
 

Is it Reincarnation if I'm 

Still Dead? 

Volume 1: Rise of the Skeleton... Literally 

 

Calcium Oxide 

Last updated 27/04/2016 

 

 

 

  

Tyler Suesa was a normal undergraduate student, until the day he awoke beneath a bed of soil. He 

escapes his shallow grave, only to find he's no longer human. In fact, he's no longer alive. This is the 

story of Tyler the skeleton as he "lives" in the fantasy world of Garea.  
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Prologue:   It Seems I'm Actually Dead 

 

I'm oversleeping again. 

I have a morning lecture, but my eyelids are heavy and the bed is warm. Reason is simply not a 

factor here. My internal clock is out of whack, and the cold weather isn't helping. I let my tired 

thoughts drift back into nothingness. 

Come to think of it, am I actually tired? 

My eyelids offer no resistance, yet I can't see a thing. I try to move, but I feel as if I'm set in cement. 

Actually, it might be true considering the lack of warmth from my "bed", yet I don't feel cold. 

Am I dreaming? It's the only explanation, but I'm perfectly conscious. On the other hand, if I'm 

awake there is one, small problem...  

I'm not breathing. 

I can feel my "blanket" on top of me, so I still have a sense of touch. Yet why can't I feel my own 

breath? Why aren't I choking for air? I feel nothing from my chest, as if I were made of wood. 

Panicking, I begin to flail. My arms are heavy, and I feel the pressure strain directly against my bones. 

I notice the sensation of innumerable, tiny grains slide across my arm. 

I've been buried alive! 

My desperation escalates, as I lose all sense of direction. I continue to squirm until a slight breeze 

brushes my hand. I regain my bearings, and begin to claw my way out. As I dig, I recognise the 

sensation of dirt between my teeth. Actually, my entire mouth seems to be full of dirt. How am I still 

alive? Not that I'm complaining. 

As I orientate my body, my unease grows as I feel the soil shift within my jaw and, seemingly, within 

my torso as well. I wonder if being buried alive does this to your senses, with your body being 

pressured on all sides. Luckily, the psychopath who did this to me had prepared a shallow grave. 

I push myself out of the ground in one go, my lower half still beneath the earth. I am greeted by the 

sight of weathered graves, withered flowers, and a low wooden fence enclosing the area. The moon 

is a thin crescent, yet the night is so bright. 

I couldn't care less where I am. I couldn't care less why I was buried. 

I am alive! 

As I laugh with joy... I find I'm not laughing at all. My jaw hangs loose and soil pours on to my chest, 

or rather, it passes right through my chest. I also find it odd that my eyesight is so clear. Regardless, I 

raise a pale hand to knead my eyes. 

  

Tap 



  

My knuckle just went through my eye socket. More disconcerting was the hollow sound it just made. 

Another breeze passes, and I feel it flow between my ribs. 

I refuse to believe this. What kind of sick joke is this? 

I lower my hand and hesitantly check my body. What I saw was... a ribcage, a spine, and a half-

buried pelvis. I cover my face in horror, but my bony fingers offer no reprieve from reality. 

I am alive, eh? 

Wrong. Dead wrong... literally. 

It seems I'm actually dead. 

  

 

 

  



Chapter 1: First Blood 

 

I was still in shock about my "condition" when I heard the sound of shifting soil. I turn my head to 

find other bony figures reaching for the surface. 

I feel a slight sense of relief. At least I'm not alone. If we work together, maybe we can figure out 

what the hell is going on.  

A few of the graves slightly move. Apparently, some of them were buried much deeper than me. 

I extract my lower half and approach the nearest skeleton, but instantly lose balance and fall. Still, I 

desperately use my arms to crawl. 

As I help "him" out, I find their movements strange. They were too calm, too precise to be in a panic. 

The first one to rise eerily stood, without a single care for their surroundings. Eventually, they all get 

out and assume the some posture. 

They're not like me, I suddenly realise. They're no better than mannequins. I'm still alone. Why am I 

different from the rest? 

  

Tend to me. 

  

It wasn't a voice, but a sudden thought. I feel an instinctual need to stand... 

  

<Ruler of One activated. Conjurer's command overruled.> 

  

...when another sudden thought removes all desire to do so. 

Without warning, every skeleton besides me face the same direction, and begin to march in step 

towards the gate. This is unsettling. Is everyone else being controlled? If I don't act like the others, 

what will happen? 

I struggle to right myself and adjust to my new centre of gravity. I use a gravestone for support, as I 

apologise in my heart to the owner who is now marching away. I manage to walk in an unsteady 

fashion, and end up last in the long line of skeletons. As we depart the graveyard, I gradually settle in 

to my new body. 

Soon after we leave, I see a dark hooded man awaiting our arrival. The skeletons begin forming ranks 

in front of him. I hastily follow suit without drawing his attention. Keeping my head still, I observe 

the man from the back row. His aging face have tattoos of unknown inscription. Judging by his 

figure, he is very scrawny, with hands as bony as my own. He opens his mouth and utters a foreign 

line. 



  

Arm yourselves. 

  

Huh? Did he say that? How did I understand? 

He raises his arms and begins to chant in some incomprehensible tongue. Seconds later a faint, 

glowing circle appears, followed by the instantaneous appearance of a pile of weapons. 

My non-existent eyes widen, and my jaw almost detaches. That was magic, right? On second 

thoughts, shouldn't it be obvious? From the moment I saw him, I was reminded of some clichéd RPG 

cultist. The rotten rags that hung from every skeleton also appear frugal in design. 

Could it be possible...? 

My train of thought is broken by the sound of clattering metal. One by one, the skeletons begin 

picking up the weapons. I better do the same. 

Keeping with the precise movements of the others, I blindly grab a short sword and fall back in line. 

  

Follow me. 

  

Once again, his words do not match my thoughts in English. Assuming everyone else is not thinking, I 

guess his commands control our instincts. Since I am self aware, I interpret them in whatever form is 

most convenient. 

But forget about that! Why the hell did he summon me and a bunch of skeletal soldiers? Is he aware 

he dragged me from another world? That's right, I'm thinking it. I'm not on Earth anymore. If he 

dismisses me, will I return home? 

Anyway, there are over thirty armed skeletons following this stock necromancer. 

Am I going to fight? 

This isn't funny. A first-world citizen like me wouldn't stand a chance against anyone with skill. 

Maybe I should hang back while the others do all the work? I don't want watch people die, but I 

know it's too naive. At the very least, I will avoid getting involved in the fight. 

The necromancer slows to a stop. I redirect my attention to the sight before me. 

It's a small village. 

  

Slaughter them all! 



  

... Forget soldiers, we'll be facing women and children. Considering how fast we dug out of our 

graves, our bodies must be stronger than theirs. Worse, not a single light can be seen from any 

window. How can I stomach such an impending massacre!? 

All the skeletons silently encircle the town. All except me, as I stand directly behind the perpetrator, 

with a sword in my hand. 

Is there any other way? Can I quickly warn the villagers? No, it's too late. The moment I stayed 

behind, I had already made my choice. Anything else will only draw suspicion. 

I steel my mind, and glare at the man's back with enraged conviction. 

Why must so many die, when it could all end with one? Even if they still attack, future lives can be 

spared. A monster like you must be stopped. 

I will stop you. I will kill you. 

And who knows? Maybe I'll go home. 

As the skeletons charge, I begin my own ambush. My physical strength, birthed from his own magic, 

ploughs the blade straight through his back. 

He gives a pathetic squeal that trails off as his left lung deflates. His dark cloak grows darker around 

the wound. I pull the sword out of his back, and let his blood stain the soil. He falls to his knees, 

gasping for air while desperately clenching his wound. 

For some reason, I envy the fact he's struggling for dear life. But I must not waste time. This is a 

world of magic, after all. Who knows if he has a health potion under that cloak. 

I grab him by the hair, and bring my sword to his neck. 

  

No! Stop, stop, STOP! 

  

I feel his frantic orders throb against my temple. He turns the skeletons around, but they're too far 

away to save him. In one fluid stroke, I slit his throat. He carries an expression of disbelief to his 

bloody grave. 

The advancing force come to a sudden stop, and all the skeletons collapse. All except me. 

I am trapped. I am alone. I have killed. I am no longer human. 

I let out the most painful scream in Tyler Suesa's life, but none shall ever hear it. 

  



Side Story: After the Attack 

 

Denard Holland is surprised. 

He had just retired from service, and moved into this remote village with his newlywed wife. But 

before him, on the outskirts of the village are piles of human bones.  

The residents were equally shocked, and their surprise only escalated upon recognising the decaying 

clothes wrapped around each skeleton. Apparently, they were supposed to be buried in the village 

graveyard. 

What Denard was more concerned about were not their identities, but the weapons that 

accompanied each one. It's obviously the work of a necromancer, and the villagers were a hair's 

breadth away from being massacred. 

He's glad it wasn't so. Otherwise, he would have had to sacrifice himself to protect his beloved. 

But, why did the attack fail? The necromancer was obviously able to raise and lead them, so why did 

he stop? 

Supposedly, one of the hunters returning late last night had witnessed the entire incident. The 

hunter stealthily rushed back to alert everybody, but by the time he returned the skeletons had 

begun their charge. That was when the necromancer was stabbed in the back by one of his own 

risen. Thinking the skeletons had gone berserk, he continued to wake everyone, but by then the 

necromancer was gone and the skeletons had stopped. 

Denard looks down at the bloodied patch of soil and grass at his feet. It seems the hunter's story was 

true. 

The villagers begin returning the bodies to their graves. It's must be disconcerting to bury their loved 

ones once more, he thought. But there is still an empty grave. 

They could not find the body of Todd, the deceased son of the village elder. Naturally, the villagers 

assume he was the one who killed the necromancer, and believe he had revolted against his 

summoner to protect his cherished home. The village elder and his brother were very proud as a 

result, and held a commemorative ritual to give their thanks and put his wandering soul to rest. 

This ritual will later become an annual event. 

An undead villager regaining his will to protect his loved ones? The idea is too fantastic, but it is also 

the most believable. 

This time was a miracle. 

As the last embers of the bonfire die away, Denard looks back at his smiling wife, and swears in his 

heart to protect her and the village with all his being.  



Chapter 2: Alive Inside 

 

Why am I still here? 

The rest of the skeletons fell apart, so why am still stuck in this accursed world!? 

I ponder these thoughts as I drag the necromancer's corpse into the woods. Maybe he has some 

special item to reverse my predicament. Regardless, I can't do a body check so close to the village. I 

saw some of the houses light up. I doubt they would think I'm friendly with blood on my blade, a 

corpse at my feet and thirty piles of bones. Let's not forget I can't even talk to defend myself. 

Ah, this is hell.  

I'm still not used to how light my body is. It's shorter than my original height, and the lack of 

ligaments makes my movements unnaturally lanky. Add the fact I'm dragging along this body, and it 

becomes difficult to balance myself. 

I've said this before, but I can't breathe. I also can't blink, contort my face or feel any heat. I've lost 

my grip several times, as I have a hard time judging pressure from my rigid fingertips. My sword is 

currently hanging between my ribcage, but it only emphasises how hollow I am. 

I'm going to go insane at this rate. That is why I'm talking to myself. Every instinctual and natural 

sensation of being alive is excruciatingly absent. My mind is in disarray, trying to adapt. As a result, I 

continue wandering absentmindedly into the heart of the woods. I try to hum, but only kick myself 

at how dumb and depressing the idea was. 

Sleep is impossible. I usually stay up late, but never have I intentionally wanted to sleep more than 

this very moment. You don't know how badly I want this all to be some twisted dream. 

Maybe it is a dream. 

After all, how can I possibly think without a brain or walk without muscles? My dulled senses, lack of 

respiration and surreal situation all support this idea. To hell with saying, "It's magic! Teehee." 

I stop and look down at the body behind me. No, this is reality, or rather, an alternate reality. The 

sensation of his squirming, pulsating body I felt through this blade is too real. I now know why I was 

jealous. He was obviously alive, while I can't say the same. 

But if I am alive, how am I existing now? I'm moving this body like a puppet, so am I in a state of 

suspended animation? 

My mind clears at this logical thought. 

Yes, if I am remotely controlling this body via some magical connection, then all I have to do is trace 

it back to my own world! Assuming my real body is in my room, can I do it before I starve? I live by 

myself after all. Actually, what was I doing before I came here? 



I struggle to remember, but draw a mental blank. I do recall, however, taking my shopping bags. If 

that's so, then there is a good chance I'm outside when I collapsed! Maybe I'm in a hospital in a 

comatose state, with some crazy doctor testing some virtual reality machine. 

Ah, not good. Don't bring sci-fi into this convoluted fantasy. Besides, didn't I just say this world is 

real? 

I suddenly slip as I subconsciously return to my human walking posture. 

Damn, that was stupid of me. On second thought, this should be far enough, right? 

I begin to search the necromancer's body. What I scavenge is: a travelling pouch, a leather-bound 

book, a spare dark cloak, a bag of dried fruit, several herbs and leather gloves. 

I doubt I can eat, so I put aside the food and herbs. I decide to wear the extra cloak. It's not like I can 

wear the one stained in blood. It slips off my frame, so I cut the one he is wearing and tie it to my 

body. After I'm done fitting, I take it off and store it in "my" travelling pouch. It's not like I need it 

right now. 

The same goes for his gloves, though this guy's skinny physique works to my advantage. The leather 

material improves my grip. I thought about wearing his shoes, but it will only slow me down. 

Now then, my silver lining: the book. It appears well maintained, so it must have been treasured. 

Furthermore, it contains diagrams of strange pentagrams which I can only believe to be spell circles. 

My optimism is dampened by one severe problem: I can't read a single line. If I want to go home, I 

need to learn an entire language, whether to read it or to find help. 

I turn to face the corpse once more, and begin digging a grave. Just because he was a murderous 

lunatic doesn't mean he shouldn't be buried. This is what any respectable human would do. I finish 

his grave with a cross, place the bag of fruit as an offering and give a quick prayer. 

He died so quickly. It may be rude, but it makes me painfully aware of my own mortality, if that 

makes any sense for an undead. Still, there is a chance I can go back home to my family and friends. 

And once I do, I will never take any part of my life for granted. I will never be the same again. 

Come to think of it, this situation reminds me of those "reborn in another world" stories I usually 

read. I enjoyed them as pure escapism from my studies, but no more! What's so great about my 

current position? Besides, I don't have an OP skill or <Status>... 

  

Ding! 

<Activating Create Status Skill> 

 

 



Name:    N/A 

Race:    Undead 

Class:    Risen Skeleton 

Level:    1 

HP:    24/24 

MP:    5/5 

Max HP:   24 

Max MP:   5 

Attack:    7 (3+4) 

Defence:   4 

Magic:    1 

Resilience:   2 

Agility:    6 

Integrity:   11 

Unique Skills:   Ruler of One 

Innate Skills:   Night Vision | Create Status | Soul Core | Soul Eater 

Extra Skills: 

Magic Skills: 

Custom Skills: 

Skill Points:   10/10 

Affinities:   Spirit | Dark 

Resistances:   Nullify Manipulation | Nullify Mental Impairment | Nullify Pain | Nullify  

   Metabolism | Nullify Fatigue | Nullify Ailment | Temperature Resistance | 

   Decay Resistance 

Weaknesses:   Holy Weakness | Blunt Weakness 

Titles:    Worldfarer 

Blessings:   None 

Equipment:   Iron Short Sword | Cloak* | Gloves* 

Items:    Book* 

  

...Eh? 

Maybe I am in virtual reality after all. 

 

  



Chapter 3: Am I stuck in a RPG? 

 

What is this? Actually, please don't answer, I say to my non-existent partner. I've seen plenty of 

these to know exactly what it is. 

It's a floating status screen. I don't see it illuminating the trees, so it must be in my head. Have I 

finally lost it?  

I look at my skill <Ruler of One> and a tooltip appears: 

  

<Ruler of One: Unique skill. One who lives by his own will, and no other. Passive immunity to 

manipulation and mental impairment. Integrity growth bonus.> 

  

Oi, oi, oi! What's with this 8th grader syndrome description!? I guess this is my cheat skill, but what 

the hell is "Integrity" used for? Do I get better at keeping promises and telling the truth? 

  

<Integrity: This stat quantifies the structural durability of the soul. Improves spiritual offence and 

defence. Affects the application and reception of abnormal status effects.> 

  

Aha, ahahaha... 

That is convenient, but I'm a lost cause, aren't I? For the sake of my sanity, let's say status screens 

are the norm in this world. Oh, there's even an option icon... 

What the hell!? Isn't this exactly like a game! 

Unfortunately, there is no exit command, but I do change the chime and set the notifications to 

display text without voice. It's a personal preference of mine. 

This familiar action eases my heart, or at least it would if I had one. I know this world is not a video 

game, but at least it's similar to an action RPG on hardcore mode. 

The rest of the stats are as expected, with resilience pretty much meaning "magic defence". Stronger 

than average my foot! I've only got 3 base attack points. HP, MP, and Integrity aside, I'm supposed to 

have high base Agility, but it's worthless if my movements are still awkward. Seems like magic is out 

of the question too. I doubt I'll be able to use whatever is in this book at level 1. 

While I look at my level, I realise there are no experience points. I guess that part is realistic. 

I also notice that I don't have a name. Is the status conflicted between using my real name and this 

body's name? 



Next, I turn my attention to the skill types: 

  

<Unique Skills: Skills owned solely by one in all of Garea. Cannot be taught or transferred while in 

possession.> 

  

Pretty obvious, but I'm more interested in the word "Garea". Is that the name of this world? 

  

<Innate Skills: Skills associated with the user's being or class.> 

  

Basically, if I change classes, I can change my skill tree. I wish I could display it. I'm not sure what the 

"user's being" is supposed to mean. 

  

<Extra Skills: Skills gained through external means or training.> 

<Magic Skills: Skills which rely on magic based stats.> 

<Custom Skills: Created skills without precedent. Classified as Custom for the creator.> 

  

If a skill doesn't exist, I can create it, huh? I guess this improves my chances of returning if I can 

invent the "Inter-Dimensional Transfer Spell". 

  

<Skill Points: Exchangeable resource for instant acquisition of skills from the World Stream.> 

  

Really!? This system is awesome! Where is this World Str... No, focus Tyler! You're not planning to 

acclimatise to this world. You're trying to leave it! Then again, my way home may already be up for 

sale. I hope it goes on discount... 

Well, moving along: 

  

<Affinities: Elements which give the user increased proficiency in acquisition and application.> 

  

At least there are no skill restrictions. Perhaps there are, but it's not being displayed. 



Resistances and weaknesses are self explanatory, with the typical bane of skeletons: blunt attacks 

and holy magic. It seems resistances gained via skills, like <Ruler of One>, are also listed under its 

tag. Temperature Resistance is probably referring to my inability to sense heat, but I can still take 

damage from fire and cold. Nullify Metabolism and Nullify Fatigue removes the basic necessities of 

living, but I'm sure I need energy to move. How do I sustain my undead life? 

I move on to my Titles and Blessings: 

  

<Titles: Special privileges, bonuses and/or demerits assigned by the World Stream according to its 

judgment.> 

<Blessings: Special privileges and bonuses formed by a contract with another individual.> 

  

There is that word again, World Stream. By the way, it seems I can't check it as it isn't a stat, tag or 

skill name. Please don't assume it's common knowledge for an outsider like me! 

