Runesmith 35

Chapter 35 Crafting a ladle.

Basic Forging [ Temporary ], Basic Smithing Mastery[ Temporary ], Basic Runecraft [ Temporary ] Gained

Roland put the crafting instructions to the side, he had gained the knowledge about how to craft a
blacksmith’s ladle that was used in forging. He didn’t think that something like this would be his first
piece of work. He also needed to inscribe a rune on the metal tool before he could consider it finished.

He looked at the tool rack and started picking out the tools and resources that he would need for this
task. He didn’t come unprepared, he had gone through many crafting textbooks. He even examined how
the other smiths were doing their work while out in the city.

He even tried paying a few to give him some lessons but they weren’t willing to show him their trade
secrets. They mistakenly thought that he was someone spying from another smithy. Roland didn’t want
to ask the Manager for help so he settled for only watching from afar. That didn’t last for long as he was
removed after being spotted after a couple of days.

He nodded to himself while he started placing the items and tools that he would require to forge this
ladle. First came the blacksmith’s hammers which were the staple of the craft. Next came a pair of
shears meant for cutting thinner pieces of metal. A punch to make the holes that he could then attach
the round ladle end with, rivets and some other things. He managed to find everything in this small
smithy.

He gazed at the tools on the table one more time, it was time to get to work. First, he needed a thinner
piece of sheet metal, he grabbed the resource from the side and started cutting. He realized why
strength was such an important stat for a blacksmith even cutting this was quite strenuous as the metal
sheet wasn’t all that thin.

He managed to make an almost perfect circle but it wasn’t quite there. He placed it into a vice, then he
took out a large file to smoothed it out. After he was finished he placed it to the side next he grabbed a
swage block.

This tool was mostly a heavy block made from iron or steel. It had various holes in different shapes and
sizes. The one that he grabbed was already prepared beforehand as it was a cupping swage design used
for spoons and ladles. He also grasped tongs as the forge would finally be going to be used, the
previously cut out circle needed to be heated up.

He had to concentrate now as fire was involved, keeping it controlled was a must. Too little heat and the
metal would be too hard to forge and more prone to cracking. Too much heat and he would burn or
melt the metal making it useless in the process. The amount of oxygen in the fire was also important as
too much air lead to increase oxide which was also known as ‘scale’

This he needed to avoid. The fire temperature and oxygen control played a huge role in how easily a
blacksmith could forge. The type of fire a blacksmith got also relied on the type of fuel he was using.
Charcoal, wood, and even magic fire which was considered the best as it burned at a more stable rate.
Luckily the fire he was working with here was magical and he didn’t need to light it up himself.
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He opened up the forge and made sure to hold the metal piece with the tongs snuggly. If the tongs
didn’t hold the metal tightly, the metal could become a very hot, very dangerous projectile when
hammering it. He placed the heated metal on the cupping swage that was on the anvil and got to work.

Roland held the round piece of metal with his tongs. His other hand was now holding a rounding
hammer and he began dishing out hammer blows. He started from the center of the circle and
continued working his way out in a spiral pattern. He worked with overlapping hammer blows as he
smoothed the base of the ladle into a rounder shape.

This took him some time, this was the first time he was crafting as a smith. Luckily his dexterity also
played a moderate role in this so he was able to land the blows in all the correct places. The
blacksmithing skills were also helping him out with what he was supposed to be doing. He managed to
finish up with this part and moved onto the next one, for the next step he needed an iron rod.

This would be the handle and would probably require the most hammering work. He heated it up once
again in the furnace and began tapering one of the ends on the far side of the anvil with full-face
hammer blows until the taper was at the length that he wanted it.

One of the basics of blacksmithing were the types of hammer blows. They varied based on how a
blacksmith was hammering the metal in relation to the anvil: full-faced, half-faced, and shearing. All of
these blows could be done on any part or edge of the anvil as well as at any angle to isolate and fuller
the metal.

