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      Prologue


      After seeing Sylvester off to the Archduke Conference, Karstedt headed to the High Bishop’s now-vacant room. Together with Ferdinand, he took all of the criminal evidence from inside before sealing off the room.


      Then, they proceeded to discuss Rozemyne and the fake backstory they would use for her in greater detail; it would have been a bit of a stretch to use the one Sylvester had improvised on the spot. The idea was to say that Karstedt would let the archduke adopt his beloved daughter for her own protection since, like her mother, she had been born with an enormous amount of mana. But mana alone wasn’t enough to earn one the prestige of joining the archducal family. They needed one more push.


      Ferdinand tapped a finger against his temple, deep in thought. “Perhaps we can use the fruits of her workshop. Rozemyne, pitying the horrific state of the orphanage, gave the orphans food and work. Her dedication and novel business ideas drew the attention of the archduke,” he proposed.


      “Weeping over the orphans and then saving them by providing food and work, hm? That’s practically the work of a saint,” Karstedt murmured, leading Ferdinand to nod in satisfaction.


      “Ah yes, a saint indeed. That should do just fine. And if we add on some embellished tales of Rozemyne’s feats, it should be easy to justify giving her the position of High Bishop... What? Karstedt, do not give me that look. There is nothing dishonest about this. Rozemyne truly did create her workshop to save the orphans. Her ultimate goal may have been to reach a point where she could read books without a care, but that does not change the noble results brought about by her efforts.”


      Karstedt had heard from Ferdinand that Rozemyne had established a workshop in the orphanage, but after meeting the girl himself, it had been hard to think of her as being anyone capable of something that great.


      “As you know, she is skilled in granting large-scale blessings, and as long as she does not speak off-script, she should look just like a saint,” Ferdinand continued. “All she needs to do is what she did when healing the earth during the trombe extermination mission.”


      As he thought back to the healing, Karstedt recalled that Rozemyne had stunned every knight who was present by showing her overwhelming amount of mana—a display that appeared even more impressive because she had immediately followed up Shikza’s failed attempt. She was certainly too young to be called a saint, but he couldn’t deny that she looked like one—her flowing midnight-blue hair was well kept, silkier than even the hair of most archnoble girls, and her moon-like golden-yellow eyes were like windows into her emotional heart. She had a pretty face as well, and would no doubt grow up to be a true beauty.


      Rozemyne had pale white skin largely untouched by sunlight, and soft hands that weren’t at all worn down by labor. While this was perhaps simply due to how sickly she was, these were desirable traits rarely seen among commoners. Plus, thanks to Ferdinand educating her, she now moved and spoke so gracefully that it was hard to believe she was a commoner. She wasn’t quite refined enough to pass as an archnoble yet, but it would only be a matter of time.


      ...In any case, the backstory was a little farfetched to say the least. Calling her a saint to convince the nobles that she was worthy wasn’t a bad idea, but she would need to cast a powerful blessing or two to seal the deal.


      As Karstedt nodded to himself, Ferdinand knitted his brow. “That will be enough to justify her accomplishments, but is it not unreasonable to say that you hid her in the temple for fear of your wives’ bullying? Elvira is not foolish, and I find it hard to believe she will cooperate with a cover story like that.”


      “A fair point, but it’s true that Elvira shunned Rozemary.”


      Both Karstedt’s first wife Elvira and second wife Trudeliede had shunned his third wife Rozemary, treating her as a black sheep. The emotional exhaustion this caused was no doubt one of the factors that had led the already-weak Rozemary to collapse.


      “You heard that from Rozemary herself, yes? Did you confirm both sides of the story before passing judgment?” Ferdinand asked, eyeing Karstedt closely. He knew that Karstedt had a tendency to side with Rozemary since she was the victim in this situation.


      “...I have heard that the root cause was antagonism between Trudeliede’s and Rozemary’s families. But Elvira, the most influential person in the family at home, deprived Rozemary of any peace by giving her support to Trudeliede, despite the fact that Rozemary was the one she needed to protect.”


      The dispute had at least been manageable while Elvira was neutral, but everything had fallen apart the moment she picked a side. Karstedt found that frustrating above all else.


      “Did you not ask Elvira why she sided with Trudeliede?”


      “...I did, and she said it was because I always protected Rozemary. But how could I not have when I saw her being insulted? I have no idea why Elvira gave Trudeliede her support,” Karstedt explained, and Ferdinand rubbed his temples with an exasperated expression.


      “If Elvira supported your second wife because you were protecting Rozemary so much, perhaps she was just attempting to maintain balance? I was right; it would be best for us to reveal everything to Elvira in order to earn her support. She will determine everything about Rozemyne’s future in the female side of noble society.”


      The largest female faction in ladies’ society had been the one led by the archduke’s mother, but now that she was gone, the faction that Elvira and Sylvester’s wife were in would take its place. Ladies’ society was not something that men could easily enter, being off-limits even to Sylvester, so joining this faction would be Rozemyne’s best chance at living a peaceful life. But even knowing that, Karstedt couldn’t help but feel apprehensive about asking Elvira for help.


      “...Ferdinand, would you accompany me when I go to explain this to Elvira? Her attitude will change dramatically depending on whether you’re there with me or not.”


      Ferdinand was the archduke’s little brother from another mother, and it was precisely due to his impressive talent that Veronica, the archduke’s mother, had treated him coldly since his birth. Karstedt, however, had not only accepted Ferdinand into the Knight’s Order, but had also gone out of his way to protect him from malice, treating him with as much respect as he would the proper son of an archduke.


