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Chapter 1: The Victoria Shipwreck
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You don't know when you began to wither, nor do you know who wielded the blunt knife that cuts into your flesh.

It enjoys hanging its prey on trees, while you prefer to bury your spoils in the ground.

Some people like to listen to the trembling of grave soil, only to forget to carve an epitaph on the gravestone.

All the brown has scabbed over, and except for the pervasive mist, nothing remains.

— Mikeson Mettlinson

In 1451, the Day of Disaster arrived in the far north, in Rayneo, where the tectonic plates collapsed, and the Northwestern Pest Plate also fell.

In 1452, the Rolandetti Plate collapsed in the northeast.

On December 1, 1452, the Southeastern Leotis Plate collapsed.

On March 24, 1453, Mettlinson, located in the Northwestern Plate, sank completely, swallowed by the sea.

In 1453, the underwater volcanoes erupted in full force, forcing the world to declare the onset of the Dark Ages.

With the arrival of the Dark Ages, the church's power grew, and the fire of Satan consumed many witches. The black cats that traveled between realms were nailed into coffins. People offered their fears to faith, only to be devoured by that very faith.

In 1455, the Dark Age of Christian.

Under the Christian imperial city, the once bustling Ada Street was now faintly lit. Since the arrival of the Dark Ages, light and fire had become precious treasures. In the night, a deep black imperial carriage headed toward the Vincent Manor.

The Vincent Manor, built before the Day of Disaster, has a history of nearly two hundred years and belongs to the oldest Vincent family. It was said that the Vincent family had elven ancestors and had long-standing relations with the royal court, making them one of the ancient families.

Vincent Manor had witnessed the passing of generations of masters and had suffered two great fires in 1453 and 1454, only to be restored to its former glory by the new master. Now, the manor was owned by Vincent Faust.

Knock, knock, knock The manor’s gate was struck. A tall young man and a boy stood in front of the door, waiting quietly.

The gate creaked open, revealing a charming blonde girl standing there, gazing at the two handsome men in military uniforms with confusion.

Before Alice Litasia could speak, the young man in front politely removed his hat, bowed, and introduced himself:

"Miss Alice Litasia, good evening. I am Officer Illya Velok, and I apologize for visiting so late."

Seeing Alice Litasia’s slight nervousness, Officer Velok immediately stepped aside and introduced the man behind him.

"My apologies, Miss Alice Litasia. Oh, may I call you Litasia? This is my deputy, Daniel Lassa."

Alice Litasia looked at the two men in surprise, her gaze sweeping over the butler, Joseph, standing behind them. She asked curiously:

"May I ask what brings you two officers here?"

This was Officer Velok's first night visit, but due to the urgency of the matter, it had to be dealt with swiftly. Earlier delays had made it impossible to arrive sooner.

"Officer Velok?"

Alice Litasia was so beautiful that Officer Velok felt he was almost lost in her captivating eyes.

Hearing her voice, Officer Velok realized he had momentarily spaced out, and with an embarrassed expression, he replied:

"We are here to inquire about the Victoria Shipwreck."

Chapter 2: The Victoria Shipwreck
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May 10, 1455
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A letter to Father

Dear Father, Officer Illya Velok visited today. How is my dear mother, Abigail? I hope she is well, as her name suggests. (Abigail is originally an ancient Hebrew name, meaning "the first joy" or "the source of joy.")

Father, please do not worry about your daughter. Litasia has safely returned home. Please tell Mother not to be anxious.

Father, Litasia was afraid you'd be worried, but this trip to sea has been truly heartbreaking. Have you seen the report from Christian about the Victoria Shipwreck?

I am uneasy, Father, and hope to hear from you soon.

Yours lovingly,

— Alice Litasia

[image: ]

At the same time, the door to a seaside restaurant was knocked upon. After a few sharp knocks, the sound of bottles breaking and curses could be heard from inside, as if someone had hurriedly arrived and tripped over a bottle.