Putting that aside, what a dynamic system. If I hadn't killed that necromancer, would I have gained 

his blessing? Not that I want such a thing. As for titles, I would be happy to have one, if not for the 

existence of demerits. I decide to check, just in case: 

  

<Worldfarer: One who has travelled between worlds. Retain existing memories of other worlds.> 

  

Retain!? That means it's natural to lose them! That was close, otherwise I would be no better than 

my risen brethren. Is that why they were so lifeless? No, it's probably because of my unique skill 

<Ruler of One> that I was able to break free. Still, at least I haven't mentally regressed. Thank you 

World Stream. 

Time to check the rest of my skills. I'm glad there are so many tooltips, just the way I like it. 

  

<Night Vision: Increase visual perception in dim light.> 

  

So that's why the night is so bright. I thought it was natural here. 

  

<Create Status: Mentally perceive select information to the user.> 

  



...in other words, it's a skill that makes you delude a status screen. The reason it's so user friendly 

and RPG-esque is because it's pulled straight from my head. 

So what it's saying is after accepting the reality of status screens, it's now directly telling me that I'm 

crazy. Oh joy. 

But I don't understand how I could subconsciously know all this. There has to be some third party or 

higher power involved. Is there a god in this world? 

  

<Soul Core: Allows a soul to reside within an uninhabited body.> 

  

Uh huh. So this is why I'm prancing around in a skeleton. However, the fact it says "reside" gives me 

an ominous feeling... 

  

<Soul Eater: Absorb residual life force from deceased. Requires suitable containment to store soul of 

deceased.> 

  

... But it's nowhere near as foreboding as this skill. 

The reason I didn't collapse after he died was because I literally took his life. It almost feels like 

cannibalism. 

D-does this means if I want to live, I have to keep killing others with my own hands? 

Must it be human? How much do I absorb? Do I have to take a life every day? 

These questions make me feel sick, yet I have no means of vomiting. All I can do is wipe my sword on 

my funeral clothes, and prepare for my next prey. 

 

 

  



Chapter 4: What a Boar 

 

I haven't hunted anything yet. I've been wandering aimlessly in the woods for five days, without 

pause and without falter. Whatever creature I do see is already runing away. Is my presence too 

obvious? 

My anxiety starts to grow at the idea of suddenly falling apart. If I die in this world, will I go back? I'm 

not optimistic enough to think that. I'd rather be sure than do anything close to offing myself. 

Speaking of death, I sometimes wonder if there was a better way. But no matter how much I justify 

my actions, I keep replaying his final moments. It doesn't help my conscience that I looted his 

corpse. 

After getting used to moving, I begin testing my body's limits. The result? Compared to my original 

body, I am stronger, faster and a heck of a lot more flexible. My bones also seem abnormally clean 

and healthy. I guess whoever these bones belonged to died from illness, and the necromancer had 

reinforced it with magic. 

While climbing a tree to train my grip, I spot a large animal below. From my vantage point, it appears 

to be a boar, with white stripes along its charcoal black fur and... serrated tusks, eviscerating its 

prey. 

Eh? They're not supposed to be predators, right? I best leave this thing alone and find a nice, plump 

hare like the one it's eating... 

It abruptly turns in the direction of my tree. I freeze, and try to erase my presence. The trunks 

around here aren't very thick. If that boar charges this tree... 

...it's charging towards this tree. 

I jump down behind it before it hits the trunk. I land on my feet, but hear the terrifying sound of 

splintering wood. I quickly spin and thrust my sword as it's turning. Because of all its fur, I barely nick 

its flesh. 

It hooks its tusks beneath my ribs, and heaves me into a nearby tree. 

This is bad. I can't feel pain, but this prickly sensation on my back probably means I'm hurt. 

<Create Status>! 

A green health bar appears with numbers underneath: 

 

HP: 13/24 

 

... Maybe I shouldn't have checked. Anyway, the boar is preparing to charge now that we're apart. 



I spring back up, and begin running for my life. As long as I'm faster, I can escape. Best of all, I won't 

get tired. So long, you limited stamina life form! 

Ah hell, it's faster than me. Worse, it knows how to traverse the terrain without losing speed. The 

only reason I'm alive, well in one piece, is because of my sharp turns. I don't know where I am, but 

the trees are a lot thicker. Should I climb one now? 

I look back and reject that idea. He's right on my tail bone! I need to put some distance between us. 

I spot the edge of a low ledge, and perform a ninety degree turn right before it. The boar doesn't 

stop in time and falls off the ledge, but he'll be back. I need to start climbing. 

As I begin my desperate ascent, he once again charges at the tree. Unfortunately, I hadn't reached 

the branches before a sudden impact makes me lose grip. As I orientate myself in mid air, I find I'm 

about to fall on his back. I take advantage of my descent to stab my sword into his back. 

The boar gives a loud squeal, and begins to flail. I hold onto the handle for dear life, before it knocks 

me aside and runs off. I look at my sword that's still lodged in its flesh, along with the limb that's 

holding it. 

I glance at my right shoulder and, unsurprisingly, my arm is gone. Give it back, you pig! 

I can still feel my grip on the handle, so I release it. The arm drops from the boar's back. I hope I can 

reattach it, otherwise any dislocation will be severe. 

Unfortunately, I see the boar slowly turn around. Damn, it wants to finish me off. I can't climb this 

tree with one hand. 

I look around for something to use, then spot it. 

I take out my cloak and bite onto one edge while holding the other. I know it will charge at my body, 

not the cloak, but I need to hide "it" behind me. Please let this cartoon caper work. 

Luckily, the boar charges at me head on. I squat a little so it will ram at a low angle. That's right, keep 

running straight... 

A split second before he hits, I jump back on top a hollow trunk. The boar rams it's head inside, its 

serrated tusks lodged in the decaying bark. With my left arm, I pull out my sword and begin stabbing 

it in a frenzy. By the time I stop, I had hacked it in half. 

Although I can't feel fatigue, I sit down. Thank goodness it was getting dark, otherwise it might not 

have worked. 

I glance at my health bar: 

 

HP: 3/24 

 



That was too close. That animal is not a low level RPG monster. I'd rather face a wolf then that boar 

again... 

I hastily check my surroundings. I don't see anything, but I'm afraid the blood might attract said 

canines. 

How am I going to survive at this rate? 

Suddenly, I feel a rush of energy, reinvigorating my body. The prickly feeling slowly subsides and my 

fractures disappear. My HP begins regenerating itself to full. I guess this is the effect of <Soul Eater>. 

It's basically health per kill. 

I notice a flashing red icon near my health bar. It looks like an arm... that's right, my arm! 

I begin to worry as I have lost connection. I fetch my immobile arm and reattach it. It appears to be 

held in place by magic, and it takes time for me to regain my touch and movement. 

As I prepare to head out to find a source of water, I hear a familiar celebratory tune, accompanied by 

the message: 

  

<Level 2! 

Innate Skill: Enhance Mind obtained!> 

 

  



Name:    N/A 

Race:    Undead 

Class:    Risen Skeleton 

Level:    2 

HP:    24/29 

MP:    5/5 

Max HP:   29 (↑5) 

Max MP:   5 

Attack:    9 (5+4) (↑2) 

Defence:   8 (↑2) 

Magic:    1 

Resilience:   2 

Agility:    8 (↑2) 

Integrity:   16 (↑5) 

Unique Skills:   Ruler of One 

Innate Skills:   Night Vision | Create Status | Soul Core | Soul Eater | Enhance Mind 

Extra Skills: 

Magic Skills:         

Custom Skills:  

Skill Points:   20/20 

Affinities:   Spirit | Dark 

Resistances:   Nullify Manipulation | Nullify Mental Impairment | Nullify Pain | Nullify  

   Metabolism | Nullify Fatigue | Nullify Ailment | Temperature Resistance | 

   Decay Resistance 

Weaknesses:   Holy Weakness | Blunt Weakness 

Titles:    Worldfarer 

Blessings:   None 

Equipment:   Iron Shortsword | Cloak* | Gloves* 

Items:    Book* 

 

 

  



Chapter 5: Fairy Lucky 

 

It wasn't my intention, but I'm glad this ordeal wasn't just for dinner.  

  

<Enhance Mind: Improve mental processing speed.> 

  

Let me guess: I learnt this skill after my life flashed before my eyes. Or was it from five days of self 

reflection? Since it's an innate skill, it's related to either my being or my class. Ruling out class, this 

means it came from my own mentality. 

Wait, isn't this mechanic ridiculous? Just by striving for a goal, you naturally acquire matching skills. 

At the very least, these skills become easier to acquire. This world seems to readily reward effort, 

thus conditioning personal growth. Just how powerful are its residents? 

I look at my change in stats. As expected of me, they are presented next to the base values. I hate it 

when RPGs don't show level progression. 

The abnormal growth in Integrity is probably from <Ruler of One>, but it's the rest of the stats that 

interest me. Do these stats follow a predetermined growth plan, or do they increase according to 

actions taken between levels? If the latter is true, then I can build my chara- I mean, body. I have to 

test this next time. 

Hours later, I hear the sound of running water, and sure enough I find a small stream. I begin to wash 

my equipment, before submerging myself in the shallow depths. The sensation is surreal, as water 

flows between my joints. My spine strains against the gentle current, and I feel as if I'll snap in half. 

Not that it will, it's just a new experience. 

As I leave the water, I spot something peculiar. It looks like a floating ball of golden light. I 

figuratively squint, and realise it's shaped like some plastic fairy doll. Actually, forget a doll, isn't it 

the real thing? 

Hovering at ten centimetres in height, it looks like a young girl with short, blue hair and golden 

butterfly wings. The fairy in question is gives me a curious look. Is it so weird for a grown man to 

bathe himself... on second thoughts, it's extremely weird for a skeleton to do so. 

I would call her cute, were she not sticking her out tongue while fluttering around my face. 

Annoyed, I snatch her from the air and glare at her astonished face. 

  

"?em ees uoy nac woH !yaw on ,hE" 

  



Unfortunately, I have no idea what she's saying. In response, I tilt my skull. She seems to realise my 

problem, then says, 

  

"C-can you understand me?" 

  

YES! 

I scream... inside my heart. Instead, I open my jaw like a hungry shark, and terrify her even more. I 

correct my mistake by shutting my trap and nodding. 

Understanding, she then says, 

  

Can you reply if I do this? 

  

... or rather, she thinks. Is this telepathy? I almost cry in joy as I prepare my response. 

  

Um, I can hear all your thoughts. Are you talking to yourself? 

Errr, maybe? 

By the way sir, I'm sorry for being so rude. Please forgive me! 

She seems a little desperate... ah, right! I'm still grabbing her. Are you hurt? 

Don't worry, I'm alright. How did you see me? 

Hm? What do you mean? 

We fairies can hide our presence from the eyes of others. Only a really strong mage can spot us. Do 

you have a special skill or item? 

Hide presence... affecting perception... Oh, I get it. My unique skill <Ruler of One> must have proc 

since it's a mental status effect. 

I don't quite understand, but you have a unique skill? That's amazing, mister! 

Is it? Well, I guess not everybody starts with an OP skill. 

It really is! Unique skills grow faster than normal ones. They can even become Celestial rank abilities. 

I'm not sure how powerful that is, but I get the picture. Perhaps it will one day become <Ruler of 

Two>. 



Um, mister? You're still leaking your thoughts... 

Sigh, it appears so. By the way, my name is Tyler. 

Mine is Si! 

Anyway Si, may I ask a question. 

Sure. 

How can I understand you? I don't think you're speaking (thinking) English. 

Inglesh? What is that? 

Please answer me first. 

Ah, okay. I'm using my skill <Gift of Tongues> to speak and translate "Inglesh". 

How convenient. I'll have to learn that later. 

My turn! My turn! It's my turn to ask a question! 

Hit me. 

Hit you? 

Um, never mind. Go ahead and ask. 

Tyler, why are you so strange? The only skeletons like you are evil liches. 

How do you know I'm not a lich? 

Because you don't feel like a bad person. All I sense is... sadness, and a bit of hope. 

Wait, you know how I feel? 

No cutting in! It's my turn, remember? Besides, you're too weak to be a lich! 

She begins laughing in a cheerful yet aggravating tone. 

Um, Tyler? It's really weird when you narrate everything I do. 

Sorry. Let's get back on topic. Since I can't hide anything, I'll tell you everything... 

 

Si listens to my story intently. When I mention I killed the necromancer, she pats my skull to give 

solace. Actually, she had a sombre expression as I depicted my ordeal. 

By the way, I've gotten better at dividing my thoughts between transmit and personal. 

  

Ding! 



<Innate Skill: Parallel Thought obtained!> 

  

Oi! What is with this skill!? Was it that easy to acquire, or am I so inept that separating my thoughts 

is a huge achievement? 

What's wrong, Tyler? 

Oops, I accidently clicked "send". I really am that inept... 

Erm, no problem Si! 

  

She gives me a bright smile, but there is something a bit awkward about it. 

  

Y-you said you can go home by following the magic link, right? 

Right. 

I think I can help you, Tyler, if there really is a link... 

Really Si? Thank you so much! 

By the way, what did you mean by if there really is a link? 

Don't worry about it! We can find out once we visit a Life Well. 

Life Well? What's that? 

All souls and mana come from the World Stream. Sometimes, it connects to other worlds as well. The 

Life Well are places where the World Stream does not move. If we go to one, we can trace your link 

from this world to your world! 

Or so she proudly declares. 

  

I'm starting to get excited. It's really lucky I befriended such a kind and acknowledgeable fairy. 

I am forever grateful, Si. Please lead the way!  



Chapter 6: Who Called it a Well? 

 

While following Si to the closest Life Well, she tells me many things about this world. For instance, I 

am now on the continent of Aren, which has three human countries. This forest is on the outskirts of 

the Reinsol Kingdom, next to a mountain range. Many non-human races reside in Aren, but none 

resemble a nation. 

However, every race seem to despise the demon kin... and the undead. According to the human's 

religion, the demons are an alien existence exiled to a large archipelago and the sentient undead are 

sinners. Oh joy.  

In return, I tell her more about myself and my world. It seems to fill her with fascination, as if I was 

telling a fantasy... well, I suppose I am. 

Si also talks about skill ranks. Apparently, the following hierarchy is used to rank skills: Basic, Greater, 

High, Master and Mythic. Celestial skills stand above Mythic, and are usually unique or innate 

abilities acquired since birth. Consequently, they are very rare, and few develop their talents to this 

point. 

Then why is mythic called mythic? Did this world suffer from power creep? 

I decide to apply this knowledge to <Create Status>. The result: 

 

Unique Skills:   Ruler of One 

Innate Skills:   Night Vision (Basic) | Create Status (High) | Soul Core (Basic) | Soul Eater 

   (Basic) | Enhance Mind (Basic) | Parallel Thought (Basic) 

 

For some reason, <Create Status> is already a high skill, and my unique skill is undetermined. Si 

doesn't know why, as I'm the first unique skill holder she has ever met. When I ask about <Create 

Status>, she explains my high rank allows access to the World Stream, which is why I know things I 

never learnt. I want to know more about the World Stream, but all she tells me is to be patient. 

We stop a few times to let Si rest. Apparently, fairies do not eat but absorb mana from the air. They 

live around Life Wells, where the air is rich in magic, though she is the only fairy around these parts. 

  

Do fairies always live alone? 

Nope, we usually live in really big communities, but we sometimes branch out. Maybe I branched out 

too far. I haven't seen my sisters for so long and it's so boring... Stay with me for a while, Tyler! Pretty 

please? 

Sorry, but I want to get back my own family as soon as possible... Don't look at me with those eyes! 

Just visit your sisters. 



But I forgot to make a way back... 

Are you lost too!? 

How rude! I-I thought it wouldn't be far, so I didn't prepare a circle... 

I won't be around forever, you know? Can't you live amongst other races? 

Maybe, but that means not using <Remove Presence>, right? If people look at me because I'm 

different... It's uncomfortable. 

Si... 

And besides, I like being invisible! Making a mess of a traveller's bag, tickling a sleeping person... 

... you sound way too bored. 

  

After our prolonged chat, night has already fallen. I look at her sleeping, childlike face. Fairies have 

long life spans, and Si easily surpasses my age by threefold. Still, she really is adorable, and it's 

thanks to her that I am now one step closer to home. Ah darn, I'm starting to feel homesick... 

I lay on my back and gaze at the stars, reminiscing my past throughout the long night. I wake up Si at 

dawn by giving her a taste of her own medicine. 

 

By the third day, we supposably reach our destination. But I see nothing. 

  

Um, Si? I don't see a well anywhere. 

Of course not, silly. The World Stream is an invisible river of mana, where spirits swim between each 

reincarnation. Everything is connected to the World Stream, that's why we have magic and can do 

amazing things! In return, we share our skills and our memories.  

  

What an amazing (yet ironically familiar) phenomena! Reincarnation, magic, and an archive of 

lifetimes. And one of these Life Wells, where the World Stream gathers, is right before me. 

  

I wish we could see it. 

We can, if I do this! 

  

A stream of golden dust pours from her hand, dyeing an invisible spring. It reveals a vast column of 

countless rainbow strands, connecting the earth to the heavens. The strands that flow up spread out 



into a spectrum of colours before melding with the sky. The strands in the ground form root-like 

networks, extending indefinitely in every direction. 

It's breathtaking, even for a skeleton like me. But soon its beauty fades, hiding itself once more. 

It seems Si has been preparing this moment for the past few days. I wish I could smile, but she has 

no trouble sensing my enjoyment. 

  

By the way Ty, did you know you can wish upon a Life Well for a skill? 

Huh, what do you mean by wish? Does it connect to God? 

I don't know about that, but the World Stream is alive! 

  

Is that possible? That means countless eons of storing memories and guiding souls has given birth to 

its own spirit. In all likelihood, it's probably something like a collective hive mind. The entire title 

system makes sense now. It's pretty much a real god! 

  

Go ahead. If you're lucky, it will grant you a skill! 

  

Seems a bit random for it to grant wishes. In the first place, I'm an atheist, so I have no idea what it's 

like to... 

Hold on a second, is this wishing-making thing related to Skill Points? 

I try wishing for a skill to go home, but nothing happens. Next, I wish for the skill <Telepathy> and 

then: 

  

<Telepathy (Greater): 100 Skill Points required. 

You currently possess 20 Skill Points.> 

  

I knew it! This is what Life Wells are for. But if Si claims everyone else make prayers, does that mean 

it adjusted itself to fit my RPG approach, or is this simply an extension of my <Create Status> 

delusions? 

Anyway, I should try "purchasing" a skill. How sad that I turned an act of faith into a business 

transaction. 

I cycle through several ideas that sound appropriate for 20 points, and then, 



  

<Project Voice (Basic): 20 Skill Points required.> 

  

Perfect, I accept the deal. 

  

<20 Skill Points used. 

Extra Skill: Project Voice (Basic) obtained!> 

  

It worked! Now it's time to test it. 

  

I turned towards Si and quietly say, "Hello." 

She looks at me in surprise, then claps in celebration. I hold her hands and gently swing them in joy. 

  

"It sounds exactly like my voice. I guess it's using my memories to project it." 

  

I laugh heartily, but suddenly notice my MP is quickly depleting. My laughter abruptly cuts, which 

greatly confuses Si. Only one point of mana is left. 