      But when the former archduke fell ill and it came time to pick his successor, Veronica’s cruelty only intensified. In the end, Ferdinand declared that he had no interest in becoming archduke and joined the temple instead. But even then he continued to help Sylvester with his work, and supported the Knight’s Order whenever it was lacking in numbers. Elvira frequently lavished him with praise, saying that if not for Lord Ferdinand, Ehrenfest would have collapsed long ago, so her reaction would no doubt vary depending on whether it was Karstedt or Ferdinand who provided the explanation.


      “Very well. Invite me to dinner tomorrow, then. My schedule is packed until tomorrow afternoon.”


      “Alright. That works well for me too, since we of the Knight’s Order still need to conduct our investigation.”


      Karstedt left the temple and returned to the Knight’s Order, where Damuel—who was looking fairly queasy—was being questioned by another knight. He had been carried out of the temple unconscious, but was now sitting up and talking just fine. Apparently, the Order had sent him someone capable of using healing magic.


      “Once Damuel’s questioning is finished, that will be all for today. We will investigate our prisoners tomorrow,” Karstedt declared. As commander of the Knight’s Order, he received a round of crisp salutes in response.


      In the midst of all that, Damuel timidly asked Karstedt a question. “Lord Karstedt... erm... is the apprentice...?”


      “She is fine. You did well protecting her for as long as you did given the disadvantage you were at.” A laynoble like Damuel naturally had much less mana than an archnoble like Count Bindewald, so Karstedt was genuinely impressed by how capable he had shown himself to be.


      At those words, Damuel slumped over in utter, exhausted relief. “I’m honored,” he managed to force out.


      The Knight’s Order dispersed once Damuel’s interrogation was over, and Karstedt headed to the knight dorms to rest. He thought going home unannounced would cause problems since, as far as they were concerned, he was attending the Archduke Conference in the Sovereignty. I’m certainly not doing this to avoid talking to Elvira without Ferdinand, he assured himself, before swinging his hand to retrieve his schtappe and tapping it against a yellow feystone.


      “Ordonnanz,” he said, and the feystone morphed into the shape of a white bird. “Lord Ferdinand will be visiting for dinner tomorrow. Please prepare for his arrival.” Having spoken his message, Karstedt swung his schtappe, mentally ordering the bird to go to Elvira. It returned in no time at all.


      “Oh my, Lord Ferdinand? Say no more,” it said in a bright, eager voice three times before returning to the shape of a stone. Inviting Ferdinand had been a good idea after all.




      The next morning, Karstedt went to interrogate the prisoners. First up was Bezewanst, the High Bishop. Ferdinand had investigated his crimes so thoroughly and down to such a precise detail that Karstedt was honestly exhausted at his persistence. Still, more exasperating than anything was Veronica, who had somehow managed to protect Bezewanst through everything that had happened.


      “I’m surprised she protected you for this long,” Karstedt said. He had been sure that Bezewanst would kick up a fuss and protest upon having his crimes listed out, but all he did was hang his head. It seemed that he was actually devastated that his older sister was going to be punished by Sylvester.


      But in contrast to Bezewanst’s surrender, Count Bindewald seemed intent on maintaining his silence; they would have to use the memory-searching magic tool once Sylvester returned from the Archduke Conference. Karstedt didn’t know whose mana would be most compatible, but he sure didn’t envy whoever had to look through the count’s memories. He just prayed that his own mana color didn’t end up being the one that most resembled Count Bindewald’s.




      “My my, Lord Ferdinand. I thank you ever so much for visiting during this busy time,” Elvira said. She was wearing a smile three times as pleasant as her usual one, and had bundled up her hair in a particularly exquisite style. Karstedt had just returned home with Ferdinand, and while he was more than used to how differently she treated them, he couldn’t help but sigh.


      Once they had finished dinner, Karstedt cleared the room of attendants and looked at Elvira. She returned his gaze, quietly awaiting his words.


      “Erm... Elvira. My... ah... daughter is being baptized this summer.”


      “Oh my. And who might her mother be?” Elvira asked, narrowing her dark eyes as if watching Karstedt’s every move.


      “Ah... Rozemary. It’s the baptism for Rozemyne, the daughter I had with Rozemary.”


      “My my my, now isn’t that something. I don’t believe Rozemary had any children. Her family would never have kept their silence if she had a child. Do you not remember those fools, and the absurd arrogance they developed after their daughter married an archnoble? How they made unreasonable demand after unreasonable demand of us? You will reignite the dispute between Trudeliede’s and Rozemary’s families by doing this,” Elvira said with a glare, reminding him that Rozemary’s relatives had been the initial reason for her being excluded.


      Karstedt started to protest, but Elvira continued, interrupting him. “That whole mess has finally calmed down, and you want to start it up again by introducing a child of hers? I shan’t allow it... Or, I wouldn’t, but given that Lord Ferdinand is here, I can imagine there are some profound circumstances behind all this. I might offer my help depending on what those circumstances are.”


      “You truly are a wise woman, Elvira. I am in need of your assistance, and I humbly ask for your cooperation,” Ferdinand said.


      “Oh my, Lord Ferdinand. You always know just what to say.”


      Ferdinand began to explain the circumstances to Elvira. A talented girl by the name of Rozemyne would be baptized as Karstedt’s daughter, and then adopted by the archduke at the very same baptism. Both he and his elder brother the archduke wanted her to be adopted because they had already confirmed that she would be an enormous boon to the future of Ehrenfest.


