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​Chapter 0 | Tales of Time: The Sword and the Stone
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(At the dawn of the universe, the Big Bang occurred by the Creator's command, forming the worlds and the cosmos. Amidst this explosion, a small, resilient stone remained, holding within it millions of merged and parallel universes, transcending the limits of time itself.)

(This stone, during its fall, destroyed more than 600 planets from parallel universes until its fragments reached Earth. There, it was acquired by Emissaries who possessed knowledge unknown to mankind. From it, they crafted a chance for repentance and the fulfillment of lost goals.)

(However, a greedy human used it to create a potion that granted immortality. The potion spread among humans before turning into a curse. It was destroyed after everyone realized that immortality brought nothing but suffering.)

(The Wanderers appeared—warriors who maintained balance. They fought tyrants and put an end to the madness of immortality. As time passed, the potion vanished, leaving only memories of a bloody era, with 99% of its influence gone.)

(The deceased now turn into stones bearing mysterious symbols that carry their history—a secret concealed by governments. Over time, documents written in blood and others drawn on bodies emerged, revealing secrets that defied the mind.)

(Adventurers sought to uncover the truth, facing demons and hidden forces on forgotten continents, where potions granting supernatural abilities were found, but always at a great cost.)

(In a world where reality intertwines with illusion, and magic with science, it became difficult to distinguish between legend and fact.)

(He who violates the sacred is imprisoned in the Prison of Time, and he who touches forbidden magic risks annihilation. In the lands of the peninsula, the legend of the swordsmen arose, where the sword became a symbol greater than any weapon.)

(In this world, technology mixed with myths, the present became blurred, and the past became a never-ending tale.)

(This is the era of the swordsmen, and this is the world of the Tales of Time.)
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●  Classification and Information -


(The story is suitable for an audience of 18+)

Genre: Historical Fantasy, Dark Fantasy, Psychological Romance, Adventure, Action.

Important Notice from the Author:
(This story is a work of complete fiction. Any resemblance to real events or characters is purely coincidental. Historical elements are used solely to enrich the fictional world. The story does not aim to represent or offend any religion or belief.)
(In this context, terms like "Muslim" refer to their linguistic meaning: "one who submits to God's will," not specifically to any religious institution.)


●  Introduction -


"When you realize there's a chance to bring back your loved ones, those who created beautiful memories with you, everything changes. When you witness their death, and their eyelids close for the last time, it becomes more painful... especially if they were not of your faith, and all they desired was a single moment to declare their testimony, only to end up in hell. And you end up lost, between moments that will never return."

(The story is set in 1660.)

???: (And the first word the world speaks to us is that the pumping of the heart is the beginning, and the last word is that the stopping of the heart is the end.)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1 | The Peach Tree Branch
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Tariq: Come, Omar, look at this sword.

Omar: What is this, Father?

Tariq: This sword is from our origins; it's a sword called the Khopesh.
The last one I made was just like it when I was with a friend. Try to hold it.
Omar: Alright.

(He holds the sword)

Omar: Oh God! It's so heavy.

Tariq: Do you want to try making one with me?

Omar: Of course.

Tariq: First, you must understand that this sword comes in many sizes, but its length should be between 50-60 cm. We shape the front like this to break the armor of whoever it faces.

Omar: What is it made of, Father?

Tariq: Originally bronze, and now iron. In the past, more than 200 years before Christ... but we study swords. The use of this sword stopped despite its power...

Omar: You seem to love swords. Why did you become a blacksmith?

Tariq: It's a long story. I won't tell you until the right occasion, in the place that will bring us all together.

Omar: I don't really know what you're saying, but I want to try the sword as soon as possible.

(After finishing its creation)

Tariq: What do you think, Omar?

Omar: Oh God, Father, it's magnificent.

Tariq: Alright, I'll melt it down and make something else for you with its materials,
like a necklace.
Omar: No! I want to keep it with me.

Tariq: You will hurt yourself if you keep it.

Omar: No, this is the first time you've made something for me, and I want to keep it.