Knock, knock, knock. A young man with gold-rimmed glasses persisted in knocking. The restaurant owner, apparently impatient, yelled from inside, seemingly caught up on something.

"Stop knocking, stop knocking! We're closed, go eat somewhere else!"

Hearing this, the young man became anxious. It seemed that Mr. Brett, the restaurant owner, had no intention of opening the door, so the young man knocked even harder, shouting:

"Mr. Brett, I was sent here by Mrs. Trina! Look, I have a letter of introduction!"

The young man knocked a few more times, and noticing the glass window beside the door, he quickly took out the letter of introduction and pressed it against the glass, hoping the restaurant owner would see. He continued shouting:

"I am Zacharias Hyde, a novelist from Dantelian. Has Mrs. Trina mentioned me to you? Mr. Brett, I am here to meet Mr. Henry Jane."

Zacharias Hyde continued shouting, his face pressed against the glass, trying to peer inside. However, it was too dark to see anything.

Clang. The restaurant door was finally opened, but it wasn’t Mr. Brett, the fat owner. Instead, a handsome young man stood holding an oil lamp, its light cutting through the pitch-black night.

The young man had a refined look with a still-healing scar between his brows, and his eyes were as dark as black grapes. The lamp’s light reflected in his eyes, making them seem sharp and attentive. He scrutinized Hyde before asking, frowning:

"What is it?"

Zacharias Hyde, startled, quickly pulled the letter from the glass and handed it to the young man, saying hurriedly:

"Hello, I am here to meet Mr. Henry Jane."

Henry Jane didn’t take the crumpled letter, interrupting him:

"I am Henry Jane."

Zacharias Hyde’s eyes lit up as he eagerly extended his right hand. Henry Jane responded with his left, shaking hands, and asked, puzzled:

"Mr. Zacharias, what brings you to me?"

Zacharias Hyde pulled back his hand, fumbling through his chest pocket to retrieve a notebook. In his flurry, a photo fell from the pages. He bent down quickly to pick it up and handed it to Henry Jane, his excitement palpable:

"Mr. Henry Jane, this is a photo that a reporter from the Victoria ship sent to the newspaper just before the shipwreck!"

Henry Jane, still confused, furrowed his brows as he took the photo. He raised it to the oil lamp to study it closely. The photo showed a sea storm. From the photo, it was clear that they were not too close to the storm, and though the lightning illuminated the clouds, nothing seemed particularly special.
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After Henry Jane examined the photo, he handed it back with a shake of his head, saying:

“There’s nothing special about it. Just a storm.”

However, Zacharias Hyde didn’t take the photo back. Instead, he leaned forward, his finger tracing the image, then excitedly pointed at a patch of ocean before the storm.

“No, no, no, look here, there’s a whale’s tail!”

Henry Jane’s expression turned serious as he followed Zacharias Hyde’s finger. Indeed, there it was – a whale’s tail, a massive one!

Henry Jane snatched the photo back and brought it closer to the oil lamp, examining the spot over and over again. It was unmistakable! Such a large tail – it must have been the very creature that had rammed their whaling ship and killed so many sailors!

His face grew grim, and with a lingering sense of dread, he handed the photo back, asking:

“Was this taken in that sea area?”

Zacharias Hyde immediately replied with enthusiasm:

“Yes, it’s from the Eastern Airster Sea! The reporter took this picture in that region! Here, I also have his letter!”

Henry Jane did not take the letter that Zacharias Hyde offered, but instead asked:

“What exactly is it that you want from me?”

Zacharias Hyde carefully took back the letter and photo, then produced a paper bundle, handing it over nervously:

“Mr. Henry Jane, this is all my savings. Please accept it.”

Henry Jane took the bundle and opened a corner to inspect it under the oil lamp’s light. It was a substantial amount of money. Henry Jane’s expression darkened, but Zacharias Hyde, oblivious to his discomfort, continued on:

“You are the last surviving member of the Caitlin whaling ship. Could you tell me what happened on that ship? I’m a writer, and I believe this is a very worthy investment!”

