that moment, Dokgo Jin, with his head tilted back, fell backwards.
    

    

    
      Then he rolled over to the side.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin quickly rolled over twice and got up, hitting the floor with his left hand.
    

    

    
      'Whew, that almost happened.'
    

    

    
      At the end of the exercise, someone came in.
    

    

    
      When I heard the voice, it was Sa Jong-hak.
    

    

    
      But he couldn't move.
    

    

    
      The mind method he was using was a mind method of a much more profound level than what Sajonghak thought.
    

    

    
      The problem is that the physical condition is so poor. It is like thin ice that will crack even with the slightest touch.
    

    

    
      Even if you suddenly stop your movement, you won't be able to avoid serious damage.
    

    

    
      If Sajonghak had taken action right away, he would have been helpless.
    

    

    
      But Sa Jong-hak wasted a thousand precious hours laughing at him.
    

    

    
      Thanks to that, I was able to dodge Sa Jong-hak's punch just in time.
    

    

    
      It just grazed the tip of my nose, but it wasn't a big shock.
    

    

    
      'I almost got hit while sitting down.'
    

    

    
      But there was no time to think any further. Sa Jong-hak was rushing in.
    

    

    
      “You son of a bitch! That’s where your luck ends!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin took one step back and turned his body to the side to avoid Sa Jong-hak's attack.
    

    

    
      When Sa Jong-hak missed the second attack, he instinctively crouched down to prepare for the attack.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin sneered at the sight.
    

    

    
      “Why is that little boy talking so much? He wasn’t looking out for me, was he? Or is his mouth always that light? Well, I’m glad I didn’t get hit.”
    

    

    
      “This dog is ...!”
    

    

    
      Only then did Sa Jong-hak realize what had happened and his face turned red.
    

    

    
      “Good, damn it! To be honest, I also felt a little uneasy about beating up a guy with his eyes closed.”
    

    

    
      “Ha! That’s funny, you punk. Did you swing your fist with all your might because you felt uneasy?”
    

    

    
      “Die, you brat!”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak rushed in again.
    

    

    
      This time, Dokgo Jin did not avoid it either.
    

    

    
      It wasn't something that could be avoided.
    

    

    
      It was so poisonous that it could attack a person who was flying. I didn't know when something like that would happen again.
    

    

    
      I had to use this opportunity to break his spirit and make sure he never thought of that again.
    

    

    
      He's not the type of person to be easily discouraged.
    

    

    
      “Okay! Let’s finish it today!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin waved both his hands as they faced each other.
    

    

    
      In the darkness, the two people's fists exchanged rapidly.
    

    

    
      Bam! Bam! Bam!
    

    

    
      The sounds of attacking and defending, hitting and being hit, also crossed over quickly.
    

    

    
      Bam!
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak's head turned around.
    

    

    
      “Ugh!”
    

    

    
      Phew!
    

    

    
      Even my waist was bent like a shrimp.
    

    

    
      “Ugh!”
    

    

    
      Pubbuk! Papababak!
    

    

    
      Gulp.
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak, who was in a crouching position, staggered back while covering his head with both arms and shook his head.
    

    

    
      'Ugh. Hey, what happened?'
    

    

    
      Just a few days ago, when I got hit once, I got hit twice.
    

    

    
      But today, it was difficult to hit even one when getting hit twice.
    

    

    
      Moreover, every time I was hit, my body shook with a strong impact.
    

    

    
      Even he, who was confident in Matt's house, could no longer endure it and eventually had to step down.
    

    

    
      'How could this innocent little brat…?!'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin ran towards him, who was fed up.
    

    

    
      “Why are you backing down? You have to see it through to the end!”
    

    

    
      'Huh!'
    

    

    
      The startled Sa Jong-hak instinctively stepped back, kicked open the door, and ran outside.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin didn't chase after them.
    

    

    
      “Ha, that kid. He runs away quickly.”
    

    

    
      I was just trying to beat him enough to not die.
    

    

    
      Still, I didn't regret it too much.
    

    

    
      Even if I get kicked out, I won't be able to act recklessly for a while.
    

    

    
      “Ambassador!”
    

    

    
      “Ambassador brother!”
    

    

    
      When the priests heard that a fight had broken out, they rushed into the room.
    

    

    
      Looking at Dokgo Jin with eyes full of worry, you and I asked each other.
    

    

    
      “What happened a little while ago?”
    

    

    
      “By any chance… Is Director Lee here again…?”
    

    

    
      “But why did Director Lee run out of the house?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin spoke honestly.
    

    

    
      “Oh, I was a little upset.”
    

    

    
      “…….”
    

    

    
      “It’s true, Inma.”
    

    

    
      At that moment, something flowed out of Dokgo Jin's nose.
    

    

    
      As a warm feeling spread across his lips, Dokgo Jin absentmindedly licked his upper lip with his tongue.
    

    

    
      Salty yet spicy taste.
    

    

    
      It was coffee.
    

    

    
      “Oh, shit….”
    

    

    
      Was it because of the blow that grazed the tip of my nose earlier?
    

    

    
      The priests looked at the archbishop with worried eyes as he bled profusely from his nose.
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      It was quiet for a while after that happened.
    

    

    
      As if he didn't want to run into Dokgo Jin, the student of Sajonghak, he went out right after breakfast and came back around dinner time.
    

    

    
      Sometimes I would eat dinner out and come back late at night, and there were days when I wouldn't come home at all.
    

    

    
      The priests were of the opinion that it was better.
    

    

    
      It was better than having trouble because of private studies.
    

    

    
      It was after seven days had passed.
    

    

    
      The sun had set and it was time for dinner, but Sajonghak and Yeonghocho had not returned.
    

    

    
      Recently, there were days when he didn't come in, so Jang-san Lee and his brothers didn't think much about it.
    

    

    
      So that day, we ended up having dinner without both of them.
    

    

    
      That evening.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who was practicing yoga in his room, narrowed his eyes when he heard noises outside.
    

    

    
      It seemed like Sajonghak and Yeonghocho had arrived.
    

    

    
      If that were all, nothing would have happened.
    

    

    
      But then I heard a raspy sound, like the wind. It sounded like a person groaning.
    

    

    
      'What? Did you get hurt while going outside?'
    

    

    
      He got up, frowning, opened the door, and went outside.
    

    

    
      There was a man sitting next to me on the inside of the door.
    

    

    
      “Ugh….”
    

    

    
      The groan was the sound that came from him.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin's eyes widened when he saw him.
    

    

    
      “Youngho Elementary School?”
    

    

    
      Unlike Sa Jong-hak, Yeong Ho-cho didn't drink much. He didn't collapse because he was drunk.
    

    

    
      Besides, he rarely groaned.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin approached Youngho Elementary School and asked.
    

    

    
      “What happened?”
    

    

    
      Yeonghocho opened his mouth with difficulty, panting.
    

    

    
      “In… Master’s room….”
    

    

    
      "what?"
    

    

    
      “Director… Hurry up….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had an ominous feeling, turned around and ran to Jangsan Lee's room.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin opened the door and opened his eyes wide to see Jangsan Lee lying in the darkness.
    

    

    
      "this!"
    

    

    
      Startled, he ran into the room.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san, who had been lying down, raised his head with difficulty.
    

    

    
      “Is this…Jin…?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had been looking at Jangsan in a hurry, carefully picked him up.
    

    

    
      “Are you okay?”
    

    

    
      In a rush, I tried to say, "Are you okay?" but then changed my tone.
    

    

    
      “Ugh, put me to bed….”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san said with a groan.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin hugged Jangsan and laid him on the bed.
    

    

    
      “What happened? Is it a private affair?”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san made a bitter expression at Dokgo Jin's question.
    

    

    
      While I was reading a book, Sa Jong-hak came in.
    

    

    
      “What's going on?”
    

    

    
      “It’s not something else… I have something to tell you.”
    

    

    
      "okay?"
    

    

    
      Jangsan Lee offered the seat without thinking too much.
    

    

    
      “Sit down.”
    

    

    
      “Yes, Master….”
    

    

    
      But Sa Jong-hak, who had come closer, pretended to speak and then waved something around.
    

    

    
      Jangsan Lee, who was hit in the head, lost consciousness and fell down.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin came in just as he was coming to his senses.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san turned his head, looked at the display case, and sighed.
    

    

    
      The bottom of the display case was a mess. All the items inside had been taken out.
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      “Whew, it looks like that guy… took the money.”
    

    

    
      “Money?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin didn't feel particularly serious about money, but it was very important to Jangsan Lee.
    

    

    
      During that time, he saved and saved the money his disciples had earned.
    

    

    
      I had to spend it to get through the winter, and since I wasn't feeling well, there were a lot of places where I had to spend money.
    

    

    
      But that money was gone.
    

    

    
      What's more problematic is that some of that money is saved to pay off debt.
    

    

    
      “Yeah. I guess things might get a little tricky.”
    

    

    
      “그러니까, 사종학, 그 죽일 놈의 새끼가 돈을 훔치려고 사부의 머리를 쳤단 말입니까?”
    

    

    
      “What can I do? It’s all because this master taught me wrong….”
    

    

    
      Then other priests came rushing into the room.
    

    

    
      “Master!”
    

    

    
      “Ambassador, what happened?”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san waved his hand with difficulty.
    

    

    
      “I’m fine, you guys go back to your rooms.”
    

    

    
      “Master….”
    

    

    
      “Oh, I said go quickly. This master has something to say to Jin-ah.”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young and Do Cheok-san glanced at Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin nodded and comforted the priests.
    

    

    
      “Master needs some rest, so go to your room.”
    

    

    
      Only then did the priests leave the room with worried expressions on their faces.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked at Jangsan Mountain again.
    

    

    
      “What are you going to do? Shouldn’t we catch Sa Jong-hak?”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san shook his head with a complicated expression.
    

    

    
      “He must have run away far away, how can we catch him? Just leave him alone. It’s not meant to be.”
    

    

    
      “Master….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was displeased with Jang San Lee's attempt to forgive Sa Jong Hak.
    

    

    
      You're going to forgive the guy who hit his master and stole from him?
    

    

    
      By his standards, that guy should have had all his limbs broken to prevent him from ever doing something like that again.
    

    

    
      No, wouldn't it be better to kill them?
    

    

    
      But Jangsan Lee tried to get up from the bed with an expression of no regrets.
    

    

    
      “Please wake me up.”
    

    

    
      Even though Dokgo Jin was displeased, he still supported Jangsan Lee.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san said, sitting with difficulty.
    

    

    
      “Still, fortunately, they didn’t take anything really important.”
    

    

    
      "yes?"
    

    

    
      “Pick up that little book over there and bring it to me.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked at the place where Jangsan Lee was pointing with his finger.
    

    

    
      A small booklet was visible among the clothes scattered at the bottom of the display case.
    

    

    
      The cover, made of dark leather that looked worn and worn, was frayed at the corners. It wasn't very thick, so it probably wouldn't last very long.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin picked up the book and handed it to Jangsan Lee.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san looked down at the book with eyes filled with a multitude of emotions.
    

    

    
      “I think it’s time now.”
    

    

    
      What do you mean?
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin just looked at Jangsan Lee with a puzzled expression.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san raised his head and said.
    

    

    
      “This was picked up long ago, deep in the ruins of a Taoist temple underground in Mt. Wudang. This master was unable to obtain it due to his lack of ability, but I think you guys might be able to obtain something.”
    

    

    
      The writing on the leather cover was half-erased, but not so much that it was completely illegible.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who was looking at the letters closely, tilted his head.
    

    

    
      'Heavenly... flower work?'
    

    

    
      Is that why the sect was named Cheonhwamun?
    

    

    
      Knock, knock… .
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san, who was coughing again, looked at Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      “Jin-ah, you’re smart, so you can learn this. Learn it yourself and teach it to the kids.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin didn't need any new martial arts. He already knew about twenty of them.
    

    

    
      They were all martial arts of a higher level than the peak, and among them, there were some martial arts of an absolute level that could even reach the Hwagyeong.
    

    

    
      It would be better to have a Heavenly Flower Master who I had never heard of, or not have one at all.
    

    

    
      But, thinking of Jangsan Lee and the priests, I didn't say anything and just listened.
    

    

    
      “I just hope that you don’t forget that you are part of the Wudang faction.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin heard those words and was so upset that he responded with a retort.
    

    

    
      “Would the arrogant shamans even accept us as their disciples? Let’s just go to Cheonhwamun.”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san smiled bitterly.
    

    

    
      Among the main groups of the Murim Alliance, the Mudangpa boasted the strongest force along with Shaolin and Hwasan.
    

    

    
      He had no reason to care about the insignificant disciples of the collateral line.
    

    

    
      “Whether you admit it or not, the fact that you are part of the nonpartisan faction remains unchanged.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin did not like those words, nor did Jangsan Lee’s attitude toward the shaman.
    

    

    
      What's so great about a shaman that I have to beg to become his disciple?
    

    

    
      He never intended to do that, nor did he want to.
    

    

    
      Rather, I wanted to say a word to Jangsan Lee.
    

    

    
      'I'm not interested in nonpartisanship.'
    

    

    
      But seeing Jangsan Lee, who looked like he was going to die at any moment, struggling to speak, I held back.
    

    

    
      'If I go out into the world of martial arts, I'll get trampled on!'
    

    

    
      On the one hand, I even felt that way.
    

    

    
      At that moment, Cheol Woo-young's voice was heard from outside.
    

    

    
      “What should we do with the ambassador and the priest?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin turned his head toward the door and said.
    

    

    
      “First, move him to his room and treat his wounds.”
    

    

    
      “Yes, Ambassador.”
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who left the room after laying down Lee Jang-san, went to Yeongho Elementary School's room.
    

    

    
      Younghocho was lying on the bed. His head was wrapped in a cloth, and one side of his head was torn and bleeding clearly visible.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked down at him and asked coldly.
    

    

    
      “What happened? Don’t even think about lying. Tell me everything honestly.”
    

    

    
      Yeonghocho opened his mouth with difficulty.
    

    

    
      “Director Lee… said he saw a bag of money in Master’s room… and wanted to steal it and leave this place… I told him not to do that….”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young glared from the side.
    

    

    
      “How can I believe what you say?”
    

    

    
      "sorry…."
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked down at Yeongho Cho, who had his head bowed, with cold eyes.
    

    

    
      I've been thinking about Yeongho Elementary School.
    

    

    
      When a fight broke out in his room, Younghocho did not attack himself, but only held on.
    

    

    
      The priests also did not speak badly of Yeonghocho. They also said that they could not understand why Yeonghocho followed Sajonghak.
    

    

    
      He is a man of few words and has a strong personality, but he is not evil. That was the priests' assessment of Yeongho Elementary School.
    

    

    
      It is fundamentally different from the evil and vicious Sajonghak.
    

    

    
      But seeing him following Sajonghak around, it seemed like there was another reason.
    

    

    
      “Tell me. Why did you come to follow the Fourfold Path?”
    

    

    
      “That’s… Director Lee saved my life before… As for tormenting the Ambassador under Director Lee’s orders… I have nothing to say. I will accept any punishment.”
    

    

    
      Was that so? So you blindly followed the teachings of the Four Great Schools?
    

    

    
      “Then what about now?”
    

    

    
      “As of today, I have repaid all my debt to Director Lee.”
    

    

    
      “Really?”
    

    

    
      “Whether the Ambassador believes it or not, that’s my feeling.”
    

    

    
      If that was true, there was no need to ask Younghocho any further.
    

    

    
      Anyway, the things that had previously tormented Dokgo Jin were things he didn't even know about.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked back at Cheol Woo-young and the priests.
    

    

    
      “What are you guys going to do?”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young answered those words.
    

    

    
      “No matter what you do, I will abide by the ambassador’s decision.”
    

    

    
      Do Cheok-san, Jin So-ha, and So Gyeong-hwan also nodded.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked at Yeongho Elementary School again and asked.
    

    

    
      “Can I believe what you say?”
    

    

    
      “Yes, Ambassador….”
    

    

    
      “Good. You are still Master’s disciple, and you are one of us. From now on, don’t forget that. I won’t bring up the past anymore.”
    

    

    
      “…….”
    

    

    
      “But if you break that promise, you will find out how poisonous a person I am.”
    

    

    
      Yeonghocho's poisonous eyes trembled.
    

    

    
      It seemed that he had never thought that Dokgo Jin would end their relationship so easily.
    

    

    
      "thank you."
    

    

    
      But at the end of his speech, he revealed something unexpected.
    

    

    
      “I should have stopped the brother who tried to harm the ambassador from the cliff before, but I was one step too late and couldn’t do it. I’m sorry.”
    

    

    
      "what?"
    

    

    
      Not only Dokgo Jin, but all the other priests' eyes widened.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young asked urgently.
    

    

    
      “What are you saying? So the reason the ambassador fell off the cliff was because of Sa Jong-hak?”
    

    

    
      “Yes, Samsa-hyung. I never thought that Director Lee would push Daesa-hyung out of there.”
    

    

    
      “Wow!
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young gritted his teeth and cursed, then stopped and looked back at Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      “The ambassador… didn’t know?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin gave a vague answer.
    

    

    
      “I don’t remember what happened back then….”
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      The next morning.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had been lying down, suddenly sat up.
    

    

    
      In his hand was the book that Lee Jang-san had given him yesterday.
    

    

    
      “What is this? Is it okay?”
    

    

    
      He woke up in the morning and read the book that Jangsan Lee had given him.
    

    

    
      I put it in my bosom and forgot about it, but when I opened my eyes, my chest felt heavy. So I took it out and opened it with the intention of reading it.
    

    

    
      But I got the feeling before I even turned the first page.
    

    

    
      It wasn't just okay. It was a really great bunch.
    

    

    
      So much so that even the Heavenly King would be amazed!
    

    

    
      He straightened his posture and read each page carefully.
    

    

    
      The book was only twenty-two pages long, excluding the front and back covers.
    

    

    
      Although it was only the seven techniques of the mind, the long sword, and the sword technique, it was able to rival the highest level of martial arts.
    

    

    
      In particular, the secret method of Cheonhwagong written at the very beginning of the book was not inferior to the secret method of the traditional great sect.
    

    

    
      It wasn't just that it was not lacking, but in some ways it had advantages that were superior to any other method in the world.
    

    

    
      'No, how can you teach martial arts like Samjae Geombeop or Taegeuk Kwon instead of such great martial arts!'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had looked over the book several times, got up and went to find Jangsan Lee.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san was lying down, unable to get up because of what happened yesterday.
    

    

    
      His coughing got worse, and each time he coughed, more blood came out of his gums than before.
    

    

    
      According to Dokgo Kang's experience, one cannot live long with a body like that.
    

    

    
      “How are you?”
    

    

    
      “Don’t worry too much. I’m still good for ten years.”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san said as if nothing had happened.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin noticed his feelings and sighed inwardly.
    

    

    
      ‘Whew, anyway, I’m going to fall for the gentleman…’
    

    

    
      No parent ever tells their child that things are hard.
    

    

    
      Even if you go hungry for several days, you tell your child, "I'm not hungry, so eat."
    

    

    
      That's parents.
    

    

    
      His own master was like that too. Even though he suffered severe internal injuries, he spoke as if he would live a hundred years longer.
    

    

    
      But in the end, he died before he could live past three years.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin changed the subject without breaking Jangsan Lee’s mind.
    

    

    
      “I saw the Thousand-Hwa-Gong you gave me yesterday.”
    

    

    
      “Really? How was it?”
    

    

    
      “Why didn’t you teach me this before?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin asked with a look of incomprehension.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san answered that question for a very simple reason.
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    “That’s because this master lacks ability.”

