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Preface




  Get hit by a truck and journey to a world where swords, triremes and a bunch of weird fauna and difficult people make life annoying and hard. Travel from a backwater barony at the mouth of a huge river to a northern city where people have more money than sense. Raise a fiefdom from the ground up, beat up sword-wielding bandits with guns and scam nobles of their money like a boss. The possibilities are endless!




  No, there’s no magic, at least not the showy types that throws flames and ice shards. No, there are no dragons either. No, there are no orcs, nor are there goblins. Just because it’s another world doesn’t mean it has to have dragons or orc or goblins. If I live long enough to write future volumes, you may expect birdwomen and mermaids, though.




  This book was originally written following a dream I had two or three years back. At that time I already had one foot in the literary scene, writing for a group of friends who enjoyed my writing, however boring it was. Of course, there was nothing much to brag about, except for knowing that at least some people enjoyed my writing. As I was an amateur, it likely wouldn’t mean much to most people, but it was a great boost of confidence. Praises help an author raise confidence, while constructive criticisms help the author improve their writing skills. For this, I have to thank my readers and commenters at Bigcloset and Storiesonline who were not short of either.




  Well, back to the dream. It was as I woke up that I thought, “This is it!” It was a ‘eureka’ moment, you see. After typing it into my laptop, which I rarely shut down even when I sleep, I realized that this was going to be my debut. I immediately wrote the first two chapters and posted it on Bigcloset (because this is the genre they specialize in) and it was well welcomed by the readers. Then I spent a week mapping out the story from chapter 3 up to chapter 300.




  That’s like, 26 separate arcs. You can tell the difference from reading the story. The first two arcs (not including the prologue) was the first arc, so you can tell the different style between the first two chapters and the later chapters. Contrary to what is shown here, the prologue was not the introduction, the first two chapters was. The prologue was originally one of the side stories, placed at the back. Somebody complained though, he said, “Why would you put the prequel after the story? It should be in front!” I admit, he was right, so that was how the first side story became the prologue.




  By the way, I’m not British. I only chose Cornwall for Malcolm’s hometown because it sounds delicious. I love corn. Corn is delicious and filling. Go corn!




  Okay, back on topic. Publishing Felicia’s Second Life proved to be a very daunting experience.




  For one, I had to find an editor. Finding a good editor is hard. I’m lucky that I have Eric helping me. I don’t know what I would’ve done without Eric.




  Then I had to hire an illustrator. I know I could’ve just used stock images which would’ve been cheaper, but that would give the impression that this book is something serious, which it isn’t most of the time. Also, I wanted to get a cover that would appeal to light novel (which this novel is), manga and young adults readers. Then I had to turn it into a book cover, which I paid someone else to do. Sorry, but I have zero artistic sense.




  Then comes to the part about turning this into an ebook. I read smashwords guide half-way. I felt like I wanted to hang myself. No offense Mark Coker, but that was too long! I suppose it helped if you’re a full time ebook-making service, but it was a completely daunting experience for a noob like me.




  Last was making the map. Suffice to say I have never been a map expert. Making a map is hard. Unfortunately I have to do it myself, because I don’t have the budget to hire someone else to do it for me.




  I want to cry.




  Well anyway. Hope you enjoy the story. Please look forward to Felicia’s Second Life Volume 2.




  ––––––––




  Shiina Ai
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  Prologue
How I Became Felicia Belphere Metrune




  I am Malcolm Stokes, Cornwall born, Cornwall bred but London dead. I am a 29 years old Assistant Professor of Ancient and Medieval History, with no wife, no children and presently, no girlfriend. Not that I actually need one. I'm fine with being alone. I did have a few girlfriends, but they all paled in comparison to 2D girls. Just why can't real women be as perfect as anime and manga girls?




  Ah yes, even though I look like a respectable man, I'm actually an anime otaku. Imagine, highly respected professor at day, creepy anime otaku who hugs anime pillows at night. Well, that was my life anyway. So saying that I was creepy might’ve been masochistic of me.




