
            #December 7th. Rain.

It's a gloomy sky.

Shoo―

Not just me, but everyone must have thought so. December. Several weeks have passed with the cold that chills to the bone and the damp drizzle coexisting.

That's why people don't really want to go outside. Especially on a rainy day like today, there's nothing to do by going out. The river flowing through the center of the city only adds moisture under the gloomy sky.

But I had no way to avoid the dampness.

Under the collapsed bridge is my home. To avoid the rain, I had to quietly hide under the bridge, but then the water level rises and the intense humidity attacks.

Today was particularly bad. The water in the river had risen.

At times like this, under the bridge is not a safe zone either.

"Damn it."

I had to get out from under the bridge. It was clear which was better between getting wet by the drizzle and being swept away by the water.

I rummaged through the iron box where I kept odds and ends.

There's no fancy umbrella. There was only one worn-out overcoat to begin with, so how could there be an umbrella. It's a smaller, heavier item.

My treasure picked up on the evacuation route. A small, thick book.

The cover reads:

"Type 1 Magic Primer - Basics / Benjamin Oslo"

It was a magic book.

Embracing the easily wettable and dryable thing, I leaped under the slope, holding the rock, and stepped out from under the bridge.

The rain is coming.

Now that I think about it, I don't dislike the dark sky, but I don't dislike the rain either.

The magic book cover is shining.

It absorbed magic power from the rain and humidity. It was ironic. While someone might be idly sitting around doing nothing, for me, it was an invaluable opportunity to use magic to my heart's content. You can't get this kind of efficiency from sunlight.

Before the raindrops hit the book, I quickly chanted the activation spell.

"[Disc]."

Chanting the spell aloud, I imagine the result of the magic in my mind.

Floating in the air.

A blue disc.

Wooooo―

The visualization was established. As I conveyed that clear intention, the magic book responded.

Suddenly, a blue water droplet appeared on my open palm. The moment I raised it above my head, it began to rotate slowly.

The water-made bead gradually flattened. In other words, it became a disc.

Initially the size of just a palm, it swelled as it absorbed the raindrops. Continuously, continuously.

Eventually, the [Disc] grew large enough to resemble an umbrella. My shoulders were no longer getting wet.

"Perfect."

An umbrella made of water. As the most used magic, it was also the one I was most confident in. Without worrying about losing control of the magic, I ran along the riverside, tilting the disc according to the wind.

Leaving behind the reality of having to beg the next day, I fully embraced the imitation of a magician I had only heard rumors about.

*

There are no people on the rainy street.

Puddles and building debris are scattered disorderly, and the soaked flag of the Federal Union occasionally flutters in the gusts.

Usually, that's how it is. But not today.

In a certain alleyway, an old man who had momentarily folded his umbrella and was shaking off the water droplets from his coat collar looked up at the sound of splashing footsteps.

A boy with tangled gray hair, clutching a magic book, running through the rain.

And magic.

The old man's eyes widened.

As the gazes of the boy and the old man met, the boy made a face of realization and ran off at full speed. Meanwhile, the old man stood still, amazed.

It wasn't because he was using magic in a country where magic was forbidden, or because he carried a magic book with his name engraved on it.

There was a much clearer reason for the old man's confusion.

The skill of the boy handling Type 1 magic [Disc]. It was superior to his own.

By far.

"...Oh."

Curiosity sparked.

The greatest theoretical magician.

Professor of Theoretical Magic at the Federal Magic University.

And Kwang-in, who was demoted to a foreign country two months after being appointed as a professor due to the statue of President Hyun-im being shattered by the wind next to the father of magic.

The public called him a 'genius collector.' Benjamin Oslo quietly lit up his eyes.

        
            At the same time, he turned his feet.

"Je-gi-ral."

Once is a coincidence, but twice is fate. Meeting twice in a short period of time in this unnecessarily large city was not enough; our eyes met twice as well.

"So you were really aiming for me. Damn...."

It was clear that reading a book or holding a newspaper was a disguise. If he had really been concentrating, he would have looked around even if he raised his head.

Not looking directly at this side.

Now I could be sure. That old man. He was undoubtedly a bounty hunter after the two hundred pounds.

Thud. Thud. Tap.

He increased his walking speed little by little.

It didn't seem meaningful to keep running, but among this crowd, running would rather attract attention.

Calming down the goosebumps all over his body, he scanned the area with his eyes.

Where would the fastest detour be?

"Alright. Let's go down the bakery alley."

"I like bread. I really like it too."

Thump. Something heavy landed on his shoulder.

Rough and warm.

Just like a human hand.

"Huh?"

Creak. Creak.

Turning his stiff neck back, the shadow that wasn't there just a few seconds ago cast itself on his face.

A bear-like figure. A grip strong enough to crush my skull. A dignified coat and hat, a presence that couldn't be concealed even with a cane.

The bounty hunter was standing there.

"Nice to meet you, kid. I'm Benjamin—"

"Go away!"

Would he be caught like this?

I firmly sat down, threw off the restraint on my shoulders, and delivered a fierce back kick in that position.

The target was the ultimate weak point that could even bring down a bear.

Thwack!

A clean striking sound echoed.

"...Ugh."

The effect was tremendous.

Distorting his expression into a grimace, he didn't just sit down and hesitate, but trembled slightly all over.

Indeed. Whether a bear or a monster, one kick is enough.

Those who have been hit in many weak points know how to hit better. They know exactly where to hit to cause unbearable pain.

Having precisely aimed for the weak point of all weak points, at least three minutes of struggle would be out of the question.

"Don't think about making money by catching people."

After delivering a final blow, I started sprinting towards the next neighborhood.

I still hadn't earned today's bread money.

*

His legs were still trembling.

Having lived a robust life without worrying about arthritis for sixty years, he allowed an unexpected blow due to a single moment of carelessness.

The result was devastating. After sitting in the middle of the road for about five minutes, he limped over to a bench.

The rustling sounds coming from all directions were almost cute enough to be seen as playful.

Benjamin Oslo thought to himself.

"What a fool."

"Don't rationalize it. Who are you to talk big about correcting every day and then get beaten up by a teenage boy?"

"Dorothy. You're noisy...."

"I know."

Dorothy lightly nodded her head and sat down quietly next to the old man.

Both the old man and Dorothy were dressed casually. However, Dorothy's expression wasn't good, as if she was wearing something that didn't quite fit.

For Lieutenant Dorothy Oslo of the Pravia Federal Army, military uniform was her everyday wear.

Like fountain pen writing on white paper. Her black eyes and smooth black hair on pale skin were quite eye-catching.

Fellow officers often said things like this about Dorothy. 'A beauty resembling winter,' 'automaton,' 'but you don't resemble your father at all.' She usually ignored the last comment.

Mechanically dusting off her clothes, Dorothy looked up.

"Mr. Oslo. I missed it, but will you continue to chase?"

"If you call me father, I'll answer."

"Goodbye."

"Hey."

Benjamin hurriedly grabbed Dorothy as she tried to leave. Without considering the emptiness between them.

The aftereffects set in.

"Ugh...."

"......"

"Don't look at me with such a pathetic expression."

"What do you mean?"

Dorothy's gaze was that of looking at filth for a moment, but in the blink of an eye, it returned to its original indifferent expression.

Benjamin sometimes found it difficult to understand his daughter's thoughts.

And he thinks. This is my daughter.

That's that, but there was a more urgent matter at hand now. Adjusting his subtly seated posture, he responded to the question.

"Are you going to chase them? Of course. We have to chase them."

"Is that so?"

"Yes. It seems like there was a misunderstanding."

Benjamin recalled what had happened earlier.

"Don't think about catching people for money."

There was fear in the boy's eyes as he spoke.

It was different from terror. It was a fear that had been corroded by time, cold, and hunger, eventually becoming a part of everyday life.

Benjamin knew that look well.

That's why he could see it.

The pervasive intelligence was tinged with fear.

He needed to clear up the misunderstanding.

Dorothy slowly nodded her head.

"I will help then. Mr. Oslo."

"I won't call you father until the end."

"...."

"Do you give that look to your superiors in the army too?"

"...."

In the end, there was no response. Dorothy Oslo calmly left the bench.

The tin can felt light.

A jingling sound came from the coin pocket containing twenty shillings. What was that clinking sound?

When a coin was taken out of the hollow metallic can, it suddenly became quiet.

It was impossible not to know what that meant.

Five o'clock in the afternoon. The current harvest.

One shilling.

"Tsk."

Licking his parched lips, he looked up at the sky. Even though he hadn't eaten anything, a bitter taste spread in his mouth.

"I thought wrong..."

It was a mistake.

Heading to the neighboring town was not a good choice.

Although he had outsmarted Remi Paggery and the old man, ultimately, he had distanced himself from the Federal Army camp.

Conversations among officers and their families. Their spending habits. Bright clothes and elegant demeanor. The lively atmosphere of Frau Biasan had disappeared, leaving a desolate scene.

Ten years ago.

The streets resembled the scenes from when the entire country was filled with refugees.

It was a dead street.

There were only people with cold, harsh eyes. What they gave to beggars was not pity or coins but pure indifference.

Looking back now, the passerby who had tossed a penny seemed almost like a saint.

"Please spare a penny—"

Even if he shouted, no one paid any attention. There were homeless people, but it seemed there was a reason why there were no beggars.

Sensing the futility, he eventually left before sunset.

The ordeal began again.

Which route should he take? He had to go back under the bridge to avoid Remi Paggery.

Even though it was evening, he had not let his guard down. He had expected that, but from the moment he left the neighboring town, he felt that something was wrong.

His suspicions turned into certainty as he approached the vicinity of the shops.

"Remi. The sun is setting."

"What about it."

"!"

As soon as he heard the voices, he stopped walking and crouched down.

Two men's voices.

They were the guys.

They were on the main road, but fortunately, he was still in the alley.

Without fear of being discovered, he hid in the darkness and strained his ears as much as possible. Thanks to his concentration, the voices sounded clearer.

"No. I think we can stop patrolling now."

"Huh."

"If we haven't seen him all day, maybe he hasn't come out at all? Let's search again tomorrow."

"...Are you kidding?"

Thud!

The sound of flesh hitting flesh.

He was momentarily startled. Remi seemed to have raised his arm against his companion in pain.

Things had come to a head.

Whether the guy groaned in pain or not, Remi raised his voice.

- Can you sleep even after being beaten up by a damn beggar? You damn parasite. The money in there was for your food and clothes. Is this someone else's business now? Are you going to take it all and then shut your mouth?

- ... 

- Fine. If you're going to continue being useless like that, just get lost. Huh? I said, get lost.

- S-Sorry.

- If you're sorry, damn it!

Lemi shouted as he slammed the wall.

- Hurry, go patrol the market. If you catch that guy and beat him up, fifty pounds might drop!

The determined footsteps gradually faded away. Judging by the direction, it seemed to be towards the bank.

Although the conversation stopped, the voices continued to be heard.

- Damn bastard.

- A guy who can only pick on innocent people. Disgusting.

- ...

- There's no difference with me.

- Such a damn idiot...

After muttering to himself for a while, the remaining person also started walking briskly.

It seemed like Lemi had ordered him to patrol the market while contemplating.

"...."

My head hurts.

If he maintains that attitude, he might even organize a night patrol and believe in it.

That means...

"If you don't want to starve to death, show up voluntarily."

Having incurred the wrath of the captain directly, he would not stop patrolling for a while.

But I can't go far. I am destined to return near the military camp. There's no one here who would willingly give a coin for a piece of bread.

It was clear that he harbored thoughts of eventually catching him if he kept chasing.

Of course, even in empty words, Lemi couldn't be called a cunning strategist. It was just consumed by anger.

"...."

However.

The problem is that his methods are quite effective.

He is the leader of the scoundrels, and I am alone.

He may be tough on the streets, but I am still young.

He roams around and extorts money, while I have to sit quietly and wait for someone to throw a coin at me.

Even though it was unfair, it was too unfair.

They may have left, but for some reason, I was afraid to go out onto the main road. I looked up at the sky from the alleyway.

There were rows of three-story buildings. There were many places to climb, such as railings and rooftops.

If only I could walk up there freely, shaking off Lemi would be a piece of cake.

"...Wait a minute."

Suddenly, I came to my senses.

I pulled out a magic book from my pocket and quickly unfolded it. The pleasant scent of the book tickled my nose.

I swiftly flipped open the page that I had slightly folded.

Written there was a passage still incomprehensible.

『λευιτατιον』

It's magic that flies in the sky.

"....Haha."

A hollow laugh escaped. Magic couldn't possibly be the solution to this crappy situation, could it?

Ah, how nice.

I want to learn more.

To achieve that dream, I needed to focus. I ventured deep into the alleyway and sat down on the ground.

And I made a decision.

I wouldn't turn back until I mastered this magic.

        
            At the same time, he turned his feet.
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Although he had outsmarted Remi Paggery and the old man, ultimately, he had distanced himself from the Federal Army camp.

Conversations among officers and their families. Their spending habits. Bright clothes and elegant demeanor. The lively atmosphere of Frau Biasan had disappeared, leaving a desolate scene.

Ten years ago.

The streets resembled the scenes from when the entire country was filled with refugees.

It was a dead street.

There were only people with cold, harsh eyes. What they gave to beggars was not pity or coins but pure indifference.

Looking back now, the passerby who had tossed a penny seemed almost like a saint.

"Please spare a penny—"

Even if he shouted, no one paid any attention. There were homeless people, but it seemed there was a reason why there were no beggars.

Sensing the futility, he eventually left before sunset.

The ordeal began again.

Which route should he take? He had to go back under the bridge to avoid Remi Paggery.

Even though it was evening, he had not let his guard down. He had expected that, but from the moment he left the neighboring town, he felt that something was wrong.

His suspicions turned into certainty as he approached the vicinity of the shops.

"Remi. The sun is setting."

"What about it."

"!"

As soon as he heard the voices, he stopped walking and crouched down.

Two men's voices.

They were the guys.

They were on the main road, but fortunately, he was still in the alley.

Without fear of being discovered, he hid in the darkness and strained his ears as much as possible. Thanks to his concentration, the voices sounded clearer.

"No. I think we can stop patrolling now."

"Huh."

"If we haven't seen him all day, maybe he hasn't come out at all? Let's search again tomorrow."

"...Are you kidding?"

Thud!

The sound of flesh hitting flesh.

He was momentarily startled. Remi seemed to have raised his arm against his companion in pain.

Things had come to a head.

Whether the guy groaned in pain or not, Remi raised his voice.

- Can you sleep even after being beaten up by a damn beggar? You damn parasite. The money in there was for your food and clothes. Is this someone else's business now? Are you going to take it all and then shut your mouth?

- ... 

- Fine. If you're going to continue being useless like that, just get lost. Huh? I said, get lost.

- S-Sorry.

- If you're sorry, damn it!

Lemi shouted as he slammed the wall.

- Hurry, go patrol the market. If you catch that guy and beat him up, fifty pounds might drop!

The determined footsteps gradually faded away. Judging by the direction, it seemed to be towards the bank.

Although the conversation stopped, the voices continued to be heard.

- Damn bastard.

- A guy who can only pick on innocent people. Disgusting.

- ...

- There's no difference with me.

- Such a damn idiot...

After muttering to himself for a while, the remaining person also started walking briskly.

It seemed like Lemi had ordered him to patrol the market while contemplating.

"...."

My head hurts.

If he maintains that attitude, he might even organize a night patrol and believe in it.

That means...

"If you don't want to starve to death, show up voluntarily."

Having incurred the wrath of the captain directly, he would not stop patrolling for a while.

But I can't go far. I am destined to return near the military camp. There's no one here who would willingly give a coin for a piece of bread.

It was clear that he harbored thoughts of eventually catching him if he kept chasing.

Of course, even in empty words, Lemi couldn't be called a cunning strategist. It was just consumed by anger.

"...."

However.

The problem is that his methods are quite effective.

He is the leader of the scoundrels, and I am alone.

He may be tough on the streets, but I am still young.

He roams around and extorts money, while I have to sit quietly and wait for someone to throw a coin at me.

Even though it was unfair, it was too unfair.

They may have left, but for some reason, I was afraid to go out onto the main road. I looked up at the sky from the alleyway.

There were rows of three-story buildings. There were many places to climb, such as railings and rooftops.

If only I could walk up there freely, shaking off Lemi would be a piece of cake.

"...Wait a minute."

Suddenly, I came to my senses.

I pulled out a magic book from my pocket and quickly unfolded it. The pleasant scent of the book tickled my nose.

I swiftly flipped open the page that I had slightly folded.

Written there was a passage still incomprehensible.

『λευιτατιον』

It's magic that flies in the sky.

"....Haha."

A hollow laugh escaped. Magic couldn't possibly be the solution to this crappy situation, could it?

Ah, how nice.

I want to learn more.

To achieve that dream, I needed to focus. I ventured deep into the alleyway and sat down on the ground.

And I made a decision.

I wouldn't turn back until I mastered this magic.

        
            At the same time, he turned his feet.

"Je-gi-ral."

Once is a coincidence, but twice is fate. Meeting twice in a short period of time in this unnecessarily large city was not enough; our eyes met twice as well.

"So you were really aiming for me. Damn...."

It was clear that reading a book or holding a newspaper was a disguise. If he had really been concentrating, he would have looked around even if he raised his head.

Not looking directly at this side.

Now I could be sure. That old man. He was undoubtedly a bounty hunter after the two hundred pounds.

Thud. Thud. Tap.

He increased his walking speed little by little.

It didn't seem meaningful to keep running, but among this crowd, running would rather attract attention.

Calming down the goosebumps all over his body, he scanned the area with his eyes.

Where would the fastest detour be?

"Alright. Let's go down the bakery alley."

"I like bread. I really like it too."

Thump. Something heavy landed on his shoulder.

Rough and warm.

Just like a human hand.

"Huh?"

Creak. Creak.

Turning his stiff neck back, the shadow that wasn't there just a few seconds ago cast itself on his face.

A bear-like figure. A grip strong enough to crush my skull. A dignified coat and hat, a presence that couldn't be concealed even with a cane.

The bounty hunter was standing there.

"Nice to meet you, kid. I'm Benjamin—"

"Go away!"

Would he be caught like this?

I firmly sat down, threw off the restraint on my shoulders, and delivered a fierce back kick in that position.

The target was the ultimate weak point that could even bring down a bear.

Thwack!

A clean striking sound echoed.

"...Ugh."

The effect was tremendous.

Distorting his expression into a grimace, he didn't just sit down and hesitate, but trembled slightly all over.

Indeed. Whether a bear or a monster, one kick is enough.

Those who have been hit in many weak points know how to hit better. They know exactly where to hit to cause unbearable pain.

Having precisely aimed for the weak point of all weak points, at least three minutes of struggle would be out of the question.

"Don't think about making money by catching people."

After delivering a final blow, I started sprinting towards the next neighborhood.

I still hadn't earned today's bread money.

*

His legs were still trembling.

Having lived a robust life without worrying about arthritis for sixty years, he allowed an unexpected blow due to a single moment of carelessness.

The result was devastating. After sitting in the middle of the road for about five minutes, he limped over to a bench.

The rustling sounds coming from all directions were almost cute enough to be seen as playful.

Benjamin Oslo thought to himself.

"What a fool."

"Don't rationalize it. Who are you to talk big about correcting every day and then get beaten up by a teenage boy?"

"Dorothy. You're noisy...."

"I know."

Dorothy lightly nodded her head and sat down quietly next to the old man.

Both the old man and Dorothy were dressed casually. However, Dorothy's expression wasn't good, as if she was wearing something that didn't quite fit.

For Lieutenant Dorothy Oslo of the Pravia Federal Army, military uniform was her everyday wear.

Like fountain pen writing on white paper. Her black eyes and smooth black hair on pale skin were quite eye-catching.

Fellow officers often said things like this about Dorothy. 'A beauty resembling winter,' 'automaton,' 'but you don't resemble your father at all.' She usually ignored the last comment.

Mechanically dusting off her clothes, Dorothy looked up.

"Mr. Oslo. I missed it, but will you continue to chase?"

"If you call me father, I'll answer."

"Goodbye."

"Hey."

Benjamin hurriedly grabbed Dorothy as she tried to leave. Without considering the emptiness between them.

The aftereffects set in.

"Ugh...."

"......"

"Don't look at me with such a pathetic expression."

"What do you mean?"

Dorothy's gaze was that of looking at filth for a moment, but in the blink of an eye, it returned to its original indifferent expression.

Benjamin sometimes found it difficult to understand his daughter's thoughts.

And he thinks. This is my daughter.

That's that, but there was a more urgent matter at hand now. Adjusting his subtly seated posture, he responded to the question.

"Are you going to chase them? Of course. We have to chase them."

"Is that so?"

"Yes. It seems like there was a misunderstanding."

Benjamin recalled what had happened earlier.

"Don't think about catching people for money."

There was fear in the boy's eyes as he spoke.

It was different from terror. It was a fear that had been corroded by time, cold, and hunger, eventually becoming a part of everyday life.

Benjamin knew that look well.

That's why he could see it.

The pervasive intelligence was tinged with fear.

He needed to clear up the misunderstanding.

Dorothy slowly nodded her head.

"I will help then. Mr. Oslo."

"I won't call you father until the end."

"...."

"Do you give that look to your superiors in the army too?"

"...."

In the end, there was no response. Dorothy Oslo calmly left the bench.

The tin can felt light.

A jingling sound came from the coin pocket containing twenty shillings. What was that clinking sound?

When a coin was taken out of the hollow metallic can, it suddenly became quiet.

It was impossible not to know what that meant.

Five o'clock in the afternoon. The current harvest.

One shilling.

"Tsk."

Licking his parched lips, he looked up at the sky. Even though he hadn't eaten anything, a bitter taste spread in his mouth.

"I thought wrong..."

It was a mistake.

Heading to the neighboring town was not a good choice.

Although he had outsmarted Remi Paggery and the old man, ultimately, he had distanced himself from the Federal Army camp.

Conversations among officers and their families. Their spending habits. Bright clothes and elegant demeanor. The lively atmosphere of Frau Biasan had disappeared, leaving a desolate scene.

Ten years ago.

The streets resembled the scenes from when the entire country was filled with refugees.

It was a dead street.

There were only people with cold, harsh eyes. What they gave to beggars was not pity or coins but pure indifference.

Looking back now, the passerby who had tossed a penny seemed almost like a saint.

"Please spare a penny—"

Even if he shouted, no one paid any attention. There were homeless people, but it seemed there was a reason why there were no beggars.

Sensing the futility, he eventually left before sunset.

The ordeal began again.

Which route should he take? He had to go back under the bridge to avoid Remi Paggery.

Even though it was evening, he had not let his guard down. He had expected that, but from the moment he left the neighboring town, he felt that something was wrong.

His suspicions turned into certainty as he approached the vicinity of the shops.

"Remi. The sun is setting."

"What about it."

"!"

As soon as he heard the voices, he stopped walking and crouched down.

Two men's voices.

They were the guys.

They were on the main road, but fortunately, he was still in the alley.

Without fear of being discovered, he hid in the darkness and strained his ears as much as possible. Thanks to his concentration, the voices sounded clearer.

"No. I think we can stop patrolling now."

"Huh."

"If we haven't seen him all day, maybe he hasn't come out at all? Let's search again tomorrow."

"...Are you kidding?"

Thud!

The sound of flesh hitting flesh.

He was momentarily startled. Remi seemed to have raised his arm against his companion in pain.

Things had come to a head.

Whether the guy groaned in pain or not, Remi raised his voice.

- Can you sleep even after being beaten up by a damn beggar? You damn parasite. The money in there was for your food and clothes. Is this someone else's business now? Are you going to take it all and then shut your mouth?

- ... 

- Fine. If you're going to continue being useless like that, just get lost. Huh? I said, get lost.

- S-Sorry.

- If you're sorry, damn it!

Lemi shouted as he slammed the wall.

- Hurry, go patrol the market. If you catch that guy and beat him up, fifty pounds might drop!

The determined footsteps gradually faded away. Judging by the direction, it seemed to be towards the bank.

Although the conversation stopped, the voices continued to be heard.

- Damn bastard.

- A guy who can only pick on innocent people. Disgusting.

- ...

- There's no difference with me.

- Such a damn idiot...

After muttering to himself for a while, the remaining person also started walking briskly.

It seemed like Lemi had ordered him to patrol the market while contemplating.

"...."

My head hurts.

If he maintains that attitude, he might even organize a night patrol and believe in it.

That means...

"If you don't want to starve to death, show up voluntarily."

Having incurred the wrath of the captain directly, he would not stop patrolling for a while.

But I can't go far. I am destined to return near the military camp. There's no one here who would willingly give a coin for a piece of bread.

It was clear that he harbored thoughts of eventually catching him if he kept chasing.

Of course, even in empty words, Lemi couldn't be called a cunning strategist. It was just consumed by anger.

"...."

However.

The problem is that his methods are quite effective.

He is the leader of the scoundrels, and I am alone.

He may be tough on the streets, but I am still young.

He roams around and extorts money, while I have to sit quietly and wait for someone to throw a coin at me.

Even though it was unfair, it was too unfair.

They may have left, but for some reason, I was afraid to go out onto the main road. I looked up at the sky from the alleyway.

There were rows of three-story buildings. There were many places to climb, such as railings and rooftops.

If only I could walk up there freely, shaking off Lemi would be a piece of cake.

"...Wait a minute."

Suddenly, I came to my senses.

I pulled out a magic book from my pocket and quickly unfolded it. The pleasant scent of the book tickled my nose.

I swiftly flipped open the page that I had slightly folded.

Written there was a passage still incomprehensible.

『λευιτατιον』

It's magic that flies in the sky.

"....Haha."

A hollow laugh escaped. Magic couldn't possibly be the solution to this crappy situation, could it?

Ah, how nice.

I want to learn more.

To achieve that dream, I needed to focus. I ventured deep into the alleyway and sat down on the ground.

And I made a decision.

I wouldn't turn back until I mastered this magic.

        
            "Will you be my disciple?"

With those words, Benjamin extends his hand.

I silently look at his palm.

Wrinkles engraved on a rugged skeleton. Each wrinkle was as deep as a valley.

I have a skill I learned during years of begging.

It is the ability to understand a person's character by looking at their palm.

The hands of military officers' wives are smooth without a single callus. Having grown up without hardships, they tend to trivialize others' suffering.

However.

The hands overflowing with the passage of time showed that his life was a kind of hardship.

Suddenly, I look at my own palm.

It resembles his.

"...."

I made up my mind.

No matter how many words I speak, I cannot convey true intentions.

Instead, I also reach out my hand. It felt like our valleys were filling each other's emptiness.

Clack.

*

Benjamin pulls me and opens a door.

The room next to the storeroom where the bed was placed.

Shelves filled with books, a place filled with the smell of ink and books.

It was Benjamin's study.

"Sit wherever you like."

A circular desk. I sit on one of the two chairs.

A wooden chair with leather backrest and seat cushion. Among all the chairs I've sat on in my life, it was undoubtedly the most comfortable.

"Wow...."

Whether he says anything or not, Benjamin sits on the chair opposite.

It was a room that seemed like a picture drawn with the word 'scholarly.' It didn't quite match Benjamin's eccentric old man impression, but it would be different if it were a professor's study.

The atmosphere created by the soft light and oiled wood.

As I am overwhelmed by that atmosphere.

Knock—

Benjamin taps the desk.

"Yujin, as long as you are my disciple, I have no intention of holding back. This is a certainty and a decision."

"...."

"And you probably don't have as much confidence as I do. Right?"

I remained silent, but in truth, I couldn't deny what he pointed out.

It's an accurate observation.

I've been living as a drifter for nine years. It wasn't easy to suddenly change my stance just because I received a promise to support me after hearing genius whispers.

Being acknowledged is a pleasant thing.

However, assuming that I know the one acknowledging me well.

I didn't know Benjamin too well.

"I want you to tell me about yourself, Benjamin."

"Sure."

Benjamin nodded.

"Well, I can give you a basic introduction. Former chair professor at the Federal Magic University. Theoretical sorcerer, Benjamin Oslo."

"I... don't know what that means."

"Right. Above all."

He opened his eyes wide.

"You still don't know magic. So, calling yourself a professor at a magic university or a theoretical sorcerer is pointless."

"...."

Benjamin's logic was generally correct.

Except for one thing.

Thud!

I placed a magic book on the desk.

A dull vibration spread over the desk.

"I don't know magic? But earlier, you said you saw me using magic?"

If that's the case, then what is this magic book?

Unless one is senile, they cannot claim not to know magic.

Just look at the recent [levitation] I learned.

Levitation.

If that incredible harmony isn't magic, then what is it?

However, Benjamin chuckled.

"Who said you can't use magic?"

"What?"

"I mean, you may know how to use magic, but you don't know what the essence of magic is."

Our gazes met.

"Let me ask you now. What is magic?"

"....What?"

"Don't beat around the bush. You need to know what you're going to learn in the future. I'll ask again. What is magic?"

Benjamin opened his eyes wide.

His gaze conveyed that a nonsensical answer wouldn't be tolerated.

Well, it doesn't matter.

Magic.

The pride that allowed me to continue a life like a back alley for nine years. My soul.

No matter how professors might criticize my enlightenment recklessly, they cannot deny it.

I confidently answered.

"Magic is the realization of imagination.

I wish for the realization of imagination.

Using the sky as a canvas, using imagination as ink, drawing lines on this world with a pen called magic.

Therefore, magic was the embodiment of imagination.

After realizing this essence, I succeeded in learning the first magic [disc].

Benjamin, upon hearing the answer, nodded his head blankly.

"It's a good interpretation. Imagination is indeed the essence of magic. That's why even a rascal like you can write magic spells with just one magic book."

"Why are you suddenly swearing at me?"

"Why? Because you're wrong."

Chuckling, Benjamin continued.

"Magic. Do you want to learn it?"

"Yes."

"But what do you think magic is?"

"The realization of imagination."

"Can you 'learn' imagination?"

At first.

It felt like the world stopped.

"......"

"If you don't understand, try thinking the opposite. Can you teach imagination? Can you extract instincts and images from your mind and convey them as they are?"

"That's..."

"At least I can't. Teaching how fingers move is the same as that."

"...I see."

It made sense.

I self-taught magic. Using the help of magic books, in the most ignorant way imaginable.

I couldn't possibly teach others.

But how does a 'Magic University' exist?

"If that were possible, that person wouldn't even be a genius. It would be madness. However."

Tap tap.

Benjamin tapped his finger. Light seeped from my magic book on the desk.

"However, what's inside here can be taught."

"Magic book...."

"We call what we can create with books 'scholarship.'"

He looked me in the eyes.

"Magic is scholarship. Nothing else."

Magic is indeed scholarship.

"Hmm...."

"You don't seem to get it?"

Caught.

"Your thoughts are written all over your face. Come on, get up."

I obediently did as he said.

As I got up from the chair, Benjamin also picked up his wand and stood up.

"Show me directly with your eyes. After reading the magic book, try using the most familiar magic spell. Don't worry, the magic power is fully charged."

"Got it."

It was a simple task.

In five years, I had learned only four magic spells. And one of those I had just mastered a few days ago.

In other words, because I had only used that for five years, I was confident in my mastery of magic.

My well-worn magic book over the years. I embraced it and made instinctive movements.

I reached out my finger to the sky.

"[Disc]."

Clang.

It started with a droplet. Just one blue dot floating in the air.

But.

Imagine.

A spinning blue disc to your heart's content.

At that moment, the shape of the droplet began to change.

Vroom!

This was indoors. Surely, I couldn't source droplets through rain, but instead, more delicate adjustments were possible.

The realization of imagination was instantaneous.

I effortlessly lifted a shimmering film onto my finger without wasting an ounce of magic power.

Time taken: just 2 seconds.

Benjamin gasped.

"...Impressive. Quite a skill."

"R-really?"

"Yes. You're talented. Now hand me the magic book."

Even the slightest praise could make a whale dance. I handed over the magic book without hesitation.

Splash! The film turned into droplets and poured onto the desk.

Whether he reacted or not.

Benjamin paid no attention and accepted the magic book.

"Take a look. Young Eugene. You'll probably be amazed."

"What?"

Benjamin chuckled. The magic book in his hands shone brightly.

"The founder of magic studies. What is Jean-Pierre Ouleime's greatest achievement?"

It seemed more like a question not expecting an answer.

The old man's gaze was directed towards the empty air.

"Magic boasts thousands of years of history. Touched by hundreds, thousands of hands, each leaving their own mark."

Dot. He raises his finger. A water droplet rises above it.

First Type Magic [Disc].

Impressive skill, but slow.

Seeing someone else's magic for the first time made it feel even slower. It seemed to take about 7 seconds for the disc to take shape.

However, there was also a difference.

"Thanks to you, the era of playing with magical rituals while drawing magic circles has become a distant past."

Precision.

A veil-like sharp and smooth water barrier.

Benjamin was overwhelming in precision with my magic.

That moment.

"But."

Swoosh.

The moment Benjamin closed his eyes, the membrane began to 'distort very precisely.'

I opened my eyes wide and looked at what used to be the disc.

"But why do we praise his name as the father of magic, leaving everyone else behind?"

It twists and turns messily.

But if you ask if it's irregular, not at all. The distorted disc suddenly rolled up into a long stem, slightly folded into a thorn, and elegantly bent into a petal.

Transformation.

On one hand, it meant that Benjamin Oslo was systematically imagining all those processes.

Unbelievable. How can a person.

And the next moment.

"The great achievements of Osleime can be summarized in just one word."

"Theorization of imagination."

Pah!

A blue rose bloomed in the air.

Originally a single layer of blue film, folded and folded again to create a single rose.

...!

I widened my eyes. It was worth it.

It was extraordinary.

Drawing such complex forms and their balance in one's mind is unbelievable.

"Oh."

Magic is soon a discipline.

Theorization of imagination.

Not instinct and abstraction, but magic as a rigorous theory!

"This is the study of magic."

Benjamin chuckled.

        
            "Will you be my disciple?"

With those words, Benjamin extends his hand.

I silently look at his palm.

Wrinkles engraved on a rugged skeleton. Each wrinkle was as deep as a valley.

I have a skill I learned during years of begging.

It is the ability to understand a person's character by looking at their palm.

The hands of military officers' wives are smooth without a single callus. Having grown up without hardships, they tend to trivialize others' suffering.

However.

The hands overflowing with the passage of time showed that his life was a kind of hardship.

Suddenly, I look at my own palm.

It resembles his.

"...."

I made up my mind.

No matter how many words I speak, I cannot convey true intentions.

Instead, I also reach out my hand. It felt like our valleys were filling each other's emptiness.

Clack.

*

Benjamin pulls me and opens a door.

The room next to the storeroom where the bed was placed.

Shelves filled with books, a place filled with the smell of ink and books.

It was Benjamin's study.

"Sit wherever you like."

A circular desk. I sit on one of the two chairs.

A wooden chair with leather backrest and seat cushion. Among all the chairs I've sat on in my life, it was undoubtedly the most comfortable.

"Wow...."

Whether he says anything or not, Benjamin sits on the chair opposite.

It was a room that seemed like a picture drawn with the word 'scholarly.' It didn't quite match Benjamin's eccentric old man impression, but it would be different if it were a professor's study.

The atmosphere created by the soft light and oiled wood.

As I am overwhelmed by that atmosphere.

Knock—

Benjamin taps the desk.

"Yujin, as long as you are my disciple, I have no intention of holding back. This is a certainty and a decision."

"...."

"And you probably don't have as much confidence as I do. Right?"

I remained silent, but in truth, I couldn't deny what he pointed out.

It's an accurate observation.

I've been living as a drifter for nine years. It wasn't easy to suddenly change my stance just because I received a promise to support me after hearing genius whispers.

Being acknowledged is a pleasant thing.

However, assuming that I know the one acknowledging me well.

I didn't know Benjamin too well.

"I want you to tell me about yourself, Benjamin."

"Sure."

Benjamin nodded.

"Well, I can give you a basic introduction. Former chair professor at the Federal Magic University. Theoretical sorcerer, Benjamin Oslo."

"I... don't know what that means."

"Right. Above all."

He opened his eyes wide.

"You still don't know magic. So, calling yourself a professor at a magic university or a theoretical sorcerer is pointless."

"...."

Benjamin's logic was generally correct.

Except for one thing.

Thud!

I placed a magic book on the desk.

A dull vibration spread over the desk.

"I don't know magic? But earlier, you said you saw me using magic?"

If that's the case, then what is this magic book?

Unless one is senile, they cannot claim not to know magic.

Just look at the recent [levitation] I learned.

Levitation.

If that incredible harmony isn't magic, then what is it?

However, Benjamin chuckled.

"Who said you can't use magic?"

"What?"

"I mean, you may know how to use magic, but you don't know what the essence of magic is."

Our gazes met.

"Let me ask you now. What is magic?"

"....What?"

"Don't beat around the bush. You need to know what you're going to learn in the future. I'll ask again. What is magic?"

Benjamin opened his eyes wide.

His gaze conveyed that a nonsensical answer wouldn't be tolerated.

Well, it doesn't matter.

Magic.

The pride that allowed me to continue a life like a back alley for nine years. My soul.

No matter how professors might criticize my enlightenment recklessly, they cannot deny it.

I confidently answered.

"Magic is the realization of imagination.

I wish for the realization of imagination.

Using the sky as a canvas, using imagination as ink, drawing lines on this world with a pen called magic.

Therefore, magic was the embodiment of imagination.

After realizing this essence, I succeeded in learning the first magic [disc].

Benjamin, upon hearing the answer, nodded his head blankly.

"It's a good interpretation. Imagination is indeed the essence of magic. That's why even a rascal like you can write magic spells with just one magic book."

"Why are you suddenly swearing at me?"

"Why? Because you're wrong."

Chuckling, Benjamin continued.

"Magic. Do you want to learn it?"

"Yes."

"But what do you think magic is?"

"The realization of imagination."

"Can you 'learn' imagination?"

At first.

It felt like the world stopped.

"......"

"If you don't understand, try thinking the opposite. Can you teach imagination? Can you extract instincts and images from your mind and convey them as they are?"

"That's..."

"At least I can't. Teaching how fingers move is the same as that."

"...I see."

It made sense.

I self-taught magic. Using the help of magic books, in the most ignorant way imaginable.

I couldn't possibly teach others.

But how does a 'Magic University' exist?

"If that were possible, that person wouldn't even be a genius. It would be madness. However."

Tap tap.

Benjamin tapped his finger. Light seeped from my magic book on the desk.

"However, what's inside here can be taught."

"Magic book...."

"We call what we can create with books 'scholarship.'"

He looked me in the eyes.

"Magic is scholarship. Nothing else."

Magic is indeed scholarship.

"Hmm...."

"You don't seem to get it?"

Caught.

"Your thoughts are written all over your face. Come on, get up."

I obediently did as he said.

As I got up from the chair, Benjamin also picked up his wand and stood up.

"Show me directly with your eyes. After reading the magic book, try using the most familiar magic spell. Don't worry, the magic power is fully charged."

"Got it."

It was a simple task.

In five years, I had learned only four magic spells. And one of those I had just mastered a few days ago.

In other words, because I had only used that for five years, I was confident in my mastery of magic.

My well-worn magic book over the years. I embraced it and made instinctive movements.

I reached out my finger to the sky.

"[Disc]."

Clang.

It started with a droplet. Just one blue dot floating in the air.

But.

Imagine.

A spinning blue disc to your heart's content.

At that moment, the shape of the droplet began to change.

Vroom!

This was indoors. Surely, I couldn't source droplets through rain, but instead, more delicate adjustments were possible.

The realization of imagination was instantaneous.

I effortlessly lifted a shimmering film onto my finger without wasting an ounce of magic power.

Time taken: just 2 seconds.

Benjamin gasped.

"...Impressive. Quite a skill."

"R-really?"

"Yes. You're talented. Now hand me the magic book."

Even the slightest praise could make a whale dance. I handed over the magic book without hesitation.

Splash! The film turned into droplets and poured onto the desk.

Whether he reacted or not.

Benjamin paid no attention and accepted the magic book.

"Take a look. Young Eugene. You'll probably be amazed."

"What?"

Benjamin chuckled. The magic book in his hands shone brightly.

"The founder of magic studies. What is Jean-Pierre Ouleime's greatest achievement?"

It seemed more like a question not expecting an answer.

The old man's gaze was directed towards the empty air.

"Magic boasts thousands of years of history. Touched by hundreds, thousands of hands, each leaving their own mark."

Dot. He raises his finger. A water droplet rises above it.

First Type Magic [Disc].

Impressive skill, but slow.

Seeing someone else's magic for the first time made it feel even slower. It seemed to take about 7 seconds for the disc to take shape.

However, there was also a difference.

"Thanks to you, the era of playing with magical rituals while drawing magic circles has become a distant past."

Precision.

A veil-like sharp and smooth water barrier.

Benjamin was overwhelming in precision with my magic.

That moment.

"But."

Swoosh.

The moment Benjamin closed his eyes, the membrane began to 'distort very precisely.'

I opened my eyes wide and looked at what used to be the disc.

"But why do we praise his name as the father of magic, leaving everyone else behind?"

It twists and turns messily.

But if you ask if it's irregular, not at all. The distorted disc suddenly rolled up into a long stem, slightly folded into a thorn, and elegantly bent into a petal.

Transformation.

On one hand, it meant that Benjamin Oslo was systematically imagining all those processes.

Unbelievable. How can a person.

And the next moment.

"The great achievements of Osleime can be summarized in just one word."

"Theorization of imagination."

Pah!

A blue rose bloomed in the air.

Originally a single layer of blue film, folded and folded again to create a single rose.

...!

I widened my eyes. It was worth it.

It was extraordinary.

Drawing such complex forms and their balance in one's mind is unbelievable.

"Oh."

Magic is soon a discipline.

Theorization of imagination.

Not instinct and abstraction, but magic as a rigorous theory!

"This is the study of magic."

Benjamin chuckled.

        
            "Will you be my disciple?"

With those words, Benjamin extends his hand.

I silently look at his palm.

Wrinkles engraved on a rugged skeleton. Each wrinkle was as deep as a valley.

I have a skill I learned during years of begging.

It is the ability to understand a person's character by looking at their palm.

The hands of military officers' wives are smooth without a single callus. Having grown up without hardships, they tend to trivialize others' suffering.

However.

The hands overflowing with the passage of time showed that his life was a kind of hardship.

Suddenly, I look at my own palm.

It resembles his.

"...."

I made up my mind.

No matter how many words I speak, I cannot convey true intentions.

Instead, I also reach out my hand. It felt like our valleys were filling each other's emptiness.

Clack.

*

Benjamin pulls me and opens a door.

The room next to the storeroom where the bed was placed.

Shelves filled with books, a place filled with the smell of ink and books.

It was Benjamin's study.

"Sit wherever you like."

A circular desk. I sit on one of the two chairs.

A wooden chair with leather backrest and seat cushion. Among all the chairs I've sat on in my life, it was undoubtedly the most comfortable.

"Wow...."

Whether he says anything or not, Benjamin sits on the chair opposite.

It was a room that seemed like a picture drawn with the word 'scholarly.' It didn't quite match Benjamin's eccentric old man impression, but it would be different if it were a professor's study.

The atmosphere created by the soft light and oiled wood.

As I am overwhelmed by that atmosphere.

Knock—

Benjamin taps the desk.

"Yujin, as long as you are my disciple, I have no intention of holding back. This is a certainty and a decision."

"...."

"And you probably don't have as much confidence as I do. Right?"

I remained silent, but in truth, I couldn't deny what he pointed out.

It's an accurate observation.

I've been living as a drifter for nine years. It wasn't easy to suddenly change my stance just because I received a promise to support me after hearing genius whispers.

Being acknowledged is a pleasant thing.

However, assuming that I know the one acknowledging me well.

I didn't know Benjamin too well.

"I want you to tell me about yourself, Benjamin."

"Sure."

Benjamin nodded.

"Well, I can give you a basic introduction. Former chair professor at the Federal Magic University. Theoretical sorcerer, Benjamin Oslo."

"I... don't know what that means."

"Right. Above all."

He opened his eyes wide.

"You still don't know magic. So, calling yourself a professor at a magic university or a theoretical sorcerer is pointless."

"...."

Benjamin's logic was generally correct.

Except for one thing.

Thud!

I placed a magic book on the desk.

A dull vibration spread over the desk.

"I don't know magic? But earlier, you said you saw me using magic?"

If that's the case, then what is this magic book?

Unless one is senile, they cannot claim not to know magic.

Just look at the recent [levitation] I learned.

Levitation.

If that incredible harmony isn't magic, then what is it?

However, Benjamin chuckled.

"Who said you can't use magic?"

"What?"

"I mean, you may know how to use magic, but you don't know what the essence of magic is."

Our gazes met.

"Let me ask you now. What is magic?"

"....What?"

"Don't beat around the bush. You need to know what you're going to learn in the future. I'll ask again. What is magic?"

Benjamin opened his eyes wide.

His gaze conveyed that a nonsensical answer wouldn't be tolerated.

Well, it doesn't matter.

Magic.

The pride that allowed me to continue a life like a back alley for nine years. My soul.

No matter how professors might criticize my enlightenment recklessly, they cannot deny it.

I confidently answered.

"Magic is the realization of imagination.

I wish for the realization of imagination.

Using the sky as a canvas, using imagination as ink, drawing lines on this world with a pen called magic.

Therefore, magic was the embodiment of imagination.

After realizing this essence, I succeeded in learning the first magic [disc].

Benjamin, upon hearing the answer, nodded his head blankly.

"It's a good interpretation. Imagination is indeed the essence of magic. That's why even a rascal like you can write magic spells with just one magic book."

"Why are you suddenly swearing at me?"

"Why? Because you're wrong."

Chuckling, Benjamin continued.

"Magic. Do you want to learn it?"

"Yes."

"But what do you think magic is?"

"The realization of imagination."

"Can you 'learn' imagination?"

At first.

It felt like the world stopped.

"......"

"If you don't understand, try thinking the opposite. Can you teach imagination? Can you extract instincts and images from your mind and convey them as they are?"

"That's..."

"At least I can't. Teaching how fingers move is the same as that."

"...I see."

It made sense.

I self-taught magic. Using the help of magic books, in the most ignorant way imaginable.

I couldn't possibly teach others.

But how does a 'Magic University' exist?

"If that were possible, that person wouldn't even be a genius. It would be madness. However."

Tap tap.

Benjamin tapped his finger. Light seeped from my magic book on the desk.

"However, what's inside here can be taught."

"Magic book...."

"We call what we can create with books 'scholarship.'"

He looked me in the eyes.

"Magic is scholarship. Nothing else."

Magic is indeed scholarship.

"Hmm...."

"You don't seem to get it?"

Caught.

"Your thoughts are written all over your face. Come on, get up."

I obediently did as he said.

As I got up from the chair, Benjamin also picked up his wand and stood up.

"Show me directly with your eyes. After reading the magic book, try using the most familiar magic spell. Don't worry, the magic power is fully charged."

"Got it."

It was a simple task.

In five years, I had learned only four magic spells. And one of those I had just mastered a few days ago.

In other words, because I had only used that for five years, I was confident in my mastery of magic.

My well-worn magic book over the years. I embraced it and made instinctive movements.

I reached out my finger to the sky.

"[Disc]."

Clang.

It started with a droplet. Just one blue dot floating in the air.

But.

Imagine.

A spinning blue disc to your heart's content.

At that moment, the shape of the droplet began to change.

Vroom!

This was indoors. Surely, I couldn't source droplets through rain, but instead, more delicate adjustments were possible.

The realization of imagination was instantaneous.

I effortlessly lifted a shimmering film onto my finger without wasting an ounce of magic power.

Time taken: just 2 seconds.

Benjamin gasped.

"...Impressive. Quite a skill."

"R-really?"

"Yes. You're talented. Now hand me the magic book."

Even the slightest praise could make a whale dance. I handed over the magic book without hesitation.

Splash! The film turned into droplets and poured onto the desk.

Whether he reacted or not.

Benjamin paid no attention and accepted the magic book.

"Take a look. Young Eugene. You'll probably be amazed."

"What?"

Benjamin chuckled. The magic book in his hands shone brightly.

"The founder of magic studies. What is Jean-Pierre Ouleime's greatest achievement?"

It seemed more like a question not expecting an answer.

The old man's gaze was directed towards the empty air.

"Magic boasts thousands of years of history. Touched by hundreds, thousands of hands, each leaving their own mark."

Dot. He raises his finger. A water droplet rises above it.

First Type Magic [Disc].

Impressive skill, but slow.

Seeing someone else's magic for the first time made it feel even slower. It seemed to take about 7 seconds for the disc to take shape.

However, there was also a difference.

"Thanks to you, the era of playing with magical rituals while drawing magic circles has become a distant past."

Precision.

A veil-like sharp and smooth water barrier.

Benjamin was overwhelming in precision with my magic.

That moment.

"But."

Swoosh.

The moment Benjamin closed his eyes, the membrane began to 'distort very precisely.'

I opened my eyes wide and looked at what used to be the disc.

"But why do we praise his name as the father of magic, leaving everyone else behind?"

It twists and turns messily.

But if you ask if it's irregular, not at all. The distorted disc suddenly rolled up into a long stem, slightly folded into a thorn, and elegantly bent into a petal.

Transformation.

On one hand, it meant that Benjamin Oslo was systematically imagining all those processes.

Unbelievable. How can a person.

And the next moment.

"The great achievements of Osleime can be summarized in just one word."

"Theorization of imagination."

Pah!

A blue rose bloomed in the air.

Originally a single layer of blue film, folded and folded again to create a single rose.

...!

I widened my eyes. It was worth it.

It was extraordinary.

Drawing such complex forms and their balance in one's mind is unbelievable.

"Oh."

Magic is soon a discipline.

Theorization of imagination.

Not instinct and abstraction, but magic as a rigorous theory!

"This is the study of magic."

Benjamin chuckled.

        
            "Will you be my disciple?"

With those words, Benjamin extends his hand.

I silently look at his palm.

Wrinkles engraved on a rugged skeleton. Each wrinkle was as deep as a valley.

I have a skill I learned during years of begging.

It is the ability to understand a person's character by looking at their palm.

The hands of military officers' wives are smooth without a single callus. Having grown up without hardships, they tend to trivialize others' suffering.

However.

The hands overflowing with the passage of time showed that his life was a kind of hardship.

Suddenly, I look at my own palm.

It resembles his.

"...."

I made up my mind.

No matter how many words I speak, I cannot convey true intentions.

Instead, I also reach out my hand. It felt like our valleys were filling each other's emptiness.

Clack.

*

Benjamin pulls me and opens a door.

The room next to the storeroom where the bed was placed.

Shelves filled with books, a place filled with the smell of ink and books.

It was Benjamin's study.

"Sit wherever you like."

A circular desk. I sit on one of the two chairs.

A wooden chair with leather backrest and seat cushion. Among all the chairs I've sat on in my life, it was undoubtedly the most comfortable.

"Wow...."

Whether he says anything or not, Benjamin sits on the chair opposite.

It was a room that seemed like a picture drawn with the word 'scholarly.' It didn't quite match Benjamin's eccentric old man impression, but it would be different if it were a professor's study.

The atmosphere created by the soft light and oiled wood.

As I am overwhelmed by that atmosphere.

Knock—

Benjamin taps the desk.

"Yujin, as long as you are my disciple, I have no intention of holding back. This is a certainty and a decision."

"...."

"And you probably don't have as much confidence as I do. Right?"

I remained silent, but in truth, I couldn't deny what he pointed out.

It's an accurate observation.

I've been living as a drifter for nine years. It wasn't easy to suddenly change my stance just because I received a promise to support me after hearing genius whispers.

Being acknowledged is a pleasant thing.

However, assuming that I know the one acknowledging me well.

I didn't know Benjamin too well.

"I want you to tell me about yourself, Benjamin."

"Sure."

Benjamin nodded.

"Well, I can give you a basic introduction. Former chair professor at the Federal Magic University. Theoretical sorcerer, Benjamin Oslo."

"I... don't know what that means."

"Right. Above all."

He opened his eyes wide.

"You still don't know magic. So, calling yourself a professor at a magic university or a theoretical sorcerer is pointless."

"...."

Benjamin's logic was generally correct.

Except for one thing.

Thud!

I placed a magic book on the desk.

A dull vibration spread over the desk.

"I don't know magic? But earlier, you said you saw me using magic?"

If that's the case, then what is this magic book?

Unless one is senile, they cannot claim not to know magic.

Just look at the recent [levitation] I learned.

Levitation.

If that incredible harmony isn't magic, then what is it?

However, Benjamin chuckled.

"Who said you can't use magic?"

"What?"

"I mean, you may know how to use magic, but you don't know what the essence of magic is."

Our gazes met.

"Let me ask you now. What is magic?"

"....What?"

"Don't beat around the bush. You need to know what you're going to learn in the future. I'll ask again. What is magic?"

Benjamin opened his eyes wide.

His gaze conveyed that a nonsensical answer wouldn't be tolerated.

Well, it doesn't matter.

Magic.

The pride that allowed me to continue a life like a back alley for nine years. My soul.

No matter how professors might criticize my enlightenment recklessly, they cannot deny it.

I confidently answered.

"Magic is the realization of imagination.

I wish for the realization of imagination.

Using the sky as a canvas, using imagination as ink, drawing lines on this world with a pen called magic.

Therefore, magic was the embodiment of imagination.

After realizing this essence, I succeeded in learning the first magic [disc].

Benjamin, upon hearing the answer, nodded his head blankly.

"It's a good interpretation. Imagination is indeed the essence of magic. That's why even a rascal like you can write magic spells with just one magic book."

"Why are you suddenly swearing at me?"

"Why? Because you're wrong."

Chuckling, Benjamin continued.

"Magic. Do you want to learn it?"

"Yes."

"But what do you think magic is?"

"The realization of imagination."

"Can you 'learn' imagination?"

At first.

It felt like the world stopped.

"......"

"If you don't understand, try thinking the opposite. Can you teach imagination? Can you extract instincts and images from your mind and convey them as they are?"

"That's..."

"At least I can't. Teaching how fingers move is the same as that."

"...I see."

It made sense.

I self-taught magic. Using the help of magic books, in the most ignorant way imaginable.

I couldn't possibly teach others.

But how does a 'Magic University' exist?

"If that were possible, that person wouldn't even be a genius. It would be madness. However."

Tap tap.

Benjamin tapped his finger. Light seeped from my magic book on the desk.

"However, what's inside here can be taught."

"Magic book...."

"We call what we can create with books 'scholarship.'"

He looked me in the eyes.

"Magic is scholarship. Nothing else."

Magic is indeed scholarship.

"Hmm...."

"You don't seem to get it?"

Caught.

"Your thoughts are written all over your face. Come on, get up."

I obediently did as he said.

As I got up from the chair, Benjamin also picked up his wand and stood up.

"Show me directly with your eyes. After reading the magic book, try using the most familiar magic spell. Don't worry, the magic power is fully charged."

"Got it."

It was a simple task.

In five years, I had learned only four magic spells. And one of those I had just mastered a few days ago.

In other words, because I had only used that for five years, I was confident in my mastery of magic.

My well-worn magic book over the years. I embraced it and made instinctive movements.

I reached out my finger to the sky.

"[Disc]."

Clang.

It started with a droplet. Just one blue dot floating in the air.

But.

Imagine.

A spinning blue disc to your heart's content.

At that moment, the shape of the droplet began to change.

Vroom!

This was indoors. Surely, I couldn't source droplets through rain, but instead, more delicate adjustments were possible.

The realization of imagination was instantaneous.

I effortlessly lifted a shimmering film onto my finger without wasting an ounce of magic power.

Time taken: just 2 seconds.

Benjamin gasped.

"...Impressive. Quite a skill."

"R-really?"

"Yes. You're talented. Now hand me the magic book."

Even the slightest praise could make a whale dance. I handed over the magic book without hesitation.

Splash! The film turned into droplets and poured onto the desk.

Whether he reacted or not.

Benjamin paid no attention and accepted the magic book.

"Take a look. Young Eugene. You'll probably be amazed."

"What?"

Benjamin chuckled. The magic book in his hands shone brightly.

"The founder of magic studies. What is Jean-Pierre Ouleime's greatest achievement?"

It seemed more like a question not expecting an answer.

The old man's gaze was directed towards the empty air.

"Magic boasts thousands of years of history. Touched by hundreds, thousands of hands, each leaving their own mark."

Dot. He raises his finger. A water droplet rises above it.

First Type Magic [Disc].

Impressive skill, but slow.

Seeing someone else's magic for the first time made it feel even slower. It seemed to take about 7 seconds for the disc to take shape.

However, there was also a difference.

"Thanks to you, the era of playing with magical rituals while drawing magic circles has become a distant past."

Precision.

A veil-like sharp and smooth water barrier.

Benjamin was overwhelming in precision with my magic.

That moment.

"But."

Swoosh.

The moment Benjamin closed his eyes, the membrane began to 'distort very precisely.'

I opened my eyes wide and looked at what used to be the disc.

"But why do we praise his name as the father of magic, leaving everyone else behind?"

It twists and turns messily.

But if you ask if it's irregular, not at all. The distorted disc suddenly rolled up into a long stem, slightly folded into a thorn, and elegantly bent into a petal.

Transformation.

On one hand, it meant that Benjamin Oslo was systematically imagining all those processes.

Unbelievable. How can a person.

And the next moment.

"The great achievements of Osleime can be summarized in just one word."

"Theorization of imagination."

Pah!

A blue rose bloomed in the air.

Originally a single layer of blue film, folded and folded again to create a single rose.

...!

I widened my eyes. It was worth it.

It was extraordinary.

Drawing such complex forms and their balance in one's mind is unbelievable.

"Oh."

Magic is soon a discipline.

Theorization of imagination.

Not instinct and abstraction, but magic as a rigorous theory!

"This is the study of magic."

Benjamin chuckled.

        
            "Are you okay?"

Dorothy's hands, which had come up to my face without me realizing it, covered my cheeks.

When did we get here?

I was definitely inside the bakery, but in the blink of an eye, we were here. It was as if she already knew I was following her.

"Yujin."

Dorothy lightly tapped my cheek again.

Her hand was cold. Just like my body, Dorothy also seemed to be braving the cold with her bare hands.

However, for some reason, unknown to me, I felt warmth in that touch.

Of course, it was a fleeting sensation.

"Tsk. It's cold."

A small reflexive response slipped out.

Upon hearing that, Dorothy's arm twitched, and she slowly withdrew her hand.

Her expression remained unchanged, but could the confusion be sensed in her eyebrows and the corners of her mouth?

Unfortunately, I didn't have the chance to confirm if my guess was correct.

"Who are you? Why is a soldier like you hugging a little imperial child!"

The middle-aged man raised his voice again.

It was surprising that he could shout even after seeing the green military uniform and insignia.

"Please show your identification."

Ah, he's also a soldier. Dorothy took a step forward towards me and spoke.

"Apologies. But who might you be, sir?"

"What?"

"I am meeting you for the first time. I have no obligation to show respect to someone who is neither my superior nor subordinate. If you expect military courtesy, I will politely decline."

His unique tone put pressure on them.

As Dorothy adopted a serious attitude, he began to look visibly flustered.

A correction was needed. The author was neither a current nor retired soldier. Perhaps they were a merchant family doing business with soldiers or a relative of a young officer.

His scheme to establish pride even at the expense of showing off was exposed in an instant.

The middle-aged man's expression contorted significantly.

Those who had just enthusiastically praised me now looked at the middle-aged man with cold eyes, intensifying the situation.

Around that time, Dorothy turned her head back towards me.

"Let's go home."

"...Yes."

Things had gotten tangled up.

The initial goal was not achieved, and unnecessary trouble arose.

Still, for some reason, Dorothy's gaze felt softer.

Satisfied with that, I followed Dorothy.

That's when it happened.

"Where are you going, you barbarian!"

The middle-aged man's angry voice rapidly approached.

Thump, thump. With heavy footsteps, the middle-aged man chased after me.

Being in front of an officer, he didn't seem inclined to hit me.

But there was a sense that he wanted to do something by grabbing my head.

It was akin to hitting someone with a cane, a way to simply humiliate.

Suddenly approaching, Dorothy faced the middle-aged man without any additional weapons. A preparatory movement of military martial arts. Her sturdy posture indicated that Dorothy hadn't taken the insignia lightly.

Perhaps she could easily subdue at least one of the enraged middle-aged men.

But this was a problem of my own making.

I couldn't ask for Dorothy's help.

The outstretched hand was coming closer.

"You filthy imperial scum!"

The next moment.

Slip―

"Eh, eh, eh?!"

Like stepping on ice, the middle-aged man was sent flying.

If he had been a bird with wings, he would have landed gracefully, but unfortunately, he was a man with a protruding belly.

Thud!

With a loud sound, he sprawled on the main road.

"Ugh...."

It went according to plan.

[Rotation].