[image: ]

Inside Vincent Manor, Officer Illya Velok sipped the red tea prepared by the butler, then got straight to the point, asking earnestly:

“Miss Alice Litasia, could you tell us about the Victoria Shipwreck?”

On March 1, 1455, the Victoria luxury liner embarked on its maiden voyage, heading southwest, then circumnavigating the Eastern Ocean before passing Airster and sailing northwest.

The goal of the voyage was to reach the capital city of Ye Gasah, Christian Port, where countless nobles were gathered. It was a grand, luxurious gathering, and a comfortable journey.

Captain Phinnes, an experienced navigator, and his cautious helmsman, Rickshi, were in charge.

The massive Victoria was to carry thousands of passengers and hundreds of cargo. This stunning, beautiful ship had been designed and built by the finest architects from the Christian imperial city. Today, as she set sail, her beauty astonished everyone.
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Captain Phinnes smiled broadly as he bid farewell to Miss Alice Litasia, then was hurriedly pulled away by a crew member. As he ran off, Captain Phinnes called back to Alice:

"Please convey to Mr. Vincent Faust that Captain Phinnes is honored to be the one leading this voyage."

Miss Alice Litasia waved her hand and shouted in return:

"Alright, Captain Phinnes! I will pass on your message to my father!"

Inside the ship’s cabin, Captain Phinnes was ready, and the Victoria ship slowly sailed toward the stormy sea. People on the shore shouted "Long live Victoria!" Many of those who had come to bid farewell stood on the edge of the shore, kissing their loved ones or waving goodbye to those aboard.

Finally, the Victoria had set sail, beginning her maiden voyage. Excited passengers walked around the cabin, admiring the grandeur of the luxurious liner.

In the cockpit, Captain Phinnes turned his head and asked Frankdo, "Hey! Frankdo, what are you daydreaming about?"

Frankdo turned around with a grin, replying, "That young lady from earlier was so

beautiful."

Captain Phinnes immediately felt a knot in his stomach. Miss Alice Litasia was indeed stunning, but she was a noble, and they, with their rough hands, weren’t worthy of her. He quickly warned:

"Don’t get any ideas. She’s the daughter of the Victoria ship's investor."

Seeing that Captain Phinnes seemed a little upset, Frankdo tilted his head, sticking out his tongue mischievously, and replied:

"I’m not interested in her, Captain Phinnes. But... what’s her name?"

Captain Phinnes chuckled at Frankdo’s playful nature but kept his face serious as he admonished:

"Don’t pretend like you're not interested. You little rascal, don’t mess with her. You can call her Miss Alice Litasia. Her father is Vincent Faust."

Upon hearing the name, Frankdo suddenly gasped, his eyes lighting up with excitement. "Ah! That famous writer! I’m his fan! Oh my gosh! I’ve met his daughter!"

Excited, Frankdo put down his cup and began dancing around, causing Captain Phinnes to glance at him with a strange look. Captain Phinnes stood up with a serious expression and patted Frankdo’s shoulder, locking eyes with him.

"You need to be careful. Vincent Faust is no ordinary person. He is the master of Vincent Manor, a noble among nobles. Both the church and the royal family show him respect. Don’t make trouble with him."

After saying this, Captain Phinnes left, leaving Frankdo to keep the course. Frankdo immediately became serious, saluting the direction where the captain had left and responding loudly:

"Yes! Captain Phinnes! Frankdo understands!"

Captain Phinnes looked back thoughtfully at the young man and, just then, another investor happened to bump into him. The two exchanged pleasantries before heading toward the restaurant together.
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At that moment, a middle-aged man dressed in royal attire suddenly appeared behind Captain Phinnes, interrupting his conversation.