Tariq: Fine, but you won't touch it until you're older. Keep it in the attic.

Omar: Alright.

Layla: Alright men, it's time for breakfast.

(After three years of using and training with the sword)

(A group of criminals comes to humiliate Tariq. They arrogantly grab swords and break them while Omar watches his father)

???: What is this junk?

Tariq: These swords were made for peace, for defense...

(The criminal stomps on Tariq's face with his foot. Tariq starts to bleed, yet he does nothing)

(From young Omar's perspective, he was confident that his father could easily defeat them. But Tariq looks at Omar and smiles. In that instant, Omar went to play marbles with the neighbors)

After that, news spreads of the death of one of the criminals who had assaulted Tariq. Everyone believes Tariq is the cause. The entire gang gathers at his house.

Tariq: I didn't do anything to him. I repented from such acts a long time ago. If anyone did this, it must be God's will.

Gangster: Are you kidding us? God wouldn't take his soul without someone killing him.

Tariq: Then how would he die? Tell me.

Criminal: Shut up! Shut up, you animal! If it turns out you killed him, your head will be hung above your house as a warning.

(The criminals leave, and Omar arrives)

Omar: Why are you joking with me? Why do you make others think you're weak or that you killed him? You won't kill, and at the same time, you show them weakness!

Tariq: Listen, you know the truth, and that is enough for me. It doesn't matter,
because the day you take a step you cannot take back... for that, if you are not cautious in one step, strive for another path unlike me.
(After more than a day of trouble with the local criminals, Tariq hears that a woman is dying. He runs to find out who it is, only to discover it's his wife. In that moment,
Tariq took the step he could never return from. He gripped his sword,
his eyes black with rage, his hands forced by his weakness to finally act.
He went to every member of the gang, killing them one by one,
until he reached their leader. As he held his sword, the gang leader's men swarmed him.
Tariq plunged his sword into the leader's stomach as all their swords were thrust into his own body. He did not cry, nor did he remember the irreversible step in which he forgot his son.)
(Omar sits in front of the house, waiting for them to come home,
for days and days and days... All the food in the house began to run out.
He tried to go to others to ask for food, but...)
???: Cursed child.

???: Why should I give food to the son of a murderer?

???: I won't talk to the likes of you.

???: Get out of my face, you bastard child.

Omar: Why all this? I haven't done anything to you! On the contrary,
I used to play with your children. My father didn't kill anyone.
My father doesn't kill. My father and mother will be back soon, you'll see.
They will definitely be back.
(The days continue to pass...)

Omar: The food is gone.

(Omar takes a knife and goes to the lake in Egypt. He tries to fish in several failed attempts until he finally catches one. He then tries to hunt rabbits but fails,
until one time he manages to kill one. He becomes self-reliant.
The first year ends with him in the same state, until one day, in his spare time,
he starts learning from some books his father had left behind. To keep from going insane,
he read until he memorized them completely. He began to develop and learn the meaning of being alone from one of the books, but he didn't understand how fate could be written while one is alone. As he sits on the floor thinking and looking at the ceiling,
a man of about 28 knocks on the door.)
???: Hello, boy. I'd like to rent a room for a few days.

Omar: No one will rent any of these rooms.

Mohammed: Listen, boy, my name is Mohammed. I'll give you money just for a place to sleep. You know they can't have a man like me living with girls in their homes, so please,
do you agree?
Omar: Hmmm... Fine, but you'll pay me a single coin for every day you live here,
and I don't accept delays.
(A few minutes later)

Omar: Here is your bedroom. It's my parents' room. Don't get it dirty.

Mohammed: May I ask a question? Where are your mother and father?

Omar: I don't know, but I don't need them anymore.

Mohammed: Alright, I'm going to sleep. Don't come near my things or I'll kill you.

Omar: Don't worry, I don't go near other people's things.

Mohammed: That's good for you. I don't remember what I have to do now.

................
Sword of Eternity: The Long Covenant's Journey
???: Mohammed
Hair: Black with white streaks
Age: 29
Eyes: Blue
Height: 186
................
(Mohammed wakes up the next day. Before he leaves, he sees Omar sleeping on the floor.)