     



    

    He smiled quietly and took Dokgo Jin's hand.

     



    

    “I leave the rest to you.”

     



    

    “Master….”

     



    

    “I know my limitations. I studied Cheonhwagong, and all I can teach you is the basics.”

     



    

    After hearing those words, Dokgo Jin realized one thing.

     



    

    That the owner of his body and his disciples had learned the basic techniques of Cheonhwagong.

     



    

    ‘Somehow, even though he has little energy, his energy is clear and his danjeon is wide at a young age…’

     



    

    “You can teach the rest to the priests.”

     



    

    Lee Jang-san studied Cheonhwagong in his own way and acquired the basic techniques.

     



    

    Although he did not obtain the essence, he first mastered the technique himself and, after confirming that it did not cause any strain to the body, taught it to his disciples.

     



    

    That was the extent of his abilities.

     



    

    I had no idea about swordsmanship or martial arts.

     



    

    He didn't have the ability to perfectly decipher the Heavenly Flower, and he was too old to try new martial arts.

     



    

    “Jin-ah. This master doesn’t have many desires. I just want you to go out into the world and save your lives.”

     



    

    Dokgo Jin looked really frustrated with Jangsan Lee.

     



    

    Even with this great martial arts experience, you're content to live an ordinary life.

     



    

    ‘If you learn it properly, you will be able to become a top martial artist, gain fame, and make money…’

     



    

    But as if he had seen into his mind, Jangsan Lee said:

     



    

    “I hope you don’t look too high. If you start looking high, then misfortune will come.”

     



    

    Dokgo Jin didn't like those words.

     



    

    “If you’re going to go out into the world of martial arts, shouldn’t you look up high?”

     



    

    “How high do you want to climb?”

     



    

    “As for me… if I’m going to do it, I want to go all the way to the top.”

     



    

    Dokgo Jin answered with Dokgo Kang’s heart. He didn’t want to beat around the bush, and there was no reason to do so.

     



    

    But it seems like the previous Dokgo Jin thought differently.

     



    

    “Well, you said before that you would become the head of the Murim Alliance.”

     



    

    Was it like that?

     



    

    But what about the leader of the Murim Alliance? He's not even the leader.

     



    

    'What an idiot.'

     



    

    But Jangsan Lee thought that even that was greed.

     



    

    “It won’t be easy. A high-ranking official in the Murim Alliance isn’t a position you can obtain through skill alone.”

     



    

    Dokgo Jin also knows. No, Dokgo Kang knows.

     



    

    How difficult is it to become a high-ranking official of the Murim Alliance if you are not from the main sect of the Jeongpa?

     



    

    In the past, even people who were considered friends of the same faction were not able to become the head of the family because they were from a small or medium-sized faction.

     



    

    'I ended up leaving the Murim Alliance after living as an unjust lord… I don't know if I'm still alive.'

     



    

    Of course, his goal was not to become a high-ranking official of the Murim Alliance.

     



    

    “If you still want to go up, get the Heavenly Flower. Then you can get everything you want and more.”

     



    

    Lee Jang-san said with a smile.

     



    

    Dokgo Jin couldn't help but be surprised.

     



    

    It seemed that Jangsan Lee knew more about Cheonhwagong than he thought.

     



    

    As expected, Jangsan Lee said.

     



    

    “Cheonhwa is a legend that has been sleeping for a long time in Mt. Mudang. It is a legend that existed a thousand years before the Mudang faction. If I hadn’t accidentally fallen into a hole and fallen underground, I probably wouldn’t have been able to obtain it.”

     



    

    He spoke calmly, then raised his head and looked at Dokgo Jin.

     



    

    “I hope that when you gain that power, you do something that will make you happy.”

     



    

    happiness?

     



    

    Are you suggesting that we aim for such cheap emotions?

     



    

    Dokgo Jin held back a sigh.

     



    

    ‘If only happiness could become the sky of the martial arts world…’

     



    

    Then suddenly he remembered his past.

     



    

    He came out to the world of blood and sweat and fought in countless fights.

     



    

    There must be at least a thousand people who died by his own hands.

     



    

    And eventually, he became the lord of the Demon Heaven Castle, which was no different from the heaven of magic.

     



    

    But… what next?

     



    

    Were you happy?

     



    

    ‘Until those traitorous bastards took everything from me… .’

     



    

    Were you happy until then?

     



    

    No matter how much I thought about it, I don't think I was happy.

     



    

    Instead of being happy, I had to work hard every single day not to die, fight to keep from being taken away, and throw someone out to protect myself.

     



    

    “Master, what do you think happiness is?”

     



    

    Lee Jang-san answered very easily.

     



    

    “You guys are my happiness.”

     



    

    “…….”

     



    

    “I am a very happy person because I brought you here from the streets where you might have died and raised you to this level. Even though Hak-i disappointed me, you are still here.”

     



    

    “Then what do you think I should do to be happy?”

     



    

    “Teach the priests well. Then, they might show you what happiness is.”

     



    

    To be honest, Dokgo Jin didn't listen to Jangsan Lee's words.

     



    

    There were people who were happy to see their children or disciples grow up.

     



    

    But isn't that an emotion that only a parent or a teacher can feel?

     



    

    'Well, if I were the Dokgo Kang of the past, I might be able to feel my teacher's heart.'

     



    

    He chuckled to himself and asked one important fact.

     



    

    “By the way, I lost all my money. What are you going to do now?”

     



    

    What was urgent right now was neither the Celestial Empire nor finding happiness.

     



    

    I was worried about how to make a living right away.

     



    

    “I’m thinking of selling this house. I’ve already told the village chief.”

     



    

    How much is this old house worth?

     



    

    But where do you go if you sell your house?

     



    

    Dokgo Jin, worried about that, asked again.

     



    

    “Is that the only way?”

     



    

    “What can I do? I don’t have money.”

     



    

    Dokgo Jin looked at Jangsan Lee with a bitter expression.

     



    

    According to Cheol Woo-young, his master's health began to deteriorate rapidly three years ago.

     



    

    Because of that, he couldn't make any money and just lost all the money he had.

     



    

    Moreover, didn't Sa Jong-hak steal that money and run away?

     



    

    'Is there no alternative to selling the house?'

     



    

    Dokgo Jin narrowed his eyes as he thought about that.

     



    

    'Wait? What if you find my body?'

     



    

    There were quite a few things on his body that could be worth money.

     



    

    If you could find just one or two trinkets, you could sell them for a considerable amount of money.

     



    

    Besides that, there was one more thing I absolutely had to find.

     



    

    'I should look for it sometime.'

     



    

    But at that time.

     



    

    “Hey, Jangsan Lee! Are you in there?!”

     



    

    Someone shouted outside.

     



    

    Lee Jang-san's face distorted as if he knew who the owner of that voice was.

     



    

    And soon, Cheol Woo-young and Do Cheok-san opened the door with stern faces.

     



    

    “Master, the golden sage has arrived.”

     



    

    Lee Jang-san got up with a bitter expression.

     



    

    “I guess I should go out.”

     



    

    “If you don’t want to deal with me now, stay here. I’ll go out.”

     



    

    “Don’t worry. You’re not going to kill me, are you?”

     



    

    'Who is this?'

     



    

    Dokgo Jin frowned in puzzlement.

     



    

    “Help me up, Chucksan.”

     



    

    Lee Jang-san left the room with Do Cheok-san's support.

     



    

    Dokgo Jin asked Cheol Woo Young.

     



    

    “Who is here?”

     



    

    “This is Dongbaekpa’s Geumdogwang, he is my master’s friend.”

     



    

    “Camellia?”

     



    

    Dongbaekpa is a sect active in the Dongbaeksan Mountain area, and is known in martial arts circles as Dongbaek Geommun.

     



    

    Geumdogwang was the one who was in charge of the Dongbaek Inspection.

     



    

    He and Jangsan Lee are closer as enemies than friends.

     



    

    “Let’s go out and see.”

     



    

    “Yes, Ambassador. Let’s go out.”

     



    

    “Grab your weapon. Just in case.”

     



    

    "yes."

     



    

    Cheol Woo-young ran out of the room first.

     



    

    Dokgo Jin also followed.

     



    

    'Yes, now I am Dokgo Jin. Let's be faithful to Dokgo Jin.'

     



    

    Dokgo Jin, who went outside, looked at the person facing Jangsan Lee.

     



    

    Geumdogwang was about the same age as Lee Jangsan. He was quite large in build, and a thick beard covered half of his face.

     



    

    Behind him stood three men in their twenties, with arrogant sneers on their faces.

     



    

    “You’re not thinking of running away, are you?”

     



    

    When Geumdogwang spoke with a grin, Lee Jangsan smiled bitterly.

     



    

    “Why did I run away?”

     



    

    “That’s right. That’s how you become a leader. Even though you’re dying, you still have pride in your appearance….”

     



    

    Geumdogwang looked at Jangsan Mountain again and smiled.

     



    

    “Don’t make the kids suffer and just hand it over. Then, you won’t have any debts and I won’t touch you anymore. How about that? Wouldn’t that be better for both of us?”

     



    

    “Get out of here. I don’t want to see your face anymore.”

     



    

    Geumdogwang turned his gaze towards Dokgojin.

     



    

    “Hey, Dokgo Jin!”

     



    

    Do you know me well?

     



    

    Dokgo Jin did not answer even though he was thinking that way.

     



    

    “Don’t stay here. Come to our Dongbaek Inspection with the priests. Then you won’t have to worry about food and shelter.”

     



    

    'No, you punk.'

     



    

    Dokgo Jin suppressed the words that were rising to the tip of his tongue.

     



    

    “I’ll give you plenty of time, so come whenever you feel like it.”

     



    

    Geum Do-kwang spoke to Dokgo Jin again and turned his gaze towards Jang-san Lee.

     



    

    There was a sneer on his lips.

     



    

    “If you don’t want to give up the kids, pay me back.”

     



    

    “There are still three months left, right?”

     



    

    “You didn’t pay the interest this time. Then the remaining period will disappear as well.”

     



    

    Even if I wanted to give it, I don't have the money. My disciple took all the money I had.

     



    

    “Geumdogwang, is this really going to happen?”

     



    

    “I can’t help it. They’re pecking at me so dirty from above.”

     



    

    Although the person who lent the money was Geum Do-kwang, there was another person who lent the money.

     



    

    Lee Jang-san also knew that fact.

     



    

    “Just give me a few days, and I’ll pay you back.”

     



    

    “It’s too late to give in to the situation.”

     



    

    Geum Do-kwang, who spoke coldly, nodded to the side.

     



    

    “Seok-ah, go inside and take everything that could be of value.”

     



    

    “Yes, Master.”

     



    

    One of the twenty-something young men stepped forward, muttering something.

     



    

    Dokongseok, he was Geumdogwang's favorite disciple. He had good skills and qualities, but was rumored to have a bad personality.

     



    

    “Stop!”

     



    

    Mt. Lee Jang-san blocked the way.

     



    

    The potter said with a sly smile.

     



    

    “Oh, if you stop it, you’ll get hurt?”

     



    

    “You really…. Gulp, gulp….”

     



    

    Lee Jang-san tried to urge him but ended up coughing instead.

     



    

    “You can’t go in!”

     



    

    This time, Do Cheok-san stood in front of them with both arms outstretched.

     



    

    “Huh. Get out of the way, Inma!”

     



    

    The smiling potter pushed away the mountain.

     



    

    Do Cheok-san stood firm with both feet firmly planted on the ground.

     



    

    “Huh? Look at this kid?”

     



    

    Dokongseok looked at Docheoksan with a surprised expression and then waved his left hand.

     



    

    puck!

     



    

    Do Cheok-san took a step back, his face distorted.

     



    

    “No… I can’t….”

     



    

    “What are you doing?!”

     



    

    Lee Jang-san shouted.

     



    

    Geumdogwang raised his chin and sneered.

     



    

    “What are you doing? You’re just trying to make money.”

     



    

    Cheol Woo-young, Jin So-ha, and So Kyung-hwan came out armed and lined up on both sides of Do Cheok-san. Yeong Ho-cho also came out carrying a sword, even though he must not be in good health.

     



    

    “You can’t go in!”

     



    

    “Don’t bother Master!”

     



    

    “Get out of the way, kids!”

     



    

    Other young men joined in and shoved the children hard.

     



    

    “Chat!”

     



    

    Knock!

     



    

    Cheol Woo-young swung both his hands and struck away the young men's hands.

     



    

    “Huh? Where did this kid get such crude tai chi skills to beat me?”

     



    

    A young man with his eyes wide open swung his fist vigorously.

     



    

    Cheol Woo-young calmly blocked the young man's punch. Although there was a difference in strength, he stood firm on the ground and was not pushed back.

     



    

    “This little bastard…!”

     



    

    The young man, his pride hurt, swung his fist with all his might.

     



    

    It was harder to block Cheol Woo-young's randomly swinging fists.

     



    

    I ended up getting hit once in the side and once in the shoulder.

     



    

    Still, he gritted his teeth and moved his body with his Chilseongbo, performing Tai Chi.

     



    

    Although I learned Baektasansu, I was still not good enough to apply it in real life.

     



    

    The fact that I became physically stronger while training with Dokgo Jin was a big help.

     



    

    When the young man was unable to bring down Cheol Woo-young despite continued attacks, he grumbled and pulled out the sword at his side.

     



    

    visor!

     



    

    “You little brat! If you want to die so badly, I’ll kill you!”

     



    

    Cheol Woo-young also pulled out the sword that was tucked at his side.

     



    

    “Come at me! Fuck!”
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      “Stop!”
    

    

    
      Jangsan Lee shouted with a surprised expression and ran towards the young man.
    

    

    
      The young man turned his head and changed the direction of the sword.
    

    

    
      It seemed like it would be easy to deal with a tuberculosis patient who coughed up blood every time.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san gently waved his hand and wrapped it around the young man's sword-holding hand.
    

    

    
      Then, with a slight twist of his wrist, the sword slipped out of the young man's hand.
    

    

    
      The next one was shouted out.
    

    

    
      puck!
    

    

    
      The perfect chain of Tai Chi strikes struck the young man's chest.
    

    

    
      The face of the young man who had stepped back turned red.
    

    

    
      “This fucking shit is really….”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang sighed and stepped forward.
    

    

    
      “Haa, this is really difficult… If you want me to do it myself, then there’s nothing I can do.”
    

    

    
      Knock, knock… .
    

    

    
      Perhaps because of the pressure, Jangsan Lee coughed with a flushed face and bent down.
    

    

    
      “Stop… it, Geumdogwang….”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang stopped in front of Mt. Ijangsan.
    

    

    
      He said this by bending down so that his face was level with Mt. Lee Jang-san.
    

    

    
      “Why should I… stop? I’m trying to get paid fairly.”
    

    

    
      That was when.
    

    

    
      “You’re really dirty.”
    

    

    
      A voice was heard mixed with irritation.
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang slowly turned his head.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was looking at me with a furrowed brow.
    

    

    
      "what?"
    

    

    
      “You’re my friend? There’s no need to act dirty for a few bucks.”
    

    

    
      The potter opened his eyes and stepped forward.
    

    

    
      “This… arrogant brat… seems to have good qualities, so Master is taking a look at him….”
    

    

    
      “X is being mean. It’s not that I’m letting you off the hook, it’s that I’m holding you back because I’m trying to take advantage of you.”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang's flushed face trembled.
    

    

    
      “This guy wants to die…!”
    

    

    
      “Jin-ah! Stop it!”
    

    

    
      Jangsan Mountain has dried up.
    

    

    
      “It’s too late! Catch those guys and make them kneel!”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang growled and shouted.
    

    

    
      The potter and the young men drew their swords and approached the Cheonhwamun brothers.
    

    

    
      Do Cheok-san, Cheol Woo-young, and Yeong Ho-cho retreated to protect Jin So-ha and So Gyeong-hwan.
    

    

    
      “Come to think of it… Master, if I sell that girl, I could make some money. She’s not bad looking, and I heard that rich guy down there likes young girls….”
    

    

    
      Dokongseok said while looking at Jinsoha.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young shouted.
    

    

    
      “Stop talking nonsense!”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young liked Jin So-ha. Even to the ambassador, he had no intention of yielding to Jin So-ha.
    

    

    
      I'd rather give my life.
    

    

    
      But what? You're selling Jinsoha to old man Hwang?
    

    

    
      “If you touch Soha, I will kill you all!”
    

    

    
      Fortunately, Geumdo Gwangdo had no intention of selling Jinsoha.
    

    

    
      His glaring eyes turned to the potter.
    

    

    
      “Hey, you punk! Even though this master is not a great swordsman, do you think he is so bad that he would sell a girl?”
    

    

    
      “No, I just….”
    

    

    
      “Stop talking nonsense and get something worth making money with!”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang, who had been urging the pottery stone, glared at Dokgojin again.
    

    

    
      “If you treat the kids well, they’ll definitely try to climb up.”
    

    

    
      'shit!'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin screamed inwardly and clenched his fist.
    

    

    
      I was angry and lashed out, but I had no idea what to do next.
    

    

    
      Fuck!
    

    

    
      I started training and was able to defeat Sajonghak. However, I was not yet skilled enough to face the martial arts people.
    

    

    
      Even a second-rate goldsmith was now considered an absolute expert to him.
    

    

    
      Of course, I don't intend to just take it.
    

    

    
      ‘If you don’t have teeth, use your gums…’
    

    

    
      Sling.
    

    

    
      He drew his sword and extended it diagonally forward.
    

    

    
      The sword technique he used when he was the Heavenly King.
    

    

    
      One second of the Thousand Horse Sword.
    

    

    
      The devil is very heavy.
    

    

    
      The aerodynamics were so poor that it was impossible to perform a first-person shoot. However, the posture was close to perfect.
    

    

    
      Geum Do-kwang, who was approaching Dokgo Jin, stopped without realizing it.
    

    

    
      'What, what is this kid…?'
    

    

    
      No matter how he attacked, it felt like the sword would fly towards him.
    

    

    
      The image of someone cutting his own throat and tearing out his heart came to mind.
    

    

    
      'If you're scared, just get out, you pig!'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin cursed inwardly and slowly raised his sword.
    

    

    
      Just trying to make the bluff seem real made every nerve in my body tense.
    

    

    
      Every time I lifted the sword an inch, a cold sweat ran down my back.
    

    

    
      Geum Do-kwang's mouth also became dry and his palms were sweaty.
    

    

    
      'Oh my god…'
    

    

    
      It was ridiculous.
    

    

    
      I knew he was very talented. But even so, it was scary to think that a young, blue-eyed kid could point a sword at me and make me feel fear.
    

    

    
      ‘Fuck. If I attack and get hit, I’ll be screwed… .’
    

    

    
      The standoff between Dokgo Jin and Geum Do-kwang became prolonged.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was on the verge of fainting. He bit his lip and strained his eyes to regain consciousness.
    

    

    
      'Hey, you little pig! I told you to get out of here!'
    

    

    
      The more this happened, the more anxious Geumdo Gwang became.
    

    

    
      ‘Nimi… what should I do?’
    

    

    
      At that time, Lee Jang-san said.
    

    

    
      “Geumdogwang, I’ll somehow make the money for you. So just give me a few days.”
    

    

    
      And then he fell to his knees with a thud.
    

    

    
      “Please, Geumdogwang.”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang didn't miss the opportunity to retreat.
    

    

    
      “Really?”
    

    

    
      “Yes. I will definitely raise the money and give it to you. Even if it means selling this house.”
    

    

    
      If I sell my house, I'll have more than enough money to pay off my debt.
    