Are you kidding me? That didn't even last a minute! I need at least 100 MP to hold a conversation. 

It seems she heard my thoughts, as she is clearly amused. It doesn't look as if her giggling fit will end 

soon. 

  

I can hear you... 

Exactly! How else am I going to rain on your parade? There's nothing quite like being described from 

third person... 

Says Tyler in his mind. He starts to feel guilty for making Si uncomfortable. 

Stop making up my thoughts! By the way, I think we've gotten sidetracked from our original goal... 

  

Si suddenly goes silent. She slowly descends to the ground, before her wings dejectedly droop. 

What's wrong, Si? Why are you avoiding my eye... sockets? 



Once more, she releases her golden dust, but onto me. No strands of rainbow light appear on my 

bones. 

  

I used my skill <Reveal Magic>, but nothing happened despite being so close to the Life Well. Do you 

know what this means? 

... You couldn't trace my magic link? Don't worry Si, we can try somewhere else. 

T-tyler, I think I know what happened to you. 

  

I quietly gaze at her downcast form before I slowly nod. 

  

Firstly, I-I don't think you can return... 

  

Her voice trails off, but I still hear. They're heavy words to swallow, and I still deny them. If there is 

no home spell then I'll just make one, or so I thought... 

  

... when you were summoned, your soul was already detached. You also can't remember what 

happened beforehand. Tyler, I'm sorry, but I think...  

You have been reincarnated. 

  

... Eh? 

But doesn't that mean on Earth I... 

Is it reincarnation if I'm still dead? 

You are... special. The <Worldfarer> title lets you keep your memories. The necromancer bound your 

soul, but your unique skill freed you. If this didn't happen, you would have reincarnated naturally. 

  

Her childish tone has grown serious. I can no longer disregard what she is saying. I feel an illusionary 

chill run down my exposed spine. 

  

How did I end up in Garea? Is this world hell? 



I've said this before. The World Stream sometimes extends to other worlds. Tyler, you died at the 

wrong place, at the wrong time. 

No, I can't believe this. If I do, then I have nothing to live for. Absolutely nothing! 

  

"YOU'RE LYING!" 

  

I scream at her with my new skill, and expend all my mana. She begins to cry... for my sake. 

  

I can still feel, I can still think. I AM ALIVE! 

I'm sorry, Tyler. I'm so sorry... 

  

I fall to my knees involuntarily, but I am scared I'll collapse into a pile. Unlike before, there is no 

chance of returning after death. I never knew those thoughts I had rejected were still holding me 

together. 

Am I really alive, or am I the husk of Tyler Suesa? Are my emotions and thoughts nothing but 

appropriate reactions based on "his" remaining memories? I feel so hollow, as if I'm a walking lie. 

I begin clawing at my bones, trying to tear this wretched shell away. Si tugs at my arm in an effort to 

stop my pathetic endeavour. 

Let me feel pain! Show me there is something left of my humanity! 

Maybe I should let it end? If I'm reborn, I won't have to go through all this suffering. I'll finally be 

able to breathe... 

  

"No Tyler, you can't!" 

  

Si opens her mouth for the first time since using telepathy. She tries to hug my ribcage, but barely 

hangs on. 

  

"You idiot! Don't think of something so dumb. I know you're alive. You know you're alive. Please 

don't die, Tyler." 

  



Her tears swell to illogical proportions, as she begins to wail. I can give no comfort nor warmth, yet I 

still embrace her, and apologise with all my heart. I regenerate a point of mana, and with it I say, 

"Thank you." 

 

  



Chapter 7: A Fateful Encounter Part 1 

 

"Are you sure you want to leave, Tyler?" 

"Yes, Si. I want to explore this new world, and find my own way in life." 

"Remember to come visit me, okay?" 

"Of course. I owe you more than you can imagine. Besides, you're my first friend." 

  

It's been two months since I bid Si farewell. I have ventured out on a journey of self discovery.  

That being said, I'm still wandering this forest! 

It's called the Dellmore Forest, and it's the largest area of woodland in Aren. I did find a few dirt 

roads, however, with travelling merchants to boot. Obviously, I avoided these paths. I don't want an 

alarmed traveller to issue a subjugation request. 

In reality, I have no choice but to stay in the forest. The people have been taught to hate the 

undead, and I'm right in the middle of a human continent. All I can do is train myself, and find 

another way. 

I stop to think about my former home. I feel guilty about leaving my parents alone. Have they gotten 

over their grief? How is everyone doing? I wonder what my funeral was like? 

I shake my head to dispel these thoughts. 

Enough. I've spent enough nights drowning myself in pity. I'm glad Si wasn't around to see me. From 

now on, I have to make my own home, find my own way of enjoying life, or rather, my afterlife. 

While I walk, I use a sharp stone to chip at the thing in my hand: a mask. If I want to establish 

relations, the other party must not run for the hills. If I wear this, my black cloak and leather gloves, I 

would look... horribly suspicious. A lot more work still needs to be done. 

Every three days, I hunt something for "food". More importantly, I'm trying to raise my level and 

earn enough skill points for <Gift of Tongues>. I take a quick look at my status: 

  

  



Name:    N/A 

Race:    Undead 

Class:    Risen Skeleton 

Level:    5 

HP:    40/40 

MP:   8/8 

Max HP:   40 

Max MP:   8 

Attack:    13 (10+3) 

Defence:   8 

Magic:    1 

Resilience:   4 

Agility:    11 

Integrity:   32 

Unique Skills:   Ruler of One 

Innate Skills:   Night Vision (Basic) | Create Status (High) | Soul Core (Basic) | Soul Eater 

   (Basic) | Enhance Mind (Basic) | Parallel Thought (Basic) 

Extra Skills:   Project Voice (Basic) | Sneak (Basic) | Heavy Strike (Basic) 

Magic Skills:      

Custom Skills: 

Skill Points:   30/50 

Affinities:   Spirit | Dark 

Resistances:   Nullify Manipulation | Nullify Mental Impairment | Nullify Pain | Nullify  

   Metabolism | Nullify Fatigue | Nullify Ailment | Temperature Resistance | 

   Decay Resistance 

Weaknesses:   Holy Weakness | Blunt Weakness 

Titles:    Worldfarer 

Blessings:   None 

Equipment:   Iron Shortsword | Wooden Mask | Cloak* | Gloves* 

Items:    Book* 

  

Each level seems to generate 10 Skill Points, and <Gift of Tongues> costs 200 Skill Points. I'll have to 

level up 17 more times before I can talk. I hope it doesn't use MP like <Project Voice>. 

Speaking of levels, I have confirmed it does have dynamic progression, with some stats more likely 

to grow than others. I was humming a lot (albeit, in short bursts) before I had reached level 5, and 

amazingly, upon levelling up my mana points increased by 20%...! It's only one point, mind you. It 

also doesn't reset your status. 

In addition, you can gain experience without killing, but I have a sneaking suspicion it's faster if I do. 

Not that experience points exist. I'm level 5 now thanks to catching this hare. 



It's still alive, and bound in my rotten funeral rags. I keep it on, well technically inside, my body as 

emergency rations. If I find nothing to kill, I'll break its neck. Luckily for it, I find much bigger game. 

It's a boar. A normal boar. Not every creature in this forest is a bloodthirsty newb-killer. I use my skill 

<Sneak> which "reduces the presence of the user to all unaware targets," according to Crest. 

Who's Crest? It's my <Create Status> skill, of course! I gave up worrying about my mental state long 

ago. 

I creep up to three paces behind it, and lunge with <Heavy Strike>. My blow is physically enhanced, 

but it is has a cooldown. I decapitate the boar before it even reacts, and proceed to devour its life 

force. 

So ends another day for our poor friend Mr Rabbit. No, I have not started naming food for heaven's 

sake. 

  

Ding! 

<You have been bestowed the title of Hunter!> 

  

Wow, that scared the living... Actually, I don't have such a thing in my body anymore. That being 

said, the hare residing within me might. It wouldn't be the first time it has happened. I could store it 

in my pouch, but I need to maintain my balance and it would ruin my items inside. 

But never mind all that. Show me the title, Crest! 

  

<Hunter: One who is skilled in tracking and killing animals. Grants ability to sense nearby wildlife.> 

  

I guess I should have expected it sooner or later. It's basically a skill, but it does not scale with stats 

or experience. It also lies outside the ranking system. 

I stop and concentrate. It's almost like a sixth sense, as I can roughly tell the presence of the birds 

above me, and the limp hare within me. This is going to be helpful, especially against an ambush by a 

pack of wolves. It hasn't happened yet, but I did watch one hunt while I was atop a tree. 

It's well past noon, and the sun slowly descends. I wish I had a watch. As I continue to walk, I notice a 

small clearing past the trees ahead. Upon closer inspection, I find a cabin in the woods, with its 

residents currently outside. 

I immediately use <Sneak> and find a vantage point from the bushes. There is one adult women and 

three young children. She is scratching symbols in the dirt, while the children copy her movements. 

Wait, isn't she teaching them how to write! 



I pay close attention to her as she continues to teach. She appears to be in her mid-twenties with a 

tall, thin figure wearing a short sleeved shirt and a long cotton skirt. She has lengthy, auburn hair 

tied back with a ribbon, and hazel-coloured eyes set on a lightly freckled face. Her voice is 

enthusiastic yet soothing, as she guides one of her student's hands. 

Could this be a chance to learn how to speak, read and write? It sounds much better than grinding 

boars and hares. With each level, there is a definite slowdown in growth. 

The problem is... how do I communicate with her? 

I should wait until the young ones leave, lest I trigger an angry mob of peasants. In the mean time, I 

will quickly finish this mask. 

As the sun slow sets, I listen to the kids shout a few words, before they run down a small forest path. 

Right, now is the time to establish contact! I am wearing my mask, my cloak and my gloves. I left my 

short sword in a bush. Is there anything else I need to do? 

How about a gift! I've just hunted a boar as well. With its fur largely intact, it must be worth a fair 

deal. Should I bring the head as well? 

I excitedly return to the boar's carcass, thinking of ways to express my desire to learn. 

 

  



Chapter 8: A Fateful Encounter Part 2 

 

"Please show me your <Fireball> next time!" 

"Goodbye teacher!" 

"But I want to play more." 

"Behave yourselves, and watch out for anything along the way!" 

  

Helena Forren sees off her three students. Today was delightful for her, and it pleases her to see 

them mature. 

I wish I could see them every day, she thought. 

She returns to her cabin and sits on her chair to relax, unaware of the presence who is silently 

watching.  

 

Night has fallen, and Helena has just finished her meal. As she slips into bed, she hears the distinct 

sound of her front gate being opened. 

  

Did the children return? They shouldn't be sneaking out to see me, or so she thought. 

  

Just in case, she takes a long wooden pole before approaching the door. She opens it, then uses 

<Conjure Flame> to light the torches outside. What Helena saw chilled her to the bone. 

In the middle of her yard, halfway to the entrance was a dark cloaked figure. They wore a crude 

wooden mask with no features, other than a nostril-less nose and two pitch-black holes gouged into 

the piece. In one hand, a stained leather glove held the decapitated head of a boar, while the other 

dragged its corpse by its hind legs. The stranger carried the smell of blood, dirt and decay. Using 

<Magic Perception>, Helena could sense a dark aura emanating from their body. 

They stop moving, as they notice Helena at the door. She warily looks behind them to see skeletal 

footprints left in their wake. The undead being carefully drops the boar's head, before offering the 

body at her doorstep. She takes a step back, which seems to perturb the thing before her. It lowers 

the carcass, before raising its open hands. 

  

Of course it has a hidden weapon. How else could it have severed its head? thought Helena. 

  



She discards the pole as a show of trust, but silently prepares a <Fireball> behind her. 

Unexpectedly, something begins to squirm under the dark one's cloak. Irritated, the ghastly figure 

reaches inside, followed by a disturbing yet hollow snap. She accidently stops her incantation, as she 

watches in horror until the last quivers cease. 

After the longest seconds of silence in her life, Helena regains her composure. A small <Fireball> is 

now hidden behind her back, providing solace within her palm. 

Then, without warning, the vile creature begins to speak with a friendly yet unnerving tone. 

  

"Plea... show... your <Fireball>..." 

  

Once again, Helena loses her composure. As a result, the <Fireball> is extinguished. 

  

I-it saw through my ruse. What can I do? 

  

While she frantically looks about, the inhuman fiend continues to say, "Goodbye." 

  

Goodbye to who? Goodbye to my life!? I never imagined it would end like this... 

  

Her legs lose strength and she falls to the floor. The abomination reaches out, but holds itself back. 

  

"... I want... to play... more..." 

"Just end my suffering already!" 

  

The unholy demon stiffens at her tears, then walks to a corner of her yard. The monstrosity points at 

the children's words scratched in the dirt. 

  

Come to think of it, it's been saying the same things as the kids. Don't tell me this walking horror is 

planning to...! 

  



With renewed life, Helena jumps to her feet and quickly conjures a <Fireball>. But before she could 

throw it at this manifestation of pure evil... 

... it starts scribbling letters in the ground. 

The teacher has a sudden epiphany. Her new student eagerly awaits a response. 

  



Chapter 9: Thick Skull 

 

Negotiations were a stunning success! 

Okay, she did trip over, and I may have given her a slight scare, but since then she's been giving me 

regular lessons for the past two months without realising I'm an undead. She truly is a benevolent 

soul, although I do worry how she could trust such a stranger so easily. 

I visit her place every four days, and leave on the third to hunt. I only appear once the children leave, 

and she immediately begins lessons. She even provides homework, which I quickly complete and 

revise throughout my sleepless nights. I've never been so glad to study.  

Every once in a while, I bring back some game, which she indirectly trades with the woodsman. i.e. 

she leaves the meat at her gate, and a burly man arrives to switch for a basket of basic necessities. 

Why are the villagers avoiding direct contact? It can't be for quarantine, since the children often 

visit. 

Once my vocabulary has improved, I will have to ask her. She has noticed my desire to learn speech, 

but my pitifully small mana pool is making things difficult. Still, I manage to learn her name: Helena. I 

try telling her my own, but she keeps calling me "Enbos". I wonder what does it mean? I look 

forward to the day I can hold a conversation for longer than five minutes. 

Speaking of magic, I was pretty surprised to see Helena cast a fire spell on the first night I met her. 

Once I am articulate, should I ask her to teach me magic as well? 

I shake my head as I glare at my MP meter once more. Curse you! Why must skeletons start with so 

little mana? I need to keep grinding. 

As predicted, my growth has slowed to a crawl. My three-day routine has extended to four, and 

there is nothing to hunt other than hares, birds, giant squirrels and the occasional boar. I try to train 

my body, but I feel no strain nor effort in my actions. I guess body building is impossible if I'm just 

bones. However, I do try to develop techniques, like the time I acquired <Heavy Strike>. It's not a 

guarantee, as I'm technically recreating a skill I do not know from the World Stream. 

I finish my day by spearing some fish from a nearby stream, before I wash my cloak and bathe under 

the moonlight. After smoothing the creases and drying my clothes over a small, makeshift fire, I 

immediately walk towards the direction of her cabin. 

I hope she isn't sick of seeing me... Why am I so eager to meet her? 

I know exactly why. I have never felt so at peace since my rebirth. This feeling that I'm part of 

someone's life is enough to distract me from my inner turmoil. At this rate, my journey of self 

discovery could end here, spending my days travelling to and fro, getting to know Helena... But that 

won't happen. The fact I'm hiding my true form hangs over my every action. 

I pause, and deliberately use a point of mana to sigh. 

  



Ding! 

<Project Voice (Basic) has evolved to Project Voice (Greater)! 

Project Voice (Greater): This skill is now a passive with no MP upkeep.> 

  

"Seriously!?" 

 

It has been a little over two months since I started teaching a skeleton. After giving me the worst 

scare in my entire life, he followed up with the most surreal request in the history of Aren. 

I sit on my wooden chair by the fireplace and look back at the calendar. He's coming here today. 

Probably with another hare or bird. He is so diligent with his offerings that he puts the village 

hunters to shame! 

I smile wryly, then begin preparing our lesson for today. Using <Parallel Thought>, I continue to write 

in a tray of sand while I look back on his progress. He learns much faster than Anna, Kyle or Joel. As a 

result, I have to prepare two different sets of lessons. I try to keep his education at the children's 

level by giving him vocabulary lessons, though it seems he can't speak for long. 

At one time, I tried to teach him math. But after learning to count to ten, he starts writing these 

amazing calculations which are surprisingly right. He is an unexpected genius in that respect, and his 

Arenish is quickly improving. I suspect the ghostly voices from the forest that the villagers hear are 

just him practising his words. It truly is an amusing thought. 

At first I thought he was a blank slate, but now I think he is closer to being a foreigner. But why is an 

undead trying to learn? Aren't they supposed to be mindless monsters, or wicked villains? 

I imagine a scene where a lone immigrant is wandering the woods, before an evil mage turns him 

into a skeleton. Is such a thing too farfetched? 

I finish practising my own notes, then stare at the tray in silence. They are learning so fast. The 

children will probably stop visiting when they come of age, but will he still stay once I teach him 

everything he wants? 

I am glad I met someone so interesting. Between the children's secret arrivals and the skeleton's 

regular sessions, I no longer feel secluded. That moment is now nothing but a bad dream. I wish I 

could feel this way for the rest of my life. 

But one day it will come, when I must bid my students farewell, and hope for the best in their lives. 

It's only appropriate as their teacher I prepare a final gift... 

But that day is still far, and besides, I can't let such a hopeless numbskull leave just yet. He still 

believes I haven't noticed, as if his disguise is perfect! Every time I ask him to stay for dinner, he 

overreacts. I comment on his "slim" fingers, he starts padding his gloves. I am even calling him 

"Enbos", but he still hasn't realised my mockery. 



At first I didn't tell him because it seemed funny, but now I can't tell him because he tries so hard! 

One time, he mumbled something about, "go... to village." I had to quickly stop him and make an 

excuse about his clothing. His mask once cracked in the middle of a lesson, so he pulled up his cloak 

and fled. He had not noticed his bony ankles were exposed! 

  

"Sigh, what shall I ever do to right such a thick skull?" 

  

At that very moment, the door flies open and an excited voice bellows, "I'm ready for next lesson!" 

Startled, I conjure a <Fireball> and instinctively throw it at his head. Luckily, he manages to duck in 

time. The spell harmlessly hits the ground. 

  

"?rof taht saw tahW," he asks. 

  

He accidently slips back to his native tongue, but the meaning is obvious. 

  

"Sorry Enbos, it was so sudden and..." 

  

... I am still not used to your presence. You have no idea how much dark magic is seeping from that 

travelling pouch! 

  

"A-ah, okay. I... be the one sorry. Teacher, may spend day... practise speaking?" 

"Of course we may," I say in response, ignoring the fact I had prepared a written problem. 

"But I thought you were too shy to practice?" 

"N-no." 

"Then why do you always speak less than a dozen words?" 

  

He goes silent at my question, trying to make an excuse but failing. I almost laugh at his stumbling. It 

may be in bad taste, but it's fun to tease him. 

Attempting to change the topic, he asks the worst question possible. 

  



"W-why... you live alone in forest?" 

  

It is my turn to go silent. I could feel all the warmth in the room disappear. Enbos notices his 

insensitive mistake, and tries to apologise. But against all his expectations, and before he could even 

speak, I begin to tell my tale. 