      “Conflict will begin anew if Rozemary’s relatives learn of this girl’s existence, so I suggest that we hold the baptism without announcing that she is Rozemary’s child. I shall raise her as her mother, so that she will not bring shame to Karstedt or our family.”


      “That would be enormously helpful, Elvira. It seems that entrusting this to you was the right thing to do all along,” Ferdinand praised.


      Elvira smiled brightly, all traces of sharpness having vanished from her face. As they had all expected, getting Ferdinand to speak to Elvira had proven much more effective than if Karstedt had asked, despite the fact that the latter was her husband.


      “I have been educating her to some degree in the temple, so I do not believe she will be an embarrassment, but it will be up to you to finish the job and make her a proper lady who won’t stand out within the archduke’s villa.”


      “Oh my. You have educated her yourself, Lord Ferdinand?” Elvira asked, her eyes wide. She was likely wondering whether the infamously harsh Ferdinand, who was brutal even to apprentices in the Knight’s Order, was capable of safely raising a child.


      Karstedt understood her feelings well; he too had doubted his ears when he first heard it. Ferdinand must have been raising Rozemyne harshly, judging by how gracefully she moved and how skilled she was at playing the harspiel, but she nonetheless trusted and relied on him. It was the first time Karstedt had ever seen a child become emotionally attached to Ferdinand. He still remembered the utter shock he had felt upon seeing Rozemyne hide behind Ferdinand for protection during the trombe extermination.


      “I educated her because I believed it was necessary for her to be adopted by a noble,” Ferdinand said before beginning to give more details on Rozemyne. “She is a superb assistant when it comes to doing paperwork, and she has an abundance of mana. She has simplistic thinking patterns which makes her easy to deal with, and while she does display a stunning lack of common sense at times, she is not unintelligent. Attempts to educate her will bear fruit. Plus, while she is a fast learner, I am unfortunately incapable of teaching her anything about femininity.”


      “You may leave that to me. I shall raise her properly.”


      With that settled, they began discussing their plans. Karstedt asked Elvira to prepare everything for the baptism—a room for Rozemyne would have to be prepared, and the etiquette instructor who had been teaching their boys would need to be asked to teach her as well. Once everything was ready, Rozemyne would be moved from the temple to the Noble’s Quarter.


      “So I need to prepare rooms and clothes for a girl,” Elvira said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. She had only ever raised boys before.


      I think we’ll be just fine leaving this to her, Karstedt thought, putting a hand to his chest in relief.




      Not long after, Ferdinand sent word to Karstedt that he was beginning his examination of Rozemyne. Karstedt left the ongoing criminal investigation to return to the High Priest’s chambers in the temple.


      “Umm... H-Hello, Father?” Rozemyne awkwardly stammered. Her childish voice made Karstedt break out into a smile; all of his children were boys, some of whom were now even knights, so hearing her calling him “Father” warmed his heart. If Rozemary truly had given him a daughter, perhaps she would have been like this.


      “Rozemyne, you’ll draw suspicion to yourself if you stutter like that,” Karstedt warned.


      Rozemyne let out a groan, then quietly murmured “Father” to herself over and over as practice. Seeing her working so hard to survive in noble society so that she could protect her family made Karstedt let out a heavy sigh.


      Elsewhere, Ferdinand started spreading out a piece of parchment with a magic circle already drawn on it across the floor. He had preemptively cleared the room of attendants.


      Rozemyne peered at the magic circle curiously. “What is this? Does it do something?”


      “It will analyze the flow of your mana. You said before that you couldn’t move without a certain amount of mana filling your body, correct?”


      “...Is such a thing even possible?” Karstedt asked.


      Upon entering the Royal Academy, students acquired a schtappe through which their mana could be directed and were taught to compress the mana within their bodies, but before that, they generally poured their mana into magic tools given to them by their parents. Moving mana required stamina and wasn’t good for the growth of one’s body, so it was widely understood that the less mana kept in your body, the better.


      “There is no mistaking that your physical growth is being stunted by the fact that your body is always full of mana. However, I have never heard of one falling ill from having too little or too much mana inside of them.”


      “What? That’s not normal?” Rozemyne asked in surprise, looking down at her own body.


      “Indeed, it is not. I will be investigating the flow of your mana in part to determine why this is happening.”


      “Wow, you can do that? That’s really impressive,” Rozemyne said, peering at the magic circle and nodding several times, impressed.


      Karstedt, in contrast, was glaring at Ferdinand. Not everyone just carried around magic circles that showed the flow of mana within someone’s body. “That magic circle is used by doctors, isn’t it? Why do you have one?”


      “I made it myself, actually, by modifying a common magic circle used for making magic tools. Though I couldn’t say whether it is the same magic circle that doctors use, and this is the first time I am using it on somebody other than myself.”


      Karstedt was at a loss for words. Whenever Ferdinand wanted something, he always ended up making it on his own, and that alone was leagues beyond what most people could do.


      Ignoring Karstedt’s astonishment, Ferdinand placed four feystones on the circle, one on each of the four cardinal directions, before turning to Rozemyne. “Rozemyne, take off your clothes and shoes, then stand on the circle.”


      “Huh?!”


      “H-Hold on there, Ferdinand!” Karstedt was flabbergasted. Rozemyne was still young, but that wasn’t an order you gave a woman so casually.