    

    
      “Whew, okay. But since we’re friends, I guess I’ll have to give you one last chance. Three days. Can you come up with the money in three days?”
    

    

    
      “Okay. I’ll give it to you in three days.”
    

    

    
      “Master, let’s just end it today. Do you need to give these beggars some consideration?”
    

    

    
      The potter grumbled as if he didn't like the stone.
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang pretended to be bluff.
    

    

    
      “If a friend asks you something like that, you wouldn’t be human if you refused. But I’m someone who still wants to be a great swordsman.”
    

    

    
      Then he turned his head towards Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      “Come see me anytime. I’ll treat you the best I can. Just stop being so cocky.”
    

    

    
      'That's funny.'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin held back his words and slowly lowered his sword.
    

    

    
      Now it was hard to even hold it. My head was spinning.
    

    

    
      The peak rising martial arts required a lot of strength just to maintain the posture and momentum.
    

    

    
      Moreover, what he displayed was a sword technique of absolute realm.
    

    

    
      "let's go!"
    

    

    
      After saying a few more words, Geumdogwang left, taking Dokongseok and the young men with him.
    

    

    
      When they were out of sight, Dokgo Jin sat down in his seat.
    

    

    
      Jang-san Lee and his brothers were surprised to see this and ran to Dok-go Jin.
    

    

    
      “Jin-ah!”
    

    

    
      “Ambassador!”
    

    

    
      “Ambassador! Are you okay?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin's whole body was as limp as a wet cotton ball, and he couldn't move a single finger.
    

    

    
      Still, I was able to smile at least.
    

    

    
      A smile filled with happiness and satisfaction.
    

    

    
      A master who spares no effort to protect his disciples, and priests who, although terrified, protect their disciples.
    

    

    
      My heart was boiling with emotion I had never felt before while living as Dokgo Kang.
    

    

    
      and…
    

    

    
      'Your body is better than I thought.'
    

    

    
      The Cheonmagugum did not have the momentum to pressure others simply by being able to display the pose.
    

    

    
      No matter how low the level, the true form of the Heavenly Demon Sword had to be revealed.
    

    

    
      However, Dokgo Jin's body manifested a one-penny Cheonmagum.
    

    

    
      Because of that, Geumdogwang felt pressured by his instincts and retreated.
    

    

    
      ‘Maybe… with this body… I could challenge the Heavenly Demon.’
    

    

    
      When Ma Cheon-Jeon Dokgo Gang-Il was there, he reached Cheon Ma Jung-Cheon.
    

    

    
      If he had reached the final realm, the Heavenly Demon Heaven, how could the Three Gods dare harm him?
    

    

    
      “Take Jinah to her room quickly!”
    

    

    
      “Yes, Master.”
    

    

    
      “Ambassador, Ambassador. Come to your senses!”
    

    

    
      “Ambassador…!”
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      It took a day for Dokgo Jin to finally regain his strength.
    

    

    
      It was really difficult.
    

    

    
      I just held my stance for a second and this happened.
    

    

    
      But there was no time to just spend it half-heartedly.
    

    

    
      He tried to leave the house under the excuse of going out to gather herbs.
    

    

    
      But the priests were startled and tried to stop him.
    

    

    
      “Your Majesty, you’re not even fully recovered yet. Where are you planning to go?”
    

    

    
      “That’s right. Take a few more days off and go.”
    

    

    
      My mind wanted to rest, but I didn't have time to rest for a few more days.
    

    

    
      “Don’t worry. I won’t go to any dangerous places.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin answered lightly and tried to leave, but Cheol Woo Young blocked his way and wouldn't let him go.
    

    

    
      “But I can’t do it with my body right now.”
    

    

    
      “Don’t worry, Ambassador Lee, I won’t run away.”
    

    

    
      “Hey, do you think I’m doing this because I’m scared of someone running away?”
    

    

    
      “Then you guys are with your master. I saw today that your health seemed to have gotten worse.”
    

    

    
      “If you’re really going, come with me.”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young offered to accompany Dokgo Jin, as his condition was not good.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was reluctant to accept it, but then changed his mind.
    

    

    
      If Cheol Woo-young goes with you, wouldn't you be able to find the place you found yourself in faster?
    

    

    
      “Okay. Then Wooyoung, come with me.”
    

    

    
      “Yes, Ambassador.”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young's face brightened.
    

    

    
      Only then did Do Cheok-san and Jin So-ha let go of Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      “Your Majesty, you must come before the sun sets.”
    

    

    
      “If you come late, we won’t give you food.”
    

    

    
      “I told you, I’ll be back early.”
    

    

    
      A strange smile spread across Dokgo Jin's lips as he answered and turned around.
    

    

    
      At best, I only saw him for a few days.
    

    

    
      They were just like insignificant village worms.
    

    

    
      Children who would not have even looked at Dokgo Kang.
    

    

    
      But as we talked, I felt strangely warm in my heart.
    

    

    
      A feeling like this that Dokgo Kang had never felt in his seventy-odd years of life.
    

    

    
      'Since my body changed, did my mind become strange too?'
    

    

    
      Still, it wasn't a bad feeling.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin left home and headed into the mountains with Cheol Woo Young.
    

    

    
      After walking for about an hour, Dokgo Jin asked.
    

    

    
      “Wooyoung, do you know where I brought you?”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young paused and then answered.
    

    

    
      “Yes, Ambassador. Are you going there?”
    

    

    
      “Yeah. I think there were a lot of herbs near where I fell.”
    

    

    
      “Really? Then I’ll go ahead, so follow me.”
    

    

    
      The place where Dokgo Jin was discovered was inside a valley thirty miles away from his home.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young pointed to the bottom of the steep cliff.
    

    

    
      “The ambassador was lying there.”
    

    

    
      At the bottom of the cliff, a stream flowed, and the edge was covered with sand, gravel, and grass.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked up.
    

    

    
      The cliff was probably about fifty feet high. The top was not clearly visible because of the thick fog.
    

    

    
      Of course, Dokgo Jin would not have fallen straight from the top.
    

    

    
      Trees and grass grew between the cliffs, and rare medicinal herbs were often found in such places.
    

    

    
      It was highly likely that Dokgo Jin had gone up there to dig up some herbs and fell.
    

    

    
      ‘I think I fell into the right place… .’
    

    

    
      There was a big difference between seeing it from above and seeing it from below.
    

    

    
      What was clear, however, was that the nearby terrain looked similar to where he and the Samshinma had fought.
    

    

    
      “Wooyoung, you look over there. I’ll look over here.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin spoke to Cheol Woo Young as if he had really come to dig up herbs.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young also didn't have any particular suspicions.
    

    

    
      “Yes, Ambassador. Then I’ll see you in about two hours.”
    

    

    
      “Okay, I got it.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had separated from Cheol Woo Young, looked for a way to climb up the cliff.
    

    

    
      I could see the end of the rocky cliff far to the right. I could climb up there, even if it meant going around a bit.
    

    

    
      'If we hurry, I think we can be back within two hours.'
    

    

    
      As soon as Dokgo Jin's thoughts came to his senses, he headed straight there.
    

    

    
      The slope was steeper than it looked from a distance, but the climb up didn't seem difficult.
    

    

    
      “Whew, whoosh, whoosh….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who climbed to the top while breathing heavily, wiped the sweat with his sleeve.
    

    

    
      My clothes were soaked with sweat, as if I had been hit by a rain shower.
    

    

    
      But when I reached the top, I felt refreshed, as if my chest had been pierced.
    

    

    
      'This is not the time to be doing this.'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin approached the cliff.
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      After passing through small oak trees and rough thorny vines, a rocky area appeared.
    

    

    
      The rugged rocky terrain was about twenty jang in diameter.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who saw that place, remembered the time he faced the Samshinma.
    

    

    
      The Three Gods were the highest-ranking elders of the Heavenly Kingdom and were tasked with assisting them.
    

    

    
      But instead of helping him, they attacked him and tried to kill him.
    

    

    
      Individually, they were no match for each other, but the combined attack of the three was threatening.
    

    

    
      Moreover, he himself is addicted to poison.
    

    

    
      In the end, he was unable to stop the combined attack of the three gods and was driven to the edge of a cliff.
    

    

    
      Afterwards, he fell down the cliff in a miserable state with his chest pierced.
    

    

    
      That was the extent of my memory. After that, the sky began to spin around and my memory was cut off.
    

    

    
      ‘Those damn bastards… .’
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin clenched his fists and trembled, gritting his teeth.
    

    

    
      'Stay alive until I come to you, you bastards. I'll cut off your heads with my own hands!'
    

    

    
      At that moment, the question suddenly occurred to me, 'Could it be that they betrayed him on their own?'
    

    

    
      These were guys I had been watching for twenty years. I didn't have the guts to do that.
    

    

    
      'then…?'
    

    

    
      There may have been someone else behind the Samshinma.
    

    

    
      Whether it was the one who instigated it or the one who gave the order.
    

    

    
      'Whoever that is! I'll tear you to pieces and grind you to pieces! Just wait, you son of a bitch!'
    

    

    
      After swearing inwardly and finally calming down, he went to the edge of the cliff.
    

    

    
      Standing at the end, I craned my head and looked down. The winding stream appeared far away.
    

    

    
      There were quite a few pine trees growing tenaciously, clutching at the rocks here and there along the cliff.
    

    

    
      Some of them were broken or uprooted, dangling in the wind.
    

    

    
      'I guess it might have gotten caught in that tree.'
    

    

    
      But at that time.
    

    

    
      Wheezing!
    

    

    
      A fierce gust of wind swirled and surged from the foot of the cliff.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin flinched and took a step back.
    

    

    
      I almost got caught in the wind, lost my balance, and fell over.
    

    

    
      “Phew…….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had finally regained his composure, let out a sigh of relief.
    

    

    
      Then, another memory came to mind.
    

    

    
      There was a strong gust of wind blowing when he fell off the cliff.
    

    

    
      It was a cloudy day and the wind was particularly strong. The gusts of wind that came up from the bottom of the cliff were strong enough to blow people away.
    

    

    
      I was caught in that gust of wind and hit something… I felt the impact of falling.
    

    

    
      It didn't seem like there was a floor down there.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin went down to where he came from and looked around to see if there was a place where he could approach the cliff.
    

    

    
      Although the slope was steep, it seemed like we could somehow move along the side of the cliff.
    

    

    
      He approached the cliff, moving his feet carefully.
    

    

    
      It was about the time when the cross-section of the steep cliff came into view.
    

    

    
      I saw a rock jutting out from the cliff. The inside of the rock was quite flat.
    

    

    
      There was a place cleverly hidden that was not visible from above or below.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked for a way to get there.
    

    

    
      It seemed like it would be possible to get there, even if it wasn't easy.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin took a deep breath and started walking again. If he had twisted his foot, he could have rolled down.
    

    

    
      It was still twenty zhang high. Even though it wasn't a steep cliff, it was clear that it would be difficult to survive if you rolled down it.
    

    

    
      He walked with difficulty and approached the protruding rock.
    

    

    
      He hadn't misunderstood. The inside of the protruding rock was quite flat, and inside was a deep, split cliff that looked like a cave.
    

    

    
      I couldn't figure out why I cared about that place.
    

    

    
      I just had this vague feeling that if I went there, maybe I could figure something out.
    

    

    
      “Damn.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin reached the protruding rock and his shoulders slumped.
    

    

    
      There was a body inside a split, hollowed-out cliff.
    

    

    
      The flesh had been torn away by wild beasts and now only bones remained, but it was not difficult to tell whose body it was.
    

    

    
      “I feel a little bit like that.”
    

    

    
      Seeing one's own body was never a pleasant experience.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin squatted down in front of Dokgo Kang's body.
    

    

    
      The body was in a terrible state, with a burst chest, severed legs, and broken arms.
    

    

    
      In addition, the bones had turned a bluish color, perhaps due to the poison.
    

    

    
      With a bitter expression, he pulled back the hem of his coat and looked inside.
    

    

    
      A black object hanging from a red string was visible at the back of the neck.
    

    

    
      His expression brightened and he shouted in joy.
    

    

    
      'there is!'
    

    

    
      It looked like a small knife, but it didn't have a blade.
    

    

    
      It looked more like a large key than a dagger.
    

    

    
      'You bastards! You have no idea what this is.'
    

    

    
      There is a secret in Macheonseong that only the castle lord knows.
    

    

    
      The master was the guardian of that secret. However, he escaped when the Heavenly City collapsed, and after meeting him and taking him as his disciple, he passed on the secret to him.
    

    

    
      It could be said that it was precisely because of that secret that he became the Heavenly King.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had put the black object in his bosom, gathered things that could be of value.
    

    

    
      She also took out the hairpin buried in her hair and the jadeite that was attached to her clothes like an ornament.
    

    

    
      He unbuckled his belt and put it inside his clothes.
    

    

    
      Surprisingly, the Samshinma did not touch his own corpse.
    

    

    
      Is there even a shred of conscience left?
    

    

    
      Are you afraid of being struck by lightning in broad daylight?
    

    

    
      ‘They are not people with a conscience, nor are they people who would be afraid of lightning… .’
    

    

    
      Then why…?
    

    

    
      Are you too lazy to come down?
    

    

    
      'Well, after being treated like this and falling off a cliff a hundred meters away, there was no need to check it.'
    

    

    
      Actually, there was another reason he hadn't thought of, but either way, it was a blessing in disguise.
    

    

    
      After packing everything, he cleaned up the body with the torn hem of his clothes.
    

    

    
      “Rest in peace, flesh. Your debt will be repaid a hundredfold.”
    

    

    
      It felt strange because I was the one who was swearing revenge. But at least saying that made me feel a little better.
    

    

    
      But when I stood up after cleaning up the body, I saw a sack lying in a corner.
    

    

    
      'Is it Dokgo Jin?'
    

    

    
      According to Yeonghocho, he went to dig up medicinal herbs and was pushed from behind by Sajonghak.
    

    

    
      If so, you would have taken a basket to store the herbs.
    

    

    
      But why is Dokgo Jin's butt here?
    

    

    
      'Hmm, it looks like I met Dokgo Jin here.'
    

    

    
      I don't remember, but if that's not the case, then the situation isn't explained.
    

    

    
      He went to the corner and picked up the sack.
    

    

    
      There were herbs in the basket. However, as time had passed, they were completely dried up.
    

    

    
      He put the items he had taken from the body into the bag.
    

    

    
      Going down the cliff was more tiring than going up.
    

    

    
      Even though I was going down a gentle slope, my whole body was drenched in sweat again.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had gone down with difficulty, let out a long breath.
    

    

    
      “Whew, I finally got down.”
    

    

    
      “Ambassador! You came before me?”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young's voice was heard from behind.
    

    

    
      When I turned my head, I saw Cheol Woo-young running towards me with a bright smile.
    

    

    
      “Okay, let’s go now.”
    

    

    
      “Did you pick a lot of herbs?”
    

    

    
      “I found something better than herbs.”
    

    

    
      "yes?"
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young, who had been wondering, looked at Dokgo Jin's side and his eyes widened.
    

    

    
      “Huh? Isn’t that the hammer that the ambassador lost last time?”
    

    

    
      “Yeah. Luckily I found it.”
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who returned home, went to meet Jangsan Lee with the priests.
    

    

    
      Jangsan Lee's eyes widened when he saw the item Dokgo Jin presented.
    

    

    
      “What, what is all this?”
    

    

    
      What Dokgo Jin presented were hairpins and ornaments made of gold, silver, and jade. Some of the ornaments were attached to clothes, and some were attached to the hero’s sword.
    

    

    
      “I went to gather herbs, and I found the body of a person who had died a long time ago. So I buried the body and brought this back.”
    

    

    
      “Ugh…….”
    

    

    
      “Will this be enough to pay off my debt?”
    

    

    
      “Yeah, I guess this will help me pay off my debt.”
    

    

    
      Do Cheok-san asked with sparkling eyes.
    

    

    
      “Then can I continue living here, Master?”
    

    

    
      "of course."
    

    

    
      “Wow!”
    

    

    
      Do Cheok-san, Cheol Woo-young, Jin So-ha, and So Kyung-hwan all smiled brightly and were happy.
    

    

    
      'The kids really like it.'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin felt happy because it seemed like his hard work of climbing up and down the cliff was being rewarded.
    

    

    
      Moreover, aren't they gold and silver treasures that his body possesses?
    

    

    
      I felt a little sorry for taking over Dokgo Jin's body, but I felt like that guilt had been relieved a little.
    

    

    
      “Jin-ah, you go to Sangcho-hyeon and sell it. I’d rather go, but it seems like it’d be hard to get there.”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san spoke while looking at Dokgo Jin. His expression was a little brighter than before.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin also did not hesitate.
    

    

    
      I was just about to go out and look into something.
    

    

    
      “Yes. I will go tomorrow.”
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      The next morning.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin left home with Yeongho Cho and Cheol Woo Young.
    

    

    
      As they were getting farther away from home, Dokgo Jin asked Yeongho Cho.
    

    

    
      “You said you often went to Sajonghak and Sangcho?”
    

    

    
      “Yes, Ambassador.”
    

    

    
      Sangchohyeon was the largest village within a hundred li.
    

    

    
      It was about forty li away from where Cheonhwamun was.
    

    

    
      “Will Sajonghak be there?”
    

    

    
      “Probably not.”
    

    

    
      Sa Jong-hak enjoyed hanging out with the Heukho faction, a black group led by Sang Cho-hyeon.
    

    

    
      He said that he plans to join the Black Tiger faction when he gets older.
    

    

    
      But because of what he did, I had to assume he had run away far away.
    

    

    
      “Even if you don’t have a private school, you have to be careful when you go to Sangcho. You never know what they might do if they find out we have something expensive.”
    

    

    
      Who would have to worry about running into those black bastards?
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin didn't like Youngho Cho's words. But in reality, those words were right.
    

    

    
      With my current strength, it wasn't easy to even deal with a couple of Black Swordsmen.
    

    

    
      “Okay, don’t worry. I’ll be right back as soon as I sell the stuff.”
    

    

    
      An hour later.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who arrived at Sangcho-hyeon, entered the downtown area with Yeongho Elementary School in the lead.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young kept looking around, preparing for any unexpected situation.
    

    

    
      “Over there, Ambassador.”
    

    

    
      Yeongho Elementary School pointed to the battlefield where the flag was hung.
    

    

    
      It looked quite large for a small county.
    

    

    
      The pawnshop served as a place to borrow money after leaving items, but it also purchased valuable items.
    

    

    
      As we went inside, Jang Han, who appeared to be a clerk, glanced at us and turned his head.
    

    

    
      Perhaps the young Dokgo Jin and his group could not have brought anything so great.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked around inside and said a word.
    

    

    
      “Is the owner not here?”
    

    

    
      Jang Han, who appeared to be a clerk, turned his head towards Dokgo Jin again.
    

    

    
      “Why are you looking for me, sir?”
    

    

    
      “I have something to sell.”
    

    

    
      “You can tell me that.”
    

    

    
      “But I think I’ll have to negotiate with the owner to get my price.”
    

    

    
      “What a great thing you brought….”
    

    

    
      “Wouldn’t it be worth more than a hundred nyang?”
    

    

    
      Jang Han became serious at Dokgo Jin's calm words.
    

    

    
      A hundred nyang of silver.
    

    

    
      There weren't many rich people in Sangcho-hyeon who could easily handle that amount of money.
    

    

    
      “A hundred nyang of silver? Is that true?”
    

    

    
      “Have you been living a life of deception?”
    

    

    
      Jang Han frowned, perhaps bothered by Dokgo Jin's continued informality.
    