 

  



Chapter 10: The Changeling and the Skeleton 

 

Six months have passed since I learned of her circumstances, and my routine has become clockwork. 

I help pick wild plants depending on the season, and gather firewood before winter. It helps I have 

no nerves. 

On a side note, the world of Garea has 4 seasons, 12 months and 365 days in a year like on Earth. 

The climate appears to be similar to the Earth's northern hemisphere. 

The hares have changed their coats to white. Soon enough, snow lightly blankets the entire forest. I 

trudge through the snow, wearing the shoes that Helena had gifted me. At first I was a bit shaky, but 

now I can walk just as well as without it. My cloak always cover my feet, but I had completely 

forgotten about my footprints. I hope she hasn't paid too much attention to the ground. 

I reach the cabin, and gaze at her lonely figure, sweeping the doorstep. I recall her life's story from 

the day after <Project Voice> evolved. At the time, I couldn't translate everything, but I had 

understood enough to imagine her past.  

Since coming of age, Helena had developed a weak constitution. She was gifted in magic in the sense 

that no one else could learn it. As a result, the villagers accused her of being a changeling, an 

imposter switched by the fairies as an infant, and doomed to die at a young age. The only fairy I 

know of is Si, and she would never have to the heart to do something so cruel. Come to think of it, I 

should really pay her a visit. 

Anyway, due to her father's standing in the village, she was banished to this cabin in the woods. The 

children who visit are actually sneaking in, but their parents are probably aware and refuse to raise a 

ruckus. The woodsman is actually her brother, though he still keeps his distance. 

These accusations greatly aggravate me, but it's to be expected of medieval logic. On second 

thoughts, can I actually apply this reasoning given the existence of healing magic? Basically, her 

genetics led to a weaker immune system, but all the villagers can do is blame it on fairies. Actually, 

that makes me twice as annoyed! 

I walk up to her gate and give a light greeting. I hear her soothing voice beckon me inside. It appears 

she hasn't caught a cold, thank goodness. I brush the snow from my body and we both enter. 

Unfortunately, she still has snow on her soles. After a few steps she almost slips, reaching out for me 

to hold her. Naturally, I react to help, but withdraw my arms at the last moment. As a result, she falls 

on her side then gives me a disappointed glare. 

  

"I'm so sorry, Helena. I was... erm..." 

"Sigh, do not worry about it Enbos. Can you at least help me up?" 

  



I extended my padded gloves and pull her up. I really am sorry Helena, but you're the last person I 

want to touch my body. 

I recall the season before when a pair of hunters spotted me practising tongue twisters in the dead 

of night. They fled, screaming something about, "the ghosts are real!" I had to vacate that area for 

several weeks. Luckily, the incident didn't occur near the cabin, but I was deprived of my favourite 

rabbit burrow. 

Anyway, I digress. The important thing were their reactions. I stare at her back while she prepares a 

kettle. I like to think we're close associates, so I can't imagine her having the same reaction. But 

what I dread most is the fact that something will change. 

Will her warm voice turn bitter? Will she look away in revulsion? I do not know, but I want to 

maintain our status quo. 

My thoughts are interrupted by the sound of boiling water. A while later, she prepares two cups of 

herbal tea. We both know I won't drink my serving, but it's a show of consideration. I stare at the 

swirling tea leaves and ponder our relationship. 

She was willing to tell me about herself. It wasn't easy, so she broke it up over several days. I also 

offered to talk, yet she rejected it with a thoughtful smile. That consideration wounds me... despite 

the fact I had just said things are fine as they are. 

Do I want something to change after all? 

I unconsciously grab the cup as I slip back into my old ways. Helena freezes on the spot, watching in 

anticipation. I realise my folly and let go, releasing the tension in the air. 

I silently hope our relationship could last, as my cup of tea turns cold. 

 

My lesson for today ends. It's just general knowledge and the history of Aren from the point of view 

of the Reinsol Kingdom. Lately, she has been sharing current news she heard from the children. It's 

less of a learning experience and more of a friendly conversation. 

  

"So a new crop was introduced from the New Frontier. Instead of eating the leaves, they say you eat 

the deformed tubers that grow underground. Apparently, it's poisonous if the tubers are exposed to 

sunlight, but some of the farmers have been willing to cultivate this bizarre plant." 

  

Wait, isn't that a potato? I heard the countries of Aren are in a race to colonise the "New Frontier", 

but isn't it this world's equivalent of the new world, America? Territorial disputes or maybe even a 

civil war could break out. 

  



"Eh, there was such a plant in this world?" 

"Surprising, isn't it?" 

"I guess there are still many strange things in Garea that defy common sense." 

  

Helena appears amused at my words. Did I mispronounce something? 

  

"Enbos, your literacy is already as good as mine in only eight months." 

  

Eh? Didn't I just make a mistake? Are you being sarcastic? 

  

"I've already taught you everything I know about Aren. Wouldn't you agree it's time you should start 

experiencing it for yourself?" 

  

Why are saying such a thing? Have I finally overstayed my welcome, or... are you worried you're 

binding me to this place? 

  

"I'm not going anywhere without you, Helena. If I'm going to travel, you will have to come with me." 

  

Huh, what the hell am I saying!? It almost sounds like a... look, she's even blushing a little! I would 

cover my face in shame, but it's already hidden behind a smooth, simple mask. I'm getting better at 

making these. 

  

"You know I can't, Enbos. My body is not as "enduring" as yours." 

"Who knows? Maybe travelling will do wonders for you." 

"I-it's impossible. Also, if people discover my condition, we'll be chased out. Sometimes, I feel I'm 

not really human..." 

"Please don't say those things to me!" 

  

I unexpectedly lash out, stirring Helena from her self-pity. It's a feeling I know all too well, and 

compared to my undead form, she is indubitably human. 



Seemingly in understanding, she casts down her eyes and asks, "Forgive me, Tyler." 

It's the first time she has used my actual name. 

  

"Don't sweat it." 

"You know, you use the strangest phrases. I hope I don't copy you and start teaching Anna, Kyle and 

Joel the same thing." 

  

I laugh at her joke as the mood considerably lightens. It's getting late, and now is the best moment 

to leave. But before I could get up and fetch my sword, she places her hand atop my own. 

  

"Enbos, before you go, I have a sma~ll request..." 

"... Why do I have a bad feeling?" 

 

  



Chapter 11: Thank You Bear-y Much 

 

"Why did I let you come along?" 

"Didn't you say you're not going anywhere without me?" 

  

I hope it's not going to be a regular thing, I thought as we both traverse the cold soil. Helena follows 

closely behind, wearing thick clothing and holding a walking staff. I'm carrying both our travelling 

pouches, but mine is much lighter. 

This is bad. She's going to notice how little I bring and how inadequate my attire is. I suspect she has 

long harboured these thoughts, but now these details are too conspicuous.  

After a mere three hour trek, she begins to slow down. I match my pace to hers as I remember she 

is... not like me. 

  

"Are you alright? Will you be able to handle the trip?" 

"I feel a little winded but I'm fine, Enbos. I should be fit for this outing. It's not like I don't live in the 

woods. I have some confidence." 

"Haha, I suppose so. Tell me when you want to go back early." 

"Sorry Enbos, but I won't." 

  

We take a short break before we depart again, but I am surprised she hasn't asked me anything. 

Instead, we share small talk and discuss hunting strategies. Am I not the peak of unnatural 

behaviour? You've always treated me like this. 

I abruptly stop to process this thought. I have always been suspicious, since the first moment we 

met. Yet, she has never asked for anything concerning my identity. I thought she was being 

considerate of my past, but what if she was being considerate of my true form? She probably hasn't 

deduced I'm a skeleton, otherwise I would have noticed a change in manner. At the very least, she 

has never thought of me as human. 

  

"Did you spot something, Enbos?" she asks, puzzled by my sudden halt. 

  

I look back and stare straight into her eyes. What am I to you, Helena? Am I a cherished disciple or a 

pitiful fool? 



No, I'll keep believing in your kindness, but I can't help feeling an invisible wall between us. I have 

reached the limits of this guise, and yet I dare not remove it. I guess that quells my desire for change. 

I shake my head of these thoughts, which Helena mistakes as a false alarm. We march on through 

the snow with a set distance between us. 

 

"I must say, I didn't know you hunt this far in the woods." 

"Hm? Is it really so far?" I ask in response to her unexpected question. 

"Yes. Do you see this plant here? It's called the Ursa Fence." 

  

I stop and look with great curiosity. It appears to be the same species that grows around her cabin. I 

share this observation with her. 

  

"Yes, it's the same plant. It grows all year round, and it repels most animals." 

"Wait, what? I assumed you used magic, but it was actually from this?" 

"Of course. The reason is because it marks the territory of a Blue Bear, hence the name. During 

winter when food is scarce, some animals are desperate enough to eat it and are thus hunted by 

said beast." 

  

No wonder it's such a good hunting spot now. I've been stealing prey from another predator! It's a 

miracle I haven't met one in all the time I've been exploring. 

As if on cue, I spot a dark blue mass in the distance. I raise a finger to my mask's lips and guide her 

eyes towards it. It's a Blue Bear, just as the name describes. I've never seen a normal one on Earth, 

but this creature is easily twice my height. 

On any other day, I would have considered killing it for experience, but not today. We make 

ourselves scarce while I use <Sneak> from a vantage point. Unfortunately, it sniffs the air, roars, then 

starts barrelling towards our, or rather, my direction. 

  

"E-enbos, it spotted us!" 

"How did it- Oh..." 

  

I feel something scaly brush against my ribcage. After the conversation in the cabin, I had completely 

forgotten to give her the fish! 



As I take out the seafood, Helena looks at me in surprise. 

  

"And you call yourself a hunter..." 

"Tell that to the World Stream, not me!" I yell as I throw the fish to the side. 

  

But the blue beast stays true, and it's coming fast. 

  

"Helena, I'm sorry for such a terrible first hunting trip. Let me make it up to you over some nice, 

roast bear meat." 

"Eh, we're not running downhill? 

"Treat it like a Fox Boar. We'll stick to our agreed plan!" 

  

Before she could disagree, I charge towards the oncoming bear. At this rate, the blunt force of its 

charge will crush me, unless... 

  

"<Fireball>!" 

  

Her fire spell hits the Blue Bear directly in the face. Given the cold weather, it deals little damage, 

but it halts its advance. While it shakes its head in irritation, I use <Heavy Strike> on one of its hind 

legs. To my disappointment, it only grazes my opponent. My short sword has become dull. 

A greyed out sword icon with T-minus 20 seconds appears beneath my MP meter. After much 

experimentation, I had upgraded <Heavy Strike> to greater rank and measured its cooldown. Crest is 

so convenient! And it's not the only thing I learnt. 

The Blue Bear stands on its hind legs, and tries to crush me with both arms. Helena fires <Fireball> at 

one of its forearms, but is unable to stop the other. No matter. I had resolved to take it. 

Given my foe's height, the attack comes down on me at an angle. <Enhance Mind> accelerates my 

perception speed, as I hold my sword backwards to block it at the wrist... using one arm. The bear is 

startled by the unexpected resistance, as both my blade and my body become as hard as stone. 

This is the fruit of my labour, <Fortify>. A defensive skill that temporarily increases the user's 

defence. Of course, I still take damage but at least I'm not in pieces. A shield icon appears next to the 

other, still coloured but ticking down from its 15 second duration. <Fortify> has a 2 minute 

cooldown, so I must finish this quickly! 



I step forward and use my reinforced elbow to smash its solar plexus. It takes a few steps back and 

gets on all fours. The bear opens its maw, so I jump back and prepare for whatever attack it- 

  

"[Spirits of the Earth, I ask of thee. Take up our tools and belittle our towers.] <Wall of Earth>!" 

  

Sure enough, a wall of solid dirt bursts out of the ground between me and the bear. I watch the 

barricade freeze over, then dive to the side before it shatters from the beast's following charge. 

What the hell, it knows ice magic! 

  

"Helena, make a really tall wall behind it!" 

  

5 seconds left on <Fortify>, the bear is preparing another blast, and Helena is incanting the spell... 

The wall goes up first, followed by a breath of freezing mist. But by the time the frost settles, I'm no 

longer on the ground... but jumping off the side of Helena's wall. 

<Shadow Step>: Short-range, instantaneous movement via interconnected sources of darkness of 

sufficient size. It costs 10 MP and I have only 14 to spare. I truly lament my small mana pool for such 

an amazing ability. 

I had moved along the wall's shadow to emerge from its face. I couldn't use the trees due to the 

thickness of the branches. I'm now directly above my prey's head. Instead of my dull sword, I 

combine my fortified fist with <Heavy Strike> to connect with the back of its skull. The greater 

version increases the speed of my blow, and combined with its brute power, <Fortify>'s solidity and 

acceleration from gravity, the Blue Bear suffers a major concussion. 

I roll off the bear's back, and am greeted by the sight of Helena running towards me. 

  

"Are you alright, Tyler?" 

  

You must really be concerned to use my real name. I take a quick look at my HP and check for 

injuries: 

 

HP: 31/53 

 



Despite having a second left on my buff, my hand has several fractures, two broken bones, and a 

dislocated thumb. There is also the damage taken from blocking its swing. But soon it will all 

disappear, once I "eat" this bear. 

  

"I'm mostly fine. More importantly, you saved my life today. Thank you Helena." 

  

It's not the only time you've saved me, either. 

  

"For a moment, I thought you perished from its <Frost Breath>. I was really scared for you!" 

"I was scared as well." 

"... Is that true, Enbos? I was sure you were enjoying it." 

  

I cast my eyes to the ground and replay the battle. It's true I wanted to fight the bear, but was the 

experience really worth it? Am I subconsciously treating this world like a game, or am I verifying my 

existence from the thrill of the hunt? 

  

"I can't deny it entirely, but I don't think it's a problem. How about you? Are you okay?" 

"I'm fine Enbos... actually, there is something that concerns me." 

"What is it!?" 

"Do you always deliver fish strapped to your body?" 

"Errr..." 

"I feel unwell about all the times I use your game for cooking..." 

"They're completely fine! I don't have any body odour, and it's okay once you wash them!" 

"... Then you do carry them on your body. I guess I'll have to be more rigorous with rinsing." 

"Okay, I get it! I'll carry it normally from now on. Do you still want the fish?" 

"... Not this time." 

  

I audibly sigh and make a mental note. As I pick up the fish with my good hand, I see Helena wear a 

concerned face. The bear is still alive, and I have to kill it. I'm about to draw my short sword, but the 



idea of killing the unconscious animal in front of her troubles me. She turns her back away, but I still 

hesitate. Do I need to consume this bear's life? 

I offer the fish in front of its face. 

  

"Since no one else wants it, I guess you can enjoy this consolation prize. Besides, you're too big to 

carry back. Come on Helena, let's continue our hunt." 

  

She stares at my face in bewilderment, before she smiles and replies, "Of course." 

I drag my creaking body alongside her. We don't walk hand in hand, but we're closer than before. 

  

Ding! 

<Level 10! 

You have reached the level cap. 

Class change is now possible.> 

  

"SERIOUSLY!" 

  

There is nothing quite like a random scream to ruin the moment. 

 

 

  



Chapter 12: You're a Wizard, Tyler 

 

"What's wrong Enbos? Is it another Blue Bear!?" 

"No, no, I'm sorry for the sudden yell. It has been months since I levelled up." 

"Levelled... up?" 

  

Seeing Helena tilt her head, the truth finally dawns on me. There is no such thing as levels in this 

world. For everyone else, growth is a continuous and gradual process, but... what about me? 

Does each level simply update my stats? Is this sensation nothing more than a placebo? 

No. Some of my skills have noticeably changed from levelling up. Moreover, I've confirmed my stats 

do refresh in real time. Whenever I don my cloak, I get an additional three points to defence and a 

negative point to agility. But if I'm using a RPG system, why is it having a real world effect? 

Also, if levels are a foreign idea, what about changing classes? 

  

"I'll explain later, but for now, I'm going to change my class," I tell Helena as I gauge her reaction. 

She still appears confused, but goes on to say, "You're going to change your class? Shouldn't it be 

you have changed your class? I wasn't aware you had such aspirations." 

  

I see. While mine appears to be automatic, it is the norm to work towards a desired class. I'm playing 

by a different rule set than the rest of Garea! 

In any case, let's take a look at my options: 

  

<Requisites met for two possible classes.> 

  

It seems certain conditions exist for a new class. I guess I can't power level myself to an undead god. 

  

<Skeletal Warrior: Grants higher physical parameters. Proficiency in melee skills. 

Skeletal Mage: Grants higher magical parameters. Proficiency in magic skills.> 

  



Wait a second, is this my chance to learn magic? Will my mana pool finally reach the twenties? Sure 

it would be nice to move faster and hit harder, but I'm not taking it over fireballs, raising the earth, 

and using <Shadow Step> more than once! 

Besides, I have the perfect instructor by my side. I'll have another reason to stay... 

<Class Change: Skeletal Mage selected. 

Beginning conversion.> 

  

My body starts emitting a ghostly hue. I feel energy reinvigorate my every marrow. Helena watches 

in amazement as the glow beneath my cloak subsides. 

  

<Class Change: Skeletal Mage complete. 

Soul Core (Basic) has evolved to Soul Core (Greater). 

Soul Eater (Basic) has evolved to Soul Eater (Greater). 

Enhance Mind (Basic) has evolved to Enhance Mind (Greater). 

Dark Resistance obtained.> 

  

"<Create Status>!" 

  

 

  



Name:    N/A 

Race:    Undead 

Class:    Skeletal Mage 

Level:    1 

HP:    31/61 

MP:    5/25 

Max HP:   61 (↑7) 

Max MP:   25 (↑11) 

Attack:    19 (17+2) (↑1) 

Defence:   16 (13+3) (↑1) 

Magic:    11 (↑6) 

Resilience:   13 (↑5) 

Agility:    18 (19-1) (↑2) 

Integrity:   63 (↑8) 

Unique Skills:   Ruler of One 

Innate Skills:   Night Vision (Greater) | Create Status (High) | Soul Core (Greater) | Soul 

   Eater (Greater) | Enhance Mind (Greater) | Parallel Thought (Basic) 

Extra Skills:   Heavy Strike (Greater) | Shadow Step (Greater) | Project Voice (Greater) | 

   Sneak (Basic) | Fortify (Basic) 

Magic Skills:  

Custom Skills:  

Skill Points:   130/150 

Affinities:   Spirit | Dark 

Resistances:   Nullify Manipulation | Nullify Mental Impairment | Nullify Pain | Nullify  

   Metabolism | Nullify Fatigue | Nullify Ailment | Temperature Resistance | 

   Decay Resistance | Dark Resistance 

Weaknesses:   Holy Weakness | Blunt Weakness 

Titles:    Worldfarer | Hunter 

Blessings:   None 

Equipment:   Dull Iron Short Sword | Wooden Mask | Cloak* | Gloves* 

Items:    Book* 

  

At long last, my MP is no longer a pitiful puddle! The class change probably counts as a free level, in 

addition to reaching the cap. More importantly, my class level has been reset to one. 

  

<Soul Core (Greater): Store soul instead of returning it to World Stream. (Maximum Capacity: 10)> 

  



Store soul!? Why would I need to store a soul? I suppose it explains the <Soul Eater> description in 

regards to needing a container. Speaking of which... 