With a full-faced blow, the metal is fully pinched between the hammer and anvil. Such a blow was used
to taper, draw, and smooth the steel. With a half-faced blow, the metal was forged only partially on the
anvil to either create a shoulder in the metal or to protect another area from being forged. A half-faced
blow could also be used to fuller and isolate metal more efficiently. With a shearing blow, the hammer
does not hit the anvil at all. It is used to bend steel and could be done over the edge of the anvil, the
horn, or on some other tool.

He started curling the end of the handle’s taper over the rounded far edge of the anvil. Then he began
shaping it which was also called scrolling. He did it by holding the rod flat on the anvil and continued
hammering back towards himself. This would give the handle a nice curved shape and was apparently a
requirement for this type of ladle.

His hand started to get tired and his stamina points were going down. He continued bending the handle
until it managed to turn into a proper scroll. He then continued by bending the end further
approximately 45 degrees to one side over the far side of the anvil to create a ring at the end. He placed
the little loop in the anvil’s spike and finished up the handle shape with some more hammer strikes
before quenching it.

With the handle now finished he moved onto the other end to which the oval ladle would be attached
too. The sounds of a hammer hitting on metal continued while Roland sweated, after some time he
managed to finally get the other end into a somewhat good shape, now he needed to punch some holes
through it.

The tool for this was also called a punch and it did just that. It was just something that looked like a
larger nail but was more spherical and with a flat or round spot to hammer at the end. With a couple of



well-placed blows, he had two nicely shaped holes for the rivets he was going to use. He also needed to
do the same for the ladle part as he needed the rivets to go through both of those parts.

He assembled the ladle and handle together as they were now ready for the rivets. This was the most
common way to fasten two parts together as a regular blacksmith. Welding was possible with some
runic equipment but it drained a lot of mana so it was limited to high-level people.

He was lucky enough that this virtual smithing workshop came with premade rivets so he wouldn’t have
to make them himself. He placed the ladle ‘head’ on the outside of the anvil with the handle resting over
it. The rivets were heated up before the hammering process.

He looked at his creation and frowned a bit, it did look somewhat like a ladle but it wasn’t finished quite
yet. If this was the regular blacksmith class that would be it but he still needed to place the lesser fire
resistance rune on it.

Roland turned to the hourglass and could tell that it was already more than half empty. Smithing took a
lot longer than scribing and this was something that he realized. Now came the runecraft, this process
was not that similar to the scribing one. Magic ink wouldn’t be required but he still needed to use the
hammer he was provided with.

What he needed for it was his full attention and a lot of mana. Runecrafting or inscribing just consisted
of forcing your mana into the desired object. The process was a lot rougher than scribing though as you
needed to transfer your mana via hammer strikes to the metal. The metal needed to be softened by
heating it up. You could try forcing your mana directly without a hammer but this was a lot harder, it
also demanded a massive amount of mana and concentration.

The runecrafting skill changed the properties of your mana slightly and allowed it to seep into the metal
by force. It was finally time, there would be no second chance to do this and he knew it. Even if he was
able to inscribe the rune fast he wouldn’t be able to reforge this ladle in time again.

‘Here goes nothing...’

He even considered praying to Solaria for a moment before placing his hand on the handle. The whole
item was heated up once more, the color shifted from dark to red quite fast. He wouldn’t be hitting the
tool hard enough to make it bend. He just needed to transfer his energies into it and forge the rune
structure.

The hammer he was holding started glowing as he moved it above his head and slammed it down. The
ladle shook slightly and mana seeped into it while creating some of the magical runic pathways and
components in the process. Just by the first hit, he noticed that this would be really hard. His mana
points dropped by a staggering number and he barely started.

He repeated the process several times, each time he struck the iron object blue sparks of magical energy
flew. The runic symbols started appearing on the handle bit by bit as he continued. He finally stopped
after one of the runes was practically finished, half of his mana pool already gone at this point.

He finally understood why unless you were a tier 2 class you had practically no chance of doing a thing
like this. Even with his oversized mana pool, he was already running low. Luckily the process of
runecrafting could be broken up as the mana pathways weren’t created by magic ink. He looked to the



hourglass and waited, he needed to recover his mana before continuing. If his mana dropped too far he
would have trouble concentrating and he could even pass out.