  Just look at any anime and you’ll likely see one or two crazy characters. While they are crazy, they are also crazy adorable. Perhaps that was why I looked for a crazy girlfriend. Yes, I know there is a difference between fiction and reality. Regardless of that, I kept thinking, “What if there really is someone like those girls outside?”




  I found one, you know. Her name was Susan. She wasn’t the adorably crazy type, but she was a fun crazy type. Considering how boring my life was, with only anime and mangas as my companion, her appearance put some fun in my life. Spontaneous and crazy, my life with her was pretty colourful.




  At first, at least. Then her craziness went up a notch. As the weeks passed by, she went past crazy and into the realm of insane. It was when I realized that she was psychotic and not the adorable yandere type I was looking for that I made a decision to dump her.




  Ah, by the way, a yandere girlfriend is a kind of loyal and devoted girlfriend who is madly and crazily in love with you that she’s willing to kill her opponents for your affection.




  Adorable, right?  




  It was a big mistake. She wasn’t a yandere. She was just psychotic.




  The next day I was hit by a truck in front of my home in north London. It was a hit and run. She didn't even bother to get out of her truck and laugh at my misfortune. How I found out that it was her truck? It was the colour. I'd recognize that anywhere.




  That damned Susan. She didn’t even observe basic human courtesy. At least call an ambulance for me!




  An empty space.




  Neither light nor dark.




  Neither white nor black.




  It was simply an empty space.




  All I could see was myself.




  From the distance, I could see a truck speeding straight at me. In my mind, I have already imagined that I would suffer another hit and run. What a stupid way of dying twice in a row.




  “Hello!” a cute female voice greeted as the truck stopped incredibly close to my face. It was probably less than three centimetres distance between my knees and the front bumper of the truck. It might be important to inform that my legs had frozen from fright.




  “Err... hello,” I replied with a greeting of my own.




  “It seems like you're dead,” she stated the obvious fact.




  “That was my first thought too,” I acknowledged the obvious fact.




  “Allow me to assure you that you're not dreaming,” she stated a dubious fact.




  “That thought came second,” I said in reply.




  “Well, you've lived a boring life,” she stated a terribly hurtful fact.




  “... I don't want to be told that by an old truck,” I bit back.




  “Old truck? I'll have you know I'm only 3,594 years old!” she stated a shocking fact.




  “Shouldn't you have rusted over by now?” I stated something that should’ve been obvious this time.




  Did they even have trucks over 3000 years ago? Realistically speaking, there shouldn’t be any trucks 3500 years ago. They could have mule-driven open air carriages, if you would consider the possibility of Sumerians having more advanced carriage designs compared to what archaeology could prove to exist during that time period. On the other hand, if you are someone who believe in ancient aliens theory, like that crazy man with strange hairstyle who kept saying ‘aliens’ on History Channel, you can say it’s possible..




  Sorry, nerd-speak. I sometimes bore people off with my over-analysing habit. Please carry on.




  “How rude!” With a poof, the truck turned into a young girl.




  “...” That was strange...




  “How do you like me now, huh? This tight thighs, this tiny waist, this figure sculpted to perfection, if you had known the value of trucks, this is how you would perceive my appearance!”




  “... I have neither a fetish for trucks nor for little girls.”




  I think she has probably mistaken a sports car for a truck. Shouldn’t a person based on a truck look somewhat thick? No, I’ve never seen a transforming truck before, so this is just a conjecture.




  “I'm not a little girl, I'm 3,594 years old!” She reminded me again.




  “Isn't that what you'd call a loli grandma?” I kept hearing that word being spoken in the otaku community, something like the loli vampire from Negima.




  “I'm not a grandma! Aren't you over 46,000 years old yourself? You're way older than me!”




  That’s news to me!




  “You must have mixed me up with someone else. If I have lived for such a pointlessly long time, I'd end up killing myself out of boredom.”




  “Such a boring guy! Not only is your life story boring, your attitude is boring too!”




  “I don't want to be told that by a flat-chested loli grandma.”