    

    
      But soon, he suppressed his temper when he saw that they were all carrying weapons despite their young age.
    

    

    
      “Let’s go and see.”
    

    

    
      “I want to meet the owner.”
    

    

    
      “The owner isn’t here right now.”
    

    

    
      “Then I guess I’ll have to go somewhere else.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin turned around and said the words as if he had no regrets.
    

    

    
      Only then did Jang Han's expression become urgent.
    

    

    
      If what that kid said was true, his master would surely be in trouble if he found out.
    

    

    
      “Ah, just wait a minute. I’ll go get the owner.”
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      Jang Han opened the door inside the battlefield and went inside, and came out with a middle-aged man in his forties.
    

    

    
      “You brought something worth a hundred nyang of silver?”
    

    

    
      The master of the goat-bearded battlefield looked at Dokgo Jin and asked.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin slightly modified that statement.
    

    

    
      “A hundred nyang is the minimum amount, but it will be more than that.”
    

    

    
      “Really? Then let’s take a look.”
    

    

    
      Even though he said that, he looked like he couldn't believe it.
    

    

    
      A young mountain boy not even twenty years old brought something worth a hundred nyang? That was the expression on his face as if he was asking.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was upset when he realized that the owner of the battlefield did not believe him, but he held it in and took out his pocket.
    

    

    
      Anyway, things will tell the truth.
    

    

    
      The master of the battlefield's eyes grew wide as he carefully examined the object Dokgo Jin took out of his pocket.
    

    

    
      “Wow, this is a really nice item.”
    

    

    
      “How much can you give?”
    

    

    
      “Hmm…….”
    

    

    
      The battlefield owner paused for a moment and then opened his mouth.
    

    

    
      “I’ll give you one hundred and twenty nyang.”
    

    

    
      After hearing that, Dokgo Jin quickly put the things back in his pockets. Then he spoke to the priests.
    

    

    
      “Let’s go somewhere else. It’s too persecution here.”
    

    

    
      “Hahaha, is it okay if I just go without bargaining?”
    

    

    
      The battlefield owner let out an awkward laugh and quickly reached out and grabbed Dokgo Jin's wrist.
    

    

    
      “Okay, I’ll give you my one hundred and fifty nyang.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin stated his thoughts firmly.
    

    

    
      “Two hundred nyang. I won’t sell it for less than that.”
    

    

    
      The battlefield owner looked dumbfounded.
    

    

    
      “Huh! If it’s only two hundred nyang, we won’t have anything left, so why are you buying this?”
    

    

    
      “At least a hundred nyang will be left? If you find a good owner, you could get more than double that.”
    

    

    
      “…….”
    

    

    
      The master of the battlefield couldn't spit.
    

    

    
      The young man was right. If he met a good master, he could receive more than five hundred nyang of silver.
    

    

    
      Of course, that doesn't mean I accepted Dokgo Jin's offer.
    

    

    
      “Honestly, two hundred nyang is too expensive… Let’s do one hundred and seventy nyang.”
    

    

    
      “Hmm….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin paused for a moment and spoke with a reluctant expression.
    

    

    
      “Okay. I’ll give it to you if you give me one hundred and eighty nyang.”
    

    

    
      The master of the battlefield raised both hands at Dokgo Jin's unexpected and high-level bargaining.
    

    

    
      “Okay, I got it.”
    

    

    
      Then he stood up and said.
    

    

    
      “Wait a minute. I’ll bring you the money.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin and his brothers leaving the battlefield had bright expressions on their faces.
    

    

    
      One hundred and eighty nyang of silver.
    

    

    
      To Dokgo Jin, it wasn't a huge amount of money. But to Cheol Woo-young and Yeongho-cho, it was a huge sum of money they had never touched in their lives.
    

    

    
      “Your Majesty, with this money, I can pay off my debts and not have to worry about living for a while, right?”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young tapped the money bag on his chest and spoke. A smile appeared on his previously blunt lips.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin nodded slightly.
    

    

    
      “Yeah. I’m sure Master is worried too. While we’re here, why don’t we eat something delicious before we go?”
    

    

    
      Now that he had some money, he wanted to treat the priests.
    

    

    
      But Younghocho, who had been quiet, narrowed his eyes and said.
    

    

    
      “Ambassador, let’s get out of town right away.”
    

    

    
      “Why? Aren’t you hungry?”
    

    

    
      “No, but when we were getting our money, the clerk on the battlefield glanced at us as he was leaving through the back door. But he seemed suspicious.”
    

    

    
      At Younghocho's words, the smile disappeared from Dokgo Jin's face.
    

    

    
      “Is it true?”
    

    

    
      "yes."
    

    

    
      “Well, where there is money involved, there are bound to be swarms of flies.”
    

    

    
      At that moment, Cheol Woo-young, who was looking around, opened his eyes and discovered something.
    

    

    
      “Ambassador, over there….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin and Yeongho Cho turned their heads to follow Cheol Woo Young’s gaze.
    

    

    
      Seven or eight warriors in black uniforms were seen quickly approaching them.
    

    

    
      “This dog….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin spat out a curse word between his teeth.
    

    

    
      The eyes of the approaching warriors were fixed on them. And about a dozen feet behind them, a man was standing half-hidden.
    

    

    
      He was a clerk on the battlefield.
    

    

    
      “They are the Black Tigers.”
    

    

    
      Yeonghocho said in an anxious voice.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin made his decision without hesitation.
    

    

    
      “Let’s leave the village for now.”
    

    

    
      All three ran almost simultaneously.
    

    

    
      The approaching Black Tiger warriors shouted and kicked the ground.
    

    

    
      “Those kids!”
    

    

    
      “Catch him!”
    

    

    
      “Stand there! If you don’t stand there, you’ll die!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, Cheol Woo Young, and Yeongho Cho picked up the pace even further.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin gritted his teeth as he ran.
    

    

    
      I was hurt and angry. I thought I was in a situation where I had to run away because I was scared of the black magicians.
    

    

    
      But even if it was a black wave, it was stronger than his current self.
    

    

    
      When you are weak, the best you can do is the thirty-six strategies.
    

    

    
      After running for a while and just as they were leaving the village, Yeonghocho looked back and said.
    

    

    
      “Huk, Huk, Ambassador… There are only five guys chasing after me.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin also looked back.
    

    

    
      As Yeongho Elementary School said, five people were chasing after them.
    

    

    
      They were chasing us in a single file, but each kept a little distance from us.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin said, slowing down.
    

    

    
      “We’ll catch them one by one.”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young and Youngho Elementary also slowed down.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young chewed his lips, and Yeong-ho-cho kept his mouth shut.
    

    

    
      Soon the distance between us and the Black Tiger warriors became closer.
    

    

    
      “Are you tired now?”
    

    

    
      “Kuhahaha, even if the kids run away.”
    

    

    
      The Black Tiger warriors ridiculed the Dokgo Jin brothers.
    

    

    
      The distance is about this distance.
    

    

    
      If they just take a few more steps, they will be able to catch the bastards who have been causing them trouble!
    

    

    
      At that moment, Dokgo Jin suddenly stopped, turned around, and pulled out his sword.
    

    

    
      Then he swung his sword without hesitation.
    

    

    
      Sigh!
    

    

    
      An unexpected attack.
    

    

    
      “Huh!”
    

    

    
      The eyes of the Black Tiger warrior who was chasing at the very front grew wide.
    

    

    
      Squeak.
    

    

    
      The sword grazed his neck, and blood spurted out.
    

    

    
      “Ugh!”
    

    

    
      The Black Tiger warriors who had been chasing after them hesitated.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin and the two priests ran again.
    

    

    
      “Catch that kid!”
    

    

    
      “I will kill you!”
    

    

    
      The enraged Black Tiger warriors chased after them, shouting madly.
    

    

    
      After running for a while, Dokgo Jin slowed down again.
    

    

    
      The Black Tiger warriors thought that this time they would finally be able to catch Dokgo Jin and his group.
    

    

    
      At that moment, Dokgo Jin turned around again and swung his sword.
    

    

    
      This time, Cheol Woo-young and Yeongho-cho also joined the attack, just in time.
    

    

    
      The startled Black Tiger warriors fled in confusion and defended themselves.
    

    

    
      The attack by Dokgo Jin and his brothers was more ferocious than they had expected.
    

    

    
      It wasn't just a fancy sword for show, like that of an ordinary country bumpkin.
    

    

    
      Ugh! Ugh!
    

    

    
      With a groan and a scream, the two Black Tiger warriors fell, spraying blood.
    

    

    
      The two remaining Black Tiger warriors stepped back, their faces hardened, hesitating.
    

    

    
      “If you want to die, come after me again!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin glared at the two of them, spoke coldly, and turned around.
    

    

    
      This time I walked instead of running.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young and Young Ho-cho followed behind, glancing at them warily.
    

    

    
      The look in their eyes was different from before.
    

    

    
      It felt different from the ambassador I knew until this morning.
    

    

    
      The ambassador's back looked bigger than before.
    

    

    
      When the Black Tiger warriors were out of sight, Cheol Woo-young asked.
    

    

    
      “Your Excellency, is there anywhere else you need to go?”
    

    

    
      “Where are you going? You should go home.”
    

    

    
      “But why this way….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked around only after hearing Cheol Woo-young's words.
    

    

    
      It wasn't the scenery I saw when I first came here.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who realized that he had taken the wrong path, quickly changed the subject.
    

    

    
      “That’s it… I came here to fool the Black Tiger gangsters.”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young and Yeong-ho-cho made expressions of admiration.
    

    

    
      “Ah! That’s right, Ambassador. If we go straight home, they might notice our identity and come after us later.”
    

    

    
      “I never thought of taking a different route to fool those guys.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin nodded, strengthening his neck.
    

    

    
      “Master is not feeling well either, so we can’t let something bother him happen.”
    

    

    
      “You are truly an ambassador!”
    

    

    
      “As expected, priests have a lot to learn from their elders!”
    

    

    
      The two priests looked up at Dokgo Jin with eyes overflowing with respect.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin felt a little embarrassed, but he pretended not to notice and continued walking.
    

    

    
      'I'm a little confused because it's my first time here. But... where should I go?'
    

    

    
      The method for that was also immediately resolved.
    

    

    
      “The fourth one, take the lead. You said you’ve been here often since the beginning, so I think you’ll know how to get home without being noticed by those guys.”
    

    

    
      Yeongho Elementary School stepped forward.
    

    

    
      “Yes, Ambassador. I know the shortcut.”
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      When Dokgo Jin sold his belongings and raised money, the atmosphere at Cheonhwamun brightened up in an instant.
    

    

    
      Two days after that.
    

    

    
      The golden light has arrived.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san handed over the money with a cold expression.
    

    

    
      “A hundred nyang of silver, including interest. Is that right?”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang looked surprised when Lee Jangsan paid the entire amount at once.
    

    

    
      It was an unexpected situation for him.
    

    

    
      He tried to take over the house with the disciples of Jangsan Lee using money as an excuse, but it ended up being an empty promise.
    

    

    
      “Jangsan, are you talented?”
    

    

    
      “Take it. I don’t even want to look at it.”
    

    

    
      Geum Do-kwang, who had collected the money, said with an embarrassed expression.
    

    

    
      “But what should I do? Someone came who wanted to see you.”
    

    

    
      “What? Who…?”
    

    

    
      It was when Lee Jang-san was wondering and asking questions.
    

    

    
      Rattling.
    

    

    
      The door opened and a man in his forties with a cut on his face came in, carrying a backpack on his back.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who was with Lee Jang-san, looked at him with a puzzled look.
    

    

    
      Outside the open door stood four warriors with swords on their backs and potters' stones, along with priests with anxious expressions.
    

    

    
      “It’s been a while, Jangsan Lee.”
    

    

    
      A middle-aged man said while looking at Mt. Ijangsan.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san's eyes widened when he recognized the middle-aged man.
    

    

    
      “Both Daehyeop?”
    

    

    
      “You’ve managed to hide so well in the countryside for five years.”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san, who was listening to this, glared at Geum Do-kwang.
    

    

    
      “Geumdogwang, you…!”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang shrugged his shoulders and smiled bitterly.
    

    

    
      “Don’t say anything to me. The two great swordsmen came to Dongbaek Inspection first. I didn’t even know what happened between you and me.”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san glared at Geum Do-kwang with eyes filled with resentment.
    

    

    
      But, as he said, I couldn't say anything to him. He had never said anything about the Yang family.
    

    

    
      First, Lee Jang-san said hello.
    

    

    
      “I hope you’ve been well, Yang Daehyeop.”
    

    

    
      “You were wondering if anything was wrong? Other than Yang-su becoming a cripple, nothing was wrong.”
    

    

    
      The middle-aged man was the swordsman Yang Gwang of Dosan. He was the cousin of the head of the Yang family, Jang Ju, a powerful figure in Dengzhou.
    

    

    
      Eight years ago, Yang Gwang's younger brother Yang Su was seen drunkenly harassing a woman, and Lee Jang San and his friends, who were passing by, rushed in.
    

    

    
      But unexpectedly, the fight escalated, and Yang-su's right arm was cut off by a friend's sword.
    

    

    
      “You know, it wasn’t our fault.”
    

    

    
      “Yeah, you didn’t do it yourself. You were just in a group.”
    

    

    
      “Things turned out like that because Yang Daehyeop’s younger brother got drunk….”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san tried to explain the situation, but Yang Gwang had no intention of listening.
    

    

    
      “The fault lies with those who have no power.”
    

    

    
      “Both great heroes….”
    

    

    
      “I caught those three guys a long time ago and cut off their arms, but I couldn’t find you.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was shocked when he heard that.
    

    

    
      “What do you mean, Master?”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san raised his hand to stop Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      “Jin-ah, you shouldn’t get involved in this.”
    

    

    
      Yang Gwang raised the corners of his lips.
    

    

    
      “Okay, kids, you don’t have to come out. I don’t want to cut off your arms.”
    

    

    
      The atmosphere became cold.
    

    

    
      The priests outside looked anxious, not knowing what was going on.
    

    

    
      “Master Yang, may I give you one of my arms?”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san said with a determined expression.
    

    

    
      "no!"
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin shouted in surprise.
    

    

    
      Outside, the disciples who heard Jangsan Lee's words began to curse loudly.
    

    

    
      “No, Master!”
    

    

    
      “Don’t harm our master!”
    

    

    
      “Hey you bad guys!”
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      The potter and the two-legged warriors standing next to the four brothers glared at them as they approached them.
    

    

    
      “Shut up, you guys!”
    

    

    
      Dokongseok pushed Jinsoha and hit Sogyeonghwan on the cheek.
    

    

    
      match!
    

    

    
      “Where are these guys screaming from!”
    

    

    
      Jin So-ha collapsed and So Kyung-hwan staggered and rolled around.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young, Do Cheok-san, and Yeong Ho-cho blocked Jin So-ha and So Gyeong-hwan's path, then opened their eyes wide and grumbled.
    

    

    
      “What did Soha do wrong that you hit her!”
    

    

    
      “Soha, Kyunghwan. Stay back. If you want to fight, fight us!”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young, who liked Jin So-ha, seemed ready to draw his sword and rush at her at any moment.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san urgently stopped Dokgo Jin and his brothers.
    

    

    
      “Stop it! I told you not to come out!”
    

    

    
      But the potter and the two masters had no intention of stopping.
    

    

    
      In particular, Dokongseok planned to use this opportunity to beat up the disciples of Yi Jangsan, whom he hated to see.
    

    

    
      It's just a shame that I can't defeat Dokgo Jin, the guy I hate the most, because he's in the room.
    

    

    
      “Huh? Look at these kids?”
    

    

    
      “These insolent little bastards….”
    

    

    
      They hurled abusive language and swung their fists and feet at Cheol Woo-young, Do Cheok-san, and Yeongho-cho.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young, Do Cheok-san, and Yeongho-cho, who were very nervous, did their best to focus on defense.
    

    

    
      They, too, have been training hard following Dokgo Jin recently.
    

    

    
      However, he was not yet skilled enough to take on the elite warriors of the Dokongseok or Yangga families.
    

    

    
      Boom! Boom! Boom!
    

    

    
      The three people who were hit three or four times in a short space of time staggered back.
    

    

    
      Do Cheok-san's face was swollen, and Cheol Woo-young's eye socket was torn open, blood flowing down his cheek.
    

    

    
      Yeonghocho also rushed forward with a flash of venom, but his opponent was someone who could not be dealt with with venom alone.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young gritted his teeth and glared at the two families of warriors.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san spoke to Yang Gwang and the Yang family warriors as if he were making a plea.
    

    

    
      “Please! Let those kids go, they did nothing wrong!”
    

    

    
      Yang Gwang was a ruthless man. Although he was a member of the Jeongpa clan, he was known for his harshness.
    

    

    
      If there was any difference, the disciples could have been seriously injured.
    

    

    
      “I’ll just take what I get. I don’t want to cut off the children’s arms either.”
    

    

    
      Yang Guang spoke coldly and waved his hand at the Yang family warriors outside.
    

    

    
      “That’s enough. Stop it.”
    

    

    
      Even the two-legged warriors who had experienced the taste stopped fighting at that point.
    

    

    
      Dokongseok wanted to fight a little more, but he couldn't go against Yangguang's words.
    

    

    
      'You guys are lucky.'
    

    

    
      At that time, Dokgo Jin looked at Yang Gwang and said.
    

    

    
      “I will repay the Yang family debt even more later! So leave Master alone!”
    

    

    
      A gleam of color appeared in Yang Gwang's fierce eyes.
    

    

    
      It wasn't because of the young boy's arrogant speech that he was angry. It was amazing that the young boy, so young and innocent, didn't lose to his momentum as a first-class expert.
    

    

    
      “You’re an interesting guy. If you keep talking nonsense, you might die. Aren’t you scared?”
    

    

    
      “If I was destined to die, I would have died when I fell off the cliff a few days ago.”
    

    

    
      “Okay, well that’s just a kid’s tantrum… how am I supposed to repay my debt for cutting off my brother’s arm?”
    

    

    
      “You said one of your brother’s arms was cut off, so if your brother is in danger later, I will spare one of his lives.”
    

    

    
      Yang Guang's narrow eyes widened slightly at the unexpected answer.
    

    

    
      "what?"
    

    

    
      “You won’t lose anyway. My master is seriously ill and won’t live long. Even cutting off an arm of a dying man won’t help the Yang family.”
    

    

    
      “I don’t trust anyone who only talks.”
    

    

    
      “Do I look like a mouthful to you?”
    

    

    
      “Hoo, he’s not just a talker? Let’s see if that’s true.”
    

    

    
      Yang Gwang raised one corner of his mouth and sneered as he approached Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      “Both great heroes…!”
    

    

    
      A flustered Lee Jang-san tried to block Dokgo Jin's path. But then, just as he was about to do so, he burst into a cough.
    

    

    
      Knock, knock, knock… .
    

    

    
      He coughed up blood, soaking the sleeve covering his mouth.
    

    

    
      Yang Gwang saw that and knew that Jang San Lee was seriously ill.
    

    

    
      But I couldn't just back out after coming this far.
    

    

    
      “Kid, if you can block my attacks three times and still stand, I will accept your offer.”
    

    

    
      “Sheep… Daehyeop… Gulp, gulp… That kid fell off the cliff and hasn’t recovered yet….”
    

    

    
      Even though Jangsan Lee pleaded, Yanggwang did not take his eyes off Dokgojin.
    

    

    
      “How is it?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin also did not back down.
    

    

    
      “Okay. I’ll try.”
    

    

    
      He found it laughable that a nameless bastard from a wealthy family would dare to challenge him to a three-second duel.
    