He appeared to be in his forties, smiling kindly, but his eyes held a subtle glint of cunning. The moment Miss Rolina saw him, she immediately sensed that this man was not simple. The middle-aged man introduced himself to Miss Rolina:

“The Victoria was crafted by Christian royal artisans and is jointly invested by royal members from Christian Imperial City, the Kingdom of Dantelian, the Breithid Empire, the Lered Imperial City, and the Zakxiz Empire. The ship also received investments from nobles, knights, clergy, warriors, and merchants. The Victoria combines rich artistic cultures, and her beauty is truly astonishing.”

Clearly, his words interrupted Captain Phinnes, who was excitedly sharing details about the Victoria’s construction. Captain Phinnes had been eager to continue, but now he fell silent. Seeing this, Miss Rolina, a journalist, asked somewhat displeased:

“Excuse me, who are you?”

The man stepped forward, extending his hand first to Captain Phinnes, greeting him:

“Hello, Miss Rolina, hello Captain Phinnes.”

Though he greeted Captain Phinnes first, he only extended his hand to Rolina last, as if seeking a handshake with her. Miss Rolina was dissatisfied and didn’t extend her hand to him, creating an awkward moment. Captain Phinnes quickly intervened:

“Hello, Mr. Raphael.”

Captain Phinnes hastily shook Mr. Raphael’s hand again and introduced him to Miss Rolina:

“Miss Rolina, allow me to introduce Mr. Raphael, one of the representatives of the Victoria’s investors. He will be representing the merchants among the twelve investors attending.”

After Captain Phinnes spoke, Mr. Raphael extended his hand again and smiled:

“Miss Rolina, it's a pleasure to meet you for the first time.”

Upon hearing Captain Phinnes’ words, Miss Rolina quickly perked up, setting her camera down, smiling as she extended her hand to shake his:

“Mr. Raphael, it’s a pleasure to meet you. You can call me Lina. I’m the journalist accompanying the Victoria on this voyage.”

Mr. Raphael smiled as he pulled his hand back, looking at the brightly dressed Miss Rolina. Internally, he cursed the reporters, then spoke sarcastically:

“Miss Rolina, I look forward to seeing you at tonight’s dinner. After all, not everyone has the honor of experiencing such luxury service.”

Miss Rolina immediately picked up on the underlying meaning in his words. It was clear he was unhappy about her presence, but considering her professional duties, she refrained from responding harshly. Instead, she awkwardly replied:

“Um... I’ll attend, Mr. Raphael.”

Mr. Raphael, a businessman, clearly didn’t have a favorable opinion of journalists, as they often exposed the dirty dealings of merchants, much like pesky flies that were everywhere.
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Captain Phinnes felt helpless. There was nothing he could do here, and he silently labeled Mr. Raphael as a villain in his mind. However, Mr. Raphael was one of the investors of the Victoria. Without his investment, this magnificent ship would never have been built, and Captain Phinnes wouldn’t have become the captain.

Thankfully, Miss Rolina didn’t seem to mind the interaction and instead invited Captain Phinnes and Mr. Raphael to dine together.

Being a businessman, Mr. Raphael, of course, declined. Seeing him refuse, Captain Phinnes felt relieved. He had been worried that the two of them might clash. One was the beautiful journalist, Miss Rolina, and the other was the investor of the Victoria. If they started arguing, he would have been in an awkward position.

At the dining table, Captain Phinnes and Miss Rolina chatted happily. They discussed many things about the Victoria, even talking about the murals on the ship.

The murals on the Victoria combined the art from five different countries. Captain Phinnes wasn’t an expert in art, but Miss Rolina became animated when she spoke about it, much like he did when telling stories about shipbuilding.

Captain Phinnes listened in confusion as Miss Rolina enthusiastically explained. She was so eloquent that soon Captain Phinnes began to understand.

For example, the Breithid Empire’s art, which reflected the knightly code they followed, such as the famous battles depicted in the murals on the ceiling.