  

<Soul Eater (Greater): Increased life absorption. Allows mana absorption.> 

  

I now have a method of replenishing my MP outside of waiting for half an hour. 

  

<Enhance Mind (Greater): Increase mental processing speed. Increase concentration.> 

  

Most of these changes are suitable for a mage, especially the larger mana pool, although I can't help 

notice one small detail... 

I have no magic skills whatsoever. 

  

"Enbos, what did you do? Your mana suddenly grew, and is now flowing through your body more 

freely than a moment ago! Did you really change your class just now?" 

  

It seems Helena can perceive the flow of mana. Is that how she noticed the bear's ice magic? 

Anyway, there's only one thing left to do... 

  

"Helena!" 

"Y-yes?" 

"I have an important request... Please teach me magic!" 

  



Chapter 13: Pond of You 

 

"Please teach me magic!" 

  

I feel a sense of nostalgia from his words. It reminds me of the first time he asked for my tutelage, 

albeit by imitating the children's speech. And now he wants to learn magic, after the most abrupt 

change in class I have ever known. 

A class is the shape of the being's soul, which is determined by the combined will of the individual 

and the World Stream. Not everybody has a class, not even me. To change class, one must gradually 

sculpt the desired shape of their soul. 

Yet despite this, Enbos has just fashioned his class as if it was soft clay! Either the World Stream 

favours him, or his spirit has overruled its constraints. Both explanations are simply absurd. 

I take a hard, long look at the absurd man before me. Maybe it's not so impossible after all?  

Ah, he's still waiting for my reply, just like that very night. The answer should be obvious, and I say so 

to his wooden face. I have no qualms about teaching him, and yet I feel a sudden pang of guilt after I 

agree. I wonder why? 

While he is lost in excitement, I am lost in thought. He notices my quite demeanour and begins to 

show concern. When I notice this, I realise my sin. 

If I teach him magic, he will continue to visit. In truth, I want him to rely on me, I want to feel... 

needed. But why am I so particularly enthralled to keep Tyler by my side? 

It's because he is more than willing to stay. The reason he learnt Arenish was to explore the world, 

but now he's learning magic so he won't leave. Garea has far more to offer than I, yet I'm the one 

binding him to these woods. This is why he finds so much joy from hunting. I can scarcely imagine his 

suffering before we met, wandering alone and without rest. 

But now, things are different, and he knows it too. I can tell from yesterday's talk he still has the 

desire to explore. Thus, I continue to remain silent about his form, to separate our lives and clear the 

way for his departure. 

An urgent voice cuts through all my thoughts. 

  

"Um, Helena? I suggest we flee. The Blue Bear is starting to stir!" 

"Oh, you're right. By the way, we need to wash your fishy character, lest the bear finds its way back 

to my cabin." 

  



We hastily retreat from its domain, and start preparing camp by a stream. The cold bites at my 

fingers, and I'm already nauseous from a few spells and our short flight. 

I remember Tyler's grand statement from last night. It's not possible. My body is too weak, and it's 

not getting better. 

I look at Enbos' tireless form. He learns quickly, so perhaps there is enough time... 

 

I have just returned from spearing fish and used the new and improved <Soul Eater> to recover my 

HP and MP. As an experiment, I store one of their souls in my <Soul Core> then release and reabsorb 

it. No additional energy is obtained. I try storing the soul without devouring it, but its life force is 

involuntarily taken. It appears <Soul Eater> is a necessary complement to <Soul Core>. 

Helena has yet to start a fire, but I do see a small pile of sticks at her feet. I wonder if she is too tired 

to cast magic? As I am about to offer assistance, Helena suddenly clears her throat. 

  

"Enbos, I think now is a good time to practise magic." 

"Eh? Right now?" 

"Yes. Normally I would teach you the basics, but judging by the movement of mana in your body, 

you should be able to handle the lowest tier of spells." 

  

I'm starting to get cold feet, and it's not the weather. I've only been a Skeletal Mage for less than an 

afternoon! I haven't accumulated the required experience. This is one serious flaw with my class 

change mechanic. 

  

"Do not worry. You'll be learning the spell <Conjure Flame> today." 

"B-but my affinities do not include fire. Shouldn't we try a spell I'm suited to?" 

"Perhaps, but to cast magic means to give form to your mana. If it's something as familiar as fire, you 

should be able to imagine the result." 

  

I see. So magic is manifested by the comprehension of its effects. In a pre-electricity world, the sight 

of a candle light is common enough to understand. In that case, this should be easy to learn. 

I crouch by the camp and follow Helena's instructions. First, I'm told to feel the mana flowing within 

me. I have trouble recognising the sensation, so I'm unsure if the feeling in my bones is real. 

Next, she tells me to picture the heat and light I desire. It has been a long time, but the fact I miss 

such warmth only makes the memory more vivid. 



Finally, I must project the mana dyed in my thoughts towards the target. 

  

"<Conjure Flame>." 

  

I hover my hand above the fuel. I feel a mysterious force leave my body, and flow out towards... 

somewhere. 

  

"Um, Helena? I think it fail-" 

  

Without warning, an invisible force explodes from my outstretched palm. My arm, along with my 

entire body, is blown back by the shockwave. I roll down a slope before landing in the stream. 

  

"Are you alright Enbos!?" 

"I'm alright. A little drenched, but alright." 

"I'm sorry. I guess it's too soon for practice. When we get back, I'll teach you the basics properly, 

okay?" 

"Okay." 

"I'll light the campfire, so come dry yourself." 

"... Not just yet. There's something I have to do. I'll be with you soon." 

  

The explosion had dislocated my right arm. It's now gently drifting down the stream. The moment 

Helena shows her back, I frantically wade through the shallows. 

 

I managed to retrieve my arm by remotely grabbing a branch. Why do I feel like this won't be the last 

time? When I return and tell Helena, "I was looking for something," she breaks out in laughter. I 

guess she imagined me chasing the "item" downstream. Hmm? My travelling pouch wasn't on me, 

so what did she think I was looking for? 

Speaking of my travelling pouch, I placed our luggage at the same spot, but she seems to have taken 

hers and is now sitting away from my bag. Does it smell funny? I can't quite tell, as my sense of smell 

is markedly inferior to my last life. 



Twilight is almost here. Despite today's misfortunate and scrape with death, Helena appears to be in 

a good mood. 

  

"Enbos, thank you for today." 

"... I was about to apologise. I led you this far into woods and endangered our lives. We haven't even 

properly hunted." 

"True, and yet I haven't enjoyed trekking this much... for a long time." 

  

Helena grows silent, staring vacantly into the campfire whilst hugging her knees. Her eyes appear 

lifeless, as she reminisces a lonelier time. 

Did I... just spoil her mood? Am I trying to make today miserable!? It's a bit late, but I think this trip 

means a lot to her. I should have been trying to make it pleasant rather than push her away. 

  

"... Ah! Helena, please come with me for a bit. I have something to show you." 

  

It's not too late; the day still hasn't ended. I take her hand and we follow the river downstream. She 

appears taken back by my sudden request. 

After a brief walk, we happen upon a small pond off to the side of the river. The surface has frozen 

over with ice, but it is still thin enough to witness the spectacle below. Helena's eyes widen in 

wonder. 

At the bottom of this humble pond is a garden of radiant flowers, with golden fish nestling between 

its petals. It illuminates the frozen space in ethereal shades of blue and violet. Its inhabitants 

gracefully swim within this small haven. I'm not sure how its ecology works, but as expected of a 

fantasy world. 

Helena turns to me with a fascinated expression. 

  

"It's beautiful, Tyler! I-I've never seen this in all my years living in the woods. Granted that I've never 

delved this far in winter." 

"I'm glad you like it, Helena." 

"Did you plan this entire expedition to show me these flowers? I don't know what to say..." 

  



Actually, I found it by chance while returning with my lost arm. It's not noticeable during the day, but 

I spotted its light under the canopy's shadow. I best not mention this, lest I ruin the moment. 

  

"Wh-who knows? But I'm willing to keep doing these things if you feel down." 

"Huh? What are you saying Tyler? I'm... fine." 

"... Helena, I can't pretend to know what you've been through, or may still be enduring. But if you 

ever want to share your pain, share it with me. Even if it's the smallest fraction, I'll take it, erase it, 

then keep on until there's nothing left for either of us to carry. Just more time to spend together, 

like this." 

  

Helena is staring at me with a more amazed face than before. Everything I've said is true, but aren't I 

being too dramatic? What the hell do I say now...? 

We both watch in awkward silence as the fish gracefully swim between the flowers. It truly is a 

wonder as we both naturally relax and forget our earlier discomfort. Suddenly, Helena slightly 

shivers, and I realise the stars are already out. 

  

"We best get back, Helena." 

"Indeed... um, Ty- I mean, Enbos? Do you have <Night Vision> by any chance?" 

"Yes." 

"Would you mind... guiding me back through the dark?" 

"Of course!" I reply with undisguised joy. How long am I going to keep acting like this! 

  

She holds onto my hand, entwining her fingers with my own. She looks down at my walking feet with 

her hood obscuring her face, blocking the icy breeze. Her pace slows, so we take our time to leisurely 

return to camp. 

Is it really so dark? The full moon is out and we're going upstream, so it's hard to lose our way. 

Maybe I'm just too used to my skill to notice. 

After we return and have dinner ("I'll eat over there"), we both turn in for the night. She has trouble 

sleeping in this cold weather, as she rests against a tree with a dying campfire by her side. Sadly, I do 

not have a blanket nor a tent. As I watch her curled up figure, I have an instinctive urge to sit beside 

her, but my body cannot offer any warmth. It will only steal what little heat she hoards. 



I use <Sneak> to quietly gather more sticks to feed the embers. It's the only thing I can do for her, 

and it's only natural for a sleepless guardian like me. After a while, her shivers cease and serenity 

returns to her sleeping face. 

  

"... Helena, let's go again in spring," I whisper. 

  

The faintest of smiles curl from her lips. 

 

  



Chapter 14: Magic Lessons 

 

By noon, Helena and I return to the cabin with a few hares before I leave her alone to rest. 

Apparently, the children don't visit when snow falls, so she will have the entire day to herself. 

But come tomorrow morning, we will begin my first magic lesson!  

  

Day 1 of magic lessons. 

  

Helena shows me a book on the fundamentals of controlling mana. Supposedly, she used it to teach 

herself magic. I remember my own book of magic, but considering it belonged to a homicidal 

necromancer, it's best not to bring it up... 

All mana comes from the World Stream, and all life is connected to it, no matter how small. This is 

why we passively regenerate mana, but it needs to be in its purest form before converting it to the 

soul's signature. 

Following this logic, <Soul Eater> probably absorbs MP by converting the residual energy to pure 

mana. Hmm? But if all life is connected, wouldn't my MP regeneration increase if I store more souls? 

We spend the rest of the day sensing the flow of mana. Afterwards, I decide to test my theory, but it 

doesn't increase at all. The purpose behind storing souls remains a mystery. 

  

Day 2 of magic lessons. 

  

All skills use mana in some way, but does not necessarily expend it. It is the bridge between the 

spiritual and material plane. As such, the power of a soul directly influences the body. So this is why I 

can grow stronger without, well, growing. 

Magic skills, otherwise known as spells, consume mana to induce a desired miracle outside the traits 

of the caster's soul. <Night Vision> is not a spell, for example, since it's an inherent ability developed 

by my soul. <Shadow Step> could be regarded as a spell, but it's categorised as an extra skill since it 

doesn't scale off my Magic stat. It seems my definition of a magic skill differs from the norm. 

Basically, it allows the user to create a supernatural phenomenon according to their will. How scary. 

That night, I left to go hunting as usual. I spend those days theorising the functionality of my current 

skills, in particular the skill <Soul Core>. 

Because my <Soul Core> was planted by the necromancer and he's now dead, the effects are slowly 

reverting. By taking the lives of others, I strengthen my soul to imprint my mana signature on the 

<Soul Core>. However, since it's not pure mana it will slowly return to the necromancer's signature 



and begin to fade again. It would not be a problem if my soul recognises this body as its own, but it's 

not. My soul is still in the shape of a human being. 

  

Day 5 of magic lessons. 

  

Ding! 

<Innate Skill: Magic Perception (Basic) obtained!> 

  

Finally! I've been meditating for the past week with every chance I could get. Since I'm not native to 

this world, I do not possess an instinctual sensitivity to mana. With this skill, I can feel the mana 

coursing through my bones! 

Without further delay, I try to cast <Conjure Flame>... 

Boom, a flying skeleton and a broken fence. I spend the rest of the day apologising and fixing the 

damage. 

Every night after that session, I practise the same spell by myself deep in the woods. My closest 

attempt: I unintentionally set my mask on fire. 

  

Day 8 of magic lessons. 

  

Ding! 

<Magic Skill: Conjure Flame (Basic) obtained!> 

  

"At long last, I can finally conjure a flame!" 

"Congratulations Enbos! I no longer have to <Conjure Water> whenever you set my garden on fire..." 

"Ah, I'm really sorry about that one, maybe two, times." 

"Sigh, I forgive you. Now you have mastered the skill, the World Stream will aid you whenever you 

cast that spell." 

  

This is something I already know from acquiring <Heavy Strike>. It took me much effort to learn the 

skill, but once it appeared on my status, I could easily perform the technique. It's like all my training 

was to program an executable. 



  

"You're ready to learn about incantations. Instead of mastering control of the skill, you may chant a 

prayer to the World Stream, and summon its guidance to cast the spell. It's much slower than direct 

casting, but it allows you to use magic above your current abilities. Incanting can even empower a 

mastered spell." 

  

As a demonstration, she casts <Fireball> at some snow. Afterwards, she starts chanting a few lines 

before firing another <Fireball>. The surface area of melted snow is noticeably larger. 

  

"That will be all for today. I didn't realise it was getting so late." 

"Oh, you're right. I'll see you in two days, Helena." 

"Yes, I will teach you the spell <Fireball> next time." 

  

Midnight of day 8. 

  

I'm confident I can master <Fireball> by myself. It should be an extension of the <Conjure Flame> 

skill, and I've memorised her incantation. Time to give it a shot! 

  

"[Spirits of Fire, heed my will. Let the son of the sun be birthed within my palm, and soar like a 

blazing swallow.] <Fireball>!" 

  

Sure enough, a small ball of fire forms at my fingertip... before it suddenly explodes. I'm blown back 

by the force, though nothing has been set alight. I check my body for fractures, but notice a flashing 

icon on my HUD... 

My index finger has just been cremated. I wonder how I'm going to fix it. 

It seems I have a long way to go. 

 

It has been one and a half months since I united my finger with the wind. To keep my digits even, I 

slew a giant squirrel and seized one of its fingers. My mana flows into my new index finger and I am 

able to control it. Since this body is not mine, I can use whatever bones I wish, as long as I'm still 

humanoid. Wait, doesn't that mean I can replace my skull? 

... Let's not try it. 



Anyway, over that span of time I mastered <Fireball> without the incantation. Upon doing so, I 

reached level 2. It appears learning new skills contribute a fair deal of experience. 

I've grown accustomed to being a mage, to the point that I sometimes use magic in lieu of my worn 

out sword. I've been borrowing Helena's whetstone, but it cannot be helped that the blade has 

chipped. 

As I continue my usual correspondence with Helena, I decide to learn the <Lightning> spell. 

  

"I don't recommend it. Even high level mages have difficulty mastering the most basic tier." 

  

Well those mages never grew up on a power grid! Within two days, I acquire <Lightning>. I show 

Helena the results, which leaves her in shock. 

  

Ding! 

<You have been bestowed the title of Novice Mage!> 

<Novice Mage: One who is curious in the ways of magic. Increase mastery of basic rank magic skills.> 

  

I completely forgot! It comes at such irregular times that it slips my mind. I wonder if I can upgrade 

this title? 

  

"H-how did you learn such complex magic? You didn't even use an incantation!" 

"Eh? It's not that difficult. I understood its true nature, that is all." 

"... I'm so proud of you Enbos. You have finally surpassed me. Though my spells do not backfire as 

spectacularly as yours." 

  

Like I've said, it's only because I knew... 

I gain a sudden flash of insight. If I acquired <Lightning> due to my understanding of electrons, can't I 

use modern science for other skills? I turn towards Helena, but overlook her serious expression. 

  

"... Enbos, I think it's ti-" 

"Helena, I have an idea for our next session. Let's make a custom skill, together."  



Chapter 15: Custom Magic 

 

It is the middle of spring, and we have already made a custom skill. I told Helena I came from a land 

far, far away, where my knowledge and culture differ greatly from Aren. Surprisingly, she nodded in 

understanding as if I had confirmed some long-standing suspicion. I proceeded to teach her some 

basic chemistry, though there was much trouble. After all, it's not easy being told your entire 

understanding of science is wrong.  

We created a skill that affects the composition of air. Two identical candles were lit and we would 

attempt to make one burn faster than the other. At first, we tried attracting oxygen molecules using 

mana. It's quite a ridiculous thing to rewrite reality. Of course, it's a time consuming process to 

achieve even the slightest effect, otherwise any mage could wield the power of a god. 

Unfortunately, it ended in failure. 

Our next attempt created a matrix around the target space that would filter in oxygen and expulse 

nitrogen. As a result of much trial and error: 

  

Ding! 

<Custom Move has been invented! 

Custom Move named Control Oxygen.> 

<Level 3!> 

  

We both acquired <Control Oxygen>. For Helena, it was an instinctual feeling since she doesn't have 

<Create Status>. Supposably, those without <Create Status> would visit certain life wells where a 

scribe records their skills, affinities and titles. I later experimented with the skill to install a modifier 

popup. 

Unfortunately, I still have trouble controlling it even after our success. 

  

"Since it's the first of its kind, the World Stream cannot give guidance. You'll have to visit a Life Well 

to archive the skill. The only other way is to pass on. Of course, I don't recommend it," Helena tells 

me. 

  

For this reason, there is an incentive to share your knowledge with the library of lifetimes, and in 

doing so, others can more readily acquire your custom spell. 

We felt a sense of fulfilment to have contributed to the world, especially after all our hard work. 

Helena was content with our achievement, but my spell crafting did not end there... 



 

"Are you sure about this, Enbos?" 

  

Back to the present, I am standing directly in the firing line of a swinging log trap. Helena is holding a 

knife next to a straining rope, while a thin bubble of mana surrounds my cloaked figure. While we 

were making <Control Oxygen>, my <Fortify> had changed into <Mana Shield> which conjures a 

physical barrier. 

After much practise, I have given the barrier a "special" property. It's technically a complete skill, but 

it will not register unless the creator acknowledges it as such. 

  

"I'm ready. Cut the rope!" 

  

The large log swings towards my torso. Given my blunt weakness, it should pulverise my ribcage, 

however... 

When the battering ram comes in contact with the film, it disconcertingly stops. It doesn't even 

rebound in the slightest, as if all its energy was absorbed by the translucent bubble. Instead of 

bursting, the layer of mana lightly ripples before a sudden force surges through the ground. 

  

Ding! 

<Magic Skill: Mana Shield has been altered. 

Custom Move has been invented! 

Custom Move named Kinetic Barrier.> 

<Level 4!> 

  

I did it! I've overcome one of my weaknesses! <Kinetic Barrier> is designed to redirect blunt physical 

impact below a certain threshold, whether it be to the ground or a wall. Against piercing and 

slashing attacks, however, it functions like an inferior version of <Mana Shield>. 