    

    
      A puppy doesn't know how scary a tiger is.
    

    

    
      But that was a while ago.
    

    

    
      Right now, your opponent is a tiger and you are a puppy.
    

    

    
      'You bastard! I'll definitely pay you back later!'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin stood facing Yang Gwang in the yard.
    

    

    
      Honestly, he knew better than anyone that he was doing something reckless.
    

    

    
      But it was already too late to back out.
    

    

    
      ‘Maybe three times…’
    

    

    
      He drew his sword and stretched forward, preparing for an attack.
    

    

    
      There are hundreds of known herbivores.
    

    

    
      However, most of the first moves were too weak to be used. Using such moves with weak power was not as effective as properly using the Samjae Sword Technique.
    

    

    
      So in the end I decided to fight back with the Samjae Sword Technique.
    

    

    
      'Let's go, you punk!'
    

    

    
      puck!
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin's body rolled around in the first attack.
    

    

    
      At least I was able to avoid my flesh being torn apart by blocking the flying sword precisely and on time.
    

    

    
      The fact that I was tossed around was simply a result of my own strength.
    

    

    
      “Hoooooo.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who got up while exhaling deeply, raised his sword to the middle.
    

    

    
      The reason why the Samjae Sword Technique is considered a third-rate martial art is because the initial form is simple.
    

    

    
      Even the ignorant think that the Samjae Sword Technique consists of only three movements: a downward strike, a sideways slash, and a thrust.
    

    

    
      In reality, there are thirty-two types of herbivores.
    

    

    
      What matters is not the change in the initial phase, but how accurately it is unfolded.
    

    

    
      If you can stand with both feet on the ground like iron pillars and accurately follow the sword path without wavering even in the face of lightning, then that is no longer third-rate martial arts.
    

    

    
      “Huh. Let me try it again.”
    

    

    
      Yang Gwang snorted as if he found it funny and extended his sword again.
    

    

    
      Dokgosan twisted his body, pulled his right foot back, and swung his sword diagonally down, dodging the flying Yanggwang sword.
    

    

    
      Among the three disaster swordsmanship techniques, the ancient tree plate root was the first method.
    

    

    
      Boom!
    

    

    
      Even though I let it out, the power in the sword was so strong that my wrist rang.
    

    

    
      But he gritted his teeth and took a step forward, lowering his body and extending his sword forward, performing the White Snake Breath.
    

    

    
      The best defense is a good offense.
    

    

    
      It was a match that stayed true to the basics.
    

    

    
      Yang Gwang, who had been taking it easy, narrowed his brows at the unexpected counterattack and swung his sword fiercely from side to side.
    

    

    
      Jjeong!
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin gritted his teeth as his wrist started to tingle from the strong impact from the collision.
    

    

    
      ‘If you stop it just one more time…’
    

    

    
      Yang Gwang attacked with his sword, pouring energy into it as if he was determined to defeat Dokgo Jin with his third attack.
    

    

    
      The Yang family's secret sword technique was famous for being as fast and sharp as its name.
    

    

    
      'This time there's no stopping you, you punk!'
    

    

    
      Yang Guang laughed inwardly and extended his sword three times in an instant.
    

    

    
      I don't think I'll die, but I think it'll be hard to avoid being disabled.
    

    

    
      Shushu shuk!
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin watched Yang Gwang's attack without blinking.
    

    

    
      Three sword shadows flying along three sword paths.
    

    

    
      None of them were non-threatening.
    

    

    
      But Dokgo Jin instinctively twisted his body and swung his wrist three times.
    

    

    
      As the sword tip rotated, three sword flowers bloomed.
    

    

    
      Among the three disaster swordsmanship techniques, it was the Samhwantuwol (三環套月).
    

    

    
      Damn it!
    

    

    
      A deafening crash.
    

    

    
      Unable to withstand the difference in air power, Dokgo Jin's body was thrown to the side. The sword he was holding also slipped out of his grip.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had rolled around three times, gritted his teeth and got up.
    

    

    
      'Shit….'
    

    

    
      The sword strike with aerodynamic force shook my insides, making my whole body tremble. Still, I didn’t want to show weakness, so I strained my eyes.
    

    

    
      Yang Gwang stretched his sword towards Dokgo Jin again.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked straight at the flying sword and said.
    

    

    
      “It seems that the two families treat promises like dog food.”
    

    

    
      The sword stopped five inches from his face.
    

    

    
      Yang Gwang glared at Dokgo Jin with a frown on his face.
    

    

    
      If you keep yelling like this, he'll die. But your reputation will also fall to the ground...
    

    

    
      “What is your name?”
    

    

    
      “Dokgo Jin.”
    

    

    
      “Remember. Don’t forget the debt you owe today. The term is five years. If you don’t keep your promise within that time, your master will have his head cut off instead of his arm.”
    

    

    
      Yang Guang spoke coldly and lowered his sword.
    

    

    
      “Oh, and….”
    

    

    
      He put down his sword, stretched out his leg, and kicked Dokgo Jin in the stomach.
    

    

    
      The distance was too close, and my body was sluggish due to the shock.
    

    

    
      puck!
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin's body, which had been kicked, fell backwards again.
    

    

    
      “This is the price you pay for your cocky words, you punk.”
    

    

    
      Yang Gwang looked back at Jangsan Mountain, smiling playfully.
    

    

    
      “You’re lucky. I’ll leave for today. But if he doesn’t keep his promise, he’ll come looking for you again. I don’t know if you’ll be alive by then.”
    

    

    
      Yang Guang left with the two warriors.
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang and Dokongseok followed right behind. Geumdogwang was determined not to miss this opportunity and was planning to get in line with Yanggajang.
    

    

    
      As soon as they all disappeared, the death sentences swarmed towards Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      “Ambassador!”
    

    

    
      “Are you okay?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had just barely managed to get up, spoke with a show of strength in his shoulders.
    

    

    
      “Don’t worry. I’m not the type of person who would collapse at this level.”
    

    

    
      And then, as soon as he finished saying those words, he fell to the side.
    

    

    
      “Huh huh?”
    

    

    
      “Ambassador!”
    

    

    
      “Catch him!”
    

    

    
      This is already the third time.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin felt irritated even as his mind was becoming dizzy.
    

    

    
      ‘I need to get stronger quickly, or I’ll embarrass myself in front of the kids…’
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      My eyes are dizzy.
    

    

    
      I don't even remember how many days have passed since I was dropped here by those traitorous bastards.
    

    

    
      Three days? Five days?
    

    

    
      I don't think I can hold out any longer.
    

    

    
      Is it time to go to hell now?
    

    

    
      thud!
    

    

    
      As I was starting to lose my mind, something fell before my eyes.
    

    

    
      I raised my eyelids with difficulty.
    

    

    
      The face of a boy wearing cheap magic clothes was right in front of my nose.
    

    

    
      Faint, disconnected breaths. It seemed as though he would have a hard time living long.
    

    

    
      He stared blankly at the boy, then opened his mouth as wide as he could and bit the Baihui point on the top of the boy's head.
    

    

    
      I don't mean to rip you off.
    

    

    
      A body with a ruptured chest, severed legs, and crushed bones in both arms. On top of that, he is extremely poisoned.
    

    

    
      Wouldn't the boy have a better chance of surviving than herself?
    

    

    
      My instincts told me to think and act that way.
    

    

    
      I asked with my mouth because the only place I could move was my mouth.
    

    

    
      He pulled out all the remaining energy from every nook and cranny of his energy veins, including his innate energy, and poured it into the boy's Baihui point with all his might.
    

    

    
      “Huh!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin opened his eyes wide and stared blankly at the ceiling while lying down.
    

    

    
      Were you dreaming?
    

    

    
      But soon I began to think that it might not be a dream.
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      He raised his hand above his head and felt near the Baihui point.
    

    

    
      Suddenly, I remembered the time when I first came to my senses and my head was pounding and hurting.
    

    

    
      “There was blood coming from his head. I think he got hurt when he fell from the cliff.”
    

    

    
      Do Cheok-san also said so while pretending to touch the top of his head.
    

    

    
      ‘Then I… will pour the remaining energy into the Baekhoehyeol of the child named Dokgo Jin… .’
    

    

    
      As he died like that, didn't his soul somehow enter Dokgo Jin's head?
    

    

    
      The exact truth could not be known, but at the moment, it seemed most likely.
    

    

    
      If it were true, it would be a shame for Dokgo Jin, but it couldn't have been anything but a stroke of luck for him.
    

    

    
      Jeeeeing!
    

    

    
      A resonance suddenly occurred in my head.
    

    

    
      It seemed like stars were twinkling before my eyes.
    

    

    
      He bit his lip and shut his eyes tightly.
    

    

    
      It was no use. When I closed my eyes, tens of thousands of stars twinkled in my head.
    

    

    
      In the meantime, a certain scene appeared dimly.
    

    

    
      A happy looking couple and children.
    

    

    
      Those who suddenly barge in, dance with their swords in a frenzy, and spray blood.
    

    

    
      Hiding in caves, while people are dying outside…
    

    

    
      Wandering the streets alone…
    

    

    
      Then I met Jangsan Lee.
    

    

    
      “Little one. Won’t you follow me?”
    

    

    
      The scenes in my head scattered like fog as I followed behind Mt. Lee Jang-san.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin immediately realized what the sight just now meant.
    

    

    
      I don't know how it came to mind, but Dokgo Jin's life flashed before my eyes.
    

    

    
      Perhaps as his own memories came back to him, Dokgo Jin's memories were also pulled up from deep within him.
    

    

    
      'Ha, this guy's life is really strange.'
    

    

    
      There was no way of knowing whether Dokgo Jin's memories would come back to him again in the future or whether he would fall asleep forever and never come back again.
    

    

    
      What was certain was that this body was not his own.
    

    

    
      'If only I could remember it more clearly, I would do something.'
    

    

    
      He opened his eyes with a bitter smile.
    

    

    
      Just then the door opened and priests rushed in.
    

    

    
      “Ambassador, are you awake now?”
    

    

    
      “Ambassador, are you in any pain?”
    

    

    
      “Ambassador! The master bought meat today.”
    

    

    
      “Hehehe. Ambassador, did you sleep well?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin smiled as he looked at the priests.
    

    

    
      No matter who he was, he was still the same as the children in front of him.
    

    

    
      “Yeah, I took a deep breath and woke up feeling refreshed. I’ll start training again tomorrow. Everyone, be prepared!”
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      We found out the cause of the soul transfer and also found out how to save it.
    

    

    
      The biggest gain of all was that he found out that he had poured all his remaining abilities into Dokgo Jin's Baekhoehyeol.
    

    

    
      It was not yet known how much force had been exerted. Since the body was on the verge of death, it could have been an extremely small amount.
    

    

    
      Still, at least it was better than nothing.
    

    

    
      Besides, isn't the Baekhoe point the upper dantian?
    

    

    
      The four disciples of Cheonhwamun, who had overcome hardships once, began to learn Cheonhwagong and Baektasansu in earnest.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin detoxified Cheonhwagong in two days using Dokgo Kang's abilities.
    

    

    
      However, he did not tell Jangsan Lee that he had deciphered everything.
    

    

    
      Because you might end up hurting yourself more if you feel guilty for no reason.
    

    

    
      If he's sick, he'll just have more work to do.
    

    

    
      It was Dokgo Jin's job to teach martial arts.
    

    

    
      The priests believed the words of the ambassador even if he said that beans were red beans.
    

    

    
      If I had to die, I would have pretended to die.
    

    

    
      No matter how difficult the training was, I followed along diligently without complaining.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin also practiced with the priests every day, drenching his whole body in sweat.
    

    

    
      I wondered if I had ever practiced this diligently since I was young and practicing on my own.
    

    

    
      Then one day… I met him.
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      “Hahahaha!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin burst into laughter.
    

    

    
      The place he was was deep in the valley of Dongbaeksan Mountain, about twenty li away from his house.
    

    

    
      There was no problem as I could train with the martial arts of Cheonhwamun or the priests of Baektasansuya.
    

    

    
      But sometimes I needed some quiet time alone.
    

    

    
      It was difficult to have any quiet time for oneself while teaching priests.
    

    

    
      I asked the priests how zealous they were, even when they came in shifts.
    

    

    
      There was no time to rest, and even less time to think about anything else.
    

    

    
      Moreover, it was beyond his wildest dreams to practice the martial arts of Dokgo Kang that he knew.
    

    

    
      So, starting from the fifteenth day after I started practicing Cheonhwagong, I came to this valley once every two days to practice alone.
    

    

    
      At first, it wasn't easy to practice the martial arts of ascension because my body and internal energy didn't support it.
    

    

    
      But as I practiced persistently, the path appeared.
    

    

    
      The transferred Dokgo Kang's true energy was vaporized by Cheonhwagong, and began to seep out of Baekhoehyeol and into his energy veins.
    

    

    
      After that, the energy that had swirled throughout every corner of the body joined the lower dantian, the 'sea of ​​energy'.
    

    

    
      The unfortunate thing is that when Dokgo Kang met Dokgo Jin, he was on the verge of death.
    

    

    
      Even though he poured all his energy into it, it was only three-tenths of his normal power.
    

    

    
      Even Dokgo Jin's body couldn't accept all of that.
    

    

    
      Still, that's somewhere.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was not disappointed and tried his best to make that power his own.
    

    

    
      After a month like that, the passageway to Cheonchu Mamagong's true energy was finally formed.
    

    

    
      “Okay! Now I can do something about it.”
    

    

    
      All of Dokgo Kang's main martial arts were based on Cheonchu Mamagong.
    

    

    
      The same goes for the Cheonmagugeomdo, the Cheonchumamajang, the ignorantly named Pacheonmujeoksu, and the arrogant method called Angcheongunmabo.
    

    

    
      In order to recover Dokgo Kang's martial arts, he had to first raise the level of Cheonchu Mamagong to the highest level possible.
    

    

    
      Of course, I have to hide it thoroughly from others.
    

    

    
      Fortunately, Cheonhwagong had a great capacity to embrace. It was enough to hide Cheonchumamagong, one of the three great magicians of the past and present.
    

    

    
      Even though I don't know who created the Cheonhwagong, I have a suspicion that it was originally created for that purpose.
    

    

    
      “Okay! Shall we start for real now?”
    

    

    
      It was about a month later that the one with the ominous fate appeared before him.
    

    

    
      That day too, Dokgo Jin was practicing Cheonchu Mama Gong in a cave dug out at the bottom of a cliff in the valley.
    

    

    
      But when I opened my eyes after completing the two-hour meditation, I felt a presence inside the valley.
    

    

    
      He opened his eyes, frowning.
    

    

    
      'What kind of guy is here…?'
    

    

    
      The valley he was in was not a place with beautiful scenery that people would come to see.
    

    

    
      Far from being beautiful, it was rocky, rugged, and desolate, so even herbalists didn't come there. That was the main reason he chose it as a place to practice.
    

    

    
      As he looked out of the cave in wonder, he saw a person staggering past.
    

    

    
      Are you in your forties or fifties?
    

    

    
      His whole body was covered in blood and he was holding a broken sword.
    

    

    
      Looking at his bloody legs shaking, it seemed like he was in really bad shape.
    

    

    
      'Who are you chasing?'
    

    

    
      I saw the man who had fallen forward struggling to get up.
    

    

    
      Every time I moved, blood flowed out of my body.
    

    

    
      'With wounds like that, he'll die before I can even get him to the doctor.'
    

    

    
      Leaning against a large rock, he looked around, breathing heavily.
    

    

    
      Then, my eyes met with Dokgo Jin's, who was sitting inside the cave.
    

    

    
      “……?”
    

    

    
      “……!”
    

    

    
      There was silence for a moment.
    

    

    
      Both stopped moving.
    

    

    
      Only a bird sitting on a nearby tree turned its head and looked back and forth between the two.
    

    

    
      The first person to speak was a middle-aged man.
    

    

    
      “Do you live around here?”
    

    

    
      Nod nod.
    

    

    
      Twenty li was a bit far. But the nearest town was where he lived.
    

    

    
      “What are you doing here?”
    

    

    
      “Are you training in martial arts?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin spoke honestly. There was no reason to hide it anyway.
    

    

    
      I wasn't even afraid of the middle-aged man. If he had lost enough blood to soak his entire body, it seemed like he wouldn't be able to hold out much longer and would probably die even if I left him alone.
    

    

    
      “You’re training in martial arts? Alone?”
    

    

    
      “Isn’t there anything I can’t do alone?”
    

    

    
      The middle-aged man felt upset when the young-looking man answered him in an informal tone.
    

    

    
      But now the person I regret is myself.
    

    

    
      “What about the four gates?”
    

    

    
      “Cheonhwamun.”
    

    

    
      “Cheonhwamun? It’s the first time I’ve heard of that sect.”
    

    

    
      Of course it would be. Even if we call them disciples, there are only seven, no, six, masters and disciples who could die at any time.
    

    

    
      The middle-aged man let down his guard against Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      On the one hand, it was laughable.
    

    

    
      A young boy with blue eyes practices martial arts alone in the mountains?
    

    

    
      Without a master?
    

    

    
      It was obvious even without looking.
    

    

    
      A disciple of a third-rate, nameless sect.
    

    

    
      He was clearly just a cheeky little kid who was running wild in the mountains trying to learn martial arts while he was young.
    

    

    
      So I could speak comfortably.
    

    

    
      “Please grant me one favor.”
    

    

    
      ask?
    

    

    
      I appeared in a place where no one goes, with a body that would soon die, and asked for a favor… .
    

    

    
      Dokgo Kang had no intention of listening.
    

    

    
      Now was the time to focus on practicing martial arts. I didn't have the leisure to do other people's favors.
    

    

    
      But then something strange came out.
    

    

    
      “Tell me.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin hesitated even after saying what he had said.
    

    

    
      It felt strange. It was more like Dokgo Jin's kind-hearted instincts, which had been sleeping deeply, had come out rather than something he had said himself.
    

    

    
      'What is this?'
    

    

    
      I felt like I had been taken advantage of. I felt uneasy.
    

    

    
      A middle-aged man who had no idea what was going on said.
    

    

    
      “If you grant me this favor, I will teach you my martial arts.”
    

    

    
      This time, Dokgo Jin found the middle-aged man funny.
    

    

    
      You dare to teach martial arts to Ma Cheon-jon?
    

    

    
      'What a funny guy.'
    

    

    
      But as if his feelings were revealed in his expression, the middle-aged man spoke with force in his eyes.
    

    

    
      “Don’t you know who I am?”
    

    

    
      Jerre jerre, Dokgo Jin shook his head.
    

    

    
      “Have you ever heard of the nickname ‘Hwan-hwan-bi-ma’?”
    

    

    
      I heard it when I was a Dokgo Kang.
    

    

    
      There were several people in the martial arts world who were famous for their magical powers. Of them, three were the most famous.
    

    

    
      Welcome Bima was one of those three.
    

    

    
      “Then you…?”
    

    

    
      “Yes, I am the welcome guest.”
    

    

    
      The welcome bima appears here in a dying body.
    

    

    
      why?
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked at the welcoming horse with a puzzled expression.
    

    

    
      The welcoming vigilante smiled bitterly.
    

    

    
      “If I hadn’t gone into Maryeong-dong, this wouldn’t have happened….”
    

    

    
      'What? Maryeong-dong?'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin was surprised by that one word, but he just looked without asking any questions.
    

    

    
      Sometimes knowing too much isn't good.
    

    

    
      Welcome Bima also went straight to the main point without going into any more detail.
    

    

    
      “Anyway, if you grant my request, you can have everything I have in my arms.”
    