When more than three-quarters of the sand was gone he resumed his work. The first part of the rune
was done which was responsible for the fire portion. He still needed to inscribe the one that was meant
for resistance and also cover the whole ladle with thin magical pathways. Unless he placed the traces
over the whole length the item would not function correctly.

The sand continued to run out and he started feeling dizzy. Even while waiting and having recharged
some of his lost mana he was slowly reaching his limit. He needed to dip into his reserves even more. His
face became pale and he felt like someone was inserting nails into both his ears but he continued
hammering.

Ladle of lesser fire resistance [Lesser: Lowest, High ]

He managed to last till the end without passing out and received a strange rating for his item. It had
both the lowest and high grade. The lesser part was probably the rank of the item which was low due to
it just being a plain iron ladle. There was probably one reason for this type of rating, the rune he forged
was of high quality but the ladle as an item was barely passable.

He was brought back to his room after managing to pass his second-tier 1 class change. He was now a
Runic Blacksmith. Before he could celebrate though he had to grab his waste bin. He placed his entire
head into it before puking his supper out into it. His mana had dropped all the way to 1%.

He quickly wobbled over to his spatial bag and pulled out a mana potion which he promptly drank. It
tasted terrible but it was just the thing he needed in a matter of minutes he managed to recover over
200 points of mana which took care of his migraine. He crawled over to his bed that had improved
within the year as he had switched to a more expensive residence.

‘Will all of these special class changes be like this?’

He barely passed the scribe class change and it was the same with this one. This was the punishment for
crossing over tiers, his stats weren’t quite up to par. He already was fearing what a tier 2 class change
would have in store for him as he was barely making it through tier 1’s.

Basic Forging
[Passive Skill]

Unlocks the basics of forging to the blacksmith class. Aids in managing the forge, crafting, and spotting
imperfections in created items.

Basic Smithing Mastery

[Passive Skill]

Increases the proficiency with all basic blacksmithing tools like hammers.
Basic Runecraft

[Skill]



Unlocks basic runecraft which allows inscription of magical runes on various items.

Runic Blacksmith

[Class]

Increases stamina by 15% and mana by 10%. Lowers mana consumption while inscribing runes.

He checked out his skills and what the bonus for the runic variant of the Blacksmith class would be. The
usual blacksmith bonus was only to increase the stamina, he was even getting a boost to his mana.

The bonus related to inscribing runes was similar to the scribe class but it probably didn’t work on the
spell scrolls anymore. He also lost the mana regeneration bonus that class was giving him. Roland would
have to test out which class was better for crafting later as he could switch his secondary class once a
day.

He was tired, he barely made it through this class change. If he didn’t have both of his classes and his
large mana pool he would never have made it through. The only thing he wanted to do now was sleep.
In the morning he would go talk to his boss and ask for a place to train his craft. He was a bit dejected
about how bad he was, he was barely able to make a crude spoon...

“What, already?”
“Yeah, don’t worry I'll keep making scrolls just like the contract stated.”

It was the next day and Roland was looking at a surprised Gnome. Not a day after he talked with his
elven worker about this youth’s quick progress he had already managed to change classes. He wanted to
examine him with his skill but the trinket that he lent him even worked on someone of his caliber.

“Give me a few days... I'll see what | can do.”

The manager didn’t have any reason to deny Roland. He was still a promising worker and if he could
craft more things then it would be good for his business. Still, it was a shame that he was going to take
time off scribing to create crude blacksmith tools. He was still unaware of Roland’s special class.

‘Think there was an unused small warehouse, could give it to the kid...’

The manager thought to himself. He had promised in the contract to provide Roland a place to work but
it didn’t say how well equipped it had to be. The kid could just spend his own money to get the more
expensive stuff or just buy the materials from his store. He would just provide the bare minimum iron
tools.

While the new place was being prepared Roland headed out. He knew how this gnome operated as he
wouldn’t even give him a good deal on the materials. The thing he was mostly interested in now, was
runic equipment. He needed to get some rune diagrams designed for wearable gear instead of the runic
spells this time around.



Finally, his life as a smith had begun. He just needed to stick with it and work hard. With time he would
probably be able to match the newbie runesmiths. If he could earn money making flame resistant
spoons was still out for debate.

