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Chapter : Border Town EMU
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After making the Warrior’s Oath, Rick collapsed into unconsciousness. He had lost too much blood, every drop draining what little strength remained in his frail body. Summoning the will to speak those words had consumed everything he had left—it was a miracle he had even survived long enough to finish the oath.

Perhaps it was desperation to live, or perhaps fate itself had chosen not to let his ﬂame be extinguished.
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For an eleven-year-old child to endure such a wound was unthinkable. No one could have survived it. And yet, Rick’s existence defied reason.
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Seeing the boy fall lifeless into the dirt, Ragnarok shifted from his colossal dragon form into a human shape. He knelt, lifting Rick gently into his hands. The sight startled him—so small, so fragile. “I knew he would be small,” Ragnarok thought, “but not this small...”
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For the first time in centuries, the ancient being felt something strange—an unfamiliar weight in his chest. Holding this human child stirred emotions he had long forgotten.
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“You will not understand now,” Ragnarok murmured softly, “but in time, you will. One day you will grasp what it means to be human. And when that day comes, perhaps you will find the answer you seek. Your journey will not be easy, Rick Van Vleck. Pain and hardship will mark your path. But I believe... you will overcome them.

Become strong, strong enough to stand against me when the time comes. I will wait for that day.”
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With a wave of his hand, Ragnarok whispered an incantation. Soft light enveloped Rick, knitting closed the torn ﬂesh, sealing the wound that should have ended his life. The boy’s breathing steadied, though faint, as if clinging stubbornly to existence.
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Before he departed, Ragnarok placed a ring and a sealed letter beside Rick’s unconscious form. He gave one last glance, a faint smile tugging at his lips.
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“Live, child,” he said. Then, without another word, he vanished into the shadows.
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Some time later, Rick stirred from unconsciousness. His eyes ﬂuttered open, and he sat up abruptly, surprised to feel no pain. His wounds were gone. His body—once broken—was now completely healed.
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He blinked in disbelief before the memory of Ragnarok’s presence returned to him. “It must have been him...” Rick thought.



––––––––

[image: ]



Beside him lay a sealed letter and a small, curious ring. Both had been left by Ragnarok. Hesitant but curious, Rick picked up the letter and unfolded it.
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The words inside read:






“I see you’re awake. I wanted to tell you about the ring in your hand—that is why you’re reading this letter. That ring is no ordinary trinket. It is an artifact, one of a kind. This ring is connected to me through mana. When you pour your mana into it, the ring will create a path to me. With it, you can find me in the future... when it is time for our fight.”
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Rick stared at the ring, his hand trembling slightly. The words felt heavy, far beyond what an eleven-year-old should bear. A treasure like this... more valuable than an entire nation. If what the letter claimed was true, the ring could teleport him across the world without restriction—linking directly to Ragnarok himself.
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The boy’s heart pounded. For a long moment, he simply sat there, stunned. Then, slowly, he slipped the ring onto his finger.
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Gathering himself, Rick began to search the area. The ground around him still bore the scattered belongings of the hunter who had pursued him. Amid the mess, Rick discovered a sack. Inside it gleamed fifty gold coins.
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Shock struck him harder than any wound. “Fifty gold...? To kill me?”
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It didn’t make sense. He was just a child. Weak. Unable to even wield mana. Who would spend such wealth on his death?
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But as he stood there trembling, the truth sank into him like a blade: it had to be his own family. No one else would pay such a fortune to kill a “useless” child. No one else would hate him enough to see him erased from existence.



––––––––

[image: ]



His chest tightened, but his eyes hardened. Rick clenched his fists then began to walk into the jungle with a sharp, angry motion.
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If they truly wished him dead, then he would live. He would live to spite them.
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As Rick walked through the quiet forest, his thoughts began to wander. Strangely, they did not dwell on his family—the betrayal, the bounty, the hatred. Instead, his mind returned to Ragnarok.
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He replayed every moment in his head: the dragon’s piercing gaze, the weight of his words, the strange sense of familiarity he had felt. I can’t believe I actually spoke with him... with Ragnarok, the legend himself. And more than that... I made a Warrior’s Oath with him.
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By all rights, he should have been terrified. Yet, when he remembered Ragnarok’s presence, he realized he hadn’t felt fear at all. Instead, there had been something else. A strange comfort. Almost... recognition.
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“What was it he said?” Rick muttered to himself. ‘I saw a powerful person in you.’ The words echoed in his mind. They carried both promise and weight, but Rick couldn’t understand why.
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