  “Haa? As an otaku, have you never heard the phrase 'Flat Is Justice'? This is justice!” She pushed out her ironing board chest.




  “Sorry, I'm in the big breasts faction. You know, plot.”




  “What? Those floppy things! Hanging around every time they move, what's so good about those balloon-like things?”




  “The plot of land, of course. Big breasts are a man's hopes and dreams.”




  “Eeyaaa! Don't say something so lewd to a young lady!”




  “Your loud voice is too annoying. Aren't you too old to be a 'young lady', despite your flat chest? I pity how that chest had remained flat for 3000-something years. Besides that, aren't you an old truck?”




  “Eeyaaa! How dare you make fun of a lady's age! For this insult, I'm going to have you reborn as a flat-chested girl! Suffer! Hahahaha!”




  Ah... I may have said something unnecessary.




  The next thing I saw was a baby.




  Eh? A baby? Where did that loli grandma go off to?




  Such a cute baby. Is it a girl or a boy? Oh it's looking at me with those bright green eyes. Oh, it's trying to touch me. How cute!




  I tried to reach the baby's hand, but why did it feel strange? I tried moving my hand, but it felt so cumbersome. So awkward!




  What’s with these small, short and... wait... am I a baby too?




  Hold on, didn't I die?




  Eh wait, please stop the spinning, I'm feeling dizzy.




  “Come here, Felicia. Come to mother,” a beautiful woman knelt on the floor that was covered in some kind of fur. She spoke with such a kind and gentle voice that I crawled towards her as if hypnotized.




  “Good girl! You're a very good girl, Felicia.” The woman picked me up once I reached her hands. She rubbed her face against mine while hugging me tightly to her deliciously large bosom.




  It feels quite good. I've never been so close to such large breasts before. Or is it because I’m a baby?




  Wait, did she just call me Felicia? Also, did I hear something about a girl?




  “Ah, Terrens. You're home. Good timing, please hold Felicia for me, I need to run outside. Suin is late, I need to find out what happened.”




  The woman who called herself my mother shoved me into the arms of a boy who appeared to be around 9 to 10 years old. He had light brown hair and electric blue eyes. He wore some kind of overcoat and a very thick pair of glasses. He looked very flustered as he caught me from the hands of my 'mommy'.




  “Mother, I can't. I-I have to study,” the boy said. His arms felt so cold despite the layers of cloth between our skins.




  “Oh, it is fine to take a rest sometimes, Terrens,” the woman said as she ruffled his hair, “Take care of your little sisters, okay? I'm only going to be gone for a couple of hours. Lilicia is sleeping in the crib and if any of them cries for milk, there are some on the table. Don't forget to burp them.”




  The woman grabbed something that looked like a travelling cloak, wrapped it around her body and went out into the blizzard.




  Ah, no wonder the boy Terrens's skin feel so cold. It must be winter.




  Terrens raised me up with his young arms until our eyes were at the same level. He looked into my eyes as I looked into his, as if we were trying to reach deep into each other's souls. But in my case, I was only looking at his eyes. It was so clear, like glass, and its colour reminded me of expensive sapphires. It was very beautiful.




  Since we are supposed to be siblings, do I have the same eyes too?




  “A pity...”




  Pardon?




  “For you to die at such a young age. Your fate is cruel.”




  Well, I did die, but I wasn't at all young. Sure, I wasn't exactly old, but in the middle ages men at my age would've already had grandchildren, I'll have you know.




  “Why would you come to this world, Felicia? Why would you reincarnate into this fate? Is it because you had no choice?”




  Well, don't ask me such questions. How am I supposed to know?




  “Or is it because only you can do this?”




  What is it that I'm supposed to do, actually? What fate?




  “You are my sister. Regardless of who you were before, just remember, you and Lilicia are both my sisters. I will not let your fate cut your lives short. I will find a way. Before it ends, I will find a way.”




  Wait, life cut short? Are you saying I'm going to die young this time?




  “Even if I have to make a contract with the deep spirits. Even if I will be cursed for my whole life. I will NOT let your fate win. You shall find happiness in this life. That is my vow as your older brother, Felicia. Lilicia too. You will both find happiness. I will find a way.”