The art from the Imperial Cities of Dantelian, Zakxiz, and Lered was more focused on their religious beliefs. Dantelian, in ancient times, had close ties with the mythical elven islands and held great reverence for the Earth Mother. Zakxiz, Christian Imperial City, and Lered Imperial City followed different gods.

Miss Rolina shared many insights with Captain Phinnes, and he was in awe of the depth of these cultures. He admired Miss Rolina’s knowledge and eloquence.

Captain Phinnes had been at sea for so long that he knew very little about the events happening on land. The stories Miss Rolina told him were fascinating! So, feeling a bit embarrassed, Captain Phinnes invited Miss Rolina to meet again the next day at noon.

They bid each other a reluctant farewell. It must be said that Miss Rolina also thoroughly enjoyed the seafaring tales Captain Phinnes shared.

After Miss Rolina left the dining room and returned to her room, she immediately started writing on some parchment.
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A letter to Puscione Trina

Dear Sister Trina, guess who I met today? It's Captain Phinnes, the one you interviewed!

I’m so sorry about your situation, Sister Trina. I feel bad that you missed this trip.

Sister Trina, I also met Mr. Raphael, one of the twelve investors of the Victoria.

He’s really a nasty man, just as I expected—businessmen are never good people!

Sister, I really feel sorry for you. You should have seen it.

The Victoria is breathtakingly beautiful, do you know? It’s a miracle!

Perhaps the war will end soon. I’ve seen the art and beliefs of each country here, and they’ve been cleverly integrated.

It’s amazing, Sister! This incredible beauty is just overwhelming! I can’t express it all, I really wish you could have come aboard too.

With love,

— Puscione Rolina
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Miss Alice Litasia looked at journalist Rolina with some surprise and asked, confused:

"Who are you?"

It was then that Rolina remembered that Miss Alice Litasia was meeting her for the first time. She quickly extended her hand and hurriedly introduced herself:

"Oh, I’m Puscione Rolina. You can call me Reporter Rolina."

Miss Alice Litasia, still a little confused, also extended her hand and shook Rolina’s, saying:

"Hello, Reporter Rolina. It’s a pleasure to meet you. May I ask what brings you to me?"

Inside, Rolina was ecstatic. She was shaking hands with Miss Alice Litasia! Rolina could hardly contain her joy, almost feeling faint from excitement as she said:

"Miss Alice Litasia, I’m a huge fan of your father’s! Oh, by the way, could you please have your father sign something for me?"

Rolina frantically flipped open her notebook, found a page, and handed it to Alice, pen in hand, her face brimming with anticipation.

Miss Alice Litasia was initially taken aback, but seeing the excited and eager look in Rolina's eyes, she reluctantly took the notebook and pen, signing her father’s name in a beautiful script.

"Um... okay, Reporter Rolina, thank you for supporting my father’s work."

Rolina eagerly took the notebook and pen back, her eyes wide as she read the beautiful signature of "Vincent Faust." She squealed in delight:

"Oh! Oh my goodness! Thank you so much, Miss Alice Litasia! Your father’s works are truly amazing! Do you know The Court and the Pope? I absolutely adore that book!"

Rolina was clearly beyond excited, and Miss Alice Litasia, though a little awkward, didn’t want to interrupt her enthusiasm. She responded as best as she could:

"Is that the book about Zakxiz Imperial City?"

Rolina’s eyes sparkled as if stars were shining in them. She immediately responded with even more enthusiasm:

"Yes, that’s the one! I especially love the line, ‘Respect the dead, for we are alive, we can still love, and we should die in dance!’ Your father’s talent is truly enviable."

Miss Alice Litasia was clearly not used to Rolina’s passion. She hadn’t expected to meet such an ardent fan of her father here.

Whenever Alice spoke of her father, however, a shadow would pass over her eyes. She, too, had once admired her father like Rolina did.

Miss Alice Litasia had loved every work of her father’s and could recite each line from his books just like Rolina. But it seemed her father didn’t feel the same about her. It had been a long time since they had seen each other. Alice awkwardly smiled and said:

"It seems you really love the books my father wrote. I’ll pass along your message to him, Reporter Rolina."