    

    
      “It’ll all be mine anyway when you die.”
    

    

    
      Hwan Bima felt bad at Dokgo Jin's calm words. However, since that was the truth, he couldn't say anything.
    

    

    
      “Okay, then I’ll teach you the Welcome Heavenly God method too.”
    

    

    
      The illusionary flying celestial body method.
    

    

    
      This is a divine law that is never left out when discussing the best divine law in the world.
    

    

    
      But if it was something I couldn't do, I couldn't grant the request.
    

    

    
      “First, tell me what you want. I’ll have to know what you want so I can either listen or not.”
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      Welcome Bima Yoo Su-kwang's eyes sparkled.
    

    

    
      How many people can say something like that when they have the best divine law in the world right before their eyes?
    

    

    
      ‘He seems like a nice guy, except for his cocky attitude… .’
    

    

    
      Thinking so, Hwan-Bima spoke with ease.
    

    

    
      “Find a girl and take care of her. Also give her something.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin frowned.
    

    

    
      It was a seemingly easy but perplexing request.
    

    

    
      Find the girl and take care of her?
    

    

    
      If I had accepted it blindly, I might have spent my whole life chasing only girls.
    

    

    
      It is impossible for the Heavenly King to break his promise, right?
    

    

    
      “Where should I go to find it?”
    

    

    
      “Until three years ago, I lived with my maternal grandmother in a house across from Dongwhajang on Nanyang Street.”
    

    

    
      “You survived?”
    

    

    
      “I saw that child three years ago on his birthday and I haven’t seen him since. I wonder if he’s still living there….”
    

    

    
      “What’s your name?”
    

    

    
      “Yoo Soo Ah.”
    

    

    
      “How old are you?”
    

    

    
      “…I’m eighteen now.”
    

    

    
      “What does it look like?”
    

    

    
      “Very… cute and pretty.”
    

    

    
      “Even hedgehogs think their babies are cute and pretty.”
    

    

    
      “It’s true, you punk!”
    

    

    
      Are you swearing?
    

    

    
      Should I not grant you a favor?
    

    

    
      But for that, I wanted the Welcome Heavenly God Dharma.
    

    

    
      He didn't need to have such a perfect divine law, but he thought it would be a good gift for the priests.
    

    

    
      “Your name is Yoo Soo Ah, you’re eighteen years old, a cute and pretty hedgehog. Is that right?”
    

    

    
      Welcome Bima glared at Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      Even if I had to meet someone, it would be a shame to meet such a strange guy.
    

    

    
      But he himself found it difficult to take even one more step, and he had no time to ask others.
    

    

    
      “That's true, except for the hedgehog.”
    

    

    
      “How will you teach the Welcome Heavenly God method?”
    

    

    
      “I’ll tell you the spell first. Then I’ll interpret it for you. It would be best if you saw it for yourself, but my body is in this condition right now….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin didn't ask for more either.
    

    

    
      He came out of the cave and approached the welcoming Bhima.
    

    

    
      “Okay. Then, let’s start with the spelling.”
    

    

    
      My voice was getting smaller as I lost strength. If I missed even a single word, it would be a loss.
    

    

    
      He came close and concentrated.
    

    

    
      After a while, the welcoming spirit's eyes trembled.
    

    

    
      It was ridiculous.
    

    

    
      I read it to him twice at most, and he memorized it all. I read it to him over thirty times and memorized it.
    

    

    
      I understood it even though it was only interpreted once. I had racked my brain for three years to understand it.
    

    

    
      Does this make sense?
    

    

    
      Could it be that he already knew the secret?
    

    

    
      That can't be true.
    

    

    
      My master, who died twenty years ago, spoke clearly.
    

    

    
      -You are my only disciple.
    

    

    
      My master was a man who, even though he had a bad temper, never lied.
    

    

    
      “Who are you? What do you do?”
    

    

    
      The lips that asked trembled.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin answered calmly.
    

    

    
      “Cheonhwamun Ambassador Dokgo Jin. I told you earlier, didn’t I?”
    

    

    
      “Oh, how did you memorize a thousand-character verse after hearing it twice…?”
    

    

    
      “You have to hear it twice to memorize it. Do you think I’m stupid?”
    

    

    
      Welcome Bima's mouth opened wide in surprise.
    

    

    
      So does that mean you were the most foolish of fools?
    

    

    
      “So, did you understand it after hearing the interpretation once?”
    

    

    
      “It wasn’t that difficult.”
    

    

    
      It wasn't a complicated knot compared to the Cheonchu Mama Gong.
    

    

    
      “…….”
    

    

    
      The shocked Hwanbima flinched with her eyes wide open.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked at him and said.
    

    

    
      “Just ask one thing.”
    

    

    
      "what…?"
    

    

    
      “How did you know about Maryeong-dong?”
    

    

    
      “Ma, how do you know about Maryeong-dong?”
    

    

    
      The body of the dying welcome bima almost jumped up.
    

    

    
      It's surprising that a young girl from the mountains knows about Maryeong-dong, a place that few people in the world know about.
    

    

    
      “Macheonjon.”
    

    

    
      "what?"
    

    

    
      “I am… the grandson of Ma Cheon-jon Dokgo Kang.”
    

    

    
      Although his throat was a little sore as he spoke, Dokgo Jin lied like that.
    

    

    
      “I heard it from my grandfather.”
    

    

    
      It was really frustrating and annoying to have to hide something.
    

    

    
      Even though it was a lie, I felt strangely relieved after telling my own name.
    

    

    
      “Tell me. How did you know about Maryeongdong, the haunted place?”
    

    

    
      “Keu-keu, keu-keu-keu.”
    

    

    
      The welcoming Bima, who had been laughing with blood spitting out of his mouth, grumbled as he spoke with his bloody throat.
    

    

    
      “The master… went there and came back… and died.”
    

    

    
      He barely managed to finish speaking and his eyes widened and fluttered.
    

    

    
      “So I… went there to get revenge on those guys… and got one thing….”
    

    

    
      The voice got smaller and smaller. I couldn't hear it unless I strained my ears.
    

    

    
      The last words were barely audible even with my ears pricked up.
    

    

    
      After mumbling like that for a while, he died with his eyes wide open.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin clicked his tongue when he saw the dead man.
    

    

    
      “Tsk tsk tsk, you must have had a hard time. Dying with your eyes wide open.”
    

    

    
      First, he took the things in the arms of the welcoming maid.
    

    

    
      All that was in his bosom was a small leather pouch.
    

    

    
      “What is this? Is this all?”
    

    

    
      He grumbled and opened his pocket.
    

    

    
      It contained about ten nyang of silver, a black bead about an inch in diameter, a norigae (a type of ornament that girls might like), and a jade ring.
    

    

    
      Perhaps the norigae was bought to be given to a daughter.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin took out the black bead and examined it.
    

    

    
      The bead was shiny like a black pearl. It felt like a black cloud was rippling inside the bead.
    

    

    
      But as I watched quietly, a strange heat rose from my chest.
    

    

    
      He realized that the source of the heat was 'life', so he gritted his teeth and took his eyes off the marble.
    

    

    
      'Whew, that's some terrible magic... Wait, did you get this from Maringdong?'
    

    

    
      Feeling a chill, he put the marbles back in his pocket.
    

    

    
      “You crazy bastard, why are you bringing up such a weird thing?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who put the bag in his bosom, climbed up to a slightly higher place while carrying the body of the welcome horse.
    

    

    
      He dug a flat piece of land, buried the body of the welcomed Bima, and prayed for his soul to rest in peace.
    

    

    
      “Don’t worry too much. If you live, I will find a way to find your daughter, so rest in peace in the afterlife.”
    

    

    
      I was determined to keep my promise.
    

    

    
      Haven't you got a gift for the priests?
    

    

    
      However, I felt uneasy because of the words of the welcome message he left before he died.
    

    

    
      'Are you saying that the demons from Maryeong-dong came out?'
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin's eyes became deeply sullen.
    

    

    
      Where the source of evil lies dormant.
    

    

    
      It was known that Maryeongdong existed deep in the Maekyungcheonchubong Peak of Sacheonseong.
    

    

    
      The problem is that the demons of Maryeong-dong came out into the world to catch the Welcome Bima.
    

    

    
      It is said that Hwan-Bima barely managed to shake them off with all his might, but was so frightened that he ran away for two days, another two thousand li.
    

    

    
      “You idiot, you have nowhere else to go, so you’re going to go into that place where crazy ghosts are installed?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin grumbled as he spoke, but he seemed nervous.
    

    

    
      When I was the Lord of Macheonseong, I heard a legend about Maryeongdong.
    

    

    
      -When the seal is broken and the Demonic Cave opens, the demons of hell will come out into the world… .
    

    

    
      “Damn it! Surely these aren’t actual demons from hell?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had been grumbling, looked up at the sky.
    

    

    
      Gray clouds were rolling in, covering the peak of Dongbaeksan Mountain.
    

    

    
      “It feels so dirty….”
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      As I devoted myself to training, my qi increased rapidly.
    

    

    
      By the time winter passed and spring came, he had surpassed thirty years of virtuous cycles. Naturally, this was thanks to the virtuous cycles infused through the Baekhoehyeol.
    

    

    
      With his power backed up, Dokgo Jin began to practice the martial arts he knew.
    

    

    
      However, it was not possible to train in magic as it was.
    

    

    
      He suppressed his will to live and purified his magic so that it would not be revealed to the outside.
    

    

    
      As annoying as it was, it was better than having to deal with the hassle of magic.
    

    

    
      In the meantime, Dokgo Jin organized several martial arts techniques.
    

    

    
      First, he selected the recipes he knew and applied Cheonhwagong's swordsmanship to Baektasansu.
    

    

    
      A total of eighteen superfoods were created.
    

    

    
      That's why it was named Cheonhwasippalsik.
    

    

    
      Although it is a type of martial art optimized for swordsmanship, it can also be used as a swordsmanship, martial art, or boxing technique depending on how the transformation formula is combined.
    

    

    
      The Welcome Heavenly God's Law was also divided into the 'illusion' and 'flying' results, and then a fairly plausible new law was created.
    

    

    
      “Hmm, this seems like it would make a good gift for the kids.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin put down his brush and smiled with satisfaction.
    

    

    
      The result of a month of thinking turned out to be better than expected. No, it wasn't just good; it was so excellent that even Ma Cheon-jong was impressed.
    

    

    
      “I should make this the main martial art of Cheonhwamun.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin first went to find Jangsan Lee with the martial arts skills he had organized.
    

    

    
      Jangsan Lee, who had seen the martial arts, was amazed.
    

    

    
      It was not possible to clearly understand it with his ability, but even just seeing it once made him see that the knot was extremely profound and seemed like an excellent herb.
    

    

    
      Surprised, he stared at Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      “You made this?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin looked around with an embarrassed expression.
    

    

    
      “Rather than making it, I just organized it a bit.”
    

    

    
      "organize?"
    

    

    
      “I memorized the martial arts rules that were passed down in my family when I was young, and I tried mixing those rules with Cheonhwagong.”
    

    

    
      “You know the secret of your family’s martial arts? Why didn’t you tell me before?”
    

    

    
      “I don’t know why, but I had completely forgotten about it. But it started to come to mind recently.”
    

    

    
      “Ugh….”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san had many questions, but he didn't ask any more.
    

    

    
      He also knew that Dokgo Jin was the son of a nobleman.
    

    

    
      Maybe he couldn't remember the old saying he had memorized because of the shock of his family's downfall.
    

    

    
      'Did I remember it because I was shocked when I fell off the cliff?'
    

    

    
      At some point, his speech and personality also changed, and that was also after he fell off the cliff.
    

    

    
      'They say that people can change when they get a big shock to their head…'
    

    

    
      It has been said that sometimes people go crazy, sometimes they are fools, and occasionally they are geniuses.
    

    

    
      If it was due to a blow to the head, Dokgo Jin was likely the latter.
    

    

    
      Plus, my lost memories came back, which was the icing on the cake.
    

    

    
      The important thing is that there is absolutely no harm to the disciples.
    

    

    
      “Anyway, these martial arts are truly amazing. I think this master will be able to close his eyes in peace.”
    

    

    
      From that day on, Dokgo Jin taught the martial arts he had created to his disciples.
    

    

    
      The priests were jumping for joy.
    

    

    
      In Dokgo Jin's eyes, it was just a basic herbivore, but to the priests, it was a peerless martial art.
    

    

    
      The priests spent most of their time in the yard, except for sleeping and eating, hoping to quickly become strong and protect their master.
    

    

    
      I sweated so much that I could almost smell the salty air from the dirt in the front yard.
    

    

    
      He was worried that he might collapse if he kept doing that, but Dokgo Jin did not stop him.
    

    

    
      To survive in the world of martial arts, you must go through countless extreme situations.
    

    

    
      The hardships I'm going through now are not poison, they're medicine.
    

    

    
      A few more months passed and as summer approached… they came.
    

    

    
      It's been a year since I left.
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      “Hey! Long time no see.”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang entered the yard, raised his hand, and smiled.
    

    

    
      The four disciples of Cheonhwamun who were training stopped their movements and looked towards the main gate.
    

    

    
      It wasn't just Geumdogwang who came. Seven more people followed him in. Among them was Dokongseok.
    

    

    
      “You’re here.”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young, who was closest to the main gate, bowed his head awkwardly and greeted me.
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang saw that and smiled.
    

    

    
      “You guys have grown up so much, haven’t you? Just last year, you were fluffy little kids, but now you look like young men.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin asked in a blunt tone.
    

    

    
      “What brings you here?”
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      “Why do you look so unwelcome?”
    

    

    
      “Because there is no reason to be happy.”
    

    

    
      “Why? Because of what happened last year?”
    

    

    
      “Honestly, it’s not something to welcome.”
    

    

    
      “That kid is really prickly.”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang, who had been smiling and saying a few words, looked toward the house and asked.
    

    

    
      “What about Jangsan?”
    

    

    
      “Master is not feeling well and is inside.”
    

    

    
      "okay?"
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang answered calmly and walked inside.
    

    

    
      “I need to meet your master.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin only looked at it with indifferent eyes and did not stop it.
    

    

    
      At that moment, the door opened and Mt. Ijang came into view.
    

    

    
      “Geumdogwang, why did you come here? Knock knock, knock….”
    

    

    
      “Oh, now you’re out.”
    

    

    
      “Why did you come?”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san urged for an answer.
    

    

    
      I forced myself to hold back a cough. I didn't want to look weak in front of my friends.
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang said, raising one corner of his mouth.
    

    

    
      “Sell us this house. We’ll pay you handsomely.”
    

    

    
      Knock, knock… … .
    

    

    
      The cough I had been holding in burst out.
    

    

    
      “Wh, what the hell are you talking about?”
    

    

    
      “I’m thinking of opening a Dongbaek Inspection Center. I think this place would be perfect.”
    

    

    
      “Get out. I have no intention of selling the house.”
    

    

    
      “I said I’ll pay you generously. I’ll give you one hundred and twenty nyang. But since you’re my friend, I’ll pay you twenty nyang more than I would give you.”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san also knew that Geum Do-kwang's words were right.
    

    

    
      Before Dokgo Jin picked up the gold and silver treasures, he had looked into selling the house. At that time, the price offered by the village chief was 100 nyang. The price was given because the land was relatively large.
    

    

    
      But now, even if they offered me two hundred nyang, let alone one hundred and twenty nyang, I had no intention of selling it.
    

    

    
      He could be confident after watching for the past year.
    

    

    
      Cheonhwamun would not end up as a third-rate sect with no name. It was certain that one day it would become famous in the world.
    

    

    
      In that case, this place will become the birthplace of Cheonhwamun.
    

    

    
      “No matter how much money you give me, I won’t sell it. So just go back.”
    

    

    
      “Oh, don’t be stubborn and just sell it. You’re going to have to sell it anyway.”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san noticed that Geum Do-kwang's speech was strange and frowned.
    

    

    
      “What? What do you mean? Do you have to sell it anyway?”
    

    

    
      “We took this picture at Dongbaek Checkpoint. Here.”
    

    

    
      “What? Who cares! Knock knock, knock….”
    

    

    
      “I’m telling you this because you’re my friend. Sell me before the kids get hurt, Inma.”
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san gritted his teeth and shook his clenched fist.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin saw that and took a step forward.
    

    

    
      “Master, please go inside. Cheoksan, bring Master inside.”
    

    

    
      “Yes, Ambassador.”
    

    

    
      Docheoksan, who had grown bigger in size over the past year, walked towards Ijangsan with a stomping sound.
    

    

    
      “Oh my, the adults aren’t even finished talking yet….”
    

    

    
      As Geumdogwang spoke, he raised his hand and shook it slightly.
    

    

    
      One of the Dongbaek Inspection Officers who had been standing at the back blocked Do Cheok-san's front.
    

    

    
      “Hey, Inma, the adults are talking. Get out of the way.”
    

    

    
      Do Cheok-san glanced at Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin instinctively felt that he had to make some decision here.
    

    

    
      Are you going to fight or are you going to talk?
    

    

    
      He made his decision in a single breath.
    

    

    
      “Chuk-san, Master… bring him inside.”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang and Dongbaekgeommun are after this house. It's clear that they won't give up.
    

    

    
      Even in my opinion, if Dongbaek Inspection is going to create a fountain and expand outward, this village is the best place.
    

    

    
      And this is the only house in this village that would be fit to make a fountain.
    

    

    
      If so, then it is something we will have to face at some point.
    

    

    
      “These kids… Are their ears blocked….”
    

    

    
      Another camellia swordsman stepped forward, muttering.
    

    

    
      This time, Cheol Woo-young and Yeongho-cho stepped forward.
    

    

    
      I've had countless fights with the ambassador over the past year. But I've broken up every single day.
    

    

    
      As a result, I could now tell what the ambassador was trying to say just by looking at his every word or the movement of his fingers.
    

    

    
      Now it seemed like the ambassador was determined to start a fight.
    

    

    
      'Come on, let's give it a try.'
    

    

    
      'We are not weak anymore!'
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young and Yeong-ho-cho took deep breaths and raised their air power.
    

    

    
      I've never had a real fight before, but I wasn't too worried.
    

    

    
      The fight with Dokgo Jin was just as brutal as the actual fight.
    

    

    
      I had been enduring such hardships for nearly a year.
    

    

    
      “Our ambassador told us to invite Master inside.”
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young, who spoke with a stern expression, stood in front of the Dongbaek Inspection Team warriors together with Yeongho-cho.
    

    

    
      “Look at these kids? Little brats….”
    

    

    
      The Dongbaek Inspection Team's soldiers attacked Cheol Woo-young and Yeongho-cho while swearing.
    

    

    
      Still, he did not take out his weapon and swung his sword.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young and Youngho Cho also faced each other with long fists.
    

    

    
      The Dongbaek Swordsman did not even consider the Cheonhwamun disciples as their opponents.
    

    

    
      They are just third-rate disciples the size of a rat's tail.
    

    

    
      However, the sweat and tears shed by the disciples of Cheonhwamun over the past year were not in vain.
    

    

    
      Cheol Woo-young and Yeongho Cho also fought against the Dongbaek Inspection Team's warriors with their fists instead of weapons.
    

    

    
      The two people who turned their bodies to block the opponent's attacks quickly and strongly counterattacked.
    

    

    
      The Dongbaek Inspection Team warriors were taken aback by the unexpectedly strong counterattack.
    

    

    
      On the other hand, Cheol Woo-young and Yeong Ho-cho, who had gained confidence, pushed back the Dongbaek Inspection Team soldiers who were panicking and retreating.
    