  The world spins again. The feeling of Terrens's cold hands disappeared from under me. For many seconds, or perhaps centuries, my body floated inside a tunnel of time. Every time the clock turned, my body aged, little by little.




  Within the tunnel of time, I saw with my own eyes, a boy with similar looks to Terrens, but younger than him playing a prank on me with a spider and a dead snake. I had no control over my actions. So I could only watch as the girl jumped and sought comfort in the arms of a maid.




  I saw a girl, who looked the same age as me, who took me by the hand and called me Felicia. Then she was scolded by a woman I didn’t know, and she addressed me as ‘my lady’ instead. I knew by instinct, that this was Lilicia.




  From Felicia’s eyes and ears, I listened as my new father introduced me to three boys and a girl and told me that they would become my friends.




  I watched father working the family farm alongside Terrens, my other brother and some villagers. Despite being the baron, he still worked at the farm like a commoner.




  I saw myself receiving my first allowance. One silver for me to keep as Lilicia threw a tantrum for not getting the silver coin as well. A maid admonished her for being rude and they both apologized to my father.




  When nobody was around, I slipped the silver into Lilicia's hand and she was so happy that she hugged me. Then she returned the coin to me, while saying something that I couldn't hear well.




  I watched as Terrens at 13 years old left home for the first time. For some reason, I could feel that it would be many years before we’d meet again.




  I opened my eyes slowly. The first thing I noticed was the worn ceiling. I realized I was lying on a bed. A noise of wood slapping against wood caused me to turn my head to the right. The window was slapping against its frame under heavy winds. Could it be there was a hurrican outside?




  I tried to get up, but my body was weak and unresponsive. As memories of my journey through the tunnel of time started to wane and disappear, I could only offer a curse for my new life, “God damn, I'm a girl!”




  
Chapter 1
My Noble Family Is Poor?
Early Life




  ––––––––




  Good day, my name is Felicia Belphere Metrune. I am the only daughter of Baron Alphonse Lartes Metrune, who rules the Barony of Mruna. My mother's name is Baroness Latreia Tullenaris, formerly of the house Melstad.




  I haven't always been a baron's daughter, though.




  I was previously Malcolm Stokes, 29 years old. I once lived in Cornwall. As my name might have suggested, I was once a man. Back then, I had another life, as Professor of Ancient and Medieval History by day and an anime otaku by night. Okay, I was actually assistant professor, but it was kind of embarrassing to say that. People had this weird idea that ‘assistant’ translated into ‘gofer’, which I was certainly not.




  Anyway, you probably have guessed it already, but I’ll say it anyway. I reincarnated.




  Have I always known that I reincarnated as a cute girl? No, not really. I only recalled my former life bit by bit starting from the day I turned 6. I was told that I fell into a coma for a week when that happened. I guess the memories of two lifetimes were too much for a little girl's brain to cope with.




  How did I die in my first life? No, I didn't die of old age or of illness. I was hit by a truck. Before being hit by that truck, I was a very healthy young man. I was relatively young, at least.




  Now because of that truck, I was reincarnated as quite a healthy little girl. Well, healthy as can be for someone born into what appears to be middle age Europe, at least. Not that this is Europe. The names are all wrong.




  “My lady, the first batch of crops is ready for harvest. Would you like to visit your farm, my lady?” a little girl of the same age as me enquired.




  This girl’s name is Lilicia. We have been playmates since we were babies.  At first glance, you can be forgiven for thinking that we are twins, simply because we look similar. We do live in the same house, but that has nothing to do with being related. I’m the daughter of Baron Alphonse and Baroness Latreia. Lili is the daughter of Suin, our family maid. As for her father, Lili has no idea who or where he is.




  We do have similar faces, same skin tone and we're both about the same height, with her being a couple of inches taller. We also have brown hair, but that's where the similarity ends. Although we both have brown hair, mine is of a lighter shade while hers is a little darker. Our eyes are also of different colours. Mine are blue like the waters of the Mrun River. Hers are green the same colour of young forest leaves.