Hearing this, Rolina became even more excited. She realized she had been overly passionate and blushed with embarrassment. She earnestly said:

"Thank you so much, Miss Alice Litasia!"
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A miracle! A miracle!

— Vincent Faust, The Court and the Pope

At the banquet, a nun in a habit was looking around, seemingly searching for someone. Suddenly, her eyes lit up, and she stood on tiptoe, waving her hand and calling out to the crowd:

"Alcock Airo, hey! I’m over here!"

The people around her turned their attention to the sound of her voice. A man in his thirties, wearing a black suit with a red rose in his pocket, turned toward the sound and exclaimed:

"Sister Faustina!"

Alcock Airo had not expected to run into Sister Faustina here. Weren’t the attendees supposed to be representatives? Was Sister Faustina here as a representative of the church? But wasn’t the church known for strongly opposing the construction of the Victoria? How could they possibly have participated in its investment?

Sister Faustina extended her hand to Alcock Airo, who shook it, and then she said:

"May God bless you, Mr. Alcock Airo."

"Is Sister Faustina here as a representative of the Church?" Alcock Airo asked, voicing the question that had been on his mind. After all, the church had been strongly opposing the Victoria since its construction began, with many priests, nuns, and believers even protesting outside the palace, denouncing those in charge of the Victoria.

The church believed the Victoria’s construction was a wasteful extravagance and strongly opposed collaborating with non-believers.

Without hesitation, Sister Faustina replied:

"Yes, Mr. Alcock, and what about you? Which side are you representing at this banquet?"

Alcock Airo furrowed his brow slightly, seemingly dissatisfied with Sister Faustina’s response. But this wasn’t something he could control, nor could he blame Sister Faustina for the actions of the fervent believers. Since she was representing the church and had participated in the investment, it only showed that the church actually approved of it.

Suddenly, Alcock Airo recalled the previous fundraising event for the repairs at the monastery and immediately regained his composure, saying with a smile:

"I’m representing the merchant guild at this banquet. By the way, how are the children at the monastery?"

As soon as he mentioned this, Sister Faustina smiled even more kindly. However, Alcock Airo, watching her, felt uncomfortable. Sister Faustina praised him as she spoke:

"Thanks to your generous donation, Mr. Alcock, the children at the monastery are doing well. If only everyone could be as generous as you, I believe we could repair more monasteries and adopt these poor children."

Alcock Airo smiled politely, though he wasn’t truly happy. He responded:

"That’s wonderful to hear, Sister Faustina. I’ll be sure to visit personally next time."

Although he said this, Alcock Airo didn’t feel that way at all. After all, the church had actively obstructed the Victoria’s construction, and even their merchant guild had been affected. But now, a representative of the church was here, which no doubt left many feeling uneasy.

Sister Faustina, however, seemed unaware of this. She smiled warmly and said:

"Thank you, Mr. Alcock. The children are looking forward to your visit."
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Suddenly, another representative knight investor, with a look of astonishment, pointed at a storm cloud in the distance and shouted:

"Hey! What’s that over there?"

This man, named Bansfasser Bett, was one of the two knight representatives attending the banquet. He had incredible eyesight and quick reflexes. After stepping over some obstacles, he reached the ship’s bow and leaned out to observe more closely. Then, he shouted with excitement:

"It’s a storm! It’s a storm! Look, everyone!"

The noble guests and attendants were drawn to his voice and looked in the direction he was pointing. One of the men, wearing a black tuxedo and a red rose in his pocket, about thirty years old, also turned to look and exclaimed:

"Sister Faustina!"

Alcock Airo had not expected to see Sister Faustina here. Weren’t all the attendees supposed to be representatives? Was Sister Faustina here as a representative of the Church? But didn’t the Church strongly oppose the construction of the Victoria? How could they have invested in it?