Mu Yeong-chang. It was activating magic solely through imagination, without assistance from a spellbook, to topple him.

His center of gravity must have been high because he fell easily with little force. Perhaps due to his belly.

Snowflakes were falling from the sky. It's common for someone to slip on the snow-covered ground.

Thus, the middle-aged man, who had been bravely standing alone, ended up falling awkwardly.

"Well, that settles it."

The wife and three children who were watching the spectacle quietly furrowed their brows.

Meanwhile, my gaze met Dorothy's.

Dorothy seemed to know that I could use magic. She seemed to be asking, "Was it you?"

As if she roughly understood the situation, her stern expression gradually softened.

I smiled faintly and spoke up.

"Benjamin must be waiting."

Dorothy nodded.

Side by side, we faced the duplex house. A tidy house in Oslo.

My neck felt tight.

*

As soon as I opened the door, warm air spread through the room.

"...!"

It was different from the warmth of bedding. It was a sensation not of heat generated to ward off cold, but as if basking in a bonfire.

What on earth is this?

"I'm back."

"I see. I've lit the fireplace."

Benjamin sat on the living room sofa, shaking his hands excitedly.

And there it was.

A real bonfire in front of the sofa!

...Oh, I see.

A fireplace occupying a section of the living room wall. Flames flickered inside the hearth. As someone who learned about fireplaces beforehand, it was quite a fascinating sight.

So this is how it gets warm. Will the fire spread?

As curiosity piqued, the warmth seeped in, dispelling the cold.

However, Benjamin showed no surprise upon seeing me return with Dorothy.

Perhaps it was all just a fleeting moment.

"I'm back. I'll go upstairs."

After a light greeting, I set foot on the stairs leading upstairs. However, a sudden voice made me pause.

"Hmm? No. Come here and warm yourself by the fire."

It was Benjamin.

"What?"

"Hehe. It was cold outside, right?"

The old man chuckled playfully.

"I told you to finish your studies early and come down. Let's make today a day of rest."

It wasn't just Benjamin.

As I stood with one foot on the stairs, Dorothy gently nudged my back towards the living room.

"What is it?" I was about to ask, then suddenly realized I hadn't decided on a title yet.

Tap. Tap.

"Wait a moment."

In the end, I plopped down on the sofa without hesitation.

Once seated, I actually felt quite alright.

Crackling—

Embers popped through the flames.

Watching them from the comfortable sofa, a sense of inexplicable calm enveloped me.

"I've seen how hard you've been studying. You're really determined to learn in just a month."

"Well, yes."

"Hard work deserves praise. You're doing well. But..."

Benjamin glanced at me and subtly raised the corner of his mouth.

"Resting is just as important as working hard."

"..."

"It's New Year's Day. Rest as much as you would for a New Year's party."

An unfamiliar word slipped from Benjamin's lips.

"A New Year's party?"

"Huh. What? You don't know?"

"Is it a federal custom?"

When I asked, Benjamin made a difficult-to-describe expression.

"Well... something like that. Even though it's called a party, there's nothing special about it. It's just about resting and eating."

True to his words, we had dinner as usual. Apart from the warmth from the fireplace, it was quite a normal atmosphere.

Perhaps that's why.

When Benjamin called me back to the living room once again, I couldn't help but be amazed.

A small table in front of the sofa.

On it lay neatly folded shirts and one stylish tie rolled on top of a shirt.

They were high-quality fabric shirts and ties. Even a blind person like me could tell.

I gasped.

"What is this?"

"It's a gift. Giving gifts is part of the New Year's party tradition."

"...I haven't prepared anything."

"Hahaha! You're probably the only one shivering in front of the fireplace like a wet puppy."

Benjamin laughed heartily.

"It's natural to receive sometimes in life. Don't feel too awkward as the recipient."

Suddenly, I felt awkward. Words escaped my lips.

"Um, should I try it on?"

"You said it well. Go change and come back."

Oops.

I'm supposed to button this up.

In the end, I headed to the warehouse holding a shirt and tie. It was already too late when I realized that I was someone who struggled even to button up my clothes.

"Damn it."

I barely managed to put on the shirt.

However, no matter how hard I tried, the tie ended up feeling like a boa constrictor tightening around my neck.

It wasn't until the helpless Dorothy tied the tie for me that it finally looked neat.

"......"

Benjamin and Dorothy. The gazes of the two were oddly warm.

"Oh. It suits you well."

As Benjamin casually remarked, Dorothy nodded in agreement.

Feeling like I wanted to disappear, I sat down on the sofa.

"This is not the end here."

At that moment, Benjamin pulled out another set of clothes from behind the sofa.

This time, it was winter women's clothing. It seemed like a gift for Dorothy, but it was quite extravagant for such a purpose.

"Who goes out wearing military uniforms? Wear pretty clothes instead."

"No, thank you."

It might be best to summarize what happened next as "Dorothy's expression was full of disgust."

After Benjamin was rejected,

Dorothy stepped forward.

After rummaging through her handbag a few times, Dorothy returned to the living room with two scarves of different colors. I thought she hadn't bought anything at the store, but apparently she had.

Scarves with clean white patterns on black and gray backgrounds.

Dorothy handed me the black scarf.

"Try it on."

I awkwardly wrapped the scarf around my neck. It was much easier to wear than a shirt or tie. It felt cozy.

Before I knew it, Dorothy was also wearing the gray scarf.

Although there was no conversation, the atmosphere became cheerful. Dorothy showed a bright smile.

Meanwhile, Benjamin spoke.

"Dorothy, where's mine?"

"I don't have one for you, Oslo."

"Come on... Really none?"

With that, his tone lowered a notch. He was genuinely disappointed.

By the way, Benjamin's depressive symptoms improved after he discovered that the cane he had left in his study had been replaced with a new one.

Anyway,

I received a handful of gifts.

With a puzzled look, Dorothy sat on the edge of the sofa as she watched Dorothy start preparing something in the kitchen with her scarf still on.

A little while later, she came back with something on a plate.

It was a round bread.

With a hole in the middle and a subtly colored bread.

"What is this?"

"A doughnut."

*

Dorothy slowly opened her mouth.

"It's a sweet bread. I was worried you might not like sweet things, but it seems you do."

Ah.

No way.

"Is that... Is it about this morning?"

"Yeah."

My tension eased.

Was that intense gaze checking if she liked the sweet marmalade?

If I had known the truth of the incident would be so absurd, I wouldn't have stayed inside.

"Hahaha...."

However, the reason for my weak laughter was not just that.

What is all this?

Warmth and gifts. Kindness and consideration.

Isn't it like family?

Family is a special title. It cannot be easily obtained.

Because it cannot be easily regained, it is precious.

So why are Benjamin and Dorothy going to such lengths?

I couldn't just pass over it.

I organized my thoughts and asked them a question. Benjamin and Dorothy faced each other.

There wasn't as much surprise as I thought.

"Hmm. Where should I start?"

Benjamin, who was drooling, suddenly looked at Dorothy.

"Can I say it?"

"Yes."

What can he say?

Before I could start worrying, Benjamin gave me the answer.

"My wife Susan couldn't have children due to an illness when she was young. Now we're both too old to have any."

In other words.

"Dorothy is an adopted daughter. I have five daughters under my wing, but they are all children born in my heart."

"....!"

"If they were asked to reveal their stories, these kids would each produce a book. From the start, I'm one of those guys who spill everything."

Suddenly, Benjamin's palm came to mind.

A life akin to torture.

"I don't think family is anything special. Living under one roof and getting on each other's nerves, that's what family is, right? There was a time when I attached unnecessary meaning to family, but looking back, it was all pointless."

In Benjamin's eyes, the flames in the fireplace flickered slowly.

"Oh my. I almost bored you to death with my dull story. Let's stop the rambling here."

He smiled gently.

"Today, taste that doughnut and rest well. It's a gift Dorothy prepared for you. Surely it will be delicious."

"...."

I picked up a fork.

The square doughnut split cheerfully under the thin sugar glaze.

I took a piece and put it in my mouth.

"Wow."

I discovered how soft bread could be. Along with a melting texture, there was a delightful sweetness from the sugar coating on the doughnut.

Soft and sweet.

That was all there was to it.

With just one bite, warming my whole body with a gentle heat was enough.

"...."

Indeed, family doesn't seem so insignificant after all.

*

Time flew by, and before I knew it, a month had passed since I stayed in the duplex house.

My proficiency in Provencal improved, but unfortunately, I failed to surprise Benjamin. A cool laugh and a simple 'well done' were the end results.

I didn't mind. In fact, it seemed better that way.

Anyway, from that day on, I truly began to receive Benjamin's teachings.

And.

January 27th. Snow.

Snow is rare in the Imperial winter.

Even if there is a lot of rain, snow rarely falls. Not to mention heavy snowfall where the snow piles up ankle-deep.

Therefore.

It took three years for me to see snowflakes fluttering outside the window again.

        
            "Are you okay?"

Dorothy's hands, which had come up to my face without me realizing it, covered my cheeks.

When did we get here?

I was definitely inside the bakery, but in the blink of an eye, we were here. It was as if she already knew I was following her.

"Yujin."

Dorothy lightly tapped my cheek again.

Her hand was cold. Just like my body, Dorothy also seemed to be braving the cold with her bare hands.

However, for some reason, unknown to me, I felt warmth in that touch.

Of course, it was a fleeting sensation.

"Tsk. It's cold."

A small reflexive response slipped out.

Upon hearing that, Dorothy's arm twitched, and she slowly withdrew her hand.

Her expression remained unchanged, but could the confusion be sensed in her eyebrows and the corners of her mouth?

Unfortunately, I didn't have the chance to confirm if my guess was correct.

"Who are you? Why is a soldier like you hugging a little imperial child!"

The middle-aged man raised his voice again.

It was surprising that he could shout even after seeing the green military uniform and insignia.

"Please show your identification."

Ah, he's also a soldier. Dorothy took a step forward towards me and spoke.

"Apologies. But who might you be, sir?"

"What?"

"I am meeting you for the first time. I have no obligation to show respect to someone who is neither my superior nor subordinate. If you expect military courtesy, I will politely decline."

His unique tone put pressure on them.

As Dorothy adopted a serious attitude, he began to look visibly flustered.

A correction was needed. The author was neither a current nor retired soldier. Perhaps they were a merchant family doing business with soldiers or a relative of a young officer.

His scheme to establish pride even at the expense of showing off was exposed in an instant.

The middle-aged man's expression contorted significantly.

Those who had just enthusiastically praised me now looked at the middle-aged man with cold eyes, intensifying the situation.

Around that time, Dorothy turned her head back towards me.

"Let's go home."

"...Yes."

Things had gotten tangled up.

The initial goal was not achieved, and unnecessary trouble arose.

Still, for some reason, Dorothy's gaze felt softer.

Satisfied with that, I followed Dorothy.

That's when it happened.

"Where are you going, you barbarian!"

The middle-aged man's angry voice rapidly approached.

Thump, thump. With heavy footsteps, the middle-aged man chased after me.

Being in front of an officer, he didn't seem inclined to hit me.

But there was a sense that he wanted to do something by grabbing my head.

It was akin to hitting someone with a cane, a way to simply humiliate.

Suddenly approaching, Dorothy faced the middle-aged man without any additional weapons. A preparatory movement of military martial arts. Her sturdy posture indicated that Dorothy hadn't taken the insignia lightly.

Perhaps she could easily subdue at least one of the enraged middle-aged men.

But this was a problem of my own making.

I couldn't ask for Dorothy's help.

The outstretched hand was coming closer.

"You filthy imperial scum!"

The next moment.

Slip―

"Eh, eh, eh?!"

Like stepping on ice, the middle-aged man was sent flying.

If he had been a bird with wings, he would have landed gracefully, but unfortunately, he was a man with a protruding belly.

Thud!

With a loud sound, he sprawled on the main road.

"Ugh...."

It went according to plan.

[Rotation].

Mu Yeong-chang. It was activating magic solely through imagination, without assistance from a spellbook, to topple him.

His center of gravity must have been high because he fell easily with little force. Perhaps due to his belly.

Snowflakes were falling from the sky. It's common for someone to slip on the snow-covered ground.

Thus, the middle-aged man, who had been bravely standing alone, ended up falling awkwardly.

"Well, that settles it."

The wife and three children who were watching the spectacle quietly furrowed their brows.

Meanwhile, my gaze met Dorothy's.

Dorothy seemed to know that I could use magic. She seemed to be asking, "Was it you?"

As if she roughly understood the situation, her stern expression gradually softened.

I smiled faintly and spoke up.

"Benjamin must be waiting."

Dorothy nodded.

Side by side, we faced the duplex house. A tidy house in Oslo.

My neck felt tight.

*

As soon as I opened the door, warm air spread through the room.

"...!"

It was different from the warmth of bedding. It was a sensation not of heat generated to ward off cold, but as if basking in a bonfire.

What on earth is this?

"I'm back."

"I see. I've lit the fireplace."

Benjamin sat on the living room sofa, shaking his hands excitedly.

And there it was.

A real bonfire in front of the sofa!

...Oh, I see.

A fireplace occupying a section of the living room wall. Flames flickered inside the hearth. As someone who learned about fireplaces beforehand, it was quite a fascinating sight.

So this is how it gets warm. Will the fire spread?

As curiosity piqued, the warmth seeped in, dispelling the cold.

However, Benjamin showed no surprise upon seeing me return with Dorothy.

Perhaps it was all just a fleeting moment.

"I'm back. I'll go upstairs."

After a light greeting, I set foot on the stairs leading upstairs. However, a sudden voice made me pause.

"Hmm? No. Come here and warm yourself by the fire."

It was Benjamin.

"What?"

"Hehe. It was cold outside, right?"

The old man chuckled playfully.

"I told you to finish your studies early and come down. Let's make today a day of rest."

It wasn't just Benjamin.

As I stood with one foot on the stairs, Dorothy gently nudged my back towards the living room.

"What is it?" I was about to ask, then suddenly realized I hadn't decided on a title yet.

Tap. Tap.

"Wait a moment."

In the end, I plopped down on the sofa without hesitation.

Once seated, I actually felt quite alright.

Crackling—

Embers popped through the flames.

Watching them from the comfortable sofa, a sense of inexplicable calm enveloped me.

"I've seen how hard you've been studying. You're really determined to learn in just a month."

"Well, yes."

"Hard work deserves praise. You're doing well. But..."

Benjamin glanced at me and subtly raised the corner of his mouth.

"Resting is just as important as working hard."

"..."

"It's New Year's Day. Rest as much as you would for a New Year's party."

An unfamiliar word slipped from Benjamin's lips.

"A New Year's party?"

"Huh. What? You don't know?"

"Is it a federal custom?"

When I asked, Benjamin made a difficult-to-describe expression.

"Well... something like that. Even though it's called a party, there's nothing special about it. It's just about resting and eating."

True to his words, we had dinner as usual. Apart from the warmth from the fireplace, it was quite a normal atmosphere.

Perhaps that's why.

When Benjamin called me back to the living room once again, I couldn't help but be amazed.

A small table in front of the sofa.

On it lay neatly folded shirts and one stylish tie rolled on top of a shirt.

They were high-quality fabric shirts and ties. Even a blind person like me could tell.

I gasped.

"What is this?"

"It's a gift. Giving gifts is part of the New Year's party tradition."

"...I haven't prepared anything."

"Hahaha! You're probably the only one shivering in front of the fireplace like a wet puppy."

Benjamin laughed heartily.

"It's natural to receive sometimes in life. Don't feel too awkward as the recipient."

Suddenly, I felt awkward. Words escaped my lips.

"Um, should I try it on?"

"You said it well. Go change and come back."

Oops.

I'm supposed to button this up.

In the end, I headed to the warehouse holding a shirt and tie. It was already too late when I realized that I was someone who struggled even to button up my clothes.

"Damn it."

I barely managed to put on the shirt.

However, no matter how hard I tried, the tie ended up feeling like a boa constrictor tightening around my neck.

It wasn't until the helpless Dorothy tied the tie for me that it finally looked neat.

"......"

Benjamin and Dorothy. The gazes of the two were oddly warm.

"Oh. It suits you well."

As Benjamin casually remarked, Dorothy nodded in agreement.

Feeling like I wanted to disappear, I sat down on the sofa.

"This is not the end here."

At that moment, Benjamin pulled out another set of clothes from behind the sofa.

This time, it was winter women's clothing. It seemed like a gift for Dorothy, but it was quite extravagant for such a purpose.

"Who goes out wearing military uniforms? Wear pretty clothes instead."

"No, thank you."

It might be best to summarize what happened next as "Dorothy's expression was full of disgust."

After Benjamin was rejected,

Dorothy stepped forward.

After rummaging through her handbag a few times, Dorothy returned to the living room with two scarves of different colors. I thought she hadn't bought anything at the store, but apparently she had.

Scarves with clean white patterns on black and gray backgrounds.

Dorothy handed me the black scarf.

"Try it on."

I awkwardly wrapped the scarf around my neck. It was much easier to wear than a shirt or tie. It felt cozy.

Before I knew it, Dorothy was also wearing the gray scarf.

Although there was no conversation, the atmosphere became cheerful. Dorothy showed a bright smile.

Meanwhile, Benjamin spoke.

"Dorothy, where's mine?"

"I don't have one for you, Oslo."

"Come on... Really none?"

With that, his tone lowered a notch. He was genuinely disappointed.

By the way, Benjamin's depressive symptoms improved after he discovered that the cane he had left in his study had been replaced with a new one.

Anyway,

I received a handful of gifts.

With a puzzled look, Dorothy sat on the edge of the sofa as she watched Dorothy start preparing something in the kitchen with her scarf still on.

A little while later, she came back with something on a plate.

It was a round bread.

With a hole in the middle and a subtly colored bread.

"What is this?"

"A doughnut."

*

Dorothy slowly opened her mouth.

"It's a sweet bread. I was worried you might not like sweet things, but it seems you do."

Ah.

No way.

"Is that... Is it about this morning?"

"Yeah."

My tension eased.

Was that intense gaze checking if she liked the sweet marmalade?

If I had known the truth of the incident would be so absurd, I wouldn't have stayed inside.

"Hahaha...."

However, the reason for my weak laughter was not just that.

What is all this?

Warmth and gifts. Kindness and consideration.

Isn't it like family?

Family is a special title. It cannot be easily obtained.

Because it cannot be easily regained, it is precious.

So why are Benjamin and Dorothy going to such lengths?

I couldn't just pass over it.

I organized my thoughts and asked them a question. Benjamin and Dorothy faced each other.

There wasn't as much surprise as I thought.

"Hmm. Where should I start?"

Benjamin, who was drooling, suddenly looked at Dorothy.

"Can I say it?"

"Yes."

What can he say?

Before I could start worrying, Benjamin gave me the answer.

"My wife Susan couldn't have children due to an illness when she was young. Now we're both too old to have any."

In other words.

"Dorothy is an adopted daughter. I have five daughters under my wing, but they are all children born in my heart."

"....!"

"If they were asked to reveal their stories, these kids would each produce a book. From the start, I'm one of those guys who spill everything."

Suddenly, Benjamin's palm came to mind.

A life akin to torture.

"I don't think family is anything special. Living under one roof and getting on each other's nerves, that's what family is, right? There was a time when I attached unnecessary meaning to family, but looking back, it was all pointless."

In Benjamin's eyes, the flames in the fireplace flickered slowly.

"Oh my. I almost bored you to death with my dull story. Let's stop the rambling here."

He smiled gently.

"Today, taste that doughnut and rest well. It's a gift Dorothy prepared for you. Surely it will be delicious."

"...."

I picked up a fork.

The square doughnut split cheerfully under the thin sugar glaze.

I took a piece and put it in my mouth.

"Wow."

I discovered how soft bread could be. Along with a melting texture, there was a delightful sweetness from the sugar coating on the doughnut.

Soft and sweet.

That was all there was to it.

With just one bite, warming my whole body with a gentle heat was enough.

"...."

Indeed, family doesn't seem so insignificant after all.

*

Time flew by, and before I knew it, a month had passed since I stayed in the duplex house.

My proficiency in Provencal improved, but unfortunately, I failed to surprise Benjamin. A cool laugh and a simple 'well done' were the end results.

I didn't mind. In fact, it seemed better that way.

Anyway, from that day on, I truly began to receive Benjamin's teachings.

And.

January 27th. Snow.

Snow is rare in the Imperial winter.

Even if there is a lot of rain, snow rarely falls. Not to mention heavy snowfall where the snow piles up ankle-deep.

Therefore.

It took three years for me to see snowflakes fluttering outside the window again.

        
            "Are you okay?"

Dorothy's hands, which had come up to my face without me realizing it, covered my cheeks.

When did we get here?

I was definitely inside the bakery, but in the blink of an eye, we were here. It was as if she already knew I was following her.

"Yujin."

Dorothy lightly tapped my cheek again.

Her hand was cold. Just like my body, Dorothy also seemed to be braving the cold with her bare hands.

However, for some reason, unknown to me, I felt warmth in that touch.

Of course, it was a fleeting sensation.

"Tsk. It's cold."

A small reflexive response slipped out.

Upon hearing that, Dorothy's arm twitched, and she slowly withdrew her hand.

Her expression remained unchanged, but could the confusion be sensed in her eyebrows and the corners of her mouth?

Unfortunately, I didn't have the chance to confirm if my guess was correct.

"Who are you? Why is a soldier like you hugging a little imperial child!"

The middle-aged man raised his voice again.

It was surprising that he could shout even after seeing the green military uniform and insignia.

"Please show your identification."

Ah, he's also a soldier. Dorothy took a step forward towards me and spoke.

"Apologies. But who might you be, sir?"

"What?"

"I am meeting you for the first time. I have no obligation to show respect to someone who is neither my superior nor subordinate. If you expect military courtesy, I will politely decline."

His unique tone put pressure on them.

As Dorothy adopted a serious attitude, he began to look visibly flustered.

A correction was needed. The author was neither a current nor retired soldier. Perhaps they were a merchant family doing business with soldiers or a relative of a young officer.

His scheme to establish pride even at the expense of showing off was exposed in an instant.

The middle-aged man's expression contorted significantly.

Those who had just enthusiastically praised me now looked at the middle-aged man with cold eyes, intensifying the situation.

Around that time, Dorothy turned her head back towards me.

"Let's go home."

"...Yes."

Things had gotten tangled up.

The initial goal was not achieved, and unnecessary trouble arose.

Still, for some reason, Dorothy's gaze felt softer.

Satisfied with that, I followed Dorothy.

That's when it happened.

"Where are you going, you barbarian!"

The middle-aged man's angry voice rapidly approached.

Thump, thump. With heavy footsteps, the middle-aged man chased after me.

Being in front of an officer, he didn't seem inclined to hit me.

But there was a sense that he wanted to do something by grabbing my head.

It was akin to hitting someone with a cane, a way to simply humiliate.

Suddenly approaching, Dorothy faced the middle-aged man without any additional weapons. A preparatory movement of military martial arts. Her sturdy posture indicated that Dorothy hadn't taken the insignia lightly.

Perhaps she could easily subdue at least one of the enraged middle-aged men.

But this was a problem of my own making.

I couldn't ask for Dorothy's help.

The outstretched hand was coming closer.

"You filthy imperial scum!"

The next moment.

Slip―

"Eh, eh, eh?!"

Like stepping on ice, the middle-aged man was sent flying.

If he had been a bird with wings, he would have landed gracefully, but unfortunately, he was a man with a protruding belly.

Thud!

With a loud sound, he sprawled on the main road.

"Ugh...."

It went according to plan.

[Rotation].

Mu Yeong-chang. It was activating magic solely through imagination, without assistance from a spellbook, to topple him.

His center of gravity must have been high because he fell easily with little force. Perhaps due to his belly.

Snowflakes were falling from the sky. It's common for someone to slip on the snow-covered ground.

Thus, the middle-aged man, who had been bravely standing alone, ended up falling awkwardly.

"Well, that settles it."

The wife and three children who were watching the spectacle quietly furrowed their brows.

Meanwhile, my gaze met Dorothy's.

Dorothy seemed to know that I could use magic. She seemed to be asking, "Was it you?"

As if she roughly understood the situation, her stern expression gradually softened.

I smiled faintly and spoke up.

"Benjamin must be waiting."

Dorothy nodded.

Side by side, we faced the duplex house. A tidy house in Oslo.

My neck felt tight.

*

As soon as I opened the door, warm air spread through the room.

"...!"

It was different from the warmth of bedding. It was a sensation not of heat generated to ward off cold, but as if basking in a bonfire.

What on earth is this?

"I'm back."

"I see. I've lit the fireplace."

Benjamin sat on the living room sofa, shaking his hands excitedly.

And there it was.

A real bonfire in front of the sofa!

...Oh, I see.

A fireplace occupying a section of the living room wall. Flames flickered inside the hearth. As someone who learned about fireplaces beforehand, it was quite a fascinating sight.

So this is how it gets warm. Will the fire spread?

As curiosity piqued, the warmth seeped in, dispelling the cold.

However, Benjamin showed no surprise upon seeing me return with Dorothy.

Perhaps it was all just a fleeting moment.

"I'm back. I'll go upstairs."

After a light greeting, I set foot on the stairs leading upstairs. However, a sudden voice made me pause.

"Hmm? No. Come here and warm yourself by the fire."

It was Benjamin.

"What?"

"Hehe. It was cold outside, right?"

The old man chuckled playfully.

"I told you to finish your studies early and come down. Let's make today a day of rest."

It wasn't just Benjamin.

As I stood with one foot on the stairs, Dorothy gently nudged my back towards the living room.

"What is it?" I was about to ask, then suddenly realized I hadn't decided on a title yet.

Tap. Tap.

"Wait a moment."

In the end, I plopped down on the sofa without hesitation.

Once seated, I actually felt quite alright.

Crackling—

Embers popped through the flames.

Watching them from the comfortable sofa, a sense of inexplicable calm enveloped me.

"I've seen how hard you've been studying. You're really determined to learn in just a month."

"Well, yes."

"Hard work deserves praise. You're doing well. But..."

Benjamin glanced at me and subtly raised the corner of his mouth.

"Resting is just as important as working hard."

"..."

"It's New Year's Day. Rest as much as you would for a New Year's party."

An unfamiliar word slipped from Benjamin's lips.

"A New Year's party?"

"Huh. What? You don't know?"

"Is it a federal custom?"

When I asked, Benjamin made a difficult-to-describe expression.

"Well... something like that. Even though it's called a party, there's nothing special about it. It's just about resting and eating."

True to his words, we had dinner as usual. Apart from the warmth from the fireplace, it was quite a normal atmosphere.

Perhaps that's why.

When Benjamin called me back to the living room once again, I couldn't help but be amazed.

A small table in front of the sofa.

On it lay neatly folded shirts and one stylish tie rolled on top of a shirt.

They were high-quality fabric shirts and ties. Even a blind person like me could tell.

I gasped.

"What is this?"

"It's a gift. Giving gifts is part of the New Year's party tradition."

"...I haven't prepared anything."

"Hahaha! You're probably the only one shivering in front of the fireplace like a wet puppy."

Benjamin laughed heartily.

"It's natural to receive sometimes in life. Don't feel too awkward as the recipient."

Suddenly, I felt awkward. Words escaped my lips.

"Um, should I try it on?"

"You said it well. Go change and come back."

Oops.

I'm supposed to button this up.

In the end, I headed to the warehouse holding a shirt and tie. It was already too late when I realized that I was someone who struggled even to button up my clothes.

"Damn it."

I barely managed to put on the shirt.

However, no matter how hard I tried, the tie ended up feeling like a boa constrictor tightening around my neck.

It wasn't until the helpless Dorothy tied the tie for me that it finally looked neat.

"......"

Benjamin and Dorothy. The gazes of the two were oddly warm.

"Oh. It suits you well."

As Benjamin casually remarked, Dorothy nodded in agreement.

Feeling like I wanted to disappear, I sat down on the sofa.

"This is not the end here."

At that moment, Benjamin pulled out another set of clothes from behind the sofa.

This time, it was winter women's clothing. It seemed like a gift for Dorothy, but it was quite extravagant for such a purpose.

"Who goes out wearing military uniforms? Wear pretty clothes instead."

"No, thank you."

It might be best to summarize what happened next as "Dorothy's expression was full of disgust."

After Benjamin was rejected,

Dorothy stepped forward.

After rummaging through her handbag a few times, Dorothy returned to the living room with two scarves of different colors. I thought she hadn't bought anything at the store, but apparently she had.

Scarves with clean white patterns on black and gray backgrounds.

Dorothy handed me the black scarf.

"Try it on."

I awkwardly wrapped the scarf around my neck. It was much easier to wear than a shirt or tie. It felt cozy.

Before I knew it, Dorothy was also wearing the gray scarf.

Although there was no conversation, the atmosphere became cheerful. Dorothy showed a bright smile.

Meanwhile, Benjamin spoke.

"Dorothy, where's mine?"

"I don't have one for you, Oslo."

"Come on... Really none?"

With that, his tone lowered a notch. He was genuinely disappointed.

By the way, Benjamin's depressive symptoms improved after he discovered that the cane he had left in his study had been replaced with a new one.

Anyway,

I received a handful of gifts.

With a puzzled look, Dorothy sat on the edge of the sofa as she watched Dorothy start preparing something in the kitchen with her scarf still on.

A little while later, she came back with something on a plate.

It was a round bread.

With a hole in the middle and a subtly colored bread.

"What is this?"

"A doughnut."

*

Dorothy slowly opened her mouth.

"It's a sweet bread. I was worried you might not like sweet things, but it seems you do."

Ah.

No way.

"Is that... Is it about this morning?"

"Yeah."

My tension eased.

Was that intense gaze checking if she liked the sweet marmalade?

If I had known the truth of the incident would be so absurd, I wouldn't have stayed inside.

"Hahaha...."

However, the reason for my weak laughter was not just that.

What is all this?

Warmth and gifts. Kindness and consideration.

Isn't it like family?

Family is a special title. It cannot be easily obtained.

Because it cannot be easily regained, it is precious.

So why are Benjamin and Dorothy going to such lengths?

I couldn't just pass over it.

I organized my thoughts and asked them a question. Benjamin and Dorothy faced each other.

There wasn't as much surprise as I thought.

"Hmm. Where should I start?"

Benjamin, who was drooling, suddenly looked at Dorothy.

"Can I say it?"

"Yes."

What can he say?

Before I could start worrying, Benjamin gave me the answer.

"My wife Susan couldn't have children due to an illness when she was young. Now we're both too old to have any."

In other words.

"Dorothy is an adopted daughter. I have five daughters under my wing, but they are all children born in my heart."

"....!"
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"I don't think family is anything special. Living under one roof and getting on each other's nerves, that's what family is, right? There was a time when I attached unnecessary meaning to family, but looking back, it was all pointless."
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"Oh my. I almost bored you to death with my dull story. Let's stop the rambling here."

He smiled gently.

"Today, taste that doughnut and rest well. It's a gift Dorothy prepared for you. Surely it will be delicious."

"...."

I picked up a fork.

The square doughnut split cheerfully under the thin sugar glaze.

I took a piece and put it in my mouth.

"Wow."

I discovered how soft bread could be. Along with a melting texture, there was a delightful sweetness from the sugar coating on the doughnut.

Soft and sweet.

That was all there was to it.

With just one bite, warming my whole body with a gentle heat was enough.

"...."

Indeed, family doesn't seem so insignificant after all.

*

Time flew by, and before I knew it, a month had passed since I stayed in the duplex house.

My proficiency in Provencal improved, but unfortunately, I failed to surprise Benjamin. A cool laugh and a simple 'well done' were the end results.

I didn't mind. In fact, it seemed better that way.

Anyway, from that day on, I truly began to receive Benjamin's teachings.

And.

January 27th. Snow.

Snow is rare in the Imperial winter.

Even if there is a lot of rain, snow rarely falls. Not to mention heavy snowfall where the snow piles up ankle-deep.

Therefore.

It took three years for me to see snowflakes fluttering outside the window again.

        
            The reason why the soldiers came was only known the next day.

News had spread that a warrant had been issued for all of Leman.

At first, I was skeptical. Even though I had used magic as discreetly as possible, who could have seen me using it?

Or was it because Remy Faegery, who had been forced to hide and live outside the military's eyes, was now targeting me again?

It was neither.

"Pressure has come from above."

I could hear the inside story from Dorothy.

Leman's military, which had been performing poorly for the past three years, was now beginning to face direct pressure.

Overseas deployment alone requires significant resources.

Nevertheless, in the past few years, the military was essential due to efforts to suppress the cruelty of the former empire and keep it under federal control.

Not anymore.

Eight years.

Now, after eight years since the end of the war, the soldiers stationed in Leman, not even in the capital of the empire, were being questioned about their utility.

With strict magic prohibitions in place now, what reason is there to pay you a large sum of money? The high-ranking officials on the mainland had begun to seriously consider this.

As a result, the officers of Leman's military felt the heat.

Soldiers are soldiers wherever they go, but officers sensed that returning to the mainland would lead to a drop in both their status and pay.

Action was needed.

If it were an ordinary interest group, they would have racked their brains to create my usefulness.

The officers did not do that.

The military group had a more efficient way—utilizing concealment and manipulation for a long time.

If there are no results, make them.

As a first step, after thoroughly investigating past records, they found my name.

"You will be safe as long as you are here," Benjamin said.

He was right.

Just yesterday, think about it. A private knocked on the door, and out came a lieutenant.

Dorothy may not have been promoted, but she was a talent receiving treatment as a lieutenant or higher.

Five soldiers turned and left without looking back.

Safe. That was the general consensus.

However.

Will the federal army be satisfied with just digging into past achievements like catching fish?

I don't think so.

And my expectations were correct.

In just over a week, rumors began circulating that the federal army had taken away an innocent civilian.

Two months later, that number increased to five.

According to rumors, three of them had gray hair.

July 15th. Rain.

Two months had passed without leaving the door.

In such a situation, unanimously decided due to the uncertainty of what might happen if one were to venture outside.

Although we didn't expect it to last two months when we thought it might take at most 1 or 2 weeks.

On the other hand, there was also a good side.

Thud—

A heavy sound rang out.

The sound of closing a book cover. It signaled the end of a thick calculus book that had been studied intensively over the past two months.

Next to the desk was Benjamin, smiling contentedly.

"Good job."

I neither affirmed nor denied.

Instead, I picked up the magic book.

Achievements were quicker to show visually.

"[Move]."

I chanted the trigger word.

The moving object was the pen in my hand. I imagined the trajectory it would follow.

However, this time, I did not rely on intuition.

<cos t, sin t, t>.

A formula representing the path an object would trace. By assigning this formula, inevitability arises.

From now on, the pen had to move 'like this'.

Vroom—

The pen floated in the air.

Up until now, what could be done with [Move] was very simple. The entire process of picking up and moving objects was steady and rigid. Not anymore.

With a flick of my finger, the pen took off.

Drawing an elegant curve, it rose upwards.

Benjamin widened his eyes, following the trail of the pen.

A spiral trajectory!

Before I opened the book, I couldn't even imagine it.

Not only that.

With a snap, as I flicked my finger again, the pen began to accelerate. This time, in the opposite direction.

Swish!

The pen flew fiercely.

If I had made such a move three years ago, no one would have been left unharmed by the pen.

But the accelerated pen's destination was precisely within my grasp.

It shot back to where it started.

My magic was now akin to Benjamin's in terms of precision.

"How is it?"

I asked.

Benjamin smiled strangely.

"Excellent."

"Oh. It feels like the first time I've been recognized so cleanly. Am I a magician now too?"

"You still have a long way to go."

"That's a shame."

It was sincere.

After today, I wouldn't be able to receive Benjamin's teachings anymore.

"...."

Five imperialists were taken captive.

There might be more than that.

Among them, it was clear that a young man with gray hair was involved in the Federal Army's tyranny under the guise of 'Eugene.'

To protect their own interests, the Federal Army stationed at Reman would continue to capture new 'Eugenes.'

For the imperialists, this was a huge blow. The proportion of gray-haired individuals among the imperialists exceeded three-fifths.

Everyone would have to live hiding and unable to come out into the streets.

However.

What if a real Eugene appeared?

Proving firsthand that innocent people were being taken away.

Spreading rumors far and wide to the point where the truth could not be hidden.

Although I couldn't live in Reman anymore, the officer responsible for enforcing the magic prohibition in the Reman garrison would likely face charges of incompetence and falsifying records.

A resolution.

Since I caused this, it had to be me who concluded it.

At the same time, this was a very suitable reason for me to leave this land.

July 16th.

Tomorrow, I would leave Reman.

Therefore, receiving Benjamin's teachings was also the last time.

There are things to be cautious about.

Half of the reason for leaving is due to my personal desires, and the other half is because of the Oslo family.

If the fact that the Oslo family was harboring the magic user Eugene were to be revealed, it wouldn't just end in a loss of authority.

If I wanted to continue residing peacefully in this duplex house, Benjamin would lose his honor, and the military man Dorosi could even face a military tribunal.

That's why it's a secret to Benjamin and Dorosi.

If I were to explain the situation to them, they would never opt for this easy and simple solution.

I made sure to clarify that this plan was for my arrogance and autocracy.

On the 15th. The day I closed my calculus textbook.

We spent a very ordinary evening together with bread and potato salad.

*

"Good night."

"Good night."

I waved my hand.

Dorosi awkwardly waved back before returning to my room.

Turning the doorknob felt somehow awkward.

Trying to recall my first entry into this room, I realized there was no memory of it.

Initially, I had been brought here in a state of unconsciousness and woke up in this room. So, technically, I should try to remember the first time I entered this room.

Come to think of it.

Back then, I referred to this place as a storage room, but now I was calling it my room.

An unexpected change in myself.

Perhaps it was because a deep affection had formed for this room.

"...."

Creak. Upon opening the door, I noticed the neatly arranged desk and bedding.

Many things had been prepared in advance.

I checked my belongings once again during the remaining time.

Things to take with me.

Clothes, a bag with about three days' worth of food, twelve pounds earned from begging in the past, and a magic book.

Things to leave behind.

Various textbooks, money given by Benjamin for transcription costs, and ten pages of letters.

I was going to leave everything except what was absolutely necessary. Most of what I had was given to me by the two people.

Ah. There are exceptions.

Shirts that had already become too small and scarves unnecessary in weather like today.

Ironically, those two things were not needed at all, but I brought them along.

"Hoo."

After completing the final check, I wiped the sweat off my forehead.

"Preparations complete."

Preparations were complete.

More accurately, I had finished preparing as much as I could.

Leaving Leman is nothing more than the first step towards going to the Federation.

Imperial travel is still prohibited.

Since I don't have money, boarding must be done secretly.

During the journey by boat, one must not be caught by anyone. And when disembarking, mandatory identity verification is required, I heard.

The biggest worry is the end. Because the Federation's identity verification process is likely not as lax as the Empire's.

There were not just one or two gateways.

The decision had already been made.

I still hope to set foot in the Federation. That should be enough.

Swoosh—

After shouldering the bag, I opened the window and slipped out onto the roof.

It was a dawn before the sun rose.

"[Levitation]."

I landed softly on the floor.

I turned around.

The silence settled in the duplex house.

"Good."

I succeeded in sneaking out.

It was fortunate. If I had been caught leaving with bags in tow, it would have been troublesome.

After fixing the spellbook, I hastened my steps.

I planned to cause a commotion in the military camp from now on.

At that moment, I felt like the spellbook was inexplicably swelling.

I had been touching this book for a long time. No matter how many times I looked at it, it seemed to swell as if a thick bookmark had been inserted.

What wasn't visible in the room was clearly visible under the moonlight.

"What's this? I never inserted anything in the spellbook."

Just before stepping out of the yard, I stopped and unfolded the spellbook.

Rustle—

I quickly flipped open the page with the foreign substance.

"...What is this?"

A thick paper the size of a palm.

I had seen Benjamin carrying papers of the same size several times. These items were called identification cards or identity cards.

What's this?

It's not mine.

With mixed feelings, I read the Pryuvian written on the paper.

Date and incomprehensible symbols. In the middle of the paper with dizzying small numbers, there was a name written.

[Eugene Oslo / 1880. 3. 14]

"Eugene Oslo?"

Suddenly, I turned around.

The duplex house was still enveloped in silence.

But.

Through the moonlit window, it seemed as if two figures were waving their hands.

"Oh..."

It was hard to be sure. The hot sensation rising from their eyes made it hard to see clearly.

Probably ghosts or something like that.

Without hesitation, I turned my steps.

As I turned, I stopped.

"Thank you so much!!!"

I shouted with a voice that emerged from deep within my chest.

"Father!!!"

The sun rises.

Following that yellow light source would lead me eastward, straight to the port.

I ran out recklessly.

Feeling the heat flowing down my cheeks.

That day, news spread about Eugene appearing in the military camp, flying through the air and knocking down officers, causing great confusion among the superiors who had heard the rumors. On paper, Eugene was already in prison.

Due to the widespread rumors about the gray-haired wizard throughout the city, they couldn't hide it.

Realizing the false report, the superiors gave one last chance. The officer who got the opportunity hesitated, and despite searching Leman thoroughly to capture the gray-haired wizard, they ultimately failed to find him.

It was a natural outcome.

"The times are changing. Let's not cling to the glory of eight years ago anymore."

With the laughter of an old man, the officer was taken into custody.

"Ah."

The old man reached his hand towards the sky.

"The rain has stopped."
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If I wanted to continue residing peacefully in this duplex house, Benjamin would lose his honor, and the military man Dorosi could even face a military tribunal.

That's why it's a secret to Benjamin and Dorosi.

If I were to explain the situation to them, they would never opt for this easy and simple solution.

I made sure to clarify that this plan was for my arrogance and autocracy.

On the 15th. The day I closed my calculus textbook.

We spent a very ordinary evening together with bread and potato salad.

*

"Good night."

"Good night."

I waved my hand.

Dorosi awkwardly waved back before returning to my room.

Turning the doorknob felt somehow awkward.

Trying to recall my first entry into this room, I realized there was no memory of it.

Initially, I had been brought here in a state of unconsciousness and woke up in this room. So, technically, I should try to remember the first time I entered this room.

Come to think of it.

Back then, I referred to this place as a storage room, but now I was calling it my room.

An unexpected change in myself.

Perhaps it was because a deep affection had formed for this room.

"...."

Creak. Upon opening the door, I noticed the neatly arranged desk and bedding.

Many things had been prepared in advance.

I checked my belongings once again during the remaining time.

Things to take with me.

Clothes, a bag with about three days' worth of food, twelve pounds earned from begging in the past, and a magic book.

Things to leave behind.

Various textbooks, money given by Benjamin for transcription costs, and ten pages of letters.

I was going to leave everything except what was absolutely necessary. Most of what I had was given to me by the two people.

Ah. There are exceptions.

Shirts that had already become too small and scarves unnecessary in weather like today.

Ironically, those two things were not needed at all, but I brought them along.

"Hoo."

After completing the final check, I wiped the sweat off my forehead.

"Preparations complete."

Preparations were complete.

More accurately, I had finished preparing as much as I could.

Leaving Leman is nothing more than the first step towards going to the Federation.

Imperial travel is still prohibited.

Since I don't have money, boarding must be done secretly.

During the journey by boat, one must not be caught by anyone. And when disembarking, mandatory identity verification is required, I heard.

The biggest worry is the end. Because the Federation's identity verification process is likely not as lax as the Empire's.

There were not just one or two gateways.

The decision had already been made.

I still hope to set foot in the Federation. That should be enough.

Swoosh—

After shouldering the bag, I opened the window and slipped out onto the roof.

It was a dawn before the sun rose.

"[Levitation]."

I landed softly on the floor.

I turned around.

The silence settled in the duplex house.

"Good."

I succeeded in sneaking out.

It was fortunate. If I had been caught leaving with bags in tow, it would have been troublesome.

After fixing the spellbook, I hastened my steps.

I planned to cause a commotion in the military camp from now on.

At that moment, I felt like the spellbook was inexplicably swelling.

I had been touching this book for a long time. No matter how many times I looked at it, it seemed to swell as if a thick bookmark had been inserted.

What wasn't visible in the room was clearly visible under the moonlight.

"What's this? I never inserted anything in the spellbook."

Just before stepping out of the yard, I stopped and unfolded the spellbook.

Rustle—

I quickly flipped open the page with the foreign substance.

"...What is this?"

A thick paper the size of a palm.

I had seen Benjamin carrying papers of the same size several times. These items were called identification cards or identity cards.

What's this?

It's not mine.

With mixed feelings, I read the Pryuvian written on the paper.

Date and incomprehensible symbols. In the middle of the paper with dizzying small numbers, there was a name written.
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"Eugene Oslo?"

Suddenly, I turned around.

The duplex house was still enveloped in silence.

But.

Through the moonlit window, it seemed as if two figures were waving their hands.

"Oh..."

It was hard to be sure. The hot sensation rising from their eyes made it hard to see clearly.

Probably ghosts or something like that.

Without hesitation, I turned my steps.

As I turned, I stopped.

"Thank you so much!!!"

I shouted with a voice that emerged from deep within my chest.

"Father!!!"

The sun rises.

Following that yellow light source would lead me eastward, straight to the port.

I ran out recklessly.

Feeling the heat flowing down my cheeks.

That day, news spread about Eugene appearing in the military camp, flying through the air and knocking down officers, causing great confusion among the superiors who had heard the rumors. On paper, Eugene was already in prison.

Due to the widespread rumors about the gray-haired wizard throughout the city, they couldn't hide it.

Realizing the false report, the superiors gave one last chance. The officer who got the opportunity hesitated, and despite searching Leman thoroughly to capture the gray-haired wizard, they ultimately failed to find him.

It was a natural outcome.

"The times are changing. Let's not cling to the glory of eight years ago anymore."

With the laughter of an old man, the officer was taken into custody.

"Ah."

The old man reached his hand towards the sky.

"The rain has stopped."

        
            Spare mooring lines. Poles and screws. Dozens of containers filled with unidentified drugs.

I deemed this equipment warehouse safe because everything inside was "necessary but not commonly used in daily life."

It may be nerve-wracking being right under the deck, but the chances of being caught are very low in reality.

Even if it's dark under the lantern.

If you hide in the dim lower hull and get caught by a crew member, you're as good as caught red-handed.

Therefore, I believe I made the best judgment.

"...What are you looking at?"

Except for one mistake, not anticipating that this place would be a popular spot among illicit dockers.

Two women. One man.

Quite a crowd to hide in a cramped equipment warehouse.

But with passengers bustling around, there's no foolishness in pushing out of the warehouse door right now.

People tend to think similarly.

The stern-looking woman smiled gently.

"Um, should we introduce ourselves?"

"No."

"Huh...?"

"What's the point of introductions? We've barely seen each other for half a day."

"...Half a day, you say. We are like those who share the same fate either metaphorically or physically, right?"

Saying so, the woman turned her gaze towards me. Isn't that right? It felt like she was asking with her eyes.

I quietly nodded.

"Tsk."

The sharp woman clicked her tongue, but two out of three agreed.

The logic of majority rule was absolute.

"I'm Eugene."

"I'm Lanya Dieman."

"Liz."

Lanya, more fittingly addressed as Lady Dieman than by that name, was a typical imperial woman with a gaunt appearance.

Signifying a lack of nutrition.

While Liz was not much different from Lady Dieman in terms of being typical, she was objectively and subjectively very beautiful.

As I observed them, they, too, started scrutinizing me from head to toe.

Soon, Liz furrowed her brow.

She must find it strange why someone like me would want to cross the sea.

Having lived with the Oslo family for three years, my nutritional status, while not up to federal standards, was much better compared to an imperial.

From the disdainful glances, it seemed evident that her reason for wanting to cross over to the Federation was no mere dream.

After a brief introduction and mutual exploration, a chilling silence fell over the equipment warehouse.

"Oh. Is this the cabin? Not bad at all."

"Your cabin is one floor down."

"Boom! Next!"

There's chaos outside.

Passengers' and crew members' footsteps are mingled in disarray.

Voices from the warehouse nearby could be heard several times.

Raising one's voice recklessly could lead to immediate consequences, not to mention the unknown dangers.

At least I wouldn't set foot on Federation soil forever.

"..."

Anxiety escalated.

Lady Dieman's complexion grew paler, and Liz nervously twisted her hair obsessively.

To say I was calm would be a lie.

I, too, tried to soothe my anxiety by discreetly thumbing through the magical book hidden in my bosom.

How much time passed like that?

Kururur, the engine of the massive ship roared to life.

"Departure—!"

Vroooom—

After the departure signal washed away all noise, the three of us regained composure.

To my right, there was a tiny window.

Through it, I could see.

The land where I was born and raised.

The Empire growing distant.

*

The sound of waves parting and the engine humming grew loud enough to drown out conversation.

We exchanged a few words.

Unexpected threats began to torment me.

"Gulp."

Instinctively, I raised my hand to cover my mouth.

Repeated deep breaths barely held back the urge to vomit.

"I didn't know I'd get seasick."

It's quite severe.

You have to experience sailing to understand.

After departure, nausea and headache persisted for several hours. It was a type of adversity I had never experienced before.

There was someone comforting me.

"Are you okay?"

"...I'm fine. Just a little dizzy."

It seems my title choice was correct.

Wiping my sweaty forehead with a cloth or comforting my back seemed very skillful in caring for a sick child.

Almost maternal.

In the empire after the war, it was one of the virtues that was hard to find.

Unlike Liz, who fell asleep as soon as she saw me in pain, Lady Diemane comforted my back until the dizziness subsided.

"I'm fine now. Thank you so much."

"Don't mention it."

A gentle smile.

Lady Diemane, like Liz, had a charm that was not inferior, but her sparse black hair was disheveled, and an unmistakable scent of illness emanated from her pale complexion.

I suddenly became curious.

"Why do you want to go to the Federation?"

Her eyes widened slightly and then gradually softened.

"...To meet my family."

"Your family?"

"Yes. My husband is from the Federation."

Confirming that my seasickness symptoms had improved, Lady Diemane slowly began to unfold her story.

Twelve years ago.

During a time when the empire and the Federation were not on the best terms but still maintained relations, Lanya, a banker, coincidentally met her husband, a member of the Federation army.

"I feel a bit embarrassed to say this... but it was a fateful encounter. The local men weren't interested, but a handsome man from another country? How attractive must he have seemed to a naive young girl."

Not even a tragedy straight out of a play could stop them.

Lanya defended their love despite opposition from her family and eventually left for the Federation to start a proper household.

That's how Lanya Diemane came to be.

It was a happy home.

With a newly born son and capable parents, the household was harmonious beyond measure.

However, reality was not all rosy; just as Lanya's family rejected her husband, his family across the sea did not warmly welcome the foreign daughter-in-law.

Unknowingly, she began to accumulate stress.

Arguments with her husband became frequent.

And then, unexpectedly, news arrived that her mother, abandoned in imperial territory, had fallen ill. In a half-impulsive move, Lanya boarded a ship bound for the empire.

"That's when the war broke out."

"Oh."

"So much has happened over the past eight years. Haha, by now, my son must be around the same age as you, Eugene..."

Lady Diemane looked into the distance with moist eyes.

"I really want to meet him."

The ship arrived at another port about five hours later.

―We've arrived!

Passengers rejoiced at reaching their homeland, gradually beginning to disembark.

In spirit, I wanted to join in their joy, but there was no room for romance.

Arrival meant facing the final hurdle.

Me. Lady Diemane. Liz.

All of us listened intently to the outside world, ears perked up, without anyone sleeping.

My plan was simple.

Casually blending into the crowd.

Lady Diemane said she was waiting for a broker. I was somewhat worried about how she would pass the identity check, but unfortunately, that part was beyond my control.

That was the chance we were waiting for.

Step by step.

Amidst the commotion, a somewhat peculiar footstep began to be heard.

Most of the noise either diminished or came from a distance. After all, to disembark, you had to go up on deck.

But that sound was different.

It was getting closer.

"Ah, Lord, please..."

Lady Diemane shuddered and then clasped her hands together, starting to pray.

I wasn't sure whom she was praying to, but her desperation was evident.

I felt a similar sentiment.

Finally, we had arrived in the Federation.

Now, if I get off the boat and pass the inspection, my long-cherished wish will come true.

Have things been quiet until now only to cause trouble at the end?

If I make a mistake, I have to use magic. It was when I got up and fixed the spellbook.

"Hush."

Liz objected to me.

Thud. The footsteps stopped right in front of the warehouse.

My anxiety peaked, but she just mouthed the words.

"Shh. Quiet. Book."

She was right.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

- Liz.

As the voices were heard, Liz turned pale and rushed out through the warehouse door.

"Just a moment."

Before I could stop her, the door opened.

Standing in front of the door was a blonde steward.

Unlike myself and Mrs. Dieman buried in darkness, Liz embraced the steward deeply in the streaming light.

"We should start moving soon."

"Okay, got it."

"...Who are those people?"

When the steward asked, Liz fell silent for a moment before chuckling.

"They're strangers."

"Really? Well then, let's go."

With a cheerful hum and fading footsteps, Liz and the steward moved towards the light, leaving just the two of us behind.

I looked back at Mrs. Dieman.

She seemed to have lost strength in her legs, sitting on the floor. I couldn't carry her, and if I left her there, she might be mistaken for a non-compliant detainee.

Resignation was evident in her eyes.

"The broker isn't coming. Looks like it was a scam after all."

"Mrs. Dieman..."

"Don't worry. Edington Hall usually takes extradition measures for anyone who follows them all the way to the federation. But more importantly..."

After rummaging through her belongings, she handed me a piece of paper.

It looked like a letter.

"Eugene, you always seem so composed. Maybe you have a soft spot somewhere, right?"

"..."

"I have a favor to ask. Please accept this letter. Even if you don't deliver it to your family, just take it."

Saying that, Mrs. Dieman lay down on the floor.

After taking the letter, I helped her up.

"I will definitely deliver it."

"Thank you. Here."

She took off her hat and placed it on my head. Thanks to that, my gray hair was covered unless one looked closely.

"It's a gift."

*

And so, I also set out towards the light.

After passing several alleys, passengers and stewards came into view.

In the midst of the crowd.

"Joshua, explain. Who is this person?"

"Sir, it's not..."

"Explain. I've heard rumors recently that you work in the intermediary business."

The restrained Liz and the steward called Joshua looked flustered.

And there was a middle-aged man with a stylish mustache and a luxury suit.

Undoubtedly, James Edington.

I struggled to calm my pounding heart.

So what if the author is the captain and the boss?

Whatever the scene before me meant didn't matter.

I just kept walking.

Thud. Thud.

It was when I passed right by Edington.

"Just a moment."

He reached out an arm to stop me.

"What's the matter?"

"Excuse me, sir, can I see your identification?"

"..."

I silently took out my ID from my bag.
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"Here it is."

"Hmm."

He looked back and forth between the ID and my face before speaking slowly.

"Welcome to the federation."

I replied with a smile and urged my steps forward.

"That guy! That guy is also a non-compliant detainee!"

Ignoring the shouting from behind, I walked along the corridor and climbed the stairs.

Standing on the deck, I looked around.

The unfamiliar sight of the federation.

Not a single broken or crumbling building in sight.

Tall buildings stood countless, creating a fusion of city and highway that exuded artistic beauty.

Above all, there was no night there.

Because the stars that embroidered the sky also embroidered the ground.

I fixed my hat against the cold sea breeze.

"At last."

It is a federation.

        
            Spare mooring lines. Poles and screws. Dozens of containers filled with unidentified drugs.

I deemed this equipment warehouse safe because everything inside was "necessary but not commonly used in daily life."

It may be nerve-wracking being right under the deck, but the chances of being caught are very low in reality.

Even if it's dark under the lantern.

If you hide in the dim lower hull and get caught by a crew member, you're as good as caught red-handed.

Therefore, I believe I made the best judgment.

"...What are you looking at?"

Except for one mistake, not anticipating that this place would be a popular spot among illicit dockers.

Two women. One man.

Quite a crowd to hide in a cramped equipment warehouse.

But with passengers bustling around, there's no foolishness in pushing out of the warehouse door right now.

People tend to think similarly.

The stern-looking woman smiled gently.

"Um, should we introduce ourselves?"

"No."

"Huh...?"

"What's the point of introductions? We've barely seen each other for half a day."

"...Half a day, you say. We are like those who share the same fate either metaphorically or physically, right?"

Saying so, the woman turned her gaze towards me. Isn't that right? It felt like she was asking with her eyes.

I quietly nodded.

"Tsk."

The sharp woman clicked her tongue, but two out of three agreed.

The logic of majority rule was absolute.

"I'm Eugene."

"I'm Lanya Dieman."

"Liz."

Lanya, more fittingly addressed as Lady Dieman than by that name, was a typical imperial woman with a gaunt appearance.

Signifying a lack of nutrition.

While Liz was not much different from Lady Dieman in terms of being typical, she was objectively and subjectively very beautiful.

As I observed them, they, too, started scrutinizing me from head to toe.

Soon, Liz furrowed her brow.

She must find it strange why someone like me would want to cross the sea.

Having lived with the Oslo family for three years, my nutritional status, while not up to federal standards, was much better compared to an imperial.

From the disdainful glances, it seemed evident that her reason for wanting to cross over to the Federation was no mere dream.

After a brief introduction and mutual exploration, a chilling silence fell over the equipment warehouse.

"Oh. Is this the cabin? Not bad at all."

"Your cabin is one floor down."

"Boom! Next!"

There's chaos outside.

Passengers' and crew members' footsteps are mingled in disarray.

Voices from the warehouse nearby could be heard several times.

Raising one's voice recklessly could lead to immediate consequences, not to mention the unknown dangers.

At least I wouldn't set foot on Federation soil forever.

"..."

Anxiety escalated.

Lady Dieman's complexion grew paler, and Liz nervously twisted her hair obsessively.

To say I was calm would be a lie.

I, too, tried to soothe my anxiety by discreetly thumbing through the magical book hidden in my bosom.

How much time passed like that?

Kururur, the engine of the massive ship roared to life.

"Departure—!"

Vroooom—

After the departure signal washed away all noise, the three of us regained composure.

To my right, there was a tiny window.

Through it, I could see.

The land where I was born and raised.

The Empire growing distant.

*

The sound of waves parting and the engine humming grew loud enough to drown out conversation.

We exchanged a few words.

Unexpected threats began to torment me.

"Gulp."

Instinctively, I raised my hand to cover my mouth.

Repeated deep breaths barely held back the urge to vomit.

"I didn't know I'd get seasick."

It's quite severe.

You have to experience sailing to understand.

After departure, nausea and headache persisted for several hours. It was a type of adversity I had never experienced before.

There was someone comforting me.

"Are you okay?"

"...I'm fine. Just a little dizzy."

It seems my title choice was correct.

Wiping my sweaty forehead with a cloth or comforting my back seemed very skillful in caring for a sick child.

Almost maternal.

In the empire after the war, it was one of the virtues that was hard to find.

Unlike Liz, who fell asleep as soon as she saw me in pain, Lady Diemane comforted my back until the dizziness subsided.

"I'm fine now. Thank you so much."

"Don't mention it."

A gentle smile.

Lady Diemane, like Liz, had a charm that was not inferior, but her sparse black hair was disheveled, and an unmistakable scent of illness emanated from her pale complexion.

I suddenly became curious.

"Why do you want to go to the Federation?"

Her eyes widened slightly and then gradually softened.

"...To meet my family."

"Your family?"

"Yes. My husband is from the Federation."

Confirming that my seasickness symptoms had improved, Lady Diemane slowly began to unfold her story.

Twelve years ago.

During a time when the empire and the Federation were not on the best terms but still maintained relations, Lanya, a banker, coincidentally met her husband, a member of the Federation army.

"I feel a bit embarrassed to say this... but it was a fateful encounter. The local men weren't interested, but a handsome man from another country? How attractive must he have seemed to a naive young girl."

Not even a tragedy straight out of a play could stop them.

Lanya defended their love despite opposition from her family and eventually left for the Federation to start a proper household.

That's how Lanya Diemane came to be.

It was a happy home.

With a newly born son and capable parents, the household was harmonious beyond measure.

However, reality was not all rosy; just as Lanya's family rejected her husband, his family across the sea did not warmly welcome the foreign daughter-in-law.

Unknowingly, she began to accumulate stress.

Arguments with her husband became frequent.

And then, unexpectedly, news arrived that her mother, abandoned in imperial territory, had fallen ill. In a half-impulsive move, Lanya boarded a ship bound for the empire.

"That's when the war broke out."

"Oh."

"So much has happened over the past eight years. Haha, by now, my son must be around the same age as you, Eugene..."

Lady Diemane looked into the distance with moist eyes.

"I really want to meet him."

The ship arrived at another port about five hours later.

―We've arrived!

Passengers rejoiced at reaching their homeland, gradually beginning to disembark.

In spirit, I wanted to join in their joy, but there was no room for romance.

Arrival meant facing the final hurdle.

Me. Lady Diemane. Liz.