  

Ding! 

<You have been bestowed the title of Spellcrafter!> 

<Spellcrafter: One who explores new magic. Archiving a custom magic skill will give a tribute.> 

  



I nod in satisfaction, and hear Helena applaud my success. But instead of a smile, she wears a 

sombre expression. 

  

"Enbos, no... Tyler. You have done so much for me over the last year." 

  

An entire year... I didn't even notice. 

  

"It should be clear now, but I have nothing left to teach you." 

  

I know. I was only delaying the inevitable. 

  

"You don't have to keep staying here for me. The outside world is far better than I." 

"I-I can't, Helena. You already know I'm... not like the others." 

"It's true you're not like the others... you're a better man than most." 

  

I cannot help but flinch when she calls me a "man". I've never shown her my face, after all. 

  

"If it's you, I'm sure you will find a way. You didn't study to live here forever." 

"Helena, it's not as simple as that. You gave me reprieve from my torment. You showed compassion 

when I expected enmity. How can I leave you so easily?" 

"Isn't it natural for a student?" 

"You're not just a mentor, you're..." 

  

... what is she to me? Would I go this far if I consider her a friend? 

  

"Tyler, to be honest I don't want you to go either. This past year was bliss, and I wish it would last. 

But for you... I feel as if you are meant for something greater, and I'm the only one holding you 

back." 

  



Is this why she keeps sharing stories about the outside, to make me lose interest? 

  

"Helena, before I met you I was on a journey of self discovery. Why can't my end be here?" 

"Because it's no better than being banished!" 

"Then come with me! There's no reason both of us to stay." 

"I-it's too late for me..." 

  

I catch these quiet words under her breath. There is something binding her here, and there is 

nothing I can do to resolve it. I can hear my teeth grind in frustration, as it echoes throughout my 

entire being. 

She deserves something greater as well. How can I make her happy? 

  

"... I understand. One day, I shall leave these woods and explore all of Aren." 

"Thank you, Tyler." 

  

She gently smiles, but I can see tears stir in the corner of her eyes. Her body relaxes as if accepting 

the loneliness that once haunted her. 

  

"... but when I return, I will have enough stories to last til the end of our days." 

"Eh? Hold on, Enbos. What are you implying?" 

"I'm saying my journey WILL end here. So please wait for me. I-I'll p-pr-properly ask you by then..." 

  

Her face turns bright red, and I swear mine is heating up as well. It's the most embarrassing thing I 

have ever said in both lives, although I can't believe how thick headed I've been to my own feelings. 

  

"I-I will wait for you, Tyler." 

"I, um, thank you Helena. I might as well... Ah!" 

"What is it?" 

"I have to greet a friend of mine before I leave the forest!" 



"You have friends?" 

"Of course I do! A one-week friend..." 

"Actually Tyler, would you mind coming back after your visit? I want to celebrate your graduation 

from cabin school." 

"Sure, though it may take more than a month before I return..." 

"That's okay. I want to introduce you to my brother. You won't have to hide in a bush anymore!" 

  

I bid Helena farewell and depart down a nostalgic path. Behind me, I hear her chanting a spell. I stop 

briefly and focus on her voice. Though I can't make out the words, it sounds less like an incantation 

and more like a prayer. 

 

  



Chapter 16: Back to the Life Well 

 

I begin my long journey back to where I parted with Si. That being said, it's been more than a year 

since I left, and I had spent the first two months wandering aimlessly. Although it's impossible to 

retrace my footsteps, I still have another way. 

  

"<Magic Perception>." 

  

My <Magic Perception> has become a greater rank skill, extending my line of sight and granting the 

ability to distinguish between different types of mana. Naturally, this includes pure mana found in 

the World Stream.  

Under the earth, I spot one of the "roots" that extend from a life well. If I follow the flow of mana I 

can trace it back to a life well, and if it's the wrong place I'll just try again. Come to think of it, I have 

plenty of skill points to spend, and my <Spellcrafter> title grants a tribute for registering custom 

skills. Either way, following this rainbow road is a win. 

Speaking of different mana types, I'm surprised my book is leaking such pitch black energy! I thought 

my <Night Vision> had stopped working when I opened my bag. Dark affinity magic isn't forbidden, 

but raising the dead is probably illegal. Should I destroy it or bury it? Who knows what foul sorcery it 

may unleash. I'll hold onto the book until I can dispose of it properly. Call it environmental 

consideration. 

Along the way, I scratch crosses on trees and rocks to mark my trail. So much for environmental 

consideration. 

  

The second day passes and the mana stream is slowly getting thicker. I'm making progress, but it's 

nowhere near as large as the roots I saw that day, when Si casted <Reveal Magic>. I guess mana is 

affected by gravity since it flows underground, but it's possible a reverse case of the life well exists 

as well. I'll ask Si if I have the chance. 

Ah, once I meet her, what should we talk about? The fact that I boldly departed on a journey of self-

discovery, only to never take a step outside the forest? That would be too embarrassing to discuss! I 

should have brought along a present... 

  

On the dawn of the third day, I sense a small hare and kill it for nourishment. Unfortunately, I don't 

think Si will appreciate it as a gift. Actually, I should have kept it alive for emergency rations. After 

all, I've just left my usual hunting grounds. It's been so long since I last travelled. 



I am shocked to feel a tinge of homesickness. I look back at my footsteps and realise for the past 

year I have always returned to Helena's side by the third day. If I wasn't following this mana stream, I 

would have subconsciously walked back to her cabin. 

I begin to recall the oppressive loneliness that once plagued me before I met Helena. Was it the 

same for her too? The children do visit, but their stay is always short. Now that we're apart, is she 

feeling the same solitude as I? 

I clear my head of these thoughts, and continue to move. If I can't handle this level of homesickness, 

how can I possibly explore all of Aren before I... I... pr- 

I verbally scream in agitation at how spineless I am, despite the fact I can clearly see it. 

  

Two weeks have passed, and the density of mana in the air has noticeably increased. I didn't notice 

when I was a <Risen Skeleton>, but as a <Skeletal Mage> I can sense the difference in ambiance. 

After a few more minutes of walking, I find myself in a familiar place. 

This is it. It's a life well, but it's not just any life well. It's the same one where I learnt to speak, and 

discovered the traumatic truth about my condition. The same rainbow pillar is rising above the same 

forest canopy. My <Magic Perception> isn't strong enough to view its entire spectrum of colours, or 

the top of the fountain that touches the sky, but I recognise the pattern of its impossibly long roots. 

I fall into melancholy and recall my association with Si. The joy of being understood, the angst of 

hearing the truth, the guilt of making her cry. I look around and find nothing but ghosts of my past. 

However, out of the corner of my eye, I see a familiar golden glow. I snap my head and notice a 

beautifully inscribed magic circle on the trunk of a tree. The magical energies that surround it have 

the same radiance as Si. 

  

"What is it?" I wonder, as I reach out to... 

  

Ouch! That stings! Wait, did I just feel pain? How is that possible, especially without nerves!? Could 

this be Holy magic, the only other weakness of mine? If that's true, Si could have vaporised me from 

the moment we met... Thank goodness she's such a wonderful fairy! 

I stare at the magic circle and wonder why she had constructed such a thing. In any case, this 

location must hold some significance to her, so if I wait long enough maybe she will appear. Now 

that I have marked my path, I can return to Helena within ten days, which gives me about a week to 

stay. Should I introduce Si to Helena? That may prove awkward, considering Helena was banished 

due to a fairy tale. 

I turn to face the life well, and prepare to archive my Custom Skills. 

  



<Archive Control Oxygen and Kinetic Barrier?> 

  

Yes, please. 

A tendril of pure mana extends from the life well and connects to me. No, that's not right. It's not 

mana but the soul of the World Stream. I feel an illusionary warmth fill my mind before it recedes, 

leaving me in a state of peace. 

  

<Control Oxygen and Kinetic Barrier have been archived in the World Stream. 

100 Skill Points exchanged!> 

<Level 5!> 

  

Eh, is this my tribute? More skill points and experience? I better change the tooltip later with Crest. 

Speaking of which, I better check my status. 



Name:    N/A 

Race:    Undead 

Class:    Skeletal Mage 

Level:    5 

HP:    70/74 

MP:    43/43 

Max HP:   74 (↑3) 

Max MP:   43 (↑4) 

Attack:    19 (18+1) (↑1) 

Defence:   16 (13+3) 

Magic:    25 (↑3) 

Resilience:   18 (↑1) 

Agility:    19 (20-1) (↑1) 

Integrity:   86 (↑5) 

Unique Skills:   Ruler of One 

Innate Skills:   Night Vision (Greater) | Create Status (High) | Soul Core (Greater) | Soul 

   Eater (Greater) | Enhance Mind (Greater) | Parallel Thought (Basic) | Magic 

   Perception (Greater) 

Extra Skills:   Heavy Strike (Greater) | Shadow Step (Greater) | Project Voice (Greater) | 

   Sneak (Basic) 

Magic Skills:   Fireball (Basic) | Lightning (Basic) | Conjure Flame (Basic) 

Custom Skills:   Control Oxygen (Basic) | Kinetic Barrier (Basic) 

Skill Points:   270/290 

Affinities:   Spirit | Dark 

Resistances:   Nullify Manipulation | Nullify Mental Impairment | Nullify Pain | Nullify  

   Metabolism | Nullify Fatigue | Nullify Ailment | Temperature Resistance | 

   Decay Resistance | Dark Resistance 

Weaknesses:   Holy Weakness | Blunt Weakness 

Titles:    Worldfarer | Hunter | Novice Mage | Spellcrafter 

Blessings:   None 

Equipment:   Chipped Iron Short Sword | Wooden Mask | Cloak* | Gloves* 

Items:    Suspicious Book* 

  

Aside from my stats nothing else has changed, except my Custom Skills are now categorised as basic. 

Were they categorised at the discretion of the World Stream? 

  

"<Kinetic Barrier>!" 

  



I conjure a blue, translucent wall with relative ease. 

Perfect. My custom skills are now supported by the World Stream, and with the extra skill points 

from <Spellcrafter>, I can purchase extra skills and use them to develop even more spells! 

Time to spend my pocket money. There is one skill I'm interested in, and that's long distance 

teleportation. With it, I can see Helena whenever I want. I won't visit every day, otherwise it would 

diminish my resolve to travel. 

  

<Teleport (Basic): 500 Skill Points required. 

You currently possess 270 Skill Points.> 

  

Ugh, so expensive, and it's only a basic rank skill too. It probably has a short range, which I will need 

to raise until it's master rank. Then again, if I perfect my <Shadow Step>, would it be capable of long 

distance transfer? 

I'm stuck between saving my points and spending it. I give in to temptation, and reason that I can 

always replenish my cache by developing new skills. But what should I exchange it for? 

I remember my theory about gravity and mana, and decide to acquire a relevant skill to test it. I try 

asking for a gravity based skill, but nothing happens. Does this mean it's a foreign concept, or am I 

incapable of learning it? 

I change my search word to weight, and as a result: 

  

<Control Weight (Basic): 100 Skill Points required.> 

  

Good. I can use this skill as a base and create a gravity control spell to refund half of it. 

  

<100 Skill Points used. 

Extra Skill: Control Weight (Basic) obtained!> 

<Control Weight (Basic): Change weight of item in contact by a limited margin.> 

  

I activate <Control Weight> on my sword, and drop it alongside my pouch at the same height, at the 

same time. Contrary to the laws of physics, the sword falls faster. I see. The gravitational force on 

the item has increased instead of raising its mass, and it appears to consume mana over time to 

maintain the effect. Did its creator believe heavier objects fall faster? With a bit more work, I'm sure 

I can create a <Control Gravity> skill. 



I still have 170 skill points left, so I rack my nonexistent brain for ideas. After much consideration, I 

figure I need a way to measure my life force. I've been arbitrarily hunting every three to four days. I 

do not know how long my body can last without collapsing. Let's see, what keyword should I use? I 

feel like I'm using a search engine... 

  

<Spectral Sense (Basic): 50 Skill Points required. 

You currently possess 170 Skill Points.> 

  

So cheap! Is it due to my spiritual affinity and <Novice Mage> title? <Control Weight> was probably 

on discount as well. I should purchase more basic dark/spirit element skills in future... or not. If it's 

so easy to buy, I may as well train and acquire those skills for free. 

  

<50 Skill Points used. 

Extra Skill: Spectral Sense (Basic) obtained!> 

<Spectral Sense (Basic): Ability to sense spectral energy.> 

  

That will be all for today. I still plan to stock up on points for <Teleport>, but for now it's a distant 

goal. 

I feel several static presences within my body, but only one appears to be active. I release all the 

souls I've stored in my <Soul Core> and find that lively spirit to be mine. It seems to be in good 

health, but I need to "starve" in order to test my limits. 

In the mean time, what else can <Sense Soul> be used for? I decide to recapture one of my released 

souls, but all it does is sense spiritual energy. Okay, what if I upgrade it? 

I sit down across from Si's magic circle, and begin my seven day meditation. 

  



Chapter 17: Signs 

 

Six days have passed, and there is no sign of Si. At this point, I have little hope for our reunion. It 

seems I'll have to visit on another day, preferably with a grand tale or two. Still, these past six days 

have been rather productive. 

Firstly, my spiritual energy gradually decreased for the first three days, but by the fourth day the 

decay started accelerating. I hadn't hunted for a day prior to arriving, so my limit is at least five days. 

Using <Create Status>, I display my spiritual energy as an orange meter beneath the MP bar, and link 

my energy loss to a sense of hunger. Crest has become incredibly versatile over the past year. It may 

even become a master rank skill.  

Secondly, by the end of yesterday I received the following notification: 

  

Ding! 

<Spectral Sense (Basic) has evolved to Spectral Sense (Greater)! 

Innate Skill: Analyse Soul (Greater) obtained!> 

  

"Woohoo, two greater skills at once!" I thought. In addition to sensing spiritual energy, I can now 

sense the souls themselves. While my <Hunter> title is limited to animals, this skill can detect any life 

form or wandering spirit within a smaller radius. 

As for my other skill... 

  

<Analyse Soul (Greater): Analyse information of a soul.> 

  

I use <Analyse Soul> in conjunction with <Create Status> on my <Soul Core> and find the following 

information: 

  

Name:    N/A 

Species:   Hare 

HP:    0% 

MP:    0% 

Skills:    None 

  



Storing souls is still useless, but this new skill serves a very useful purpose. I use <Analyse Soul> and 

<Create Status> on a nearby ant, and after a short delay... 

  

Name:    N/A 

Species:   Ant 

HP:    100% 

MP:    100% 

  

... a health bar with these figures appear above it. I crush the ant, but it still has full HP. I analyse it 

again and the HP corrects to zero; it does not refresh in real time. Nevertheless, this ability is a great 

way to check a target's condition. If I have a higher rank will I be able to externally check their skills 

like with the hare? 

Now that I think about it, isn't <Create Status> a more broken ability than <Ruler of One>? It may not 

be unique but it synergises with other skills and it sure makes life a thousand times more 

convenient! It feels like reality is becoming more of a game... but I must not forget it's basically a 

mental condition. 

On another note, the following notification also appeared: 

  

<Synergy between Unique Skill: Ruler of One, Innate Skill: Soul Core (Greater) and Extra Skill: Analyse 

Soul (Greater) detected. 

Integrity is insufficient to evoke effect.> 

  

It seems to be linked to my integrity stat. Will something happen once I fulfill the requirement? Well, 

all I can do is wait and see. 

As for the final thing I achieved over the past six days... I made up my mind. I'm going to show 

Helena what I really am. I'm overjoyed she accepts me, but I can't hide such a thing forever, 

especially after my journey's end. I believe in our bond, and it has to be done if we ever want our 

relationship to grow. 

I trace along the grain of my mask, wondering how I could have hidden my identity for so long. It's 

because she has never cared about my appearance nor my being, while I've been overly conscious. 

Really, if I had just opened up sooner I wouldn't have beaten myself into corner over the past year. 

She's just as understanding as Si. 

By the end of the seventh day, I prepare to depart. I go over to the magic circle and scratch the 

following message underneath: 

  



"Dear Si, I came to visit but it seems you're not present. We'll hold our reunion on another day. From 

Tyler." 

  

I approximate the sound of my name in Arenish. It's fortunate spelling is based on pronunciation. 

While it's a shame we couldn't meet, each step home fills my ribcage with joy. 

 

I'm back after nine days of nonstop walking. On a side note, the Dellmore Forest is ridiculously huge! 

Is this entire continent a vast wilderness? 

Anyway, it's good to be back on familiar hunting grounds. There was an unfortunate lack of prey 

over the last few days, so I met my quota by incinerating several birds. As a result, I have nothing 

noteworthy to bring back, besides a bundle of herbs she will use for tea. Since I'm meeting her 

brother, it would be nice if I found a large boar. 

Hang on a second, Helena's brother does not know a single thing about me! Surely he will alarmed 

by how suspicious I am. I wonder if there is anything to make me more presentable... 

As I ponder these hopeless thoughts, I am greeted by the sight of Helena, sweeping her front door. 

She looks up to me, as if she had predicted my arrival. 

  

"Welcome back, Enbos." 

"It's good to be back, Helena. How did you know I was coming?" 

"I didn't. I was..." 

  

Now that take a closer look, there isn't anything left to sweep. It's remarkably clean for a yard in the 

woods, as if she was... 

  

"I see. You just happened to be outside." 

"Y-yes, that's exactly it." 

  

We dally outside the door, unable to break the awkward silence. She looks around restlessly, but 

settles her eyes on the herbs by my side. For some reason, she wears a self-mocking smile. 

  



"Funny, I've just run out of tea leaves and you miraculously return with a bundle. I was half 

expecting another headless boar, though." 

"I couldn't find any worthy game, so I picked these instead. Shall we brew them?" 

"Of course. By the way, my brother Hedrick will arrive the day after tomorrow." 

"I'm a bit nervous, actually. Do you realise how fishy I am?" 

"Of course, but I thought you stopped your fish fetish?" 

"That's not what I meant...! Oh never mind, there is something I have to tell you Helena." 

"So do I. Let us talk over a nice, warm drink." 

  

As usual, I follow her inside, take a seat and watch as she prepares the kettle. It's the same scene I 

have experienced countless times, except for one additional detail... 

For some reason, my <Spectral Sense> is detecting spiritual energy in the air. It's faint, but it 

envelops the entire room. As I look for the source, my eyes freeze on Helena's figure. 

This has to be a mistake. It's normal for me, but it shouldn't happen to a healthy human being. 

Her soul... is slowly eroding. Miniscule particles are being left in her wake. 

  

"Helena..." 

"Yes?" 

"Why... are you dying?" 

"... Honestly Tyler, you could have asked more delicately." 

 

  



Chapter 18: Skeleton in the Closet 

 

We quietly sit at the table. While she drinks her tea under a calm guise, I grow more anxious as I 

watch her life force deplete. It sometimes regenerates, but I'm not sure if Helena's recovery is faster 

than it's decay. 

  

"What is happening to you?" I say, breaking the silence.  

"Remember when I said I have a weak body? It's because... I'm already ill. It appeared when I was 

fourteen, and yet it does not spread. No healer or apothecary could cure me. It's like a curse, but it's 

not due to magic. That's why I'm a changeling, an existence fated to die young. A poor imitation of a 

human life." 