Chapter 36 Getting a workshop.

Roland gave out a yawn and moved his head to the side. His dome was sticking out from under a blanket
and he could feel a cold breeze coming in through the window. He rose up and stretched while yawning,
his eyes still a bit sluggish. He had gained some form of freedom through the years but he still was
somehow used to getting up early in the morning.

This day was going to be slightly different than the rest. The new workshop that he was promised was
going to be opened today. He was going to work there now instead of going to Exeor’s Magic Emporium.
As he was now a runic blacksmith he needed more space to practice his smithing related skills.

The manager had delivered on his promise and he would move to the new workshop today. He was
going to live there as well, He wouldn’t need this inn’s room anymore. The place he was going to work in
had a smaller space for a bedroom where he could spend the night in. He wouldn’t get it for free
though, he would pay rent and still need to produce the minimum number of ten spell scrolls a week.

He wasn’t happy about the workload increase as he wanted to get his smithing skills into higher levels.
His scribing skills couldn’t be leveled up further, the higher tier skill was only unlocked after getting a tier
2 advanced runic mana scribe class. Still, making runic scrolls was his only way of making a living at least
for now. If he managed to create some runic weapons, he figured that the gnome manager would
exchange them for the scrolls as they brought in more money.

This was also why they were a lot harder to make. He realized this when he was changing classes and
inscribing his first rune. The sheer amount of mana used for even a lesser rune was astronomical. The
mana he spent on that one fire resistant ladle was enough for him to create five common fire arrow
spells. He couldn’t even finish it in one go and needed to wait for his mana to regenerate. If he tried it in
one go he would have probably passed out from the splitting headache.

He got up from bed and got dressed, he wore his usual robe with some casual clothes underneath. He
didn’t wear the gambeson armor this time as it was too thick. It was fine to wear outdoors as it was cold
there. Inside on the other hand it just made him sweat a lot. He had also exchanged his spatial bag for a
larger model, he could fit three times as much into this one. Carrying all of his baggage and resources
was now finally possible.

After clearing out the room he returned the key to the innkeeper. The man didn’t react much as having
old tenants leave was a common occurrence. He was over 12 years of age now and he would be getting
a place of his own already. His plans of starting his own business were looking bright but he wasn’t sure
if the council that ruled this place would allow him to open up his own store just yet. Even now he would
only work at the building he was given but it would be closed and function only as a place for crafting.

He pushed the inn door open and walked out without looking behind. He decided to take a stroll
through the city instead of paying for a carriage. It wasn’t that cold outside as it was summer season
now. There were many other people walking back and forth, even though it wasn’t that cold he still saw
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smoke coming out of many chimneys. The familiar clinging of metal on metal was heard by him as he
continued towards his destination.

His plan was to find a regular job at a smithy when he came to this city. A person to guide his progress
would probably speed up everything. Luckily in a world where you gained skills, repetition could replace
a good master. There were enough smithing manuals to refer too, the hard part was the inscribing of
runic symbols. After the trial, he had thought about something that would lessen the strain.

He continued walking through the city, the further he went the less glamorous looking the city became.
He already realized that the gnome wouldn’t be handing out anything for free and the new ‘workshop’
was located in the lower parts of the city. This was where most of the poor people lived. He knew that
the place he would be getting wouldn’t be anything special.

‘Yeah, expected this much...’

He thought to himself while looking at the address, just as in his past world the houses did have
numbers and street names. What he was looking at was an old stone building with a wooden gable roof.
There seemed to be an attic with a single round window there. It didn’t have any glass in it and was
nailed shut by some wooden planks.

There was someone standing in front of the building and he quickly walked over to Roland. It was a large
individual that looked like some kind of worker.

“You Roland?”
Roland nodded and also showed a scrap of paper that the gnome manager gave him to the man.
“Everything seems to be in order, the place is yours.”

The man was fast to leave after seeing the introduction letter, he was just here to give the youth the
keys and make sure that no one ransacked it before the new owner moved in.

Roland looked at the person disappearing into the distance before turning around. He looked at the
shabby building and went in. It was a lot larger than he expected and when he walked in he knew the
reason why.