All of us listened intently to the outside world, ears perked up, without anyone sleeping.

My plan was simple.

Casually blending into the crowd.

Lady Diemane said she was waiting for a broker. I was somewhat worried about how she would pass the identity check, but unfortunately, that part was beyond my control.

That was the chance we were waiting for.

Step by step.

Amidst the commotion, a somewhat peculiar footstep began to be heard.

Most of the noise either diminished or came from a distance. After all, to disembark, you had to go up on deck.

But that sound was different.

It was getting closer.

"Ah, Lord, please..."

Lady Diemane shuddered and then clasped her hands together, starting to pray.

I wasn't sure whom she was praying to, but her desperation was evident.

I felt a similar sentiment.

Finally, we had arrived in the Federation.

Now, if I get off the boat and pass the inspection, my long-cherished wish will come true.

Have things been quiet until now only to cause trouble at the end?

If I make a mistake, I have to use magic. It was when I got up and fixed the spellbook.

"Hush."

Liz objected to me.

Thud. The footsteps stopped right in front of the warehouse.

My anxiety peaked, but she just mouthed the words.

"Shh. Quiet. Book."

She was right.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

- Liz.

As the voices were heard, Liz turned pale and rushed out through the warehouse door.

"Just a moment."

Before I could stop her, the door opened.

Standing in front of the door was a blonde steward.

Unlike myself and Mrs. Dieman buried in darkness, Liz embraced the steward deeply in the streaming light.

"We should start moving soon."

"Okay, got it."

"...Who are those people?"

When the steward asked, Liz fell silent for a moment before chuckling.

"They're strangers."

"Really? Well then, let's go."

With a cheerful hum and fading footsteps, Liz and the steward moved towards the light, leaving just the two of us behind.

I looked back at Mrs. Dieman.

She seemed to have lost strength in her legs, sitting on the floor. I couldn't carry her, and if I left her there, she might be mistaken for a non-compliant detainee.

Resignation was evident in her eyes.

"The broker isn't coming. Looks like it was a scam after all."

"Mrs. Dieman..."

"Don't worry. Edington Hall usually takes extradition measures for anyone who follows them all the way to the federation. But more importantly..."

After rummaging through her belongings, she handed me a piece of paper.

It looked like a letter.

"Eugene, you always seem so composed. Maybe you have a soft spot somewhere, right?"

"..."

"I have a favor to ask. Please accept this letter. Even if you don't deliver it to your family, just take it."

Saying that, Mrs. Dieman lay down on the floor.

After taking the letter, I helped her up.

"I will definitely deliver it."

"Thank you. Here."

She took off her hat and placed it on my head. Thanks to that, my gray hair was covered unless one looked closely.

"It's a gift."

*

And so, I also set out towards the light.

After passing several alleys, passengers and stewards came into view.

In the midst of the crowd.

"Joshua, explain. Who is this person?"

"Sir, it's not..."

"Explain. I've heard rumors recently that you work in the intermediary business."

The restrained Liz and the steward called Joshua looked flustered.

And there was a middle-aged man with a stylish mustache and a luxury suit.

Undoubtedly, James Edington.

I struggled to calm my pounding heart.

So what if the author is the captain and the boss?

Whatever the scene before me meant didn't matter.

I just kept walking.

Thud. Thud.

It was when I passed right by Edington.

"Just a moment."

He reached out an arm to stop me.

"What's the matter?"

"Excuse me, sir, can I see your identification?"

"..."

I silently took out my ID from my bag.
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"Here it is."

"Hmm."

He looked back and forth between the ID and my face before speaking slowly.

"Welcome to the federation."

I replied with a smile and urged my steps forward.

"That guy! That guy is also a non-compliant detainee!"

Ignoring the shouting from behind, I walked along the corridor and climbed the stairs.

Standing on the deck, I looked around.

The unfamiliar sight of the federation.

Not a single broken or crumbling building in sight.

Tall buildings stood countless, creating a fusion of city and highway that exuded artistic beauty.

Above all, there was no night there.

Because the stars that embroidered the sky also embroidered the ground.

I fixed my hat against the cold sea breeze.

"At last."

It is a federation.

        
            When the sun hides beyond the horizon, bringing forth the complete darkness, a proposition akin to fate has ceased to be true in the Federation for a decade or so.

Around the time when the title of those studying magic shifted from sorcerer to mage scholar.

The prophecy of a mage scholar who responded to the officials' question, "What use does this experiment have?" with, "Someday, teachers will be able to tax this," came true.

Magic lamps were spread throughout the Federation.

Thanks to the stars rising from the ground covering the earth in a gentle twilight, people could bid farewell to the ancient adversary of darkness with deep affection.

Now, darkness in the Federation was no different from a relic of the past.

So, when that relic reappeared in the collapsing tunnel, Damon panicked.

"Damn it!"

Bang!

He angrily slammed his fist on the ground, forgetting the danger of collapse.

Nothing is visible.

Only fear and uncertainty, like darkness, that at any moment, this side too might collapse.

The familiar danger of tunnel collapses intensified Damon's anxiety.

"Darn it. How long do I have to endure in here? No food, no water, not even sure about the air soon."

Is it just telling me to die?

Damon interpreted it that way.

Then suddenly, he realized that despite his muttering, there was no response from beside him.

He shouted towards the darkness-filled void.

"Hey. Gray hair. Are you dead? Say something!"

Hmm-hmm

A voice full of anger echoed feebly.

Due to the collapsed tunnel, the completely sealed space amplified the sound even more. Echoes reverberated.

But there was no answer.

"...!"

Alone, left behind?

In this darkness?

At that moment, the surging anxiety crossed Damon's threshold of endurance.

"Hey. Gray hair. Where are you?"

With trembling hands, he frantically searched the surrounding floor.

The tunnel was deep but not very wide.

If someone had fainted, at least their body would be felt around here.

At least there should be a corpse.

However.

"...Not here. Hey, gray hair!"

Only cold, damp rocks were felt under his fingertips; there was nothing resembling Eugene's body in the vicinity.

Damon was on the verge of losing his mind.

"Gray haiiirrr!!!"

That's when it happened.

"Gray hair, gray hair, you're damn noisy. I'm concentrating, so be quiet."

The voice he had longed for came not from the sides but from ahead.

"Were you alive?"

"Thanks to you pushing me back. I'm inspecting the blocked tunnel right now... It's like dying without light."

It's a type 2 light. Tsk, I should've learned type 2 magic somehow. Muttering such self-deprecating words, Eugene seemed to have a good idea as he started rustling as if something had come to mind.

Was he untying the unidentified pouch tied to his waist?

Before Damon could guess based on the sound, Eugene spoke up.

"Damon."

"Why are you calling me?"

"Come here."

He did as told.

Even standing up was a struggle due to his weakened legs, but having body warmth nearby was much better than facing the cold emptiness alone.

"What are you going to do?"

"From now on, whether it's an overseer or anyone else, don't talk and walk."

As Eugene 'unfolded' something.

The reason Damon could recognize the action was that light was emanating from the unfolded object.

"A shining book...? No way. Is this a spellbook?"

"It's just the writing that shines, not that bright. Even this will end once the magic runs out, so we need to hurry."

"What are we hurrying for?"

"What are we hurrying for?"

As a faint blue light spread like mist, Eugene smirked as if it were obvious.

"Escaping, of course."

Accidents in mines vary from simple rockfalls to major incidents where the ground itself collapses.

In this case, it seemed infinitely closer to the former.

"It seems like only that part had weak ground and lacked support, causing it to collapse. There's little risk of further collapse."

"I agree."

Yujin and Damon's opinions aligned.

Considering the collapse, the support structure was surprisingly stable.

With minimal concern for secondary collapse during the process of reopening the tunnel, progress was swift.

It may sound funny to say this after an accident, but if one were to express it, it could be attributed to good luck.

Damon, now relaxed, plopped down on the floor.

"Phew...."

"What are you doing?"

"What can I do? Now that we know it's safe, we just have to wait patiently for rescue or help with the structure."

No food or water.

If unlucky, they might have to stay inside for days.

Damon intended to preserve his strength until rescued.

"If you die of dehydration before being rescued, it's a waste, right?"

"...."

Damon stared at him meaningfully, suggesting he should sit and rest instead of resisting.

But Yujin shook his head.

"If you want to rest, go back there and rest."

"What?"

"I'm going to do some digging."

Soon, Yujin returned with a pickaxe, placed it in a corner, and began digging in earnest.

Clang-clang-clang-

As rocks crumbled, a path started to form, slowly but surely.

"Hey, Gray Hair. You'll end up dead doing that!"

"A person won't die even after three days without food."

"You're insane."

"Take it as a compliment."

Clang-clang-clang-

Damon watched him tirelessly, swinging the pickaxe each time, almost losing it, his posture becoming increasingly messy.

His hands must be covered in wounds and blisters like his own.

Damon thought to himself: Their physical conditions were not so different.

While he sat resting, the other persisted, swinging the pickaxe after rising to their feet.

"Goodness!"

An exasperated Damon hit the ground.

"Move!"

"What's up?"

"It's division of labor. You take the left side. I'll handle the right."

"You could take it easy."

"Leave it to me."

The sound of pickaxes doubled.

Ignoring profound fatigue and the pain in his hands, Damon spoke up.

"Gray Hair. What in the world... ugh. Made you, act, like that?"

Yujin replied, "I'm tired of sitting around!"

Clang-clang-clang-

The two continued their seemingly futile efforts with the pickaxes.

They were rescued a day and a half after being trapped. Without digging from both sides, they would have been in critical condition due to lack of oxygen and water.

Tunnel 7 resumed work after thorough safety measures.

Time passed.

August 25th. Clear skies.

"Are you really leaving?"

Near the tunnel cabin, the supervisor, seeing me packing, pleaded with me first.

"Can't you stay a bit longer? I'll pay you well. Our tunnel veterans won't have any complaints if you're around."

"That's tempting. But I'm sorry."

I shook my head.

"I have somewhere to go."

It was time.

A month had passed since I arrived at Leslie's mine. The train fare had accumulated to the point where I could afford a room in Maulon for a couple of months.

Since I had grown accustomed to it, staying longer to save up money as the supervisor suggested might be a good idea, but it would delay my arrival in Maulon.

One shouldn't miss the boat.

"Well then. Thank you for everything."

"Just a moment!"

As I turned to leave, a familiar voice stopped me.

It was a voice I had grown accustomed to over the past month.

"Damon."

"Gangdo decided as he pleased, and even when he left, it was on his own terms. What will happen if he disappears without a word?"

"Hahaha."

"Laughing, huh."

Whether it was because he burst out of the gang or because of his unkempt appearance, Daemon looked at me with a smirk.

"A stubborn person like you will do well no matter where you go. Farewell... Eugene."

I widened my eyes.

The next moment, after smiling gently, I shook his hand.

"Take care."

And so, I left the mining city of Leslie.

*

To travel from the still Oslovia-controlled Leslie station to the Prussian territory, several stations had to be passed through.

Fortunately, I had enough money for the journey.

Although my funds had increased since I first got off at Leslie station, the fact that my appearance had become dirtier bothered me, but this would be resolved gradually.

Among the three federal countries, Prussia had a city bearing the same name as the nation.

Prussia. The headquarters of magic.

It was my final destination.

As the last train passed a few more mountain streams, the scenery outside the window began to reflect a sophisticated civilization rather than nature.

A vast and elegant cityscape that made the port city of Oris pale in comparison.

In one corner, an area was filled with majestic buildings and well-organized facilities hinting at a long history.

Although I was seeing it for the first time, I immediately recalled its name.

"Prussian Federal Magic University."

The forefront of magical research.

I tightened my fists.

Finally, I was stepping on the backdrop of the dream I had been nurturing underfoot.

        
            When the sun hides beyond the horizon, bringing forth the complete darkness, a proposition akin to fate has ceased to be true in the Federation for a decade or so.

Around the time when the title of those studying magic shifted from sorcerer to mage scholar.

The prophecy of a mage scholar who responded to the officials' question, "What use does this experiment have?" with, "Someday, teachers will be able to tax this," came true.

Magic lamps were spread throughout the Federation.

Thanks to the stars rising from the ground covering the earth in a gentle twilight, people could bid farewell to the ancient adversary of darkness with deep affection.

Now, darkness in the Federation was no different from a relic of the past.

So, when that relic reappeared in the collapsing tunnel, Damon panicked.

"Damn it!"

Bang!

He angrily slammed his fist on the ground, forgetting the danger of collapse.

Nothing is visible.

Only fear and uncertainty, like darkness, that at any moment, this side too might collapse.

The familiar danger of tunnel collapses intensified Damon's anxiety.

"Darn it. How long do I have to endure in here? No food, no water, not even sure about the air soon."

Is it just telling me to die?

Damon interpreted it that way.

Then suddenly, he realized that despite his muttering, there was no response from beside him.

He shouted towards the darkness-filled void.

"Hey. Gray hair. Are you dead? Say something!"

Hmm-hmm

A voice full of anger echoed feebly.

Due to the collapsed tunnel, the completely sealed space amplified the sound even more. Echoes reverberated.

But there was no answer.

"...!"

Alone, left behind?

In this darkness?

At that moment, the surging anxiety crossed Damon's threshold of endurance.

"Hey. Gray hair. Where are you?"

With trembling hands, he frantically searched the surrounding floor.

The tunnel was deep but not very wide.

If someone had fainted, at least their body would be felt around here.

At least there should be a corpse.

However.

"...Not here. Hey, gray hair!"

Only cold, damp rocks were felt under his fingertips; there was nothing resembling Eugene's body in the vicinity.

Damon was on the verge of losing his mind.

"Gray haiiirrr!!!"

That's when it happened.

"Gray hair, gray hair, you're damn noisy. I'm concentrating, so be quiet."

The voice he had longed for came not from the sides but from ahead.

"Were you alive?"

"Thanks to you pushing me back. I'm inspecting the blocked tunnel right now... It's like dying without light."

It's a type 2 light. Tsk, I should've learned type 2 magic somehow. Muttering such self-deprecating words, Eugene seemed to have a good idea as he started rustling as if something had come to mind.

Was he untying the unidentified pouch tied to his waist?

Before Damon could guess based on the sound, Eugene spoke up.

"Damon."

"Why are you calling me?"

"Come here."

He did as told.

Even standing up was a struggle due to his weakened legs, but having body warmth nearby was much better than facing the cold emptiness alone.

"What are you going to do?"

"From now on, whether it's an overseer or anyone else, don't talk and walk."

As Eugene 'unfolded' something.

The reason Damon could recognize the action was that light was emanating from the unfolded object.

"A shining book...? No way. Is this a spellbook?"

"It's just the writing that shines, not that bright. Even this will end once the magic runs out, so we need to hurry."

"What are we hurrying for?"

"What are we hurrying for?"

As a faint blue light spread like mist, Eugene smirked as if it were obvious.

"Escaping, of course."

Accidents in mines vary from simple rockfalls to major incidents where the ground itself collapses.

In this case, it seemed infinitely closer to the former.

"It seems like only that part had weak ground and lacked support, causing it to collapse. There's little risk of further collapse."

"I agree."

Yujin and Damon's opinions aligned.

Considering the collapse, the support structure was surprisingly stable.

With minimal concern for secondary collapse during the process of reopening the tunnel, progress was swift.

It may sound funny to say this after an accident, but if one were to express it, it could be attributed to good luck.

Damon, now relaxed, plopped down on the floor.

"Phew...."

"What are you doing?"

"What can I do? Now that we know it's safe, we just have to wait patiently for rescue or help with the structure."

No food or water.

If unlucky, they might have to stay inside for days.

Damon intended to preserve his strength until rescued.

"If you die of dehydration before being rescued, it's a waste, right?"

"...."

Damon stared at him meaningfully, suggesting he should sit and rest instead of resisting.

But Yujin shook his head.

"If you want to rest, go back there and rest."

"What?"

"I'm going to do some digging."

Soon, Yujin returned with a pickaxe, placed it in a corner, and began digging in earnest.

Clang-clang-clang-

As rocks crumbled, a path started to form, slowly but surely.

"Hey, Gray Hair. You'll end up dead doing that!"

"A person won't die even after three days without food."

"You're insane."

"Take it as a compliment."

Clang-clang-clang-

Damon watched him tirelessly, swinging the pickaxe each time, almost losing it, his posture becoming increasingly messy.

His hands must be covered in wounds and blisters like his own.

Damon thought to himself: Their physical conditions were not so different.

While he sat resting, the other persisted, swinging the pickaxe after rising to their feet.

"Goodness!"

An exasperated Damon hit the ground.

"Move!"

"What's up?"

"It's division of labor. You take the left side. I'll handle the right."

"You could take it easy."

"Leave it to me."

The sound of pickaxes doubled.

Ignoring profound fatigue and the pain in his hands, Damon spoke up.

"Gray Hair. What in the world... ugh. Made you, act, like that?"

Yujin replied, "I'm tired of sitting around!"

Clang-clang-clang-

The two continued their seemingly futile efforts with the pickaxes.

They were rescued a day and a half after being trapped. Without digging from both sides, they would have been in critical condition due to lack of oxygen and water.

Tunnel 7 resumed work after thorough safety measures.

Time passed.

August 25th. Clear skies.

"Are you really leaving?"

Near the tunnel cabin, the supervisor, seeing me packing, pleaded with me first.

"Can't you stay a bit longer? I'll pay you well. Our tunnel veterans won't have any complaints if you're around."

"That's tempting. But I'm sorry."

I shook my head.

"I have somewhere to go."

It was time.

A month had passed since I arrived at Leslie's mine. The train fare had accumulated to the point where I could afford a room in Maulon for a couple of months.

Since I had grown accustomed to it, staying longer to save up money as the supervisor suggested might be a good idea, but it would delay my arrival in Maulon.

One shouldn't miss the boat.

"Well then. Thank you for everything."

"Just a moment!"

As I turned to leave, a familiar voice stopped me.

It was a voice I had grown accustomed to over the past month.

"Damon."

"Gangdo decided as he pleased, and even when he left, it was on his own terms. What will happen if he disappears without a word?"

"Hahaha."

"Laughing, huh."

Whether it was because he burst out of the gang or because of his unkempt appearance, Daemon looked at me with a smirk.

"A stubborn person like you will do well no matter where you go. Farewell... Eugene."

I widened my eyes.

The next moment, after smiling gently, I shook his hand.

"Take care."

And so, I left the mining city of Leslie.

*

To travel from the still Oslovia-controlled Leslie station to the Prussian territory, several stations had to be passed through.

Fortunately, I had enough money for the journey.

Although my funds had increased since I first got off at Leslie station, the fact that my appearance had become dirtier bothered me, but this would be resolved gradually.

Among the three federal countries, Prussia had a city bearing the same name as the nation.

Prussia. The headquarters of magic.

It was my final destination.

As the last train passed a few more mountain streams, the scenery outside the window began to reflect a sophisticated civilization rather than nature.

A vast and elegant cityscape that made the port city of Oris pale in comparison.

In one corner, an area was filled with majestic buildings and well-organized facilities hinting at a long history.

Although I was seeing it for the first time, I immediately recalled its name.

"Prussian Federal Magic University."

The forefront of magical research.

I tightened my fists.

Finally, I was stepping on the backdrop of the dream I had been nurturing underfoot.
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"Hey. Gray hair. Where are you?"

With trembling hands, he frantically searched the surrounding floor.

The tunnel was deep but not very wide.

If someone had fainted, at least their body would be felt around here.

At least there should be a corpse.
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"...Not here. Hey, gray hair!"

Only cold, damp rocks were felt under his fingertips; there was nothing resembling Eugene's body in the vicinity.

Damon was on the verge of losing his mind.

"Gray haiiirrr!!!"

That's when it happened.

"Gray hair, gray hair, you're damn noisy. I'm concentrating, so be quiet."

The voice he had longed for came not from the sides but from ahead.

"Were you alive?"

"Thanks to you pushing me back. I'm inspecting the blocked tunnel right now... It's like dying without light."

It's a type 2 light. Tsk, I should've learned type 2 magic somehow. Muttering such self-deprecating words, Eugene seemed to have a good idea as he started rustling as if something had come to mind.

Was he untying the unidentified pouch tied to his waist?

Before Damon could guess based on the sound, Eugene spoke up.

"Damon."

"Why are you calling me?"

"Come here."

He did as told.

Even standing up was a struggle due to his weakened legs, but having body warmth nearby was much better than facing the cold emptiness alone.

"What are you going to do?"

"From now on, whether it's an overseer or anyone else, don't talk and walk."

As Eugene 'unfolded' something.

The reason Damon could recognize the action was that light was emanating from the unfolded object.

"A shining book...? No way. Is this a spellbook?"

"It's just the writing that shines, not that bright. Even this will end once the magic runs out, so we need to hurry."

"What are we hurrying for?"

"What are we hurrying for?"

As a faint blue light spread like mist, Eugene smirked as if it were obvious.

"Escaping, of course."

Accidents in mines vary from simple rockfalls to major incidents where the ground itself collapses.

In this case, it seemed infinitely closer to the former.

"It seems like only that part had weak ground and lacked support, causing it to collapse. There's little risk of further collapse."

"I agree."

Yujin and Damon's opinions aligned.

Considering the collapse, the support structure was surprisingly stable.

With minimal concern for secondary collapse during the process of reopening the tunnel, progress was swift.

It may sound funny to say this after an accident, but if one were to express it, it could be attributed to good luck.

Damon, now relaxed, plopped down on the floor.

"Phew...."

"What are you doing?"

"What can I do? Now that we know it's safe, we just have to wait patiently for rescue or help with the structure."

No food or water.

If unlucky, they might have to stay inside for days.

Damon intended to preserve his strength until rescued.

"If you die of dehydration before being rescued, it's a waste, right?"

"...."

Damon stared at him meaningfully, suggesting he should sit and rest instead of resisting.

But Yujin shook his head.

"If you want to rest, go back there and rest."

"What?"

"I'm going to do some digging."

Soon, Yujin returned with a pickaxe, placed it in a corner, and began digging in earnest.

Clang-clang-clang-

As rocks crumbled, a path started to form, slowly but surely.

"Hey, Gray Hair. You'll end up dead doing that!"

"A person won't die even after three days without food."

"You're insane."

"Take it as a compliment."

Clang-clang-clang-

Damon watched him tirelessly, swinging the pickaxe each time, almost losing it, his posture becoming increasingly messy.

His hands must be covered in wounds and blisters like his own.

Damon thought to himself: Their physical conditions were not so different.

While he sat resting, the other persisted, swinging the pickaxe after rising to their feet.

"Goodness!"

An exasperated Damon hit the ground.

"Move!"

"What's up?"

"It's division of labor. You take the left side. I'll handle the right."

"You could take it easy."

"Leave it to me."

The sound of pickaxes doubled.

Ignoring profound fatigue and the pain in his hands, Damon spoke up.

"Gray Hair. What in the world... ugh. Made you, act, like that?"

Yujin replied, "I'm tired of sitting around!"

Clang-clang-clang-

The two continued their seemingly futile efforts with the pickaxes.

They were rescued a day and a half after being trapped. Without digging from both sides, they would have been in critical condition due to lack of oxygen and water.

Tunnel 7 resumed work after thorough safety measures.

Time passed.

August 25th. Clear skies.

"Are you really leaving?"

Near the tunnel cabin, the supervisor, seeing me packing, pleaded with me first.

"Can't you stay a bit longer? I'll pay you well. Our tunnel veterans won't have any complaints if you're around."

"That's tempting. But I'm sorry."

I shook my head.

"I have somewhere to go."

It was time.

A month had passed since I arrived at Leslie's mine. The train fare had accumulated to the point where I could afford a room in Maulon for a couple of months.

Since I had grown accustomed to it, staying longer to save up money as the supervisor suggested might be a good idea, but it would delay my arrival in Maulon.

One shouldn't miss the boat.

"Well then. Thank you for everything."

"Just a moment!"

As I turned to leave, a familiar voice stopped me.

It was a voice I had grown accustomed to over the past month.

"Damon."

"Gangdo decided as he pleased, and even when he left, it was on his own terms. What will happen if he disappears without a word?"

"Hahaha."

"Laughing, huh."

Whether it was because he burst out of the gang or because of his unkempt appearance, Daemon looked at me with a smirk.

"A stubborn person like you will do well no matter where you go. Farewell... Eugene."

I widened my eyes.

The next moment, after smiling gently, I shook his hand.

"Take care."

And so, I left the mining city of Leslie.
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As the last train passed a few more mountain streams, the scenery outside the window began to reflect a sophisticated civilization rather than nature.

A vast and elegant cityscape that made the port city of Oris pale in comparison.

In one corner, an area was filled with majestic buildings and well-organized facilities hinting at a long history.
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"From now on, whether it's an overseer or anyone else, don't talk and walk."
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They were rescued a day and a half after being trapped. Without digging from both sides, they would have been in critical condition due to lack of oxygen and water.

Tunnel 7 resumed work after thorough safety measures.

Time passed.

August 25th. Clear skies.

"Are you really leaving?"

Near the tunnel cabin, the supervisor, seeing me packing, pleaded with me first.

"Can't you stay a bit longer? I'll pay you well. Our tunnel veterans won't have any complaints if you're around."

"That's tempting. But I'm sorry."

I shook my head.

"I have somewhere to go."

It was time.

A month had passed since I arrived at Leslie's mine. The train fare had accumulated to the point where I could afford a room in Maulon for a couple of months.

Since I had grown accustomed to it, staying longer to save up money as the supervisor suggested might be a good idea, but it would delay my arrival in Maulon.

One shouldn't miss the boat.

"Well then. Thank you for everything."

"Just a moment!"

As I turned to leave, a familiar voice stopped me.

It was a voice I had grown accustomed to over the past month.

"Damon."

"Gangdo decided as he pleased, and even when he left, it was on his own terms. What will happen if he disappears without a word?"

"Hahaha."

"Laughing, huh."

Whether it was because he burst out of the gang or because of his unkempt appearance, Daemon looked at me with a smirk.

"A stubborn person like you will do well no matter where you go. Farewell... Eugene."

I widened my eyes.

The next moment, after smiling gently, I shook his hand.

"Take care."

And so, I left the mining city of Leslie.

*

To travel from the still Oslovia-controlled Leslie station to the Prussian territory, several stations had to be passed through.

Fortunately, I had enough money for the journey.

Although my funds had increased since I first got off at Leslie station, the fact that my appearance had become dirtier bothered me, but this would be resolved gradually.

Among the three federal countries, Prussia had a city bearing the same name as the nation.

Prussia. The headquarters of magic.

It was my final destination.

As the last train passed a few more mountain streams, the scenery outside the window began to reflect a sophisticated civilization rather than nature.

A vast and elegant cityscape that made the port city of Oris pale in comparison.

In one corner, an area was filled with majestic buildings and well-organized facilities hinting at a long history.

Although I was seeing it for the first time, I immediately recalled its name.

"Prussian Federal Magic University."

The forefront of magical research.

I tightened my fists.

Finally, I was stepping on the backdrop of the dream I had been nurturing underfoot.

        
            When the sun hides beyond the horizon, bringing forth the complete darkness, a proposition akin to fate has ceased to be true in the Federation for a decade or so.

Around the time when the title of those studying magic shifted from sorcerer to mage scholar.

The prophecy of a mage scholar who responded to the officials' question, "What use does this experiment have?" with, "Someday, teachers will be able to tax this," came true.

Magic lamps were spread throughout the Federation.

Thanks to the stars rising from the ground covering the earth in a gentle twilight, people could bid farewell to the ancient adversary of darkness with deep affection.

Now, darkness in the Federation was no different from a relic of the past.

So, when that relic reappeared in the collapsing tunnel, Damon panicked.

"Damn it!"

Bang!

He angrily slammed his fist on the ground, forgetting the danger of collapse.

Nothing is visible.

Only fear and uncertainty, like darkness, that at any moment, this side too might collapse.

The familiar danger of tunnel collapses intensified Damon's anxiety.

"Darn it. How long do I have to endure in here? No food, no water, not even sure about the air soon."

Is it just telling me to die?

Damon interpreted it that way.

Then suddenly, he realized that despite his muttering, there was no response from beside him.

He shouted towards the darkness-filled void.

"Hey. Gray hair. Are you dead? Say something!"

Hmm-hmm

A voice full of anger echoed feebly.

Due to the collapsed tunnel, the completely sealed space amplified the sound even more. Echoes reverberated.

But there was no answer.

"...!"

Alone, left behind?

In this darkness?

At that moment, the surging anxiety crossed Damon's threshold of endurance.

"Hey. Gray hair. Where are you?"

With trembling hands, he frantically searched the surrounding floor.

The tunnel was deep but not very wide.

If someone had fainted, at least their body would be felt around here.

At least there should be a corpse.

However.

"...Not here. Hey, gray hair!"

Only cold, damp rocks were felt under his fingertips; there was nothing resembling Eugene's body in the vicinity.

Damon was on the verge of losing his mind.

"Gray haiiirrr!!!"

That's when it happened.

"Gray hair, gray hair, you're damn noisy. I'm concentrating, so be quiet."

The voice he had longed for came not from the sides but from ahead.

"Were you alive?"

"Thanks to you pushing me back. I'm inspecting the blocked tunnel right now... It's like dying without light."

It's a type 2 light. Tsk, I should've learned type 2 magic somehow. Muttering such self-deprecating words, Eugene seemed to have a good idea as he started rustling as if something had come to mind.

Was he untying the unidentified pouch tied to his waist?

Before Damon could guess based on the sound, Eugene spoke up.

"Damon."

"Why are you calling me?"

"Come here."

He did as told.

Even standing up was a struggle due to his weakened legs, but having body warmth nearby was much better than facing the cold emptiness alone.

"What are you going to do?"

"From now on, whether it's an overseer or anyone else, don't talk and walk."

As Eugene 'unfolded' something.

The reason Damon could recognize the action was that light was emanating from the unfolded object.

"A shining book...? No way. Is this a spellbook?"

"It's just the writing that shines, not that bright. Even this will end once the magic runs out, so we need to hurry."

"What are we hurrying for?"

"What are we hurrying for?"

As a faint blue light spread like mist, Eugene smirked as if it were obvious.

"Escaping, of course."

Accidents in mines vary from simple rockfalls to major incidents where the ground itself collapses.

In this case, it seemed infinitely closer to the former.

"It seems like only that part had weak ground and lacked support, causing it to collapse. There's little risk of further collapse."

"I agree."

Yujin and Damon's opinions aligned.

Considering the collapse, the support structure was surprisingly stable.

With minimal concern for secondary collapse during the process of reopening the tunnel, progress was swift.

It may sound funny to say this after an accident, but if one were to express it, it could be attributed to good luck.

Damon, now relaxed, plopped down on the floor.

"Phew...."

"What are you doing?"

"What can I do? Now that we know it's safe, we just have to wait patiently for rescue or help with the structure."

No food or water.

If unlucky, they might have to stay inside for days.

Damon intended to preserve his strength until rescued.

"If you die of dehydration before being rescued, it's a waste, right?"

"...."

Damon stared at him meaningfully, suggesting he should sit and rest instead of resisting.

But Yujin shook his head.

"If you want to rest, go back there and rest."

"What?"

"I'm going to do some digging."

Soon, Yujin returned with a pickaxe, placed it in a corner, and began digging in earnest.

Clang-clang-clang-

As rocks crumbled, a path started to form, slowly but surely.

"Hey, Gray Hair. You'll end up dead doing that!"

"A person won't die even after three days without food."

"You're insane."

"Take it as a compliment."

Clang-clang-clang-

Damon watched him tirelessly, swinging the pickaxe each time, almost losing it, his posture becoming increasingly messy.

His hands must be covered in wounds and blisters like his own.

Damon thought to himself: Their physical conditions were not so different.

While he sat resting, the other persisted, swinging the pickaxe after rising to their feet.

"Goodness!"

An exasperated Damon hit the ground.

"Move!"

"What's up?"

"It's division of labor. You take the left side. I'll handle the right."

"You could take it easy."

"Leave it to me."

The sound of pickaxes doubled.

Ignoring profound fatigue and the pain in his hands, Damon spoke up.

"Gray Hair. What in the world... ugh. Made you, act, like that?"

Yujin replied, "I'm tired of sitting around!"

Clang-clang-clang-

The two continued their seemingly futile efforts with the pickaxes.

They were rescued a day and a half after being trapped. Without digging from both sides, they would have been in critical condition due to lack of oxygen and water.

Tunnel 7 resumed work after thorough safety measures.

Time passed.

August 25th. Clear skies.

"Are you really leaving?"

Near the tunnel cabin, the supervisor, seeing me packing, pleaded with me first.

"Can't you stay a bit longer? I'll pay you well. Our tunnel veterans won't have any complaints if you're around."

"That's tempting. But I'm sorry."

I shook my head.

"I have somewhere to go."

It was time.

A month had passed since I arrived at Leslie's mine. The train fare had accumulated to the point where I could afford a room in Maulon for a couple of months.

Since I had grown accustomed to it, staying longer to save up money as the supervisor suggested might be a good idea, but it would delay my arrival in Maulon.

One shouldn't miss the boat.

"Well then. Thank you for everything."

"Just a moment!"

As I turned to leave, a familiar voice stopped me.

It was a voice I had grown accustomed to over the past month.

"Damon."

"Gangdo decided as he pleased, and even when he left, it was on his own terms. What will happen if he disappears without a word?"

"Hahaha."

"Laughing, huh."

Whether it was because he burst out of the gang or because of his unkempt appearance, Daemon looked at me with a smirk.

"A stubborn person like you will do well no matter where you go. Farewell... Eugene."

I widened my eyes.

The next moment, after smiling gently, I shook his hand.

"Take care."

And so, I left the mining city of Leslie.

*

To travel from the still Oslovia-controlled Leslie station to the Prussian territory, several stations had to be passed through.

Fortunately, I had enough money for the journey.

Although my funds had increased since I first got off at Leslie station, the fact that my appearance had become dirtier bothered me, but this would be resolved gradually.

Among the three federal countries, Prussia had a city bearing the same name as the nation.

Prussia. The headquarters of magic.

It was my final destination.

As the last train passed a few more mountain streams, the scenery outside the window began to reflect a sophisticated civilization rather than nature.

A vast and elegant cityscape that made the port city of Oris pale in comparison.

In one corner, an area was filled with majestic buildings and well-organized facilities hinting at a long history.

Although I was seeing it for the first time, I immediately recalled its name.

"Prussian Federal Magic University."

The forefront of magical research.

I tightened my fists.

Finally, I was stepping on the backdrop of the dream I had been nurturing underfoot.

        
            When the sun hides beyond the horizon, bringing forth the complete darkness, a proposition akin to fate has ceased to be true in the Federation for a decade or so.
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Magic lamps were spread throughout the Federation.
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Is it just telling me to die?
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A voice full of anger echoed feebly.

Due to the collapsed tunnel, the completely sealed space amplified the sound even more. Echoes reverberated.

But there was no answer.
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Alone, left behind?

In this darkness?

At that moment, the surging anxiety crossed Damon's threshold of endurance.

"Hey. Gray hair. Where are you?"

With trembling hands, he frantically searched the surrounding floor.

The tunnel was deep but not very wide.

If someone had fainted, at least their body would be felt around here.

At least there should be a corpse.

However.

"...Not here. Hey, gray hair!"

Only cold, damp rocks were felt under his fingertips; there was nothing resembling Eugene's body in the vicinity.

Damon was on the verge of losing his mind.

"Gray haiiirrr!!!"

That's when it happened.

"Gray hair, gray hair, you're damn noisy. I'm concentrating, so be quiet."

The voice he had longed for came not from the sides but from ahead.

"Were you alive?"

"Thanks to you pushing me back. I'm inspecting the blocked tunnel right now... It's like dying without light."

It's a type 2 light. Tsk, I should've learned type 2 magic somehow. Muttering such self-deprecating words, Eugene seemed to have a good idea as he started rustling as if something had come to mind.

Was he untying the unidentified pouch tied to his waist?

Before Damon could guess based on the sound, Eugene spoke up.

"Damon."

"Why are you calling me?"

"Come here."

He did as told.

Even standing up was a struggle due to his weakened legs, but having body warmth nearby was much better than facing the cold emptiness alone.

"What are you going to do?"

"From now on, whether it's an overseer or anyone else, don't talk and walk."

As Eugene 'unfolded' something.

The reason Damon could recognize the action was that light was emanating from the unfolded object.

"A shining book...? No way. Is this a spellbook?"

"It's just the writing that shines, not that bright. Even this will end once the magic runs out, so we need to hurry."

"What are we hurrying for?"

"What are we hurrying for?"

As a faint blue light spread like mist, Eugene smirked as if it were obvious.

"Escaping, of course."

Accidents in mines vary from simple rockfalls to major incidents where the ground itself collapses.

In this case, it seemed infinitely closer to the former.

"It seems like only that part had weak ground and lacked support, causing it to collapse. There's little risk of further collapse."

"I agree."

Yujin and Damon's opinions aligned.

Considering the collapse, the support structure was surprisingly stable.

With minimal concern for secondary collapse during the process of reopening the tunnel, progress was swift.

It may sound funny to say this after an accident, but if one were to express it, it could be attributed to good luck.

Damon, now relaxed, plopped down on the floor.

"Phew...."

"What are you doing?"

"What can I do? Now that we know it's safe, we just have to wait patiently for rescue or help with the structure."

No food or water.

If unlucky, they might have to stay inside for days.

Damon intended to preserve his strength until rescued.

"If you die of dehydration before being rescued, it's a waste, right?"

"...."

Damon stared at him meaningfully, suggesting he should sit and rest instead of resisting.

But Yujin shook his head.

"If you want to rest, go back there and rest."

"What?"

"I'm going to do some digging."

Soon, Yujin returned with a pickaxe, placed it in a corner, and began digging in earnest.

Clang-clang-clang-

As rocks crumbled, a path started to form, slowly but surely.

"Hey, Gray Hair. You'll end up dead doing that!"

"A person won't die even after three days without food."

"You're insane."

"Take it as a compliment."

Clang-clang-clang-

Damon watched him tirelessly, swinging the pickaxe each time, almost losing it, his posture becoming increasingly messy.

His hands must be covered in wounds and blisters like his own.

Damon thought to himself: Their physical conditions were not so different.

While he sat resting, the other persisted, swinging the pickaxe after rising to their feet.

"Goodness!"

An exasperated Damon hit the ground.

"Move!"

"What's up?"

"It's division of labor. You take the left side. I'll handle the right."

"You could take it easy."

"Leave it to me."

The sound of pickaxes doubled.

Ignoring profound fatigue and the pain in his hands, Damon spoke up.

"Gray Hair. What in the world... ugh. Made you, act, like that?"

Yujin replied, "I'm tired of sitting around!"

Clang-clang-clang-

The two continued their seemingly futile efforts with the pickaxes.

They were rescued a day and a half after being trapped. Without digging from both sides, they would have been in critical condition due to lack of oxygen and water.

Tunnel 7 resumed work after thorough safety measures.

Time passed.

August 25th. Clear skies.

"Are you really leaving?"

Near the tunnel cabin, the supervisor, seeing me packing, pleaded with me first.

"Can't you stay a bit longer? I'll pay you well. Our tunnel veterans won't have any complaints if you're around."

"That's tempting. But I'm sorry."

I shook my head.

"I have somewhere to go."

It was time.

A month had passed since I arrived at Leslie's mine. The train fare had accumulated to the point where I could afford a room in Maulon for a couple of months.

Since I had grown accustomed to it, staying longer to save up money as the supervisor suggested might be a good idea, but it would delay my arrival in Maulon.

One shouldn't miss the boat.

"Well then. Thank you for everything."

"Just a moment!"

As I turned to leave, a familiar voice stopped me.

It was a voice I had grown accustomed to over the past month.

"Damon."

"Gangdo decided as he pleased, and even when he left, it was on his own terms. What will happen if he disappears without a word?"

"Hahaha."

"Laughing, huh."

Whether it was because he burst out of the gang or because of his unkempt appearance, Daemon looked at me with a smirk.

"A stubborn person like you will do well no matter where you go. Farewell... Eugene."

I widened my eyes.

The next moment, after smiling gently, I shook his hand.

"Take care."

And so, I left the mining city of Leslie.

*

To travel from the still Oslovia-controlled Leslie station to the Prussian territory, several stations had to be passed through.

Fortunately, I had enough money for the journey.

Although my funds had increased since I first got off at Leslie station, the fact that my appearance had become dirtier bothered me, but this would be resolved gradually.

Among the three federal countries, Prussia had a city bearing the same name as the nation.

Prussia. The headquarters of magic.

It was my final destination.

As the last train passed a few more mountain streams, the scenery outside the window began to reflect a sophisticated civilization rather than nature.

A vast and elegant cityscape that made the port city of Oris pale in comparison.

In one corner, an area was filled with majestic buildings and well-organized facilities hinting at a long history.

Although I was seeing it for the first time, I immediately recalled its name.

"Prussian Federal Magic University."

The forefront of magical research.

I tightened my fists.

Finally, I was stepping on the backdrop of the dream I had been nurturing underfoot.

        
            Humans are often referred to as the lords of all things.

Beings who perceive existence, contemplate, and create value.

It is because they are a creative life form that could not be found on this blue earth until now.

However, even those who firmly proclaim themselves as the lords of all things sometimes degrade themselves to that of primitive beasts, especially when their rationality is entangled with emotions.

It's not always a bad thing.

If there is mutual affection, no matter what one does, it will appear cool and beautiful, and who would care. Sometimes it is more effective to become a beast, so to speak.

The problem arises when only one side is sincere.

Unless there is mutual affection, a beast is just a beast.

Unbridled instincts must be governed by cold reason, and if one prematurely considers the other as already their lover, the atmosphere naturally becomes harsh.

And now.

"That's enough. It's disgusting."

"What, what?!"

In an attempt to demonstrate maturity that combines wildness and intellect through a duel, a young man heard the word "disgusting" from the intellect he had kept in his heart, and there stood a man.

That one word seemed quite cutting.

You can tell by his posture holding a spellbook and striking a pose.

"...."

There was no sympathy. He was indeed disgusting.

It had been barely thirty minutes since they met, but he could vaguely understand.

The man, Everist, was trying to impress the female student and was almost deluded into thinking she was interested.

The female student, however, had no interest in him at all.

I finally got a proper look at the impression of the female student that I had glimpsed before.

With subtle decorations mixed appropriately to exude elegance, the female student made an impressive appearance.

She looked younger than me, but there was still a hint of sophistication in her demeanor that set her far apart from a girl.

Clarity and decisiveness.

There was a real businesswoman there, not someone who joked around.

"Le...Lena."

"Please don't call me casually."

Had she been holding back for so long?

Words started to spill out of her fresh mouth like a torrent.

"Weren't you going to organize a debate for young intellectuals? I accepted because you said you also planned to pursue it as a business... But why me in the first place? I'm still a minor and a student."

"Well, you're famous as a business prodigy."

"It's just a rumor and an exaggeration."

"Lena. As the youngest counselor and investment genius of the country, I think you are an essential talent for our debate."

"Stop. You're getting off topic."

The female student, Lena, shook her head nervously.

The calculation and disillusionment in her large pupils were palpable.

"Tell me honestly. It's not for such grand reasons, is it?"

"What, what do you mean?"

"I hoped something would change over the three debates, but nothing has changed except for the increasing number of flatterers praising you. I'm not the kind of person who fits into this melodrama."

"...."

"And the duel. What was that about? If you wanted to impress me, showing your best self instead of clinging to a pathetic person like this would have been enough."

Her gaze sank even colder.

"You were the opposite. Full of pretense without any ability. The kind of person I despise the most."

"Le...Lena. Are you taking the side of this gray-haired guy now?"

"I'm on the side of the unjust. Not on the side of the disgusting."

Chilly.

In the bustling outskirts of the square, a space of profound silence emerged.

Lena did not put elaborate logic into her words or actions.

He simply conveyed the fact that Evarist, with his six goblins and even to me who was scratching my cheek beside him, was insignificant convincingly by just listing the facts.

It was a moment of hesitation whether to offer a word of comfort upon seeing him shivering all over.

"Gray hair—!"

"Youjin, that's right."

"He dared to insult me... The duel is on! Quickly, take out your spellbook!"

At that moment, he glanced at Lena.

Although they had never spoken before, conversation seemed to flow through their gazes somehow.

The gist of it was something like this:

-This person seems out of his mind.

-Indeed.

-What should we do?

-Sorry, can you handle it appropriately?

-Yes.

After exchanging nods, he took out his spellbook from his bag and held it in his left hand.

Of course, he didn't assume a strange posture.

"What's the dueling style?"

"It's simple. The attacker showcases a spell first, and the defender replicates it. The one who cannot replicate the opponent's spell loses as they exchange attacks!"

Those were the rules.

I felt I could be at a disadvantage momentarily.

If Evarist was truly a magic university student, he would have mastered both Type 1 and Type 2 spells, unlike me who had only self-taught Type 1 spells, so he likely had a wider range of spells to use.

So, my strategy was clear.

Difficulty.

To compete with the difficulty of spells, making them impossible to replicate.

Just then, Evarist arrogantly gestured towards me.

"I'll pass the turn."

"......"

I didn't respond.

Since the magic would represent me.

Now, I chanted the spell incantation that was as familiar to me as my own limbs.

"[Disc]."

Thud.

A single droplet shot up from my outstretched right hand.

Upon hearing my incantation, Evarist, arms crossed, sneered mockingly.

"Hmph. Just a Type 1 spell [Disc]? Bringing out such a basic spell for a duel, even a passing child could do better."

"Quiet."

"...?"

Concentration was key.

This spell was incredibly challenging even for me.

Swoosh!

A water disc the size of two fingers began to rotate, transforming into a thin disc in the blink of an eye.

Its speed increased even further, about a second in total.

Evarist, who had been exuding arrogance, trembled, and even Lena, who seemed unfamiliar with magic, widened her eyes at the remarkable casting speed.

But the magic wasn't over yet.

I furrowed my eyebrows, narrowed my eyes.

Imagination.

"And fold."

Swoosh.

The disc began to bend.

Fold, roll, tear, unfold.

"Ugh."

A spell I had practiced countless times in the attic. How much time had I spent trying to reproduce this spell since 'that day'?

I hadn't properly learned magic yet. While I grounded myself in foundational studies, my instincts still played a significant role, making my head feel like it might explode.

Nevertheless.

Despite that.

Through admiration and more admiration, through practice and more practice.

At some point, it bore fruit.

"Hoo!"

As I exhaled the held breath, a cluster of blue roses floated gracefully in front of me, swaying gently in the breeze.

"[Flowering]."

My first unique spell.

Though Benjamin was the original, no one could easily dismiss the sweat and effort put into reverse-engineering this spell.

I grinned, hiding the trembling of my hands as much as possible.

"Now. Try to follow. Defender."

There was no response.

Thud.

Evarist's spellbook, which he had been clutching, tumbled to the floor.

"It seems the match is decided."

"Oh, Lena!"

Seemingly dazed, Evarist reached out, but Lena paid him no attention.

Instead, she approached me and firmly grasped my wrist.

"Come with me."

"Uh, uh."

From a distance, Prousen gave the impression of being a meticulously planned city.

But as I left the main roads and squares and entered the city's residential areas, I began to feel that it wasn't quite like that.

The vitality of people bustling in every small alley. That's what I felt.

"It was a livelier city than I thought."

"What do you mean?"

"Oh, nothing. Just talking to myself."

Lena, who had been nodding, soon let go of my wrist.

And then, instead of bowing her head...

"Thank you."

"Hmm?"

I couldn't recall doing anything deserving of thanks.

As I stood there puzzled, Lena, who had corrected her posture, exhaled deeply and glanced into the air.

"Thanks to you, I was able to shake off that man."

"I see."

"Despite repeatedly saying that I have no interest in relationships between men and women in a professional context, he wouldn't listen. Eugene, was it? Thank you once again."

"I'm not sure how to react even when receiving thanks for such a thing..."

As I spoke, Lena made a surprised sound and made a dry gesture.

"Well, I guess so."

After a moment of contemplation, Lena looked at me as if she had realized something.

"You're not from Prousen, are you?"

"Yeah. You figured it out because of my travel bag, right? I arrived today."

"In that case, you probably don't know much about Prousen geography. If you tell me your destination address, I'll show you the way. I can accompany you to the right direction."

Destination address.

In fact, I couldn't bring myself to say that I was heading to the restaurant after pondering over that issue. The story was too complicated to explain briefly.

After a brief hesitation, I made a decision.

"Then please help me."

Benjamin's hometown.

I thought they would be less surprised once their life foundation was established.

These days, I even doubted if I was directionally challenged, so maybe it would be better to get some help and visit the Oslo family right away.

I recalled the address I had memorized.

"I want to go to Kram Street."

"Oh. Lucky me. I'm also going to Kram Street."

Lena's eyebrows arched.

If Dorothy leaned towards 'rich in emotions but poor in expression,' Lena seemed closer to 'rich in emotions but doesn't express them.'

Was she generally businesslike with people?

For me, it was a good thing. At least I didn't feel any aversion towards her gray hair.

After crossing a few alleys, we walked onto a main road for a while.

It seemed more difficult to find the way than I had thought, so getting help was a good idea.

Lena stopped in front of a wide street where her steps stretched out.

"This is Kram Street. If you know the house number, you should be able to find it easily. What's the number?"

"Number 15."

"...It's a bit strange to have the same number up to the house."

It seemed like another coincidence.

While Lena nodded, satisfied that she could provide detailed directions, I followed her, content with the guidance.

"Here is number 15."

"Thank you. Now I just need to figure out which house the number 20178 points to."

"...!"

The next moment.

Clack!

Lena lifted her foot and grabbed my collar.

With suspicion filling her large pupils, Lena interrogated me.

"Who are you? A stalker?"

"Uh, what?"

"What business do you have at our house?"

Ignoring the change in tone, Lena uttered words that were hard to catch.

Our house?

Feeling cold sweat trickling down, I asked.

"...By any chance, your name?"

"Lena Oslo. The third daughter of the Oslo family."

Ah.

"Now I'll ask. What do you do?"

        
            Humans are often referred to as the lords of all things.

Beings who perceive existence, contemplate, and create value.

It is because they are a creative life form that could not be found on this blue earth until now.

However, even those who firmly proclaim themselves as the lords of all things sometimes degrade themselves to that of primitive beasts, especially when their rationality is entangled with emotions.

It's not always a bad thing.

If there is mutual affection, no matter what one does, it will appear cool and beautiful, and who would care. Sometimes it is more effective to become a beast, so to speak.

The problem arises when only one side is sincere.

Unless there is mutual affection, a beast is just a beast.

Unbridled instincts must be governed by cold reason, and if one prematurely considers the other as already their lover, the atmosphere naturally becomes harsh.

And now.

"That's enough. It's disgusting."

"What, what?!"

In an attempt to demonstrate maturity that combines wildness and intellect through a duel, a young man heard the word "disgusting" from the intellect he had kept in his heart, and there stood a man.

That one word seemed quite cutting.

You can tell by his posture holding a spellbook and striking a pose.

"...."

There was no sympathy. He was indeed disgusting.

It had been barely thirty minutes since they met, but he could vaguely understand.

The man, Everist, was trying to impress the female student and was almost deluded into thinking she was interested.

The female student, however, had no interest in him at all.

I finally got a proper look at the impression of the female student that I had glimpsed before.

With subtle decorations mixed appropriately to exude elegance, the female student made an impressive appearance.

She looked younger than me, but there was still a hint of sophistication in her demeanor that set her far apart from a girl.

Clarity and decisiveness.

There was a real businesswoman there, not someone who joked around.

"Le...Lena."

"Please don't call me casually."

Had she been holding back for so long?

Words started to spill out of her fresh mouth like a torrent.

"Weren't you going to organize a debate for young intellectuals? I accepted because you said you also planned to pursue it as a business... But why me in the first place? I'm still a minor and a student."

"Well, you're famous as a business prodigy."

"It's just a rumor and an exaggeration."

"Lena. As the youngest counselor and investment genius of the country, I think you are an essential talent for our debate."

"Stop. You're getting off topic."

The female student, Lena, shook her head nervously.

The calculation and disillusionment in her large pupils were palpable.

"Tell me honestly. It's not for such grand reasons, is it?"

"What, what do you mean?"

"I hoped something would change over the three debates, but nothing has changed except for the increasing number of flatterers praising you. I'm not the kind of person who fits into this melodrama."

"...."

"And the duel. What was that about? If you wanted to impress me, showing your best self instead of clinging to a pathetic person like this would have been enough."

Her gaze sank even colder.

"You were the opposite. Full of pretense without any ability. The kind of person I despise the most."

"Le...Lena. Are you taking the side of this gray-haired guy now?"

"I'm on the side of the unjust. Not on the side of the disgusting."

Chilly.

In the bustling outskirts of the square, a space of profound silence emerged.

Lena did not put elaborate logic into her words or actions.

He simply conveyed the fact that Evarist, with his six goblins and even to me who was scratching my cheek beside him, was insignificant convincingly by just listing the facts.

It was a moment of hesitation whether to offer a word of comfort upon seeing him shivering all over.

"Gray hair—!"

"Youjin, that's right."

"He dared to insult me... The duel is on! Quickly, take out your spellbook!"

At that moment, he glanced at Lena.

Although they had never spoken before, conversation seemed to flow through their gazes somehow.

The gist of it was something like this:

-This person seems out of his mind.

-Indeed.

-What should we do?

-Sorry, can you handle it appropriately?

-Yes.

After exchanging nods, he took out his spellbook from his bag and held it in his left hand.

Of course, he didn't assume a strange posture.

"What's the dueling style?"

"It's simple. The attacker showcases a spell first, and the defender replicates it. The one who cannot replicate the opponent's spell loses as they exchange attacks!"

Those were the rules.

I felt I could be at a disadvantage momentarily.

If Evarist was truly a magic university student, he would have mastered both Type 1 and Type 2 spells, unlike me who had only self-taught Type 1 spells, so he likely had a wider range of spells to use.

So, my strategy was clear.

Difficulty.

To compete with the difficulty of spells, making them impossible to replicate.

Just then, Evarist arrogantly gestured towards me.

"I'll pass the turn."

"......"

I didn't respond.

Since the magic would represent me.

Now, I chanted the spell incantation that was as familiar to me as my own limbs.

"[Disc]."

Thud.

A single droplet shot up from my outstretched right hand.

Upon hearing my incantation, Evarist, arms crossed, sneered mockingly.

"Hmph. Just a Type 1 spell [Disc]? Bringing out such a basic spell for a duel, even a passing child could do better."

"Quiet."

"...?"

Concentration was key.

This spell was incredibly challenging even for me.

Swoosh!

A water disc the size of two fingers began to rotate, transforming into a thin disc in the blink of an eye.

Its speed increased even further, about a second in total.

Evarist, who had been exuding arrogance, trembled, and even Lena, who seemed unfamiliar with magic, widened her eyes at the remarkable casting speed.

But the magic wasn't over yet.

I furrowed my eyebrows, narrowed my eyes.

Imagination.

"And fold."

Swoosh.

The disc began to bend.

Fold, roll, tear, unfold.

"Ugh."

A spell I had practiced countless times in the attic. How much time had I spent trying to reproduce this spell since 'that day'?

I hadn't properly learned magic yet. While I grounded myself in foundational studies, my instincts still played a significant role, making my head feel like it might explode.

Nevertheless.

Despite that.

Through admiration and more admiration, through practice and more practice.

At some point, it bore fruit.

"Hoo!"

As I exhaled the held breath, a cluster of blue roses floated gracefully in front of me, swaying gently in the breeze.

"[Flowering]."

My first unique spell.

Though Benjamin was the original, no one could easily dismiss the sweat and effort put into reverse-engineering this spell.

I grinned, hiding the trembling of my hands as much as possible.

"Now. Try to follow. Defender."

There was no response.

Thud.

Evarist's spellbook, which he had been clutching, tumbled to the floor.

"It seems the match is decided."

"Oh, Lena!"

Seemingly dazed, Evarist reached out, but Lena paid him no attention.

Instead, she approached me and firmly grasped my wrist.

"Come with me."

"Uh, uh."

From a distance, Prousen gave the impression of being a meticulously planned city.

But as I left the main roads and squares and entered the city's residential areas, I began to feel that it wasn't quite like that.

The vitality of people bustling in every small alley. That's what I felt.

"It was a livelier city than I thought."

"What do you mean?"

"Oh, nothing. Just talking to myself."

Lena, who had been nodding, soon let go of my wrist.

And then, instead of bowing her head...

"Thank you."

"Hmm?"

I couldn't recall doing anything deserving of thanks.

As I stood there puzzled, Lena, who had corrected her posture, exhaled deeply and glanced into the air.

"Thanks to you, I was able to shake off that man."

"I see."

"Despite repeatedly saying that I have no interest in relationships between men and women in a professional context, he wouldn't listen. Eugene, was it? Thank you once again."

"I'm not sure how to react even when receiving thanks for such a thing..."

As I spoke, Lena made a surprised sound and made a dry gesture.

"Well, I guess so."

After a moment of contemplation, Lena looked at me as if she had realized something.

"You're not from Prousen, are you?"

"Yeah. You figured it out because of my travel bag, right? I arrived today."

"In that case, you probably don't know much about Prousen geography. If you tell me your destination address, I'll show you the way. I can accompany you to the right direction."

Destination address.

In fact, I couldn't bring myself to say that I was heading to the restaurant after pondering over that issue. The story was too complicated to explain briefly.

After a brief hesitation, I made a decision.

"Then please help me."

Benjamin's hometown.

I thought they would be less surprised once their life foundation was established.

These days, I even doubted if I was directionally challenged, so maybe it would be better to get some help and visit the Oslo family right away.

I recalled the address I had memorized.

"I want to go to Kram Street."

"Oh. Lucky me. I'm also going to Kram Street."

Lena's eyebrows arched.

If Dorothy leaned towards 'rich in emotions but poor in expression,' Lena seemed closer to 'rich in emotions but doesn't express them.'

Was she generally businesslike with people?

For me, it was a good thing. At least I didn't feel any aversion towards her gray hair.

After crossing a few alleys, we walked onto a main road for a while.

It seemed more difficult to find the way than I had thought, so getting help was a good idea.

Lena stopped in front of a wide street where her steps stretched out.

"This is Kram Street. If you know the house number, you should be able to find it easily. What's the number?"

"Number 15."

"...It's a bit strange to have the same number up to the house."

It seemed like another coincidence.

While Lena nodded, satisfied that she could provide detailed directions, I followed her, content with the guidance.

"Here is number 15."

"Thank you. Now I just need to figure out which house the number 20178 points to."

"...!"

The next moment.

Clack!

Lena lifted her foot and grabbed my collar.

With suspicion filling her large pupils, Lena interrogated me.

"Who are you? A stalker?"

"Uh, what?"

"What business do you have at our house?"

Ignoring the change in tone, Lena uttered words that were hard to catch.

Our house?

Feeling cold sweat trickling down, I asked.

"...By any chance, your name?"

"Lena Oslo. The third daughter of the Oslo family."

Ah.

"Now I'll ask. What do you do?"

        
            Humans are often referred to as the lords of all things.

Beings who perceive existence, contemplate, and create value.
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However, even those who firmly proclaim themselves as the lords of all things sometimes degrade themselves to that of primitive beasts, especially when their rationality is entangled with emotions.
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If there is mutual affection, no matter what one does, it will appear cool and beautiful, and who would care. Sometimes it is more effective to become a beast, so to speak.

The problem arises when only one side is sincere.

Unless there is mutual affection, a beast is just a beast.

Unbridled instincts must be governed by cold reason, and if one prematurely considers the other as already their lover, the atmosphere naturally becomes harsh.
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"What, what?!"

In an attempt to demonstrate maturity that combines wildness and intellect through a duel, a young man heard the word "disgusting" from the intellect he had kept in his heart, and there stood a man.

That one word seemed quite cutting.

You can tell by his posture holding a spellbook and striking a pose.
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There was no sympathy. He was indeed disgusting.

It had been barely thirty minutes since they met, but he could vaguely understand.

The man, Everist, was trying to impress the female student and was almost deluded into thinking she was interested.

The female student, however, had no interest in him at all.

I finally got a proper look at the impression of the female student that I had glimpsed before.

With subtle decorations mixed appropriately to exude elegance, the female student made an impressive appearance.

She looked younger than me, but there was still a hint of sophistication in her demeanor that set her far apart from a girl.

Clarity and decisiveness.

There was a real businesswoman there, not someone who joked around.

"Le...Lena."

"Please don't call me casually."

Had she been holding back for so long?

Words started to spill out of her fresh mouth like a torrent.

"Weren't you going to organize a debate for young intellectuals? I accepted because you said you also planned to pursue it as a business... But why me in the first place? I'm still a minor and a student."

"Well, you're famous as a business prodigy."

"It's just a rumor and an exaggeration."

"Lena. As the youngest counselor and investment genius of the country, I think you are an essential talent for our debate."