  Just like her, I am now 7 years old. The incident where I fell into a coma happened a year ago. When I woke up and saw the state of my family's barony, I felt sick.




  The crops weren't doing well. There was little farmland to work with. The mines were closed down. The baron's mansion was a rotting mess. Our army consisted of one knight. If bulls could talk, just a single bull would be enough to demand our surrender. It probably wasn’t that bad, but you get the gist of how bad it was.




  Confronted with this disgraceful poverty, I, who came from the modern era couldn't accept that at all. So I went ahead and made some changes, subtle ones that wouldn't be noticed at first. I also asked my father, the baron, for a piece of farmland. He refused at first, stating that we already had a family farm.




  I think father was probably swayed a bit when mother said, "Fufufu, it's good to be so determined. What's the harm in letting her do what she wants?"




  So after days of begging and using my moist doe eyes on my father, he finally agreed on the condition that I didn't work it myself. I was happy of course, until I had a look at the farmland father gave me. Calling it a farmland was like saying all lions were just oversized kittens. It was so terribly barren than even weeds wouldn't grow there if they had a choice. It had been rendered useless after generations of farming. Sure, being that it was 100 acres in size, it was big. It was at least twice bigger than even the family farm that we had.




  I imagined that Father must've tried to shut me up and gloat when I gave up. I did not give up, the challenge was accepted. I swore that father would eat his grin when this land became the most fertile farmland in the entire barony. He hasn’t eaten his grin yet, as I only managed to turn a small patch of the land given into a somewhat farmable land.




  “Sure, let's go,” I said as we set off towards the piece of farmland that I received from father.




  It took us only about half an hour to reach the farmland on foot. On the way, Lili, my companion updated me on the progress of the farm. It seemed like with the new oxen-driven deep plough that I 'invented', they were able to till a lot more strips of land than they previously could with a hoe and the normal plough.




  For those who don’t know, there is a difference between the normal plough and the deep plough. Normal ploughs normally only plough a few inches below the surface. Deep ploughs can go as deep as 20 inches, allowing the nutrients stored deep under the earth to be brought to the surface. Alongside composting and crop rotation, deep ploughing was the key to the success of my plans.




  “Waa, that's beautiful,” I said looking at the green leaves of the turnips on a long strip of farmland that was at least 10 times longer than its width.




  The strips of tilled fields were about half a mile long. In the distance, I could see one boy leading the ox that I borrowed from father while another boy stood on the plough, providing some weight to assist in driving the plough into the soil. Being a little girl, I couldn’t get the adults to take me seriously. Therefore, all my employees were young boys and girls who worked here before or after they worked at their parents’ farms.




  “My lady, you are here!” said the oldest boy in the group when he looked up from harvesting some turnips. He was a black-haired youth with a wide smile and pure, clear eyes, the kind that one would think incapable of evil deeds. He was still a child though, so that could change in the future.




  “Good morning, Lemy. How's my turnip farm?”




  “It's grown well, my lady. The root bulb is a little small, but I guess it's what you get from such a barren land. My mother has gotten a knack for cooking the leaves now, though. Thank you for allowing us to take the leaves home before this.”




  “It's fine, the leaves would go yellow if you didn't cut them anyway. I wasn't expecting so many turnips, though.”




  “We had a lot of seeds from last year, my lady. Some failed, but most became as you see.”




  “What of the second and third fields?”




  “We believe it's ready for barley and wheat planting, my lady. The fourth and fifth fields should be ready for planting by the start of winter.”




  “Very good, get right to it after you've harvested the turnips. How about the irrigation ditches I told you to dig?”




  Unlike ploughing, there wasn't much that could be done to improve digging ditches. I used the same oxen-driven deep plough to break up the soil so that it would be easier for the boys to dig. Despite the assistance of the plough, it took five boys a couple of months to dig half of the planned length.




  “It's almost done, my lady, but what are you planning to do with it? You said it is to irrigate the land, but can't we just dig a well?”