This wasn’t a regular house, no this was probably a small warehouse. It had a two stories tall storage
area and a small office, this office was also what was going to be his living quarters.

There was a loading platform in front of the warehouse to help load and unload the goods from carts
and wagons. For heavier goods, there should be a simple hoist above the warehouse door but there was
none. There might have been a crane that you operated on the catwalk but it wasn’t there anymore
either.

Most of the space of this building was kept for storage. This gave ample room for the various smithing
utensils. Right in the middle was the large anvil, it looked quite old and heavy to lift. By the wall, there
was the heart of the smithy, the forge with a bellows connected to it that would allow him to infuse
more air into it. This one used coal as fuel and looked quite banged up. There were some iron tools
thrown into the corner, after going through them he noticed that some were even rusty.



He firstly sorted them out, bringing all the hammers in one spot while the various tongs were placed by
the forge in an orderly fashion. A vice and a workbench was there, even a grindstone for sharpening, the
gnome was true to his word and had procured all the basics for him to start.

He moved his gaze to the rest of his ‘new’ workshop. The whole place was dusty and cobwebs were
hanging from the ceiling. No one had lived in here for quite some time, the reason why this warehouse
building wasn’t being used was unknown to him. He could only theorize that it was either too old or in a
bad location.

“I need to clean this place up...”

In these kinds of situations, he wished he was a real elemental mage. He could produce water via magic,
if he wanted to do that now he would need to use a costly magic scroll. He needed water and some rags,
there were wells spread through the city for these reasons. He started thinking that maybe he should
hire someone to fetch things like this for him at a later occasion. The manager had said something about
an assistant but after getting the smithy, he didn’t want to ask for more, at least not yet.

It took him fifteen minutes to come back with two buckets of water and then the cleaning started. It
took him quite a bit of time to get his sleeping quarters cleaned first. Scrubbing old uneven wood that
wasn’t painted was quite a hassle. Mold was everywhere, the shabby windows were letting the cold air
in, and going up onto that catwalk seemed like an accident waiting to happen.

Roland dropped dead on his new bed after cleaning the whole place and somehow getting everything in
order. He was already rethinking his approach of starting a solo career, maybe working in someone
else’s workshop would be less of a hassle. Then the memories of his old life where he was forced by his
old boss to work overtime each day resurfaced. This brought back his stubborn side and he quickly
decided to power through this small setback.

Luckily it was a warmer part of the year and the night went past without much of a problem. A new bed
that he wasn’t used had caused him not to be well-rested. This was still a marked building under the
umbrella of Exeor, so he didn’t fear that he would be ransacked in the future. The thieves and bandits in
this city mostly evaded the businesses run by the council members.

On the next day, he was finally ready to work. He had bought some bronze ingots for this occasion along
with some iron ones, besides those he also had other materials. There was an old smelter here, he just
needed to make some molds for it. He would mostly use bronze and iron for the time being. Even
though iron was still a bit hard to inscribe runes on, it was good to train his smithing skills on.The bronze
would be used for the next phase which was runecraft.

Bronze had a lower melting point than iron. He believed that it would also be easier to inscribe runes
onto it. He finally started up the forge, he wasn’t planning on doing anything out of the ordinary, just
some nails. He had read from the books and just making those would count as experience and towards
his tool-related skills.

He would be making these nails from iron this time around. He had a 1 cm wide iron stock for this, which
was just a plain long iron rod. He also had a slightly rusty nail header. This tool had a small hook on one
side and a rounder flat end on the other with a hole going through it. It was also used for riveting. The
last tool was a hardy hot cut tool with which he would use to cut the heated rod.



First, he used his ember spell to start a fire and waited for the coals to reach a high enough
temperature. The rod he was using was long enough for him to hold it with his hands but he still used
some gloves for added safety. When the metal turned red he brought it over to the anvil and started
hammering it. Only the tip of the rod was on the anvil as he only needed to taper a small length that
would be the nail.