"Stop. You're getting off topic."

The female student, Lena, shook her head nervously.

The calculation and disillusionment in her large pupils were palpable.
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"What, what do you mean?"

"I hoped something would change over the three debates, but nothing has changed except for the increasing number of flatterers praising you. I'm not the kind of person who fits into this melodrama."
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"And the duel. What was that about? If you wanted to impress me, showing your best self instead of clinging to a pathetic person like this would have been enough."

Her gaze sank even colder.

"You were the opposite. Full of pretense without any ability. The kind of person I despise the most."

"Le...Lena. Are you taking the side of this gray-haired guy now?"

"I'm on the side of the unjust. Not on the side of the disgusting."
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He simply conveyed the fact that Evarist, with his six goblins and even to me who was scratching my cheek beside him, was insignificant convincingly by just listing the facts.

It was a moment of hesitation whether to offer a word of comfort upon seeing him shivering all over.

"Gray hair—!"
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Although they had never spoken before, conversation seemed to flow through their gazes somehow.
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-What should we do?

-Sorry, can you handle it appropriately?

-Yes.

After exchanging nods, he took out his spellbook from his bag and held it in his left hand.

Of course, he didn't assume a strange posture.

"What's the dueling style?"

"It's simple. The attacker showcases a spell first, and the defender replicates it. The one who cannot replicate the opponent's spell loses as they exchange attacks!"

Those were the rules.

I felt I could be at a disadvantage momentarily.

If Evarist was truly a magic university student, he would have mastered both Type 1 and Type 2 spells, unlike me who had only self-taught Type 1 spells, so he likely had a wider range of spells to use.

So, my strategy was clear.

Difficulty.

To compete with the difficulty of spells, making them impossible to replicate.

Just then, Evarist arrogantly gestured towards me.

"I'll pass the turn."
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I didn't respond.

Since the magic would represent me.

Now, I chanted the spell incantation that was as familiar to me as my own limbs.

"[Disc]."

Thud.

A single droplet shot up from my outstretched right hand.

Upon hearing my incantation, Evarist, arms crossed, sneered mockingly.

"Hmph. Just a Type 1 spell [Disc]? Bringing out such a basic spell for a duel, even a passing child could do better."

"Quiet."

"...?"

Concentration was key.

This spell was incredibly challenging even for me.

Swoosh!

A water disc the size of two fingers began to rotate, transforming into a thin disc in the blink of an eye.

Its speed increased even further, about a second in total.

Evarist, who had been exuding arrogance, trembled, and even Lena, who seemed unfamiliar with magic, widened her eyes at the remarkable casting speed.

But the magic wasn't over yet.

I furrowed my eyebrows, narrowed my eyes.

Imagination.

"And fold."

Swoosh.

The disc began to bend.

Fold, roll, tear, unfold.

"Ugh."

A spell I had practiced countless times in the attic. How much time had I spent trying to reproduce this spell since 'that day'?

I hadn't properly learned magic yet. While I grounded myself in foundational studies, my instincts still played a significant role, making my head feel like it might explode.
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Despite that.

Through admiration and more admiration, through practice and more practice.

At some point, it bore fruit.
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As I exhaled the held breath, a cluster of blue roses floated gracefully in front of me, swaying gently in the breeze.
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Though Benjamin was the original, no one could easily dismiss the sweat and effort put into reverse-engineering this spell.

I grinned, hiding the trembling of my hands as much as possible.

"Now. Try to follow. Defender."
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Evarist's spellbook, which he had been clutching, tumbled to the floor.

"It seems the match is decided."

"Oh, Lena!"

Seemingly dazed, Evarist reached out, but Lena paid him no attention.

Instead, she approached me and firmly grasped my wrist.

"Come with me."

"Uh, uh."

From a distance, Prousen gave the impression of being a meticulously planned city.

But as I left the main roads and squares and entered the city's residential areas, I began to feel that it wasn't quite like that.

The vitality of people bustling in every small alley. That's what I felt.

"It was a livelier city than I thought."

"What do you mean?"
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Lena, who had been nodding, soon let go of my wrist.
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"I'm not sure how to react even when receiving thanks for such a thing..."

As I spoke, Lena made a surprised sound and made a dry gesture.

"Well, I guess so."

After a moment of contemplation, Lena looked at me as if she had realized something.

"You're not from Prousen, are you?"

"Yeah. You figured it out because of my travel bag, right? I arrived today."

"In that case, you probably don't know much about Prousen geography. If you tell me your destination address, I'll show you the way. I can accompany you to the right direction."
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In fact, I couldn't bring myself to say that I was heading to the restaurant after pondering over that issue. The story was too complicated to explain briefly.

After a brief hesitation, I made a decision.
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These days, I even doubted if I was directionally challenged, so maybe it would be better to get some help and visit the Oslo family right away.
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"I want to go to Kram Street."
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Lena's eyebrows arched.

If Dorothy leaned towards 'rich in emotions but poor in expression,' Lena seemed closer to 'rich in emotions but doesn't express them.'

Was she generally businesslike with people?

For me, it was a good thing. At least I didn't feel any aversion towards her gray hair.

After crossing a few alleys, we walked onto a main road for a while.

It seemed more difficult to find the way than I had thought, so getting help was a good idea.

Lena stopped in front of a wide street where her steps stretched out.

"This is Kram Street. If you know the house number, you should be able to find it easily. What's the number?"
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"...It's a bit strange to have the same number up to the house."

It seemed like another coincidence.

While Lena nodded, satisfied that she could provide detailed directions, I followed her, content with the guidance.

"Here is number 15."

"Thank you. Now I just need to figure out which house the number 20178 points to."
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The next moment.

Clack!

Lena lifted her foot and grabbed my collar.

With suspicion filling her large pupils, Lena interrogated me.

"Who are you? A stalker?"

"Uh, what?"

"What business do you have at our house?"

Ignoring the change in tone, Lena uttered words that were hard to catch.

Our house?

Feeling cold sweat trickling down, I asked.

"...By any chance, your name?"

"Lena Oslo. The third daughter of the Oslo family."

Ah.

"Now I'll ask. What do you do?"

        
            The full-body code system was established based on a simple principle.

For each alphabet, a combination of one to four codes was assigned.

The length varied according to the frequency of use of each alphabet; commonly used alphabets were assigned short and simple codes, while less frequently used alphabets were given complex codes.

E is ·, Y is ― · ― ―.

In short, it is a simple character system composed of only two codes.

However, utilizing this in practice was a different story altogether.

Director Lovebrace said while lighting a pipe.

"A full-body knight? Not just anyone can do it. It's not just about memorization; the body needs to remember. Moreover, handling urgent messages is common, so errors must be minimized as much as possible. It's not just any profession."

I also agreed with that opinion.

During work, I took breaks to study the code table, attempting to interpret the content by listening to the full-body knights' encoded messages, but it wasn't usually difficult.

It wasn't entirely meaningless, so I eventually came up with one idea.

Ultimately, memorizing the patterns of the full-body knights' work and mechanically inputting them.

If magic could be applied to enable semi-automation, extreme accuracy could be guaranteed by casting spells based on the code table stored in my mind.

It would require the speed of a full-body knight, making it a task for very few capable magic users.

Nevertheless, the opportunity to implement this idea has not yet come.

Because I am just a lowly employee.

And because the energy to actively engage in tasks is lacking.

"I've solved it!"

Thunk.

A determined night.

I finally finished the third math workbook for the entrance exam.

As it fell onto the desk, I looked at the calendar.

There was barely a month left until the exam.

It was the eve of the storm.

October 2nd. Slightly cloudy.

Lena had been having incredibly busy days lately.

[Mr. Underbridge]

[Attaching six hundred pounds. Please invest in the Eastern Full-Body Bureau.]

A sudden letter arrived.

It started modestly.

It was the first investment from an anonymous investor into the Eastern Full-Body Bureau.

With little trust and visible results, Lena embarked on her work with the determination not to squander a penny of the investment.

She divided the six hundred pounds appropriately, investing some in stocks and some in equipment for the bureau.

The seeds she sowed bore fruit faster than expected.

Stock prices began to rise significantly.

Moreover, rumors spread that Director Lovebrace, leveraging the power of his family, had attracted new investors, further boosting the stock prices.

Truly, the time had come to break the egg and take emergency measures.

Today was the day when the Eastern Full-Body Bureau would spread its wings and leap forward.

Compared to the Western Full-Body Bureau, the facilities of the Eastern Bureau were still inadequate.

New equipment was arriving, and some investors were coming to inspect the premises.

It was a crucial morning.

Clang!

The piercing metallic sound jolted Lena awake.

Susanne and Sally were standing before her with concerned looks.

"Lena."

"...Huh?"

"You shouldn't fall asleep at the table. You dropped your fork, didn't you?"

"Oh..."

Only then did Lena realize that the noise earlier was due to her dropping the fork.

She quickly picked up the fork and thought to herself.

This was bad.

Her mind was all over the place.

Perhaps it was due to several recent sleepless nights.

One or two all-nighters were fine, but as they continued, the accumulated fatigue was starting to affect her daily life.

"I-I'm okay. Just a bit tired, that's all."

Saying that, she tried to continue eating normally, but the fork kept hitting the plate aimlessly.

Susan's gaze grew intense.

"Hahaha...."

At this point, she suddenly regained her composure.

Smiling awkwardly, she raised her head and met the gaze of Eugene, who happened to be looking in her direction.

Lena held her breath.

Eyes filled with worry and dissatisfaction.

Amidst the gray strands of hair, the shining black pupils stood out distinctly.

As tired as Lena, for whom fatigue was a daily occurrence, could recognize.

That was a kind of awakening state. It was the look of someone enduring the peak of exhaustion with sheer willpower.

"...."

Instead of fatigue, a sense of triumph began to rise in Lena's chest.

She didn't want to appear inferior to Eugene.

The sense of triumph manifested as a smile at the corner of her mouth. Lena set down her utensils and smiled slyly.

"Today will be the busiest day. Are you confident?"

Eugene nodded.

And so, the two of them commuted to the Eastern Telecommunications Bureau.

*

"Place the newly arrived full-body machines to the left of the existing ones. Oh, a bit more to the left. Yes, thank you."

"Is that about the wire installation? That should be handled by those employees over there...."

"Who has the circuit list document?"

It was autumn. Even as a slight chill began to fill the air, a bead of sweat trickled down Lena's cheek.

Busy.

More than expected.

Since the establishment of the Eastern Telecommunications Bureau, Lena had never experienced such a chaotic atmosphere.

Originally focusing on administrative and consulting tasks befitting her title, today she found herself partially taking over the duties of the director, directly overseeing the staff.

Lily Loveless, the director, who usually enjoyed smoking like a chimney and petting herself like a cat, causing trouble wherever she went, was sorely missed today.

As much as Lena wanted to ask for her help, it was impossible.

The director was currently busy handling one of the most important tasks, investor relations.

"Is this the Eastern Telecommunications Bureau?"

"Hmm. Seems a bit chaotic inside."

"Well then, let's go into my office for a cup of tea and chat!"

Guiding and calming down the displeased investors, Loveless suddenly glanced towards Lena's direction on the second floor.

What could it mean?

Eyes mixed with worry and dissatisfaction.

Similar to the gaze she saw from Eugene in the morning, Lena couldn't quite grasp its meaning.

As time passed, an emergency situation was reported from the full-body dispatch side.

Lena hurried downstairs where a senior full-body dispatcher, his face pale with stress, explained the situation.

"We increased the circuits, right? We're being flooded with dispatches to the point where our current four dispatchers can't handle it. It's beyond our capacity. We need more people."

"I did hire new full-body dispatchers."

"When are they coming in?"

Lena bit her lip.

She couldn't bring herself to truthfully say 'in a few days.' That would practically be telling the dispatchers to endure this ordeal for a few more days.

But that was the truth.

A scheduling oversight.

But hiring wasn't technically under her jurisdiction.

Was this my fault?

However...

"Uh..."

Around that time, Lena realized she had reached some sort of limit.

Her mind went blank.

She didn't even think about her lips trembling.

Her head became clouded, and the surrounding noise faded into the distance.

Feeling like she was left alone in the world.

Although Lena, who had been exceptional, didn't know that it was panic. She just trembled in the cold and fear enveloping her entire body.

Just before tears welled up in her eyes and fell.

Suddenly.

Someone grabbed Lena's shoulder and shouted.

"I'll help!"

It was Eugene.

In that moment, all the tension drained from Lena's body as she grabbed Eugene's arm and sank into a nearby chair.

The sound of voices gradually faded away.

"What? You...? Even if Lena brought torture, it's not like that."

"I memorized all the symbols. And I have a thought..."

"Magic? Input through [move]? Does that even make sense?"

"Let's assume the bottom line..."

"Hmm, okay! Do you see that machine over there? Sit there..."

"The supply of magic power is..."

"Connect the wires..."

Feeling like drowning in water.

Amidst the chilling air assaulting from all directions, all Lena could rely on was the warmth of the hand she was still connected to.

"You can rest now."

That was the final blow.

Lena closed her eyes as her vision blurred.

*

Tap. Tap.

Amidst the periodic noise, consciousness gradually floated back to the surface.

Disheveled blonde hair tickled Lena's face.

"What's wrong. Are you awake?"

"...Captain."

In a daze. Her mind wasn't clear again.

So Lena half-asleeply parted her lips.

"Don't pat my head..."

"But I don't want to."

"It's not the time for this... We haven't even finished compiling the documents... There's still settlement work left..."

"We finished neatly. Thanks to your brother. Our little Lady Torture is truly a treasure."

"We finished...?"

"Yes. We neatly wrapped things up between us."

"That's not right... It's not over..."

"This kid. Has nothing nice to say to the Captain."

Thud.

A pain, as if someone had hit her forehead.

"It hurts..."

"I said it hurts, Lena."

Lena was still in a daze. Because the Captain's voice echoed loudly, she couldn't hear the content clearly.

But the subtle dissatisfaction in his tone was unmistakable.

"Sometimes, living relying on each other isn't so bad."

"... "

"Sorry for waking you up while sleeping. Then rest well... Oh, by the way, I perfectly handled the investor guide. Now that I'm a respectable Captain, don't ignore me, okay?"

With a grin, within the illusion, Captain Loveless winked and then moved away.

Lena closed her eyes again.

Rock, rock.

How many times did the rocking chair sway back and forth?

When she opened her eyes again, she saw a gray-haired man trying to cover her with a blanket.

Still groggy, Lena spoke.

"...What is it?"

"No, it's just..."

"Do you follow me?"

"Huh?"

"The blanket..."

In the complete darkness, the gray-haired man's eyes widened slightly.

Only then did Lena realize. That was Eugene.

Speaking as thoughts flowed, Lena continued.

"Why are you working so hard... You must have been more tired than me... or even more than me..."

"... "

"Disassemble..."

A tear rolled down her cheek.

But the tears didn't flow endlessly. Eugene wiped them away with a handkerchief.

There was no response.

Instead, Lena felt weightless in her dream.

"Ugh."

Blinking her eyes to check her surroundings, Lena realized she was being carried out of the Grand Hall by someone.

She had no energy to respond anymore.

The swaying, like a rocking chair, was oddly comforting.

Lena drifted off to sleep.

Feeling the warmth from broad shoulders carrying her weight.

It was autumn.

On a day when red and yellow leaves adorned the night road, one autumn day.

November 1st. Rain.

And time flew swiftly.

Finally, the time had come.

        
            The full-body code system was established based on a simple principle.

For each alphabet, a combination of one to four codes was assigned.

The length varied according to the frequency of use of each alphabet; commonly used alphabets were assigned short and simple codes, while less frequently used alphabets were given complex codes.

E is ·, Y is ― · ― ―.

In short, it is a simple character system composed of only two codes.

However, utilizing this in practice was a different story altogether.

Director Lovebrace said while lighting a pipe.

"A full-body knight? Not just anyone can do it. It's not just about memorization; the body needs to remember. Moreover, handling urgent messages is common, so errors must be minimized as much as possible. It's not just any profession."

I also agreed with that opinion.

During work, I took breaks to study the code table, attempting to interpret the content by listening to the full-body knights' encoded messages, but it wasn't usually difficult.

It wasn't entirely meaningless, so I eventually came up with one idea.

Ultimately, memorizing the patterns of the full-body knights' work and mechanically inputting them.

If magic could be applied to enable semi-automation, extreme accuracy could be guaranteed by casting spells based on the code table stored in my mind.

It would require the speed of a full-body knight, making it a task for very few capable magic users.

Nevertheless, the opportunity to implement this idea has not yet come.

Because I am just a lowly employee.

And because the energy to actively engage in tasks is lacking.

"I've solved it!"

Thunk.

A determined night.

I finally finished the third math workbook for the entrance exam.

As it fell onto the desk, I looked at the calendar.

There was barely a month left until the exam.

It was the eve of the storm.

October 2nd. Slightly cloudy.

Lena had been having incredibly busy days lately.

[Mr. Underbridge]

[Attaching six hundred pounds. Please invest in the Eastern Full-Body Bureau.]

A sudden letter arrived.

It started modestly.

It was the first investment from an anonymous investor into the Eastern Full-Body Bureau.

With little trust and visible results, Lena embarked on her work with the determination not to squander a penny of the investment.

She divided the six hundred pounds appropriately, investing some in stocks and some in equipment for the bureau.

The seeds she sowed bore fruit faster than expected.

Stock prices began to rise significantly.

Moreover, rumors spread that Director Lovebrace, leveraging the power of his family, had attracted new investors, further boosting the stock prices.

Truly, the time had come to break the egg and take emergency measures.

Today was the day when the Eastern Full-Body Bureau would spread its wings and leap forward.

Compared to the Western Full-Body Bureau, the facilities of the Eastern Bureau were still inadequate.

New equipment was arriving, and some investors were coming to inspect the premises.

It was a crucial morning.

Clang!

The piercing metallic sound jolted Lena awake.

Susanne and Sally were standing before her with concerned looks.

"Lena."

"...Huh?"

"You shouldn't fall asleep at the table. You dropped your fork, didn't you?"

"Oh..."

Only then did Lena realize that the noise earlier was due to her dropping the fork.

She quickly picked up the fork and thought to herself.

This was bad.

Her mind was all over the place.

Perhaps it was due to several recent sleepless nights.

One or two all-nighters were fine, but as they continued, the accumulated fatigue was starting to affect her daily life.

"I-I'm okay. Just a bit tired, that's all."

Saying that, she tried to continue eating normally, but the fork kept hitting the plate aimlessly.

Susan's gaze grew intense.

"Hahaha...."

At this point, she suddenly regained her composure.

Smiling awkwardly, she raised her head and met the gaze of Eugene, who happened to be looking in her direction.

Lena held her breath.

Eyes filled with worry and dissatisfaction.

Amidst the gray strands of hair, the shining black pupils stood out distinctly.

As tired as Lena, for whom fatigue was a daily occurrence, could recognize.

That was a kind of awakening state. It was the look of someone enduring the peak of exhaustion with sheer willpower.

"...."

Instead of fatigue, a sense of triumph began to rise in Lena's chest.

She didn't want to appear inferior to Eugene.

The sense of triumph manifested as a smile at the corner of her mouth. Lena set down her utensils and smiled slyly.

"Today will be the busiest day. Are you confident?"

Eugene nodded.

And so, the two of them commuted to the Eastern Telecommunications Bureau.

*

"Place the newly arrived full-body machines to the left of the existing ones. Oh, a bit more to the left. Yes, thank you."

"Is that about the wire installation? That should be handled by those employees over there...."

"Who has the circuit list document?"

It was autumn. Even as a slight chill began to fill the air, a bead of sweat trickled down Lena's cheek.

Busy.

More than expected.

Since the establishment of the Eastern Telecommunications Bureau, Lena had never experienced such a chaotic atmosphere.

Originally focusing on administrative and consulting tasks befitting her title, today she found herself partially taking over the duties of the director, directly overseeing the staff.

Lily Loveless, the director, who usually enjoyed smoking like a chimney and petting herself like a cat, causing trouble wherever she went, was sorely missed today.

As much as Lena wanted to ask for her help, it was impossible.

The director was currently busy handling one of the most important tasks, investor relations.

"Is this the Eastern Telecommunications Bureau?"

"Hmm. Seems a bit chaotic inside."

"Well then, let's go into my office for a cup of tea and chat!"

Guiding and calming down the displeased investors, Loveless suddenly glanced towards Lena's direction on the second floor.

What could it mean?

Eyes mixed with worry and dissatisfaction.

Similar to the gaze she saw from Eugene in the morning, Lena couldn't quite grasp its meaning.

As time passed, an emergency situation was reported from the full-body dispatch side.

Lena hurried downstairs where a senior full-body dispatcher, his face pale with stress, explained the situation.

"We increased the circuits, right? We're being flooded with dispatches to the point where our current four dispatchers can't handle it. It's beyond our capacity. We need more people."

"I did hire new full-body dispatchers."

"When are they coming in?"

Lena bit her lip.

She couldn't bring herself to truthfully say 'in a few days.' That would practically be telling the dispatchers to endure this ordeal for a few more days.

But that was the truth.

A scheduling oversight.

But hiring wasn't technically under her jurisdiction.

Was this my fault?

However...

"Uh..."

Around that time, Lena realized she had reached some sort of limit.

Her mind went blank.

She didn't even think about her lips trembling.

Her head became clouded, and the surrounding noise faded into the distance.

Feeling like she was left alone in the world.

Although Lena, who had been exceptional, didn't know that it was panic. She just trembled in the cold and fear enveloping her entire body.

Just before tears welled up in her eyes and fell.

Suddenly.

Someone grabbed Lena's shoulder and shouted.

"I'll help!"

It was Eugene.

In that moment, all the tension drained from Lena's body as she grabbed Eugene's arm and sank into a nearby chair.

The sound of voices gradually faded away.

"What? You...? Even if Lena brought torture, it's not like that."

"I memorized all the symbols. And I have a thought..."

"Magic? Input through [move]? Does that even make sense?"

"Let's assume the bottom line..."

"Hmm, okay! Do you see that machine over there? Sit there..."

"The supply of magic power is..."

"Connect the wires..."

Feeling like drowning in water.

Amidst the chilling air assaulting from all directions, all Lena could rely on was the warmth of the hand she was still connected to.

"You can rest now."
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Lena closed her eyes as her vision blurred.
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Her head became clouded, and the surrounding noise faded into the distance.

Feeling like she was left alone in the world.

Although Lena, who had been exceptional, didn't know that it was panic. She just trembled in the cold and fear enveloping her entire body.

Just before tears welled up in her eyes and fell.

Suddenly.

Someone grabbed Lena's shoulder and shouted.

"I'll help!"

It was Eugene.

In that moment, all the tension drained from Lena's body as she grabbed Eugene's arm and sank into a nearby chair.

The sound of voices gradually faded away.

"What? You...? Even if Lena brought torture, it's not like that."

"I memorized all the symbols. And I have a thought..."

"Magic? Input through [move]? Does that even make sense?"

"Let's assume the bottom line..."

"Hmm, okay! Do you see that machine over there? Sit there..."

"The supply of magic power is..."

"Connect the wires..."

Feeling like drowning in water.

Amidst the chilling air assaulting from all directions, all Lena could rely on was the warmth of the hand she was still connected to.

"You can rest now."

That was the final blow.

Lena closed her eyes as her vision blurred.

*

Tap. Tap.

Amidst the periodic noise, consciousness gradually floated back to the surface.

Disheveled blonde hair tickled Lena's face.

"What's wrong. Are you awake?"

"...Captain."

In a daze. Her mind wasn't clear again.

So Lena half-asleeply parted her lips.

"Don't pat my head..."

"But I don't want to."

"It's not the time for this... We haven't even finished compiling the documents... There's still settlement work left..."

"We finished neatly. Thanks to your brother. Our little Lady Torture is truly a treasure."

"We finished...?"

"Yes. We neatly wrapped things up between us."

"That's not right... It's not over..."

"This kid. Has nothing nice to say to the Captain."

Thud.

A pain, as if someone had hit her forehead.

"It hurts..."

"I said it hurts, Lena."

Lena was still in a daze. Because the Captain's voice echoed loudly, she couldn't hear the content clearly.

But the subtle dissatisfaction in his tone was unmistakable.

"Sometimes, living relying on each other isn't so bad."

"... "

"Sorry for waking you up while sleeping. Then rest well... Oh, by the way, I perfectly handled the investor guide. Now that I'm a respectable Captain, don't ignore me, okay?"

With a grin, within the illusion, Captain Loveless winked and then moved away.

Lena closed her eyes again.

Rock, rock.

How many times did the rocking chair sway back and forth?

When she opened her eyes again, she saw a gray-haired man trying to cover her with a blanket.

Still groggy, Lena spoke.

"...What is it?"

"No, it's just..."

"Do you follow me?"

"Huh?"

"The blanket..."

In the complete darkness, the gray-haired man's eyes widened slightly.

Only then did Lena realize. That was Eugene.

Speaking as thoughts flowed, Lena continued.

"Why are you working so hard... You must have been more tired than me... or even more than me..."

"... "

"Disassemble..."

A tear rolled down her cheek.

But the tears didn't flow endlessly. Eugene wiped them away with a handkerchief.

There was no response.

Instead, Lena felt weightless in her dream.

"Ugh."

Blinking her eyes to check her surroundings, Lena realized she was being carried out of the Grand Hall by someone.

She had no energy to respond anymore.

The swaying, like a rocking chair, was oddly comforting.

Lena drifted off to sleep.

Feeling the warmth from broad shoulders carrying her weight.

It was autumn.

On a day when red and yellow leaves adorned the night road, one autumn day.

November 1st. Rain.

And time flew swiftly.

Finally, the time had come.

        
            The full-body code system was established based on a simple principle.

For each alphabet, a combination of one to four codes was assigned.

The length varied according to the frequency of use of each alphabet; commonly used alphabets were assigned short and simple codes, while less frequently used alphabets were given complex codes.

E is ·, Y is ― · ― ―.

In short, it is a simple character system composed of only two codes.

However, utilizing this in practice was a different story altogether.

Director Lovebrace said while lighting a pipe.

"A full-body knight? Not just anyone can do it. It's not just about memorization; the body needs to remember. Moreover, handling urgent messages is common, so errors must be minimized as much as possible. It's not just any profession."

I also agreed with that opinion.

During work, I took breaks to study the code table, attempting to interpret the content by listening to the full-body knights' encoded messages, but it wasn't usually difficult.

It wasn't entirely meaningless, so I eventually came up with one idea.

Ultimately, memorizing the patterns of the full-body knights' work and mechanically inputting them.

If magic could be applied to enable semi-automation, extreme accuracy could be guaranteed by casting spells based on the code table stored in my mind.

It would require the speed of a full-body knight, making it a task for very few capable magic users.

Nevertheless, the opportunity to implement this idea has not yet come.

Because I am just a lowly employee.

And because the energy to actively engage in tasks is lacking.

"I've solved it!"

Thunk.

A determined night.

I finally finished the third math workbook for the entrance exam.

As it fell onto the desk, I looked at the calendar.

There was barely a month left until the exam.

It was the eve of the storm.

October 2nd. Slightly cloudy.

Lena had been having incredibly busy days lately.

[Mr. Underbridge]

[Attaching six hundred pounds. Please invest in the Eastern Full-Body Bureau.]

A sudden letter arrived.

It started modestly.

It was the first investment from an anonymous investor into the Eastern Full-Body Bureau.

With little trust and visible results, Lena embarked on her work with the determination not to squander a penny of the investment.

She divided the six hundred pounds appropriately, investing some in stocks and some in equipment for the bureau.

The seeds she sowed bore fruit faster than expected.

Stock prices began to rise significantly.

Moreover, rumors spread that Director Lovebrace, leveraging the power of his family, had attracted new investors, further boosting the stock prices.

Truly, the time had come to break the egg and take emergency measures.

Today was the day when the Eastern Full-Body Bureau would spread its wings and leap forward.

Compared to the Western Full-Body Bureau, the facilities of the Eastern Bureau were still inadequate.

New equipment was arriving, and some investors were coming to inspect the premises.

It was a crucial morning.

Clang!

The piercing metallic sound jolted Lena awake.

Susanne and Sally were standing before her with concerned looks.

"Lena."

"...Huh?"

"You shouldn't fall asleep at the table. You dropped your fork, didn't you?"

"Oh..."

Only then did Lena realize that the noise earlier was due to her dropping the fork.

She quickly picked up the fork and thought to herself.

This was bad.

Her mind was all over the place.

Perhaps it was due to several recent sleepless nights.

One or two all-nighters were fine, but as they continued, the accumulated fatigue was starting to affect her daily life.

"I-I'm okay. Just a bit tired, that's all."

Saying that, she tried to continue eating normally, but the fork kept hitting the plate aimlessly.

Susan's gaze grew intense.

"Hahaha...."

At this point, she suddenly regained her composure.

Smiling awkwardly, she raised her head and met the gaze of Eugene, who happened to be looking in her direction.

Lena held her breath.

Eyes filled with worry and dissatisfaction.

Amidst the gray strands of hair, the shining black pupils stood out distinctly.

As tired as Lena, for whom fatigue was a daily occurrence, could recognize.

That was a kind of awakening state. It was the look of someone enduring the peak of exhaustion with sheer willpower.

"...."

Instead of fatigue, a sense of triumph began to rise in Lena's chest.

She didn't want to appear inferior to Eugene.

The sense of triumph manifested as a smile at the corner of her mouth. Lena set down her utensils and smiled slyly.

"Today will be the busiest day. Are you confident?"

Eugene nodded.

And so, the two of them commuted to the Eastern Telecommunications Bureau.

*

"Place the newly arrived full-body machines to the left of the existing ones. Oh, a bit more to the left. Yes, thank you."
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Busy.
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As much as Lena wanted to ask for her help, it was impossible.
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What could it mean?
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Lena hurried downstairs where a senior full-body dispatcher, his face pale with stress, explained the situation.

"We increased the circuits, right? We're being flooded with dispatches to the point where our current four dispatchers can't handle it. It's beyond our capacity. We need more people."

"I did hire new full-body dispatchers."

"When are they coming in?"

Lena bit her lip.

She couldn't bring herself to truthfully say 'in a few days.' That would practically be telling the dispatchers to endure this ordeal for a few more days.

But that was the truth.

A scheduling oversight.

But hiring wasn't technically under her jurisdiction.

Was this my fault?

However...

"Uh..."

Around that time, Lena realized she had reached some sort of limit.

Her mind went blank.

She didn't even think about her lips trembling.

Her head became clouded, and the surrounding noise faded into the distance.

Feeling like she was left alone in the world.

Although Lena, who had been exceptional, didn't know that it was panic. She just trembled in the cold and fear enveloping her entire body.

Just before tears welled up in her eyes and fell.
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"What? You...? Even if Lena brought torture, it's not like that."
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"Magic? Input through [move]? Does that even make sense?"

"Let's assume the bottom line..."

"Hmm, okay! Do you see that machine over there? Sit there..."

"The supply of magic power is..."

"Connect the wires..."

Feeling like drowning in water.

Amidst the chilling air assaulting from all directions, all Lena could rely on was the warmth of the hand she was still connected to.

"You can rest now."

That was the final blow.

Lena closed her eyes as her vision blurred.

*
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In a daze. Her mind wasn't clear again.
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"But I don't want to."

"It's not the time for this... We haven't even finished compiling the documents... There's still settlement work left..."

"We finished neatly. Thanks to your brother. Our little Lady Torture is truly a treasure."

"We finished...?"

"Yes. We neatly wrapped things up between us."

"That's not right... It's not over..."

"This kid. Has nothing nice to say to the Captain."
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A pain, as if someone had hit her forehead.

"It hurts..."

"I said it hurts, Lena."

Lena was still in a daze. Because the Captain's voice echoed loudly, she couldn't hear the content clearly.

But the subtle dissatisfaction in his tone was unmistakable.

"Sometimes, living relying on each other isn't so bad."

"... "

"Sorry for waking you up while sleeping. Then rest well... Oh, by the way, I perfectly handled the investor guide. Now that I'm a respectable Captain, don't ignore me, okay?"

With a grin, within the illusion, Captain Loveless winked and then moved away.

Lena closed her eyes again.

Rock, rock.

How many times did the rocking chair sway back and forth?

When she opened her eyes again, she saw a gray-haired man trying to cover her with a blanket.

Still groggy, Lena spoke.

"...What is it?"

"No, it's just..."

"Do you follow me?"

"Huh?"

"The blanket..."

In the complete darkness, the gray-haired man's eyes widened slightly.

Only then did Lena realize. That was Eugene.

Speaking as thoughts flowed, Lena continued.

"Why are you working so hard... You must have been more tired than me... or even more than me..."

"... "

"Disassemble..."

A tear rolled down her cheek.

But the tears didn't flow endlessly. Eugene wiped them away with a handkerchief.

There was no response.

Instead, Lena felt weightless in her dream.

"Ugh."

Blinking her eyes to check her surroundings, Lena realized she was being carried out of the Grand Hall by someone.

She had no energy to respond anymore.

The swaying, like a rocking chair, was oddly comforting.

Lena drifted off to sleep.

Feeling the warmth from broad shoulders carrying her weight.

It was autumn.

On a day when red and yellow leaves adorned the night road, one autumn day.

November 1st. Rain.

And time flew swiftly.

Finally, the time had come.

        
            Students who consider exams to be endlessly harsh can be easily found, but looking back at the past, we can see that exams are not always so.

In ancient times, for those who wore crowns or ruled territories, talent was either a blessing or a curse.

In a society that valued connections to the point of using marriage as a tool, recruitment was undoubtedly biased.

Exams opened the door of possibility for talented individuals.

Geniuses, hard workers, and others who had enough skills but were buried due to their social status were able to seize opportunities through exams.

However, despite this objective perspective.

For students, exams were undeniably harsh.

The one who told this story was none other than Benjamin.

Yes, it was when I asked about the federal education system.

"The education system in the federation is so well-polished that it can't even be compared to self-study. It's an undeniable fact."

"Indeed, that's true."

"But it always has to involve exams. It's a method that I'm not particularly fond of."

Since I lived as Benjamin's disciple and had no connection to exams, I couldn't understand why Benjamin's expression hardened.

When I asked about the reason, Benjamin's response was as follows.

"From the educator's perspective, it's a very convenient evaluation method, but from the student's perspective, it's a heavy burden."

"A heavy burden?"

"Because it's a results-oriented method. The time and effort you put in become meaningless in front of the score. Well, I'm not here to judge right from wrong. Just take it with a grain of salt from a retired old educator who was dismissed in two months."

Instead, Benjamin had one piece of advice.

"When you take the exam, remember this one thing."

"What is it?"

"Don't let go of the pencil until the very end."

At that time, I didn't know the meaning behind Benjamin's advice, so I left it buried in the depths of my memory until relatively recently, without recalling it.

Now that the exam is over, I finally understand its full meaning.

"Sigh...."

My hand hurts.

Perhaps because I held it too tightly. Even though the pencil slipped from my hand right after the paper announcing the end of the exam, my hand still maintained the shape of holding the pencil.

Gradually, the sensation returned.

The blackboard and the podium. The invigilator. The surrounding test-takers gradually came into view, and the noise they created began to be heard.

In that chaos, I raised my head.

At this moment, right and wrong answers, pass or fail, were beyond my concern.

I faintly smiled.

The snowy field of unanswered questions.

The subtle thrill of the explorer who conquered the end of the exam paper warmed my whole body.

A while later.

I gathered my belongings and walked out of the auditorium.

Since most of the test-takers had already left, I walked along the deserted street, passed through the square, and entered the familiar entrance of the street.

And finally, I arrived in front of the familiar house.

I climbed the stairs, opened the door, and exhaled.

"I'm back."

The exam results would be out in a month. All that was left was to wait.

December 4th. Slightly cloudy.

It's a late autumn morning.

The winter in the Empire and the Federation had different aspects. If the Empire's winter was practically a rainy season, the Federation's winter was a season of cold winds and snow.

In other words, it meant that it was even more difficult to get up in the morning.

"...."

Now that about ten minutes had passed since waking up.

I was still lying in bed, blinking my eyes.

If someone were to be diligent, it would be a pity for me. Even during the exam preparation period, I had lived glued to my desk for almost two months without lying down.

"Ah...."

It's warm.

As the winter cold seeped into the storage room, the warmth from the blanket and the bed was so precious that I couldn't bring myself to get up.

Just as I was about to unconsciously close my eyes.

"Kwaaah!"

As if someone had kicked it, the door to the storage room opened with a loud creak.

I jumped in surprise and quickly got up from the bed.

A chill ran down my spine.

It wasn't just the cold air.

Who could have come in?

Suzy was always gentle, and Lena was usually well-behaved. But one thing was certain, whoever had come in, whether it was Suzy or Lena, was very angry to have opened the door so roughly.

It's a well-known fact that when a gentle person gets angry, it's the most frightening.

I cautiously turned my head towards the wide-open door.

And the next moment, I had to lower my gaze more than I expected.

"Hehe...."

Blonde hair tied back tightly and mischievous emerald eyes.

It wasn't Suzy or Lena who had opened the door, but Ellie, who was smiling mischievously.

Ellie shouted in her loud voice, "Brother! Are you awake?"

"...Yeah. Thanks to you."

"Let's have breakfast!"

"Alright."

"And let's go outside!"

"Huh?"

The logic was jumping.

It was a declaration that was hard to understand with the brain of an eighteen-year-old.

As I was about to say something, Ellie, with a stubborn look on her face, grabbed my hand and started pulling me out of the room.

"Come out of the room!"

"Uh, uh?"

In the end, I was dragged to the dining table in the same state as when I had just gotten up from bed.

At the table, Suzy was smiling as she served my breakfast, Sally was half-asleep, and Lena, who was perfectly dressed, was there as well.

Ignoring Lena, who was glancing at me sideways, I asked Suzy a question after sitting down.

Ellie kept punching my back even as I sat down.

"Why is Ellie suddenly like this?"

"...Sorry, I let it slip."

"What do you mean?"

After Suzy explained, I finally understood the situation.

December 4th. Today, one month after the entrance exam, was the day the exam results were announced.

Although they could have sent the results by letter, the Federal Magic University had adopted the cruel method of requiring exam takers residing in Prussia to come in person to check the results.

So, to see the results, I had to go to the bulletin board inside the magic university correctional facility where the list of successful candidates was posted.

There was no time limit, so I was planning to go out leisurely.

But a while ago, Suzy had told Ellie about my outing.

"I want to go too! To the school!"

"So that's why you're in this state."

Suzy slowly nodded.

"Lena goes to school early, and I also have work today, so I have to go out. Ellie and Sally have to stay home alone today, so they must be bored. Just wait for a moment. I'll make tea soon."

"Tea?"

"It's an important day. It's not just a walk. You need to come back with a calm mind, right?"

"I can be quiet!"

As Suzy pinched Ellie's cheek and fell into deep thought.

Since working as a supplementary knight for the Eastern Front, I had more conversations with Lena.

But on the other hand, I hadn't spent much time with Ellie and Sally, the twins. As evidence, there was still a bit of awkwardness between me and Sally.

"Hmm."

It was good to check the results, but it wasn't much different from a walk around the Federal Magic University correctional facility.

After some thought, I made a decision.

"Suzy."

"Why?"

"I think it would be nice to go check with Ellie and Sally. I'm worried about leaving them alone at home."

"...Are you sure it's okay?"

A simple laugh was enough for an answer.

With a smile on her face, Ellie shouted, "Yay! Brother, I love you!"

"...."

It was a morning breakfast where I realized that I was not good at responding to a child's straightforward expression of affection.

Shortly after, Lena and Suzy went out.

I finished preparing for the twins' outing with my clumsy skills and then packed my belongings.

A winter coat bought with my entire country's salary. Bags and such for unexpected documents.

As I was about to leave the room, something caught my eye.

A black scarf neatly folded in a corner of the room, exuding a sense of use.

One of the few belongings I brought when leaving the empire.

A soft smile formed on my lips.

Yes. It was already winter.

*

"Um, Eugene, oppa."

"Yeah?"

On the way to the magic university, I learned a few things about Sally.

First, the title of oppa seemed awkward, and second, she was surprisingly blunt.

"The entrance exam. What if I fail?"

"Ugh."

I closed my mouth.

To be honest, I did well. How many of the entrance exam takers actually answered all 21 questions.

So unless a bunch of mistakes are found, there shouldn't be a need to worry about passing.

"I'm not sure if I can get the top scholarship..."

"If you don't get the top spot?"

"Ugh."

"Sally! Don't say ominous things!"

Despite Ellie's protest, I was speechless.

Not getting the scholarship.

Even if it's not a full scholarship, aiming for a partial scholarship is fine.

If I miss even that, I can only hope that the six hundred pounds I anonymously invested with Lena will yield a decent profit.

Although I said that.

I didn't want to miss the top spot.

Not just for the scholarship, but to shut Werner's arrogant nose.

Due to having traveled the road once before, I reached the magic university without worrying about getting lost.

There were quite a few students walking nervously, not as much as on exam day, but still noticeable.

I could guess the reason just by looking at my heart rate.

It was natural for the tension to be higher during result announcement than on exam day.

Passing through the main gate, a vast lawn and trees forming a landscape spread out, with the door of knowledge located in the middle of the road. Since we weren't using the campus facilities today, there was no need to go all the way to the door of knowledge.

Finding the notice board where the results were posted was easy.

Where the crowd was bustling.

"Ellie, Sally, can you play here on the lawn for a bit?"

"Yes! Uncle! Sally understands too!"

I let go of the twins' hands and slowly walked towards that place.

Thump. Thump.

Pushing through the crowd, I headed towards the notice board.

Unlike on exam day, there were sounds of despair coming from all directions.

Of course. The names on the notice board only mattered to the examinees.

―Yay! I passed!

―Oh.

―....

Among the various reactions, I reached the notice board.

[726. Exam number 1097 Emil Hertzsprung]

I looked up.

Although there were few passers, the lowest-ranking passer was number 726. The notice board was quite large, and I had to tilt my head quite a bit to see the end.

I started checking from the lowest rank.

About two hundred names in groups of four columns of passers.

Starting from the rightmost column, from rank 601 to 726, my name was not there.

[569. Exam number 2273 Gustav Mach]

My name was not there even up to rank 401.

[224. Exam number 0424 Joseph-Louis Lamarck]

The same for ranks below 201.

It meant two things. Either my score was in the top ranks of the passers, or I failed.

Suppressing my heart that felt like it would burst, I slowly raised my gaze from the bottom.

[177. Exam number 1820 Julia Müller]

Not there.

[86. Exam number 0028 Evangelista Rovelli]

Not there.

[4. Exam number 1217 Eva Torricelli]

Still, not there.

And.

I finally looked at the top of the bulletin board.

There were some peculiar numbers and additional quotes there.

[1. Exam number 1880 Eugene Oslo (Co-valedictorian)]

[1. Exam number 2729 Werner Ross Diemann (Co-valedictorian)]

"....Huh?"

"This is getting quite ambiguous, isn't it?"

Thud!

Someone put their arm around my shoulder and started talking.

It was a familiar voice.

"Werner."

"The theorist. Co-valedictorian, huh? Quite an interesting result. What do you think?"

Werner chuckled.

"Should I consider this as stealing the valedictorian spot?"

"...."

"Hahaha! What are you seriously pondering about? It's obviously a joke."

After bursting into laughter, he casually looked at me.

"The theorist. I acknowledge you."

His shameless smile filled his face, but I felt that it was an incredibly serious expression.

He reached out his hand.

I did the same.

"Werner Ross Diemann."

"Eugene Oslo."

With a firm grip, we shook hands vigorously.

At the same time, we both thought. Prussian Federal Magic University.

I'm going there.
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If someone were to be diligent, it would be a pity for me. Even during the exam preparation period, I had lived glued to my desk for almost two months without lying down.

"Ah...."

It's warm.

As the winter cold seeped into the storage room, the warmth from the blanket and the bed was so precious that I couldn't bring myself to get up.

Just as I was about to unconsciously close my eyes.

"Kwaaah!"

As if someone had kicked it, the door to the storage room opened with a loud creak.

I jumped in surprise and quickly got up from the bed.

A chill ran down my spine.

It wasn't just the cold air.

Who could have come in?

Suzy was always gentle, and Lena was usually well-behaved. But one thing was certain, whoever had come in, whether it was Suzy or Lena, was very angry to have opened the door so roughly.

It's a well-known fact that when a gentle person gets angry, it's the most frightening.

I cautiously turned my head towards the wide-open door.

And the next moment, I had to lower my gaze more than I expected.

"Hehe...."

Blonde hair tied back tightly and mischievous emerald eyes.

It wasn't Suzy or Lena who had opened the door, but Ellie, who was smiling mischievously.

Ellie shouted in her loud voice, "Brother! Are you awake?"

"...Yeah. Thanks to you."

"Let's have breakfast!"

"Alright."

"And let's go outside!"

"Huh?"

The logic was jumping.

It was a declaration that was hard to understand with the brain of an eighteen-year-old.

As I was about to say something, Ellie, with a stubborn look on her face, grabbed my hand and started pulling me out of the room.

"Come out of the room!"

"Uh, uh?"

In the end, I was dragged to the dining table in the same state as when I had just gotten up from bed.

At the table, Suzy was smiling as she served my breakfast, Sally was half-asleep, and Lena, who was perfectly dressed, was there as well.

Ignoring Lena, who was glancing at me sideways, I asked Suzy a question after sitting down.

Ellie kept punching my back even as I sat down.

"Why is Ellie suddenly like this?"

"...Sorry, I let it slip."

"What do you mean?"

After Suzy explained, I finally understood the situation.

December 4th. Today, one month after the entrance exam, was the day the exam results were announced.

Although they could have sent the results by letter, the Federal Magic University had adopted the cruel method of requiring exam takers residing in Prussia to come in person to check the results.

So, to see the results, I had to go to the bulletin board inside the magic university correctional facility where the list of successful candidates was posted.

There was no time limit, so I was planning to go out leisurely.

But a while ago, Suzy had told Ellie about my outing.

"I want to go too! To the school!"

"So that's why you're in this state."

Suzy slowly nodded.

"Lena goes to school early, and I also have work today, so I have to go out. Ellie and Sally have to stay home alone today, so they must be bored. Just wait for a moment. I'll make tea soon."

"Tea?"

"It's an important day. It's not just a walk. You need to come back with a calm mind, right?"

"I can be quiet!"

As Suzy pinched Ellie's cheek and fell into deep thought.

Since working as a supplementary knight for the Eastern Front, I had more conversations with Lena.

But on the other hand, I hadn't spent much time with Ellie and Sally, the twins. As evidence, there was still a bit of awkwardness between me and Sally.

"Hmm."

It was good to check the results, but it wasn't much different from a walk around the Federal Magic University correctional facility.

After some thought, I made a decision.

"Suzy."

"Why?"

"I think it would be nice to go check with Ellie and Sally. I'm worried about leaving them alone at home."

"...Are you sure it's okay?"

A simple laugh was enough for an answer.

With a smile on her face, Ellie shouted, "Yay! Brother, I love you!"

"...."

It was a morning breakfast where I realized that I was not good at responding to a child's straightforward expression of affection.

Shortly after, Lena and Suzy went out.

I finished preparing for the twins' outing with my clumsy skills and then packed my belongings.

A winter coat bought with my entire country's salary. Bags and such for unexpected documents.

As I was about to leave the room, something caught my eye.

A black scarf neatly folded in a corner of the room, exuding a sense of use.

One of the few belongings I brought when leaving the empire.

A soft smile formed on my lips.

Yes. It was already winter.

*

"Um, Eugene, oppa."

"Yeah?"

On the way to the magic university, I learned a few things about Sally.

First, the title of oppa seemed awkward, and second, she was surprisingly blunt.

"The entrance exam. What if I fail?"

"Ugh."

I closed my mouth.

To be honest, I did well. How many of the entrance exam takers actually answered all 21 questions.

So unless a bunch of mistakes are found, there shouldn't be a need to worry about passing.

"I'm not sure if I can get the top scholarship..."

"If you don't get the top spot?"

"Ugh."

"Sally! Don't say ominous things!"

Despite Ellie's protest, I was speechless.

Not getting the scholarship.

Even if it's not a full scholarship, aiming for a partial scholarship is fine.

If I miss even that, I can only hope that the six hundred pounds I anonymously invested with Lena will yield a decent profit.

Although I said that.

I didn't want to miss the top spot.

Not just for the scholarship, but to shut Werner's arrogant nose.

Due to having traveled the road once before, I reached the magic university without worrying about getting lost.

There were quite a few students walking nervously, not as much as on exam day, but still noticeable.

I could guess the reason just by looking at my heart rate.

It was natural for the tension to be higher during result announcement than on exam day.

Passing through the main gate, a vast lawn and trees forming a landscape spread out, with the door of knowledge located in the middle of the road. Since we weren't using the campus facilities today, there was no need to go all the way to the door of knowledge.

Finding the notice board where the results were posted was easy.

Where the crowd was bustling.

"Ellie, Sally, can you play here on the lawn for a bit?"

"Yes! Uncle! Sally understands too!"

I let go of the twins' hands and slowly walked towards that place.

Thump. Thump.

Pushing through the crowd, I headed towards the notice board.

Unlike on exam day, there were sounds of despair coming from all directions.

Of course. The names on the notice board only mattered to the examinees.

―Yay! I passed!

―Oh.

―....

Among the various reactions, I reached the notice board.

[726. Exam number 1097 Emil Hertzsprung]

I looked up.

Although there were few passers, the lowest-ranking passer was number 726. The notice board was quite large, and I had to tilt my head quite a bit to see the end.

I started checking from the lowest rank.

About two hundred names in groups of four columns of passers.

Starting from the rightmost column, from rank 601 to 726, my name was not there.

[569. Exam number 2273 Gustav Mach]

My name was not there even up to rank 401.

[224. Exam number 0424 Joseph-Louis Lamarck]

The same for ranks below 201.

It meant two things. Either my score was in the top ranks of the passers, or I failed.

Suppressing my heart that felt like it would burst, I slowly raised my gaze from the bottom.

[177. Exam number 1820 Julia Müller]

Not there.

[86. Exam number 0028 Evangelista Rovelli]

Not there.

[4. Exam number 1217 Eva Torricelli]

Still, not there.

And.

I finally looked at the top of the bulletin board.

There were some peculiar numbers and additional quotes there.

[1. Exam number 1880 Eugene Oslo (Co-valedictorian)]

[1. Exam number 2729 Werner Ross Diemann (Co-valedictorian)]

"....Huh?"

"This is getting quite ambiguous, isn't it?"

Thud!

Someone put their arm around my shoulder and started talking.

It was a familiar voice.

"Werner."

"The theorist. Co-valedictorian, huh? Quite an interesting result. What do you think?"

Werner chuckled.

"Should I consider this as stealing the valedictorian spot?"

"...."

"Hahaha! What are you seriously pondering about? It's obviously a joke."

After bursting into laughter, he casually looked at me.

"The theorist. I acknowledge you."

His shameless smile filled his face, but I felt that it was an incredibly serious expression.

He reached out his hand.

I did the same.

"Werner Ross Diemann."

"Eugene Oslo."

With a firm grip, we shook hands vigorously.

At the same time, we both thought. Prussian Federal Magic University.

I'm going there.

        
            Students who consider exams to be endlessly harsh can be easily found, but looking back at the past, we can see that exams are not always so.

In ancient times, for those who wore crowns or ruled territories, talent was either a blessing or a curse.

In a society that valued connections to the point of using marriage as a tool, recruitment was undoubtedly biased.

Exams opened the door of possibility for talented individuals.

Geniuses, hard workers, and others who had enough skills but were buried due to their social status were able to seize opportunities through exams.

However, despite this objective perspective.

For students, exams were undeniably harsh.

The one who told this story was none other than Benjamin.

Yes, it was when I asked about the federal education system.

"The education system in the federation is so well-polished that it can't even be compared to self-study. It's an undeniable fact."

"Indeed, that's true."

"But it always has to involve exams. It's a method that I'm not particularly fond of."

Since I lived as Benjamin's disciple and had no connection to exams, I couldn't understand why Benjamin's expression hardened.

When I asked about the reason, Benjamin's response was as follows.

"From the educator's perspective, it's a very convenient evaluation method, but from the student's perspective, it's a heavy burden."

"A heavy burden?"

"Because it's a results-oriented method. The time and effort you put in become meaningless in front of the score. Well, I'm not here to judge right from wrong. Just take it with a grain of salt from a retired old educator who was dismissed in two months."

Instead, Benjamin had one piece of advice.

"When you take the exam, remember this one thing."

"What is it?"

"Don't let go of the pencil until the very end."

At that time, I didn't know the meaning behind Benjamin's advice, so I left it buried in the depths of my memory until relatively recently, without recalling it.

Now that the exam is over, I finally understand its full meaning.

"Sigh...."

My hand hurts.

Perhaps because I held it too tightly. Even though the pencil slipped from my hand right after the paper announcing the end of the exam, my hand still maintained the shape of holding the pencil.

Gradually, the sensation returned.

The blackboard and the podium. The invigilator. The surrounding test-takers gradually came into view, and the noise they created began to be heard.

In that chaos, I raised my head.

At this moment, right and wrong answers, pass or fail, were beyond my concern.

I faintly smiled.

The snowy field of unanswered questions.

The subtle thrill of the explorer who conquered the end of the exam paper warmed my whole body.

A while later.

I gathered my belongings and walked out of the auditorium.

Since most of the test-takers had already left, I walked along the deserted street, passed through the square, and entered the familiar entrance of the street.

And finally, I arrived in front of the familiar house.

I climbed the stairs, opened the door, and exhaled.

"I'm back."

The exam results would be out in a month. All that was left was to wait.

December 4th. Slightly cloudy.

It's a late autumn morning.

The winter in the Empire and the Federation had different aspects. If the Empire's winter was practically a rainy season, the Federation's winter was a season of cold winds and snow.

In other words, it meant that it was even more difficult to get up in the morning.

"...."

Now that about ten minutes had passed since waking up.

I was still lying in bed, blinking my eyes.

If someone were to be diligent, it would be a pity for me. Even during the exam preparation period, I had lived glued to my desk for almost two months without lying down.

"Ah...."

It's warm.

As the winter cold seeped into the storage room, the warmth from the blanket and the bed was so precious that I couldn't bring myself to get up.

Just as I was about to unconsciously close my eyes.

"Kwaaah!"

As if someone had kicked it, the door to the storage room opened with a loud creak.

I jumped in surprise and quickly got up from the bed.

A chill ran down my spine.

It wasn't just the cold air.

Who could have come in?

Suzy was always gentle, and Lena was usually well-behaved. But one thing was certain, whoever had come in, whether it was Suzy or Lena, was very angry to have opened the door so roughly.

It's a well-known fact that when a gentle person gets angry, it's the most frightening.

I cautiously turned my head towards the wide-open door.

And the next moment, I had to lower my gaze more than I expected.

"Hehe...."

Blonde hair tied back tightly and mischievous emerald eyes.

It wasn't Suzy or Lena who had opened the door, but Ellie, who was smiling mischievously.

Ellie shouted in her loud voice, "Brother! Are you awake?"

"...Yeah. Thanks to you."

"Let's have breakfast!"

"Alright."

"And let's go outside!"

"Huh?"

The logic was jumping.

It was a declaration that was hard to understand with the brain of an eighteen-year-old.

As I was about to say something, Ellie, with a stubborn look on her face, grabbed my hand and started pulling me out of the room.

"Come out of the room!"

"Uh, uh?"

In the end, I was dragged to the dining table in the same state as when I had just gotten up from bed.

At the table, Suzy was smiling as she served my breakfast, Sally was half-asleep, and Lena, who was perfectly dressed, was there as well.

Ignoring Lena, who was glancing at me sideways, I asked Suzy a question after sitting down.

Ellie kept punching my back even as I sat down.

"Why is Ellie suddenly like this?"

"...Sorry, I let it slip."

"What do you mean?"

After Suzy explained, I finally understood the situation.

December 4th. Today, one month after the entrance exam, was the day the exam results were announced.

Although they could have sent the results by letter, the Federal Magic University had adopted the cruel method of requiring exam takers residing in Prussia to come in person to check the results.

So, to see the results, I had to go to the bulletin board inside the magic university correctional facility where the list of successful candidates was posted.

There was no time limit, so I was planning to go out leisurely.

But a while ago, Suzy had told Ellie about my outing.

"I want to go too! To the school!"

"So that's why you're in this state."

Suzy slowly nodded.

"Lena goes to school early, and I also have work today, so I have to go out. Ellie and Sally have to stay home alone today, so they must be bored. Just wait for a moment. I'll make tea soon."

"Tea?"

"It's an important day. It's not just a walk. You need to come back with a calm mind, right?"

"I can be quiet!"

As Suzy pinched Ellie's cheek and fell into deep thought.

Since working as a supplementary knight for the Eastern Front, I had more conversations with Lena.

But on the other hand, I hadn't spent much time with Ellie and Sally, the twins. As evidence, there was still a bit of awkwardness between me and Sally.

"Hmm."

It was good to check the results, but it wasn't much different from a walk around the Federal Magic University correctional facility.

After some thought, I made a decision.

"Suzy."

"Why?"

"I think it would be nice to go check with Ellie and Sally. I'm worried about leaving them alone at home."

"...Are you sure it's okay?"

A simple laugh was enough for an answer.

With a smile on her face, Ellie shouted, "Yay! Brother, I love you!"

"...."

It was a morning breakfast where I realized that I was not good at responding to a child's straightforward expression of affection.

Shortly after, Lena and Suzy went out.

I finished preparing for the twins' outing with my clumsy skills and then packed my belongings.

A winter coat bought with my entire country's salary. Bags and such for unexpected documents.

As I was about to leave the room, something caught my eye.

A black scarf neatly folded in a corner of the room, exuding a sense of use.

One of the few belongings I brought when leaving the empire.

A soft smile formed on my lips.

Yes. It was already winter.

*

"Um, Eugene, oppa."

"Yeah?"

On the way to the magic university, I learned a few things about Sally.

First, the title of oppa seemed awkward, and second, she was surprisingly blunt.

"The entrance exam. What if I fail?"

"Ugh."

I closed my mouth.

To be honest, I did well. How many of the entrance exam takers actually answered all 21 questions.

So unless a bunch of mistakes are found, there shouldn't be a need to worry about passing.

"I'm not sure if I can get the top scholarship..."

"If you don't get the top spot?"

"Ugh."

"Sally! Don't say ominous things!"

Despite Ellie's protest, I was speechless.

Not getting the scholarship.

Even if it's not a full scholarship, aiming for a partial scholarship is fine.

If I miss even that, I can only hope that the six hundred pounds I anonymously invested with Lena will yield a decent profit.

Although I said that.

I didn't want to miss the top spot.

Not just for the scholarship, but to shut Werner's arrogant nose.

Due to having traveled the road once before, I reached the magic university without worrying about getting lost.

There were quite a few students walking nervously, not as much as on exam day, but still noticeable.

I could guess the reason just by looking at my heart rate.

It was natural for the tension to be higher during result announcement than on exam day.

Passing through the main gate, a vast lawn and trees forming a landscape spread out, with the door of knowledge located in the middle of the road. Since we weren't using the campus facilities today, there was no need to go all the way to the door of knowledge.

Finding the notice board where the results were posted was easy.

Where the crowd was bustling.

"Ellie, Sally, can you play here on the lawn for a bit?"

"Yes! Uncle! Sally understands too!"

I let go of the twins' hands and slowly walked towards that place.

Thump. Thump.

Pushing through the crowd, I headed towards the notice board.

Unlike on exam day, there were sounds of despair coming from all directions.

Of course. The names on the notice board only mattered to the examinees.

―Yay! I passed!

―Oh.

―....

Among the various reactions, I reached the notice board.

[726. Exam number 1097 Emil Hertzsprung]

I looked up.

Although there were few passers, the lowest-ranking passer was number 726. The notice board was quite large, and I had to tilt my head quite a bit to see the end.

I started checking from the lowest rank.

About two hundred names in groups of four columns of passers.

Starting from the rightmost column, from rank 601 to 726, my name was not there.

[569. Exam number 2273 Gustav Mach]

My name was not there even up to rank 401.

[224. Exam number 0424 Joseph-Louis Lamarck]

The same for ranks below 201.

It meant two things. Either my score was in the top ranks of the passers, or I failed.

Suppressing my heart that felt like it would burst, I slowly raised my gaze from the bottom.

[177. Exam number 1820 Julia Müller]

Not there.

[86. Exam number 0028 Evangelista Rovelli]

Not there.

[4. Exam number 1217 Eva Torricelli]

Still, not there.

And.

I finally looked at the top of the bulletin board.

There were some peculiar numbers and additional quotes there.

[1. Exam number 1880 Eugene Oslo (Co-valedictorian)]

[1. Exam number 2729 Werner Ross Diemann (Co-valedictorian)]

"....Huh?"