Mohammed: Why are you sleeping on the floor?

Omar: Noooo Yasmine, the food is mine!

Mohammed: Wake up! Why are you still sleeping?

Omar: Ah, yes... What? Who are you? Oh, you're Mohammed. What do you want?

Mohammed: What do I want? Get up. I'm leaving for a while. I just wanted to wake you up so you'd know, and I could leave my things with you.

Omar: No, I won't be here. I'm going to catch some fish from the lake.

(After a while, Omar begins to watch Mohammed from a distance before heading to the sea)

???: Who is this man?

Mohammed: Alright, I want to buy some spices, wood, and some iron.

(At the woodshop)

Mohammed: Excuse me? I'd like to buy some wood.

Seller: It's 25 milliemes for 15 pieces of wood, and any crafted pieces are 45 for the same number.

Mohammed: Tell me, who is that boy who lives alone in that house?

Seller: You mean that boy?

Mohammed: Yes.

Seller: His father went to kill a gang. He killed 6 men, and then they killed him. Frankly, we hate to see homeless children or anyone connected to those gangs, so we don't want to help him.

Mohammed: And where is his mother?

Seller: I don't know. But now, what would you like to buy?

Mohammed: Give me 30 pieces of wood.

(Omar stops watching Mohammed and heads to the sea)

(When Mohammed returns home, he finds Omar has also returned and is grilling fish)

Omar: Do you want some fish?

Mohammed: Why not?

(He starts eating)

Mohammed: Listen to what I'm about to say carefully. I came to this town only to take slaves with me. Slaves are the best kind to teach.

Omar: What are you saying? Why?

Mohammed: They are the ones without a good history or memories. If you teach them what they desire, they will be the best; they have the will.

Omar: Okay, and what else?

Mohammed: I want to take you with them.

Omar: What? Why would I want something like that? I live a good life here. I eat what I want, it's perfect.

Mohammed: You know, and I know, that you are sad. I know why you live alone, and I also know why you don't care. Because a year has passed, and nothing has happened.

(Omar starts breathing heavily)

Omar: I don't want to be in this state.

Mohammed: I saw the sword. It's almost perfectly made. Your father made it,
and I know you can make one just like it if you try hard.
It will be stronger and better, and you can become the best in the field in your father's name. That way, you'll make him happy as he wished in his past.
Omar: Okay, listen, I agree. I have no other way in life but to agree, or else I'll go mad from all this.

Mohammed: We will go to Japan a week from now. Get ready for this journey.

Omar: This quickly?

Mohammed: There's no time left for delay.

Here ends the first chapter of Sword of Eternity: The Long Covenant's Journey.
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​Chapter 2 | Shedding of the Peach Leaves
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Mohammed: Listen, we are heading to the most important sword-making region in the world, which is Japan. There you will find all the disciples similar to you and the masters from whom you will learn.

Omar: Okay, and what will we learn there?

Mohammed: First, the rules before learning: 1. There, we speak only Japanese, and you must read this booklet to learn it. 2. There, my name is Kwaki, not Mohammed, and your name is Sato. 3. I will not be your teacher all the time, and you will not be my only student.

Sato: Alright, alright, those are the rules. What are we going to learn?

Kwaki: Not now. When we arrive, you will know everything. For now, what matters is that you start reading the book.

(After arriving in Japan, Kyoto city, the capital of Japan)

Kwaki: Here we are. Let's go.

(After entering deep into the city, they reach the camp area)

Sato: Finally! All this way, why?

Kwaki: Alright, wait. Don't take a single step.

(Kwaki uses throwing knives to cut every hidden thread, one after another, until he disarms all the traps with a knife)

Sato: What? Why all these traps?

Kwaki: Simply, this is not supposed to be known. Here you will see everyone. Come with me to the training area.

(He opens the door and sees swordsmen and ninjas. Blood touches his foot, to the extent that some people have no eyes. Here, Sato understood that this was not just a game of life or death)

Kwaki: Alright, stop!