  “Hehe, you'll see. The end is close to the river, I hope?”




  “Yes, the end is right by the river, my lady.”




  “Excellent! Let's go see the place,” I said, as I dragged my two childhood friends over to the place in question.




  A month later, a water pump powered by a waterwheel was built on that site. It regularly supplied water to my formerly barren land without the need for a single labourer. It instantly allowed the same amount of people to work on more land as they no longer needed to go back and forth to the river or community well to carry water. By the start of spring, I was able to plant in four patches of farmland. Unfortunately, the fifth wasn't ready on time.




  *Felicia's Personal Diary, Age 7*




  ******




  “My lady, please try out these carrots,” one of the workers, a 9 year old boy called Rusel (roo-sel) suggested as he pushed forth a basket filled with newly harvested carrots.




  “Rusel, don’t give Lady Felicia unwashed carrots,” Lili said as she took one of the better shaped carrots and washed it in the closest ditch before offering it to me.




  Lili really knew me well, I thought as I chomped on the narrow end of the carrot.




  “Oh, this is sweet. The colour and shape is good too. Do you want to have a taste, Lili?” I asked as I offered her the same slightly chomped carrot.




  “Th-thank you, but please enjoy yourself, my lady” she replied with a stutter.




  Her face was a little red, I wonder why? She kept going red in the face from time to time ever since we turned 8 years old. Did I do something to make her mad? I hope not, she had been my closest friend for most of my second life.




  While chomping on the carrot like a certain rabbit from Warner Bros production, I surveyed the land that was given to me by father. It took me almost 3 years, but that barren land had now become a fertile farmland. My secrets? Leaf composting, irrigation, oxen-driven deep ploughs, mechanical seed drills and four-field rotation. Though, now that I had 7 fields, the balance went a little off. I emphasized more on cash crops, like wheat, tomatoes, carrots and hemp. In comparison, I placed more importance on soil-improving crops, such as turnips, clover and beans the previous year.




  I was sure there were still plenty of things that could be improved. It wasn't like I was a farmer in my previous life, so I couldn’t possibly know everything there was to know about farming. However, my farm had become so successful that father even said I should be paying him land rent starting next summer. He laughed as if he was joking, but even if he was serious, I thought paying him land rent would be quite justified. I did after all, have the biggest and most fertile farmland in the entire barony.




  I shared my secrets with the peasants, of course. I wasn't at all selfish. However, I could tell they only politely did as I suggested because I was the daughter of the baron. Of course, that was to be expected. Who would seriously listen to an 8 year old girl's advice on farming? To them, my friends and I must've looked like we were merely playing with dirt, like most children.




  My friends or my workers, depending on your point of view, still work with their parents. Since I was the daughter of the baron, their parents had to allow their children to accompany me. Otherwise, I'd probably be doing this on my own since no adults would play dirt with a little girl, even if she was the only daughter of the baron.




  All that changed when I stacked what appeared to be enough food to feed the whole town for at least half a year in the town square at the end of spring. It was so much and so unexpected that the lone peddler had to come back in three weeks instead of once per season. By the time he came back three weeks later, it was time for wheat harvest. He had to hold off purchasing my grains because he didn't have enough goods to barter with.




  Unlike the modern world, coinage wasn't in daily use. As payment for labour, the peasants were paid in foodstuff, such as grains or a portion of the harvested crops. The peasants rarely held as much as a few small copper coins for their entire life. Then again, even those copper coins were rarely in use in backwater places such as the Barony of Mruna. We traded mostly through barter. Only big cities like Renus and the kingdom's capital of Forlend use coins in their daily lives.




  So because of the large amount of grain unsold, I had to build my own granary on my land to store all the wheat grains and other crops that I couldn't sell. It just kept adding up with every season. Maybe I should cut down on all this farming, but what to do with all the peasants who came begging for work?




  *Felicia's Personal Diary, Age 8*




  
Chapter 2
Let’s Start A Revolution!




  Hi everyone, it's your favourite reincarnated Lady Felicia again. How are you all doing? Me? I'm doing good, well, a little dusty, though.