"This is getting quite ambiguous, isn't it?"

Thud!

Someone put their arm around my shoulder and started talking.

It was a familiar voice.

"Werner."

"The theorist. Co-valedictorian, huh? Quite an interesting result. What do you think?"

Werner chuckled.

"Should I consider this as stealing the valedictorian spot?"

"...."

"Hahaha! What are you seriously pondering about? It's obviously a joke."

After bursting into laughter, he casually looked at me.

"The theorist. I acknowledge you."

His shameless smile filled his face, but I felt that it was an incredibly serious expression.

He reached out his hand.

I did the same.

"Werner Ross Diemann."

"Eugene Oslo."

With a firm grip, we shook hands vigorously.

At the same time, we both thought. Prussian Federal Magic University.

I'm going there.

        
            Students who consider exams to be endlessly harsh can be easily found, but looking back at the past, we can see that exams are not always so.

In ancient times, for those who wore crowns or ruled territories, talent was either a blessing or a curse.

In a society that valued connections to the point of using marriage as a tool, recruitment was undoubtedly biased.

Exams opened the door of possibility for talented individuals.

Geniuses, hard workers, and others who had enough skills but were buried due to their social status were able to seize opportunities through exams.

However, despite this objective perspective.

For students, exams were undeniably harsh.

The one who told this story was none other than Benjamin.

Yes, it was when I asked about the federal education system.

"The education system in the federation is so well-polished that it can't even be compared to self-study. It's an undeniable fact."

"Indeed, that's true."

"But it always has to involve exams. It's a method that I'm not particularly fond of."

Since I lived as Benjamin's disciple and had no connection to exams, I couldn't understand why Benjamin's expression hardened.

When I asked about the reason, Benjamin's response was as follows.

"From the educator's perspective, it's a very convenient evaluation method, but from the student's perspective, it's a heavy burden."

"A heavy burden?"

"Because it's a results-oriented method. The time and effort you put in become meaningless in front of the score. Well, I'm not here to judge right from wrong. Just take it with a grain of salt from a retired old educator who was dismissed in two months."

Instead, Benjamin had one piece of advice.

"When you take the exam, remember this one thing."

"What is it?"

"Don't let go of the pencil until the very end."

At that time, I didn't know the meaning behind Benjamin's advice, so I left it buried in the depths of my memory until relatively recently, without recalling it.

Now that the exam is over, I finally understand its full meaning.

"Sigh...."

My hand hurts.

Perhaps because I held it too tightly. Even though the pencil slipped from my hand right after the paper announcing the end of the exam, my hand still maintained the shape of holding the pencil.

Gradually, the sensation returned.

The blackboard and the podium. The invigilator. The surrounding test-takers gradually came into view, and the noise they created began to be heard.

In that chaos, I raised my head.

At this moment, right and wrong answers, pass or fail, were beyond my concern.

I faintly smiled.

The snowy field of unanswered questions.

The subtle thrill of the explorer who conquered the end of the exam paper warmed my whole body.

A while later.

I gathered my belongings and walked out of the auditorium.

Since most of the test-takers had already left, I walked along the deserted street, passed through the square, and entered the familiar entrance of the street.

And finally, I arrived in front of the familiar house.

I climbed the stairs, opened the door, and exhaled.

"I'm back."

The exam results would be out in a month. All that was left was to wait.

December 4th. Slightly cloudy.

It's a late autumn morning.

The winter in the Empire and the Federation had different aspects. If the Empire's winter was practically a rainy season, the Federation's winter was a season of cold winds and snow.

In other words, it meant that it was even more difficult to get up in the morning.

"...."

Now that about ten minutes had passed since waking up.

I was still lying in bed, blinking my eyes.

If someone were to be diligent, it would be a pity for me. Even during the exam preparation period, I had lived glued to my desk for almost two months without lying down.

"Ah...."

It's warm.

As the winter cold seeped into the storage room, the warmth from the blanket and the bed was so precious that I couldn't bring myself to get up.

Just as I was about to unconsciously close my eyes.

"Kwaaah!"

As if someone had kicked it, the door to the storage room opened with a loud creak.

I jumped in surprise and quickly got up from the bed.

A chill ran down my spine.

It wasn't just the cold air.

Who could have come in?

Suzy was always gentle, and Lena was usually well-behaved. But one thing was certain, whoever had come in, whether it was Suzy or Lena, was very angry to have opened the door so roughly.

It's a well-known fact that when a gentle person gets angry, it's the most frightening.

I cautiously turned my head towards the wide-open door.

And the next moment, I had to lower my gaze more than I expected.

"Hehe...."

Blonde hair tied back tightly and mischievous emerald eyes.

It wasn't Suzy or Lena who had opened the door, but Ellie, who was smiling mischievously.

Ellie shouted in her loud voice, "Brother! Are you awake?"

"...Yeah. Thanks to you."

"Let's have breakfast!"

"Alright."

"And let's go outside!"

"Huh?"

The logic was jumping.

It was a declaration that was hard to understand with the brain of an eighteen-year-old.

As I was about to say something, Ellie, with a stubborn look on her face, grabbed my hand and started pulling me out of the room.

"Come out of the room!"

"Uh, uh?"

In the end, I was dragged to the dining table in the same state as when I had just gotten up from bed.

At the table, Suzy was smiling as she served my breakfast, Sally was half-asleep, and Lena, who was perfectly dressed, was there as well.

Ignoring Lena, who was glancing at me sideways, I asked Suzy a question after sitting down.

Ellie kept punching my back even as I sat down.

"Why is Ellie suddenly like this?"

"...Sorry, I let it slip."

"What do you mean?"

After Suzy explained, I finally understood the situation.

December 4th. Today, one month after the entrance exam, was the day the exam results were announced.

Although they could have sent the results by letter, the Federal Magic University had adopted the cruel method of requiring exam takers residing in Prussia to come in person to check the results.

So, to see the results, I had to go to the bulletin board inside the magic university correctional facility where the list of successful candidates was posted.

There was no time limit, so I was planning to go out leisurely.

But a while ago, Suzy had told Ellie about my outing.

"I want to go too! To the school!"

"So that's why you're in this state."

Suzy slowly nodded.

"Lena goes to school early, and I also have work today, so I have to go out. Ellie and Sally have to stay home alone today, so they must be bored. Just wait for a moment. I'll make tea soon."

"Tea?"

"It's an important day. It's not just a walk. You need to come back with a calm mind, right?"

"I can be quiet!"

As Suzy pinched Ellie's cheek and fell into deep thought.

Since working as a supplementary knight for the Eastern Front, I had more conversations with Lena.

But on the other hand, I hadn't spent much time with Ellie and Sally, the twins. As evidence, there was still a bit of awkwardness between me and Sally.

"Hmm."

It was good to check the results, but it wasn't much different from a walk around the Federal Magic University correctional facility.

After some thought, I made a decision.

"Suzy."

"Why?"

"I think it would be nice to go check with Ellie and Sally. I'm worried about leaving them alone at home."

"...Are you sure it's okay?"

A simple laugh was enough for an answer.

With a smile on her face, Ellie shouted, "Yay! Brother, I love you!"

"...."

It was a morning breakfast where I realized that I was not good at responding to a child's straightforward expression of affection.

Shortly after, Lena and Suzy went out.

I finished preparing for the twins' outing with my clumsy skills and then packed my belongings.

A winter coat bought with my entire country's salary. Bags and such for unexpected documents.

As I was about to leave the room, something caught my eye.

A black scarf neatly folded in a corner of the room, exuding a sense of use.

One of the few belongings I brought when leaving the empire.

A soft smile formed on my lips.

Yes. It was already winter.

*

"Um, Eugene, oppa."

"Yeah?"

On the way to the magic university, I learned a few things about Sally.

First, the title of oppa seemed awkward, and second, she was surprisingly blunt.

"The entrance exam. What if I fail?"

"Ugh."

I closed my mouth.

To be honest, I did well. How many of the entrance exam takers actually answered all 21 questions.

So unless a bunch of mistakes are found, there shouldn't be a need to worry about passing.

"I'm not sure if I can get the top scholarship..."

"If you don't get the top spot?"

"Ugh."

"Sally! Don't say ominous things!"

Despite Ellie's protest, I was speechless.

Not getting the scholarship.

Even if it's not a full scholarship, aiming for a partial scholarship is fine.

If I miss even that, I can only hope that the six hundred pounds I anonymously invested with Lena will yield a decent profit.

Although I said that.

I didn't want to miss the top spot.

Not just for the scholarship, but to shut Werner's arrogant nose.

Due to having traveled the road once before, I reached the magic university without worrying about getting lost.

There were quite a few students walking nervously, not as much as on exam day, but still noticeable.

I could guess the reason just by looking at my heart rate.

It was natural for the tension to be higher during result announcement than on exam day.

Passing through the main gate, a vast lawn and trees forming a landscape spread out, with the door of knowledge located in the middle of the road. Since we weren't using the campus facilities today, there was no need to go all the way to the door of knowledge.

Finding the notice board where the results were posted was easy.

Where the crowd was bustling.

"Ellie, Sally, can you play here on the lawn for a bit?"

"Yes! Uncle! Sally understands too!"

I let go of the twins' hands and slowly walked towards that place.

Thump. Thump.

Pushing through the crowd, I headed towards the notice board.

Unlike on exam day, there were sounds of despair coming from all directions.

Of course. The names on the notice board only mattered to the examinees.

―Yay! I passed!

―Oh.

―....

Among the various reactions, I reached the notice board.

[726. Exam number 1097 Emil Hertzsprung]

I looked up.

Although there were few passers, the lowest-ranking passer was number 726. The notice board was quite large, and I had to tilt my head quite a bit to see the end.

I started checking from the lowest rank.

About two hundred names in groups of four columns of passers.

Starting from the rightmost column, from rank 601 to 726, my name was not there.

[569. Exam number 2273 Gustav Mach]

My name was not there even up to rank 401.

[224. Exam number 0424 Joseph-Louis Lamarck]

The same for ranks below 201.

It meant two things. Either my score was in the top ranks of the passers, or I failed.

Suppressing my heart that felt like it would burst, I slowly raised my gaze from the bottom.

[177. Exam number 1820 Julia Müller]

Not there.

[86. Exam number 0028 Evangelista Rovelli]

Not there.

[4. Exam number 1217 Eva Torricelli]

Still, not there.

And.

I finally looked at the top of the bulletin board.

There were some peculiar numbers and additional quotes there.

[1. Exam number 1880 Eugene Oslo (Co-valedictorian)]

[1. Exam number 2729 Werner Ross Diemann (Co-valedictorian)]

"....Huh?"

"This is getting quite ambiguous, isn't it?"

Thud!

Someone put their arm around my shoulder and started talking.

It was a familiar voice.

"Werner."

"The theorist. Co-valedictorian, huh? Quite an interesting result. What do you think?"

Werner chuckled.

"Should I consider this as stealing the valedictorian spot?"

"...."

"Hahaha! What are you seriously pondering about? It's obviously a joke."

After bursting into laughter, he casually looked at me.

"The theorist. I acknowledge you."

His shameless smile filled his face, but I felt that it was an incredibly serious expression.

He reached out his hand.

I did the same.

"Werner Ross Diemann."

"Eugene Oslo."

With a firm grip, we shook hands vigorously.

At the same time, we both thought. Prussian Federal Magic University.

I'm going there.

        
            A letter is complete with only the sender and recipient, and the postman merely serves as a mediator.

Both the sender and the recipient do not know the face of the postman. Regardless of whether he is young or old, or where he comes from, they only see the mailbox and postbox in the end.

Therefore, the reason for my current dilemma fundamentally lies in the fact that I am not a postman.

I must not hand over the letter recklessly.

Deimann. In other words, Lanya Deimann had just arrived in the empire right before the war, and now that the war is over, there is no way for an ordinary imperial citizen to send a letter to the federation.

In other words, this letter was nothing more than evidence that I was a defector from the empire.

"...."

I had to be careful.

I am not a postman, and even though Werner may not know everything about me, he knows enough to report me to the police and judicial authorities.

So, my plan was as follows.

Handing the letter over person to person is absolutely not allowed. It must be sent through an anonymous intermediary, or secretly slipped in among his belongings.

Today's method of execution was the latter.

The atmosphere was calm at the moment. Some people were asleep, while others were on the terrace above, smoking a cigarette, so there were not many people around.

I looked at Werner.

He was sitting arrogantly on the single sofa, with his legs crossed.

At first glance, it seemed ordinary, but perhaps he was a bit tipsy as he had not moved from that position for about ten minutes.

Now was the chance.

I took out the letter and carefully approached Werner.

Behind the sofa, there was a familiar bag. It was his bag that I had seen on the day of the entrance exam.

Swish—

I moved so he wouldn't notice and then threw the letter into the bag.

The palm-sized letter shot into the leather bag.

Mission accomplished.

"....Phew."

A sigh of relief escaped involuntarily.

What can I say? It ended much easier than I thought.

When Werner discovers the letter, he may wonder who did it, but at least it won't lead to suspicion about my background.

Why is my heart pounding like this?

I was about to leave with the feeling of a thief who had just completed a perfect crime when I suddenly stopped in my tracks.

Come to think of it.

Does Werner know about Deimann's existence?

"...."

It's been eight years.

It's been eight years since I lost contact with my mother. Moreover, during that time, the empire's territory was engulfed in war, so it wouldn't be strange to assume that she had died.

Furthermore, eight years ago, I was still in my early teens.

I was not old enough to fully understand the wars between countries or the family circumstances.

In that case, I can even make this assumption.

Werner may believe that his mother passed away, and he may not even know if she was from the empire.

I narrowed my eyes.

If that's the case, by handing him this letter, I would be stamping him with the mark of being a half-blood from the empire. This is something to consider.

I was pondering this while lurking behind the single sofa.

Werner moved.

"Eugene!"

"Uh, yes?"

"That hat, you said it was a gift, right?"

As I nodded slowly, he chuckled and said, "It's like our mother's handiwork."

"....!"

"It's nothing special. The awkward shape typical of a handmade hat can be felt even in that hat. I have a similar one too. Although I can't wear it now as it doesn't fit my head anymore."

Hahaha, perhaps due to the alcohol, Werner laughed heartily.

I wanted to laugh along, but my lips refused to move.

In the end, I kept my expression firm and spoke up.

"Perhaps it's just a coincidence. By the way, is your mother doing well?"

"I don't know."

"What?"

"Because my mother is from the Empire. Unfortunately, due to the timing of the Empire's takeover just a month or two before the war, communication was cut off completely."

"...I'm sorry."

"No need to apologize. It's a surprisingly common story in this day and age, isn't it?"

My guess was wrong.

Verner knew everything.

And he was a person who could confidently mention his mixed heritage as an Imperial. He even heard rumors of being called a bastard, so what was there to be afraid of.

However, one thing that puzzled me was his tone, as if he had heard it from someone else rather than seeing it firsthand.

That question was quickly resolved.

"My father also passed away a few weeks after the war started. Unfortunately, he was part of the front-line unit that suffered the most damage."

"...!"

"In the end, it was the sponsors of the Nocturne Club who helped me understand the situation and took me in. My father was one of the early members of the Nocturne Club. Now, this place is like my home."

As Mrs. Deimann spoke, her husband was said to be a soldier.

Yes. This story seemed more plausible.

"Not being able to see my mother and Yeong-yeong. The news of my father's death. I had to hear all of that from the Nocturne Club."

Verner's expression gradually hardened. It seemed like the cheap wine wasn't enough to lift his spirits.

When his mouth opened again, I wanted to cover my ears.

"I hate the Empire."

*

"Hahaha!"

"Are there two violinists and someone who can play the cello?"

As some time passed, the atmosphere quickly regained its heat.

No, it seemed even more lively.

Those who were debating with spit flying were now each holding an instrument, and even the composer known as Maestro Maler joined in with a baton.

As the painter who couldn't stand the commotion finally left.

I was the only one who felt disconnected from this atmosphere.

At that moment, I wanted to fill my pipe with tobacco.

I didn't like alcohol. So, the only thing I could rely on was my pipe.

Since I didn't have any tobacco with me, I used what was available at the Nocturne Club.

I gently packed the tobacco into the pipe and lit it.

Of course, I had no idea how tightly to pack the tobacco or how to light it, so I did it roughly, but it didn't work out well.

After extinguishing the flame a few times, I declared defeat.

"Director Loveless. It would have been nice if you had shown me how to use it...."

In the end, I reluctantly grabbed the nearby bottle of alcohol and drank it.

That way, I could forget Verner's words and go along with the atmosphere.

"Kku."

It still didn't suit my taste.

Not only did it taste bad, but it also seemed weak, as after drinking a few glasses, my vision started to blur quickly.

Finding it difficult to control my body, I sat down on the sofa.

"Hahaha!"

"Okay, let's go again! In 4/4 time--"

Listening to the cacophony of a quartet with messed up rhythm and scales, I closed my eyes.

Thoughts drifted away.

The Empire and the Federation. The Federation and the Empire.

I, the foreigner who moved from the Empire to the Federation.

I had received so many stares over the years. Furtive glances, blatant stares, and even experiences of hatred accompanied by language and actions.

But I knew, and they knew too. Such hatred was superficial.

It was just a momentary discomfort for me and a slight boost of superiority for them.

That was their limit, and fundamentally, it couldn't affect me in any way.

But the case of someone close was different.

The biggest issue with family, like the reconciliation of the Oseul family, was somehow resolved with the same tolerance. But the relationships we build in our lives are not just that.

Friends.

Lovers.

My new family to be created.

I imagined it. Those with painful memories, finding out about my background, looking at my gray hair, and saying these words.

―Disgusting.

"Ah."

I hated it.

I really hated it.

Prussia is no longer just a stopover. It is where I must live and build new relationships.

So.

Will I eventually hear those words and accept them?

The music stopped.

Due to the intoxication, the accident continued to expand without an end. I tried hard to convince myself that this was just a passing phase, a problem that could be changed depending on my efforts, but it was not enough to stop the rising thoughts like dark clouds.

I slowly got up from the sofa.

Seeing the young men who had stopped playing in front of me, I moved over and stood in front of them.

There is still some discernment left to prevent leaks of secrets.

"You guys."

However, I took off my hat and said with a hint of sincerity.

"Look at my hair. It's the color of the ashes left over from the fireplace. If everyone hates the color because it's the imperial bloodline, don't you find it disgusting?"

Their gaze turned towards me.

I closed my eyes, waiting for the next words.

Thinking that I would comply with whatever language came my way.

However.

"It's a stale argument."

"Again with that? It's been done dozens of times and it's boring."

"Put it another way, it's fun enough to do it dozens more times."

Instead of the atmosphere calming down or being surprised, they all started to laugh and raise their voices slowly.

Then Werner suddenly stood up from his seat.

"Alright! Our newcomer, Eugene Oseul, the top student of the Magic University, has brought a topic!"

"Huh, what?"

"Where is the inherent value of humans!"

As Werner shouted, the eyes of the ten young men all turned towards him.

"Obviously, it's about abilities, right? I still can't stand those barbarians who keep muttering about the imperial bloodline or whatever. Those who have no abilities at all are just annoying."

"The world we live in is right here. Ultimately, once humans are born, they can only be enslaved by larger entities! Even international politics are no exception, right?"

"Originality."

"What?"

"Those without subjectivity and originality in life are corpses."

Soon they began a fierce debate using their raised voices. My initial question had long been forgotten.

The main culprit who caused the situation, Werner, was standing next to me, laughing heartily as he watched them.

"...What's so funny about it?"

"Hehehe. Eugene. Isn't this funny? Look at those guys."

Only then did I properly observe the demeanor of the young men.

Wearing hats, with ties loose and shirts untucked, it was a complete mess.

Most importantly, all of them wore matching dress shoes and engaged in arguments like tap dancing, making the gray hair seem like nothing.

"Why does the Nocturne Club have such a strange dress code."

Werner laughed and opened his mouth.

"We throw away titles, backgrounds, honors, and status. The moment we open the doors of the Nocturne Club, we are all intellectual clowns! All we do is laugh, shout, and debate as a group of clowns."

"...Haha."

"I think I've been thinking a lot because of what I said earlier, but hating the empire is just that, a literal meaning. After all, my mother is from the empire, so what's the big deal about the color of my hair."

Werner looked at me and laughed shamelessly.

"Magic is a challenge."

"What?"

"Those who do not challenge are worthless. The only standard by which I judge people is that! Whether your hair is gray or whatever, it doesn't matter. You are a man I acknowledge."

I stared at him with my mouth agape.

Provocation.

I instantly understood why Werner was called the lunatic of Fourth School.

But.

"...You. You're really crazy."

"Take it as a compliment."

Just as he acknowledged me, I finally acknowledged him.

*

The second floor of Bar Prelude is a terrace exclusive to the Nocturne Club, off-limits to regular customers.

I called Werner there.

"Why are we here?"

"Werner."

I took out a piece of paper from my pocket and handed it to Werner.

"Don't ask anything."

Something I took out from his bag.

After handing the letter to Werner, I stood by the terrace railing without saying a word.

The winter wind brushed against my cheeks.

After lighting a match I brought, I carefully lit the tobacco inside the pipe.

After several attempts, the tobacco finally started to burn, emitting smoke.

With the sound of fluttering paper in the background, I put the pipe to my lips and took a puff.

"...Cough. Cough!"

Every time I coughed, smoke spread haphazardly with my breath.

It was so harsh that tears welled up.

I quickly extinguished the tobacco.

Alcohol and cigarettes don't suit me. The advice from Director Loveless to bring them to the Nocturne Club was completely off the mark.

Indeed.

It seems I am still not an adult.

*

As I hung the black scarf back on the hanger.

The calendar was already announcing the start of the summer semester at the Prussian Federal School of Magic.
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Why is my heart pounding like this?

I was about to leave with the feeling of a thief who had just completed a perfect crime when I suddenly stopped in my tracks.
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Does Werner know about Deimann's existence?
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It's been eight years.

It's been eight years since I lost contact with my mother. Moreover, during that time, the empire's territory was engulfed in war, so it wouldn't be strange to assume that she had died.
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Werner may believe that his mother passed away, and he may not even know if she was from the empire.

I narrowed my eyes.
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Werner moved.

"Eugene!"

"Uh, yes?"

"That hat, you said it was a gift, right?"

As I nodded slowly, he chuckled and said, "It's like our mother's handiwork."

"....!"

"It's nothing special. The awkward shape typical of a handmade hat can be felt even in that hat. I have a similar one too. Although I can't wear it now as it doesn't fit my head anymore."

Hahaha, perhaps due to the alcohol, Werner laughed heartily.

I wanted to laugh along, but my lips refused to move.

In the end, I kept my expression firm and spoke up.

"Perhaps it's just a coincidence. By the way, is your mother doing well?"

"I don't know."

"What?"

"Because my mother is from the Empire. Unfortunately, due to the timing of the Empire's takeover just a month or two before the war, communication was cut off completely."

"...I'm sorry."

"No need to apologize. It's a surprisingly common story in this day and age, isn't it?"

My guess was wrong.

Verner knew everything.

And he was a person who could confidently mention his mixed heritage as an Imperial. He even heard rumors of being called a bastard, so what was there to be afraid of.

However, one thing that puzzled me was his tone, as if he had heard it from someone else rather than seeing it firsthand.

That question was quickly resolved.

"My father also passed away a few weeks after the war started. Unfortunately, he was part of the front-line unit that suffered the most damage."

"...!"

"In the end, it was the sponsors of the Nocturne Club who helped me understand the situation and took me in. My father was one of the early members of the Nocturne Club. Now, this place is like my home."

As Mrs. Deimann spoke, her husband was said to be a soldier.

Yes. This story seemed more plausible.

"Not being able to see my mother and Yeong-yeong. The news of my father's death. I had to hear all of that from the Nocturne Club."

Verner's expression gradually hardened. It seemed like the cheap wine wasn't enough to lift his spirits.

When his mouth opened again, I wanted to cover my ears.

"I hate the Empire."

*

"Hahaha!"

"Are there two violinists and someone who can play the cello?"

As some time passed, the atmosphere quickly regained its heat.

No, it seemed even more lively.

Those who were debating with spit flying were now each holding an instrument, and even the composer known as Maestro Maler joined in with a baton.

As the painter who couldn't stand the commotion finally left.

I was the only one who felt disconnected from this atmosphere.

At that moment, I wanted to fill my pipe with tobacco.

I didn't like alcohol. So, the only thing I could rely on was my pipe.

Since I didn't have any tobacco with me, I used what was available at the Nocturne Club.

I gently packed the tobacco into the pipe and lit it.

Of course, I had no idea how tightly to pack the tobacco or how to light it, so I did it roughly, but it didn't work out well.

After extinguishing the flame a few times, I declared defeat.

"Director Loveless. It would have been nice if you had shown me how to use it...."

In the end, I reluctantly grabbed the nearby bottle of alcohol and drank it.

That way, I could forget Verner's words and go along with the atmosphere.

"Kku."

It still didn't suit my taste.

Not only did it taste bad, but it also seemed weak, as after drinking a few glasses, my vision started to blur quickly.

Finding it difficult to control my body, I sat down on the sofa.

"Hahaha!"

"Okay, let's go again! In 4/4 time--"

Listening to the cacophony of a quartet with messed up rhythm and scales, I closed my eyes.

Thoughts drifted away.

The Empire and the Federation. The Federation and the Empire.

I, the foreigner who moved from the Empire to the Federation.

I had received so many stares over the years. Furtive glances, blatant stares, and even experiences of hatred accompanied by language and actions.

But I knew, and they knew too. Such hatred was superficial.

It was just a momentary discomfort for me and a slight boost of superiority for them.

That was their limit, and fundamentally, it couldn't affect me in any way.

But the case of someone close was different.

The biggest issue with family, like the reconciliation of the Oseul family, was somehow resolved with the same tolerance. But the relationships we build in our lives are not just that.

Friends.

Lovers.

My new family to be created.

I imagined it. Those with painful memories, finding out about my background, looking at my gray hair, and saying these words.

―Disgusting.

"Ah."

I hated it.

I really hated it.

Prussia is no longer just a stopover. It is where I must live and build new relationships.

So.

Will I eventually hear those words and accept them?

The music stopped.

Due to the intoxication, the accident continued to expand without an end. I tried hard to convince myself that this was just a passing phase, a problem that could be changed depending on my efforts, but it was not enough to stop the rising thoughts like dark clouds.

I slowly got up from the sofa.

Seeing the young men who had stopped playing in front of me, I moved over and stood in front of them.

There is still some discernment left to prevent leaks of secrets.

"You guys."

However, I took off my hat and said with a hint of sincerity.

"Look at my hair. It's the color of the ashes left over from the fireplace. If everyone hates the color because it's the imperial bloodline, don't you find it disgusting?"

Their gaze turned towards me.

I closed my eyes, waiting for the next words.

Thinking that I would comply with whatever language came my way.

However.

"It's a stale argument."

"Again with that? It's been done dozens of times and it's boring."

"Put it another way, it's fun enough to do it dozens more times."

Instead of the atmosphere calming down or being surprised, they all started to laugh and raise their voices slowly.

Then Werner suddenly stood up from his seat.

"Alright! Our newcomer, Eugene Oseul, the top student of the Magic University, has brought a topic!"

"Huh, what?"

"Where is the inherent value of humans!"

As Werner shouted, the eyes of the ten young men all turned towards him.

"Obviously, it's about abilities, right? I still can't stand those barbarians who keep muttering about the imperial bloodline or whatever. Those who have no abilities at all are just annoying."

"The world we live in is right here. Ultimately, once humans are born, they can only be enslaved by larger entities! Even international politics are no exception, right?"

"Originality."

"What?"

"Those without subjectivity and originality in life are corpses."

Soon they began a fierce debate using their raised voices. My initial question had long been forgotten.

The main culprit who caused the situation, Werner, was standing next to me, laughing heartily as he watched them.

"...What's so funny about it?"

"Hehehe. Eugene. Isn't this funny? Look at those guys."

Only then did I properly observe the demeanor of the young men.

Wearing hats, with ties loose and shirts untucked, it was a complete mess.

Most importantly, all of them wore matching dress shoes and engaged in arguments like tap dancing, making the gray hair seem like nothing.

"Why does the Nocturne Club have such a strange dress code."

Werner laughed and opened his mouth.

"We throw away titles, backgrounds, honors, and status. The moment we open the doors of the Nocturne Club, we are all intellectual clowns! All we do is laugh, shout, and debate as a group of clowns."

"...Haha."

"I think I've been thinking a lot because of what I said earlier, but hating the empire is just that, a literal meaning. After all, my mother is from the empire, so what's the big deal about the color of my hair."

Werner looked at me and laughed shamelessly.

"Magic is a challenge."

"What?"

"Those who do not challenge are worthless. The only standard by which I judge people is that! Whether your hair is gray or whatever, it doesn't matter. You are a man I acknowledge."

I stared at him with my mouth agape.

Provocation.

I instantly understood why Werner was called the lunatic of Fourth School.

But.

"...You. You're really crazy."

"Take it as a compliment."

Just as he acknowledged me, I finally acknowledged him.

*

The second floor of Bar Prelude is a terrace exclusive to the Nocturne Club, off-limits to regular customers.

I called Werner there.

"Why are we here?"

"Werner."

I took out a piece of paper from my pocket and handed it to Werner.

"Don't ask anything."

Something I took out from his bag.

After handing the letter to Werner, I stood by the terrace railing without saying a word.

The winter wind brushed against my cheeks.

After lighting a match I brought, I carefully lit the tobacco inside the pipe.

After several attempts, the tobacco finally started to burn, emitting smoke.

With the sound of fluttering paper in the background, I put the pipe to my lips and took a puff.

"...Cough. Cough!"

Every time I coughed, smoke spread haphazardly with my breath.

It was so harsh that tears welled up.

I quickly extinguished the tobacco.

Alcohol and cigarettes don't suit me. The advice from Director Loveless to bring them to the Nocturne Club was completely off the mark.

Indeed.

It seems I am still not an adult.

*

As I hung the black scarf back on the hanger.

The calendar was already announcing the start of the summer semester at the Prussian Federal School of Magic.
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I was about to leave with the feeling of a thief who had just completed a perfect crime when I suddenly stopped in my tracks.

Come to think of it.

Does Werner know about Deimann's existence?

"...."

It's been eight years.

It's been eight years since I lost contact with my mother. Moreover, during that time, the empire's territory was engulfed in war, so it wouldn't be strange to assume that she had died.

Furthermore, eight years ago, I was still in my early teens.

I was not old enough to fully understand the wars between countries or the family circumstances.

In that case, I can even make this assumption.

Werner may believe that his mother passed away, and he may not even know if she was from the empire.

I narrowed my eyes.

If that's the case, by handing him this letter, I would be stamping him with the mark of being a half-blood from the empire. This is something to consider.

I was pondering this while lurking behind the single sofa.

Werner moved.

"Eugene!"

"Uh, yes?"

"That hat, you said it was a gift, right?"

As I nodded slowly, he chuckled and said, "It's like our mother's handiwork."

"....!"

"It's nothing special. The awkward shape typical of a handmade hat can be felt even in that hat. I have a similar one too. Although I can't wear it now as it doesn't fit my head anymore."

Hahaha, perhaps due to the alcohol, Werner laughed heartily.

I wanted to laugh along, but my lips refused to move.

In the end, I kept my expression firm and spoke up.

"Perhaps it's just a coincidence. By the way, is your mother doing well?"

"I don't know."

"What?"

"Because my mother is from the Empire. Unfortunately, due to the timing of the Empire's takeover just a month or two before the war, communication was cut off completely."

"...I'm sorry."

"No need to apologize. It's a surprisingly common story in this day and age, isn't it?"

My guess was wrong.

Verner knew everything.

And he was a person who could confidently mention his mixed heritage as an Imperial. He even heard rumors of being called a bastard, so what was there to be afraid of.

However, one thing that puzzled me was his tone, as if he had heard it from someone else rather than seeing it firsthand.

That question was quickly resolved.

"My father also passed away a few weeks after the war started. Unfortunately, he was part of the front-line unit that suffered the most damage."

"...!"

"In the end, it was the sponsors of the Nocturne Club who helped me understand the situation and took me in. My father was one of the early members of the Nocturne Club. Now, this place is like my home."

As Mrs. Deimann spoke, her husband was said to be a soldier.

Yes. This story seemed more plausible.

"Not being able to see my mother and Yeong-yeong. The news of my father's death. I had to hear all of that from the Nocturne Club."

Verner's expression gradually hardened. It seemed like the cheap wine wasn't enough to lift his spirits.

When his mouth opened again, I wanted to cover my ears.

"I hate the Empire."

*

"Hahaha!"

"Are there two violinists and someone who can play the cello?"

As some time passed, the atmosphere quickly regained its heat.

No, it seemed even more lively.

Those who were debating with spit flying were now each holding an instrument, and even the composer known as Maestro Maler joined in with a baton.

As the painter who couldn't stand the commotion finally left.

I was the only one who felt disconnected from this atmosphere.

At that moment, I wanted to fill my pipe with tobacco.

I didn't like alcohol. So, the only thing I could rely on was my pipe.

Since I didn't have any tobacco with me, I used what was available at the Nocturne Club.

I gently packed the tobacco into the pipe and lit it.

Of course, I had no idea how tightly to pack the tobacco or how to light it, so I did it roughly, but it didn't work out well.

After extinguishing the flame a few times, I declared defeat.

"Director Loveless. It would have been nice if you had shown me how to use it...."

In the end, I reluctantly grabbed the nearby bottle of alcohol and drank it.

That way, I could forget Verner's words and go along with the atmosphere.

"Kku."

It still didn't suit my taste.

Not only did it taste bad, but it also seemed weak, as after drinking a few glasses, my vision started to blur quickly.

Finding it difficult to control my body, I sat down on the sofa.

"Hahaha!"

"Okay, let's go again! In 4/4 time--"

Listening to the cacophony of a quartet with messed up rhythm and scales, I closed my eyes.

Thoughts drifted away.

The Empire and the Federation. The Federation and the Empire.

I, the foreigner who moved from the Empire to the Federation.

I had received so many stares over the years. Furtive glances, blatant stares, and even experiences of hatred accompanied by language and actions.

But I knew, and they knew too. Such hatred was superficial.

It was just a momentary discomfort for me and a slight boost of superiority for them.

That was their limit, and fundamentally, it couldn't affect me in any way.

But the case of someone close was different.

The biggest issue with family, like the reconciliation of the Oseul family, was somehow resolved with the same tolerance. But the relationships we build in our lives are not just that.

Friends.

Lovers.

My new family to be created.

I imagined it. Those with painful memories, finding out about my background, looking at my gray hair, and saying these words.

―Disgusting.

"Ah."

I hated it.

I really hated it.

Prussia is no longer just a stopover. It is where I must live and build new relationships.

So.

Will I eventually hear those words and accept them?

The music stopped.

Due to the intoxication, the accident continued to expand without an end. I tried hard to convince myself that this was just a passing phase, a problem that could be changed depending on my efforts, but it was not enough to stop the rising thoughts like dark clouds.

I slowly got up from the sofa.

Seeing the young men who had stopped playing in front of me, I moved over and stood in front of them.

There is still some discernment left to prevent leaks of secrets.

"You guys."

However, I took off my hat and said with a hint of sincerity.

"Look at my hair. It's the color of the ashes left over from the fireplace. If everyone hates the color because it's the imperial bloodline, don't you find it disgusting?"

Their gaze turned towards me.

I closed my eyes, waiting for the next words.

Thinking that I would comply with whatever language came my way.

However.

"It's a stale argument."

"Again with that? It's been done dozens of times and it's boring."

"Put it another way, it's fun enough to do it dozens more times."

Instead of the atmosphere calming down or being surprised, they all started to laugh and raise their voices slowly.

Then Werner suddenly stood up from his seat.

"Alright! Our newcomer, Eugene Oseul, the top student of the Magic University, has brought a topic!"

"Huh, what?"

"Where is the inherent value of humans!"

As Werner shouted, the eyes of the ten young men all turned towards him.

"Obviously, it's about abilities, right? I still can't stand those barbarians who keep muttering about the imperial bloodline or whatever. Those who have no abilities at all are just annoying."

"The world we live in is right here. Ultimately, once humans are born, they can only be enslaved by larger entities! Even international politics are no exception, right?"

"Originality."

"What?"

"Those without subjectivity and originality in life are corpses."

Soon they began a fierce debate using their raised voices. My initial question had long been forgotten.

The main culprit who caused the situation, Werner, was standing next to me, laughing heartily as he watched them.

"...What's so funny about it?"

"Hehehe. Eugene. Isn't this funny? Look at those guys."

Only then did I properly observe the demeanor of the young men.

Wearing hats, with ties loose and shirts untucked, it was a complete mess.

Most importantly, all of them wore matching dress shoes and engaged in arguments like tap dancing, making the gray hair seem like nothing.

"Why does the Nocturne Club have such a strange dress code."

Werner laughed and opened his mouth.

"We throw away titles, backgrounds, honors, and status. The moment we open the doors of the Nocturne Club, we are all intellectual clowns! All we do is laugh, shout, and debate as a group of clowns."

"...Haha."

"I think I've been thinking a lot because of what I said earlier, but hating the empire is just that, a literal meaning. After all, my mother is from the empire, so what's the big deal about the color of my hair."

Werner looked at me and laughed shamelessly.

"Magic is a challenge."

"What?"

"Those who do not challenge are worthless. The only standard by which I judge people is that! Whether your hair is gray or whatever, it doesn't matter. You are a man I acknowledge."

I stared at him with my mouth agape.

Provocation.

I instantly understood why Werner was called the lunatic of Fourth School.

But.

"...You. You're really crazy."

"Take it as a compliment."

Just as he acknowledged me, I finally acknowledged him.

*

The second floor of Bar Prelude is a terrace exclusive to the Nocturne Club, off-limits to regular customers.

I called Werner there.

"Why are we here?"

"Werner."

I took out a piece of paper from my pocket and handed it to Werner.

"Don't ask anything."

Something I took out from his bag.

After handing the letter to Werner, I stood by the terrace railing without saying a word.

The winter wind brushed against my cheeks.

After lighting a match I brought, I carefully lit the tobacco inside the pipe.

After several attempts, the tobacco finally started to burn, emitting smoke.

With the sound of fluttering paper in the background, I put the pipe to my lips and took a puff.

"...Cough. Cough!"

Every time I coughed, smoke spread haphazardly with my breath.

It was so harsh that tears welled up.

I quickly extinguished the tobacco.

Alcohol and cigarettes don't suit me. The advice from Director Loveless to bring them to the Nocturne Club was completely off the mark.

Indeed.

It seems I am still not an adult.

*

As I hung the black scarf back on the hanger.

The calendar was already announcing the start of the summer semester at the Prussian Federal School of Magic.

        
            When a person is too surprised, their body stiffens. This was the first thing I realized when I almost collapsed on the crumbling gangway.

I never expected to experience that realization in this way again.

"Huh."

I blinked my eyes, frozen in the position of opening the front door.

For a moment, I thought I had come to the wrong house, but no matter how much I thought about it, this was definitely the Oseulro family's residence at 15 Kram Street.

So, to describe the current situation in one line, it was like this.

There was a stranger in the living room.

No, to be precise, it wasn't a stranger.

With her red hair, intense gaze, and strong muscles, it was unmistakably Professor Louise of the Magic University.

I had to correct my description.

In the living room, there was Professor Louise Ehrlich.

"....."

Why is the professor in the living room?

And why is she half-naked?

I was trying to understand the situation by using my brain to the fullest, forgetting to even breathe.

"Who are you?"

Louise looked in my direction.

Without trying to cover herself.

Her loosely worn gown had already lost its function as clothing.

I immediately closed my eyes, and thinking that wasn't enough, I covered one eye with my hand.

After managing to close the front door, I said with difficulty, "Could you please put on some proper clothes...?"

But.

"What the. Why does this guy have our house key?"

Louise started approaching me, not screaming or moving away, but coming towards me step by step.

I panicked and tried to run away, but I was blocked by the front door.

"Um, excuse me?"

"Huh. I've seen this face somewhere... Oh."

Louise remembered with a tone of realization.

"50 points?"

And at the same time.

"Sister! What are you doing?!"

Lena's scream echoed throughout the house.

"Eugene, cover your eyes!"

Soon, Lena's footsteps were heard dragging Louise upstairs.

My legs went weak.

I sat down on the floor in front of the front door, opening my eyes. Because when my eyes were closed, the image of her slender body unconsciously appeared in my mind.

I admit it. My imagination is too good for nothing.

I'm in my twenties.

It could happen, right?

In conclusion, Louise Ehrlich turned out to be the same person as Louise, the daughter of the Oseulro family.

"Heh, sorry. You're Eugene, huh. I showed you a bad sight."

Dinner time.

Now, Louise, who was dressed normally, was laughing heartily in front of the table.

One of her arms was resting on my shoulder.

This meant two things. That Louise was a tall woman of nearly six feet, and that she had taken my seat despite my desperate refusal.

"Haha...."

I laughed awkwardly and avoided eye contact.

I couldn't look straight ahead. Lena was glaring at me right in front of me.

Whether she knew my plight or not, Louise patted my shoulder and continued speaking.

"There are only five women in the house, so you know. I heard that a guy had come in, but it's been so long since someone came in that I forgot and just walked around the living room as usual without putting on any clothes after washing."

"Sister... What are you talking about?"

"Lena, don't look at me like that. To quickly get close to someone, you have to share some intimate stories."

Saying that, Louise looked at me.

"Right?"

A piercing look as if to see through me.

But feeling a little uneasy, I quickly passed on the answer, fearing that if I answered even slightly wrong, there might be something other than tea leaves added to my tea cup tomorrow morning.

It's awkward, but it is what it is.

Even if we didn't share much conversation, the family gathering seemed full of laughter and chatter.

The first to open their mouth was Susan.

"Luise, did you check out of the faculty dormitory?"

"No. I think classes have started, so I came to see the family and stay for a night."

"Still, make sure to visit at least once this week. Don't forget your daughter's face."

"Haha, yes. My research is almost finished, so I'll visit more often."

She must be the eldest daughter.

Looking at her like this, she seemed like a reliable daughter.

"......"

She still leaned on me, but still.

A harmonious dinner time continued.

There was almost a ten-year age gap between the eldest, Luise, and the youngest, Lena.

Despite her harsh words, Lena seemed to rely on Luise, as during the meal, instead of getting angry, she started discussing work-related matters or sharing small worries.

Listening to their conversation, I whispered to Susan.

The twins weren't at the dining table.

"Where are Ellie and Sally?"

"They went to bed early. They really like Luise."

"Wouldn't it be better to let them meet then?"

"They're not usually fond of others. Sally might be an exception, but would you want Ellie to keep bothering Luise all night?"

Their affection must be deep.

Well.

Looking at Luise, I confirmed once again.

The intimidating aura I felt during the magic university lecture was gone, and now I could feel the warm and friendly atmosphere of an older sister or a big sister.

Yes. I forgot, but when you think about it, I'm currently interacting with a professor.

It's better to be treated as an armrest than to be so tense that you don't know if the food is going into your mouth or your nose.

"Hahaha!"

Every time Luise laughed heartily, a faint smile appeared on my lips.

It was somewhat similar to Benjamin's laughter. Despite the initial impression, a rough warmth emanated from her.

Yes. The first impression is the problem. Because of that, my mind was still confused.

"Oh."

Benjamin came to mind.

There was something I wanted to ask Luise.

"Sister."

"Call me sister."

"......Sister Luise. I have a question."

Luise raised an eyebrow as if asking, "What is it?"

Her expression was so playful that I ended up asking in a casual tone.

"Are you married?"

"Huh?"

"What?"

As the harmonious mealtime came to an end and the silence settled in, I realized that my question had been too abrupt.

*

"Oh, my name?"

After the meal, Luise, who understood the true intention of my question, burst into laughter.

"Hahaha! You could have just asked like that!"

Tears welled up in her eyes as she laughed, and her face turned red as if she was about to die.

After a burst of laughter, Luise, with a still flushed face, said.

"Okay. Eugene. Shall we go to my room and talk?"

"What?"

"My room. On the second floor."

Luise casually gestured towards the stairs.

The second floor.

Since moving into the storage room, I had hardly gone upstairs, and even if I did, I had never entered someone else's room.

There was also Lena's presence, who was extremely reluctant to allow anyone, especially me, to enter her room, making the second floor a forbidden floor for me.

Before nodding my head, I glanced at Lena.

Sitting at the dining table with her arms crossed, Lena had a sullen expression, but as our eyes met, she quickly turned her head.

"You don't need my permission, do you?"

"Well, still."

"...Don't go into my room."

After receiving a non-permission permission, I followed Luise up the stairs.

"Come in. It's a bit messy."

Luise's room was right in front of the stairs.

The scenery inside the room was, to put it bluntly, extremely chaotic.

There was no way meticulous Susanne would leave the room in such a state. This meant that Louise had managed to mess up the room in just a few hours.

As I entered the room, I closed the door, trying to ignore the underwear rolling on the floor.

Louise naturally sat on the only chair, crossing her legs, while I struggled to find a place to sit and ended up perching on the edge of the bed.

Running her fingers through her hair, Louise slowly parted her lips.

"Why are you curious about Louise Ehrlich and not Louise Oslo?"

"Yes."

"Hmm. Where should I start..."

Louise rubbed her chin.

"Eugene. Since you came all the way from the Empire to learn magic, I assume you aspire to be a mage, right?"

I answered somewhat seriously.

"You must never mention that anywhere else."

"Of course. Anyway, do you remember what I said in the first lesson?"

The first lesson.

I remembered.

"Magic is a vector, directionality is important. Things like that?"

"Yes. That's why I am Louise Ehrlich instead of Louise Oslo. Also, I haven't gotten married yet. I'm still in my twenties."

Regardless of the added comment, I slowly pondered.

What does directionality have to do with a name?

Fortunately, Louise began to explain again.

"I could have been Louise Oslo if I wanted to. But I decided to maintain the old adult Ehrlich."

The old surname.

"Don't ask for details. You know as well as I do that it's our unwritten rule not to ask about things before we became a family."

I cautiously nodded.

Louise, who regained her smile, chuckled and extended her hand.

"Well, I unnecessarily set the mood, but the truth is simple. I wanted to make a name for myself as a mage, but there was already an 'Oslo' in the academic world."

"Ah."

As soon as I heard that, the face of an old man came to mind.

Benjamin Oslo. The self-proclaimed theoretical mage of yesteryear.

But it didn't make sense.

Was there a formula or effect attached to Oslo?

As I hesitated to speak, Louise looked surprised.

"Eugene. Don't you know Benjamin's achievements?"

"I'm ashamed to say, no."

"You're like a foolish old man... You'll find out on your own without me telling you. Anyway, if I were Louise Oslo, people wouldn't be able to distinguish whether the great achievement was Benjamin's or mine, right?"

Louise chuckled.

The passion and ambition were clearly reflected in her eyes.

"I want to leave my own mark in history."

"..."

"You might think it's selfish. But it's my desire and the direction I want to go."

She looked straight at me.

"Eugene. I mentioned it in class, but I'll emphasize it again. If you're going to live as a mage, it's best to firmly establish your own directionality."

"Directionality, you say."

"Yes. This world is easy to get lost in."

Directionality.

As my thoughts deepened, Louise chuckled. It seemed like she didn't want to let the atmosphere sink.

Thud—

Louise put her hands on my shoulders and said, "You can think about it slowly. I'll be publishing a paper soon. This time, I'll carve my name into history, so watch closely."

"Haha. I'll be looking forward to it."

"Good!"

Louise laughed heartily.

*

A few weeks later, a paper was completed under Louise's name.

The title of the paper was "A Study on the Influence of Magical Fields on Radiation."

It is not certain whether her mark will be left in the history of magic through this thesis, as it has not been officially published yet.

However, one thing was certain.

There was a sudden influx of auditors in the [Type 2 Magic Practice] class that I was taking.

To exaggerate a bit, there was no room to even move a foot.

Red hair fluttered in front of the chalkboard filled with spells.

Watching this scene, I started to predict freely. Perhaps in the near future, Louise's direction will bear fruit.

"Now. If you look at the next page―"

I imagine such a scenario.

        
            When a person is too surprised, their body stiffens. This was the first thing I realized when I almost collapsed on the crumbling gangway.

I never expected to experience that realization in this way again.

"Huh."

I blinked my eyes, frozen in the position of opening the front door.

For a moment, I thought I had come to the wrong house, but no matter how much I thought about it, this was definitely the Oseulro family's residence at 15 Kram Street.

So, to describe the current situation in one line, it was like this.

There was a stranger in the living room.

No, to be precise, it wasn't a stranger.

With her red hair, intense gaze, and strong muscles, it was unmistakably Professor Louise of the Magic University.

I had to correct my description.

In the living room, there was Professor Louise Ehrlich.

"....."

Why is the professor in the living room?

And why is she half-naked?

I was trying to understand the situation by using my brain to the fullest, forgetting to even breathe.

"Who are you?"

Louise looked in my direction.

Without trying to cover herself.

Her loosely worn gown had already lost its function as clothing.

I immediately closed my eyes, and thinking that wasn't enough, I covered one eye with my hand.

After managing to close the front door, I said with difficulty, "Could you please put on some proper clothes...?"

But.

"What the. Why does this guy have our house key?"

Louise started approaching me, not screaming or moving away, but coming towards me step by step.

I panicked and tried to run away, but I was blocked by the front door.

"Um, excuse me?"

"Huh. I've seen this face somewhere... Oh."

Louise remembered with a tone of realization.

"50 points?"

And at the same time.

"Sister! What are you doing?!"

Lena's scream echoed throughout the house.

"Eugene, cover your eyes!"

Soon, Lena's footsteps were heard dragging Louise upstairs.

My legs went weak.

I sat down on the floor in front of the front door, opening my eyes. Because when my eyes were closed, the image of her slender body unconsciously appeared in my mind.

I admit it. My imagination is too good for nothing.

I'm in my twenties.

It could happen, right?

In conclusion, Louise Ehrlich turned out to be the same person as Louise, the daughter of the Oseulro family.

"Heh, sorry. You're Eugene, huh. I showed you a bad sight."

Dinner time.

Now, Louise, who was dressed normally, was laughing heartily in front of the table.

One of her arms was resting on my shoulder.

This meant two things. That Louise was a tall woman of nearly six feet, and that she had taken my seat despite my desperate refusal.

"Haha...."

I laughed awkwardly and avoided eye contact.

I couldn't look straight ahead. Lena was glaring at me right in front of me.

Whether she knew my plight or not, Louise patted my shoulder and continued speaking.

"There are only five women in the house, so you know. I heard that a guy had come in, but it's been so long since someone came in that I forgot and just walked around the living room as usual without putting on any clothes after washing."

"Sister... What are you talking about?"

"Lena, don't look at me like that. To quickly get close to someone, you have to share some intimate stories."

Saying that, Louise looked at me.

"Right?"

A piercing look as if to see through me.

But feeling a little uneasy, I quickly passed on the answer, fearing that if I answered even slightly wrong, there might be something other than tea leaves added to my tea cup tomorrow morning.

It's awkward, but it is what it is.

Even if we didn't share much conversation, the family gathering seemed full of laughter and chatter.

The first to open their mouth was Susan.

"Luise, did you check out of the faculty dormitory?"

"No. I think classes have started, so I came to see the family and stay for a night."

"Still, make sure to visit at least once this week. Don't forget your daughter's face."

"Haha, yes. My research is almost finished, so I'll visit more often."

She must be the eldest daughter.

Looking at her like this, she seemed like a reliable daughter.

"......"

She still leaned on me, but still.

A harmonious dinner time continued.

There was almost a ten-year age gap between the eldest, Luise, and the youngest, Lena.

Despite her harsh words, Lena seemed to rely on Luise, as during the meal, instead of getting angry, she started discussing work-related matters or sharing small worries.

Listening to their conversation, I whispered to Susan.

The twins weren't at the dining table.

"Where are Ellie and Sally?"

"They went to bed early. They really like Luise."

"Wouldn't it be better to let them meet then?"

"They're not usually fond of others. Sally might be an exception, but would you want Ellie to keep bothering Luise all night?"

Their affection must be deep.

Well.

Looking at Luise, I confirmed once again.

The intimidating aura I felt during the magic university lecture was gone, and now I could feel the warm and friendly atmosphere of an older sister or a big sister.

Yes. I forgot, but when you think about it, I'm currently interacting with a professor.

It's better to be treated as an armrest than to be so tense that you don't know if the food is going into your mouth or your nose.

"Hahaha!"

Every time Luise laughed heartily, a faint smile appeared on my lips.

It was somewhat similar to Benjamin's laughter. Despite the initial impression, a rough warmth emanated from her.

Yes. The first impression is the problem. Because of that, my mind was still confused.

"Oh."

Benjamin came to mind.

There was something I wanted to ask Luise.

"Sister."

"Call me sister."

"......Sister Luise. I have a question."

Luise raised an eyebrow as if asking, "What is it?"

Her expression was so playful that I ended up asking in a casual tone.

"Are you married?"

"Huh?"

"What?"

As the harmonious mealtime came to an end and the silence settled in, I realized that my question had been too abrupt.

*

"Oh, my name?"

After the meal, Luise, who understood the true intention of my question, burst into laughter.

"Hahaha! You could have just asked like that!"

Tears welled up in her eyes as she laughed, and her face turned red as if she was about to die.

After a burst of laughter, Luise, with a still flushed face, said.

"Okay. Eugene. Shall we go to my room and talk?"

"What?"

"My room. On the second floor."

Luise casually gestured towards the stairs.

The second floor.

Since moving into the storage room, I had hardly gone upstairs, and even if I did, I had never entered someone else's room.

There was also Lena's presence, who was extremely reluctant to allow anyone, especially me, to enter her room, making the second floor a forbidden floor for me.

Before nodding my head, I glanced at Lena.

Sitting at the dining table with her arms crossed, Lena had a sullen expression, but as our eyes met, she quickly turned her head.

"You don't need my permission, do you?"

"Well, still."

"...Don't go into my room."

After receiving a non-permission permission, I followed Luise up the stairs.

"Come in. It's a bit messy."

Luise's room was right in front of the stairs.

The scenery inside the room was, to put it bluntly, extremely chaotic.

There was no way meticulous Susanne would leave the room in such a state. This meant that Louise had managed to mess up the room in just a few hours.

As I entered the room, I closed the door, trying to ignore the underwear rolling on the floor.

Louise naturally sat on the only chair, crossing her legs, while I struggled to find a place to sit and ended up perching on the edge of the bed.

Running her fingers through her hair, Louise slowly parted her lips.

"Why are you curious about Louise Ehrlich and not Louise Oslo?"

"Yes."

"Hmm. Where should I start..."

Louise rubbed her chin.

"Eugene. Since you came all the way from the Empire to learn magic, I assume you aspire to be a mage, right?"

I answered somewhat seriously.

"You must never mention that anywhere else."

"Of course. Anyway, do you remember what I said in the first lesson?"

The first lesson.

I remembered.

"Magic is a vector, directionality is important. Things like that?"

"Yes. That's why I am Louise Ehrlich instead of Louise Oslo. Also, I haven't gotten married yet. I'm still in my twenties."

Regardless of the added comment, I slowly pondered.

What does directionality have to do with a name?

Fortunately, Louise began to explain again.

"I could have been Louise Oslo if I wanted to. But I decided to maintain the old adult Ehrlich."

The old surname.

"Don't ask for details. You know as well as I do that it's our unwritten rule not to ask about things before we became a family."

I cautiously nodded.

Louise, who regained her smile, chuckled and extended her hand.

"Well, I unnecessarily set the mood, but the truth is simple. I wanted to make a name for myself as a mage, but there was already an 'Oslo' in the academic world."

"Ah."

As soon as I heard that, the face of an old man came to mind.

Benjamin Oslo. The self-proclaimed theoretical mage of yesteryear.

But it didn't make sense.

Was there a formula or effect attached to Oslo?

As I hesitated to speak, Louise looked surprised.

"Eugene. Don't you know Benjamin's achievements?"

"I'm ashamed to say, no."

"You're like a foolish old man... You'll find out on your own without me telling you. Anyway, if I were Louise Oslo, people wouldn't be able to distinguish whether the great achievement was Benjamin's or mine, right?"

Louise chuckled.

The passion and ambition were clearly reflected in her eyes.

"I want to leave my own mark in history."

"..."

"You might think it's selfish. But it's my desire and the direction I want to go."

She looked straight at me.

"Eugene. I mentioned it in class, but I'll emphasize it again. If you're going to live as a mage, it's best to firmly establish your own directionality."

"Directionality, you say."

"Yes. This world is easy to get lost in."

Directionality.

As my thoughts deepened, Louise chuckled. It seemed like she didn't want to let the atmosphere sink.

Thud—

Louise put her hands on my shoulders and said, "You can think about it slowly. I'll be publishing a paper soon. This time, I'll carve my name into history, so watch closely."

"Haha. I'll be looking forward to it."

"Good!"

Louise laughed heartily.

*

A few weeks later, a paper was completed under Louise's name.

The title of the paper was "A Study on the Influence of Magical Fields on Radiation."

It is not certain whether her mark will be left in the history of magic through this thesis, as it has not been officially published yet.

However, one thing was certain.

There was a sudden influx of auditors in the [Type 2 Magic Practice] class that I was taking.

To exaggerate a bit, there was no room to even move a foot.

Red hair fluttered in front of the chalkboard filled with spells.

Watching this scene, I started to predict freely. Perhaps in the near future, Louise's direction will bear fruit.

"Now. If you look at the next page―"

I imagine such a scenario.

        
            When a person is too surprised, their body stiffens. This was the first thing I realized when I almost collapsed on the crumbling gangway.

I never expected to experience that realization in this way again.

"Huh."

I blinked my eyes, frozen in the position of opening the front door.

For a moment, I thought I had come to the wrong house, but no matter how much I thought about it, this was definitely the Oseulro family's residence at 15 Kram Street.

So, to describe the current situation in one line, it was like this.

There was a stranger in the living room.

No, to be precise, it wasn't a stranger.

With her red hair, intense gaze, and strong muscles, it was unmistakably Professor Louise of the Magic University.

I had to correct my description.

In the living room, there was Professor Louise Ehrlich.

"....."

Why is the professor in the living room?

And why is she half-naked?

I was trying to understand the situation by using my brain to the fullest, forgetting to even breathe.

"Who are you?"

Louise looked in my direction.

Without trying to cover herself.

Her loosely worn gown had already lost its function as clothing.

I immediately closed my eyes, and thinking that wasn't enough, I covered one eye with my hand.

After managing to close the front door, I said with difficulty, "Could you please put on some proper clothes...?"

But.

"What the. Why does this guy have our house key?"

Louise started approaching me, not screaming or moving away, but coming towards me step by step.

I panicked and tried to run away, but I was blocked by the front door.

"Um, excuse me?"

"Huh. I've seen this face somewhere... Oh."

Louise remembered with a tone of realization.

"50 points?"

And at the same time.

"Sister! What are you doing?!"

Lena's scream echoed throughout the house.

"Eugene, cover your eyes!"

Soon, Lena's footsteps were heard dragging Louise upstairs.

My legs went weak.

I sat down on the floor in front of the front door, opening my eyes. Because when my eyes were closed, the image of her slender body unconsciously appeared in my mind.

I admit it. My imagination is too good for nothing.

I'm in my twenties.

It could happen, right?

In conclusion, Louise Ehrlich turned out to be the same person as Louise, the daughter of the Oseulro family.

"Heh, sorry. You're Eugene, huh. I showed you a bad sight."

Dinner time.

Now, Louise, who was dressed normally, was laughing heartily in front of the table.

One of her arms was resting on my shoulder.

This meant two things. That Louise was a tall woman of nearly six feet, and that she had taken my seat despite my desperate refusal.

"Haha...."

I laughed awkwardly and avoided eye contact.

I couldn't look straight ahead. Lena was glaring at me right in front of me.

Whether she knew my plight or not, Louise patted my shoulder and continued speaking.

"There are only five women in the house, so you know. I heard that a guy had come in, but it's been so long since someone came in that I forgot and just walked around the living room as usual without putting on any clothes after washing."

"Sister... What are you talking about?"

"Lena, don't look at me like that. To quickly get close to someone, you have to share some intimate stories."

Saying that, Louise looked at me.

"Right?"

A piercing look as if to see through me.

But feeling a little uneasy, I quickly passed on the answer, fearing that if I answered even slightly wrong, there might be something other than tea leaves added to my tea cup tomorrow morning.

It's awkward, but it is what it is.

Even if we didn't share much conversation, the family gathering seemed full of laughter and chatter.

The first to open their mouth was Susan.

"Luise, did you check out of the faculty dormitory?"

"No. I think classes have started, so I came to see the family and stay for a night."

"Still, make sure to visit at least once this week. Don't forget your daughter's face."

"Haha, yes. My research is almost finished, so I'll visit more often."