Sister Faustina extended her hand to Alcock Airo, and after a handshake, she said:

"May God bless you, Mr. Alcock Airo."

"Is Sister Faustina here as a representative of the Church?" Alcock Airo asked, voicing his confusion. After all, since the Victoria’s construction began, the Church had been actively opposing it, with many priests, nuns, and believers even protesting outside the palace, denouncing the ship’s leaders.

The Church considered the Victoria’s construction wasteful and strongly opposed collaborating with non-believers.

Without hesitation, Sister Faustina replied:

"Yes, Mr. Alcock, and you—who are you representing at this banquet?"

Alcock Airo furrowed his brow slightly, seeming dissatisfied with her answer. But this wasn’t something he could control, nor could he blame Sister Faustina for the actions of the fervent believers. Since she was attending the banquet as a representative of the Church and had participated in the investment, it only meant that the Church had, in fact, approved of it.

Suddenly, Alcock Airo recalled the last fundraising event for the monastery’s repairs and quickly regained his smile, saying:

"I’m representing the merchant guild at this banquet. How are the children at the monastery?"

As soon as he mentioned the monastery, Sister Faustina smiled even more warmly. However, Alcock Airo, watching her, felt a strange discomfort. Sister Faustina, with admiration, spoke:

"Thanks to your generous donation, Mr. Alcock, the children at the monastery are doing very well. If only everyone could be as generous as you, I believe we could repair more monasteries and adopt these poor children."

Alcock Airo smiled politely, though he was clearly uncomfortable. He responded:

"That’s wonderful to hear, Sister Faustina. I’ll be sure to visit personally next time."

Though he said this, Alcock Airo didn’t feel it in his heart. After all, the Church had actively obstructed the Victoria’s construction, and even their merchant guild had been affected by it. Yet, here was a representative from the Church, and it surely didn’t sit well with many of the attendees.

Sister Faustina, seemingly unaware of these feelings, simply smiled and said:

"Thank you, Mr. Alcock. The children are looking forward to your visit."
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Inside the cockpit, First Officer Rixie stared intently at the massive black clouds approaching rapidly towards the Victoria ship. He immediately shouted in alarm:

“Captain Phineas, a storm is appearing directly ahead!”

Captain Phineas, who had been sipping tea and reading the newspaper nearby, immediately put down his mug and stood up to look. He too saw the massive dark clouds, lightning crackling like silver serpents, and the cumulonimbus clouds swirling ominously, stretching across much of the sea and heading toward the Victoria’s course.

Without hesitation, Captain Phineas gave orders and reassured First Officer Rixie:

“Frankdo, go and tell everyone to prepare immediately. Tell the guests to return to their cabins; we are changing course! Don’t worry, my friend, we have enough time to avoid it.”

First Officer Rixie, tense and nervous, gripped the ship's helm tightly, his eyes fixed on the storm. The ship swayed with the waves, and his heart mirrored the ocean's movements, rising and falling with each surge.

Rixie wasn’t sure how to handle the situation. If they turned now, the Victoria might be capsized by the waves striking from the side. But if they did nothing, they would sail straight into the storm, with lightning, thunder, and torrential rain ahead.

In a panic, Rixie’s voice quivered, almost in tears:

“Captain Phineas, it's too late! The Victoria is too heavy, it’s too fast! We’re going to be caught in it!”

Captain Phineas remained confident. With years of sailing experience, he was certain that even if the Victoria were caught in the storm, it would remain intact.

The ship was simply too perfect—not only in appearance and luxury service but also in its construction, which could withstand even greater storms and waves. Captain Phineas was determined that the ship would not sink and that the storm would not ruin tonight's ball. He said with unwavering confidence:

“Full left rudder, trust me, First Officer, it will only graze us!”

Hearing Captain Phineas' confident assurance, Rixie calmed down immediately, followed the captain's orders, and responded firmly:

“Aye! Captain Phineas!”