(Everyone bows to Kwaki. Even the one whose head was bleeding didn't fall to the ground as he bowed. The team's master comes and bows to Kwaki)

???: Welcome, sir. Well, is this the one you chose to be the new swordsmith for the war?

Kwaki: Yes, Hitaro, and calm down. You know you are the only one allowed to speak to me normally.

Hitaro: Very well.

Kwaki: He will come with me, and I will show him the place. You continue with the trainees' practice.

Sato: Can I try the training?

Hitaro: Was he permitted to say your name without your title first?

Kwaki: Hitaro, I can't object to his words. Stop this. Alright, take a sword from these.

Hitaro: We have Nodachi, Tachi, Ninja, and Katana. These are the types of swords. Choose what you want to use.

Sato: Tachi, I think.

Kwaki: A fine choice. The Tachi sword is generally characterized by a slightly greater curve than the Katana and is longer. It also has an older history than the Katana itself. Alright, come here, Hunter.

Hunter: Yes, sir.

Kwaki: You will fight Sato. If he says "I withdraw," you will stop fighting. If he doesn't, kill him.

Sato: What? What?!

Kwaki: As you heard. Begin now.

(Hunter didn't wait a moment after he said "Begin" and went to attack Sato blow after blow. Sato started bleeding from his arm but tried to defend himself)

Kwaki: I told you, Hunter, fight him, and if he doesn't surrender, kill him. Why aren't you using your full strength?

Hitaro: You seem happy.

Kwaki: I was afraid it would end with losing everything.

(Sato then understands that he wasn't even fighting someone seriously; he was just a small toy in his hand)

Sato: I surrender. Let's move on and leave this behind.

Kwaki: Fine. It's normal to withdraw, or else you would die.

Sato: Don't anger me! You know what? No, I want to try again. I don't accept such a response.

Kwaki: Alright, this time. But if I see you are weaker despite using a sword you've trained with, I won't let him leave you when you say "I surrender." Hitaro, bring the Khopesh.

Hitaro: Fine, but this is difficult for a boy his age.

Kwaki: I know, but bring it.

Hitaro: Take it, boy. I didn't want to watch you die.

(The fight begins. But this time it was easier for Sato because he had trained with it with his father, and when he lived alone he used the knives and worn-out swords his father owned. Despite his weak training, he was able to defend against a real enemy. In this fight, he couldn't attack even once, but he managed to prevent the boy from killing him through defense)

Kwaki: Alright, well done. Stop now. And you, throw away this worn-out sword. Hitaro, bring me a Ninja sword.

Hitaro: Alright, here you go.

Kwaki: This is your sword from now on. You will use it and no other until you kill someone with it.

Sato: Wait, why did it come to all this? I tried, yes, but not to the extent of fighting to kill. I just wanted to prove myself.

Kwaki: Alright, let's continue. See you later, Hitaro.

Hitaro: Goodbye, sir.

Kwaki: There are different rooms and training areas, and for your information, they are much harder. This camp centers around 9 places, 3 levels for each power rank: Amateur, Warrior, Assassin. The Assassin is the most disgusting of them; they are the ones who backstab in war, and they don't care about saying "Begin" or "No". They will just fight if their name is paired with someone's. The Warrior is not a combat warrior, but a wire warrior, meaning a warrior for sacrifice. They are so strong that if there is a war, they enter like suicide bombers to kill the majority. If they die, it doesn't matter; they are there to defend the leaders and kill those in the front. And the Beginners or Amateurs are our target, filtering the best of them. There are 3 camps: a leader camp, a sleeping camp, and a manufacturing camp. The manufacturing camp is where we will put you.

Sato: What about the rest of the camps?

Kwaki: You shouldn't know about them now. Alright, we've arrived. Here is your training place, the weapons factory. You will be a blacksmith, but not a normal blacksmith in reality. You must test your weapon on these killers. The weapon must be fast, sharp, and durable.

Sato: Do you mean I will kill them with my weapon?