After getting the tip into the correct nail shape he firstly put it through the nail header to see if it fit.
After this, he placed the hardy tool on the anvil and the hot part of the rod against it. He started
hammering it over and over again while twisting it around. He left a small part intact and didn’t fully cut
through it as the nail header would be used to twist it off.

He placed the rounded part of the nail header onto the anvil where a special circular hole was. With the
almost complete nail now in the nail header and on the anvil, he started hammering the top. Soon the
nail took its final shape and he dropped it to the side.

He raised an eyebrow at the amount of experience that he got from this. This was the minimum you
could get for any kind of action, with this being his third tier 1 class this probably wasn’t the best way to
level up.

‘Glad that | haven’t really made that many schematics of the item related runes.’

He gave out a sigh after seeing the meager experience that he received. He was happy that he managed
to make something that wasn’t graded as ‘lowest’ at least. He continued making those nails until there
was no more stock to work with. He didn’t manage to level up any of his blacksmith skills just yet, if he
did after making some crude nails then it would have been far too easy.

He continued practicing making nails while taking some downtime and creating some spell scrolls. He
still needed to keep the minimum up or even more. He now had a workshop and he would need to
spend money on new materials. The nails that he was making were too small for rune inscribing at least
for the time being. He would either smelt them down into something else or use them to hang out more
tools on the walls.

After a full day of making tools his basic smithing mastery reached level 2, he even received a bonus
point in strength for it. His basic forging didn’t go up quite yet, he would probably need to start smelting
and working the forge more for that.

Before the day ended he decided to perform one more test. He had gotten himself a slightly thicker
metal plate that was made from bronze and one also made from iron. He brought them over to the
workbench. He placed his hand on the bronze plate first and activated his runecrafting skill. He wanted
to test if he could do this without heating the metal up and without a hammer.

His fingers glowed blue and his mana seeped into the bronze. He could instantly tell that this wouldn’t

be going his way. He continued for a whole minute but then stopped and glanced at the piece of metal
with a frown on his face. Even on something like bronze, this would take forever. His mana points were
halved and maybe one-tenth of the first lesser rune was there.

He could regenerate this lost mana but the less of it he had the slower the regeneration process
became. If he dipped into his reserves and burned through 90% of his mana it would take him about two
hours to regenerate it. At 50% the time would be halved and above 70% it was even faster. This was also



why most mages didn’t cast many spells if they didn’t have to and tried keeping their mana high at all
times.

He stopped himself from dumping more than 50% of his mana into this bronze plate. He sat down and
meditated a bit to get his mana regeneration churning. After getting back to 100% he resumed but this
time with a hammer. His hammer blows struck the heated up bronze plate and seeped inside its
structure. He felt that this was already a lot easier than working with iron. The mana usage was lowered
as there was less resistance in the material for him to work with.

He looked at his creation. He wasn’t able to create the highest rating for the rune quite yet. As a scribe
making this lesser spell would have been a cakewalk. Here on the other hand he was barely able to
make one at the high grade while using most of his mana.

This wasn’t the purpose of this test though. He grabbed the bronze plate with the long name and
poured some of his remaining mana into it. The moment he activated the runic spell structure an orb of
red light appeared above it. It continued to glow while he powered it with his mana. He placed it back
on the anvil after deactivating the spell and started to examine it.

‘The spell structure is still in place, nothing out of the ordinary.’

He picked it up again and made the orb appear again with a slight grin on his face. He had managed to
make a reusable spell, he was now able to do it. This opened up new possibilities, he wouldn’t be limited
to one use spell scrolls anymore.

‘I need to perform more tests!’

He needed to know how thin he could make the metal plate before the runic spell became unstable. He
needed to test how fast the spell deteriorated as he knew that these items had a shelf life. His mind was
already thinking ahead, he wanted to deck himself out with full runic armor. This would have to wait
though as he had trouble even making iron nails.

Roland wasn’t in a rush, he had enough time for everything. The day turned into night and people could
hear the sound of metal hitting other metal. An orange light was seen through the cracks in the
warehouse along with a cone of smoke gushing out of the chimney. A new part of life had started for
Roland and it was a lot sooner than he had expected. What he could achieve with this class was still
unknown but he would slowly figure it out.