      Regardless, Ferdinand remained unfazed, pointing at the magic circle with a flat expression on his face. “We will not be able to do this once she is baptized and adopted by the archduke. This is our only opportunity. Hurry up and do it.”


      Rozemyne looked between Karstedt and Ferdinand, then blushed in embarrassment. “No way. That’s way too embarrassing!” she said, stepping back cautiously.


      While Karstedt pitied her, Ferdinand apparently did not: he just glanced at her and sneered. “I am unsure where this sudden shame is coming from. You were just fine in the bathtub.”


      “What?! Bathtub?!” Karstedt couldn’t believe his ears. She was “just fine in the bathtub”? Did they bathe together? Ferdinand bathed with Rozemyne?! Fixing his gaze on Ferdinand, he asked: “Ferdinand, what in the world did you do to this little girl?”


      Ferdinand’s eyes widened. “D-Do not misunderstand, Karstedt! I am referring to when I observed her memories using the magic tool. I did not bathe with her!” he protested, almost in a panic.


      Karstedt calmly determined that Ferdinand must have been telling the truth, given that his usual blank facade had crumbled almost instantly. But still, who wouldn’t have misunderstood that? Somebody who didn’t know about that magic tool would be convinced that Ferdinand had an interest in young girls. Had Sylvester been here, he would already be gleefully teasing him.


      “Rozemyne, you were completely unperturbed back then! Why are you getting embarrassed now, of all times?!”


      “I mean, at the time, I was so excited about being able to use (shampoo) and (bath salts) after so long... And I couldn’t even see you, so it was like we were just on the (phone) or something, and it was a dream, not reality, so... Anyway! I can’t take my clothes off in front of other people!” Rozemyne protested.


      Karstedt now knew for sure that the bathing scene had arisen in her memories, and that at the time, she hadn’t been bothered by it.


      “I am just examining your body. Is this truly more embarrassing than a bath?”


      “Yes! If you want to call this a medical examination, then bring a doctor to do it!”


      “Can you not just think of me as a doctor? The same thing will happen either way.” Ferdinand was so skilled that he truly could work as a doctor, and his personality was such that he wouldn’t be satisfied unless he examined her himself.


      “Did you not surrender your feminine shame within three days of becoming Myne when you were stripped down by a man you did not consider to be your father? It has been over three days since you’ve become Rozemyne. It is time to surrender once again.”


      “N... N-N... N-No way!” Rozemyne flailed her arms and dashed toward Karstedt, yelling “S-Save me, Lord Karstedt!” She attempted to give Ferdinand a wide berth as he was already standing in between them, but he just effortlessly reached out and grabbed her. “GYAAAH! Let go of me! Gyaaaah!”


      “Fool. How many times have I told you to address Karstedt as ‘Father’? And from this point on, call me by my name when we are outside of the temple,” Ferdinand said dryly, removing the sash and blue shrine maiden robes from the pitifully weeping Rozemyne without an ounce of hesitation. From the side, he looked just like a father punishing a child who was throwing a tantrum. But regardless of how young she was, stripping the clothes off of a woman so forcefully was simply not right.


      Rozemyne, now stripped down to the green dress she had worn during Spring Prayer, looked at Karstedt, then reached out her arms with a desperate look on her face. “Fatheeer! Ferdinand is being a creep!”


      “Do not invite misunderstandings, you foolish girl.” Ferdinand clamped a hand on Rozemyne’s head, squeezing it as she squealed for help.


      Seeing that, Karstedt considered the possibility that they were much closer than he had thought—though perhaps he was simply trying to avoid facing the reality of their situation. Sylvester, speaking in jest after learning of Rozemyne’s immense mana following the trombe extermination mission, had suggested that Ferdinand marry her—and looking at them now, the idea didn’t seem so farfetched.


      As Karstedt pondered that, Rozemyne’s movements began to slow.


      “Ferdinand, I believe you are going a little too far. Rozemyne is breathing heavily.”


      Ferdinand widened his eyes in realization and loosened his grip, creating an opening for Rozemyne to squirm away and leap toward Karstedt. She circled around him, letting out a groan as she hid in the shadow of his cape and angrily glared at Ferdinand. She was like a tiny animal trying hard to appear threatening, and Karstedt couldn’t help but chuckle. Sylvester had been right when he said Rozemyne resembled a shumil—all she had to do was say “pooey” and the image would be complete.


      Ferdinand crossed his arms in frustration and glared at both Karstedt and Rozemyne. His expression made it clear that he was annoyed things were not proceeding according to plan. “Karstedt, as her father, what do you think of Rozemyne’s weakness?” he said, demanding his help in a roundabout way.


      Karstedt compared Ferdinand and Rozemyne. Ferdinand’s forceful methods may have been a bit uncomfortable to watch, but Rozemyne was weak enough that she was more or less on the verge of death at all times. If Ferdinand was able to help, then it was best to do as he said.


      Karstedt hefted Rozemyne up and looked her in the eyes. “Rozemyne, Ferdinand is an expert when it comes to mana. If examining your mana will allow him to discover what potion is necessary to cure you, would it not be wise to let him?”


      “Well, I mean... I guess...” Rozemyne stopped glaring and calmed down, seemingly convinced. She did have the rational mind of an adult, after all—unlike other children, she wouldn’t throw an actual tantrum or stop listening out of spite. All one had to do was be reasonable and explain things carefully to her.


      However, some people did not understand how to be tactful.