    

    
      Boom! Boom! Boom!
    

    

    
      In an instant, the two men's attacks struck the bodies of the Dongbaek Swordsmen.
    

    

    
      “Ugh!”
    

    

    
      “Ugh! This dog…….”
    

    

    
      The eyes of the Geumdo Gwang and Dongbaek Inspection Warriors widened at the unexpected situation.
    

    

    
      But soon they came to their senses and two more jumped in.
    

    

    
      “Where are you guys!”
    

    

    
      “These kids…!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin didn't stop them.
    

    

    
      He said, still looking only at Geumdo-kwang.
    

    

    
      “If I beat you, how about we give up here?”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang's eyes went up.
    

    

    
      ‘This insolent bastard…!’
    

    

    
      I cursed at him inside, but I didn't say anything out loud.
    

    

    
      It's really annoying, but I have no right to say that. I've already lost once.
    

    

    
      Still, it didn't matter that I had to grind my teeth.
    

    

    
      Ugh.
    

    

    
      “Are you sure you can beat me?”
    

    

    
      “If you don’t have confidence, drink it.”
    

    

    
      “That arrogant tone is still there.”
    

    

    
      At that moment, Dokongseok flew out like lightning and attacked Dokgojin.
    

    

    
      “You little shit!”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin stretched out his right hand as he watched the rushing Dokongseok.
    

    

    
      “I don’t know about other people….”
    

    

    
      He clenched his fist in a small circle while extending his arms.
    

    

    
      “…You need to get some advice.”
    

    

    
      He took a step to the side and deflected Dokongseok's attack.
    

    

    
      The moment of avoidance itself was so exquisite. It almost seemed as if I had just turned around by chance and avoided it.
    

    

    
      At the same time, a swung fist struck the potter's face.
    

    

    
      puck-!
    

    

    
      He was hit so hard that his face appeared to turn to the other side.
    

    

    
      From his mouth, two yellow teeth flew into the air along with blood.
    

    

    
      “Kueeek!”
    

    

    
      The scream sounded like a pig being slit.
    

    

    
      The potter's stone, which had floated up and bounced a few inches to the side, fell to the floor.
    

    

    
      dump.
    

    

    
      Day after day, day after day, collapse after collapse.
    

    

    
      The pottery stone that had fallen to the floor crawled with its eyes rolled back, scratching the floor with its fingers.
    

    

    
      “Euuuuuu.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin glared at Dokongseok with eyes that were as cold as frost.
    

    

    
      “What? What are you going to do with Soha? Huh! Be thankful you didn’t break your neck.”
    

    

    
      Pubbuk! Pubbuk!
    

    

    
      From the side, there was the sound of a water-soaked bag being knocked again.
    

    

    
      Screams and swearing were also heard.
    

    

    
      “Ugh! F**k….”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin could tell the result just by listening to the sound. He could also tell what kind of trick Cheol Woo Young had used.
    

    

    
      “There is no correlation between speech and skill.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin spoke in an indifferent voice and met Geum Do-kwang's eyes.
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang clenched and unclenched his hands.
    

    

    
      It was a chilly day that gave me goosebumps. On days like this, my hands never sweat.
    

    

    
      But strangely enough, my hands were sweaty.
    

    

    
      'Fuck!'
    

    

    
      At that moment, Geum Do-kwang, who was looking into Dokgo Jin's eyes, realized the reason for his incomprehensible reaction.
    

    

    
      'The kid's eyes are unwavering, and he has no emotions. As if he has been through many years... countless life-and-death struggles and his emotions have become dull. How could he do that...!'
    

    

    
      It was ridiculous.
    

    

    
      He has been watching Dokgo Jin since he was young.
    

    

    
      When you were nine?
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san brought a young child as his disciple.
    

    

    
      He was smart and intelligent, but he was a bit timid. Because of that personality, he was later bullied by his priest, Sa Jong-hak.
    

    

    
      Even though he knew that fact, he didn't tell Jangsan Lee.
    

    

    
      I plan to take it away someday when it falls off.
    

    

    
      But the Dokgo Jin in front of me was absolutely not the same kid from back then.
    

    

    
      'What the hell happened to this kid?'
    

    

    
      “Are you going to do it or not?”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin asked again.
    

    

    
      At the same time, there was a sound of a sword being drawn from the side.
    

    

    
      Sreung!
    

    

    
      The evil voice of Dongbaek Inspectorate's warrior could also be heard.
    

    

    
      “Your Majesty! Let’s just wipe these bastards out.”
    

    

    
      You idiot! You don't even know the situation!
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang raised his left hand.
    

    

    
      “Stop!”
    

    

    
      The Dongbaek Swordsman, who was about to draw his sword and attack, hesitated.
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang was scared that his pride would be shattered. But he was even more scared of his life being completely ruined.
    

    

    
      The disciple, Dokongseok, is crawling on the floor… .
    

    

    
      'That's the trouble the genie brought upon himself.'
    

    

    
      He looked up into the sky for a moment, lowered his head, and spoke with a show of force in his neck.
    

    

    
      “No matter how much I want this place… I don’t think it’s right to steal my friend’s house. Let’s go!”
    

    

    
      The Dongbaek Swordsman, who had drawn his sword, blinked.
    

    

    
      “Your Majesty…?”
    

    

    
      'Hey, you little punk. Can't you see something strange even after looking at it with your own eyes? Can't you see how scary this little guy is?'
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang held back the urge to punch him and turned around.
    

    

    
      If you want to beat Dokgo Jin, you must kill him.
    

    

    
      If he fails to kill Dokgo Jin today, one day all the anger will fall on his own head.
    

    

    
      But honestly, I didn't have the confidence to kill Dokgo Jin.
    

    

    
      No, I was scared.
    

    

    
      So I spoke like a friend of Jangsan Lee who is like no other in the world.
    

    

    
      “This is my friend’s house, Inma! How can you kick out a dying friend? Stop talking nonsense and do as I say! I’ll take full responsibility! Just help Seok!”
    

    

    
      He quickly turned his head and looked into Dokgo Jin's eyes.
    

    

    
      This time it didn't feel like before so it was worth facing.
    

    

    
      “Hey, Dokgo Jin. I’m not a person who has no sense of humanity. I just can’t help it.”
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin, who had noticed Geum Do-kwang's feelings, held back his laughter and spoke.
    

    

    
      “Anyway, thank you. If I ever have to sell this house, I’ll tell the landlord to sell it to you.”
    

    

    
      “Really? Then I’m good.”
    

    

    
      In this way, negotiations took place between the two people.
    

    

    
      Dokgo Jin also had no complaints.
    

    

    
      It was fortunate that it ended like this. If a fight broke out, it was a problem whether I lost or won.
    

    

    
      Because Dongbaek Inspection won't stay still.
    

    

    
      “Jangsan, see you next time.”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang greeted him with an awkward smile.
    

    

    
      Lee Jang-san waved his hand with difficulty.
    

    

    
      “Okay, go quickly. Don’t be greedy.”
    

    

    
      “Child, get well soon. Next time I see you, let’s have a drink together.”
    

    

    
      Geumdogwang spoke with an awkward expression and turned around.
    

    

    
      * * *
    

    

    
      Dongbaek Geommun's Wind Sword Master, Gi Do-cheong, urged Geum Do-gwang, who returned empty-handed.
    

    

    
      “Hey, Geumdo-kwang! Can’t you even handle something like that properly?! What did you learn by going to Yanggajang?!”
    

    

    
      Geum Do-kwang made a strong excuse, as if Jang-san Lee was his best friend in the world.
    

    

    
      “Then what can I do? I can’t just take over the house of my dying friend, right?”
    

    

    
      The words and expressions were so earnest that even the prayer leader lowered his voice a little.
    

    

    
      “Hey Inma, who told you to steal it? Didn’t they tell you to buy it with money?”
    

    

    
      “What if they don’t sell it now? I don’t want to be a bad guy who takes my friend’s house by force!”
    

    

    
      “Ahhh, this kid is really….”
    

    

    
      “My lord, you may be able to do it, but I can’t! I can’t!”
    

    

    
      It was then that the door opened with a bang, and a young man in blue silk robes entered the room.
    

  Chapter 14





 





When Geum Do-gwang turned his head and saw the young man, he quickly bowed.





"You've arrived, Young Master Lee."





The young man appeared to be around twenty-two or twenty-three years old, with thin lips and sharp, piercing eyes. His arms were crossed behind his back, and his arrogant demeanor was downright infuriating.





‘Why the hell is this bastard here again?’





The young man was Ha Jeon, the second son of Ha Dong-gwan, the sect leader of the Dongbaek Sword Sect.





Just as his appearance suggested, he was an arrogant, self-centered, and thoroughly unpleasant bastard.





"Vice Sect Leader Nam, what the hell happened? I heard you went to buy a house for the branch but came back empty-handed?"





His tone was just as rude as expected.





"Does your friend matter more to you than our Dongbaek Sword Sect?"





"Young Master, that's not it—"





"Hmph! You couldn’t even handle a sick old man and a few kids, so you came back with nothing? I’m deeply disappointed. On top of that, your disciple Do Gong-seok was injured, and you just let it slide?"





"Young Master—"





"If your friend is so important, I’ll go and settle it myself."





Without waiting for a response, Ha Jeon coldly spat out his words and turned away.





Geum Do-gwang clenched his teeth and said nothing.





‘Damn it. Who the hell thinks I came back empty-handed because I wanted to? The nerve of this guy… The sect leader spoiled him rotten.’





Still, a part of him couldn’t help but think, ‘Well, whatever. Let’s see how this plays out.’





‘I know people, and Dokgo Jin—that guy won’t kneel so easily, you fool.’





Winning is what matters, damn it.












That afternoon.





Ha Jeon arrived at the Cheonhwa Gate with seven Dongbaek Sword Sect warriors in tow.





Dokgo Jin frowned as he watched the group push through the front gate.





‘Dongbaek Sword Sect bastards…’





All of them wore the sect’s distinctive martial uniforms—except for one young man.





Just by looking at the arrogant expression on the young man’s face, Dokgo Jin could guess why they were here.





Annoyed, he let out a sigh.





‘Sigh. Geum Do-gwang, you idiot, couldn’t even wrap things up properly…’





Unaware of his thoughts, Ha Jeon strode into the courtyard, chin raised.





"I am Ha Jeon, the second son of the Dongbaek Sword Sect’s leader. I’ve come to meet the master of this place."





Ha Jeon looked around arrogantly at Dokgo Jin and the Cheonhwa Gate disciples standing in the courtyard.





"The master is ill and resting right now," Cheol Woo-young replied, his expression guarded.





Ha Jeon glanced over the Cheonhwa Gate disciples.





"Which one of you is Dokgo Jin? I heard he injured Do Gong-seok, a disciple of our Dongbaek Sword Sect."





"That would be me," Dokgo Jin said, stepping forward.





The blunt tone and direct gaze made Ha Jeon’s brow twitch.





He was the second young master of the Dongbaek Sword Sect, while the guy in front of him was just a disciple from some third-rate sect—not even worth considering.





And yet, how dare he act so insolently!





"You little brat, you’ve got some nerve acting tough even after knowing who I am. For someone so young, you’re unbelievably arrogant."





So young.





Hearing that, Dokgo Jin felt a strange emotion. He should have been irritated, but instead, the corner of his mouth lifted.





After hearing it a few times, it really sank in—he was young again.





"I doubt you came here just to say that. Why don’t you get to the point?"





Offended, Ha Jeon glared at Dokgo Jin with fury in his eyes.





What gives this bastard the right to act so cocky?





One of the Dongbaek Sword Sect warriors stepped forward, eyes blazing.





"You punk! How dare you speak so rudely to the Young Master?!"





Cheol Woo-young shot back, "You’re the one who should watch your tone when speaking to our eldest disciple!"





"What?! You little—! Even though you’re from a sect that’s not even third-rate, you’ve got the same damn attitude!"





"Can you back up those words?" Dokgo Jin interjected coldly.





The Dongbaek warrior scoffed.





"At the very least, I can teach brats like you a lesson."





Dokgo Jin’s gaze shifted to Ha Jeon.





"What do you think, Young Master?"





His tone carried a strange inflection.





Ha Jeon’s expression darkened further as he scowled at Dokgo Jin.





"Hmph! These are elite warriors of the Dongbaek Sword Sect. Of course, they’re nothing like the trash Vice Sect Leader Geum brought. They’re more than enough to handle little kids like you."





"Then, how about a wager?"





"A wager?"





"If my junior wins against that guy, you all leave quietly."





"And if we win?"





"I’ll persuade the master to sell this house to you."





"That alone isn’t enough. I’m in a very bad mood right now."





Ha Jeon smirked, his lips curling mockingly.





Dokgo Jin’s eyes turned icy.





"What more do you want? Wasn’t getting this house your goal?"





"Like I said, that’s not enough."





"Then what?"





When Dokgo Jin pressed, Ha Jeon pointed at him—then at the ground.





"You… will kneel and beg for my forgiveness."





His lips stretched into a vicious sneer.





"Don’t be ridiculous!"





"Who do you think you are, demanding our eldest disciple kneel?!"





"Eldest Disciple would never kneel to someone like you!"





Do Cheok-san, Cheol Woo-young, and Jin So-ha shouted in unison.





Ha Jeon’s sneer deepened.





"Well? If you don’t want to, that’s fine. Whether you agree or not… you will kneel before me in the end."





Dokgo Jin replied,





"Fine. Let’s do it."





Shocked, Jin So-ha and Do Cheok-san turned to Dokgo Jin.





"No, Eldest Disciple!"





"Why should you kneel to that guy?!"





Cheol Woo-young didn’t shout—he just bit his lip.





Dokgo Jin glanced at him. A faint smile touched his lips.





"Then just win."





"Eldest Disciple…"





"Don’t tell me you’re not confident?"





"N-No! I am confident!"





"Then it’s settled."





Dokgo Jin’s casual reply was followed by an icy stare at Ha Jeon, as if the smile had never existed.





"Deal?"





Ha Jeon’s sneer grew even colder than Dokgo Jin’s expression.





"Fine. I accept the wager."





Cheol Woo-young stood opposite the Dongbaek Sword Sect warrior, a distance between them.





The warrior’s name was Jeong Sam, a member of the elite Flying Sword Unit.





He looked at Cheol Woo-young, who still seemed green, with disdain.





"How old are you?"





Shing!





He drew his sword as he spoke.





Cheol Woo-young gripped his own sword tightly and answered flatly,





"Seventeen."





"Hah, exactly half my age. Don’t feel too bitter when you lose. Just standing against me takes courage."





"I didn’t come here to lose. I can’t lose—because if I do, Eldest Disciple has to kneel to you."





"Tch. Still as arrogant as ever."





Jeong Sam smirked and leveled his sword.





"Come at me, kid."





The moment he spoke, Cheol Woo-young kicked off the ground and charged.





Jeong Sam instinctively stepped back at the unexpected speed.





Cheol Woo-young pressed the attack, unleashing the Eighteen Strikes of the Heavenly Flower in rapid succession.





Jeong Sam’s face twisted as he frantically parried. He leaped back another ten feet, putting distance between them.





Cheol Woo-young hesitated for a split second—then realized his mistake and lunged again.





Jeong Sam, pride wounded, glared and thrust his sword forward.





Clang!





Cheol Woo-young deflected the strike and countered with three rapid slashes.





But by then, Jeong Sam had regained his composure.





Though momentarily flustered, he had decades of real combat experience.





Even if his opponent was just a seventeen-year-old boy, he wouldn’t let his guard down again. He channeled his inner energy into his blade.





"Not bad for a brat. Now it’s my turn!"





Clang! Clash!





With every strike Jeong Sam delivered, Cheol Woo-young blocked—but gritted his teeth in pain.





In raw strength, Cheol Woo-young wasn’t far behind. Despite his youth, his muscles were as strong as a trained adult’s.





The problem was inner energy.





Jeong Sam had trained for twenty-five years—his energy reserves dwarfed Cheol Woo-young’s.





Every clash sent numbing shocks through his wrists.





If not for the Eighteen Strikes and his unpredictable footwork, he wouldn’t have lasted this long.





Clang! Crash!





Cheol Woo-young was sent rolling back from the force of a heavy blow.





But he immediately sprang up, crouching like a tiger ready to pounce.





Ha Jeon, arms crossed, smirked.





"The little rat is holding out. Doesn’t change the fact he’s about to get crushed."





Meanwhile, Do Cheok-san, Jin So-ha, and So Gyeong-hwan watched with bated breath.





They knew what losing meant.





Not only would the Eldest Disciple have to kneel—they might even lose their home.





And no matter how they looked at it, Cheol Woo-young didn’t stand a chance.





"Hang in there, Senior Brother!"





"Idiot Senior Brother, if you lose, you’re dead!"





Do Cheok-san and Jin So-ha shouted desperately.





But Dokgo Jin remained silent, his cold gaze fixed on the fight.





Cheol Woo-young was clearly at a disadvantage.





His training in the Eighteen Strikes wasn’t enough for real combat yet.





And his footwork, while agile, lacked the energy to fully deceive his opponent.





Yet his eyes still refused to accept defeat.












Hearing his juniors’ shouts, Cheol Woo-young bit his lip.





Losing wasn’t the issue.





His opponent was an elite warrior of the Dongbaek Sword Sect—someone he wouldn’t have dared face just a short while ago.





But if he lost, the Eldest Disciple would have to kneel to that bastard.





‘That can’t happen!’





He had trained hard, confident in his progress—only to end up like this?





His sword hand trembled.





"You’re better than I expected, but if I lose to a brat like you, how could I ever show my face again?"





Jeong Sam grinned and advanced.





"Kneel and admit defeat, and I’ll spare you."





"Shut up! It’s not over yet!"





Cheol Woo-young roared and charged again.





Jeong Sam deflected the strikes, pushing forward relentlessly.





For every step he took, Cheol Woo-young was forced back.





"I didn’t want to draw blood, but since you insist on being stubborn…"





Like a cat toying with a mouse, Jeong Sam backed him into a corner.





Cheol Woo-young clenched his jaw, dodging and blocking while searching for an opening.





"You’re tougher than I thought, brat."





Jeong Sam twisted his lips in a sneer and thrust his sword—finally deciding to end it.





Cheol Woo-young saw the blade coming and threw himself forward.





‘Even if I die, I’m taking you with me, bastard!’





Jeong Sam froze at the unexpected move.





He had treated this as a spar, never intending to run Cheol Woo-young through.





But to Cheol Woo-young, this was life or death.





A battle worth risking his life for.





The moment Jeong Sam hesitated and angled his blade aside—





Cheol Woo-young’s sword pierced straight toward his heart.












(End of Chapter 14)
Chapter 15





 





Jeong Sam’s eyes widened as he hastily retreated, trying to evade Cheol Woo-young’s blade.





This time, Cheol Woo-young didn’t hesitate.





The Eldest Disciple had taught him:





When you lack strength, aim for openings. When aiming for openings, don’t let your resolve waver.





And when the opportunity comes, don’t hesitate for even an instant.





Staring straight into Jeong Sam’s widened eyes, Cheol Woo-young unleashed the ninth stance of the Eighteen Strikes of the Heavenly Flower—One Flash, One Lightning.





He knew Jeong Sam’s sword was coming from the side—but he didn’t dodge.





Thunk!





“Ghk—!”





Slick!





“...!”





Jeong Sam staggered back, face twisted in pain, his shoulder pierced.





It was his right shoulder—the one holding his sword—making it nearly impossible to raise his blade again.





Cheol Woo-young’s left forearm had been slashed diagonally, the searing pain shooting straight to his scalp.