  See, I'm currently at the closed off tin mine at the far western border of the barony. With the heavier dependence on iron these days, the value of tin, which was used mostly in bronze wares, had fallen so low that father considered it was too expensive to run. So he had it closed off.




  It was a good business decision. If something's not working out, better to stop it and focus on something else. If I knew what father knew, I would likely do the same too. Fortunately, I came from the modern world. I knew a lot more than he did. Guhehehe.




  I was originally Malcolm Stokes, born and raised in Cornwall. I died in Cornwall too, hit by a truck while walking home from a pub. So how did I become Lady Felicia Belphere Metrune of the Barony of Mruna?




  Maybe you forgot, but I reincarnated. Yes, I reincarnated into a girl. On my 6th birthday, I suddenly received all the memories of my 29 years old previous life. It put me into a week-long coma. Apart from having my tiny young head crammed full of memories from my previous life though, I was fine.




  With that knowledge, I set out to improve the barony in my own way.




  The first step was agricultural revolution. I aimed to improve the farming practices in the barony and improve food production in our mostly infertile farmlands. It was a little too successful, so much so that one could call it an oversight. I alone produced almost as much food as the whole barony put together after three years of hard work. Unfortunately much of it was sitting idle in my personal granary, becoming bait for mice. The lone peddler who came to this isolated barony didn't have enough goods to barter with me. In summer, he came back and purchased my grains with gold, but he still didn't have enough gold to purchase all that I had offered. Still, because of that, I had 30 gold coins that I kept in my stash under lock and key.




  Gold coins are what high ranking nobles and royals use. Silver coins are what people normally use for high volume or high value purchases. Generally people would use the copper coins, either the small copper (copper coin with a circular hole) or the big copper (single sheet copper coin). For the majority of the rural areas though, none of these coins were in use, people traded through barter and job payments were paid in foodstuff.




  The second step was talent development. The first one to receive my private tutoring was of course my lifelong best friend, Lilicia. She was already being taught reading and writing by her mother, our maid Suin. What I did, was teaching her maths, general knowledge as well as other knowledge generally only reserved for nobility and wealthy freemen. Next I taught the same subjects along with modern farming knowledge to Lemy, another of my childhood friends. I intended for him to be the supervisor of my farm, but after three years of watching him work on my farm, I believed that he might've been destined for something greater. I wouldn't call him a genius, but he had a flair for management and administration, perhaps even a talent for it. It made me feel that I might one day have to let him go. Together with my three other childhood friends, the insecure girl Serin, the slow-witted brute Somme and the short-tempered boy Gani, these five made up the first of my farmhands.




  Father probably intended for these five people to be my loyal retainers in the future, but he likely didn't expect them to spend much of their training on farming instead. Father still didn't neglect their martial training, though. So in this sense, they were more like warrior farmers instead of common peasants. Even Lili and Serin were taught how to wield daggers, swords and how to test for poison. I didn't think they needed to go as far as testing for poison in my food by eating it themselves, but father and Sir Mosro believed that it was absolutely essential for them to know the taste, smell and texture of poison so that they could protect me better.




  Mother, while watching them eat poison for the sake of training, just made a small smile and said, “Oh my, oh my.”




  Mother was so unhelpful.




  Anyway, I also ended up training Somme's 8 year old little brother Gonne. The moment I looked at him, I could tell that Gonne hid inside him cleverness and yearning for a different life. I could tell that he was greatly dissatisfied with being born as a peasant’s son. So I also took him under my wing and taught him reading & writing, maths and bookkeeping. I was expecting him to become a successful merchant who would owe me a life debt one day.




  Look at me, only 9 years old and already a scheming little bitch. >_<




  Anyway, my third step was turning the barony into a fully industrial area. This was mostly because with the success of my farm, I attracted the attention of many undernourished peasants begging me for work. Not only the peasants from Mruna, some of them came from another barony altogether. Some even came from as far as the duchy capital of Renus and the neighbouring kingdom of Wamor. I would have loved to help, they were Forlendians too, but I didn't need ten people working the same field. I had the irrigation ditches and the oxen-driven deep-ploughs and seed drills for that. Regardless, I couldn't just refuse.