      “Karstedt, now! Hold her down!” Ferdinand ordered, speaking in the same tone he would use in the Knight’s Order. As Karstedt instinctively grabbed Rozemyne, Ferdinand quickly strode over, getting behind her and deftly undoing the tiny buttons lining the back of her dress one by one.


      “Hyaaah! Ferdinand, you pervert! Were you a creep this whole time?!”


      “I have no idea what you’re insinuating, but we have no time for this. Hurry up.” Ferdinand finished undoing the buttons and pointed sharply at the curtain around his bed. “Remove your socks behind there. I will be examining your back, so only your torso needs to be bare. ...What is with those defiant eyes? Do you need me to strip your trousers off as well?”


      “No! I’ll take my socks off, okay?! Happy?!”


      “Yes. Do it quickly and waste no more of my time.”


      Rozemyne scampered behind the curtain, all the while glaring at Ferdinand through tear-filled eyes. He seemed completely unmoved by this, but the sight was enough to send a twinge of pain straight through Karstedt. Why did Ferdinand have to be so cruel to such a young girl?


      “You are too cold, Ferdinand. She’s a shy and embarrassed little girl. How many times have I told you to be a little kinder to women?”


      “That would be a waste of time.”


      Ferdinand had been abused by Veronica for his entire childhood, and his mother had offered him no protection whatsoever. The experience was enough to leave him somewhat distrustful of women, so unless he saw a particular advantage to being kind, Ferdinand was always extremely harsh to them. Today was no exception.


      Karstedt couldn’t help but sigh. “As always, you and Sylvester are exactly alike in that you never listen to personal advice, no matter how many times you receive it.”


      “Do not lump me in with him,” Ferdinand said, directing Karstedt an annoyed glare.


      That was when Rozemyne, covering her front with her bundled-up clothes out of embarrassment, came trudging out from behind the curtain on bare feet.


      “Stand on top of this.”


      Ferdinand had made the spread-out magic circle by altering one meant to check the flow of mana in magic tools and detect any irregularities. Rozemyne timidly stepped onto it and turned her back to Ferdinand, who whipped his hand to draw his schtappe before getting onto his knees and lightly tapping the magic circle. Mana began flowing into it, and moments later, the mana-filled magic circle shone red and rose into the air. It went through Rozemyne’s feet and up to her head, making the flowing mana within her shine red as well. Her trousers hid her lower half, but sharp lines were visible on her back and across her arms.


      “Wow! What’s going on?”


      “I told you that I would be looking at the flow of your mana, did I not? Your hair is in the way.” Ferdinand moved her hair aside, looking at Rozemyne’s small back with a frown. Karstedt and Rozemyne could have looked at the flow of mana without him, but Ferdinand was the only one there who could examine the red lines and determine what was wrong with the flow of mana, and where.


      After examining her back for a while, Ferdinand let out a heavy sigh and stood up. He looked down at Rozemyne, rubbing his temples and frowning.


      “I see you have died before. There are clumps of hardened mana within your chest.”

    

  

  
    
      Examination Results and the Noble’s Quarter


      The examination was embarrassing and horrible—so horrible, in fact, that I declared Ferdinand had crossed a line that now made it impossible for me to marry, which I would use as an excuse to refuse a political marriage and stay at home for the rest of my life. But at the end of my examination, Ferdinand told me that I had died before.


      ...Uh huh. That makes sense. I’ve been on the verge of death so many times, I’m sure I would have actually died at least once.


      I accepted it immediately, but Karstedt looked at me in disbelief. “What does he mean by that? You’ve died?”


      “In the past, my mana has overflowed and nearly killed me more times than I can remember; it wouldn’t even surprise me to hear that I’ve died more than once. What I’m more concerned about is the mana being hardened inside of me. I can still move it around, so I don’t really get what you mean when you say it’s hardened.”


      Ferdinand, seeing our shared confusion, continued to rub his temples as he searched for the right words. “Karstedt—when feybeasts die, their mana flows to the organ that usually stores it and hardens. You know this, correct?”


      “Hm? Of course. That’s where feystones come from.” Karstedt nodded like it was the most obvious thing in the world, but I just blinked in surprise.


      Um, what? I don’t know anything about a mana-storing organ. Are the bodies here built differently from the ones on Earth? They look exactly the same, so I assumed they were made exactly the same too, but...


      When cut, we bled. When we cried, tears came out. The whole digestive process was the same, too, so aside from the people here having all sorts of strange hair and eye colors, I had been convinced that our bodies were the same. I hadn’t doubted it for a second, and definitely didn’t know anything about a mana-storing organ.


      “Given that Rozemyne is alive and standing before us today, I believe that rather than completely dying, she revived from a half-dead state. But while she was in that state, her mana returned to her center, where parts of it hardened.”


      Ferdinand drew a number of charts and explained the situation in detail, and judging from where the mana-storing organ was, I could determine that it was probably my heart. That helped me understand that hardened mana was more or less like a person’s arteries getting hardened.


      “I believe that Rozemyne has a poor flow of mana due to the hardened clumps of mana scattered inside of her, and that is the cause of her collapsing. The flow of mana accelerates when she gets excited, but cannot flow properly. I imagine that her body knocks her unconscious to contain her emotions and protect itself,” Ferdinand said.


      “So in other words, she needs to practice containing her emotions. That’s something all nobles have to do either way, so perhaps this is for the best.”


      Apparently me passing out whenever I got too excited was just my body protecting itself, but something as simple as seeing a book room was enough to get me worked up. It was hard for me to imagine ever being able to contain my emotions well enough to stop that from happening.