But he gritted his teeth, charged forward again, and thrust his sword.





Unable to wield his weapon, Jeong Sam panicked and leaped back toward his comrades.





“Enough!”





Cheol Woo-young only stopped when Dokgo Jin barked the command.





“Hah… hah… hah…”





Gasping for breath, his eyes burned with exhilaration.





He had won.





Now, the Eldest Disciple wouldn’t have to kneel.





“Looks like my junior won,” Dokgo Jin said, glancing at Ha Jeon.





But Ha Jeon refused to accept it.





“Hmph! The match isn’t over yet.”





Dokgo Jin turned his gaze to Jeong Sam.





“Do you agree?”





Jeong Sam gritted his teeth.





He didn’t want to admit defeat. If he had been just a little more focused, he would’ve won.





But regardless of skill, there was no denying he had retreated to his allies.





When he didn’t answer immediately, Ha Jeon spoke again.





“That brat knew Jeong Sam wouldn’t kill him and used a cheap trick to force him back. So this round is a draw. Let’s have another wager.”





Do Cheok-san and Jin So-ha shouted in protest.





“That’s ridiculous! A draw? Senior Brother won!”





“Exactly! Trick or not, he won!”





Ha Jeon ignored them like barking dogs and sneered at Dokgo Jin.





“What’s wrong? No confidence? Well, I guess a disciple from a trash sect that’s not even third-rate wouldn’t dare face our elite warriors again after barely scraping a draw.”





“You want another wager, is that it?”





“Yes. This time—you and me.”





“You… and me?”





Dokgo Jin’s lips twisted slightly. It was almost amusing how Ha Jeon was handing him exactly what he wanted.





Ha Jeon lifted his chin higher.





“That’s right. You and me. But this time, let’s make it clear.”





“Clear how?”





“Persuading your master isn’t enough. You must sell this house.”





“That’s not something I can decide. This house isn’t mine.”





Just then, the sound of a door sliding open came from behind.





Dokgo Jin and the Cheonhwa Gate disciples turned simultaneously.





Lee Jang-san stood leaning against the doorframe, his stance unsteady.





“Master!”





Do Cheok-san rushed over to support him.





Lee Jang-san looked at Dokgo Jin and Ha Jeon.





“I’ll allow it. If Jin loses… I’ll sell this house to the Dongbaek Sword Sect.”





Ha Jeon burst into laughter and clasped his fists.





“Hahaha! As expected, Senior Lee Jang-san is reasonable.”





He spoke as if the outcome were already decided, then smirked at Dokgo Jin.





“Well? Even your master agreed.”





“Then that settles that. But if I win, the terms change too.”





“Terms? Go on.”





“You’ll never bother us again. Swear on your father’s name. Simple, right?”





“Fine. I accept.”





Dokgo Jin stepped forward and called to Do Cheok-san.





“Cheok-san. Take Master inside.”





“Yes, Eldest Disciple.”





Do Cheok-san answered firmly and guided Lee Jang-san back into the room.












Dokgo Jin stood facing Ha Jeon, a cheap iron sword in hand, ten feet between them.





His expression was calm—not a trace of tension.





Ha Jeon’s mood soured at the sight.





A disciple from a garbage sect, standing before the son of the Dongbaek Sword Sect’s leader with that look on his face?





Even if he were trembling in fear, it wouldn’t be satisfying enough.





‘Arrogant bastard. I’ll make you crawl on the ground begging for mercy!’





He gritted his teeth inwardly.





He’d crush him so thoroughly he’d never dare raise his head again.





Shing!





Drawing his sword, Ha Jeon tilted his chin up arrogantly.





“Come at me.”





The moment he spoke, Dokgo Jin lunged—just like Cheol Woo-young had.





‘Hah! Knew you’d do that, you runt.’





As if expecting it, Ha Jeon curled his lips and swung his blade.





Swish!





He’d deflect the strike, then counter like lightning—maybe sever a tendon or two to teach this brat a lesson.





But Dokgo Jin’s sword vanished like an illusion, and Ha Jeon’s blade cut only air.





‘Huh?!’





Instinctive alarm bells rang in his head. He froze for a split second—then leaped back like a spring.





Whoosh!





Unbelievably, Dokgo Jin’s sword grazed the front of his robes from below.





Ha Jeon’s face paled from the shock.





Regaining his stance, he held his sword diagonally, ready for the next attack.





But Dokgo Jin didn’t press forward. He simply stood where he had been, expression unchanged.





Ha Jeon felt both relief and inexplicable anger.





Dokgo Jin’s demeanor felt like utter disregard.





‘This bastard…!’





Gritting his teeth, he thrust his sword forward.





“Now it’s my turn! You’ll regret making me go all out!”





With a roar, he kicked off the ground and shot toward Dokgo Jin.





‘I’ll make you pay!’





In terms of inner energy, he had the advantage.





He’d make Dokgo Jin regret his arrogance right here!





“Watch closely. I’ll teach you what happens to those who overestimate themselves!”





Dokgo Jin suddenly lowered his stance just as Ha Jeon closed in, sword flashing like lightning.





Instead of meeting the strike head-on, Dokgo Jin’s blade traced circles in the air—one after another, overlapping like blooming clouds.





The fourth stance of the Eighteen Strikes—Heavenly Flower, Full Clouds.





Ha Jeon’s sword was sucked into the swirling motion, unable to advance, forced to follow the flow.





Dokgo Jin guided the blade aside with minimal effort, then stepped forward and struck.





One Flash, One Lightning—the same stance Cheol Woo-young had used, yet subtly different.





Just as fast, but the sword’s path was unpredictable.





Whoosh!





Ha Jeon’s eyes bulged as the blade suddenly flickered toward his face. He barely managed to twist his body away.





“Hhk—!”





Swish!





Dokgo Jin pressed forward, seamlessly chaining the Eighteen Strikes together—sometimes fast, sometimes slow.





The Cheonhwa Gate disciples watched with shining eyes, afraid to blink and miss a single movement.





They realized—their Eldest Disciple was demonstrating the Eighteen Strikes for them.





Even Do Cheok-san, who had just returned from settling Lee Jang-san inside, stared wide-eyed like an ox.





Meanwhile, Ha Jeon was furious—but too busy to even vent his anger.





No matter how desperately he defended, breaking free was impossible.





Rip!





Instead of escaping, his robes were being sliced apart.





Slash!





Two, three, four cuts—in moments, five or six gashes littered his clothing.





His confidence cracked.





And once cracked, it crumbled fast.





Panicked, Ha Jeon could only focus on blocking. Countering was out of the question.





Dokgo Jin’s expression remained cold, his swordplay methodical.





Even when openings appeared, he didn’t exploit them—instead, he calmly executed all eighteen stances, one after another.





Like he was putting on a demonstration.





Finally, he unleashed the last stance—Heavenly Flower, Rain Across the Sky.





Countless sword shadows poured down like a storm over Ha Jeon’s head.





Ha Jeon’s face twisted in terror as he flailed his sword wildly, stumbling back. It was a miracle he didn’t collapse outright.





Dokgo Jin lowered his sword, ending the assault.





‘Hah! How do you like the taste of our “trash sect’s” sword, you punk?’





Ha Jeon trembled violently where he stood.





The moment the pressure lifted, his suppressed rage erupted like lava from a volcano.





What little rationality remained burned away, leaving only stubborn pride.





“You little…! I’ll kill you!”





Eyes bloodshot, Ha Jeon charged like a madman.





Dokgo Jin, still holding his lowered sword, made no move to defend.





The disciples shouted in alarm.





“Eldest Disciple!”





“Look out!”





“Cheap shot—!”





Ha Jeon’s sword shot toward Dokgo Jin’s chest in the blink of an eye.





Consumed by rage, he unleashed a forbidden technique—one too lethal to use recklessly.





He knew his blade was aimed straight for Dokgo Jin’s heart—but he didn’t stop.





He meant to kill.












The Cheonhwa Gate disciples froze in horror.





“E-Eldest Disciple…!”





“Dodge!!!”





Jin So-ha clenched his fists; So Gyeong-hwan trembled.





At the same time, Ha Jeon’s sword pierced Dokgo Jin’s left chest.





For a heartbeat, time seemed to stop.





The Eldest Disciple’s chest had been run through.





His chest… his heart…!





That instant stretched into an eternity.





“Huh?”





Do Cheok-san was the first to notice something odd, his eyes widening.





When a heart is pierced, the body jerks violently. Then, trembling, it collapses, blood gushing—that’s how it should go.





There was no way the Eldest Disciple could still be standing so naturally.





And splitting into multiple bodies… that was… impossible…





“Since when could the Illusory Heaven Technique do that…?”





Jin So-ha’s eyes nearly popped out of his skull.












In that moment, like a shadow clone, Dokgo Jin’s left hand drew a wide arc—slamming into Ha Jeon’s chest.





A single strike from the Taiji Fist—a technique everyone underestimated.





At the perfect angle, impossible to evade, with Ha Jeon committed to his thrust.





Thud!





“Guh—!”





Ha Jeon coughed up a groan as he was sent flying back, tumbling across the ground.





All this time, Dokgo Jin’s sword never left its lowered position.





He had locked Ha Jeon’s focus onto the blade—then ended it with his left hand.





“Young Master Ha!”





“Protect the Young Master!”





Jeong Sam and the Dongbaek Sword Sect warriors drew their weapons, shielding Ha Jeon.
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The Dongbaek Sword Sect warriors stood rigid, weapons at the ready, tense as if expecting Dokgo Jin to attack at any moment.





Dokgo Jin straightened his posture and looked at Ha Jeon.





"Seems I won this wager."





Ha Jeon gritted his teeth as he got up.





"Hmph! Don’t get cocky just because you got lucky, you brat!"





Dokgo Jin felt irritation surge but suppressed it.





‘Damn it. Should’ve broken something while I was at it.’





If he were still Dokgo Kang from his past life, he would’ve taken Ha Jeon’s head.





At the very least, if he’d put a little more force into that strike to the chest, Ha Jeon wouldn’t be spouting nonsense like this.





He regretted holding back for the sake of his juniors.





‘Tch. This is what happens when Dokgo Jin’s too soft.’





Regardless of his thoughts, the Cheonhwa Gate disciples rushed over with bright faces.





"Wow! Eldest Disciple…!"





"As expected of the Eldest Disciple!"





"You won, Eldest Disciple!"





Dokgo Jin smiled at them as if he’d never been irritated.





‘These kids…’





Seeing this, Ha Jeon ground his teeth even harder—so loudly it was almost audible.





‘Just wait, you bastard. I won’t let this slide!’





He shot Dokgo Jin a furious glare before turning sharply.





"Let’s go."





Only after Ha Jeon’s group left through the gate did Dokgo Jin head to Lee Jang-san’s room.





Lee Jang-san greeted him with a smile—as if he’d known Dokgo Jin would win all along.





"What were you planning to do if I’d lost?" Dokgo Jin asked.





Lee Jang-san answered casually, as if it were no big deal.





"If you lost, we’d have sold the house."





"Ha Jeon wouldn’t have paid a fair price."





"With his temper, maybe not. But you won, didn’t you?"





Dokgo Jin gave a wry smile.





What makes him so carefree…?












"My younger brother went to buy Senior Lee Jang-san’s house, lost to a disciple, and came back in disgrace?"





Ha Seong, the first son of Dongbaek Sword Sect’s leader Ha Dong-gwan, frowned as he listened to his subordinate Jo Gwan’s report.





At twenty-six, he wasn’t particularly large in stature, but his cold demeanor and first-rate martial skills commanded respect.





His pride in the Dongbaek Sword Sect was immense, so the report instantly soured his mood.





"Yes, Young Master. The Second Young Master was too careless—"





"Even if he was careless, Senior Lee Jang-san’s disciples are just kids, aren’t they? Not even twenty yet."





Ha Seong knew Lee Jang-san well. The man lived close enough to the Dongbaek Sword Sect that it was impossible not to.





He also knew Lee Jang-san was friends with Geum Do-gwang, one of their warriors.





He’d passed by Lee Jang-san’s house a couple of times while traveling down the mountain.





Though they’d never met, rumors said Lee Jang-san’s skills weren’t even first-rate.





And that house had a few kids—orphans Lee Jang-san had taken in.





"Yes, Young Master. The eldest is around eighteen or nineteen. A boy named Dokgo Jin—apparently quite skilled."





Jo Gwan forced a smile.





Even he found the situation absurd. How much more so for Ha Seong, the heir?





"That idiot. Losing to a bunch of kids… He’s got a long way to go."





Though annoyed, Ha Seong didn’t look outright furious.





Ha Jeon and he had different mothers.





His own mother had passed away a decade ago, while Ha Jeon’s mother was still alive.





At some point, she’d started whispering in their father’s ear, trying to make Ha Jeon the heir instead.





But given Ha Jeon’s reckless behavior and lack of talent, it had come to nothing.





Still, ever since learning of her schemes, Ha Seong had stopped seeing Ha Jeon as a brother—only a rival.





"Either way, the Dongbaek Sword Sect’s reputation took a hit. As the heir, I can’t let this slide."





"Then…?"





"I’ll go meet this kid myself."












Dokgo Jin’s victory over Ha Jeon left the disciples both thrilled and stunned.





Who was Ha Jeon?





The son of the Dongbaek Sword Sect’s leader!





And their Eldest Disciple had beaten him—using the Cheonhwa Gate’s techniques!





If they trained hard, couldn’t they become just as strong?





So they threw themselves into practice with even greater fervor.





But the next day, the Dongbaek Sword Sect returned.





The disciples, training in the courtyard, froze mid-movement as five figures entered.





"Dongbaek Sword Sect again, Third Brother," Do Cheok-san muttered.





Cheol Woo-young clenched his fists, glaring at the gate. His body was drenched in sweat, his palms slick, but he felt nothing.





Why are they back?





Hadn’t they made a wager?





Sworn on his father’s name not to bother them again?





Just as the thought crossed his mind, a voice came from behind.





"What brings you here?"





The Eldest Disciple’s voice.





As if on cue, the disciples’ heads all snapped toward him in unison.





The synchronization was so perfect even the newcomers paused mid-step.





Dokgo Jin stepped past his juniors.





"I thought the matter of the house was settled with Young Master Ha Jeon."





"We’re not here about the house."





The young man at the center of the group—Ha Seong—replied.





"You’re Dokgo Jin?"





"And you are?"





The blunt response made Jo Gwan, standing to Ha Seong’s left, narrow his eyes.





"Watch your mouth, brat! Who do you think you’re—?!"





His foot shifted, hand resting on the hilt of his sword—ready to draw at any moment.





The Cheonhwa Gate disciples tightened their grips on their weapons, postures tensing. Cheol Woo-young’s eyes flashed cold.





But Ha Seong raised a hand, stopping Jo Gwan.





"I came to talk to you."





"To me?"





"I’m Ha Seong. Ha Jeon’s older brother."





"Surprising. The heir of the Dongbaek Sword Sect visiting a humble place like this."





Internally, Dokgo Jin scoffed:





‘Who does this punk think he is? The heir of a mid-tier sect like Dongbaek, acting all high and mighty in front of me?’





Outwardly, though, he remained calm.





"Your brother made a promise. See that he keeps it."





"Of course. Promises are meant to be kept."





"But there’s a condition."





"A condition? Why would a promise need a condition?"





"A simple one."





"Go on. I’ll decide after hearing it."





"Join me. I’ll take you and your disciples under my wing. You’ll receive the best treatment."





Dokgo Jin studied Ha Seong.





‘This guy’s got an eye for talent.’





At eighteen, Dokgo Jin was even taller than Ha Seong, who was built similarly to Cheol Woo-young.





But his gaze was sharp—impressive.





"Not interested."





"It’s a good deal for you and your disciples."





By normal standards, it was a fantastic offer. For a third-rate sect’s disciples, being taken in by the Dongbaek Sword Sect’s heir was a dream.





But to Dokgo Jin, it was laughable.





"I’ve never liked serving under anyone."





Ha Seong stared into Dokgo Jin’s eyes.





No excitement, no hesitation—just unnerving stillness.





And in those calm eyes lay a depth of power even Ha Seong couldn’t measure.





This kid is only eighteen?





It seemed Lee Jang-san had raised a monster.





‘My brother picked the wrong fight.’





Strangely, Ha Seong wasn’t upset. Ha Jeon’s humiliation didn’t bother him.





But being rejected did irk him.





"Refusing won’t end well for you or your disciples. Or your master."





Pfft.





For the first time, Dokgo Jin showed real amusement.





"You’re bad at threats."





"……"





"If you’re going to threaten someone, do it properly. Like: ‘I’ll chop you, your disciples, and your master into pieces.’ Something like that."





"…What?"





"Unless you plan to, don’t bother."





Ha Seong wondered if the eighteen-year-old in front of him might actually be insane.





A true madman—someone Ha Jeon could never hope to match.





Pfft.





This time, Ha Seong chuckled.





He should have been angry at the rejection. Yet, oddly, he felt exhilarated.





"You’re an interesting one."





"I’ve answered your questions. Anything else?"





Ha Seong studied Dokgo Jin a moment longer, then shrugged.





On his way down the mountain, he’d considered forcing compliance if words failed.





But now, meeting Dokgo Jin in person, he sensed that might backfire spectacularly.





"I’ll take my leave then. I’ll ensure the sect doesn’t trouble you again. If you change your mind, come find me anytime."





A glint flashed in Dokgo Jin’s eyes.





‘Huh. This guy’s smarter than I thought.’





On an autumn day when he was eighteen, Dokgo Jin met Ha Seong for the first time.












With the house matter resolved, the Cheonhwa Gate disciples focused solely on training.





Dokgo Jin didn’t even let them take on odd jobs for money.





The proceeds from selling the treasures were enough to last a year if spent wisely.





Right now, strength took priority.





Every extra day of sweat now could mean another year of survival later.





The disciples trained relentlessly, replaying Dokgo Jin’s demonstration of the Eighteen Strikes in their minds.





Fortunately, Ha Seong kept his word—no more Dongbaek Sword Sect visitors came.












Another year passed.





Dokgo Jin turned nineteen.





Then, one day, a voice called from inside the house.





Cough, cough…





"Jin-ah…"





Wiping sweat from his brow, Dokgo Jin entered.





"You called?"





Lee Jang-san lay in bed, his body so emaciated compared to a year ago he was nearly unrecognizable. His complexion was deathly pale.





Dokgo Jin approached, looking down at him.





Lee Jang-san reached out a bony hand, grasping Dokgo Jin’s.





"Jin-ah… This master doesn’t have much time left."





Dokgo Jin didn’t offer empty comforts like "Don’t worry, you’ll live another hundred years." He simply listened.





"If this master dies… go to the Yi Family Manor in Luoyang."





"The Yi Family Manor?"





"This master is a distant relative of Great Hero Yi Cheon-seong, head of the Yi Family. If you go and say you’re Lee Jang-san’s disciple, they won’t turn you away."





Dokgo Jin’s eyebrows rose slightly.





He knew of the Yi Family Manor in Luoyang.





Once the foremost merchant and martial family in the city—though now fallen from grace.





"With their protection, neither the Yang Family nor the Dongbaek Sword Sect can touch you."





‘Ah, so that’s why.’





Was Lee Jang-san worried about retaliation?





Only three years remained in their agreement with the Yang Family.





Lee Jang-san must have feared what would happen after.





Dokgo Jin understood but didn’t comment.





Besides, wasn’t the daughter of the Illusory Shadow Villa in Luoyang? He’d promised to find her—he’d have to go eventually.





"But you know… There’s something I must do once I leave this place."












(End of Chapter 16)
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