"B-but I didn't notice anything for the past year. What kind of illness is it?" 

"... Every now and then I feel a great wave of pain. I've been dulling the sensation with medicine and 

magic, but lately... it's been hurting more often and the medicine is becoming less and less 

effective." 

"Medicine?" 

  

She stares at the cup of tea in her hands and I finally realise. She has been living in the woods to 

harvest these herbs. 

  

"When did your condition grow worse?" 

"It was... just before we went hunting in winter. The pain has become worse since. I-I don't think I 

have much time left." 

"No... no, no, NO! You promised you would wait for me, Helena. I want you to be part of my future. 

Please... don't give up on living." 

"Yes, I did promise. At the time, I dared to hope. I thought I could endure my suffering. But over the 

past month when you were gone... my illness has grown... much faster than before. I-I'm sorry Tyler, 

I wi-wish I wasn't s-so..." 

  

For the first time, I see Helena break down in tears. I reach out my gloved hands to wipe them. Her 

quite sobs escalate into unrestrained crying, as she holds onto my hands for dear life. As usual, I can 

offer nothing else, but my frustration is greater than ever before. 

  



Why am I so useless? 

What kind of twisted fate is this? 

Is there a reason she has to suffer so much? 

How do I save her? 

  

Without warning, her expression turns to shock before transforming into one of agony. She collapses 

from her seat, clutching her abdomen in pain. By the time I realise what's happening, I'm already 

carrying her to bed. Her breathing has degraded to irregular gasps. 

  

"Helena, Helena! Please stay with me!" 

"T-the pain has... passed, Tyler... I'll... live for tonight..." 

"I-I'll find someone who can help..." 

"There is... no one... Please Tyler... stay with me." 

"Of course, Helena. I won't leave you tonight." 

"No... I meant... until my very end..." 

  

How else can I reply but with a nod? 

As the sun begins to set, I pour another cup of herbal tea and return to her bedside. Helena's 

complexion has improved, but her soul does not lie. A large piece of her spiritual energy has been 

lost. I'm too afraid to use <Analyse Soul>. 

Is there really nothing I can do? Think goddamn it, think! The average skill rank is greater, so the 

healing magic performed on Helena was probably around that level. Anything higher is either 

nonexistent for a small forest village or too expensive. The most powerful recovery skills tend to be 

of the light element, but it's impossible for an undead to learn... 

Wait a moment. There is someone I know with light magic. She may not specialise in healing, but she 

is the only hope I have. 

  

"Helena, I have one more chance to save you. But I need you to hold on for eight days." 

  

Instead of hope, her eyes fill with sadness. She grabs onto my cloak and hugs it to her chest. 

  



"Don't go Tyler. You don't have to... I've already made my peace. " 

"I have to try. If I don't, I could never live with myself." 

"I'm begging you. Please don't leave me alone." 

  

If I fail, her last moments will be unbearable. If I stay, I can at least ease her anguish and solitude. 

Her current state is a testament to how many others have tried, only to end in despair. Is it really 

best to abandon her and chase after a miracle? 

  

"Believe in me Helena..." 

  

I clasp my hands around hers and gently pry her fingers. As I depart, Helena struggles to grasp after 

my figure. With one foot out the door, I use <Shadow Step> and vanish under the new moon. Behind 

a nearby tree, I hear her cry out my name, over and over again. Her voice grows hoarse and I can tell 

she's choking on her tears. I summon the last of my resolve and leave, yet her pleas still echo in my 

skull. 

  

Forgive me Helena, forgive me... 

I swear I will return, and when I do, all your suffering will be nothing more than a fairy tale. 

 

 

  



Chapter 19: Alpha Predator 

 

It is the second night and I'm past of the point of no return. Unlike my two week journey forth, or my 

nine day journey back, I am running without pause and without restraint along a predetermined 

path. I've mastered my undying, unresting body, and my <Night Vision (Greater)> pierces the 

darkness with ease. I do not require food nor water, only a single, sufficient soul to last me five days. 

To save Helena, I'll need to embrace everything that I have become.  

Hmm? I'm picking up something with my <Hunter> title, and it's charging towards me. I see, it's a 

Fox Boar, the same kind of boar that almost killed me when I was level 1. Well no more. 

I draw my short sword and wait for the oncoming target. When the boar is within ten paces, I 

conjure a <Kinetic Barrier> in front of me. It slams into my wall and stops right within striking 

distance. I finish off my prey with <Heavy Strike> and devour its soul. Thank you for offering your life 

to my endeavour. 

As I prepare to leave, I notice several injuries along the boar's carcass. What could have done this? 

They appear to be bite wounds... 

All of a sudden, I sense the presence of six entities around me; I'm surrounded. Somehow they had 

managed to slip past my <Hunter> detection, but were exposed by my <Spectral Sense>. Is it not an 

animal? They must have been chasing the Fox Boar. 

As they inch closer to my position, a dark grey canine enters my field of view. It's a wolf, well to be 

precise, a pack of wolves. They must have used <Sneak> to bypass my title. I try to walk away, but 

the pack still maintains their circle. 

Apparently, I'm a bonus meal, or more likely, they think I'm a rival predator. With the recent lack of 

prey around these parts, they will kill anything they can. 

There's nowhere to run, as the blood of the boar now stains my cloak. I can wait atop the trees, but 

each second squandered is a waste of Helena's precious time. I must finish them off here and now. 

Luckily, the boar's soul has refilled my MP and <Heavy Strike> is off cooldown. I've seen wolves hunt 

before, so I know their movements and tactics. Under the light of the same crescent that once 

welcomed my rebirth, I prepare for a battle to the death. 

Two wolves prance around in front of me. I turn my head to the left, but I am vigilant of a third wolf 

approaching from my flank. With <Hunter> and <Spectral Sense>, I easily pinpoint its movements 

and cast a <Fireball>. Unfortunately, it evades my spell but it is now too wary to attack. 

The fourth and fifth lunge at my back. Since wolves hunt by tackling their prey before biting them, I 

quickly conjure a <Kinetic Barrier> behind me. Due to their simultaneous attack, I redirect the force 

of their tackles to each other and knock them back. With one of the wolves prone, I twist around and 

cast another <Fireball>. It becomes a flaming, yelping mess before I devour its soul and recover 10 

points of mana. 



The other wolves start to back away, but one wolf approaches me instead. It's the sixth one, and 

unlike the rest of the pack, it stayed back and watched. This last wolf is noticeably larger, with a 

white tail and scars across its face. It exudes the aura of an alpha male. Maybe the white tail is a 

result of a class change? 

While I use <Parallel Thought> to track the others, I direct the rest of my attention to the alpha male. 

  

"<Analyse Soul>." 

 

Species:   Alpha Forest Wolf 

HP:    100% 

MP:    100% 

  

For some reason, he decides to attack me directly. In response, I conjure a <Kinetic Barrier> and wait 

for him to enter my attack range. 

Unexpectedly, instead of barging straight into my wall, he swipes at it. Wolves use their legs to chase 

down prey, so it's not used for offence. But if that's true... how did he tear though my barrier!? 

What did it do!? Was that a skill? It appears to be a slashing attack, which my spell isn't designed to 

block! 

The rest of the pack begins to rally while their leader presses the advantage. I block his jaws with my 

sword and use <Control Weight> to help me throw him. His body crashes into the others and 

weakens their eagerness to attack. 

  

"<Analyse Soul>." 

 

Species:   Alpha Forest Wolf 

HP:    92% 

MP:    100% 

  

It appears to be a skill without a mana cost. If it's anything like my <Heavy Strike>, it should have a 

cooldown. 

The one behind me moves in to attack. I use <Kinetic Barrier>, but at the bark of the leader, the wolf 

instantly withdraws. The rest of the pack approach me from my flanks, but like the one before, they 



back off out of range of my sword. I do not bother casting magic, as I can tell what they're trying to 

do. 

 

HP: 72/74 

MP: 21/43 

 

They're trying to bait out my spells and expend my mana. Can that alpha male tell how much mana I 

have? He seems too adept at fighting magic users. 

This is bad. <Fireball> is too predictable and each <Kinetic Barrier> costs 6 MP. At this rate I won't 

have enough to deal with everyone, even with <Soul Eater>. 

I erect a full <Kinetic Barrier> to encase me, and focus on the only foe who can break it. The alpha 

male takes up my challenge and sprints towards me. The advantage of <Kinetic Barrier> is it allows 

magic to pass through without lowering my guard. I put away my sword and prepare a flame in each 

hand before flinging one. He jumps to the side, but finds nothing was thrown. That's because it's 

<Conjure Flame>. It's the other hand that has the real <Fireball>. 

Saving my MP and tricking him into an unstable posture, I launch the <Fireball> at his body... 

But out of unfathomable loyalty, one of the wolves jumps straight into the line of fire! Why would it 

sacrifice itself!? Do their bonds run that deep, or is it the effect of a title? 

As I snap out of my daze, I find the alpha male has torn through my bubble. One of his subordinates 

seizes the opening and bites into my abdomen. It seems it didn't get the memo, as it mauls on my 

nonexistent internal organs. I draw my sword and impale its existent heart. 

While I consume its soul, the pack leader prepares to swing his devastating claws. I bet everything on 

my next attack, as I cast <Control Weight> on my sword to boost the speed of my <Heavy Strike>. 

Our skills clash, metal against claw, skeleton against wolf, hunter against hunter. 

  

... I was naive. As my level rose, I focused too much on my attack stat, or rather, the numbers. It may 

be another world, but it's reality nonetheless. I used to pay attention, but my fascination in magic 

resulted in neglect. I had overlooked one of the very things that had carried me this far. 

Because in the flash of a single strike, the short sword I had depended on since leaving the 

graveyard, the short sword I had maintained with my amateur skills, the short sword I had entrusted 

with Helena's fate... was destroyed beyond repair. 

  



Side Story: Waiting Room 

 

"Thank you Hedrick. I'm happy we could talk like this after so long." 

"So am I, but I should have come sooner. I'm sorry Helena, for everything we have done." 

  

My brother hangs his head in shame. I'm now resting in bed, as my body is quickly losing strength. It 

feels as if each step leaves more than just footprints.  

I'm overjoyed he came for my sake, but he is making the air heavier by the moment. 

  

"Please Hedrick, do not mourn for me just yet. There will be plenty of chances once I'm gone. 

Instead, I want to spend the rest of my time with a smile." 

"Yes, of course. Forgive me for saying such things." 

"The first step is to stop apologising for everything. I see you're just as dreary as ever." 

"And you're as sharp-tongued as ever, Helen." 

  

We spend most of the day exchanging idle chatter. I feel a familiar warmth return from a long lost 

memory. I can almost see my father by the fire and my mother tending to my bedridden form. For 

some reason I keep glancing to the door, hoping to include him in my private daydream. 

  

"It's getting dark Hedrick." 

"So it is. Please Helena, let me stay until... the end." 

"But Jana is due to give birth. Shouldn't you be by her side?" 

"What am I to do? My wife told me to stay with you." 

"Ahahaha... It would be nice if I could see my newborn niece." 

"Indeed. By the way Helena, tomorrow Anna, Kyle and Joel will be visiting you." 

  

Oh dear. No matter how I envision it, I can only see their crying faces, along with mine. I hope I won't 

collapse in front of them. Once I fulfil my final duty as a teacher, I'll have no more regrets. Thank you 

for giving my life meaning... especially you, Tyler. Please come back soon. 

  



"Thank you Hedrick. It's fortunate you delivered these beforehand." 

"Indeed, though I must say there is clear favouritism." 

"Well, to me he is not just a student. He's a very determined yet thick-skulled companion." 

  



Chapter 20: A Light in the Dark 

 

"<Shadow Step>!" 

  

I escape to the base of a tree via the wolves' own shadows. I quickly check my status bars: 

 

HP: 69/74 

MP: 7/43 

 

Damn it. Damn it, damn it! This is really bad. 

That last skill had cost too much mana and I'm too far away to use <Soul Eater> on the other 

incinerated wolf. I have just enough for one <Kinetic Barrier> but it's useless against the alpha male, 

and <Fireball> is out of the question as well. To top it all off, I'll have to kill what is left with my bare 

hands. This stubby hilt won't save anyone. 

The pack leader begins to howl while the rest of the pack steadily approaches. With my back against 

a tree, I brace myself for their onslaught.  

What do I do? I need to try something different, something faster... of course, you freaking idiot! It 

won't win the battle, but it will at least whittle down their numbers. Let's see you dodge at the 

speed of light! 

The two wolves break into a sprint, just as I raise my hand and use 5 points of mana. 

  

"<Lightning>!" 

  

A great flash bursts from my outstretched hand, and within milliseconds I realise... 

l had missed. The spell had landed in the space between my targets. 

... It's over. 

Am I... going to die? 

If I die, Helena will be alone. She will spend the rest of her precious life waiting in vain... waiting... 

... waiting for me. 

No, I won't let it end like this! Even if I have to crawl back to Si with nothing but half my torso, I will 

not let Helena die! 



  

... Huh, why aren't the wolves attacking? In fact, they're writhing on the ground. Even the leader 

appears to be prone. 

Oh, I get it, it was from the flash! The wolves must have <Night Vision> like me to hunt in the dark, 

but that means any source of light will be magnified, while I'm immune thanks to <Nullify Ailment>. 

I try running for my broken blade, but the alpha male reacts immediately. Unlike the others, he was 

only slightly dazed. There is nothing left I can cast to intercept him. 

Before I can withdraw my outstretched hand, the leader lunges at my arm and bites into it... only to 

find it has detached from my shoulder socket. 

This is not an accident; it is intentional. Over the past few months, I have been studying my fleshless 

form. Since movement is controlled by the flow of mana between sockets, I can freely sever any 

connection from my <Soul Core>. 

I can also redistribute my energy to other parts of my body, such as my other arm... 

Finding little resistance, the pack leader stumbles forth and exposes his back. With my free hand, I 

use <Heavy Strike> to grab the wolf by his nape and pin him to the ground. I redirect most of my 

internal mana to my digits, and begin to strangle the life out of him. 

The wolf flails in desperation, clawing at the ground to get away. I regenerate 2 MP during our 

struggle, and use it all to channel <Control Oxygen> over his head. 

80%... 64%... 37%... 19%... I check his remaining HP with <Analyse Soul>. 

Soon enough, the alpha male dies of suffocation and his soul becomes my trophy. 

  

"With this, it is finally over..." 

  

I look up and am greeted by an abysmal sight. The rest of the pack has recovered... and I can sense 

five more around my position. It appears that howl from earlier was a call for reinforcements. 

I reattach my arm and glance at my status: 

 

HP: 71/74 

MP: 14/43 

 

I've almost recovered my HP, but it's hopeless without a weapon or sufficient mana. How do I turn 

this around? I'm carrying more than just my life on my shoulders. Goddamn it, why can't this world 

show Helena some mercy!? 



I ready myself for the oncoming wave, when a sudden chime echoes through my consciousness. 

  

Ding! 

<Level 6! 

Integrity is now sufficient to evoke effect. 

Unique Skill: Equip Soul has been created!> 

  

Wait, what did it say? I got another Unique Skill? Is it talking about that Integrity requirement from 

way back when? 

Arrrgh, who cares, just tell me what it does! 

I conjure a full <Kinetic Barrier> to buy myself some time. A four-prong attack will be enough to 

break through, so hopefully they won't attempt it on their first assault. 

  

<Equip Soul: Unique Skill. Share your vessel with another soul, but as the Ruler of One you shall not 

yield any sovereignty. Allow access to compatible skills from one soul.> 

  

So that's what my <Soul Core> is designed for... or not. My unique skill is just making use of it. But 

isn't this ability incredibly strong? If I slay a powerful enemy, I get to keep their skills. 

Wait, that's it! If I take the skills of the Alpha Forest Wolf then maybe I can control his pack. 

  

"<Analyse Soul>!" 

 

Name:    N/A 

Species:   Alpha Forest Wolf 

HP:    0% 

MP:    0% 

Skills:    Sneak (Greater) | Night Vision (Greater) | Intimidate (Greater) | Rending 

   Claw (Basic) | Crushing Jaw (Basic) | Magic Perception (Basic) 

  

... It's no good. There is no "lead pack" skill. I guess that wolf really did sacrifice itself out of sheer 

comradery. 



The earth shudders as the force of their tackles divert into the ground. Luckily, none of them appear 

to have <Rending Claw>, but it will break soon. Should I blind them again then escape? No, they're 

too spread out for it to work again. 

Hrm, that pack leader had <Intimidate>? I'm immune thanks to <Ruler of One>, but if I direct it on 

these guys... 

  

"<Equip Soul>! Assimilate Alpha Forest Wolf!" 

  

His soul mingles with my own, before settling like a stone in my imaginary stomach. With everything 

riding on this one skill, I let out all my rage and sorrow. 

  

"OUT OF MY WAY YOU PATHETIC MUTTS!" 

  

I do not know if yelling has an effect, but all the wolves halt their attack. A few even have their tails 

tucked between their legs. I take one step forth and the pack begins to withdraw. 

Once they are all gone, I pick up the remains of my sword and resume my desperate quest. 

 

  



Chapter 21: Reunion 

 

She's not here. 

It's the same scene from thirteen days ago. The message I left behind also appears to be untouched. 

What was I thinking saying it would take eight days? Did I forget the time I spent waiting for Si in 

vain? There is no way I'm staying here any longer than a day! 

I was rash. I was too afraid of losing Helena, so I ignored everything and blindly believed in this tiny 

hope as if it were assured. 

Should I have told her to wait for longer? No, I may as well have abandoned her if I did. If I don't 

leave soon, any time later than eight days will be spent in despair, and I refuse to prolong her 

suffering. 

Has everything I've done been pointless? Should I have just stayed by her side? There is nothing left 

for me but to turn back. 

Nothing left... 

No, please no... This isn't right! 

  

"Si, Si! Where are you, Si!?" 

  

"... Please Si, I need you. I don't know what to do anymore." 

  

"... Goddamn it, we promised to meet! I'm already here so come out already Si!" 

  

"... Why can't I save her? Why am I so..." 

  

I scream into the sky relentlessly, begging for even the slightest glow of her golden wings. By the 

time it's noon my voice has trailed off, not from fatigue, but from the crushing despair of reality. 

  

... I'm sorry Helena. I'm coming back, so please... hold on. 

As I turn around with weighted boots, I trudge through the invisible life well that connects the 

ground to the heavens... 



Hold on a moment. If I can't find Si, why not have Si find me? 

Without hesitation, I face the life well and search for my desired skill. 

  

<Reveal Magic (Basic): 20 Skill Points required. 

You currently possess 130 Skill Points.> 

<20 Skill Points used. 

Extra Skill: Reveal Magic (Basic) obtained!> 

  

"Si, I hope you're looking this way. <Reveal Magic>!" 

  

As I cast the skill, I remember that precious moment. A stream of golden dust from her outstretched 

hand, the colours of the rainbow racing towards the heavens... 

... are completely different things from what I got. 

From my palm, a pitch-black miasma drifts towards the life well. The entire stream is dyed in its 

ominous hue. All colour around me loses its lustre. I hear the desperate sound of animals fleeing 

from this spear of darkness that violates the heavens. Before long, it fades from sight and an 

uncanny silence settles in its place. 