      “Ferdinand, does that mean it’ll be okay for me to get a little excited if I drain most of the mana from my body?”


      “You should know from experience that you cannot move without mana. I suspect that when you have too little mana, the flow is too weak to push past the hardened clumps, which in turn paralyzes your body. This means you must keep your body filled with a decent amount of mana at all times.”


      Hmm... I was thinking that mana might just be blood, but it does sound a little different. I don’t think that’s how blood works in the human bodies I’m familiar with.


      “Rozemyne, do you know when it was that you died?”


      “What? Umm...”


      When I had first become Myne, I was so weak that cleaning the bedroom was enough to make me collapse, and just walking down to the well outside of our house would leave me exhausted. Myne had always been that weak, so it was possible that the mana had hardened before I became her. In all honesty, I had no idea when I might have died.


      “Mm... I became self-aware inside of Myne when she was five, so probably then? But if you’re telling me that I’m weak because of these mana clumps, then... Well, I’ve been called weak since I was born, so I don’t know when I would have died.”


      “This is your body we are talking about here. Don’t give me that disinterested look.” Ferdinand gave an annoyed frown since he clearly wanted more details, but the date of my death didn’t seem particularly important to me.


      “I mean, does it really matter when I died, or even how many times I died? Right now, I’m alive and well. What’s important to me is whether this can be cured. Can you make a potion to fix this, Ferdinand?” I asked while looking up at him, still not quite used to calling him by his name.


      He furrowed his brow and let out a sigh. “I can, but it will be extremely difficult.”


      I had hoped that some kind of magic tool or restoration potion would fix me in a snap, but apparently it wasn’t so simple. Magic tools sure are a lot less useful than I thought.


      My disappointment must have shown on my face, as Ferdinand proceeded to pinch my cheek. “It will be difficult for you, not me.”


      “For me...?” What? Is he saying this is something he could make if he wanted to?


      “You need only use a potion meant for bringing one back to life from a half-dead state. It will block the hardening of mana and dissolve any existing clumps. However, obtaining the necessary ingredients is far from easy.”


      “Are you saying that they’re too expensive for even the adopted daughter of an archduke to buy?” I mean, I can understand that medicine able to bring someone back from the verge of death would be expensive, but I thought for sure that I wouldn’t have any money problems once Sylvester adopted me!


      I cradled my head in despair, and Ferdinand shook his head. “It’s not the price, but the fact that you have to gather the ingredients yourself. Your mana will be necessary in gathering them.”


      “This sure is a cruel potion, making people on the verge of death gather the ingredients to make it themselves. How are you supposed to use it in emergencies like that?” I said, pursing my lips.


      Ferdinand stared down at me with a thoroughly condescending look. “Are you an idiot? Archnobles gather the ingredients while they are healthy and attending the Royal Academy, so that they can make it ahead of time and carry it with them in case of emergencies. Sylvester, Karstedt, and I each have one on us.”


      A potion that archnobles carry on them at all times? Wow.


      “Well, I’m never healthy. How am I supposed to gather the ingredients?” I asked, hoping for the oh-so-wise High Priest to answer. This time, he didn’t give me a condescending look, but rather one of utter exasperation.


      “That is why I said it would be extremely difficult for you. Are you just not listening?”


      “Rozemyne having to gather those ingredients herself despite her weakness, hm?” Karstedt interjected, wearing a troubled frown as he rubbed his chin. “That should be manageable if we surround her with knights and only have her do the final gathering part. Though even that will be out of the question unless she learns to ride her own highbeast first.”


      “Indeed. Her training will begin once her baptism and the rituals related to her appointment as High Bishop are finished.”


      Guuuh, what?! I’m going to have magic training on top of learning the etiquette and common sense of an archnoble? I’ll definitely die before we finish making that potion!


      “Hopefully we can finish the gathering before Rozemyne goes to the Royal Academy.”


      “What? Is it going to take that long?”


      “At best, it will take one year. At worst, many more. Some laynobles don’t finish it during their entire enrollment at the Royal Academy.”


      We still had three years before I would officially turn ten and be sent to the Royal Academy, but even knowing that, they weren’t sure whether I would be able to get all of the ingredients in time. For a moment, I wondered whether taking that long would lead to the ingredients I collected first rotting or going bad over time. But the medicine took a year to make at the very minimum—there had to be some kind of storage method that worked.


      “Ferdinand, what will we do for the winter ingredient? There is that one well-known spot by the Royal Academy, but bringing a contingent of knights into the Sovereignty would be an act of war. Where do you intend to gather it?”


      “We have no choice but to search for something suitable within Ehrenfest. I have several contenders in mind, and considering the quality we will need, the regular spot by the Royal Academy may not suffice.”


      “Is that so?”


      “The mana hardened so long ago that she does not even remember when it happened. The potion will need to be of an exceedingly high quality to work.”


      Karstedt and Ferdinand were advancing the discussion themselves. Despite the fact that I was at the center of all this, they were completely leaving me behind. That wasn’t exactly uncommon, but I would have rather they explained the things they were talking about instead of just ignoring me.


      “Q-Question, please! What determines the quality, or lack thereof? How do you get high-quality ingredients?” I shot a hand up, and they both looked down at me as though they had only just remembered I existed. Given that I was so far below eye level that they couldn’t even see me without looking down, they probably really had forgotten I was there.