She must be the eldest daughter.

Looking at her like this, she seemed like a reliable daughter.

"......"

She still leaned on me, but still.

A harmonious dinner time continued.

There was almost a ten-year age gap between the eldest, Luise, and the youngest, Lena.

Despite her harsh words, Lena seemed to rely on Luise, as during the meal, instead of getting angry, she started discussing work-related matters or sharing small worries.

Listening to their conversation, I whispered to Susan.

The twins weren't at the dining table.

"Where are Ellie and Sally?"

"They went to bed early. They really like Luise."

"Wouldn't it be better to let them meet then?"

"They're not usually fond of others. Sally might be an exception, but would you want Ellie to keep bothering Luise all night?"

Their affection must be deep.

Well.

Looking at Luise, I confirmed once again.

The intimidating aura I felt during the magic university lecture was gone, and now I could feel the warm and friendly atmosphere of an older sister or a big sister.

Yes. I forgot, but when you think about it, I'm currently interacting with a professor.

It's better to be treated as an armrest than to be so tense that you don't know if the food is going into your mouth or your nose.

"Hahaha!"

Every time Luise laughed heartily, a faint smile appeared on my lips.

It was somewhat similar to Benjamin's laughter. Despite the initial impression, a rough warmth emanated from her.

Yes. The first impression is the problem. Because of that, my mind was still confused.

"Oh."

Benjamin came to mind.

There was something I wanted to ask Luise.

"Sister."

"Call me sister."

"......Sister Luise. I have a question."

Luise raised an eyebrow as if asking, "What is it?"

Her expression was so playful that I ended up asking in a casual tone.

"Are you married?"

"Huh?"

"What?"

As the harmonious mealtime came to an end and the silence settled in, I realized that my question had been too abrupt.

*

"Oh, my name?"

After the meal, Luise, who understood the true intention of my question, burst into laughter.

"Hahaha! You could have just asked like that!"

Tears welled up in her eyes as she laughed, and her face turned red as if she was about to die.

After a burst of laughter, Luise, with a still flushed face, said.

"Okay. Eugene. Shall we go to my room and talk?"

"What?"

"My room. On the second floor."

Luise casually gestured towards the stairs.

The second floor.

Since moving into the storage room, I had hardly gone upstairs, and even if I did, I had never entered someone else's room.

There was also Lena's presence, who was extremely reluctant to allow anyone, especially me, to enter her room, making the second floor a forbidden floor for me.

Before nodding my head, I glanced at Lena.

Sitting at the dining table with her arms crossed, Lena had a sullen expression, but as our eyes met, she quickly turned her head.

"You don't need my permission, do you?"

"Well, still."

"...Don't go into my room."

After receiving a non-permission permission, I followed Luise up the stairs.

"Come in. It's a bit messy."

Luise's room was right in front of the stairs.

The scenery inside the room was, to put it bluntly, extremely chaotic.

There was no way meticulous Susanne would leave the room in such a state. This meant that Louise had managed to mess up the room in just a few hours.

As I entered the room, I closed the door, trying to ignore the underwear rolling on the floor.

Louise naturally sat on the only chair, crossing her legs, while I struggled to find a place to sit and ended up perching on the edge of the bed.

Running her fingers through her hair, Louise slowly parted her lips.

"Why are you curious about Louise Ehrlich and not Louise Oslo?"

"Yes."

"Hmm. Where should I start..."

Louise rubbed her chin.

"Eugene. Since you came all the way from the Empire to learn magic, I assume you aspire to be a mage, right?"

I answered somewhat seriously.

"You must never mention that anywhere else."

"Of course. Anyway, do you remember what I said in the first lesson?"

The first lesson.

I remembered.

"Magic is a vector, directionality is important. Things like that?"

"Yes. That's why I am Louise Ehrlich instead of Louise Oslo. Also, I haven't gotten married yet. I'm still in my twenties."

Regardless of the added comment, I slowly pondered.

What does directionality have to do with a name?

Fortunately, Louise began to explain again.

"I could have been Louise Oslo if I wanted to. But I decided to maintain the old adult Ehrlich."

The old surname.

"Don't ask for details. You know as well as I do that it's our unwritten rule not to ask about things before we became a family."

I cautiously nodded.

Louise, who regained her smile, chuckled and extended her hand.

"Well, I unnecessarily set the mood, but the truth is simple. I wanted to make a name for myself as a mage, but there was already an 'Oslo' in the academic world."

"Ah."

As soon as I heard that, the face of an old man came to mind.

Benjamin Oslo. The self-proclaimed theoretical mage of yesteryear.

But it didn't make sense.

Was there a formula or effect attached to Oslo?

As I hesitated to speak, Louise looked surprised.

"Eugene. Don't you know Benjamin's achievements?"

"I'm ashamed to say, no."

"You're like a foolish old man... You'll find out on your own without me telling you. Anyway, if I were Louise Oslo, people wouldn't be able to distinguish whether the great achievement was Benjamin's or mine, right?"

Louise chuckled.

The passion and ambition were clearly reflected in her eyes.

"I want to leave my own mark in history."

"..."

"You might think it's selfish. But it's my desire and the direction I want to go."

She looked straight at me.

"Eugene. I mentioned it in class, but I'll emphasize it again. If you're going to live as a mage, it's best to firmly establish your own directionality."

"Directionality, you say."

"Yes. This world is easy to get lost in."

Directionality.

As my thoughts deepened, Louise chuckled. It seemed like she didn't want to let the atmosphere sink.

Thud—

Louise put her hands on my shoulders and said, "You can think about it slowly. I'll be publishing a paper soon. This time, I'll carve my name into history, so watch closely."

"Haha. I'll be looking forward to it."

"Good!"

Louise laughed heartily.

*

A few weeks later, a paper was completed under Louise's name.

The title of the paper was "A Study on the Influence of Magical Fields on Radiation."

It is not certain whether her mark will be left in the history of magic through this thesis, as it has not been officially published yet.

However, one thing was certain.

There was a sudden influx of auditors in the [Type 2 Magic Practice] class that I was taking.

To exaggerate a bit, there was no room to even move a foot.

Red hair fluttered in front of the chalkboard filled with spells.

Watching this scene, I started to predict freely. Perhaps in the near future, Louise's direction will bear fruit.

"Now. If you look at the next page―"

I imagine such a scenario.

        
            When a person is too surprised, their body stiffens. This was the first thing I realized when I almost collapsed on the crumbling gangway.

I never expected to experience that realization in this way again.

"Huh."

I blinked my eyes, frozen in the position of opening the front door.

For a moment, I thought I had come to the wrong house, but no matter how much I thought about it, this was definitely the Oseulro family's residence at 15 Kram Street.

So, to describe the current situation in one line, it was like this.

There was a stranger in the living room.

No, to be precise, it wasn't a stranger.

With her red hair, intense gaze, and strong muscles, it was unmistakably Professor Louise of the Magic University.

I had to correct my description.

In the living room, there was Professor Louise Ehrlich.

"....."

Why is the professor in the living room?

And why is she half-naked?

I was trying to understand the situation by using my brain to the fullest, forgetting to even breathe.

"Who are you?"

Louise looked in my direction.

Without trying to cover herself.

Her loosely worn gown had already lost its function as clothing.

I immediately closed my eyes, and thinking that wasn't enough, I covered one eye with my hand.

After managing to close the front door, I said with difficulty, "Could you please put on some proper clothes...?"

But.

"What the. Why does this guy have our house key?"

Louise started approaching me, not screaming or moving away, but coming towards me step by step.

I panicked and tried to run away, but I was blocked by the front door.

"Um, excuse me?"

"Huh. I've seen this face somewhere... Oh."

Louise remembered with a tone of realization.

"50 points?"

And at the same time.

"Sister! What are you doing?!"

Lena's scream echoed throughout the house.

"Eugene, cover your eyes!"

Soon, Lena's footsteps were heard dragging Louise upstairs.

My legs went weak.

I sat down on the floor in front of the front door, opening my eyes. Because when my eyes were closed, the image of her slender body unconsciously appeared in my mind.

I admit it. My imagination is too good for nothing.

I'm in my twenties.

It could happen, right?

In conclusion, Louise Ehrlich turned out to be the same person as Louise, the daughter of the Oseulro family.

"Heh, sorry. You're Eugene, huh. I showed you a bad sight."

Dinner time.

Now, Louise, who was dressed normally, was laughing heartily in front of the table.

One of her arms was resting on my shoulder.

This meant two things. That Louise was a tall woman of nearly six feet, and that she had taken my seat despite my desperate refusal.

"Haha...."

I laughed awkwardly and avoided eye contact.

I couldn't look straight ahead. Lena was glaring at me right in front of me.

Whether she knew my plight or not, Louise patted my shoulder and continued speaking.

"There are only five women in the house, so you know. I heard that a guy had come in, but it's been so long since someone came in that I forgot and just walked around the living room as usual without putting on any clothes after washing."

"Sister... What are you talking about?"

"Lena, don't look at me like that. To quickly get close to someone, you have to share some intimate stories."

Saying that, Louise looked at me.

"Right?"

A piercing look as if to see through me.

But feeling a little uneasy, I quickly passed on the answer, fearing that if I answered even slightly wrong, there might be something other than tea leaves added to my tea cup tomorrow morning.

It's awkward, but it is what it is.

Even if we didn't share much conversation, the family gathering seemed full of laughter and chatter.

The first to open their mouth was Susan.

"Luise, did you check out of the faculty dormitory?"

"No. I think classes have started, so I came to see the family and stay for a night."

"Still, make sure to visit at least once this week. Don't forget your daughter's face."

"Haha, yes. My research is almost finished, so I'll visit more often."

She must be the eldest daughter.

Looking at her like this, she seemed like a reliable daughter.

"......"

She still leaned on me, but still.

A harmonious dinner time continued.

There was almost a ten-year age gap between the eldest, Luise, and the youngest, Lena.

Despite her harsh words, Lena seemed to rely on Luise, as during the meal, instead of getting angry, she started discussing work-related matters or sharing small worries.

Listening to their conversation, I whispered to Susan.

The twins weren't at the dining table.

"Where are Ellie and Sally?"

"They went to bed early. They really like Luise."

"Wouldn't it be better to let them meet then?"

"They're not usually fond of others. Sally might be an exception, but would you want Ellie to keep bothering Luise all night?"

Their affection must be deep.

Well.

Looking at Luise, I confirmed once again.

The intimidating aura I felt during the magic university lecture was gone, and now I could feel the warm and friendly atmosphere of an older sister or a big sister.

Yes. I forgot, but when you think about it, I'm currently interacting with a professor.

It's better to be treated as an armrest than to be so tense that you don't know if the food is going into your mouth or your nose.

"Hahaha!"

Every time Luise laughed heartily, a faint smile appeared on my lips.

It was somewhat similar to Benjamin's laughter. Despite the initial impression, a rough warmth emanated from her.

Yes. The first impression is the problem. Because of that, my mind was still confused.

"Oh."

Benjamin came to mind.

There was something I wanted to ask Luise.

"Sister."

"Call me sister."

"......Sister Luise. I have a question."

Luise raised an eyebrow as if asking, "What is it?"

Her expression was so playful that I ended up asking in a casual tone.

"Are you married?"

"Huh?"

"What?"

As the harmonious mealtime came to an end and the silence settled in, I realized that my question had been too abrupt.

*

"Oh, my name?"

After the meal, Luise, who understood the true intention of my question, burst into laughter.

"Hahaha! You could have just asked like that!"

Tears welled up in her eyes as she laughed, and her face turned red as if she was about to die.

After a burst of laughter, Luise, with a still flushed face, said.

"Okay. Eugene. Shall we go to my room and talk?"

"What?"

"My room. On the second floor."

Luise casually gestured towards the stairs.

The second floor.

Since moving into the storage room, I had hardly gone upstairs, and even if I did, I had never entered someone else's room.

There was also Lena's presence, who was extremely reluctant to allow anyone, especially me, to enter her room, making the second floor a forbidden floor for me.

Before nodding my head, I glanced at Lena.

Sitting at the dining table with her arms crossed, Lena had a sullen expression, but as our eyes met, she quickly turned her head.

"You don't need my permission, do you?"

"Well, still."

"...Don't go into my room."

After receiving a non-permission permission, I followed Luise up the stairs.

"Come in. It's a bit messy."

Luise's room was right in front of the stairs.

The scenery inside the room was, to put it bluntly, extremely chaotic.

There was no way meticulous Susanne would leave the room in such a state. This meant that Louise had managed to mess up the room in just a few hours.

As I entered the room, I closed the door, trying to ignore the underwear rolling on the floor.

Louise naturally sat on the only chair, crossing her legs, while I struggled to find a place to sit and ended up perching on the edge of the bed.

Running her fingers through her hair, Louise slowly parted her lips.

"Why are you curious about Louise Ehrlich and not Louise Oslo?"

"Yes."

"Hmm. Where should I start..."

Louise rubbed her chin.

"Eugene. Since you came all the way from the Empire to learn magic, I assume you aspire to be a mage, right?"

I answered somewhat seriously.

"You must never mention that anywhere else."

"Of course. Anyway, do you remember what I said in the first lesson?"

The first lesson.

I remembered.

"Magic is a vector, directionality is important. Things like that?"

"Yes. That's why I am Louise Ehrlich instead of Louise Oslo. Also, I haven't gotten married yet. I'm still in my twenties."

Regardless of the added comment, I slowly pondered.

What does directionality have to do with a name?

Fortunately, Louise began to explain again.

"I could have been Louise Oslo if I wanted to. But I decided to maintain the old adult Ehrlich."

The old surname.

"Don't ask for details. You know as well as I do that it's our unwritten rule not to ask about things before we became a family."

I cautiously nodded.

Louise, who regained her smile, chuckled and extended her hand.

"Well, I unnecessarily set the mood, but the truth is simple. I wanted to make a name for myself as a mage, but there was already an 'Oslo' in the academic world."

"Ah."

As soon as I heard that, the face of an old man came to mind.

Benjamin Oslo. The self-proclaimed theoretical mage of yesteryear.

But it didn't make sense.

Was there a formula or effect attached to Oslo?

As I hesitated to speak, Louise looked surprised.

"Eugene. Don't you know Benjamin's achievements?"

"I'm ashamed to say, no."

"You're like a foolish old man... You'll find out on your own without me telling you. Anyway, if I were Louise Oslo, people wouldn't be able to distinguish whether the great achievement was Benjamin's or mine, right?"

Louise chuckled.

The passion and ambition were clearly reflected in her eyes.

"I want to leave my own mark in history."

"..."

"You might think it's selfish. But it's my desire and the direction I want to go."

She looked straight at me.

"Eugene. I mentioned it in class, but I'll emphasize it again. If you're going to live as a mage, it's best to firmly establish your own directionality."

"Directionality, you say."

"Yes. This world is easy to get lost in."

Directionality.

As my thoughts deepened, Louise chuckled. It seemed like she didn't want to let the atmosphere sink.

Thud—

Louise put her hands on my shoulders and said, "You can think about it slowly. I'll be publishing a paper soon. This time, I'll carve my name into history, so watch closely."

"Haha. I'll be looking forward to it."

"Good!"

Louise laughed heartily.

*

A few weeks later, a paper was completed under Louise's name.

The title of the paper was "A Study on the Influence of Magical Fields on Radiation."

It is not certain whether her mark will be left in the history of magic through this thesis, as it has not been officially published yet.

However, one thing was certain.

There was a sudden influx of auditors in the [Type 2 Magic Practice] class that I was taking.

To exaggerate a bit, there was no room to even move a foot.

Red hair fluttered in front of the chalkboard filled with spells.

Watching this scene, I started to predict freely. Perhaps in the near future, Louise's direction will bear fruit.

"Now. If you look at the next page―"

I imagine such a scenario.

        
            Silence descended upon the classroom.

Professor No, who was slowly calling out the names of the students, set down the exam papers and adjusted his glasses. The classroom fell into complete silence.

In the midst of this soundless chaos, I raised my head.

Yulia, with her eyes wide open, came into view.

"Ah."

I regained my senses.

For a moment, I tried to deduce my own appearance through the eyes of a third party.

Kneeling in front of a wheelchair, as if pledging loyalty to a king on his throne, I even went as far as to clasp Yulia's delicate hand with both of mine.

Cold sweat trickled down my back.

What am I even doing?

Due to the proposal of a different amount, my inner 'entrepreneur' momentarily took over and made a scene.

Even Yulia, who had reached out her hand first, seemed unable to predict my sudden actions, as she tried to maintain a seductive smile while her eyes rolled slightly in confusion.

But perhaps the upper class is the upper class after all.

As I blinked once, a look of pure rationality returned to her expression.

Yulia swiftly withdrew her hand from between mine and handed me a note.

"Take this."

She took out a note from her bosom and handed it to me.

I received the note. It was quite awkward as I was still kneeling, but it couldn't be helped.

With that, the matter seemed to be concluded, as Yulia relaxed her facial muscles and drew a gentle smile.

"See you next time."

With those words, Yulia pushed her wheelchair towards the front of the classroom.

It was just as her name was being called.

I remained kneeling.

I couldn't stay frozen in this position.

With that in mind, I sat down at the desk as naturally as possible.

The view from the back of the classroom was unnecessarily wide. Therefore, unintentionally, I could clearly see students whispering to each other with their hands covering their mouths, or students giving me disapproving looks.

Ignoring them all, I recalled what Louise had said out of the blue.

―Spring is slowly coming to an end. Have you heard any news in that direction?

News.

Could this be considered news?

I became curious about the contents of the note.

If what is written here is a love letter filled with various endearing words, it might meet the conditions of the news Louise mentioned.

Ding dong!

Today, the bell rang particularly loudly.

I left the classroom and opened the note in a secluded place.

"......?"

[ This Saturday ]

[ Getreide St. 9, 5020 Fraussen ]

[ ᕕ( ՞ ᗜ ՞ )ᕗ ]

Come to the address mentioned above this Saturday. A person running excitedly...

I folded the note awkwardly and tied my hair in a strange way.

I wasn't sure, but it definitely didn't seem like a love letter.

#June 8th. Rain.

It was Saturday.

Shooosh—

I was entering Getreide Street as written in the note.

There were a few minor issues that arose before reaching this point.

The first problem was stepping outside the door.

Rarely going out on weekends since starting school, and on a day when heavy rain was pouring down, I received some suspicious looks for going out.

After using the excuse 'meeting a friend' that I often used when going to the nocturne club to convince Susan, who was worried about catching a cold, I was finally able to go out.

"Eugene is finally meeting his university friends...!"

Susan bid me farewell with a look of excitement, although it was somewhat awkward.

It took me a while to find Getreide Street. I'll admit that. I was lost.

Anyway, now that I've arrived, isn't it good that good things come to those who wait?

I wandered around Gate Ride's 9th Street until I found the address written on the note.

And that's it. I arrived.

"Where is 5020?"

The area was filled with houses.

On the left, a wall that seemed to stretch endlessly blocked off a building site that looked like a government office, while on the right, a residential area stretched out.

Who would bother checking all of that?

Without hesitation, I changed my approach.

With an umbrella and a hat on, I approached a passerby without hesitation.

"Excuse me."

"Hmm? What business do you have, young man?"

"Could you tell me where the building at 5020 on 9th Street is?"

As I asked, a look of confusion appeared on the older man's face.

"Why would you ask about that?"

"It's my first time coming to Gate Ride."

"Oh, then you might not know. It's the building on the left."

"On the left?"

I turned my head to look to the left.

There stood a large building and a sturdy wall surrounding the site.

I tapped on the wall and asked, "Is there nothing beyond this wall?"

"That's right. That wall is 5020. The Muller family mansion. The main entrance is behind it. You must have passed by it."

I managed to stop my mouth from dropping open.

I thought it was some kind of government office or park.

"It's a mansion."

I had seen similar mansions before, so I was less surprised, but the fact that this huge building was just a house was still a shocking realization.

After thanking the man who showed me the way, I walked along the wall until I reached the main entrance of the mansion.

The window shutters were tightly closed.

There was no sign of anyone around.

"Phew."

The rain was starting to come down harder.

Standing in the rain with no end in sight was not a pleasant experience.

Not wanting to stand in front of the main entrance with no doorbell, I wandered around, looking around here and there.

I was idly shaking some window shutters when suddenly a man who looked like a gatekeeper appeared.

"Please stay still."

"!"

From where I thought there was no one, the gatekeeper suddenly appeared.

"Are you Eugene Oslo?"

"...Yes."

"Madam is coming. Please wait a little longer."

As he said, a group of people with umbrellas in the rain could be seen coming towards the main entrance.

Creak—

The shutters opened.

At the front of the group, a young woman, Madam Ha, spoke.

"Eugene Oslo. The lady is waiting for you."

*

To reach the interior of the mansion from the main entrance, you had to pass through four doors.

"This is the lady's room."

And now, I stood in front of the fifth and final door.

Knock, knock, knock.

Madam Ha knocked cautiously, and a soft voice from inside responded.

- Who is it?

"Madam, a guest has arrived."

- Oh, please come in.

At the same time, Madam Ha looked at me.

With a dignified demeanor, she exchanged glances with me briefly before opening the large door.

"Please come in."

I followed her instructions.

I stepped into the slightly brighter interior from the hallway.

The first thing I noticed was the scent. The room was filled with the fragrance of roses, tickling my nose. It was then that I realized that this room was much larger than the living room of the Oslo family.

And.

"Hello?"

Julia, sitting at a spacious desk, greeted me warmly with a smile.

She was dressed no differently from her university days.

There was no wheelchair in sight. It seemed she either walked around with a cane or didn't move at all.

Click. The door closed.

As if relieved, Julia relaxed and parted her lips with a smile.

"Of all the things, I didn't expect it to rain. How was your journey here?"

"...I was expecting it to be as lively as the picture painted in the letter. But the atmosphere is more solemn than I anticipated."

"Hehe. You can speak comfortably. I'm a year younger, after all."

Come to think of it, Yulia was an early admission student.

I didn't bother to refuse.

I sat politely on the sofa in the corner of the room and spoke.

Perhaps light small talk is a good way to start a conversation.

"Do you usually dress like this at home?"

"Oh my. Are you really interested in that information already? It's a bit awkward to talk about it now, but later on, it's fine."

Small talk canceled.

Judging by her expression, she seemed full of teasing intentions.

So, I immediately got to the point.

"Please explain. I welcome being employed, but I wouldn't feel good about being used."

"Hmm...."

Was she choosing her words carefully? Yulia pondered for a moment and answered simply.

"It's a contract."

"A contract?"

"Yes. A legitimate contract. You know I'm quite popular, right?"

Although she didn't say it herself, it was true.

"Unfortunately, I don't really enjoy that kind of popularity."

"So, you want to use me as a shield."

"Oh, you guessed it?"

Yulia chuckled.

"Eugene Oslo. Current residence is in Prussia, but not originally from there. Joint top scorer in the entrance exam. Tall stature and well-built physique. No connections to the upper class. In short, an outsider."

Revealing my unknown background one by one, Yulia continued speaking with a nod.

"If you walk with someone like you, who seems to have dropped from the sky, you can shake off most of the troublemakers."

"...I'm not sure those people will easily give up on you."

"That's why it's a contract. I have to make them give up."

Yulia's smile disappeared.

Only then could I see her true face.

"Eugene. You will be my assistant and de facto lover until the end of the summer term. Weekly pay of 200 pounds with an advance of 1000 pounds. I will write up the contract, so you don't have to worry about any outstanding payments."

"How about it?" Yulia smiled faintly.

Although her eyes didn't smile at all, that was probably her way of smiling.

Had the documentation already been completed?

Yulia handed me the contract, and I got up from the sofa, walking towards the window.

Yulia, sitting at the desk with a relaxed posture, lazily smiling.

"Being an assistant is just a fancy way of saying push the wheelchair. Oh, the term 'de facto lover' may not be clear, but there's a separate clause in the contract, so read it."

Ignoring Yulia's questioning gaze, I spoke in a firm tone in front of her.

"Yulia. You look much better when you smile like that."

"...!"

Her pumpkin-colored eyes widened.

"Is this what you want?"

Upon hearing my continued words, Yulia soon chuckled.

Her delicately arched eyebrows and rosy lips.

It wasn't fake.

"That's right."

*

Thud. The door closed again.

I took a copy of the contract and left the room.

I was worried about getting lost inside the mansion without a guide, but fortunately, that concern was unfounded.

Hanyang stood near the door with an unchanged posture.

"I will guide you."

"Oh, okay."

I walked through the mansion.

One strange thing was that Hanyang's steps were leisurely, unlike when he arrived.

It seemed deliberate, as if he was deliberately walking slowly.

And sure enough.

"Eugene Oslo. I have something to tell you about the contract."

Hanyang spoke, as if he already knew the situation.

"The young lady is frail."

"I am aware."

"She has difficulty walking, to the extent that you know."

That was correct.

In a gentle voice, the words of the headmaster surprised me.

"It's not just a mild lower body paralysis symptom. You also suffer from severe anemia and other minor ailments. Sometimes you faint when you overexert yourself, so please remember the location of the infirmary and we will provide you with some emergency medicine. And..."

I remembered the events of a few days before the exam.

Lying on the ground, motionless.

Maybe I didn't just trip, but momentarily passed out.

Up to this point, the content was already shocking, but the headmaster continued to speak.

"We also have one request."

"A request?"

"Top scorer in the entrance exam. Rumor has it that you have exceptional magical abilities, capable of manipulating the entire body at high speed."

A chill ran down my spine.

How much information have they gathered about me?

In the next moment, the headmaster stopped walking and spoke to me.

"You seem to have lost interest in magic. Your theoretical skills are excellent enough for early admission, but your spellcasting is often clumsy, even failing with basic Type 1 spells."

"..."

"Please regain your interest in magic before the end of the contract. I promise an additional fee of two thousand pounds."

"Whose request is this?"

After a moment of hesitation, the headmaster quietly replied, "It's from the benefactor."

It wasn't a matter of deciding whether to accept or not. It was a form of payment for achieving the goal.

However, I sighed deeply.

Contrary to Louis's expectations, there was no romance, only a business relationship.

As I walked down the alley, trying to guess the reason, I realized one thing.

Despite the heavy rain, I didn't feel the cold. It meant that the weather had gotten warmer.

It was too late in the season to exchange ordinary affections along the flow of the seasons.

It was the end of spring.

        
            Silence descended upon the classroom.

Professor No, who was slowly calling out the names of the students, set down the exam papers and adjusted his glasses. The classroom fell into complete silence.

In the midst of this soundless chaos, I raised my head.

Yulia, with her eyes wide open, came into view.

"Ah."

I regained my senses.

For a moment, I tried to deduce my own appearance through the eyes of a third party.

Kneeling in front of a wheelchair, as if pledging loyalty to a king on his throne, I even went as far as to clasp Yulia's delicate hand with both of mine.

Cold sweat trickled down my back.

What am I even doing?

Due to the proposal of a different amount, my inner 'entrepreneur' momentarily took over and made a scene.

Even Yulia, who had reached out her hand first, seemed unable to predict my sudden actions, as she tried to maintain a seductive smile while her eyes rolled slightly in confusion.

But perhaps the upper class is the upper class after all.

As I blinked once, a look of pure rationality returned to her expression.

Yulia swiftly withdrew her hand from between mine and handed me a note.

"Take this."

She took out a note from her bosom and handed it to me.

I received the note. It was quite awkward as I was still kneeling, but it couldn't be helped.

With that, the matter seemed to be concluded, as Yulia relaxed her facial muscles and drew a gentle smile.

"See you next time."

With those words, Yulia pushed her wheelchair towards the front of the classroom.

It was just as her name was being called.

I remained kneeling.

I couldn't stay frozen in this position.

With that in mind, I sat down at the desk as naturally as possible.

The view from the back of the classroom was unnecessarily wide. Therefore, unintentionally, I could clearly see students whispering to each other with their hands covering their mouths, or students giving me disapproving looks.

Ignoring them all, I recalled what Louise had said out of the blue.

―Spring is slowly coming to an end. Have you heard any news in that direction?

News.

Could this be considered news?

I became curious about the contents of the note.

If what is written here is a love letter filled with various endearing words, it might meet the conditions of the news Louise mentioned.

Ding dong!

Today, the bell rang particularly loudly.

I left the classroom and opened the note in a secluded place.

"......?"

[ This Saturday ]

[ Getreide St. 9, 5020 Fraussen ]

[ ᕕ( ՞ ᗜ ՞ )ᕗ ]

Come to the address mentioned above this Saturday. A person running excitedly...

I folded the note awkwardly and tied my hair in a strange way.

I wasn't sure, but it definitely didn't seem like a love letter.

#June 8th. Rain.

It was Saturday.

Shooosh—

I was entering Getreide Street as written in the note.

There were a few minor issues that arose before reaching this point.

The first problem was stepping outside the door.

Rarely going out on weekends since starting school, and on a day when heavy rain was pouring down, I received some suspicious looks for going out.

After using the excuse 'meeting a friend' that I often used when going to the nocturne club to convince Susan, who was worried about catching a cold, I was finally able to go out.

"Eugene is finally meeting his university friends...!"

Susan bid me farewell with a look of excitement, although it was somewhat awkward.

It took me a while to find Getreide Street. I'll admit that. I was lost.

Anyway, now that I've arrived, isn't it good that good things come to those who wait?

I wandered around Gate Ride's 9th Street until I found the address written on the note.

And that's it. I arrived.

"Where is 5020?"

The area was filled with houses.

On the left, a wall that seemed to stretch endlessly blocked off a building site that looked like a government office, while on the right, a residential area stretched out.

Who would bother checking all of that?

Without hesitation, I changed my approach.

With an umbrella and a hat on, I approached a passerby without hesitation.

"Excuse me."

"Hmm? What business do you have, young man?"

"Could you tell me where the building at 5020 on 9th Street is?"

As I asked, a look of confusion appeared on the older man's face.

"Why would you ask about that?"

"It's my first time coming to Gate Ride."

"Oh, then you might not know. It's the building on the left."

"On the left?"

I turned my head to look to the left.

There stood a large building and a sturdy wall surrounding the site.

I tapped on the wall and asked, "Is there nothing beyond this wall?"

"That's right. That wall is 5020. The Muller family mansion. The main entrance is behind it. You must have passed by it."

I managed to stop my mouth from dropping open.

I thought it was some kind of government office or park.

"It's a mansion."

I had seen similar mansions before, so I was less surprised, but the fact that this huge building was just a house was still a shocking realization.

After thanking the man who showed me the way, I walked along the wall until I reached the main entrance of the mansion.

The window shutters were tightly closed.

There was no sign of anyone around.

"Phew."

The rain was starting to come down harder.

Standing in the rain with no end in sight was not a pleasant experience.

Not wanting to stand in front of the main entrance with no doorbell, I wandered around, looking around here and there.

I was idly shaking some window shutters when suddenly a man who looked like a gatekeeper appeared.

"Please stay still."

"!"

From where I thought there was no one, the gatekeeper suddenly appeared.

"Are you Eugene Oslo?"

"...Yes."

"Madam is coming. Please wait a little longer."

As he said, a group of people with umbrellas in the rain could be seen coming towards the main entrance.

Creak—

The shutters opened.

At the front of the group, a young woman, Madam Ha, spoke.

"Eugene Oslo. The lady is waiting for you."

*

To reach the interior of the mansion from the main entrance, you had to pass through four doors.

"This is the lady's room."

And now, I stood in front of the fifth and final door.

Knock, knock, knock.

Madam Ha knocked cautiously, and a soft voice from inside responded.

- Who is it?

"Madam, a guest has arrived."

- Oh, please come in.

At the same time, Madam Ha looked at me.

With a dignified demeanor, she exchanged glances with me briefly before opening the large door.

"Please come in."

I followed her instructions.

I stepped into the slightly brighter interior from the hallway.

The first thing I noticed was the scent. The room was filled with the fragrance of roses, tickling my nose. It was then that I realized that this room was much larger than the living room of the Oslo family.

And.

"Hello?"

Julia, sitting at a spacious desk, greeted me warmly with a smile.

She was dressed no differently from her university days.

There was no wheelchair in sight. It seemed she either walked around with a cane or didn't move at all.

Click. The door closed.

As if relieved, Julia relaxed and parted her lips with a smile.

"Of all the things, I didn't expect it to rain. How was your journey here?"

"...I was expecting it to be as lively as the picture painted in the letter. But the atmosphere is more solemn than I anticipated."

"Hehe. You can speak comfortably. I'm a year younger, after all."

Come to think of it, Yulia was an early admission student.

I didn't bother to refuse.

I sat politely on the sofa in the corner of the room and spoke.

Perhaps light small talk is a good way to start a conversation.

"Do you usually dress like this at home?"

"Oh my. Are you really interested in that information already? It's a bit awkward to talk about it now, but later on, it's fine."

Small talk canceled.

Judging by her expression, she seemed full of teasing intentions.

So, I immediately got to the point.

"Please explain. I welcome being employed, but I wouldn't feel good about being used."

"Hmm...."

Was she choosing her words carefully? Yulia pondered for a moment and answered simply.

"It's a contract."

"A contract?"

"Yes. A legitimate contract. You know I'm quite popular, right?"

Although she didn't say it herself, it was true.

"Unfortunately, I don't really enjoy that kind of popularity."

"So, you want to use me as a shield."

"Oh, you guessed it?"

Yulia chuckled.

"Eugene Oslo. Current residence is in Prussia, but not originally from there. Joint top scorer in the entrance exam. Tall stature and well-built physique. No connections to the upper class. In short, an outsider."

Revealing my unknown background one by one, Yulia continued speaking with a nod.

"If you walk with someone like you, who seems to have dropped from the sky, you can shake off most of the troublemakers."

"...I'm not sure those people will easily give up on you."

"That's why it's a contract. I have to make them give up."

Yulia's smile disappeared.

Only then could I see her true face.

"Eugene. You will be my assistant and de facto lover until the end of the summer term. Weekly pay of 200 pounds with an advance of 1000 pounds. I will write up the contract, so you don't have to worry about any outstanding payments."

"How about it?" Yulia smiled faintly.

Although her eyes didn't smile at all, that was probably her way of smiling.

Had the documentation already been completed?

Yulia handed me the contract, and I got up from the sofa, walking towards the window.

Yulia, sitting at the desk with a relaxed posture, lazily smiling.

"Being an assistant is just a fancy way of saying push the wheelchair. Oh, the term 'de facto lover' may not be clear, but there's a separate clause in the contract, so read it."

Ignoring Yulia's questioning gaze, I spoke in a firm tone in front of her.

"Yulia. You look much better when you smile like that."

"...!"

Her pumpkin-colored eyes widened.

"Is this what you want?"

Upon hearing my continued words, Yulia soon chuckled.

Her delicately arched eyebrows and rosy lips.

It wasn't fake.

"That's right."

*

Thud. The door closed again.

I took a copy of the contract and left the room.

I was worried about getting lost inside the mansion without a guide, but fortunately, that concern was unfounded.

Hanyang stood near the door with an unchanged posture.

"I will guide you."

"Oh, okay."

I walked through the mansion.

One strange thing was that Hanyang's steps were leisurely, unlike when he arrived.

It seemed deliberate, as if he was deliberately walking slowly.

And sure enough.

"Eugene Oslo. I have something to tell you about the contract."

Hanyang spoke, as if he already knew the situation.

"The young lady is frail."

"I am aware."

"She has difficulty walking, to the extent that you know."

That was correct.

In a gentle voice, the words of the headmaster surprised me.

"It's not just a mild lower body paralysis symptom. You also suffer from severe anemia and other minor ailments. Sometimes you faint when you overexert yourself, so please remember the location of the infirmary and we will provide you with some emergency medicine. And..."

I remembered the events of a few days before the exam.

Lying on the ground, motionless.

Maybe I didn't just trip, but momentarily passed out.

Up to this point, the content was already shocking, but the headmaster continued to speak.

"We also have one request."

"A request?"

"Top scorer in the entrance exam. Rumor has it that you have exceptional magical abilities, capable of manipulating the entire body at high speed."

A chill ran down my spine.

How much information have they gathered about me?

In the next moment, the headmaster stopped walking and spoke to me.

"You seem to have lost interest in magic. Your theoretical skills are excellent enough for early admission, but your spellcasting is often clumsy, even failing with basic Type 1 spells."

"..."

"Please regain your interest in magic before the end of the contract. I promise an additional fee of two thousand pounds."

"Whose request is this?"

After a moment of hesitation, the headmaster quietly replied, "It's from the benefactor."

It wasn't a matter of deciding whether to accept or not. It was a form of payment for achieving the goal.

However, I sighed deeply.

Contrary to Louis's expectations, there was no romance, only a business relationship.

As I walked down the alley, trying to guess the reason, I realized one thing.

Despite the heavy rain, I didn't feel the cold. It meant that the weather had gotten warmer.

It was too late in the season to exchange ordinary affections along the flow of the seasons.

It was the end of spring.

        
            Silence descended upon the classroom.

Professor No, who was slowly calling out the names of the students, set down the exam papers and adjusted his glasses. The classroom fell into complete silence.

In the midst of this soundless chaos, I raised my head.

Yulia, with her eyes wide open, came into view.

"Ah."

I regained my senses.

For a moment, I tried to deduce my own appearance through the eyes of a third party.

Kneeling in front of a wheelchair, as if pledging loyalty to a king on his throne, I even went as far as to clasp Yulia's delicate hand with both of mine.

Cold sweat trickled down my back.

What am I even doing?

Due to the proposal of a different amount, my inner 'entrepreneur' momentarily took over and made a scene.

Even Yulia, who had reached out her hand first, seemed unable to predict my sudden actions, as she tried to maintain a seductive smile while her eyes rolled slightly in confusion.

But perhaps the upper class is the upper class after all.

As I blinked once, a look of pure rationality returned to her expression.

Yulia swiftly withdrew her hand from between mine and handed me a note.

"Take this."

She took out a note from her bosom and handed it to me.

I received the note. It was quite awkward as I was still kneeling, but it couldn't be helped.

With that, the matter seemed to be concluded, as Yulia relaxed her facial muscles and drew a gentle smile.

"See you next time."

With those words, Yulia pushed her wheelchair towards the front of the classroom.

It was just as her name was being called.

I remained kneeling.

I couldn't stay frozen in this position.

With that in mind, I sat down at the desk as naturally as possible.

The view from the back of the classroom was unnecessarily wide. Therefore, unintentionally, I could clearly see students whispering to each other with their hands covering their mouths, or students giving me disapproving looks.

Ignoring them all, I recalled what Louise had said out of the blue.

―Spring is slowly coming to an end. Have you heard any news in that direction?

News.

Could this be considered news?

I became curious about the contents of the note.

If what is written here is a love letter filled with various endearing words, it might meet the conditions of the news Louise mentioned.

Ding dong!

Today, the bell rang particularly loudly.

I left the classroom and opened the note in a secluded place.

"......?"

[ This Saturday ]

[ Getreide St. 9, 5020 Fraussen ]

[ ᕕ( ՞ ᗜ ՞ )ᕗ ]

Come to the address mentioned above this Saturday. A person running excitedly...

I folded the note awkwardly and tied my hair in a strange way.

I wasn't sure, but it definitely didn't seem like a love letter.

#June 8th. Rain.

It was Saturday.

Shooosh—

I was entering Getreide Street as written in the note.

There were a few minor issues that arose before reaching this point.

The first problem was stepping outside the door.

Rarely going out on weekends since starting school, and on a day when heavy rain was pouring down, I received some suspicious looks for going out.

After using the excuse 'meeting a friend' that I often used when going to the nocturne club to convince Susan, who was worried about catching a cold, I was finally able to go out.

"Eugene is finally meeting his university friends...!"

Susan bid me farewell with a look of excitement, although it was somewhat awkward.

It took me a while to find Getreide Street. I'll admit that. I was lost.

Anyway, now that I've arrived, isn't it good that good things come to those who wait?

I wandered around Gate Ride's 9th Street until I found the address written on the note.

And that's it. I arrived.

"Where is 5020?"

The area was filled with houses.

On the left, a wall that seemed to stretch endlessly blocked off a building site that looked like a government office, while on the right, a residential area stretched out.

Who would bother checking all of that?

Without hesitation, I changed my approach.

With an umbrella and a hat on, I approached a passerby without hesitation.

"Excuse me."

"Hmm? What business do you have, young man?"

"Could you tell me where the building at 5020 on 9th Street is?"

As I asked, a look of confusion appeared on the older man's face.

"Why would you ask about that?"

"It's my first time coming to Gate Ride."

"Oh, then you might not know. It's the building on the left."

"On the left?"

I turned my head to look to the left.

There stood a large building and a sturdy wall surrounding the site.

I tapped on the wall and asked, "Is there nothing beyond this wall?"

"That's right. That wall is 5020. The Muller family mansion. The main entrance is behind it. You must have passed by it."

I managed to stop my mouth from dropping open.

I thought it was some kind of government office or park.

"It's a mansion."

I had seen similar mansions before, so I was less surprised, but the fact that this huge building was just a house was still a shocking realization.

After thanking the man who showed me the way, I walked along the wall until I reached the main entrance of the mansion.

The window shutters were tightly closed.

There was no sign of anyone around.

"Phew."

The rain was starting to come down harder.

Standing in the rain with no end in sight was not a pleasant experience.

Not wanting to stand in front of the main entrance with no doorbell, I wandered around, looking around here and there.

I was idly shaking some window shutters when suddenly a man who looked like a gatekeeper appeared.

"Please stay still."

"!"

From where I thought there was no one, the gatekeeper suddenly appeared.

"Are you Eugene Oslo?"

"...Yes."

"Madam is coming. Please wait a little longer."

As he said, a group of people with umbrellas in the rain could be seen coming towards the main entrance.

Creak—

The shutters opened.

At the front of the group, a young woman, Madam Ha, spoke.

"Eugene Oslo. The lady is waiting for you."

*

To reach the interior of the mansion from the main entrance, you had to pass through four doors.

"This is the lady's room."

And now, I stood in front of the fifth and final door.

Knock, knock, knock.

Madam Ha knocked cautiously, and a soft voice from inside responded.

- Who is it?

"Madam, a guest has arrived."

- Oh, please come in.

At the same time, Madam Ha looked at me.

With a dignified demeanor, she exchanged glances with me briefly before opening the large door.

"Please come in."

I followed her instructions.

I stepped into the slightly brighter interior from the hallway.

The first thing I noticed was the scent. The room was filled with the fragrance of roses, tickling my nose. It was then that I realized that this room was much larger than the living room of the Oslo family.

And.

"Hello?"

Julia, sitting at a spacious desk, greeted me warmly with a smile.

She was dressed no differently from her university days.

There was no wheelchair in sight. It seemed she either walked around with a cane or didn't move at all.

Click. The door closed.

As if relieved, Julia relaxed and parted her lips with a smile.

"Of all the things, I didn't expect it to rain. How was your journey here?"

"...I was expecting it to be as lively as the picture painted in the letter. But the atmosphere is more solemn than I anticipated."

"Hehe. You can speak comfortably. I'm a year younger, after all."

Come to think of it, Yulia was an early admission student.

I didn't bother to refuse.

I sat politely on the sofa in the corner of the room and spoke.

Perhaps light small talk is a good way to start a conversation.

"Do you usually dress like this at home?"

"Oh my. Are you really interested in that information already? It's a bit awkward to talk about it now, but later on, it's fine."

Small talk canceled.

Judging by her expression, she seemed full of teasing intentions.

So, I immediately got to the point.

"Please explain. I welcome being employed, but I wouldn't feel good about being used."

"Hmm...."

Was she choosing her words carefully? Yulia pondered for a moment and answered simply.

"It's a contract."

"A contract?"

"Yes. A legitimate contract. You know I'm quite popular, right?"

Although she didn't say it herself, it was true.

"Unfortunately, I don't really enjoy that kind of popularity."

"So, you want to use me as a shield."

"Oh, you guessed it?"

Yulia chuckled.

"Eugene Oslo. Current residence is in Prussia, but not originally from there. Joint top scorer in the entrance exam. Tall stature and well-built physique. No connections to the upper class. In short, an outsider."

Revealing my unknown background one by one, Yulia continued speaking with a nod.

"If you walk with someone like you, who seems to have dropped from the sky, you can shake off most of the troublemakers."

"...I'm not sure those people will easily give up on you."

"That's why it's a contract. I have to make them give up."

Yulia's smile disappeared.

Only then could I see her true face.

"Eugene. You will be my assistant and de facto lover until the end of the summer term. Weekly pay of 200 pounds with an advance of 1000 pounds. I will write up the contract, so you don't have to worry about any outstanding payments."

"How about it?" Yulia smiled faintly.

Although her eyes didn't smile at all, that was probably her way of smiling.

Had the documentation already been completed?

Yulia handed me the contract, and I got up from the sofa, walking towards the window.

Yulia, sitting at the desk with a relaxed posture, lazily smiling.

"Being an assistant is just a fancy way of saying push the wheelchair. Oh, the term 'de facto lover' may not be clear, but there's a separate clause in the contract, so read it."

Ignoring Yulia's questioning gaze, I spoke in a firm tone in front of her.

"Yulia. You look much better when you smile like that."

"...!"

Her pumpkin-colored eyes widened.

"Is this what you want?"

Upon hearing my continued words, Yulia soon chuckled.

Her delicately arched eyebrows and rosy lips.

It wasn't fake.

"That's right."

*

Thud. The door closed again.

I took a copy of the contract and left the room.

I was worried about getting lost inside the mansion without a guide, but fortunately, that concern was unfounded.

Hanyang stood near the door with an unchanged posture.

"I will guide you."

"Oh, okay."

I walked through the mansion.

One strange thing was that Hanyang's steps were leisurely, unlike when he arrived.

It seemed deliberate, as if he was deliberately walking slowly.

And sure enough.

"Eugene Oslo. I have something to tell you about the contract."

Hanyang spoke, as if he already knew the situation.

"The young lady is frail."

"I am aware."

"She has difficulty walking, to the extent that you know."

That was correct.

In a gentle voice, the words of the headmaster surprised me.

"It's not just a mild lower body paralysis symptom. You also suffer from severe anemia and other minor ailments. Sometimes you faint when you overexert yourself, so please remember the location of the infirmary and we will provide you with some emergency medicine. And..."

I remembered the events of a few days before the exam.

Lying on the ground, motionless.

Maybe I didn't just trip, but momentarily passed out.

Up to this point, the content was already shocking, but the headmaster continued to speak.

"We also have one request."

"A request?"

"Top scorer in the entrance exam. Rumor has it that you have exceptional magical abilities, capable of manipulating the entire body at high speed."

A chill ran down my spine.

How much information have they gathered about me?

In the next moment, the headmaster stopped walking and spoke to me.

"You seem to have lost interest in magic. Your theoretical skills are excellent enough for early admission, but your spellcasting is often clumsy, even failing with basic Type 1 spells."

"..."

"Please regain your interest in magic before the end of the contract. I promise an additional fee of two thousand pounds."

"Whose request is this?"

After a moment of hesitation, the headmaster quietly replied, "It's from the benefactor."

It wasn't a matter of deciding whether to accept or not. It was a form of payment for achieving the goal.

However, I sighed deeply.

Contrary to Louis's expectations, there was no romance, only a business relationship.

As I walked down the alley, trying to guess the reason, I realized one thing.

Despite the heavy rain, I didn't feel the cold. It meant that the weather had gotten warmer.

It was too late in the season to exchange ordinary affections along the flow of the seasons.

It was the end of spring.

        
            Silence descended upon the classroom.

Professor No, who was slowly calling out the names of the students, set down the exam papers and adjusted his glasses. The classroom fell into complete silence.

In the midst of this soundless chaos, I raised my head.

Yulia, with her eyes wide open, came into view.

"Ah."

I regained my senses.

For a moment, I tried to deduce my own appearance through the eyes of a third party.

Kneeling in front of a wheelchair, as if pledging loyalty to a king on his throne, I even went as far as to clasp Yulia's delicate hand with both of mine.

Cold sweat trickled down my back.

What am I even doing?

Due to the proposal of a different amount, my inner 'entrepreneur' momentarily took over and made a scene.

Even Yulia, who had reached out her hand first, seemed unable to predict my sudden actions, as she tried to maintain a seductive smile while her eyes rolled slightly in confusion.

But perhaps the upper class is the upper class after all.

As I blinked once, a look of pure rationality returned to her expression.

Yulia swiftly withdrew her hand from between mine and handed me a note.

"Take this."

She took out a note from her bosom and handed it to me.

I received the note. It was quite awkward as I was still kneeling, but it couldn't be helped.

With that, the matter seemed to be concluded, as Yulia relaxed her facial muscles and drew a gentle smile.

"See you next time."

With those words, Yulia pushed her wheelchair towards the front of the classroom.

It was just as her name was being called.

I remained kneeling.

I couldn't stay frozen in this position.

With that in mind, I sat down at the desk as naturally as possible.

The view from the back of the classroom was unnecessarily wide. Therefore, unintentionally, I could clearly see students whispering to each other with their hands covering their mouths, or students giving me disapproving looks.

Ignoring them all, I recalled what Louise had said out of the blue.

―Spring is slowly coming to an end. Have you heard any news in that direction?

News.

Could this be considered news?

I became curious about the contents of the note.

If what is written here is a love letter filled with various endearing words, it might meet the conditions of the news Louise mentioned.

Ding dong!

Today, the bell rang particularly loudly.

I left the classroom and opened the note in a secluded place.

"......?"

[ This Saturday ]

[ Getreide St. 9, 5020 Fraussen ]

[ ᕕ( ՞ ᗜ ՞ )ᕗ ]

Come to the address mentioned above this Saturday. A person running excitedly...

I folded the note awkwardly and tied my hair in a strange way.

I wasn't sure, but it definitely didn't seem like a love letter.

#June 8th. Rain.

It was Saturday.

Shooosh—

I was entering Getreide Street as written in the note.

There were a few minor issues that arose before reaching this point.

The first problem was stepping outside the door.

Rarely going out on weekends since starting school, and on a day when heavy rain was pouring down, I received some suspicious looks for going out.

After using the excuse 'meeting a friend' that I often used when going to the nocturne club to convince Susan, who was worried about catching a cold, I was finally able to go out.

"Eugene is finally meeting his university friends...!"

Susan bid me farewell with a look of excitement, although it was somewhat awkward.

It took me a while to find Getreide Street. I'll admit that. I was lost.

Anyway, now that I've arrived, isn't it good that good things come to those who wait?

I wandered around Gate Ride's 9th Street until I found the address written on the note.

And that's it. I arrived.

"Where is 5020?"

The area was filled with houses.

On the left, a wall that seemed to stretch endlessly blocked off a building site that looked like a government office, while on the right, a residential area stretched out.

Who would bother checking all of that?

Without hesitation, I changed my approach.

With an umbrella and a hat on, I approached a passerby without hesitation.

"Excuse me."

"Hmm? What business do you have, young man?"

"Could you tell me where the building at 5020 on 9th Street is?"

As I asked, a look of confusion appeared on the older man's face.

"Why would you ask about that?"

"It's my first time coming to Gate Ride."

"Oh, then you might not know. It's the building on the left."

"On the left?"

I turned my head to look to the left.

There stood a large building and a sturdy wall surrounding the site.

I tapped on the wall and asked, "Is there nothing beyond this wall?"

"That's right. That wall is 5020. The Muller family mansion. The main entrance is behind it. You must have passed by it."

I managed to stop my mouth from dropping open.

I thought it was some kind of government office or park.

"It's a mansion."

I had seen similar mansions before, so I was less surprised, but the fact that this huge building was just a house was still a shocking realization.

After thanking the man who showed me the way, I walked along the wall until I reached the main entrance of the mansion.

The window shutters were tightly closed.

There was no sign of anyone around.

"Phew."

The rain was starting to come down harder.

Standing in the rain with no end in sight was not a pleasant experience.

Not wanting to stand in front of the main entrance with no doorbell, I wandered around, looking around here and there.

I was idly shaking some window shutters when suddenly a man who looked like a gatekeeper appeared.

"Please stay still."

"!"

From where I thought there was no one, the gatekeeper suddenly appeared.

"Are you Eugene Oslo?"

"...Yes."

"Madam is coming. Please wait a little longer."

As he said, a group of people with umbrellas in the rain could be seen coming towards the main entrance.

Creak—

The shutters opened.

At the front of the group, a young woman, Madam Ha, spoke.

"Eugene Oslo. The lady is waiting for you."

*

To reach the interior of the mansion from the main entrance, you had to pass through four doors.

"This is the lady's room."

And now, I stood in front of the fifth and final door.

Knock, knock, knock.

Madam Ha knocked cautiously, and a soft voice from inside responded.

- Who is it?

"Madam, a guest has arrived."

- Oh, please come in.

At the same time, Madam Ha looked at me.

With a dignified demeanor, she exchanged glances with me briefly before opening the large door.

"Please come in."

I followed her instructions.

I stepped into the slightly brighter interior from the hallway.

The first thing I noticed was the scent. The room was filled with the fragrance of roses, tickling my nose. It was then that I realized that this room was much larger than the living room of the Oslo family.

And.

"Hello?"

Julia, sitting at a spacious desk, greeted me warmly with a smile.

She was dressed no differently from her university days.

There was no wheelchair in sight. It seemed she either walked around with a cane or didn't move at all.

Click. The door closed.

As if relieved, Julia relaxed and parted her lips with a smile.

"Of all the things, I didn't expect it to rain. How was your journey here?"

"...I was expecting it to be as lively as the picture painted in the letter. But the atmosphere is more solemn than I anticipated."

"Hehe. You can speak comfortably. I'm a year younger, after all."

Come to think of it, Yulia was an early admission student.

I didn't bother to refuse.

I sat politely on the sofa in the corner of the room and spoke.

Perhaps light small talk is a good way to start a conversation.

"Do you usually dress like this at home?"

"Oh my. Are you really interested in that information already? It's a bit awkward to talk about it now, but later on, it's fine."

Small talk canceled.

Judging by her expression, she seemed full of teasing intentions.

So, I immediately got to the point.

"Please explain. I welcome being employed, but I wouldn't feel good about being used."

"Hmm...."

Was she choosing her words carefully? Yulia pondered for a moment and answered simply.

"It's a contract."

"A contract?"

"Yes. A legitimate contract. You know I'm quite popular, right?"

Although she didn't say it herself, it was true.

"Unfortunately, I don't really enjoy that kind of popularity."

"So, you want to use me as a shield."

"Oh, you guessed it?"

Yulia chuckled.

"Eugene Oslo. Current residence is in Prussia, but not originally from there. Joint top scorer in the entrance exam. Tall stature and well-built physique. No connections to the upper class. In short, an outsider."

Revealing my unknown background one by one, Yulia continued speaking with a nod.

"If you walk with someone like you, who seems to have dropped from the sky, you can shake off most of the troublemakers."

"...I'm not sure those people will easily give up on you."

"That's why it's a contract. I have to make them give up."

Yulia's smile disappeared.

Only then could I see her true face.

"Eugene. You will be my assistant and de facto lover until the end of the summer term. Weekly pay of 200 pounds with an advance of 1000 pounds. I will write up the contract, so you don't have to worry about any outstanding payments."

"How about it?" Yulia smiled faintly.

Although her eyes didn't smile at all, that was probably her way of smiling.

Had the documentation already been completed?

Yulia handed me the contract, and I got up from the sofa, walking towards the window.

Yulia, sitting at the desk with a relaxed posture, lazily smiling.

"Being an assistant is just a fancy way of saying push the wheelchair. Oh, the term 'de facto lover' may not be clear, but there's a separate clause in the contract, so read it."

Ignoring Yulia's questioning gaze, I spoke in a firm tone in front of her.

"Yulia. You look much better when you smile like that."

"...!"

Her pumpkin-colored eyes widened.

"Is this what you want?"

Upon hearing my continued words, Yulia soon chuckled.

Her delicately arched eyebrows and rosy lips.

It wasn't fake.

"That's right."

*

Thud. The door closed again.

I took a copy of the contract and left the room.

I was worried about getting lost inside the mansion without a guide, but fortunately, that concern was unfounded.

Hanyang stood near the door with an unchanged posture.

"I will guide you."

"Oh, okay."

I walked through the mansion.

One strange thing was that Hanyang's steps were leisurely, unlike when he arrived.

It seemed deliberate, as if he was deliberately walking slowly.

And sure enough.

"Eugene Oslo. I have something to tell you about the contract."

Hanyang spoke, as if he already knew the situation.

"The young lady is frail."

"I am aware."

"She has difficulty walking, to the extent that you know."

That was correct.

In a gentle voice, the words of the headmaster surprised me.

"It's not just a mild lower body paralysis symptom. You also suffer from severe anemia and other minor ailments. Sometimes you faint when you overexert yourself, so please remember the location of the infirmary and we will provide you with some emergency medicine. And..."

I remembered the events of a few days before the exam.

Lying on the ground, motionless.

Maybe I didn't just trip, but momentarily passed out.

Up to this point, the content was already shocking, but the headmaster continued to speak.

"We also have one request."

"A request?"

"Top scorer in the entrance exam. Rumor has it that you have exceptional magical abilities, capable of manipulating the entire body at high speed."

A chill ran down my spine.

How much information have they gathered about me?

In the next moment, the headmaster stopped walking and spoke to me.

"You seem to have lost interest in magic. Your theoretical skills are excellent enough for early admission, but your spellcasting is often clumsy, even failing with basic Type 1 spells."

"..."

"Please regain your interest in magic before the end of the contract. I promise an additional fee of two thousand pounds."

"Whose request is this?"

After a moment of hesitation, the headmaster quietly replied, "It's from the benefactor."

It wasn't a matter of deciding whether to accept or not. It was a form of payment for achieving the goal.

However, I sighed deeply.

Contrary to Louis's expectations, there was no romance, only a business relationship.

As I walked down the alley, trying to guess the reason, I realized one thing.

Despite the heavy rain, I didn't feel the cold. It meant that the weather had gotten warmer.

It was too late in the season to exchange ordinary affections along the flow of the seasons.

It was the end of spring.

        
            Silence descended upon the classroom.

Professor No, who was slowly calling out the names of the students, set down the exam papers and adjusted his glasses. The classroom fell into complete silence.

In the midst of this soundless chaos, I raised my head.

Yulia, with her eyes wide open, came into view.

"Ah."

I regained my senses.

For a moment, I tried to deduce my own appearance through the eyes of a third party.

Kneeling in front of a wheelchair, as if pledging loyalty to a king on his throne, I even went as far as to clasp Yulia's delicate hand with both of mine.

Cold sweat trickled down my back.

What am I even doing?

Due to the proposal of a different amount, my inner 'entrepreneur' momentarily took over and made a scene.

Even Yulia, who had reached out her hand first, seemed unable to predict my sudden actions, as she tried to maintain a seductive smile while her eyes rolled slightly in confusion.

But perhaps the upper class is the upper class after all.

As I blinked once, a look of pure rationality returned to her expression.

Yulia swiftly withdrew her hand from between mine and handed me a note.

"Take this."

She took out a note from her bosom and handed it to me.

I received the note. It was quite awkward as I was still kneeling, but it couldn't be helped.

With that, the matter seemed to be concluded, as Yulia relaxed her facial muscles and drew a gentle smile.

"See you next time."

With those words, Yulia pushed her wheelchair towards the front of the classroom.

It was just as her name was being called.

I remained kneeling.

I couldn't stay frozen in this position.

With that in mind, I sat down at the desk as naturally as possible.

The view from the back of the classroom was unnecessarily wide. Therefore, unintentionally, I could clearly see students whispering to each other with their hands covering their mouths, or students giving me disapproving looks.

Ignoring them all, I recalled what Louise had said out of the blue.

―Spring is slowly coming to an end. Have you heard any news in that direction?

News.

Could this be considered news?

I became curious about the contents of the note.

If what is written here is a love letter filled with various endearing words, it might meet the conditions of the news Louise mentioned.

Ding dong!

Today, the bell rang particularly loudly.

I left the classroom and opened the note in a secluded place.

"......?"

[ This Saturday ]

[ Getreide St. 9, 5020 Fraussen ]

[ ᕕ( ՞ ᗜ ՞ )ᕗ ]

Come to the address mentioned above this Saturday. A person running excitedly...

I folded the note awkwardly and tied my hair in a strange way.

I wasn't sure, but it definitely didn't seem like a love letter.

#June 8th. Rain.

It was Saturday.

Shooosh—

I was entering Getreide Street as written in the note.

There were a few minor issues that arose before reaching this point.

The first problem was stepping outside the door.

Rarely going out on weekends since starting school, and on a day when heavy rain was pouring down, I received some suspicious looks for going out.

After using the excuse 'meeting a friend' that I often used when going to the nocturne club to convince Susan, who was worried about catching a cold, I was finally able to go out.

"Eugene is finally meeting his university friends...!"

Susan bid me farewell with a look of excitement, although it was somewhat awkward.

It took me a while to find Getreide Street. I'll admit that. I was lost.