  So I started a paper industry. I bet this is expected by those of you who read a lot of stories concerning time travel to the middle ages. You need to remember though, that this isn't medieval Europe. Paper-making process has been known in this region for at least 100 years, probably extending to 200 years in some other regions. The process for making paper is an involved process. It essentially makes paper an expensive commodity, though not as expensive as parchment or papyrus. My operation however, aimed at producing affordable paper which is thin enough to be used as wrapping paper. In comparison, all of the other paper factories in this region produce thick, hard, cardboard-like paper made of flax fibre and wood dust.




  Okay, so I'm hearing some voices clamouring for a printing press. There's a reason why nobody has attempted that yet. It's because our writing system is fairly complex. Unlike English, we have 34 different 'strokes' and each stroke adds together to make a word. If I want to make a printing press, I will have to make 479 different print heads, that's how many words we have in common use. If you want to compare it to Earth's writing system, it's similar to Chinese Hanyu or Japanese Kanji. To understand more, please refer to the example below.




  ––––––––




  [image: image]




  See how hard it would be?




  Not long after starting my paper business, I found an iron ore deposit in the rocky patch about five miles west of the town while looking for a rumoured herd of wild horses to drag back to my farm. I didn't find the horses, but I did find a lot of iron ore. It seemed father knew of it, but didn't have the resources to fully make use of it except for small scale open field mining at the start of every winter.




  With the discovery of the large iron deposit, I started the building of a steel foundry as well. We already had a town blacksmith, but he dealt in wrought iron products. Wrought iron is soft and not very good as armour or weapons, though people make do with it since there is no better alternative. Unfortunately nobody knew how to make a steel foundry. Even I could barely recall the basic setup of an open hearth steel foundry. It was possible that the particular knowledge was knocked off my brain when I reincarnated. So although the structure itself was built quickly, there was no furnace to put inside it.




  Unrelated to that, I then started exploring the area around my land while getting a breath of fresh air. It was during one of these explorations that I found out about the tin mines and I figured, great, this will definitely solve one of my worrying problems. What problem you ask? Food spoilage, of course. I doubt I need to mention canning and its value in a medieval society, where these is no method of refrigeration.




  So maybe someone’s wondering how was it that a 9 year old girl could afford to build all of these? And if a 9 year old girl could afford to build all these, why didn't my father the baron build it in the first place? Without going into long explanations, the answer is actually pretty simple.




  I need to state again that we don't use coins here. Payment consists of grains, mostly barley or rye, with wheat normally being valued higher. With the success of my farm, I had these in excess. In a way, one can say that I'm currently richer than father. It isn't like father is incompetent, it is simply that father is a knight. How much would a common knight know about farming or mining?




  “My lady, would you like to stand a little farther away? Your dress is getting dusty,” Lili suggested as she pulled my hand.




  I looked at the dust that collected at the hem of my dress. "You're right, let's move aside a bit. Mother will cry if she sees my dress in this state."




  “There's not even a need for you to be here, my lady.”




  “I need to see how much tin we have. But I guess you're right, we'll go back after Somme returns with the tin ore.”




  Somme returned half an hour later, carrying with him a basket filled with mostly tin ore and some trace minerals. From what he said, it seemed like I had enough tin for what I had in mind for at least 100 years with current mining practices. That was an estimate for that mine alone. There could have been other tin deposits nearby, but I had no need for so much tin.




  ******




  As with middle age Europe, this land wasn't free from conflict. One day father returned from a meeting with Duke Melstad, to whom we swear fealty, and relayed to us a disturbing story. It seemed that the neighbouring kingdom of Surfes was gearing up for war. And our king, His Majesty King Lodris The Second, believed that Surfes's target would likely be us, judging from generations of conflict across our border for one reason or another. Nobody even remembered why we started fighting against each other, but I guess men just didn't need a reason to fight. No matter which world you go to, wars will always be a common occurrence.
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