Kwaki: Yes. But not as you think. This is what I like to call "mercy killing." Most of them, if put in prison, will be sentenced for life, or... or... so we take them, kill them, and relieve them. And I will tell you the truth, this isn't for normal training. You have 3 years here: eating, drinking, sleeping, training. After these three years, we will let you choose to continue with us or leave. And every year, the difficulty level of choice, method, and speech changes, just so you know. Alright, what matters now is that this is your teacher. She is a student three years older than you, but much stronger than you, even in combat. She is classified as B-level, which precedes the level of the person you fought, who was C-level if I recall.

???: Alright, I am very happy with your nice words, Mr. Kwaki, but do you really remember my level and not my name, even though I'm your relative?

Kwaki: Stop it. Her name is Hanami, she is my niece.

Hanami: Welcome to us.

Kwaki: Alright, do not try to get to know her or get into a relationship, because I will kill you then, even though my words might be useless despite what will happen.

Sato: Calm down, calm down. I'm not that kind of guy, and I'm basically 14 years old.

Kwaki: But after 3 years you will be 17. Alright, I'll leave you with her to learn, and don't forget, time moves with you.

Sato: I don't really understand what you're saying, but I don't want to and will not kill, and I don't want to do anything related to fighting.

Kwaki: I know, but you need us and at the same time we need you. We will not accept any sword from you until you start killing prisoners with it.

Hanami: Alright, alright, let's go, Sato. We will train in blacksmithing, and then you will use the sword against me temporarily until we are sure you won't lose to a prisoner.

Kwaki: Goodbye.

Hanami: Since he's left, let's put on our gloves and get some iron. Alright, I'll take it for you since you're a beginner.

Sato: Stop, I know. My father was a blacksmith, I can make swords. But I need your advice if I make a mistake.

Hanami: Alright, show me. I expect you to succeed right away.

(After a while, Sato finishes making the sword)

Hanami: Alright, look. It's very, very sharp, but it's light. It can be broken easily. So next time, just try to leave enough space in it and choose a different shape, like a katana.

Sato: I will try.

(After finishing, the sword looked very good)

Hanami: Alright, this is what is now expected from the son of a killer.

Sato: What? A killer?

Hanami: Well, you know your father was a killer. He was one of the most skilled assassins. But you know, he quit. That's why he died weak; he couldn't even properly kill the ones who attacked him.

Sato: I don't understand how you could know this. Even I don't know.

Hanami: Alright, alright. Anyone who has killed or crafted a sword, we have a list with their name on it. If they die and leave no one behind, we take their son if the weapon maker or fighter was strong in the past.

Sato: So this means I'm only here and was taken to be with you... it wasn't a mere coincidence.

Hanami: Alright, enough talking, let's go. Bring your sword. What do you choose now, to kill someone or fight me?

Sato: I want to fight you. I will never kill anyone.

Hanami: Alright, come.

(Omar takes an iron sword and she takes the other, and the fight begins. 1.. 2.. 3.. Hanami breaks Sato's sword in less than a second)

Hanami: Again, but with a ninja sword.

Sato: What if it breaks too?

Hanami: Don't worry.

(Then Sato grips the ninja sword. 1.. 2.. 3.. The fight begins. The sword didn't break, but from defending himself so much and his inability to fight back, his hands bleed from the harshness and endurance. But he manages to launch at least one attack because of the fear showing on his face)

Sato: Haaaa!

Hanami: Well done, now...

(She defends herself. The moment she touches his sword, it flies away, and she points her sword at his head as he falls to the ground)

Hanami: You lost, but well done. Now you will make fifty swords until I see the best one, and then you will fight me. If I find it competitive, we will use your custom sword for the trainee squad. Give me your hand.

Sato: Alright.

Hanami: Not the one that isn't bleeding, you idiot. Give me the one that's bleeding.

(He extends his bleeding hand, so she takes out a vial and applies a red liquid to his hand, healing it in seconds)

Sato: What? What? What is this?

(He falls to the ground, unable to comprehend)

Hanami: Why did you get scared? It's a magical mixture. Magic exists in our world, but it is hidden by the kingdoms and extracted from the mountains like gold and diamonds. There are millions of types of it. It's an area we have, one of the nine regions. Don't tell Kwaki that I gave you water to heal you.