Anyway, now that I've arrived, isn't it good that good things come to those who wait?

I wandered around Gate Ride's 9th Street until I found the address written on the note.

And that's it. I arrived.

"Where is 5020?"

The area was filled with houses.

On the left, a wall that seemed to stretch endlessly blocked off a building site that looked like a government office, while on the right, a residential area stretched out.

Who would bother checking all of that?

Without hesitation, I changed my approach.

With an umbrella and a hat on, I approached a passerby without hesitation.

"Excuse me."

"Hmm? What business do you have, young man?"

"Could you tell me where the building at 5020 on 9th Street is?"

As I asked, a look of confusion appeared on the older man's face.

"Why would you ask about that?"

"It's my first time coming to Gate Ride."

"Oh, then you might not know. It's the building on the left."

"On the left?"

I turned my head to look to the left.

There stood a large building and a sturdy wall surrounding the site.

I tapped on the wall and asked, "Is there nothing beyond this wall?"

"That's right. That wall is 5020. The Muller family mansion. The main entrance is behind it. You must have passed by it."

I managed to stop my mouth from dropping open.

I thought it was some kind of government office or park.

"It's a mansion."

I had seen similar mansions before, so I was less surprised, but the fact that this huge building was just a house was still a shocking realization.

After thanking the man who showed me the way, I walked along the wall until I reached the main entrance of the mansion.

The window shutters were tightly closed.

There was no sign of anyone around.

"Phew."

The rain was starting to come down harder.

Standing in the rain with no end in sight was not a pleasant experience.

Not wanting to stand in front of the main entrance with no doorbell, I wandered around, looking around here and there.

I was idly shaking some window shutters when suddenly a man who looked like a gatekeeper appeared.

"Please stay still."

"!"

From where I thought there was no one, the gatekeeper suddenly appeared.

"Are you Eugene Oslo?"

"...Yes."

"Madam is coming. Please wait a little longer."

As he said, a group of people with umbrellas in the rain could be seen coming towards the main entrance.

Creak—

The shutters opened.

At the front of the group, a young woman, Madam Ha, spoke.

"Eugene Oslo. The lady is waiting for you."

*

To reach the interior of the mansion from the main entrance, you had to pass through four doors.

"This is the lady's room."

And now, I stood in front of the fifth and final door.

Knock, knock, knock.

Madam Ha knocked cautiously, and a soft voice from inside responded.

- Who is it?

"Madam, a guest has arrived."

- Oh, please come in.

At the same time, Madam Ha looked at me.

With a dignified demeanor, she exchanged glances with me briefly before opening the large door.

"Please come in."

I followed her instructions.

I stepped into the slightly brighter interior from the hallway.

The first thing I noticed was the scent. The room was filled with the fragrance of roses, tickling my nose. It was then that I realized that this room was much larger than the living room of the Oslo family.

And.

"Hello?"

Julia, sitting at a spacious desk, greeted me warmly with a smile.

She was dressed no differently from her university days.

There was no wheelchair in sight. It seemed she either walked around with a cane or didn't move at all.

Click. The door closed.

As if relieved, Julia relaxed and parted her lips with a smile.

"Of all the things, I didn't expect it to rain. How was your journey here?"

"...I was expecting it to be as lively as the picture painted in the letter. But the atmosphere is more solemn than I anticipated."

"Hehe. You can speak comfortably. I'm a year younger, after all."

Come to think of it, Yulia was an early admission student.

I didn't bother to refuse.

I sat politely on the sofa in the corner of the room and spoke.

Perhaps light small talk is a good way to start a conversation.

"Do you usually dress like this at home?"

"Oh my. Are you really interested in that information already? It's a bit awkward to talk about it now, but later on, it's fine."

Small talk canceled.

Judging by her expression, she seemed full of teasing intentions.

So, I immediately got to the point.

"Please explain. I welcome being employed, but I wouldn't feel good about being used."

"Hmm...."

Was she choosing her words carefully? Yulia pondered for a moment and answered simply.

"It's a contract."

"A contract?"

"Yes. A legitimate contract. You know I'm quite popular, right?"

Although she didn't say it herself, it was true.

"Unfortunately, I don't really enjoy that kind of popularity."

"So, you want to use me as a shield."

"Oh, you guessed it?"

Yulia chuckled.

"Eugene Oslo. Current residence is in Prussia, but not originally from there. Joint top scorer in the entrance exam. Tall stature and well-built physique. No connections to the upper class. In short, an outsider."

Revealing my unknown background one by one, Yulia continued speaking with a nod.

"If you walk with someone like you, who seems to have dropped from the sky, you can shake off most of the troublemakers."

"...I'm not sure those people will easily give up on you."

"That's why it's a contract. I have to make them give up."

Yulia's smile disappeared.

Only then could I see her true face.

"Eugene. You will be my assistant and de facto lover until the end of the summer term. Weekly pay of 200 pounds with an advance of 1000 pounds. I will write up the contract, so you don't have to worry about any outstanding payments."

"How about it?" Yulia smiled faintly.

Although her eyes didn't smile at all, that was probably her way of smiling.

Had the documentation already been completed?

Yulia handed me the contract, and I got up from the sofa, walking towards the window.

Yulia, sitting at the desk with a relaxed posture, lazily smiling.

"Being an assistant is just a fancy way of saying push the wheelchair. Oh, the term 'de facto lover' may not be clear, but there's a separate clause in the contract, so read it."

Ignoring Yulia's questioning gaze, I spoke in a firm tone in front of her.

"Yulia. You look much better when you smile like that."

"...!"

Her pumpkin-colored eyes widened.

"Is this what you want?"

Upon hearing my continued words, Yulia soon chuckled.

Her delicately arched eyebrows and rosy lips.

It wasn't fake.

"That's right."

*

Thud. The door closed again.

I took a copy of the contract and left the room.

I was worried about getting lost inside the mansion without a guide, but fortunately, that concern was unfounded.

Hanyang stood near the door with an unchanged posture.

"I will guide you."

"Oh, okay."

I walked through the mansion.

One strange thing was that Hanyang's steps were leisurely, unlike when he arrived.

It seemed deliberate, as if he was deliberately walking slowly.

And sure enough.

"Eugene Oslo. I have something to tell you about the contract."

Hanyang spoke, as if he already knew the situation.

"The young lady is frail."

"I am aware."

"She has difficulty walking, to the extent that you know."

That was correct.

In a gentle voice, the words of the headmaster surprised me.

"It's not just a mild lower body paralysis symptom. You also suffer from severe anemia and other minor ailments. Sometimes you faint when you overexert yourself, so please remember the location of the infirmary and we will provide you with some emergency medicine. And..."

I remembered the events of a few days before the exam.

Lying on the ground, motionless.

Maybe I didn't just trip, but momentarily passed out.

Up to this point, the content was already shocking, but the headmaster continued to speak.

"We also have one request."

"A request?"

"Top scorer in the entrance exam. Rumor has it that you have exceptional magical abilities, capable of manipulating the entire body at high speed."

A chill ran down my spine.

How much information have they gathered about me?

In the next moment, the headmaster stopped walking and spoke to me.

"You seem to have lost interest in magic. Your theoretical skills are excellent enough for early admission, but your spellcasting is often clumsy, even failing with basic Type 1 spells."

"..."

"Please regain your interest in magic before the end of the contract. I promise an additional fee of two thousand pounds."

"Whose request is this?"

After a moment of hesitation, the headmaster quietly replied, "It's from the benefactor."

It wasn't a matter of deciding whether to accept or not. It was a form of payment for achieving the goal.

However, I sighed deeply.

Contrary to Louis's expectations, there was no romance, only a business relationship.

As I walked down the alley, trying to guess the reason, I realized one thing.

Despite the heavy rain, I didn't feel the cold. It meant that the weather had gotten warmer.

It was too late in the season to exchange ordinary affections along the flow of the seasons.

It was the end of spring.

        
            The Prussian Federal Magic University is an educational institution that receives the admiration of many, while at the same time, it is a place with meticulously landscaped gardens that rival any park.

Externally, that is.

Even if dressed up in a beautiful facade, in reality, it's just a school.

Originally, a school is a student's worst enemy.

As soon as the semester ended, the students left the school as if they had defeated an enemy, so the campus was extremely quiet on the day after the end of the semester.

"――♬"

And there was someone who broke that silence.

"The weather is nice, isn't it?"

Yulia Muller.

She started humming a soft tune again without even waiting for my response.

Of course, I was the one pushing the wheelchair.

Due to an unexpected overnight stay in the infirmary. Yulia, who had found an old wheelchair in a corner of the infirmary, dragged me out forcefully, suggesting a morning walk since there seemed to be no one around.

I declined as I needed rest, but Yulia insisted and dragged me outside.

The deadline for the contract had passed, so one could say it was like overtime work, but oh well.

Still.

"Yeah, it is."

The early morning air at the Magic University was quite refreshing.

I slightly raised the corner of my mouth and slowed down the wheelchair.

Even though it was summer, the morning air was slightly cool. We walked through the campus slowly, without much conversation, under an unspoken agreement.

Still, there was some fun in throwing a few words here and there.

When we arrived at the Knowledge Gate.

"No matter how many times I see this, it's overwhelming."

"I always passed by in a carriage. This is the first time I've seen it up close."

When crossing the bridge over the stream within the campus.

"It's refreshing. I like bridges, how about you, Eugene?"

"......"

"Eugene?"

When standing in front of the statue of the father of magic, Jean-Pierre Ochulime.

"It's big."

"It is. But what's that broken trace on the side?"

"Well, it seems like the statue was about to be erected."

"The name of the former dean is written on the pedestal."

"I wonder."

"Yeah, you're right."

In this way, we wandered around the campus for about fifteen minutes, exchanging a few meaningless words.

In fact, my mind was filled with one thought.

How should I approach the contract issue.

Initially, our relationship started out strictly calculated. It should have ended just as businesslike as calculating items in a store.

But somehow, it got entangled with Yulia's somewhat deep circumstances.

"♬♪―― Oh, a squirrel. Look, Eugene."

Now she was singing right in front of me.

It was strangely difficult to speak.

Still, I thought I had mastered the art of dealing with people after becoming more mature and interacting with various people, but it was my mistake.

Come to think of it, that was true.

Dealing with women was a different story. We had met a bunch of new family members. Except for the young Elly Sally twins, there weren't many.

Excluding family, the only female friend was the tough Headmistress Lily Loveless.

Yulia was the first and only female friend at the Magic University.

"......"

She lightly scratched my cheek.

Well, there's still more than half of the walk left.

It was when we reached the path leading to the research building.

Yulia finally spoke up.

"By the way, Eugene. I have one thing I want to ask."

"Yes?"

"Yesterday, you know. You helped me move to the infirmary, Eugene."

"But."

"Why did you help me?"

A very serious tone.

So, I also took a moment to think about my answer instead of giving a hasty response.

Why did I help?

The answer came quickly. 'I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, I felt like I wouldn't come up with an answer beyond this. Adding detailed reasons would be like lying.

So I thought about it the other way around.

What help have I received in my life?

What were their intentions?

The first thing that came to mind was the shilling coin thrown by the officer's wife who lived under the bridge when I was a child. What could be the reason for that?

Next, I thought of Benjamin's outstretched hand. He suggested that I become his disciple, despite being just a beggar. The reason for that, well, what could it be?

Next. Next. Next.

As I revisited the help I received one by one, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

I see.

I, too, was now someone who could offer help.

A small sense of joy washed over me. I tightened my grip on the wheelchair handle and pushed forward slightly, feeling cheerful.

At the same time, I answered honestly.

"Is the reason so important?"

"Huh, what do you mean?"

"If someone is collapsing in front of you, it's no longer right to just stand by. If you ask why it happened, I don't really know."

"Is that so?"

The mountain breeze rustled through Yuriya's night-colored hair as she held the wheelchair handle.

Yuriya was looking ahead, but for some reason, I could sense that she was smiling.

In the more relaxed atmosphere, I brought up the words I had been holding back.

"The contract ends here. The summer semester is over, and you've regained interest in magic. Moreover, you can walk now, so you don't need a caregiver anymore."

"Um, Eugene. What does it look like Eugene is pushing right now?"

"A wheelchair."

"Exactly?"

Yuriya finally looked in my direction.

Her crimson lips were slightly curved downwards. It was a gesture of embarrassment.

"Since you still can't use your innate magic properly, you may have to rely on the wheelchair until you develop your magical skills and stamina."

"...So?"

"Yeah. I think we might need to extend the contract."

Yuriya let go of her embarrassed expression and smiled mischievously.

"How about it?"

"You don't need to pay, so there's no need for a contract. I can always help with pushing the wheelchair. Because we're friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah?"

Suddenly, Yuriya's eyes widened.

Then she quickly returned her expression to normal.

"No, it's nothing. Don't underestimate the power of Muller's family. I'm the only direct descendant of the family, you know. And."

"And...?"

"Anyway, let's extend the contract. It's a full-time position. It's not just because of some trivial reason like using you. I told you last time, right? I like Eugene pushing the wheelchair."

The conversation was getting longer.

Watching her use unnecessary gestures, I couldn't help but laugh.

"Heh."

"Why are you laughing?"

"Well. Okay, got it. Let's extend the contract."

"...I'll send the contract by mail until next weekend, so sign it and send it back with a stamp."

"Thorough, aren't you?"

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed the wheelchair even more cheerfully.

The wind was cool, and the sun was warm.

This should be a decent end to the semester.

"What classes are you planning to take in the winter semester? It would be nice to coordinate our schedules, so let's share our timetables later."

The research building is right in front of us.

I was about to choose the right words to answer when...

"Oh."

"...!"

I had to stop walking abruptly.

Someone blocked the wheelchair.

No, 'something' seemed to fit better than the same pronoun. It was a wall. A wall taller than me.

At the top of the wall was a person's head. It was only then that I recognized it as a person.

Although I didn't know him, Yuriya seemed to have recognized the man.

"...Father."

"Yuriya. I heard the news. Is your body okay?"

"Yes. Thanks to the person behind, who took action early."

"I see."

As I stood stiffly, the man's gaze fell on me.

"Thank you, student."

"Oh, yes."

Even as I reflexively replied, my heart was calling out one name.

Klaus Muller!

Does he know? Does he know that the reason I firmly resolved to head to the Federation was because of the letter he sent to Benjamin?

My heart suddenly raced.

How should I continue the conversation?

During the final exams, my brain was spinning furiously, more than ever before. I saw Professor Muller immediately lose interest in me.

He was only looking at Yulia.

The gaze towards my daughter was so cold, so disdainful.

He spoke again.

"If you're healthy, that's good. Well then."

With that, he turned around and began to return to the research building.

It was a decisive firmness that felt almost cruel.

Judging by the words he said, it was clear that he had heard the news that Yulia had collapsed.

Is that the end of it?

Yulia murmured softly.

"...It's been a few weeks since I've seen your face."

She immediately recited the activation phrase. [Walking Assistance].

Without a chance to stop her, Yulia rose from the wheelchair and approached Professor Muller with unsteady steps, knocking on his back as if to tap it.

"Excuse me, Father."

"...Yulia?"

"Ta-da."

Yulia spread her arms wide.

The height difference between them was still immense, so Professor Muller still seemed to be looking down at her, but she was definitely better than when she was sitting in the wheelchair.

"I can walk now."

To that, Klaus Muller...

Thump—

He placed a hand on Yulia's shoulder and uttered a word.

"Well done."

Then Professor Muller turned around again as if to go his own way.

Without a chance to protest, Yulia had no choice.

I couldn't just leave it like that.

I took brisk steps to support Yulia's back and stood by her side.

It had an effect.

"What do you need?"

He glanced at me.

I didn't blurt out a long explanation.

Instead, I simply repeated the words I had heard from Benjamin a few years ago.

"...Family is nothing special. Just express love. Not like handling glass crafts."

Only then did Professor Muller's eyes widen.

He replied.

"You're saying the same thing as my friend. What's your name?"

"Eugene Oslo."

"...I see. Another damn genius."

Professor Muller took off his monocular glasses and put them in the front pocket of his suit.

Then he looked at me again, with an even sharper gaze.

"Benjamin Oslo was a genius, but he was disqualified as a magician."

"…!"

"He couldn't sit still for more than three hours. Instead of calculating formulas, he scribbled on the blackboard, and instead of writing papers, he spoke. He was a scholar who threw a bunch of ideas to establish the foundation of extreme magic, but he never wrote a single paper other than his dissertation. Are you also an underachieving genius like him?"

He asked.

I had a hunch. This question would determine my direction.

Werner would become the most dangerous experimental magician leading the most dangerous experiments.

Louise would engrave my name 'Erlich' in the history of magic.

And I.

"...No."

"Then."

"As a theoretical magician, I will complete the incomplete Benjamin and your theory of extreme magic. And."

The nature of light veiled in mystery. The contradiction I heard at the symposium. The theory that integrates classical magic and extreme magic.

I will solve all of them.

"I will surpass you. I will make it known to future generations that the 'Oslo' I inherited from my father turned the tide of magic, and I will surpass everyone."

The completion of Benjamin's theory.

Establishment of the eternal and immortal theory.

This is the direction I will walk in.

"...Is that so."

Klaus Muller turned back without hesitation and headed towards the research building.

"Come to my lab after graduation," he left behind those words.

I let out a hollow laugh. There was no reason to hold onto any hope.

The direction was set.

Now, it was time to take the first clumsy steps forward.

*

The first day of the winter semester quickly approached.

Many things had changed.

First and foremost, Klaus Muller had made a move.

The friction of an object in motion is less than the maximum static friction of an object at rest. It may be difficult at first, but once you start moving, it's easy to keep going.

When Professor Muller gave the order, many factions within the university disappeared in an instant.

The Black Shield faction was completely dissolved within the school.

They were already scattered here and there. With Professor Muller's influence, the faction crumbled helplessly, and their covert operations to 'erase names' were exposed and thwarted.

As a result, the silvery arrow that had achieved its purpose dissolved voluntarily.

This brought about a small but significant change, as the gaze directed towards me did a complete 180-degree turn.

Where there used to be looks of caution and suspicion, now there seemed to be a hint of admiration for some reason.

Rumors spread about the mock duel that had taken place, but it was all a mystery to me.

I decided to attribute it to the dissolution of the Black Shield faction, which had been a focal point of discrimination.

Werner and I worked diligently, studying and taking extra credits as if our lives depended on it.

It was all in preparation for an early graduation. Four years until the start of serious research was too long.

Julia, for her part, picked up her pen to flatten her father's nose, as she put it.

Even after becoming accustomed to walking with the aid of magic, she still occasionally dragged her wheelchair along, which was also a mystery to me.

Ah, the contract with Julia was successfully renewed.

As a result, my desk was piled high with money to the point of being intimidating. I didn't dare spend it recklessly, so I deposited half and invested the other half with Lena.

Interesting news also reached my ears.

A foundation had been established to award a prize annually to someone who had made a significant contribution to humanity, thanks to the will and hidden fortune of the deceased magician Henry Yorick Russell.

There were also rumors that Klaus Muller and Louise Ehrlich were being mentioned as candidates for the first Russell Magic Award.

Despite hearing such news, I turned the pages of my book.

And.

#December 31st. Snow.

Once again, snow was falling.

        
            The Prussian Federal Magic University is an educational institution that receives the admiration of many, while at the same time, it is a place with meticulously landscaped gardens that rival any park.

Externally, that is.

Even if dressed up in a beautiful facade, in reality, it's just a school.

Originally, a school is a student's worst enemy.

As soon as the semester ended, the students left the school as if they had defeated an enemy, so the campus was extremely quiet on the day after the end of the semester.

"――♬"

And there was someone who broke that silence.

"The weather is nice, isn't it?"

Yulia Muller.

She started humming a soft tune again without even waiting for my response.

Of course, I was the one pushing the wheelchair.

Due to an unexpected overnight stay in the infirmary. Yulia, who had found an old wheelchair in a corner of the infirmary, dragged me out forcefully, suggesting a morning walk since there seemed to be no one around.

I declined as I needed rest, but Yulia insisted and dragged me outside.

The deadline for the contract had passed, so one could say it was like overtime work, but oh well.

Still.

"Yeah, it is."

The early morning air at the Magic University was quite refreshing.

I slightly raised the corner of my mouth and slowed down the wheelchair.

Even though it was summer, the morning air was slightly cool. We walked through the campus slowly, without much conversation, under an unspoken agreement.

Still, there was some fun in throwing a few words here and there.

When we arrived at the Knowledge Gate.

"No matter how many times I see this, it's overwhelming."

"I always passed by in a carriage. This is the first time I've seen it up close."

When crossing the bridge over the stream within the campus.

"It's refreshing. I like bridges, how about you, Eugene?"

"......"

"Eugene?"

When standing in front of the statue of the father of magic, Jean-Pierre Ochulime.

"It's big."

"It is. But what's that broken trace on the side?"

"Well, it seems like the statue was about to be erected."

"The name of the former dean is written on the pedestal."

"I wonder."

"Yeah, you're right."

In this way, we wandered around the campus for about fifteen minutes, exchanging a few meaningless words.

In fact, my mind was filled with one thought.

How should I approach the contract issue.

Initially, our relationship started out strictly calculated. It should have ended just as businesslike as calculating items in a store.

But somehow, it got entangled with Yulia's somewhat deep circumstances.

"♬♪―― Oh, a squirrel. Look, Eugene."

Now she was singing right in front of me.

It was strangely difficult to speak.

Still, I thought I had mastered the art of dealing with people after becoming more mature and interacting with various people, but it was my mistake.

Come to think of it, that was true.

Dealing with women was a different story. We had met a bunch of new family members. Except for the young Elly Sally twins, there weren't many.

Excluding family, the only female friend was the tough Headmistress Lily Loveless.

Yulia was the first and only female friend at the Magic University.

"......"

She lightly scratched my cheek.

Well, there's still more than half of the walk left.

It was when we reached the path leading to the research building.

Yulia finally spoke up.

"By the way, Eugene. I have one thing I want to ask."

"Yes?"

"Yesterday, you know. You helped me move to the infirmary, Eugene."

"But."

"Why did you help me?"

A very serious tone.

So, I also took a moment to think about my answer instead of giving a hasty response.

Why did I help?

The answer came quickly. 'I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, I felt like I wouldn't come up with an answer beyond this. Adding detailed reasons would be like lying.

So I thought about it the other way around.

What help have I received in my life?

What were their intentions?

The first thing that came to mind was the shilling coin thrown by the officer's wife who lived under the bridge when I was a child. What could be the reason for that?

Next, I thought of Benjamin's outstretched hand. He suggested that I become his disciple, despite being just a beggar. The reason for that, well, what could it be?

Next. Next. Next.

As I revisited the help I received one by one, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

I see.

I, too, was now someone who could offer help.

A small sense of joy washed over me. I tightened my grip on the wheelchair handle and pushed forward slightly, feeling cheerful.

At the same time, I answered honestly.

"Is the reason so important?"

"Huh, what do you mean?"

"If someone is collapsing in front of you, it's no longer right to just stand by. If you ask why it happened, I don't really know."

"Is that so?"

The mountain breeze rustled through Yuriya's night-colored hair as she held the wheelchair handle.

Yuriya was looking ahead, but for some reason, I could sense that she was smiling.

In the more relaxed atmosphere, I brought up the words I had been holding back.

"The contract ends here. The summer semester is over, and you've regained interest in magic. Moreover, you can walk now, so you don't need a caregiver anymore."

"Um, Eugene. What does it look like Eugene is pushing right now?"

"A wheelchair."

"Exactly?"

Yuriya finally looked in my direction.

Her crimson lips were slightly curved downwards. It was a gesture of embarrassment.

"Since you still can't use your innate magic properly, you may have to rely on the wheelchair until you develop your magical skills and stamina."

"...So?"

"Yeah. I think we might need to extend the contract."

Yuriya let go of her embarrassed expression and smiled mischievously.

"How about it?"

"You don't need to pay, so there's no need for a contract. I can always help with pushing the wheelchair. Because we're friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah?"

Suddenly, Yuriya's eyes widened.

Then she quickly returned her expression to normal.

"No, it's nothing. Don't underestimate the power of Muller's family. I'm the only direct descendant of the family, you know. And."

"And...?"

"Anyway, let's extend the contract. It's a full-time position. It's not just because of some trivial reason like using you. I told you last time, right? I like Eugene pushing the wheelchair."

The conversation was getting longer.

Watching her use unnecessary gestures, I couldn't help but laugh.

"Heh."

"Why are you laughing?"

"Well. Okay, got it. Let's extend the contract."

"...I'll send the contract by mail until next weekend, so sign it and send it back with a stamp."

"Thorough, aren't you?"

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed the wheelchair even more cheerfully.

The wind was cool, and the sun was warm.

This should be a decent end to the semester.

"What classes are you planning to take in the winter semester? It would be nice to coordinate our schedules, so let's share our timetables later."

The research building is right in front of us.

I was about to choose the right words to answer when...

"Oh."

"...!"

I had to stop walking abruptly.

Someone blocked the wheelchair.

No, 'something' seemed to fit better than the same pronoun. It was a wall. A wall taller than me.

At the top of the wall was a person's head. It was only then that I recognized it as a person.

Although I didn't know him, Yuriya seemed to have recognized the man.

"...Father."

"Yuriya. I heard the news. Is your body okay?"

"Yes. Thanks to the person behind, who took action early."

"I see."

As I stood stiffly, the man's gaze fell on me.

"Thank you, student."

"Oh, yes."

Even as I reflexively replied, my heart was calling out one name.

Klaus Muller!

Does he know? Does he know that the reason I firmly resolved to head to the Federation was because of the letter he sent to Benjamin?

My heart suddenly raced.

How should I continue the conversation?

During the final exams, my brain was spinning furiously, more than ever before. I saw Professor Muller immediately lose interest in me.

He was only looking at Yulia.

The gaze towards my daughter was so cold, so disdainful.

He spoke again.

"If you're healthy, that's good. Well then."

With that, he turned around and began to return to the research building.

It was a decisive firmness that felt almost cruel.

Judging by the words he said, it was clear that he had heard the news that Yulia had collapsed.

Is that the end of it?

Yulia murmured softly.

"...It's been a few weeks since I've seen your face."

She immediately recited the activation phrase. [Walking Assistance].

Without a chance to stop her, Yulia rose from the wheelchair and approached Professor Muller with unsteady steps, knocking on his back as if to tap it.

"Excuse me, Father."

"...Yulia?"

"Ta-da."

Yulia spread her arms wide.

The height difference between them was still immense, so Professor Muller still seemed to be looking down at her, but she was definitely better than when she was sitting in the wheelchair.

"I can walk now."

To that, Klaus Muller...

Thump—

He placed a hand on Yulia's shoulder and uttered a word.

"Well done."

Then Professor Muller turned around again as if to go his own way.

Without a chance to protest, Yulia had no choice.

I couldn't just leave it like that.

I took brisk steps to support Yulia's back and stood by her side.

It had an effect.

"What do you need?"

He glanced at me.

I didn't blurt out a long explanation.

Instead, I simply repeated the words I had heard from Benjamin a few years ago.

"...Family is nothing special. Just express love. Not like handling glass crafts."

Only then did Professor Muller's eyes widen.

He replied.

"You're saying the same thing as my friend. What's your name?"

"Eugene Oslo."

"...I see. Another damn genius."

Professor Muller took off his monocular glasses and put them in the front pocket of his suit.

Then he looked at me again, with an even sharper gaze.

"Benjamin Oslo was a genius, but he was disqualified as a magician."

"…!"

"He couldn't sit still for more than three hours. Instead of calculating formulas, he scribbled on the blackboard, and instead of writing papers, he spoke. He was a scholar who threw a bunch of ideas to establish the foundation of extreme magic, but he never wrote a single paper other than his dissertation. Are you also an underachieving genius like him?"

He asked.

I had a hunch. This question would determine my direction.

Werner would become the most dangerous experimental magician leading the most dangerous experiments.

Louise would engrave my name 'Erlich' in the history of magic.

And I.

"...No."

"Then."

"As a theoretical magician, I will complete the incomplete Benjamin and your theory of extreme magic. And."

The nature of light veiled in mystery. The contradiction I heard at the symposium. The theory that integrates classical magic and extreme magic.

I will solve all of them.

"I will surpass you. I will make it known to future generations that the 'Oslo' I inherited from my father turned the tide of magic, and I will surpass everyone."

The completion of Benjamin's theory.

Establishment of the eternal and immortal theory.

This is the direction I will walk in.

"...Is that so."

Klaus Muller turned back without hesitation and headed towards the research building.

"Come to my lab after graduation," he left behind those words.

I let out a hollow laugh. There was no reason to hold onto any hope.

The direction was set.

Now, it was time to take the first clumsy steps forward.

*

The first day of the winter semester quickly approached.

Many things had changed.

First and foremost, Klaus Muller had made a move.

The friction of an object in motion is less than the maximum static friction of an object at rest. It may be difficult at first, but once you start moving, it's easy to keep going.

When Professor Muller gave the order, many factions within the university disappeared in an instant.

The Black Shield faction was completely dissolved within the school.

They were already scattered here and there. With Professor Muller's influence, the faction crumbled helplessly, and their covert operations to 'erase names' were exposed and thwarted.

As a result, the silvery arrow that had achieved its purpose dissolved voluntarily.

This brought about a small but significant change, as the gaze directed towards me did a complete 180-degree turn.

Where there used to be looks of caution and suspicion, now there seemed to be a hint of admiration for some reason.

Rumors spread about the mock duel that had taken place, but it was all a mystery to me.

I decided to attribute it to the dissolution of the Black Shield faction, which had been a focal point of discrimination.

Werner and I worked diligently, studying and taking extra credits as if our lives depended on it.

It was all in preparation for an early graduation. Four years until the start of serious research was too long.

Julia, for her part, picked up her pen to flatten her father's nose, as she put it.

Even after becoming accustomed to walking with the aid of magic, she still occasionally dragged her wheelchair along, which was also a mystery to me.

Ah, the contract with Julia was successfully renewed.

As a result, my desk was piled high with money to the point of being intimidating. I didn't dare spend it recklessly, so I deposited half and invested the other half with Lena.

Interesting news also reached my ears.

A foundation had been established to award a prize annually to someone who had made a significant contribution to humanity, thanks to the will and hidden fortune of the deceased magician Henry Yorick Russell.

There were also rumors that Klaus Muller and Louise Ehrlich were being mentioned as candidates for the first Russell Magic Award.

Despite hearing such news, I turned the pages of my book.

And.

#December 31st. Snow.

Once again, snow was falling.

        
            The Prussian Federal Magic University is an educational institution that receives the admiration of many, while at the same time, it is a place with meticulously landscaped gardens that rival any park.

Externally, that is.

Even if dressed up in a beautiful facade, in reality, it's just a school.

Originally, a school is a student's worst enemy.

As soon as the semester ended, the students left the school as if they had defeated an enemy, so the campus was extremely quiet on the day after the end of the semester.

"――♬"

And there was someone who broke that silence.

"The weather is nice, isn't it?"

Yulia Muller.

She started humming a soft tune again without even waiting for my response.

Of course, I was the one pushing the wheelchair.

Due to an unexpected overnight stay in the infirmary. Yulia, who had found an old wheelchair in a corner of the infirmary, dragged me out forcefully, suggesting a morning walk since there seemed to be no one around.

I declined as I needed rest, but Yulia insisted and dragged me outside.

The deadline for the contract had passed, so one could say it was like overtime work, but oh well.

Still.

"Yeah, it is."

The early morning air at the Magic University was quite refreshing.

I slightly raised the corner of my mouth and slowed down the wheelchair.

Even though it was summer, the morning air was slightly cool. We walked through the campus slowly, without much conversation, under an unspoken agreement.

Still, there was some fun in throwing a few words here and there.

When we arrived at the Knowledge Gate.

"No matter how many times I see this, it's overwhelming."

"I always passed by in a carriage. This is the first time I've seen it up close."

When crossing the bridge over the stream within the campus.

"It's refreshing. I like bridges, how about you, Eugene?"

"......"

"Eugene?"

When standing in front of the statue of the father of magic, Jean-Pierre Ochulime.

"It's big."

"It is. But what's that broken trace on the side?"

"Well, it seems like the statue was about to be erected."

"The name of the former dean is written on the pedestal."

"I wonder."

"Yeah, you're right."

In this way, we wandered around the campus for about fifteen minutes, exchanging a few meaningless words.

In fact, my mind was filled with one thought.

How should I approach the contract issue.

Initially, our relationship started out strictly calculated. It should have ended just as businesslike as calculating items in a store.

But somehow, it got entangled with Yulia's somewhat deep circumstances.

"♬♪―― Oh, a squirrel. Look, Eugene."

Now she was singing right in front of me.

It was strangely difficult to speak.

Still, I thought I had mastered the art of dealing with people after becoming more mature and interacting with various people, but it was my mistake.

Come to think of it, that was true.

Dealing with women was a different story. We had met a bunch of new family members. Except for the young Elly Sally twins, there weren't many.

Excluding family, the only female friend was the tough Headmistress Lily Loveless.

Yulia was the first and only female friend at the Magic University.

"......"

She lightly scratched my cheek.

Well, there's still more than half of the walk left.

It was when we reached the path leading to the research building.

Yulia finally spoke up.

"By the way, Eugene. I have one thing I want to ask."

"Yes?"

"Yesterday, you know. You helped me move to the infirmary, Eugene."

"But."

"Why did you help me?"

A very serious tone.

So, I also took a moment to think about my answer instead of giving a hasty response.

Why did I help?

The answer came quickly. 'I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, I felt like I wouldn't come up with an answer beyond this. Adding detailed reasons would be like lying.

So I thought about it the other way around.

What help have I received in my life?

What were their intentions?

The first thing that came to mind was the shilling coin thrown by the officer's wife who lived under the bridge when I was a child. What could be the reason for that?

Next, I thought of Benjamin's outstretched hand. He suggested that I become his disciple, despite being just a beggar. The reason for that, well, what could it be?

Next. Next. Next.

As I revisited the help I received one by one, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

I see.

I, too, was now someone who could offer help.

A small sense of joy washed over me. I tightened my grip on the wheelchair handle and pushed forward slightly, feeling cheerful.

At the same time, I answered honestly.

"Is the reason so important?"

"Huh, what do you mean?"

"If someone is collapsing in front of you, it's no longer right to just stand by. If you ask why it happened, I don't really know."

"Is that so?"

The mountain breeze rustled through Yuriya's night-colored hair as she held the wheelchair handle.

Yuriya was looking ahead, but for some reason, I could sense that she was smiling.

In the more relaxed atmosphere, I brought up the words I had been holding back.

"The contract ends here. The summer semester is over, and you've regained interest in magic. Moreover, you can walk now, so you don't need a caregiver anymore."

"Um, Eugene. What does it look like Eugene is pushing right now?"

"A wheelchair."

"Exactly?"

Yuriya finally looked in my direction.

Her crimson lips were slightly curved downwards. It was a gesture of embarrassment.

"Since you still can't use your innate magic properly, you may have to rely on the wheelchair until you develop your magical skills and stamina."

"...So?"

"Yeah. I think we might need to extend the contract."

Yuriya let go of her embarrassed expression and smiled mischievously.

"How about it?"

"You don't need to pay, so there's no need for a contract. I can always help with pushing the wheelchair. Because we're friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah?"

Suddenly, Yuriya's eyes widened.

Then she quickly returned her expression to normal.

"No, it's nothing. Don't underestimate the power of Muller's family. I'm the only direct descendant of the family, you know. And."

"And...?"

"Anyway, let's extend the contract. It's a full-time position. It's not just because of some trivial reason like using you. I told you last time, right? I like Eugene pushing the wheelchair."

The conversation was getting longer.

Watching her use unnecessary gestures, I couldn't help but laugh.

"Heh."

"Why are you laughing?"

"Well. Okay, got it. Let's extend the contract."

"...I'll send the contract by mail until next weekend, so sign it and send it back with a stamp."

"Thorough, aren't you?"

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed the wheelchair even more cheerfully.

The wind was cool, and the sun was warm.

This should be a decent end to the semester.

"What classes are you planning to take in the winter semester? It would be nice to coordinate our schedules, so let's share our timetables later."

The research building is right in front of us.

I was about to choose the right words to answer when...

"Oh."

"...!"

I had to stop walking abruptly.

Someone blocked the wheelchair.

No, 'something' seemed to fit better than the same pronoun. It was a wall. A wall taller than me.

At the top of the wall was a person's head. It was only then that I recognized it as a person.

Although I didn't know him, Yuriya seemed to have recognized the man.

"...Father."

"Yuriya. I heard the news. Is your body okay?"

"Yes. Thanks to the person behind, who took action early."

"I see."

As I stood stiffly, the man's gaze fell on me.

"Thank you, student."

"Oh, yes."

Even as I reflexively replied, my heart was calling out one name.

Klaus Muller!

Does he know? Does he know that the reason I firmly resolved to head to the Federation was because of the letter he sent to Benjamin?

My heart suddenly raced.

How should I continue the conversation?

During the final exams, my brain was spinning furiously, more than ever before. I saw Professor Muller immediately lose interest in me.

He was only looking at Yulia.

The gaze towards my daughter was so cold, so disdainful.

He spoke again.

"If you're healthy, that's good. Well then."

With that, he turned around and began to return to the research building.

It was a decisive firmness that felt almost cruel.

Judging by the words he said, it was clear that he had heard the news that Yulia had collapsed.

Is that the end of it?

Yulia murmured softly.

"...It's been a few weeks since I've seen your face."

She immediately recited the activation phrase. [Walking Assistance].

Without a chance to stop her, Yulia rose from the wheelchair and approached Professor Muller with unsteady steps, knocking on his back as if to tap it.

"Excuse me, Father."

"...Yulia?"

"Ta-da."

Yulia spread her arms wide.

The height difference between them was still immense, so Professor Muller still seemed to be looking down at her, but she was definitely better than when she was sitting in the wheelchair.

"I can walk now."

To that, Klaus Muller...

Thump—

He placed a hand on Yulia's shoulder and uttered a word.

"Well done."

Then Professor Muller turned around again as if to go his own way.

Without a chance to protest, Yulia had no choice.

I couldn't just leave it like that.

I took brisk steps to support Yulia's back and stood by her side.

It had an effect.

"What do you need?"

He glanced at me.

I didn't blurt out a long explanation.

Instead, I simply repeated the words I had heard from Benjamin a few years ago.

"...Family is nothing special. Just express love. Not like handling glass crafts."

Only then did Professor Muller's eyes widen.

He replied.

"You're saying the same thing as my friend. What's your name?"

"Eugene Oslo."

"...I see. Another damn genius."

Professor Muller took off his monocular glasses and put them in the front pocket of his suit.

Then he looked at me again, with an even sharper gaze.

"Benjamin Oslo was a genius, but he was disqualified as a magician."

"…!"

"He couldn't sit still for more than three hours. Instead of calculating formulas, he scribbled on the blackboard, and instead of writing papers, he spoke. He was a scholar who threw a bunch of ideas to establish the foundation of extreme magic, but he never wrote a single paper other than his dissertation. Are you also an underachieving genius like him?"

He asked.

I had a hunch. This question would determine my direction.

Werner would become the most dangerous experimental magician leading the most dangerous experiments.

Louise would engrave my name 'Erlich' in the history of magic.

And I.

"...No."

"Then."

"As a theoretical magician, I will complete the incomplete Benjamin and your theory of extreme magic. And."

The nature of light veiled in mystery. The contradiction I heard at the symposium. The theory that integrates classical magic and extreme magic.

I will solve all of them.

"I will surpass you. I will make it known to future generations that the 'Oslo' I inherited from my father turned the tide of magic, and I will surpass everyone."

The completion of Benjamin's theory.

Establishment of the eternal and immortal theory.

This is the direction I will walk in.

"...Is that so."

Klaus Muller turned back without hesitation and headed towards the research building.

"Come to my lab after graduation," he left behind those words.

I let out a hollow laugh. There was no reason to hold onto any hope.

The direction was set.

Now, it was time to take the first clumsy steps forward.

*

The first day of the winter semester quickly approached.

Many things had changed.

First and foremost, Klaus Muller had made a move.

The friction of an object in motion is less than the maximum static friction of an object at rest. It may be difficult at first, but once you start moving, it's easy to keep going.

When Professor Muller gave the order, many factions within the university disappeared in an instant.

The Black Shield faction was completely dissolved within the school.

They were already scattered here and there. With Professor Muller's influence, the faction crumbled helplessly, and their covert operations to 'erase names' were exposed and thwarted.

As a result, the silvery arrow that had achieved its purpose dissolved voluntarily.

This brought about a small but significant change, as the gaze directed towards me did a complete 180-degree turn.

Where there used to be looks of caution and suspicion, now there seemed to be a hint of admiration for some reason.

Rumors spread about the mock duel that had taken place, but it was all a mystery to me.

I decided to attribute it to the dissolution of the Black Shield faction, which had been a focal point of discrimination.

Werner and I worked diligently, studying and taking extra credits as if our lives depended on it.

It was all in preparation for an early graduation. Four years until the start of serious research was too long.

Julia, for her part, picked up her pen to flatten her father's nose, as she put it.

Even after becoming accustomed to walking with the aid of magic, she still occasionally dragged her wheelchair along, which was also a mystery to me.

Ah, the contract with Julia was successfully renewed.

As a result, my desk was piled high with money to the point of being intimidating. I didn't dare spend it recklessly, so I deposited half and invested the other half with Lena.

Interesting news also reached my ears.

A foundation had been established to award a prize annually to someone who had made a significant contribution to humanity, thanks to the will and hidden fortune of the deceased magician Henry Yorick Russell.

There were also rumors that Klaus Muller and Louise Ehrlich were being mentioned as candidates for the first Russell Magic Award.

Despite hearing such news, I turned the pages of my book.

And.

#December 31st. Snow.

Once again, snow was falling.

        
            The Prussian Federal Magic University is an educational institution that receives the admiration of many, while at the same time, it is a place with meticulously landscaped gardens that rival any park.

Externally, that is.

Even if dressed up in a beautiful facade, in reality, it's just a school.

Originally, a school is a student's worst enemy.

As soon as the semester ended, the students left the school as if they had defeated an enemy, so the campus was extremely quiet on the day after the end of the semester.

"――♬"

And there was someone who broke that silence.

"The weather is nice, isn't it?"

Yulia Muller.

She started humming a soft tune again without even waiting for my response.

Of course, I was the one pushing the wheelchair.

Due to an unexpected overnight stay in the infirmary. Yulia, who had found an old wheelchair in a corner of the infirmary, dragged me out forcefully, suggesting a morning walk since there seemed to be no one around.

I declined as I needed rest, but Yulia insisted and dragged me outside.

The deadline for the contract had passed, so one could say it was like overtime work, but oh well.

Still.

"Yeah, it is."

The early morning air at the Magic University was quite refreshing.

I slightly raised the corner of my mouth and slowed down the wheelchair.

Even though it was summer, the morning air was slightly cool. We walked through the campus slowly, without much conversation, under an unspoken agreement.

Still, there was some fun in throwing a few words here and there.

When we arrived at the Knowledge Gate.

"No matter how many times I see this, it's overwhelming."

"I always passed by in a carriage. This is the first time I've seen it up close."

When crossing the bridge over the stream within the campus.

"It's refreshing. I like bridges, how about you, Eugene?"

"......"

"Eugene?"

When standing in front of the statue of the father of magic, Jean-Pierre Ochulime.

"It's big."

"It is. But what's that broken trace on the side?"

"Well, it seems like the statue was about to be erected."

"The name of the former dean is written on the pedestal."

"I wonder."

"Yeah, you're right."

In this way, we wandered around the campus for about fifteen minutes, exchanging a few meaningless words.

In fact, my mind was filled with one thought.

How should I approach the contract issue.

Initially, our relationship started out strictly calculated. It should have ended just as businesslike as calculating items in a store.

But somehow, it got entangled with Yulia's somewhat deep circumstances.

"♬♪―― Oh, a squirrel. Look, Eugene."

Now she was singing right in front of me.

It was strangely difficult to speak.

Still, I thought I had mastered the art of dealing with people after becoming more mature and interacting with various people, but it was my mistake.

Come to think of it, that was true.

Dealing with women was a different story. We had met a bunch of new family members. Except for the young Elly Sally twins, there weren't many.

Excluding family, the only female friend was the tough Headmistress Lily Loveless.

Yulia was the first and only female friend at the Magic University.

"......"

She lightly scratched my cheek.

Well, there's still more than half of the walk left.

It was when we reached the path leading to the research building.

Yulia finally spoke up.

"By the way, Eugene. I have one thing I want to ask."

"Yes?"

"Yesterday, you know. You helped me move to the infirmary, Eugene."

"But."

"Why did you help me?"

A very serious tone.

So, I also took a moment to think about my answer instead of giving a hasty response.

Why did I help?

The answer came quickly. 'I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, I felt like I wouldn't come up with an answer beyond this. Adding detailed reasons would be like lying.

So I thought about it the other way around.

What help have I received in my life?

What were their intentions?

The first thing that came to mind was the shilling coin thrown by the officer's wife who lived under the bridge when I was a child. What could be the reason for that?

Next, I thought of Benjamin's outstretched hand. He suggested that I become his disciple, despite being just a beggar. The reason for that, well, what could it be?

Next. Next. Next.

As I revisited the help I received one by one, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

I see.

I, too, was now someone who could offer help.

A small sense of joy washed over me. I tightened my grip on the wheelchair handle and pushed forward slightly, feeling cheerful.

At the same time, I answered honestly.

"Is the reason so important?"

"Huh, what do you mean?"

"If someone is collapsing in front of you, it's no longer right to just stand by. If you ask why it happened, I don't really know."

"Is that so?"

The mountain breeze rustled through Yuriya's night-colored hair as she held the wheelchair handle.

Yuriya was looking ahead, but for some reason, I could sense that she was smiling.

In the more relaxed atmosphere, I brought up the words I had been holding back.

"The contract ends here. The summer semester is over, and you've regained interest in magic. Moreover, you can walk now, so you don't need a caregiver anymore."

"Um, Eugene. What does it look like Eugene is pushing right now?"

"A wheelchair."

"Exactly?"

Yuriya finally looked in my direction.

Her crimson lips were slightly curved downwards. It was a gesture of embarrassment.

"Since you still can't use your innate magic properly, you may have to rely on the wheelchair until you develop your magical skills and stamina."

"...So?"

"Yeah. I think we might need to extend the contract."

Yuriya let go of her embarrassed expression and smiled mischievously.

"How about it?"

"You don't need to pay, so there's no need for a contract. I can always help with pushing the wheelchair. Because we're friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah?"

Suddenly, Yuriya's eyes widened.

Then she quickly returned her expression to normal.

"No, it's nothing. Don't underestimate the power of Muller's family. I'm the only direct descendant of the family, you know. And."

"And...?"

"Anyway, let's extend the contract. It's a full-time position. It's not just because of some trivial reason like using you. I told you last time, right? I like Eugene pushing the wheelchair."

The conversation was getting longer.

Watching her use unnecessary gestures, I couldn't help but laugh.

"Heh."

"Why are you laughing?"

"Well. Okay, got it. Let's extend the contract."

"...I'll send the contract by mail until next weekend, so sign it and send it back with a stamp."

"Thorough, aren't you?"

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed the wheelchair even more cheerfully.

The wind was cool, and the sun was warm.

This should be a decent end to the semester.

"What classes are you planning to take in the winter semester? It would be nice to coordinate our schedules, so let's share our timetables later."

The research building is right in front of us.

I was about to choose the right words to answer when...

"Oh."

"...!"

I had to stop walking abruptly.

Someone blocked the wheelchair.

No, 'something' seemed to fit better than the same pronoun. It was a wall. A wall taller than me.

At the top of the wall was a person's head. It was only then that I recognized it as a person.

Although I didn't know him, Yuriya seemed to have recognized the man.

"...Father."

"Yuriya. I heard the news. Is your body okay?"

"Yes. Thanks to the person behind, who took action early."

"I see."

As I stood stiffly, the man's gaze fell on me.

"Thank you, student."

"Oh, yes."

Even as I reflexively replied, my heart was calling out one name.

Klaus Muller!

Does he know? Does he know that the reason I firmly resolved to head to the Federation was because of the letter he sent to Benjamin?

My heart suddenly raced.

How should I continue the conversation?

During the final exams, my brain was spinning furiously, more than ever before. I saw Professor Muller immediately lose interest in me.

He was only looking at Yulia.

The gaze towards my daughter was so cold, so disdainful.

He spoke again.

"If you're healthy, that's good. Well then."

With that, he turned around and began to return to the research building.

It was a decisive firmness that felt almost cruel.

Judging by the words he said, it was clear that he had heard the news that Yulia had collapsed.

Is that the end of it?

Yulia murmured softly.

"...It's been a few weeks since I've seen your face."

She immediately recited the activation phrase. [Walking Assistance].

Without a chance to stop her, Yulia rose from the wheelchair and approached Professor Muller with unsteady steps, knocking on his back as if to tap it.

"Excuse me, Father."

"...Yulia?"

"Ta-da."

Yulia spread her arms wide.

The height difference between them was still immense, so Professor Muller still seemed to be looking down at her, but she was definitely better than when she was sitting in the wheelchair.

"I can walk now."

To that, Klaus Muller...

Thump—

He placed a hand on Yulia's shoulder and uttered a word.

"Well done."

Then Professor Muller turned around again as if to go his own way.

Without a chance to protest, Yulia had no choice.

I couldn't just leave it like that.

I took brisk steps to support Yulia's back and stood by her side.

It had an effect.

"What do you need?"

He glanced at me.

I didn't blurt out a long explanation.

Instead, I simply repeated the words I had heard from Benjamin a few years ago.

"...Family is nothing special. Just express love. Not like handling glass crafts."

Only then did Professor Muller's eyes widen.

He replied.

"You're saying the same thing as my friend. What's your name?"

"Eugene Oslo."

"...I see. Another damn genius."

Professor Muller took off his monocular glasses and put them in the front pocket of his suit.

Then he looked at me again, with an even sharper gaze.

"Benjamin Oslo was a genius, but he was disqualified as a magician."

"…!"

"He couldn't sit still for more than three hours. Instead of calculating formulas, he scribbled on the blackboard, and instead of writing papers, he spoke. He was a scholar who threw a bunch of ideas to establish the foundation of extreme magic, but he never wrote a single paper other than his dissertation. Are you also an underachieving genius like him?"

He asked.

I had a hunch. This question would determine my direction.

Werner would become the most dangerous experimental magician leading the most dangerous experiments.

Louise would engrave my name 'Erlich' in the history of magic.

And I.

"...No."

"Then."

"As a theoretical magician, I will complete the incomplete Benjamin and your theory of extreme magic. And."

The nature of light veiled in mystery. The contradiction I heard at the symposium. The theory that integrates classical magic and extreme magic.

I will solve all of them.

"I will surpass you. I will make it known to future generations that the 'Oslo' I inherited from my father turned the tide of magic, and I will surpass everyone."

The completion of Benjamin's theory.

Establishment of the eternal and immortal theory.

This is the direction I will walk in.

"...Is that so."

Klaus Muller turned back without hesitation and headed towards the research building.

"Come to my lab after graduation," he left behind those words.

I let out a hollow laugh. There was no reason to hold onto any hope.

The direction was set.

Now, it was time to take the first clumsy steps forward.

*

The first day of the winter semester quickly approached.

Many things had changed.

First and foremost, Klaus Muller had made a move.

The friction of an object in motion is less than the maximum static friction of an object at rest. It may be difficult at first, but once you start moving, it's easy to keep going.

When Professor Muller gave the order, many factions within the university disappeared in an instant.

The Black Shield faction was completely dissolved within the school.

They were already scattered here and there. With Professor Muller's influence, the faction crumbled helplessly, and their covert operations to 'erase names' were exposed and thwarted.

As a result, the silvery arrow that had achieved its purpose dissolved voluntarily.

This brought about a small but significant change, as the gaze directed towards me did a complete 180-degree turn.

Where there used to be looks of caution and suspicion, now there seemed to be a hint of admiration for some reason.

Rumors spread about the mock duel that had taken place, but it was all a mystery to me.

I decided to attribute it to the dissolution of the Black Shield faction, which had been a focal point of discrimination.

Werner and I worked diligently, studying and taking extra credits as if our lives depended on it.

It was all in preparation for an early graduation. Four years until the start of serious research was too long.

Julia, for her part, picked up her pen to flatten her father's nose, as she put it.

Even after becoming accustomed to walking with the aid of magic, she still occasionally dragged her wheelchair along, which was also a mystery to me.

Ah, the contract with Julia was successfully renewed.

As a result, my desk was piled high with money to the point of being intimidating. I didn't dare spend it recklessly, so I deposited half and invested the other half with Lena.

Interesting news also reached my ears.

A foundation had been established to award a prize annually to someone who had made a significant contribution to humanity, thanks to the will and hidden fortune of the deceased magician Henry Yorick Russell.

There were also rumors that Klaus Muller and Louise Ehrlich were being mentioned as candidates for the first Russell Magic Award.

Despite hearing such news, I turned the pages of my book.

And.

#December 31st. Snow.

Once again, snow was falling.

        
            The Prussian Federal Magic University is an educational institution that receives the admiration of many, while at the same time, it is a place with meticulously landscaped gardens that rival any park.

Externally, that is.

Even if dressed up in a beautiful facade, in reality, it's just a school.

Originally, a school is a student's worst enemy.

As soon as the semester ended, the students left the school as if they had defeated an enemy, so the campus was extremely quiet on the day after the end of the semester.

"――♬"

And there was someone who broke that silence.

"The weather is nice, isn't it?"

Yulia Muller.

She started humming a soft tune again without even waiting for my response.

Of course, I was the one pushing the wheelchair.

Due to an unexpected overnight stay in the infirmary. Yulia, who had found an old wheelchair in a corner of the infirmary, dragged me out forcefully, suggesting a morning walk since there seemed to be no one around.

I declined as I needed rest, but Yulia insisted and dragged me outside.

The deadline for the contract had passed, so one could say it was like overtime work, but oh well.

Still.

"Yeah, it is."

The early morning air at the Magic University was quite refreshing.

I slightly raised the corner of my mouth and slowed down the wheelchair.

Even though it was summer, the morning air was slightly cool. We walked through the campus slowly, without much conversation, under an unspoken agreement.

Still, there was some fun in throwing a few words here and there.

When we arrived at the Knowledge Gate.

"No matter how many times I see this, it's overwhelming."

"I always passed by in a carriage. This is the first time I've seen it up close."

When crossing the bridge over the stream within the campus.

"It's refreshing. I like bridges, how about you, Eugene?"

"......"

"Eugene?"

When standing in front of the statue of the father of magic, Jean-Pierre Ochulime.

"It's big."

"It is. But what's that broken trace on the side?"

"Well, it seems like the statue was about to be erected."

"The name of the former dean is written on the pedestal."

"I wonder."

"Yeah, you're right."

In this way, we wandered around the campus for about fifteen minutes, exchanging a few meaningless words.

In fact, my mind was filled with one thought.

How should I approach the contract issue.

Initially, our relationship started out strictly calculated. It should have ended just as businesslike as calculating items in a store.

But somehow, it got entangled with Yulia's somewhat deep circumstances.

"♬♪―― Oh, a squirrel. Look, Eugene."

Now she was singing right in front of me.

It was strangely difficult to speak.

Still, I thought I had mastered the art of dealing with people after becoming more mature and interacting with various people, but it was my mistake.

Come to think of it, that was true.

Dealing with women was a different story. We had met a bunch of new family members. Except for the young Elly Sally twins, there weren't many.

Excluding family, the only female friend was the tough Headmistress Lily Loveless.

Yulia was the first and only female friend at the Magic University.

"......"

She lightly scratched my cheek.

Well, there's still more than half of the walk left.

It was when we reached the path leading to the research building.

Yulia finally spoke up.

"By the way, Eugene. I have one thing I want to ask."

"Yes?"

"Yesterday, you know. You helped me move to the infirmary, Eugene."

"But."

"Why did you help me?"

A very serious tone.

So, I also took a moment to think about my answer instead of giving a hasty response.

Why did I help?

The answer came quickly. 'I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, I felt like I wouldn't come up with an answer beyond this. Adding detailed reasons would be like lying.

So I thought about it the other way around.

What help have I received in my life?

What were their intentions?

The first thing that came to mind was the shilling coin thrown by the officer's wife who lived under the bridge when I was a child. What could be the reason for that?

Next, I thought of Benjamin's outstretched hand. He suggested that I become his disciple, despite being just a beggar. The reason for that, well, what could it be?

Next. Next. Next.

As I revisited the help I received one by one, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

I see.

I, too, was now someone who could offer help.

A small sense of joy washed over me. I tightened my grip on the wheelchair handle and pushed forward slightly, feeling cheerful.

At the same time, I answered honestly.

"Is the reason so important?"

"Huh, what do you mean?"

"If someone is collapsing in front of you, it's no longer right to just stand by. If you ask why it happened, I don't really know."

"Is that so?"

The mountain breeze rustled through Yuriya's night-colored hair as she held the wheelchair handle.

Yuriya was looking ahead, but for some reason, I could sense that she was smiling.

In the more relaxed atmosphere, I brought up the words I had been holding back.

"The contract ends here. The summer semester is over, and you've regained interest in magic. Moreover, you can walk now, so you don't need a caregiver anymore."

"Um, Eugene. What does it look like Eugene is pushing right now?"

"A wheelchair."

"Exactly?"

Yuriya finally looked in my direction.

Her crimson lips were slightly curved downwards. It was a gesture of embarrassment.

"Since you still can't use your innate magic properly, you may have to rely on the wheelchair until you develop your magical skills and stamina."

"...So?"

"Yeah. I think we might need to extend the contract."

Yuriya let go of her embarrassed expression and smiled mischievously.

"How about it?"

"You don't need to pay, so there's no need for a contract. I can always help with pushing the wheelchair. Because we're friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah?"

Suddenly, Yuriya's eyes widened.

Then she quickly returned her expression to normal.

"No, it's nothing. Don't underestimate the power of Muller's family. I'm the only direct descendant of the family, you know. And."

"And...?"

"Anyway, let's extend the contract. It's a full-time position. It's not just because of some trivial reason like using you. I told you last time, right? I like Eugene pushing the wheelchair."

The conversation was getting longer.

Watching her use unnecessary gestures, I couldn't help but laugh.

"Heh."

"Why are you laughing?"

"Well. Okay, got it. Let's extend the contract."

"...I'll send the contract by mail until next weekend, so sign it and send it back with a stamp."

"Thorough, aren't you?"

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed the wheelchair even more cheerfully.

The wind was cool, and the sun was warm.

This should be a decent end to the semester.

"What classes are you planning to take in the winter semester? It would be nice to coordinate our schedules, so let's share our timetables later."

The research building is right in front of us.

I was about to choose the right words to answer when...

"Oh."

"...!"

I had to stop walking abruptly.

Someone blocked the wheelchair.

No, 'something' seemed to fit better than the same pronoun. It was a wall. A wall taller than me.

At the top of the wall was a person's head. It was only then that I recognized it as a person.

Although I didn't know him, Yuriya seemed to have recognized the man.

"...Father."

"Yuriya. I heard the news. Is your body okay?"

"Yes. Thanks to the person behind, who took action early."

"I see."

As I stood stiffly, the man's gaze fell on me.

"Thank you, student."

"Oh, yes."

Even as I reflexively replied, my heart was calling out one name.

Klaus Muller!

Does he know? Does he know that the reason I firmly resolved to head to the Federation was because of the letter he sent to Benjamin?

My heart suddenly raced.

How should I continue the conversation?

During the final exams, my brain was spinning furiously, more than ever before. I saw Professor Muller immediately lose interest in me.

He was only looking at Yulia.

The gaze towards my daughter was so cold, so disdainful.

He spoke again.

"If you're healthy, that's good. Well then."

With that, he turned around and began to return to the research building.

It was a decisive firmness that felt almost cruel.

Judging by the words he said, it was clear that he had heard the news that Yulia had collapsed.

Is that the end of it?

Yulia murmured softly.

"...It's been a few weeks since I've seen your face."

She immediately recited the activation phrase. [Walking Assistance].

Without a chance to stop her, Yulia rose from the wheelchair and approached Professor Muller with unsteady steps, knocking on his back as if to tap it.

"Excuse me, Father."

"...Yulia?"

"Ta-da."

Yulia spread her arms wide.

The height difference between them was still immense, so Professor Muller still seemed to be looking down at her, but she was definitely better than when she was sitting in the wheelchair.

"I can walk now."

To that, Klaus Muller...

Thump—

He placed a hand on Yulia's shoulder and uttered a word.

"Well done."

Then Professor Muller turned around again as if to go his own way.

Without a chance to protest, Yulia had no choice.

I couldn't just leave it like that.

I took brisk steps to support Yulia's back and stood by her side.

It had an effect.