The Victoria was indeed too heavy, but as Captain Phineas had said, they managed to skirt the storm. The storm passed by just inches from the Victoria, and they narrowly avoided it at the last moment. The ship only swayed slightly for a moment before stabilizing once again.

It seemed that this storm was not enough to shake the greatness of the Victoria.

First Officer Rixie let out a deep sigh of relief, a relaxed smile spreading across his face as he marveled:

“I can’t believe it. She’s like a floating continent on the sea, unshakable. This must be the most solid and largest ship ever built by mankind.”

Meanwhile, the aristocrats, puzzled, were ushered back to their cabins early by the crew. Although displeased, no one wanted to be drenched by the storm’s waves.

Inside the cabin, everyone felt a slight sway, but it didn’t stop the lively dinner from continuing. Guests chatted about various strange sights, while the men exchanged compliments. Reporter Rolina moved her camera from one renowned figure to another, capturing their conversations. Among them was the representative of the knights, Mr. Bensfath, who was conversing with Lady Frances Angela, a nouveau riche whose husband had struck gold. It was unclear what they were discussing, but Lady Frances was laughing heartily at something Mr. Bensfath said.

There were many other nouveau riche aboard the ship, not just Lady Frances. Sister Fostina, the representative of the church, was deep in conversation with Pope Waldo, another church representative, discussing a divine prophecy in a corner.
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Chapter 15: The Storm
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It must be said that Reporter Rolina overheard quite a bit of discussion about the church, and it was clear that both representatives of the church were not well-liked by the crowd.

Mr. Leifender Treim, the representative of the royal family, had his son, Leifender Jonathan, seated at the same table as Miss Lise Litasia, who represented the nobility. To Rolina's surprise, the representative of the merchant guild, Mr. Alcock Aero, was also seated with them.

However, the annoying merchant representative, Raphael, hadn’t been seen since halfway through the banquet.

“Hey! What are you beggars from third class doing here?”

A stern reprimand came from nearby, drawing everyone's attention. It turned out that a woman from third class had barged in with a child. The child was reaching for a piece of dessert from the platter, while the woman was devouring a coconut bread, munching on half-eaten pastries that had been left on the table by the servants.

The one who reprimanded them was a man that Rolina recognized—Grinton Gavin, a nouveau riche businessman who had recently been exposed for his underground affair and appeared in the newspapers.

Grinton Gavin had previously smuggled blood diamonds for a gang, making a huge profit in the process.

Rolina generally didn’t have a good impression of businessmen. For instance, she had just seen Lady Frances Angela, whose husband’s gold mine had collapsed multiple times, yet he still risked further collapses by ordering workers to continue mining.

The unknown woman was clearly frightened, hurriedly gathering food with her skirt. Her son, looking very wronged, stared at Grinton Gavin while continuing to stuff his mouth with pastries, his cheeks puffed out adorably.

The woman hadn’t expected anyone to notice them. She just wanted to grab some bread and leave quickly. But the banquet was so grand, she thought no one would pay attention to them. Yet, they had been spotted.

She lowered her head, gripping the child’s hand tightly, and immediately apologized:

“I’m so sorry, sir. We were told by the crew that we could attend this banquet. Please allow me to give my child some food, and we’ll leave right away.”

Grinton Gavin looked at the woman’s greasy, dusty hands and the food wrapped in her dirty clothes, and immediately began to gag in disgust. The woman quickly lowered her head in shame, holding her son’s hand tightly, and hurriedly ran toward the exit with tears in her eyes.

Grinton Gavin didn’t let up and loudly mocked them from behind:

“Hurry up and wash off that awful stench. This is why I can’t stand these poor, dirty people.”

The rich onlookers burst into laughter. Just when Rolina couldn’t bear to watch anymore, Miss Alice Litasia suddenly stood up. She respectfully bowed to the woman and said:

“Madam, you may stay with me.”

The woman looked up, raising her hand to refuse, but forgot she was still holding the bread and pastries
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