Sato: He told me about 6 of the regions, and now you're telling me about the seventh.

Hanami: What? He didn't tell you? This is a problem. It means you weren't supposed to know. It doesn't matter. What matters is, don't tell him.

Sato: What about the other places?

Hanami: You shouldn't know unless Kwaki tells you. Alright, start making swords until I see a sword you can use just to defend yourself.

Sato: This is going to be tiring.

Hanami: Try to improve your language a bit, it's really bad.

(Sato begins training in making swords, and all of them failed on the first day)

Sato: I'm tired.

Hanami: You can go back and rest, and continue your training tomorrow.

Sato: Alright.

(He returns to his private residence and finds someone sleeping on the second bed in the room)

Sato: Who are you?

Shin: I'm Shin. You know, I'm your roommate. My level is at the top of C-rank. What about you?

Sato: It's my first day, I haven't been ranked yet.

Shin: How? Everyone who comes here starts with a fight right away to determine their rank and weed out the dead.

Sato: I think because I'm a blacksmith. I think it's possible I won't have a rank because of this.

Shin: Alright, it doesn't matter. I'm going back to sleep.

Sato: Alright, and I need to sleep too.

(The next day)

Hanami: Rejected.

(And the next, and the next, and the next...)

(He learns and improves with each design, but not a single sword has been accepted from him yet. However, he understood how his father used to make swords. He realizes after a while that he wasn't just a swordsmith, but a hidden warrior... After a week passes)

Hanami: What is this? Is this a katana? But what is this? Why are its edges sharper than its face?

Sato: Well, I saw an old sword book, and I learned that the damage of most swords is avoided by escaping or striking the sword. If you make the sword sharp on all sides except the back, it can change direction quickly.

Hanami: Alright, I think this sword is worth a try.

(The fight begins. He charges with the sword at hers, and from the strength of Sato's sword, he splits her sword in half. But she uses a dagger instead of her training sword to defend herself. Then Sato starts to feel the thrill, moving in to strike her. But she manages to stop him using the knife. He attempts a quick maneuver to redirect the sword, but she uses her agility to knock him to the ground and places the knife in front of his eye)

Sato: So it worked?

Hanami: You could definitely say that.

Sato: You were fighting seriously because you had no weapon other than a dagger.

Hanami: I won't lie, but yes. It's difficult to fight against a sword like this. You did well; you managed to show me enough power for this sword to be used in training.

Sato: Seriously?

(Hanami signals to Kwaki to come see the achievement)

Hanami: Look, he managed to break the sword and almost hurt me with it. I think it's a good sword.

Kwaki: Alright, as you say. Well, I wasn't wrong as I told you about him, right? Now, come with me, you and Hanami, to watch the trainees using the sword. After that, you two can take the rest of the day off. Tomorrow, you'll go to the cave. And I know you told him about the stones, or he wouldn't have told me.

(Sato watches the trainees and tries to memorize their movements)

Hanami: Why don't you come and let me test the sword on you, Kwaki?

Kwaki: No, I want to watch one last fight between you and Sato. But this time, don't stop until you break his sword.

Hanami: I can break his sword in less than 10 seconds.

................
Sword of Eternity: The Long Covenant's Journey
Legion Fighter: Hanami
Hair: Black with some red streaks
Age: 16
Eyes: Red
Height: 174
................
(The fight begins. But this time, due to the sword's lightness and the comfort through which he knows its strengths and weaknesses in combat, Sato manages to strike his sword against hers without it shattering. They begin to scratch each other using the swords. Hanami manages to knock Sato down and place the sword at his face, but Sato strikes her foot and manages to turn the tables. However, Hanami strikes her sword against his one last time, his sword breaks, and she points her sword at his face)

Kwaki: Well, you disappointed me, Hanami. I thought you would be able to defeat him easily.

Hanami: How? He wanted to kill me! And you asked me to break his sword, which is very difficult, as you know.