      “The quality is determined by the density of mana where the material is gathered. It also depends on the amount of mana poured into it,” Ferdinand began.


      “To obtain high-quality ingredients, you will need to carefully select what you gather, and where and when you gather it. Of course, the amount of mana the gatherer has plays a role in all of this, too,” Karstedt continued.


      “You say ‘of course,’ but I don’t know a thing about any of this. Please explain a little more,” I requested, but Ferdinand just shook his head with a look that made his lack of interest in explaining things to me more than clear.


      “There is no time for that. We will make the necessary arrangements. All you must do is clear your mind and focus on getting through the baptism ceremony successfully. You will be moved to the Noble’s Quarter in three days. Get changed behind the curtains,” he said with a dismissive wave of his hand.


      The two started discussing which ingredients they would get and where based on quality and efficiency, but as soon as I was done changing, they tossed me out of the room, telling me to go and practice the harspiel or something. I was being left out, as usual. So mean.


      Once I was outside Ferdinand’s chambers, Fran—who had been waiting outside since being sent out with the other attendants—asked me what the High Priest had wanted to talk about. Damuel was standing beside him.


      “I’ve heard that the apprentice—er, I mean, Lady Rozemyne—will be sent to the Noble’s Quarter in three days. I imagine it was something to do with that?”


      “Yes, it seems they’ve prepared a room for me. I will be educated in the Noble’s Quarter prior to my baptism ceremony, Sir Damuel. ...Or should I just call you ‘Damuel’ now? Either way, it seems we will be saying our goodbyes for the time being.”


      Damuel had apparently received healing magic of some kind, which had allowed him to get right back to his duties in the Knight’s Order. While I was in the Noble’s Quarter, he would apparently be receiving additional training to whip him into shape to become a personal bodyguard to the archduke’s adopted daughter. They figured that having someone familiar around would make things easier for me. That said, my status suddenly shooting above his made it hard for us to address each other properly. It would no doubt take a bit of getting used to.


      “Also, they examined me to see whether there was a potion that could cure my illness.”


      “The High Priest had said previously that he would rather not do so without your father’s permission,” Fran interjected. “I imagine he decided to hold the examination now that Lord Karstedt is your father.”


      It sure was hard for me to imagine Dad giving Ferdinand permission to strip off my clothes and force me to stand on a magic circle. He’d probably tell him to buzz off, and the thought of Dad being his usual overprotective self made me giggle for a second before a heavy sense of loss gripped my heart.


      ...Nn. I wanna see my family. I at least wanna see their faces again.


      They weren’t allowing me to meet anyone from the lower city, the Gilberta Company included, until my baptism ceremony was over. It would take some time for them to get everyone to accept that Myne was dead, and begin laying the groundwork to make people buy their Rozemyne story. I was going to die of loneliness in the meantime. My two new attendants were my only emotional support in these trying times.


      “Welcome back, Lady Rozemyne,” Monika greeted me when I returned to my chambers, her undecorated emerald-green hair bundled tightly behind her head. Apparently she looked up to Wilma so much that she was even mimicking her appearance. The first thing she had said to me was that she would serve me in Wilma’s place, given that Wilma couldn’t leave the orphanage.


      Monika’s dark-brown eyes gave her an air of intelligence, reminding me of a student council member or some such. She and Fran got along just fine as colleagues, and she was a hard worker, dedicating her all to taking over paperwork duties from Rosina. Fran often praised her results, saying that her time spent helping Wilma with paperwork in the orphanage had made her a faster learner than he had expected.


      “Monika, Nicola—I have returned.”


      “Welcome back, Lady Rozemyne. I will prepare tea at once,” Nicola said. Her flowing orangish-red hair was tied into two braids, and she headed to the kitchen with a beaming smile. She was an energetic thirteen-year-old girl who just loved tasty food, and I personally called her “Smiley Nicola” since she was always smiling. She was doing basically all of the work Delia had done, and was always excited to help Ella with the cooking.


      Both Monika and Nicola had adjusted to my chambers in no time at all, probably partly because they had been visiting all the time during winter to help the chefs. These two provided invaluable emotional comfort for me.


      I climbed to the second floor, and there I found Rosina, working through a pile of work Fran had asked her to finish before she left for the Noble’s Quarter. It seemed that she had to select furnishings for the High Bishop’s chambers, decide on a color scheme, figure out what utensils would be needed, and then write all of that down in a list. A single desk, for example, would need to have its height and overall size recorded in great detail, down to the number of drawers and their dimensions. Karstedt would be using her list to order furnishings of appropriate quality and design.


      “Lady Rozemyne, a gift from your father arrived while you were absent. It seems to be clothes for the Noble’s Quarter.”


      Karstedt had sent me clothes to wear when heading to the Noble’s Quarter. But it wasn’t just clothes for me—there were also outfits for Rosina, my personal musician, and Ella, my personal chef.


      “The High Priest told me that we will be moving to the Noble’s Quarter in three days.”


      “In that case, I must hurry.” Rosina glanced at the harspiel, her blue eyes gleaming. Her expression made it clear that she was endlessly happy about going from being a gray shrine maiden to a noble’s personal musician.




      I spent the next three days being fervently trained by Rosina to act even just a little more like a normal noble girl, and in the blink of an eye it was the day of our departure. I finished eating lunch and prepared to head to the Noble’s Quarter. I put on the clothes Karstedt had given me and slipped on my leather shoes, then took out the fancy hair stick I used for ceremonies. Ella and Rosina were changing in their own rooms, so I was being changed by Monika, Nicola, and also Wilma, who was visiting from the orphanage to teach the former two.