  

"... Oops. I hope I didn't scare her away." 

"Who wouldn't be scared, you big dummy! Why is everything you do so eerie?" 

 

I'm almost back, Helena. Soon you'll be okay. 

Three days have passed since my reunion with Si. I immediately asked if she knew healing magic, 

which she replied with a yes. 

My feet are lighter than ever, and in my hands is the key to her salvation. It's a piece of bark with the 

same magic circle Si had carved at the life well. I've been carefully holding the edges as it radiates 

holy magic. This magic circle is called a fairy ring. It allows a fairy to teleport between circles, which 

is how Si had reached me so quickly. I was also given another item which is safely stashed within my 

bag. 

During my return, I crossed the site where I had fought the pack of wolves. The untaken soul of the 

second burnt wolf was still there. It appears souls do not return to the World Stream immediately. In 

any case, it was a great source of "fuel" that saved me the trouble of hunting. 

  



Ah! I can see her cabin now. 

Wait, why are there no lights when it's already so late? 

I feel as if a cold pail has been cast over me. Without hesitation, I set up the magic circle and take 

out the enchanted twig from my pouch. With a quick snap, it releases a ball of golden light which 

explodes in the sky as a blazing flare. I stare at the circle in anticipation as the longest seconds in my 

life tick away. I do not know how much time has passed, but I can feel my anxiety building 

exponentially. 

Suddenly, the glow from the circle intensifies until it becomes too bright to see. The light begins to 

weaken and take the shape of a small winged child. 

  

"I'm here Tyler! Where is the poor lady?" 

"In that building, quickly! I hope it's not too late..." 

  

We charge towards the door and find it has not been barred. The moment I enter her dwelling, I can 

tell the spiritual energy in the air is a lot denser than before. I turn to find Helena seemingly asleep in 

bed. Her complexion has a deathly pale and her body is still. Worse, I can't sense her soul... no, 

there! It's so weak it almost blends with its surroundings! 

  

"Helena, I'm here! Stay with me! Oh Si, please save her!" 

"I will, but stay back Tyler. My magic may hurt you." 

  

I look at my charred digits from just holding the fairy circle. I move myself to the other side of the 

room, but maintain line of sight with Helena's form. Si begins to write mysterious symbols into the 

floorboard using magic. I want to help out as well, but I know my involvement is the last thing she 

needs. I quell my frustrations and instead silently pray. Si appears to be under pressure as well, as 

she sometimes pauses to double check. 

At last, Si finishes her enchantment before she hovers over Helena's head. She touches her forehead 

and begins chanting a spell. 

  

"[O Spirits of Light, my ancient kin, let us share our blessings upon this soul. Let them savour life's 

gifts a little longer, so they may better give their thanks...]" 

  



The glyphs on the ground float and affix themselves to Helena's body. The incantation still continues, 

but I feel a scorching inferno of magical energies being drawn from both Si and the World Stream. I 

press myself against the wall in the face of such powerful light magic. Without a doubt, she isn't 

reciting the incantation as an aid but as a magnifier. This healing spell is at least a high rank skill, if 

not master. 

Contrary to the burning sensation I'm enduring, Helena's expression appears to relax. She is 

breathing normally now, and her deathly pallor is slowly reverting. I no longer care about the pain as 

I take several steps closer to verify my dearest wish. Si finishes casting the spell and drops on top of 

her in exhaustion. I use <Spectral Sense> and find Helena has recovered a good deal of her spiritual 

energy. I fall to my knees by her side and cry an invisible river. 

  

"Thank you, Si. We owe you everything." 

"... I'm sorry, Tyler. I could only delay it." 

  

My mind is clouded in confusion, so I decide to check her condition again... 

Helena's spiritual energy is still decreasing. 

  

"Wh-why didn't it work!?" 

"I-I don't know. I tr-tried my hardest, but I couldn't cleanse her illness. I'm sorry... I have nothing left 

I can cast..." 

  

It's not your fault, but I am unable to say such words as I am fixated on the nature of Helena's 

sickness. 

It's not contagious... it suddenly appeared... it's a chronic condition... 

... could it be cancer? 

I never considered it, as I mainly associate it with modern pollution, chemicals or radiation. If healing 

magic accelerates the recovery process, or reconstructs the body according to DNA, then it won't 

have any effect on abnormal cells. But if that's true, there is nothing left we can do in her final 

moments. 

I'm going to lose her. The one woman who anchored me to this world. Why has such a vibrant and 

kind soul been sentenced to such a short and secluded life? 

Worse, I left her alone when she was emotionally weakest. I've done absolutely nothing to express 

my heartfelt gratitude, trust and... 



  

"Ty... ler... is that you?" 

  

I raise my hollow sockets to meet Helena's serene eyes. 

 

  



Chapter 22: Farewell 

 

"You came back, Tyler." 

"Yes, of course." 

"I'm glad. You're really here... For some reason, I feel comfortable today." 

"You're being treated with healing magic, but..." 

"You don't have to say it. It doesn't matter anymore. But if I'm not mistaken, this is holy magic. How 

did you cast it?" 

"I didn't."  

  

I turn my head and give a slight nod to Si. She nods in return, and reveals herself to Helena. 

Obviously, she is surprised by Si's presence atop her own chest. 

  

"Is she the friend you said you had to meet? I would never have imagined she was a fairy." 

"H-hello, my name is Si..." 

"Nice to meet you Si. My name is Helena. Thank you for healing me." 

"B-but I didn't cure you properly." 

"You did a wonderful job, Si. I couldn't have asked for more. Besides, I'm happy I could meet 

someone new, even now. Thank you for looking after Tyler." 

"I-I wanted to say the same thing. Thank you..." 

  

I'm starting to wish I had introduced them sooner, but I dare not say anything to soil this moment. 

  

"I must say Tyler, it's kind of ironic you sought the help of a fairy to save a changeling." 

"Hrm? What's a changeling?" 

"I'll tell you about it later Si, just don't feel depressed." 

Helena chuckles in response and goes on to say, "You know, it's kind of relieving to hear I am human 

directly from Si. I guess my short life was just destined to be." 

  



Of course not, is what I wanted to say. It's hard to hold in my despair whilst knowing this is her final 

night. I can tell by the rate her soul is deteriorating. I still can't accept this, but all I'm doing is 

denying her resolve. 

  

"I'm glad to have met you Si, but would you mind if I spend the rest of my time with Tyler?" 

"Of course not... I-I'm happy to have met you too. May the Spirits of Light guide you." 

  

She gives Helena a quick peck on the cheek before she departs. My feelings are a bit... complicated 

from watching Si's farewell kiss. Without a doubt, this is the last time they will meet. 

Apparently I'm wrong, as she zips back inside with some flowers and gifts them to Helena. Before Si 

leaves, she gives Helena a slight wave and gives me a look of concern. Don't worry, we'll be fine. 

As soon as she is gone, a moment of silence passes by. 

  

"... I'm home, Helena." 

"... Welcome home, Tyler." 

"I'm sorry I left." 

"I'm still a bit mad about that, but some good came out of it." 

"I see. Did the children visit?" 

"Yes. We already held the graduation ceremony. Don't worry, I prepared a private one for you. 

Speaking of visits, my brother comes here every day now. It is thanks to him that I managed to last 

this long. I hope we can sit together and chat." 

"... T-that would be pleasant." 

"You were a little too slow to reply. No matter, I'm sure you will meet him regardless." 

"Come to think of it, how did you know I wasn't the one who cast the healing spell. I never told you 

my affinity..." 

"Well, that's because... you're an unquestionable numbskull!" 

"Don't sit up so suddenly! You're still-, wait... what?" 

  

Helena's thin hands reach towards my mask, but I decide against pushing them away. My wooden 

face falls off, and my hood is cast aside. Already, I feel like turning away, but her hands firmly hold 



my skull in place. It's vaguely ticklish as she traces along the contours of my skull, even poking inside 

my head for fun. 

  

"You know Tyler, you're not as frightening as I imagined you would be." 

"... When did you realise?" 

"The beginning." 

"Wha-!" 

  

Helena is clearly enjoying my reaction. 

Were all my efforts to disguise myself completely pointless!? We could have spent more time 

together instead of shying away. 

I snap out of my daze when Helena begins knocking on my cranium to check if I'm still here. 

  

"Why didn't you say anything!?" 

"I wanted to keep you away, so I feigned ignorance. I-I didn't want you to see me like this. But now 

that my worst fears have come to pass, I must say... it was probably for the best. 

Anyway, you won't be using this mask anymore." 

  

As I ponder her words, she gestures towards a wooden box on top a shelf. I take the box and put it 

on her lap. Her posture has grown unsteady, yet she tries her best to face me with a straight back. 

  

"Without further ado, let us begin your graduation. For brilliantly learning everything I can teach and 

surpassing me in magical skill, I present to you this certificate." 

  

She offers me a small leather parchment. I open it to find its contents state, "Certificate of 

graduation from Dellmore Cabin School, bestowed to Enbos the Hunter." 

  

"I'm sorry the name isn't Tyler. I didn't know your preferred spelling." 

"It's okay. Although you say I have learnt everything, I still don't know what Enbos means." 

  



I give an exaggerated bow and express my gratitude. For some reason, she appears to be stifling her 

laughter. Helena then pushes the wooden box onto me. 

  

"In recognition of your hard work, I also award you this gift." 

  

With elated interest, I open the lid to find a beautiful ceramic mask. It's a full face mask in the style 

of a brown deer, with wooden antlers to complete the appearance. It has loose black fabric and eye 

mesh to disguise the entire head. It must have been costly to make. 

  

"Thank you Helena. It's amazing." 

"The deer is a symbol of kindness, spirituality and freedom, and is also associated with the moon." 

  

I understand her reasoning, though I must say "freedom" is her personal wish for me. 

  

"Ah, not good. I thought I cried enough for Anna, Kyle and Joel, b-but now..." 

  

Helena weeps softly, not out of despair but out of joy. I rue the fact I am physically incapable of 

joining her. 

She begins to sway from side to side, unable to stay upright. But instead of laying her back in bed, I 

embrace Helena from behind and let her rest against my torso. She is taken aback, but soon relaxes 

within my arms. After so long, I can finally touch her, finally hold her. I swear I can feel Helena's 

warmth seep into my bones. 

  

"Quite bold of you Tyler... wouldn't you agree?" 

"I'm just being honest with myself. I am... happy." 

"Really? Your ribcage is slightly... uncomfortable, and frankly... bit macabre, but... I'm happy too..." 

  

Her voice has grown quieter and her face is losing colour. I don't want to use my skills to check. We 

continue to savour each other's presence, and as the sound of her heart becomes fainter, my 

imaginary one beats faster. 

  



"Helena... I love you." 

  

For a moment, I feel her heartbeat quicken. She entwines her fingers around my own, and faces me 

with a dreamy expression. 

  

"I... love... you too." 

  

With four words, all my anxiety is washed away. Her condition doesn't matter anymore. All that 

matters is that we are here for each other right now. 

  

"Please... don't let... me go." 

"I promise." 

  

We continue to trade small talk until dawn. I tell her more about myself, even about Earth. Helena 

answers in kind, as each tale becomes more fractured and hushed. As I lose sense of her warmth, my 

embrace tightens and Helena does the same. 

By the time the sun dawns, my story still hasn't ended. It's long, it's uninteresting and... 

... I know better. 

I know if I stop she will never reply.  



Chapter 23: A New Journey 

 

Feeling worried, Si enters the cabin only to find a gibbering skeleton holding a motionless woman. 

Wait, that's me isn't it?  

  

"Tyler, are you okay?" 

"... and that's how my final year of high school ended. Soon afterwards I went to..." 

"Tyler? Tyler! Please snap out it!" 

"Don't worry Si, I'm perfectly sane... which means I'm no longer dreaming." 

  

I carefully lay Helena's body on the bed and gaze upon her frozen form. 

She's... gone. 

It hurts. I feel as if I've lost half my soul. That one night of warmth will never return. Before, I could 

barely distinguish the temperature, but now everything is unmistakably cold. 

Should we have met or should I have left her as soon as I could speak? No, that is preposterous. In all 

my lives, I have never experienced anything as fulfilling as our bond. You could say we were destined 

to meet, but were we destined to part like this? 

I stare at her lifeless form to hammer in the fact that it's over, there is nothing left I can do. I have to 

let her go... but is it so wrong to keep loving her? 

My thoughts are interrupted by a few knocks on the door. I reach for my wooden mask, but decide 

otherwise and don Helena's gift. It's a good fit, and the antlers are well balanced. We both face the 

entrance in anticipation. A tall, burly man enters the cabin: it's Helena's brother. 

  

"So we finally meet, Enbos." 

 

Everybody steps outside as we attempt to relieve our grief. Si watches over us invisibly from my 

shoulder. I can hear quiet sobbing beside my ear. 

His name is Hedrick, and I slowly learn of his circumstances. It turns out Helena and Hedrick are 

actually twins! I wonder why she failed to mention that... or maybe she did. My Arenish was subpar 

at the time. 

Anyway, since Helena was accused of being a changeling, the same suspicion also fell on him. Their 

parents were worried her illness would spread to Hedrick and thus "prove" he is a changeling. So, in 



order to avoid banishing both siblings they had to keep their distance from one another. That 

explains their minimalistic contact, yet he is clearly disregarding the village elder at this point. Come 

to think of it... 

  

"When did Helena tell you about me? Was it during a recent visit?" 

"Actually, it was about a year ago." 

  

What!? 

  

"She started writing letters again after a long time, and slipped them beneath your game during our 

exchanges of goods. By the way, I must thank you for such plentiful meat." 

  

So that was how! 

  

"You're welcome. It was just excess from my hunts." 

"I can imagine... for a skeleton such as yourself." 

  

Did she spill the beans on everything! Si is outright laughing, but her <Remove Presence> is erasing 

the sound in Hedrick's mind. 

  

"I-i-indeed! You wouldn't have any misgivings about me being undead would you?" 

"Of course not. For a while I feared you were some delusion from Helena's lonely mind. But now I 

know it's the complete opposite. I'm sorry for suspecting your existence, and I thank you for keeping 

Helena company, even in her final moments." 

"... I see." 

"Also, in case you couldn't return in time, Helena entrusted me with this letter." 

  

He pulls out an envelope from his bag and offers it. I immediately break the seal and finish reading 

the contents but... there is nothing different here from last night. No, it goes to show even if I had 

failed she would never have resented me. 

  



"I'm glad I heard everything in person. Still, this letter is another important memento." 

"Speaking of which, I'm pleased you're wearing that mask. Helena and I had trouble acquiring it." 

"Is that so? In that case, I will happily wear it for the rest of my days." 

"Also, please take this from me as well..." 

  

Hedrick hands me a backpack. In it are basic travelling supplies, minus any bedding or food. 

  

"I can't possibly accept this much!" 

"No, please do. I bought it using funds from selling your pelts. This is nothing compared to what you 

have done for Helena... and for me." 

  

Hedrick stares intently at my letter. The tears he held back finally overflow. 

  

While he tightly grips his knees and bows his head, Hedrick says in a voice of equal parts joy and 

sadness, "Thank you for making me her brother again." 

 

We give our final farewells as Hedrick departs to prepare her funeral. I give him my old mask to bury 

by her side. 

Si taps me on the shoulder and asks what to do now. 

  

"It has been more than a year since we last talked. Let's have a light hearted conversation, okay?" 

  

We return inside to chat by the light of the moon. Helena watches over us with her body covered in 

a white cloth and a veil over her face. Unfortunately, I feel my grief return as I recount my time with 

her over the past year. 

I miss you so much. Perhaps we'll meet in your next life, though all your memories will be gone... 

  

... unless, of course, you are reincarnated in a similar way to myself. 

  



I halt at that sudden thought and stare at my hand. Just how different am I from being alive? 

Would she approve? Well, as long as I'm not sacrificing others it should be fine. Please Helena, 

entertain this selfish wish of mine, just this once. 

I stand up and walk over to her detached soul. As expected, she is still here, but I guess she will pass 

on after the funeral. A brief moment of hesitation crosses my mind before I firmly raise my hand. 

  

"<Soul Eater>." 

"What are you doing, Tyler!?" 

  

It's too late, I won't look back. I can feel her within my <Soul Core>, though I am disgusted by the 

fact I had absorbed her life force. 

  

"Tell me Tyler, why did you do that?" 

"Helena's soul is inside me. If I'm lucky, no, if I try hard enough, I should be able to resurrect her." 

  

I still have my will, my memories and my soul from my last life. The only reason there is a rejection 

reaction is because my original body is in another world, and my soul is not suited for a skeleton. 

Resurrection shouldn't be too farfetched at this point. 

  

"But Tyler, it's impossible! Not to mention it's also taboo." 

"I'm an undead, Si. I'm already a taboo." 

"B-but it still can't be done! Why do you think there are necromancers, and why hasn't anyone else 

succeeded?" 

"There is a first time for everything." 

"Then tell me Tyler... do you think she would be happy?" 

  

Helena tried so hard to separate me from herself, and yet here I am, unable to move on. But it's not 

like I don't respect her wishes. 

  

"I don't know, Si. Helena was afraid I would ruin myself for her sake, so I won't do that. I will live a 

wholesome life, befriend a lot of people and leave my mark on Garea. Once I revive Helena, I will 



take her around the world and let her experience my journey firsthand. You realised it too, right? 

She deserves to enjoy life just as much as me." 

  

She tries to read my expressionless face, before resigning with a deep sigh. 

  

"I don't think it will end well, but I believe you'll be okay. Still, I want to talk to her again too." 

"Thank you for understanding. Thank you for healing her. Thank you for everything." 

  

I practically prostrate myself before Si. She begins to fidget and blush at the depth of my gratitude. 

  

"Y-you're welcome." 

"I owe you way too much. If you wish for anything from me, I will do it." 

"In that case, stay safe Tyler." 

"That one is a freebie." 

"Oh, um, visit me when you're free?" 

"Of course. If you have any problems, I will be more than willing to help." 

  

A while later, I cut off a lock of Helena's hair and take a sample of her blood on a handkerchief. I 

hope my shoddy knowledge of genetics will come in handy. 

Inside the travelling pack, Hedrick has given me a spare change of clothes, which I wear beneath my 

black cloak. 

That reminds me, I have a sneaking suspicion the cloak is enchanted, because it appears to have 

mended its tears. No wonder it lasted a year of outdoor conditions. Wait, could the mark next to 

some my items in the status mean they're unidentified? I stare intently at a certain <Suspicious 

Book*> on my item list. 

  

Before I depart, I accompany Si back to the fairy circle. 

  

"Goodbye Tyler and remember your promise!" 

"Goodbye Si. Let us meet again. Also, I wish to be called Enbos from now on." 



"... You don't have to try so hard. I think you already made Helena very happy." 

  

Si is right, and I don't know if this is for the best. But I know it's not impossible. In this world of magic 

and reincarnation, I know that I can save her. 

With teary eyes, she gives me a familiar awkward hug. The last I see of Si is her silhouette within a 

blinding flash of gold. 

Now, I am alone... no, that isn't true. 

Helena, we never broke our promise. My journey's end will be here, and I will ask for your hand once 

more. Remember what I said? 

  

"I'm not going anywhere without you, Helena. If I'm going to travel, you will have to come with me." 

  

We follow the path the children take and step into the outside world... together. 