Sato: Well, you know I didn't want to kill you. All I wanted was just to win against you.

Hanami: What do you mean? Do you mean you let me win?

Sato: No, no, I really wanted to win. But I never wanted to kill you.

Kwaki: Alright, alright, let's go. Go and rest for the day after tomorrow. You will go to the cave with Philip.

(On their way back, they talk for a bit)

Sato: Who is Philip?

Hanami: He's a teacher who can control the stone and shape it with the weapon using his consciousness.

Sato: I don't understand anything.

Hanami: Alright. The stone needs someone to control the amount of energy that will go into the weapon from the stone. If the power put in by a person's consciousness reaches the weapon, it will destroy it from the inside out. That's why Philip controls the placement of the stone with his consciousness in a way that prevents it from exploding. This is done through the energy inside it, because the stones are basically the soul. You can easily place the stone depending on the strength of your soul. Don't worry, I'll be with you if anything happens.

Sato: Alright, you know I won't worry because you helped me with your beautiful face.

Hanami: What? What?

Sato: What did I say? Did I say something wrong?

Hanami: Never mind, forget it. Alright, see you later.

(They both return to the camp, and the next day comes)

(The morning of the second day arrives, and Omar sits on the ground looking at the sky)

Shin: What are you doing here?

Sato: Hello, how are you?

Shin: Good. What are you doing here? Do you have the day off today?

Sato: Yes, I have the day off. What about you?

Shin: Yes, me too.

Sato: I didn't know you guys could rest.

Shin: I wish it were like that, but I had a question on my mind.

Sato: What is it?

Shin: How do you view life?

Sato: I'm still a child to know. Even if I grow up, I think my mind won't grow with me because I liked seeing things from its perspective.

Shin: What do you mean?

Sato: Time might just be time, nothing more. In all cases, it will end. That's why when I have a goal, I just want to finish it so its specific time ends.

Shin: That sounds a bit philosophical.

Sato: I don't really know, but my favorite saying is: 'Everything will pass, no matter what it is, it will pass.' What about you?

Shin: When I realized that a human can become a demon, I feel sad for humans.

Sato: Yes, a demon cannot repent, but a human can.

Shin: It's good to hear that from you. The story is still in its beginning, and that's the most wonderful part of it.

(The second day arrives)

Kwaki: Alright, listen you two. Philip won't be able to come with you, so I will talk to Hitaro to go with you.

Hanami: No, count on me. I know everything, so don't worry.

Kwaki: Alright, come back quickly. There is information that ships have arrived from the Bay of Japan from the Southern Army and some of their allies.

Hanami: No! I can't leave you while enemies are coming.

Sato: She's right. We have to help you with anything.

Kwaki: As I told you, go. Your mission is only to go to the cave.

(They leave and find Shin present. They both start collecting some stones... and upon exiting, they find a massive fire. Kwaki is in front of it with many dead people from the enemy army, and 9 swords are inside him)

Hanami: What?! Uncle! What?!

Shin: Alright, listen carefully, you two. Come with me, there's no time to explain.

Sato: What are you saying?

(Hanami is crying and cannot see)

Hanami: Uncle!

Shin: Take this bag, carry Hanami, and come with me.

(Shin opens a stone wall so they can go down through it to the beach)

Shin: Listen, there isn't much time. I am a teacher who was watching you. Kwaki's goal was to save his niece from the final war if it happened. But your father died when he was older than 30, and the war hadn't happened yet. After his death, Kwaki brought you because the war was approaching. He wanted to make sure Hanami would be safe with you.

(They reach the beach behind the trees)

Shin: Listen, run in this direction and take the boat. Press it, and it will automatically move you to the destination.

???: I hear someone's footsteps over there.

Shin: The bag with you has everything you will need. Go.

Sato: But... but...

Shin: Go, I told you!

(Sato heads towards the boat, and Shin charges forward, killing 7 people. The number of people swarming him increases until he dies, and the armies continue to pass until they completely take over the Empire of Japan)

Here ends the second chapter of Sword of Eternity: The Long Covenant's Journey.
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