      “I imagine that handling the cooking will be hard for you two since I’m taking Ella with me while Hugo and Todd go to train with Leise, but I trust that you can handle it,” I said, and Wilma looked at them while nodding.


      “Sister My— Excuse me, Lady Rozemyne’s food makes up a significant portion of the divine gifts given to the orphanage, so both of your efforts will be greatly appreciated.”


      “Don’t worry, Wilma.”


      “We practiced for this all winter. We’ll make tons of tasty food.”


      They had both just moved here from the orphanage, so they knew just how much of an impact a single blue priest or shrine maiden leaving would have on the divine gifts the orphanage received.


      “I’ve told Fran to continue using the same budget as always when buying ingredients, so please do not hesitate to make the usual amount.”


      “Thank you ever so much, Lady Rozemyne.” Monika and Wilma replied at the same time, both giving similar smiles. It was so cute to see how much Monika adored Wilma.


      “Lady Rozemyne, I will study hard and learn lots of new recipes to make for you when you return.”


      “I look forward to that, Nicola.”


      I finished changing and headed down the stairs with everyone. Upon reaching the first floor, I found Fran, Gil, and the chefs who usually didn’t show themselves all kneeling in wait.


      “Fran, I entrust you with keeping everyone in order and managing the High Bishop’s affairs in preparation for my return. As for the High Bishop’s chambers, I do not particularly mind reusing the same furniture, though I imagine that doing so would not please you.”


      “Indeed. The High Bishop’s furniture is not at all suitable for a lady. The High Priest has ordered for it all to be replaced.”


      The fact that I considered that to be a huge waste of money was probably a sign that I was still looking at things from a commoner’s perspective. Nobles cared about appearances, and noblewomen needed to live surrounded by fancy, elegant furniture.


      Ferdinand had agreed to leave the furniture in the orphanage director’s chambers unchanged since it would be used as a meetup spot for people from the lower city, but the High Bishop’s chambers would be visited by blue priests and nobles, which meant appearances were much more important there. It was apparently unthinkable for an archnoble adopted by the archduke to reuse furniture previously owned by a criminal. It wasn’t like someone’s sins carried over to their furniture, but he was dead set on it nonetheless.


      I had no idea what kind of furniture upper-class noble girls tended to use, but as my request to have my chambers filled with bookshelves and books like a library was shot down, I didn’t really care how it ended up. Ferdinand, Karstedt, and my attendants could take care of selecting and paying for the furniture.


      “Gil, you will be going to investigate some city’s orphanage while I’m gone, correct? Take care to stick as close to the Gilberta Company as possible—the High Priest has told the scholars that you’re there in my place, but I’m not sure whether you being of a lower status will change things.”


      “Understood. I shall be careful.”


      Since I was now an archnoble, Fran had started correcting Gil’s speech and behavior even more harshly than usual—after all, we wouldn’t be able to interact so casually once I was both the archduke’s adopted daughter and the High Bishop. I went ahead and patted Gil on the head while I still could.


      And then I stood in front of the two chefs, who on this rare occasion were out of the kitchen. “Thank you both for cooking such delicious meals for me every day. The next time we meet shall surely be in the Italian restaurant. Make good use of what you’ve learned here.”


      Karstedt was waiting at the temple’s front entrance for me, and once I was there, he escorted me to a carriage. Ferdinand was with him, wearing noble clothing as well. Rosina and Ella would be riding in a separate carriage—one specifically for attendants. Theirs departed first so that they could open the gate to the Noble’s Quarter for us.


      “I will be off, then. Fran, I entrust everything to you in my absence.”


      “I await your return, Lady Rozemyne.”


      Once I had finished saying my goodbyes to all of my attendants, the door to my carriage was shut, and we departed. Unlike Benno’s carriage, this one moved incredibly smoothly, not shaking at all. It was actually pretty comfortable. The Noble’s Gate was already wide open, and we passed by the attendant’s carriage and into the Noble’s Quarter.


      The carriage passed by the plaza where the knights had been gathered prior to the trombe extermination, rolling down the white paved road that seemed to stretch on endlessly. It looked like a bunch of modest-sized parks were lined up next to each other, but apparently each was a noble’s estate. The mansions got fancier the further away we got from the Noble’s Gate; it seemed that things getting fancier as you moved away from the gate was true in the Noble’s Quarter, too.


      Spotlessly clean carriages passed by ours, but I couldn’t see anyone walking. Apparently adults just used their highbeasts, and would bring out their carriages when traveling with small children, so there was rarely any reason to walk around outside. That felt pretty weird, since walking was the standard down in the lower city.


      “Oh?”


      I saw a section where the buildings were large, but packed very close to one another, like a residential area you might find in Japan. We were quite far away from the gate so I had assumed the buildings here would be pretty fancy, but instead they were getting more cramped.


      “I see some buildings have big gardens and others don’t. What’s the difference between them?”


      “These are the winter estates for nobles given land by the archduke, called giebes,” Ferdinand responded. “As they are only used during the snowy winters, they do not need large gardens.”


      They were the homes of nobles who lived on their own land from Spring Prayer to the Harvest Festival, only returning to the Noble’s Quarter to socialize during the winter. That made sense—you wouldn’t really need a big garden if it was going to be buried in snow the whole time you were there. The estates of nobles who served the archduke and lived in Ehrenfest naturally had bigger gardens.
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