"What do you need?"

He glanced at me.

I didn't blurt out a long explanation.

Instead, I simply repeated the words I had heard from Benjamin a few years ago.

"...Family is nothing special. Just express love. Not like handling glass crafts."

Only then did Professor Muller's eyes widen.

He replied.

"You're saying the same thing as my friend. What's your name?"

"Eugene Oslo."

"...I see. Another damn genius."

Professor Muller took off his monocular glasses and put them in the front pocket of his suit.

Then he looked at me again, with an even sharper gaze.

"Benjamin Oslo was a genius, but he was disqualified as a magician."

"…!"

"He couldn't sit still for more than three hours. Instead of calculating formulas, he scribbled on the blackboard, and instead of writing papers, he spoke. He was a scholar who threw a bunch of ideas to establish the foundation of extreme magic, but he never wrote a single paper other than his dissertation. Are you also an underachieving genius like him?"

He asked.

I had a hunch. This question would determine my direction.

Werner would become the most dangerous experimental magician leading the most dangerous experiments.

Louise would engrave my name 'Erlich' in the history of magic.

And I.

"...No."

"Then."

"As a theoretical magician, I will complete the incomplete Benjamin and your theory of extreme magic. And."

The nature of light veiled in mystery. The contradiction I heard at the symposium. The theory that integrates classical magic and extreme magic.

I will solve all of them.

"I will surpass you. I will make it known to future generations that the 'Oslo' I inherited from my father turned the tide of magic, and I will surpass everyone."

The completion of Benjamin's theory.

Establishment of the eternal and immortal theory.

This is the direction I will walk in.

"...Is that so."

Klaus Muller turned back without hesitation and headed towards the research building.

"Come to my lab after graduation," he left behind those words.

I let out a hollow laugh. There was no reason to hold onto any hope.

The direction was set.

Now, it was time to take the first clumsy steps forward.

*

The first day of the winter semester quickly approached.

Many things had changed.

First and foremost, Klaus Muller had made a move.

The friction of an object in motion is less than the maximum static friction of an object at rest. It may be difficult at first, but once you start moving, it's easy to keep going.

When Professor Muller gave the order, many factions within the university disappeared in an instant.

The Black Shield faction was completely dissolved within the school.

They were already scattered here and there. With Professor Muller's influence, the faction crumbled helplessly, and their covert operations to 'erase names' were exposed and thwarted.

As a result, the silvery arrow that had achieved its purpose dissolved voluntarily.

This brought about a small but significant change, as the gaze directed towards me did a complete 180-degree turn.

Where there used to be looks of caution and suspicion, now there seemed to be a hint of admiration for some reason.

Rumors spread about the mock duel that had taken place, but it was all a mystery to me.

I decided to attribute it to the dissolution of the Black Shield faction, which had been a focal point of discrimination.

Werner and I worked diligently, studying and taking extra credits as if our lives depended on it.

It was all in preparation for an early graduation. Four years until the start of serious research was too long.

Julia, for her part, picked up her pen to flatten her father's nose, as she put it.

Even after becoming accustomed to walking with the aid of magic, she still occasionally dragged her wheelchair along, which was also a mystery to me.

Ah, the contract with Julia was successfully renewed.

As a result, my desk was piled high with money to the point of being intimidating. I didn't dare spend it recklessly, so I deposited half and invested the other half with Lena.

Interesting news also reached my ears.

A foundation had been established to award a prize annually to someone who had made a significant contribution to humanity, thanks to the will and hidden fortune of the deceased magician Henry Yorick Russell.

There were also rumors that Klaus Muller and Louise Ehrlich were being mentioned as candidates for the first Russell Magic Award.

Despite hearing such news, I turned the pages of my book.

And.

#December 31st. Snow.

Once again, snow was falling.

        
            The Prussian Federal Magic University is an educational institution that receives the admiration of many, while at the same time, it is a place with meticulously landscaped gardens that rival any park.

Externally, that is.

Even if dressed up in a beautiful facade, in reality, it's just a school.

Originally, a school is a student's worst enemy.

As soon as the semester ended, the students left the school as if they had defeated an enemy, so the campus was extremely quiet on the day after the end of the semester.

"――♬"

And there was someone who broke that silence.

"The weather is nice, isn't it?"

Yulia Muller.

She started humming a soft tune again without even waiting for my response.

Of course, I was the one pushing the wheelchair.

Due to an unexpected overnight stay in the infirmary. Yulia, who had found an old wheelchair in a corner of the infirmary, dragged me out forcefully, suggesting a morning walk since there seemed to be no one around.

I declined as I needed rest, but Yulia insisted and dragged me outside.

The deadline for the contract had passed, so one could say it was like overtime work, but oh well.

Still.

"Yeah, it is."

The early morning air at the Magic University was quite refreshing.

I slightly raised the corner of my mouth and slowed down the wheelchair.

Even though it was summer, the morning air was slightly cool. We walked through the campus slowly, without much conversation, under an unspoken agreement.

Still, there was some fun in throwing a few words here and there.

When we arrived at the Knowledge Gate.

"No matter how many times I see this, it's overwhelming."

"I always passed by in a carriage. This is the first time I've seen it up close."

When crossing the bridge over the stream within the campus.

"It's refreshing. I like bridges, how about you, Eugene?"

"......"

"Eugene?"

When standing in front of the statue of the father of magic, Jean-Pierre Ochulime.

"It's big."

"It is. But what's that broken trace on the side?"

"Well, it seems like the statue was about to be erected."

"The name of the former dean is written on the pedestal."

"I wonder."

"Yeah, you're right."

In this way, we wandered around the campus for about fifteen minutes, exchanging a few meaningless words.

In fact, my mind was filled with one thought.

How should I approach the contract issue.

Initially, our relationship started out strictly calculated. It should have ended just as businesslike as calculating items in a store.

But somehow, it got entangled with Yulia's somewhat deep circumstances.

"♬♪―― Oh, a squirrel. Look, Eugene."

Now she was singing right in front of me.

It was strangely difficult to speak.

Still, I thought I had mastered the art of dealing with people after becoming more mature and interacting with various people, but it was my mistake.

Come to think of it, that was true.

Dealing with women was a different story. We had met a bunch of new family members. Except for the young Elly Sally twins, there weren't many.

Excluding family, the only female friend was the tough Headmistress Lily Loveless.

Yulia was the first and only female friend at the Magic University.

"......"

She lightly scratched my cheek.

Well, there's still more than half of the walk left.

It was when we reached the path leading to the research building.

Yulia finally spoke up.

"By the way, Eugene. I have one thing I want to ask."

"Yes?"

"Yesterday, you know. You helped me move to the infirmary, Eugene."

"But."

"Why did you help me?"

A very serious tone.

So, I also took a moment to think about my answer instead of giving a hasty response.

Why did I help?

The answer came quickly. 'I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, I felt like I wouldn't come up with an answer beyond this. Adding detailed reasons would be like lying.

So I thought about it the other way around.

What help have I received in my life?

What were their intentions?

The first thing that came to mind was the shilling coin thrown by the officer's wife who lived under the bridge when I was a child. What could be the reason for that?

Next, I thought of Benjamin's outstretched hand. He suggested that I become his disciple, despite being just a beggar. The reason for that, well, what could it be?

Next. Next. Next.

As I revisited the help I received one by one, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

I see.

I, too, was now someone who could offer help.

A small sense of joy washed over me. I tightened my grip on the wheelchair handle and pushed forward slightly, feeling cheerful.

At the same time, I answered honestly.

"Is the reason so important?"

"Huh, what do you mean?"

"If someone is collapsing in front of you, it's no longer right to just stand by. If you ask why it happened, I don't really know."

"Is that so?"

The mountain breeze rustled through Yuriya's night-colored hair as she held the wheelchair handle.

Yuriya was looking ahead, but for some reason, I could sense that she was smiling.

In the more relaxed atmosphere, I brought up the words I had been holding back.

"The contract ends here. The summer semester is over, and you've regained interest in magic. Moreover, you can walk now, so you don't need a caregiver anymore."

"Um, Eugene. What does it look like Eugene is pushing right now?"

"A wheelchair."

"Exactly?"

Yuriya finally looked in my direction.

Her crimson lips were slightly curved downwards. It was a gesture of embarrassment.

"Since you still can't use your innate magic properly, you may have to rely on the wheelchair until you develop your magical skills and stamina."

"...So?"

"Yeah. I think we might need to extend the contract."

Yuriya let go of her embarrassed expression and smiled mischievously.

"How about it?"

"You don't need to pay, so there's no need for a contract. I can always help with pushing the wheelchair. Because we're friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah?"

Suddenly, Yuriya's eyes widened.

Then she quickly returned her expression to normal.

"No, it's nothing. Don't underestimate the power of Muller's family. I'm the only direct descendant of the family, you know. And."

"And...?"

"Anyway, let's extend the contract. It's a full-time position. It's not just because of some trivial reason like using you. I told you last time, right? I like Eugene pushing the wheelchair."

The conversation was getting longer.

Watching her use unnecessary gestures, I couldn't help but laugh.

"Heh."

"Why are you laughing?"

"Well. Okay, got it. Let's extend the contract."

"...I'll send the contract by mail until next weekend, so sign it and send it back with a stamp."

"Thorough, aren't you?"

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed the wheelchair even more cheerfully.

The wind was cool, and the sun was warm.

This should be a decent end to the semester.

"What classes are you planning to take in the winter semester? It would be nice to coordinate our schedules, so let's share our timetables later."

The research building is right in front of us.

I was about to choose the right words to answer when...

"Oh."

"...!"

I had to stop walking abruptly.

Someone blocked the wheelchair.

No, 'something' seemed to fit better than the same pronoun. It was a wall. A wall taller than me.

At the top of the wall was a person's head. It was only then that I recognized it as a person.

Although I didn't know him, Yuriya seemed to have recognized the man.

"...Father."

"Yuriya. I heard the news. Is your body okay?"

"Yes. Thanks to the person behind, who took action early."

"I see."

As I stood stiffly, the man's gaze fell on me.

"Thank you, student."

"Oh, yes."

Even as I reflexively replied, my heart was calling out one name.

Klaus Muller!

Does he know? Does he know that the reason I firmly resolved to head to the Federation was because of the letter he sent to Benjamin?

My heart suddenly raced.

How should I continue the conversation?

During the final exams, my brain was spinning furiously, more than ever before. I saw Professor Muller immediately lose interest in me.

He was only looking at Yulia.

The gaze towards my daughter was so cold, so disdainful.

He spoke again.

"If you're healthy, that's good. Well then."

With that, he turned around and began to return to the research building.

It was a decisive firmness that felt almost cruel.

Judging by the words he said, it was clear that he had heard the news that Yulia had collapsed.

Is that the end of it?

Yulia murmured softly.

"...It's been a few weeks since I've seen your face."

She immediately recited the activation phrase. [Walking Assistance].

Without a chance to stop her, Yulia rose from the wheelchair and approached Professor Muller with unsteady steps, knocking on his back as if to tap it.

"Excuse me, Father."

"...Yulia?"

"Ta-da."

Yulia spread her arms wide.

The height difference between them was still immense, so Professor Muller still seemed to be looking down at her, but she was definitely better than when she was sitting in the wheelchair.

"I can walk now."

To that, Klaus Muller...

Thump—

He placed a hand on Yulia's shoulder and uttered a word.

"Well done."

Then Professor Muller turned around again as if to go his own way.

Without a chance to protest, Yulia had no choice.

I couldn't just leave it like that.

I took brisk steps to support Yulia's back and stood by her side.

It had an effect.

"What do you need?"

He glanced at me.

I didn't blurt out a long explanation.

Instead, I simply repeated the words I had heard from Benjamin a few years ago.

"...Family is nothing special. Just express love. Not like handling glass crafts."

Only then did Professor Muller's eyes widen.

He replied.

"You're saying the same thing as my friend. What's your name?"

"Eugene Oslo."

"...I see. Another damn genius."

Professor Muller took off his monocular glasses and put them in the front pocket of his suit.

Then he looked at me again, with an even sharper gaze.

"Benjamin Oslo was a genius, but he was disqualified as a magician."

"…!"

"He couldn't sit still for more than three hours. Instead of calculating formulas, he scribbled on the blackboard, and instead of writing papers, he spoke. He was a scholar who threw a bunch of ideas to establish the foundation of extreme magic, but he never wrote a single paper other than his dissertation. Are you also an underachieving genius like him?"

He asked.

I had a hunch. This question would determine my direction.

Werner would become the most dangerous experimental magician leading the most dangerous experiments.

Louise would engrave my name 'Erlich' in the history of magic.

And I.

"...No."

"Then."

"As a theoretical magician, I will complete the incomplete Benjamin and your theory of extreme magic. And."

The nature of light veiled in mystery. The contradiction I heard at the symposium. The theory that integrates classical magic and extreme magic.

I will solve all of them.

"I will surpass you. I will make it known to future generations that the 'Oslo' I inherited from my father turned the tide of magic, and I will surpass everyone."

The completion of Benjamin's theory.

Establishment of the eternal and immortal theory.

This is the direction I will walk in.

"...Is that so."

Klaus Muller turned back without hesitation and headed towards the research building.

"Come to my lab after graduation," he left behind those words.

I let out a hollow laugh. There was no reason to hold onto any hope.

The direction was set.

Now, it was time to take the first clumsy steps forward.

*

The first day of the winter semester quickly approached.

Many things had changed.

First and foremost, Klaus Muller had made a move.

The friction of an object in motion is less than the maximum static friction of an object at rest. It may be difficult at first, but once you start moving, it's easy to keep going.

When Professor Muller gave the order, many factions within the university disappeared in an instant.

The Black Shield faction was completely dissolved within the school.

They were already scattered here and there. With Professor Muller's influence, the faction crumbled helplessly, and their covert operations to 'erase names' were exposed and thwarted.

As a result, the silvery arrow that had achieved its purpose dissolved voluntarily.

This brought about a small but significant change, as the gaze directed towards me did a complete 180-degree turn.

Where there used to be looks of caution and suspicion, now there seemed to be a hint of admiration for some reason.

Rumors spread about the mock duel that had taken place, but it was all a mystery to me.

I decided to attribute it to the dissolution of the Black Shield faction, which had been a focal point of discrimination.

Werner and I worked diligently, studying and taking extra credits as if our lives depended on it.

It was all in preparation for an early graduation. Four years until the start of serious research was too long.

Julia, for her part, picked up her pen to flatten her father's nose, as she put it.

Even after becoming accustomed to walking with the aid of magic, she still occasionally dragged her wheelchair along, which was also a mystery to me.

Ah, the contract with Julia was successfully renewed.

As a result, my desk was piled high with money to the point of being intimidating. I didn't dare spend it recklessly, so I deposited half and invested the other half with Lena.

Interesting news also reached my ears.

A foundation had been established to award a prize annually to someone who had made a significant contribution to humanity, thanks to the will and hidden fortune of the deceased magician Henry Yorick Russell.

There were also rumors that Klaus Muller and Louise Ehrlich were being mentioned as candidates for the first Russell Magic Award.

Despite hearing such news, I turned the pages of my book.

And.

#December 31st. Snow.

Once again, snow was falling.

        
            The Prussian Federal Magic University is an educational institution that receives the admiration of many, while at the same time, it is a place with meticulously landscaped gardens that rival any park.

Externally, that is.

Even if dressed up in a beautiful facade, in reality, it's just a school.

Originally, a school is a student's worst enemy.

As soon as the semester ended, the students left the school as if they had defeated an enemy, so the campus was extremely quiet on the day after the end of the semester.

"――♬"

And there was someone who broke that silence.

"The weather is nice, isn't it?"

Yulia Muller.

She started humming a soft tune again without even waiting for my response.

Of course, I was the one pushing the wheelchair.

Due to an unexpected overnight stay in the infirmary. Yulia, who had found an old wheelchair in a corner of the infirmary, dragged me out forcefully, suggesting a morning walk since there seemed to be no one around.

I declined as I needed rest, but Yulia insisted and dragged me outside.

The deadline for the contract had passed, so one could say it was like overtime work, but oh well.

Still.

"Yeah, it is."

The early morning air at the Magic University was quite refreshing.

I slightly raised the corner of my mouth and slowed down the wheelchair.

Even though it was summer, the morning air was slightly cool. We walked through the campus slowly, without much conversation, under an unspoken agreement.

Still, there was some fun in throwing a few words here and there.

When we arrived at the Knowledge Gate.

"No matter how many times I see this, it's overwhelming."

"I always passed by in a carriage. This is the first time I've seen it up close."

When crossing the bridge over the stream within the campus.

"It's refreshing. I like bridges, how about you, Eugene?"

"......"

"Eugene?"

When standing in front of the statue of the father of magic, Jean-Pierre Ochulime.

"It's big."

"It is. But what's that broken trace on the side?"

"Well, it seems like the statue was about to be erected."

"The name of the former dean is written on the pedestal."

"I wonder."

"Yeah, you're right."

In this way, we wandered around the campus for about fifteen minutes, exchanging a few meaningless words.

In fact, my mind was filled with one thought.

How should I approach the contract issue.

Initially, our relationship started out strictly calculated. It should have ended just as businesslike as calculating items in a store.

But somehow, it got entangled with Yulia's somewhat deep circumstances.

"♬♪―― Oh, a squirrel. Look, Eugene."

Now she was singing right in front of me.

It was strangely difficult to speak.

Still, I thought I had mastered the art of dealing with people after becoming more mature and interacting with various people, but it was my mistake.

Come to think of it, that was true.

Dealing with women was a different story. We had met a bunch of new family members. Except for the young Elly Sally twins, there weren't many.

Excluding family, the only female friend was the tough Headmistress Lily Loveless.

Yulia was the first and only female friend at the Magic University.

"......"

She lightly scratched my cheek.

Well, there's still more than half of the walk left.

It was when we reached the path leading to the research building.

Yulia finally spoke up.

"By the way, Eugene. I have one thing I want to ask."

"Yes?"

"Yesterday, you know. You helped me move to the infirmary, Eugene."

"But."

"Why did you help me?"

A very serious tone.

So, I also took a moment to think about my answer instead of giving a hasty response.

Why did I help?

The answer came quickly. 'I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, I felt like I wouldn't come up with an answer beyond this. Adding detailed reasons would be like lying.

So I thought about it the other way around.

What help have I received in my life?

What were their intentions?

The first thing that came to mind was the shilling coin thrown by the officer's wife who lived under the bridge when I was a child. What could be the reason for that?

Next, I thought of Benjamin's outstretched hand. He suggested that I become his disciple, despite being just a beggar. The reason for that, well, what could it be?

Next. Next. Next.

As I revisited the help I received one by one, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

I see.

I, too, was now someone who could offer help.

A small sense of joy washed over me. I tightened my grip on the wheelchair handle and pushed forward slightly, feeling cheerful.

At the same time, I answered honestly.

"Is the reason so important?"

"Huh, what do you mean?"

"If someone is collapsing in front of you, it's no longer right to just stand by. If you ask why it happened, I don't really know."

"Is that so?"

The mountain breeze rustled through Yuriya's night-colored hair as she held the wheelchair handle.

Yuriya was looking ahead, but for some reason, I could sense that she was smiling.

In the more relaxed atmosphere, I brought up the words I had been holding back.

"The contract ends here. The summer semester is over, and you've regained interest in magic. Moreover, you can walk now, so you don't need a caregiver anymore."

"Um, Eugene. What does it look like Eugene is pushing right now?"

"A wheelchair."

"Exactly?"

Yuriya finally looked in my direction.

Her crimson lips were slightly curved downwards. It was a gesture of embarrassment.

"Since you still can't use your innate magic properly, you may have to rely on the wheelchair until you develop your magical skills and stamina."

"...So?"

"Yeah. I think we might need to extend the contract."

Yuriya let go of her embarrassed expression and smiled mischievously.

"How about it?"

"You don't need to pay, so there's no need for a contract. I can always help with pushing the wheelchair. Because we're friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah?"

Suddenly, Yuriya's eyes widened.

Then she quickly returned her expression to normal.

"No, it's nothing. Don't underestimate the power of Muller's family. I'm the only direct descendant of the family, you know. And."

"And...?"

"Anyway, let's extend the contract. It's a full-time position. It's not just because of some trivial reason like using you. I told you last time, right? I like Eugene pushing the wheelchair."

The conversation was getting longer.

Watching her use unnecessary gestures, I couldn't help but laugh.

"Heh."

"Why are you laughing?"

"Well. Okay, got it. Let's extend the contract."

"...I'll send the contract by mail until next weekend, so sign it and send it back with a stamp."

"Thorough, aren't you?"

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed the wheelchair even more cheerfully.

The wind was cool, and the sun was warm.

This should be a decent end to the semester.

"What classes are you planning to take in the winter semester? It would be nice to coordinate our schedules, so let's share our timetables later."

The research building is right in front of us.

I was about to choose the right words to answer when...

"Oh."

"...!"

I had to stop walking abruptly.

Someone blocked the wheelchair.

No, 'something' seemed to fit better than the same pronoun. It was a wall. A wall taller than me.

At the top of the wall was a person's head. It was only then that I recognized it as a person.

Although I didn't know him, Yuriya seemed to have recognized the man.

"...Father."

"Yuriya. I heard the news. Is your body okay?"

"Yes. Thanks to the person behind, who took action early."

"I see."

As I stood stiffly, the man's gaze fell on me.

"Thank you, student."

"Oh, yes."

Even as I reflexively replied, my heart was calling out one name.

Klaus Muller!

Does he know? Does he know that the reason I firmly resolved to head to the Federation was because of the letter he sent to Benjamin?

My heart suddenly raced.

How should I continue the conversation?

During the final exams, my brain was spinning furiously, more than ever before. I saw Professor Muller immediately lose interest in me.

He was only looking at Yulia.

The gaze towards my daughter was so cold, so disdainful.

He spoke again.

"If you're healthy, that's good. Well then."

With that, he turned around and began to return to the research building.

It was a decisive firmness that felt almost cruel.

Judging by the words he said, it was clear that he had heard the news that Yulia had collapsed.

Is that the end of it?

Yulia murmured softly.

"...It's been a few weeks since I've seen your face."

She immediately recited the activation phrase. [Walking Assistance].

Without a chance to stop her, Yulia rose from the wheelchair and approached Professor Muller with unsteady steps, knocking on his back as if to tap it.

"Excuse me, Father."

"...Yulia?"

"Ta-da."

Yulia spread her arms wide.

The height difference between them was still immense, so Professor Muller still seemed to be looking down at her, but she was definitely better than when she was sitting in the wheelchair.

"I can walk now."

To that, Klaus Muller...

Thump—

He placed a hand on Yulia's shoulder and uttered a word.

"Well done."

Then Professor Muller turned around again as if to go his own way.

Without a chance to protest, Yulia had no choice.

I couldn't just leave it like that.

I took brisk steps to support Yulia's back and stood by her side.

It had an effect.

"What do you need?"

He glanced at me.

I didn't blurt out a long explanation.

Instead, I simply repeated the words I had heard from Benjamin a few years ago.

"...Family is nothing special. Just express love. Not like handling glass crafts."

Only then did Professor Muller's eyes widen.

He replied.

"You're saying the same thing as my friend. What's your name?"

"Eugene Oslo."

"...I see. Another damn genius."

Professor Muller took off his monocular glasses and put them in the front pocket of his suit.

Then he looked at me again, with an even sharper gaze.

"Benjamin Oslo was a genius, but he was disqualified as a magician."

"…!"

"He couldn't sit still for more than three hours. Instead of calculating formulas, he scribbled on the blackboard, and instead of writing papers, he spoke. He was a scholar who threw a bunch of ideas to establish the foundation of extreme magic, but he never wrote a single paper other than his dissertation. Are you also an underachieving genius like him?"

He asked.

I had a hunch. This question would determine my direction.

Werner would become the most dangerous experimental magician leading the most dangerous experiments.

Louise would engrave my name 'Erlich' in the history of magic.

And I.

"...No."

"Then."

"As a theoretical magician, I will complete the incomplete Benjamin and your theory of extreme magic. And."

The nature of light veiled in mystery. The contradiction I heard at the symposium. The theory that integrates classical magic and extreme magic.

I will solve all of them.

"I will surpass you. I will make it known to future generations that the 'Oslo' I inherited from my father turned the tide of magic, and I will surpass everyone."

The completion of Benjamin's theory.

Establishment of the eternal and immortal theory.

This is the direction I will walk in.

"...Is that so."

Klaus Muller turned back without hesitation and headed towards the research building.

"Come to my lab after graduation," he left behind those words.

I let out a hollow laugh. There was no reason to hold onto any hope.

The direction was set.

Now, it was time to take the first clumsy steps forward.

*

The first day of the winter semester quickly approached.

Many things had changed.

First and foremost, Klaus Muller had made a move.

The friction of an object in motion is less than the maximum static friction of an object at rest. It may be difficult at first, but once you start moving, it's easy to keep going.

When Professor Muller gave the order, many factions within the university disappeared in an instant.

The Black Shield faction was completely dissolved within the school.

They were already scattered here and there. With Professor Muller's influence, the faction crumbled helplessly, and their covert operations to 'erase names' were exposed and thwarted.

As a result, the silvery arrow that had achieved its purpose dissolved voluntarily.

This brought about a small but significant change, as the gaze directed towards me did a complete 180-degree turn.

Where there used to be looks of caution and suspicion, now there seemed to be a hint of admiration for some reason.

Rumors spread about the mock duel that had taken place, but it was all a mystery to me.

I decided to attribute it to the dissolution of the Black Shield faction, which had been a focal point of discrimination.

Werner and I worked diligently, studying and taking extra credits as if our lives depended on it.

It was all in preparation for an early graduation. Four years until the start of serious research was too long.

Julia, for her part, picked up her pen to flatten her father's nose, as she put it.

Even after becoming accustomed to walking with the aid of magic, she still occasionally dragged her wheelchair along, which was also a mystery to me.

Ah, the contract with Julia was successfully renewed.

As a result, my desk was piled high with money to the point of being intimidating. I didn't dare spend it recklessly, so I deposited half and invested the other half with Lena.

Interesting news also reached my ears.

A foundation had been established to award a prize annually to someone who had made a significant contribution to humanity, thanks to the will and hidden fortune of the deceased magician Henry Yorick Russell.

There were also rumors that Klaus Muller and Louise Ehrlich were being mentioned as candidates for the first Russell Magic Award.

Despite hearing such news, I turned the pages of my book.

And.

#December 31st. Snow.

Once again, snow was falling.

        
            The Prussian Federal Magic University is an educational institution that receives the admiration of many, while at the same time, it is a place with meticulously landscaped gardens that rival any park.

Externally, that is.

Even if dressed up in a beautiful facade, in reality, it's just a school.

Originally, a school is a student's worst enemy.

As soon as the semester ended, the students left the school as if they had defeated an enemy, so the campus was extremely quiet on the day after the end of the semester.

"――♬"

And there was someone who broke that silence.

"The weather is nice, isn't it?"

Yulia Muller.

She started humming a soft tune again without even waiting for my response.

Of course, I was the one pushing the wheelchair.

Due to an unexpected overnight stay in the infirmary. Yulia, who had found an old wheelchair in a corner of the infirmary, dragged me out forcefully, suggesting a morning walk since there seemed to be no one around.

I declined as I needed rest, but Yulia insisted and dragged me outside.

The deadline for the contract had passed, so one could say it was like overtime work, but oh well.

Still.

"Yeah, it is."

The early morning air at the Magic University was quite refreshing.

I slightly raised the corner of my mouth and slowed down the wheelchair.

Even though it was summer, the morning air was slightly cool. We walked through the campus slowly, without much conversation, under an unspoken agreement.

Still, there was some fun in throwing a few words here and there.

When we arrived at the Knowledge Gate.

"No matter how many times I see this, it's overwhelming."

"I always passed by in a carriage. This is the first time I've seen it up close."

When crossing the bridge over the stream within the campus.

"It's refreshing. I like bridges, how about you, Eugene?"

"......"

"Eugene?"

When standing in front of the statue of the father of magic, Jean-Pierre Ochulime.

"It's big."

"It is. But what's that broken trace on the side?"

"Well, it seems like the statue was about to be erected."

"The name of the former dean is written on the pedestal."

"I wonder."

"Yeah, you're right."

In this way, we wandered around the campus for about fifteen minutes, exchanging a few meaningless words.

In fact, my mind was filled with one thought.

How should I approach the contract issue.

Initially, our relationship started out strictly calculated. It should have ended just as businesslike as calculating items in a store.

But somehow, it got entangled with Yulia's somewhat deep circumstances.

"♬♪―― Oh, a squirrel. Look, Eugene."

Now she was singing right in front of me.

It was strangely difficult to speak.

Still, I thought I had mastered the art of dealing with people after becoming more mature and interacting with various people, but it was my mistake.

Come to think of it, that was true.

Dealing with women was a different story. We had met a bunch of new family members. Except for the young Elly Sally twins, there weren't many.

Excluding family, the only female friend was the tough Headmistress Lily Loveless.

Yulia was the first and only female friend at the Magic University.

"......"

She lightly scratched my cheek.

Well, there's still more than half of the walk left.

It was when we reached the path leading to the research building.

Yulia finally spoke up.

"By the way, Eugene. I have one thing I want to ask."

"Yes?"

"Yesterday, you know. You helped me move to the infirmary, Eugene."

"But."

"Why did you help me?"

A very serious tone.

So, I also took a moment to think about my answer instead of giving a hasty response.

Why did I help?

The answer came quickly. 'I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, I felt like I wouldn't come up with an answer beyond this. Adding detailed reasons would be like lying.

So I thought about it the other way around.

What help have I received in my life?

What were their intentions?

The first thing that came to mind was the shilling coin thrown by the officer's wife who lived under the bridge when I was a child. What could be the reason for that?

Next, I thought of Benjamin's outstretched hand. He suggested that I become his disciple, despite being just a beggar. The reason for that, well, what could it be?

Next. Next. Next.

As I revisited the help I received one by one, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

I see.

I, too, was now someone who could offer help.

A small sense of joy washed over me. I tightened my grip on the wheelchair handle and pushed forward slightly, feeling cheerful.

At the same time, I answered honestly.

"Is the reason so important?"

"Huh, what do you mean?"

"If someone is collapsing in front of you, it's no longer right to just stand by. If you ask why it happened, I don't really know."

"Is that so?"

The mountain breeze rustled through Yuriya's night-colored hair as she held the wheelchair handle.

Yuriya was looking ahead, but for some reason, I could sense that she was smiling.

In the more relaxed atmosphere, I brought up the words I had been holding back.

"The contract ends here. The summer semester is over, and you've regained interest in magic. Moreover, you can walk now, so you don't need a caregiver anymore."

"Um, Eugene. What does it look like Eugene is pushing right now?"

"A wheelchair."

"Exactly?"

Yuriya finally looked in my direction.

Her crimson lips were slightly curved downwards. It was a gesture of embarrassment.

"Since you still can't use your innate magic properly, you may have to rely on the wheelchair until you develop your magical skills and stamina."

"...So?"

"Yeah. I think we might need to extend the contract."

Yuriya let go of her embarrassed expression and smiled mischievously.

"How about it?"

"You don't need to pay, so there's no need for a contract. I can always help with pushing the wheelchair. Because we're friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah?"

Suddenly, Yuriya's eyes widened.

Then she quickly returned her expression to normal.

"No, it's nothing. Don't underestimate the power of Muller's family. I'm the only direct descendant of the family, you know. And."

"And...?"

"Anyway, let's extend the contract. It's a full-time position. It's not just because of some trivial reason like using you. I told you last time, right? I like Eugene pushing the wheelchair."

The conversation was getting longer.

Watching her use unnecessary gestures, I couldn't help but laugh.

"Heh."

"Why are you laughing?"

"Well. Okay, got it. Let's extend the contract."

"...I'll send the contract by mail until next weekend, so sign it and send it back with a stamp."

"Thorough, aren't you?"

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed the wheelchair even more cheerfully.

The wind was cool, and the sun was warm.

This should be a decent end to the semester.

"What classes are you planning to take in the winter semester? It would be nice to coordinate our schedules, so let's share our timetables later."

The research building is right in front of us.

I was about to choose the right words to answer when...

"Oh."

"...!"

I had to stop walking abruptly.

Someone blocked the wheelchair.

No, 'something' seemed to fit better than the same pronoun. It was a wall. A wall taller than me.

At the top of the wall was a person's head. It was only then that I recognized it as a person.

Although I didn't know him, Yuriya seemed to have recognized the man.

"...Father."

"Yuriya. I heard the news. Is your body okay?"

"Yes. Thanks to the person behind, who took action early."

"I see."

As I stood stiffly, the man's gaze fell on me.

"Thank you, student."

"Oh, yes."

Even as I reflexively replied, my heart was calling out one name.

Klaus Muller!

Does he know? Does he know that the reason I firmly resolved to head to the Federation was because of the letter he sent to Benjamin?

My heart suddenly raced.

How should I continue the conversation?

During the final exams, my brain was spinning furiously, more than ever before. I saw Professor Muller immediately lose interest in me.

He was only looking at Yulia.

The gaze towards my daughter was so cold, so disdainful.

He spoke again.

"If you're healthy, that's good. Well then."

With that, he turned around and began to return to the research building.

It was a decisive firmness that felt almost cruel.

Judging by the words he said, it was clear that he had heard the news that Yulia had collapsed.

Is that the end of it?

Yulia murmured softly.

"...It's been a few weeks since I've seen your face."

She immediately recited the activation phrase. [Walking Assistance].

Without a chance to stop her, Yulia rose from the wheelchair and approached Professor Muller with unsteady steps, knocking on his back as if to tap it.

"Excuse me, Father."

"...Yulia?"

"Ta-da."

Yulia spread her arms wide.

The height difference between them was still immense, so Professor Muller still seemed to be looking down at her, but she was definitely better than when she was sitting in the wheelchair.

"I can walk now."

To that, Klaus Muller...

Thump—

He placed a hand on Yulia's shoulder and uttered a word.

"Well done."

Then Professor Muller turned around again as if to go his own way.

Without a chance to protest, Yulia had no choice.

I couldn't just leave it like that.

I took brisk steps to support Yulia's back and stood by her side.

It had an effect.

"What do you need?"

He glanced at me.

I didn't blurt out a long explanation.

Instead, I simply repeated the words I had heard from Benjamin a few years ago.

"...Family is nothing special. Just express love. Not like handling glass crafts."

Only then did Professor Muller's eyes widen.

He replied.

"You're saying the same thing as my friend. What's your name?"

"Eugene Oslo."

"...I see. Another damn genius."

Professor Muller took off his monocular glasses and put them in the front pocket of his suit.

Then he looked at me again, with an even sharper gaze.

"Benjamin Oslo was a genius, but he was disqualified as a magician."

"…!"

"He couldn't sit still for more than three hours. Instead of calculating formulas, he scribbled on the blackboard, and instead of writing papers, he spoke. He was a scholar who threw a bunch of ideas to establish the foundation of extreme magic, but he never wrote a single paper other than his dissertation. Are you also an underachieving genius like him?"

He asked.

I had a hunch. This question would determine my direction.

Werner would become the most dangerous experimental magician leading the most dangerous experiments.

Louise would engrave my name 'Erlich' in the history of magic.

And I.

"...No."

"Then."

"As a theoretical magician, I will complete the incomplete Benjamin and your theory of extreme magic. And."

The nature of light veiled in mystery. The contradiction I heard at the symposium. The theory that integrates classical magic and extreme magic.

I will solve all of them.

"I will surpass you. I will make it known to future generations that the 'Oslo' I inherited from my father turned the tide of magic, and I will surpass everyone."

The completion of Benjamin's theory.

Establishment of the eternal and immortal theory.

This is the direction I will walk in.

"...Is that so."

Klaus Muller turned back without hesitation and headed towards the research building.

"Come to my lab after graduation," he left behind those words.

I let out a hollow laugh. There was no reason to hold onto any hope.

The direction was set.

Now, it was time to take the first clumsy steps forward.

*

The first day of the winter semester quickly approached.

Many things had changed.

First and foremost, Klaus Muller had made a move.

The friction of an object in motion is less than the maximum static friction of an object at rest. It may be difficult at first, but once you start moving, it's easy to keep going.

When Professor Muller gave the order, many factions within the university disappeared in an instant.

The Black Shield faction was completely dissolved within the school.

They were already scattered here and there. With Professor Muller's influence, the faction crumbled helplessly, and their covert operations to 'erase names' were exposed and thwarted.

As a result, the silvery arrow that had achieved its purpose dissolved voluntarily.

This brought about a small but significant change, as the gaze directed towards me did a complete 180-degree turn.

Where there used to be looks of caution and suspicion, now there seemed to be a hint of admiration for some reason.

Rumors spread about the mock duel that had taken place, but it was all a mystery to me.

I decided to attribute it to the dissolution of the Black Shield faction, which had been a focal point of discrimination.

Werner and I worked diligently, studying and taking extra credits as if our lives depended on it.

It was all in preparation for an early graduation. Four years until the start of serious research was too long.

Julia, for her part, picked up her pen to flatten her father's nose, as she put it.

Even after becoming accustomed to walking with the aid of magic, she still occasionally dragged her wheelchair along, which was also a mystery to me.

Ah, the contract with Julia was successfully renewed.

As a result, my desk was piled high with money to the point of being intimidating. I didn't dare spend it recklessly, so I deposited half and invested the other half with Lena.

Interesting news also reached my ears.

A foundation had been established to award a prize annually to someone who had made a significant contribution to humanity, thanks to the will and hidden fortune of the deceased magician Henry Yorick Russell.

There were also rumors that Klaus Muller and Louise Ehrlich were being mentioned as candidates for the first Russell Magic Award.

Despite hearing such news, I turned the pages of my book.

And.

#December 31st. Snow.

Once again, snow was falling.

        
            The Prussian Federal Magic University is an educational institution that receives the admiration of many, while at the same time, it is a place with meticulously landscaped gardens that rival any park.

Externally, that is.

Even if dressed up in a beautiful facade, in reality, it's just a school.

Originally, a school is a student's worst enemy.

As soon as the semester ended, the students left the school as if they had defeated an enemy, so the campus was extremely quiet on the day after the end of the semester.

"――♬"

And there was someone who broke that silence.

"The weather is nice, isn't it?"

Yulia Muller.

She started humming a soft tune again without even waiting for my response.

Of course, I was the one pushing the wheelchair.

Due to an unexpected overnight stay in the infirmary. Yulia, who had found an old wheelchair in a corner of the infirmary, dragged me out forcefully, suggesting a morning walk since there seemed to be no one around.

I declined as I needed rest, but Yulia insisted and dragged me outside.

The deadline for the contract had passed, so one could say it was like overtime work, but oh well.

Still.

"Yeah, it is."

The early morning air at the Magic University was quite refreshing.

I slightly raised the corner of my mouth and slowed down the wheelchair.

Even though it was summer, the morning air was slightly cool. We walked through the campus slowly, without much conversation, under an unspoken agreement.

Still, there was some fun in throwing a few words here and there.

When we arrived at the Knowledge Gate.

"No matter how many times I see this, it's overwhelming."

"I always passed by in a carriage. This is the first time I've seen it up close."

When crossing the bridge over the stream within the campus.

"It's refreshing. I like bridges, how about you, Eugene?"

"......"

"Eugene?"

When standing in front of the statue of the father of magic, Jean-Pierre Ochulime.

"It's big."

"It is. But what's that broken trace on the side?"

"Well, it seems like the statue was about to be erected."

"The name of the former dean is written on the pedestal."

"I wonder."

"Yeah, you're right."

In this way, we wandered around the campus for about fifteen minutes, exchanging a few meaningless words.

In fact, my mind was filled with one thought.

How should I approach the contract issue.

Initially, our relationship started out strictly calculated. It should have ended just as businesslike as calculating items in a store.

But somehow, it got entangled with Yulia's somewhat deep circumstances.

"♬♪―― Oh, a squirrel. Look, Eugene."

Now she was singing right in front of me.

It was strangely difficult to speak.

Still, I thought I had mastered the art of dealing with people after becoming more mature and interacting with various people, but it was my mistake.

Come to think of it, that was true.

Dealing with women was a different story. We had met a bunch of new family members. Except for the young Elly Sally twins, there weren't many.

Excluding family, the only female friend was the tough Headmistress Lily Loveless.

Yulia was the first and only female friend at the Magic University.

"......"

She lightly scratched my cheek.

Well, there's still more than half of the walk left.

It was when we reached the path leading to the research building.

Yulia finally spoke up.

"By the way, Eugene. I have one thing I want to ask."

"Yes?"

"Yesterday, you know. You helped me move to the infirmary, Eugene."

"But."

"Why did you help me?"

A very serious tone.

So, I also took a moment to think about my answer instead of giving a hasty response.

Why did I help?

The answer came quickly. 'I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, I felt like I wouldn't come up with an answer beyond this. Adding detailed reasons would be like lying.

So I thought about it the other way around.

What help have I received in my life?

What were their intentions?

The first thing that came to mind was the shilling coin thrown by the officer's wife who lived under the bridge when I was a child. What could be the reason for that?

Next, I thought of Benjamin's outstretched hand. He suggested that I become his disciple, despite being just a beggar. The reason for that, well, what could it be?

Next. Next. Next.

As I revisited the help I received one by one, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

I see.

I, too, was now someone who could offer help.

A small sense of joy washed over me. I tightened my grip on the wheelchair handle and pushed forward slightly, feeling cheerful.

At the same time, I answered honestly.

"Is the reason so important?"

"Huh, what do you mean?"

"If someone is collapsing in front of you, it's no longer right to just stand by. If you ask why it happened, I don't really know."

"Is that so?"

The mountain breeze rustled through Yuriya's night-colored hair as she held the wheelchair handle.

Yuriya was looking ahead, but for some reason, I could sense that she was smiling.

In the more relaxed atmosphere, I brought up the words I had been holding back.

"The contract ends here. The summer semester is over, and you've regained interest in magic. Moreover, you can walk now, so you don't need a caregiver anymore."

"Um, Eugene. What does it look like Eugene is pushing right now?"

"A wheelchair."

"Exactly?"

Yuriya finally looked in my direction.

Her crimson lips were slightly curved downwards. It was a gesture of embarrassment.

"Since you still can't use your innate magic properly, you may have to rely on the wheelchair until you develop your magical skills and stamina."

"...So?"

"Yeah. I think we might need to extend the contract."

Yuriya let go of her embarrassed expression and smiled mischievously.

"How about it?"

"You don't need to pay, so there's no need for a contract. I can always help with pushing the wheelchair. Because we're friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah?"

Suddenly, Yuriya's eyes widened.

Then she quickly returned her expression to normal.

"No, it's nothing. Don't underestimate the power of Muller's family. I'm the only direct descendant of the family, you know. And."

"And...?"

"Anyway, let's extend the contract. It's a full-time position. It's not just because of some trivial reason like using you. I told you last time, right? I like Eugene pushing the wheelchair."

The conversation was getting longer.

Watching her use unnecessary gestures, I couldn't help but laugh.

"Heh."

"Why are you laughing?"

"Well. Okay, got it. Let's extend the contract."

"...I'll send the contract by mail until next weekend, so sign it and send it back with a stamp."

"Thorough, aren't you?"

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed the wheelchair even more cheerfully.

The wind was cool, and the sun was warm.

This should be a decent end to the semester.

"What classes are you planning to take in the winter semester? It would be nice to coordinate our schedules, so let's share our timetables later."

The research building is right in front of us.

I was about to choose the right words to answer when...

"Oh."

"...!"

I had to stop walking abruptly.

Someone blocked the wheelchair.

No, 'something' seemed to fit better than the same pronoun. It was a wall. A wall taller than me.

At the top of the wall was a person's head. It was only then that I recognized it as a person.

Although I didn't know him, Yuriya seemed to have recognized the man.

"...Father."

"Yuriya. I heard the news. Is your body okay?"

"Yes. Thanks to the person behind, who took action early."

"I see."

As I stood stiffly, the man's gaze fell on me.

"Thank you, student."

"Oh, yes."

Even as I reflexively replied, my heart was calling out one name.

Klaus Muller!

Does he know? Does he know that the reason I firmly resolved to head to the Federation was because of the letter he sent to Benjamin?

My heart suddenly raced.

How should I continue the conversation?

During the final exams, my brain was spinning furiously, more than ever before. I saw Professor Muller immediately lose interest in me.

He was only looking at Yulia.

The gaze towards my daughter was so cold, so disdainful.

He spoke again.

"If you're healthy, that's good. Well then."

With that, he turned around and began to return to the research building.

It was a decisive firmness that felt almost cruel.

Judging by the words he said, it was clear that he had heard the news that Yulia had collapsed.

Is that the end of it?

Yulia murmured softly.

"...It's been a few weeks since I've seen your face."

She immediately recited the activation phrase. [Walking Assistance].

Without a chance to stop her, Yulia rose from the wheelchair and approached Professor Muller with unsteady steps, knocking on his back as if to tap it.

"Excuse me, Father."

"...Yulia?"

"Ta-da."

Yulia spread her arms wide.

The height difference between them was still immense, so Professor Muller still seemed to be looking down at her, but she was definitely better than when she was sitting in the wheelchair.

"I can walk now."

To that, Klaus Muller...

Thump—

He placed a hand on Yulia's shoulder and uttered a word.

"Well done."

Then Professor Muller turned around again as if to go his own way.

Without a chance to protest, Yulia had no choice.

I couldn't just leave it like that.

I took brisk steps to support Yulia's back and stood by her side.

It had an effect.

"What do you need?"

He glanced at me.

I didn't blurt out a long explanation.

Instead, I simply repeated the words I had heard from Benjamin a few years ago.

"...Family is nothing special. Just express love. Not like handling glass crafts."

Only then did Professor Muller's eyes widen.

He replied.

"You're saying the same thing as my friend. What's your name?"

"Eugene Oslo."

"...I see. Another damn genius."

Professor Muller took off his monocular glasses and put them in the front pocket of his suit.

Then he looked at me again, with an even sharper gaze.

"Benjamin Oslo was a genius, but he was disqualified as a magician."

"…!"

"He couldn't sit still for more than three hours. Instead of calculating formulas, he scribbled on the blackboard, and instead of writing papers, he spoke. He was a scholar who threw a bunch of ideas to establish the foundation of extreme magic, but he never wrote a single paper other than his dissertation. Are you also an underachieving genius like him?"

He asked.

I had a hunch. This question would determine my direction.

Werner would become the most dangerous experimental magician leading the most dangerous experiments.

Louise would engrave my name 'Erlich' in the history of magic.

And I.

"...No."

"Then."

"As a theoretical magician, I will complete the incomplete Benjamin and your theory of extreme magic. And."

The nature of light veiled in mystery. The contradiction I heard at the symposium. The theory that integrates classical magic and extreme magic.

I will solve all of them.

"I will surpass you. I will make it known to future generations that the 'Oslo' I inherited from my father turned the tide of magic, and I will surpass everyone."

The completion of Benjamin's theory.

Establishment of the eternal and immortal theory.

This is the direction I will walk in.

"...Is that so."

Klaus Muller turned back without hesitation and headed towards the research building.

"Come to my lab after graduation," he left behind those words.

I let out a hollow laugh. There was no reason to hold onto any hope.

The direction was set.

Now, it was time to take the first clumsy steps forward.

*

The first day of the winter semester quickly approached.

Many things had changed.

First and foremost, Klaus Muller had made a move.

The friction of an object in motion is less than the maximum static friction of an object at rest. It may be difficult at first, but once you start moving, it's easy to keep going.

When Professor Muller gave the order, many factions within the university disappeared in an instant.

The Black Shield faction was completely dissolved within the school.

They were already scattered here and there. With Professor Muller's influence, the faction crumbled helplessly, and their covert operations to 'erase names' were exposed and thwarted.

As a result, the silvery arrow that had achieved its purpose dissolved voluntarily.

This brought about a small but significant change, as the gaze directed towards me did a complete 180-degree turn.

Where there used to be looks of caution and suspicion, now there seemed to be a hint of admiration for some reason.

Rumors spread about the mock duel that had taken place, but it was all a mystery to me.

I decided to attribute it to the dissolution of the Black Shield faction, which had been a focal point of discrimination.

Werner and I worked diligently, studying and taking extra credits as if our lives depended on it.

It was all in preparation for an early graduation. Four years until the start of serious research was too long.

Julia, for her part, picked up her pen to flatten her father's nose, as she put it.

Even after becoming accustomed to walking with the aid of magic, she still occasionally dragged her wheelchair along, which was also a mystery to me.

Ah, the contract with Julia was successfully renewed.

As a result, my desk was piled high with money to the point of being intimidating. I didn't dare spend it recklessly, so I deposited half and invested the other half with Lena.

Interesting news also reached my ears.

A foundation had been established to award a prize annually to someone who had made a significant contribution to humanity, thanks to the will and hidden fortune of the deceased magician Henry Yorick Russell.

There were also rumors that Klaus Muller and Louise Ehrlich were being mentioned as candidates for the first Russell Magic Award.

Despite hearing such news, I turned the pages of my book.

And.

#December 31st. Snow.

Once again, snow was falling.
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As soon as the semester ended, the students left the school as if they had defeated an enemy, so the campus was extremely quiet on the day after the end of the semester.

"――♬"

And there was someone who broke that silence.

"The weather is nice, isn't it?"

Yulia Muller.

She started humming a soft tune again without even waiting for my response.

Of course, I was the one pushing the wheelchair.

Due to an unexpected overnight stay in the infirmary. Yulia, who had found an old wheelchair in a corner of the infirmary, dragged me out forcefully, suggesting a morning walk since there seemed to be no one around.

I declined as I needed rest, but Yulia insisted and dragged me outside.

The deadline for the contract had passed, so one could say it was like overtime work, but oh well.

Still.

"Yeah, it is."

The early morning air at the Magic University was quite refreshing.

I slightly raised the corner of my mouth and slowed down the wheelchair.

Even though it was summer, the morning air was slightly cool. We walked through the campus slowly, without much conversation, under an unspoken agreement.

Still, there was some fun in throwing a few words here and there.

When we arrived at the Knowledge Gate.

"No matter how many times I see this, it's overwhelming."

"I always passed by in a carriage. This is the first time I've seen it up close."

When crossing the bridge over the stream within the campus.

"It's refreshing. I like bridges, how about you, Eugene?"

"......"

"Eugene?"

When standing in front of the statue of the father of magic, Jean-Pierre Ochulime.

"It's big."

"It is. But what's that broken trace on the side?"

"Well, it seems like the statue was about to be erected."

"The name of the former dean is written on the pedestal."

"I wonder."

"Yeah, you're right."

In this way, we wandered around the campus for about fifteen minutes, exchanging a few meaningless words.

In fact, my mind was filled with one thought.

How should I approach the contract issue.

Initially, our relationship started out strictly calculated. It should have ended just as businesslike as calculating items in a store.

But somehow, it got entangled with Yulia's somewhat deep circumstances.

"♬♪―― Oh, a squirrel. Look, Eugene."

Now she was singing right in front of me.

It was strangely difficult to speak.

Still, I thought I had mastered the art of dealing with people after becoming more mature and interacting with various people, but it was my mistake.

Come to think of it, that was true.

Dealing with women was a different story. We had met a bunch of new family members. Except for the young Elly Sally twins, there weren't many.

Excluding family, the only female friend was the tough Headmistress Lily Loveless.

Yulia was the first and only female friend at the Magic University.

"......"

She lightly scratched my cheek.

Well, there's still more than half of the walk left.

It was when we reached the path leading to the research building.

Yulia finally spoke up.

"By the way, Eugene. I have one thing I want to ask."

"Yes?"

"Yesterday, you know. You helped me move to the infirmary, Eugene."

"But."

"Why did you help me?"

A very serious tone.

So, I also took a moment to think about my answer instead of giving a hasty response.

Why did I help?

The answer came quickly. 'I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, I felt like I wouldn't come up with an answer beyond this. Adding detailed reasons would be like lying.

So I thought about it the other way around.

What help have I received in my life?

What were their intentions?

The first thing that came to mind was the shilling coin thrown by the officer's wife who lived under the bridge when I was a child. What could be the reason for that?

Next, I thought of Benjamin's outstretched hand. He suggested that I become his disciple, despite being just a beggar. The reason for that, well, what could it be?

Next. Next. Next.

As I revisited the help I received one by one, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

I see.

I, too, was now someone who could offer help.

A small sense of joy washed over me. I tightened my grip on the wheelchair handle and pushed forward slightly, feeling cheerful.

At the same time, I answered honestly.

"Is the reason so important?"

"Huh, what do you mean?"

"If someone is collapsing in front of you, it's no longer right to just stand by. If you ask why it happened, I don't really know."

"Is that so?"

The mountain breeze rustled through Yuriya's night-colored hair as she held the wheelchair handle.

Yuriya was looking ahead, but for some reason, I could sense that she was smiling.

In the more relaxed atmosphere, I brought up the words I had been holding back.

"The contract ends here. The summer semester is over, and you've regained interest in magic. Moreover, you can walk now, so you don't need a caregiver anymore."

"Um, Eugene. What does it look like Eugene is pushing right now?"

"A wheelchair."

"Exactly?"

Yuriya finally looked in my direction.

Her crimson lips were slightly curved downwards. It was a gesture of embarrassment.

"Since you still can't use your innate magic properly, you may have to rely on the wheelchair until you develop your magical skills and stamina."

"...So?"

"Yeah. I think we might need to extend the contract."

Yuriya let go of her embarrassed expression and smiled mischievously.

"How about it?"

"You don't need to pay, so there's no need for a contract. I can always help with pushing the wheelchair. Because we're friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah?"

Suddenly, Yuriya's eyes widened.

Then she quickly returned her expression to normal.

"No, it's nothing. Don't underestimate the power of Muller's family. I'm the only direct descendant of the family, you know. And."

"And...?"

"Anyway, let's extend the contract. It's a full-time position. It's not just because of some trivial reason like using you. I told you last time, right? I like Eugene pushing the wheelchair."

The conversation was getting longer.

Watching her use unnecessary gestures, I couldn't help but laugh.

"Heh."

"Why are you laughing?"

"Well. Okay, got it. Let's extend the contract."

"...I'll send the contract by mail until next weekend, so sign it and send it back with a stamp."

"Thorough, aren't you?"

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed the wheelchair even more cheerfully.

The wind was cool, and the sun was warm.

This should be a decent end to the semester.

"What classes are you planning to take in the winter semester? It would be nice to coordinate our schedules, so let's share our timetables later."

The research building is right in front of us.

I was about to choose the right words to answer when...

"Oh."

"...!"

I had to stop walking abruptly.

Someone blocked the wheelchair.

No, 'something' seemed to fit better than the same pronoun. It was a wall. A wall taller than me.

At the top of the wall was a person's head. It was only then that I recognized it as a person.

Although I didn't know him, Yuriya seemed to have recognized the man.

"...Father."

"Yuriya. I heard the news. Is your body okay?"

"Yes. Thanks to the person behind, who took action early."

"I see."

As I stood stiffly, the man's gaze fell on me.

"Thank you, student."

"Oh, yes."

Even as I reflexively replied, my heart was calling out one name.

Klaus Muller!

Does he know? Does he know that the reason I firmly resolved to head to the Federation was because of the letter he sent to Benjamin?

My heart suddenly raced.

How should I continue the conversation?

During the final exams, my brain was spinning furiously, more than ever before. I saw Professor Muller immediately lose interest in me.

He was only looking at Yulia.

The gaze towards my daughter was so cold, so disdainful.

He spoke again.

"If you're healthy, that's good. Well then."

With that, he turned around and began to return to the research building.

It was a decisive firmness that felt almost cruel.

Judging by the words he said, it was clear that he had heard the news that Yulia had collapsed.

Is that the end of it?

Yulia murmured softly.

"...It's been a few weeks since I've seen your face."

She immediately recited the activation phrase. [Walking Assistance].

Without a chance to stop her, Yulia rose from the wheelchair and approached Professor Muller with unsteady steps, knocking on his back as if to tap it.

"Excuse me, Father."

"...Yulia?"

"Ta-da."

Yulia spread her arms wide.

The height difference between them was still immense, so Professor Muller still seemed to be looking down at her, but she was definitely better than when she was sitting in the wheelchair.

"I can walk now."

To that, Klaus Muller...

Thump—

He placed a hand on Yulia's shoulder and uttered a word.

"Well done."

Then Professor Muller turned around again as if to go his own way.

Without a chance to protest, Yulia had no choice.

I couldn't just leave it like that.

I took brisk steps to support Yulia's back and stood by her side.

It had an effect.

"What do you need?"

He glanced at me.

I didn't blurt out a long explanation.

Instead, I simply repeated the words I had heard from Benjamin a few years ago.

"...Family is nothing special. Just express love. Not like handling glass crafts."

Only then did Professor Muller's eyes widen.

He replied.

"You're saying the same thing as my friend. What's your name?"

"Eugene Oslo."

"...I see. Another damn genius."

Professor Muller took off his monocular glasses and put them in the front pocket of his suit.

Then he looked at me again, with an even sharper gaze.

"Benjamin Oslo was a genius, but he was disqualified as a magician."

"…!"

"He couldn't sit still for more than three hours. Instead of calculating formulas, he scribbled on the blackboard, and instead of writing papers, he spoke. He was a scholar who threw a bunch of ideas to establish the foundation of extreme magic, but he never wrote a single paper other than his dissertation. Are you also an underachieving genius like him?"

He asked.

I had a hunch. This question would determine my direction.

Werner would become the most dangerous experimental magician leading the most dangerous experiments.

Louise would engrave my name 'Erlich' in the history of magic.

And I.

"...No."

"Then."

"As a theoretical magician, I will complete the incomplete Benjamin and your theory of extreme magic. And."

The nature of light veiled in mystery. The contradiction I heard at the symposium. The theory that integrates classical magic and extreme magic.

I will solve all of them.

"I will surpass you. I will make it known to future generations that the 'Oslo' I inherited from my father turned the tide of magic, and I will surpass everyone."

The completion of Benjamin's theory.

Establishment of the eternal and immortal theory.

This is the direction I will walk in.

"...Is that so."

Klaus Muller turned back without hesitation and headed towards the research building.

"Come to my lab after graduation," he left behind those words.

I let out a hollow laugh. There was no reason to hold onto any hope.

The direction was set.

Now, it was time to take the first clumsy steps forward.

*

The first day of the winter semester quickly approached.

Many things had changed.

First and foremost, Klaus Muller had made a move.

The friction of an object in motion is less than the maximum static friction of an object at rest. It may be difficult at first, but once you start moving, it's easy to keep going.

When Professor Muller gave the order, many factions within the university disappeared in an instant.

The Black Shield faction was completely dissolved within the school.

They were already scattered here and there. With Professor Muller's influence, the faction crumbled helplessly, and their covert operations to 'erase names' were exposed and thwarted.

As a result, the silvery arrow that had achieved its purpose dissolved voluntarily.

This brought about a small but significant change, as the gaze directed towards me did a complete 180-degree turn.

Where there used to be looks of caution and suspicion, now there seemed to be a hint of admiration for some reason.

Rumors spread about the mock duel that had taken place, but it was all a mystery to me.

I decided to attribute it to the dissolution of the Black Shield faction, which had been a focal point of discrimination.

Werner and I worked diligently, studying and taking extra credits as if our lives depended on it.

It was all in preparation for an early graduation. Four years until the start of serious research was too long.

Julia, for her part, picked up her pen to flatten her father's nose, as she put it.

Even after becoming accustomed to walking with the aid of magic, she still occasionally dragged her wheelchair along, which was also a mystery to me.

Ah, the contract with Julia was successfully renewed.

As a result, my desk was piled high with money to the point of being intimidating. I didn't dare spend it recklessly, so I deposited half and invested the other half with Lena.

Interesting news also reached my ears.

A foundation had been established to award a prize annually to someone who had made a significant contribution to humanity, thanks to the will and hidden fortune of the deceased magician Henry Yorick Russell.

There were also rumors that Klaus Muller and Louise Ehrlich were being mentioned as candidates for the first Russell Magic Award.

Despite hearing such news, I turned the pages of my book.

And.

#December 31st. Snow.

Once again, snow was falling.

        
            The Prussian Federal Magic University is an educational institution that receives the admiration of many, while at the same time, it is a place with meticulously landscaped gardens that rival any park.

Externally, that is.

Even if dressed up in a beautiful facade, in reality, it's just a school.

Originally, a school is a student's worst enemy.

As soon as the semester ended, the students left the school as if they had defeated an enemy, so the campus was extremely quiet on the day after the end of the semester.

"――♬"

And there was someone who broke that silence.

"The weather is nice, isn't it?"

Yulia Muller.

She started humming a soft tune again without even waiting for my response.

Of course, I was the one pushing the wheelchair.

Due to an unexpected overnight stay in the infirmary. Yulia, who had found an old wheelchair in a corner of the infirmary, dragged me out forcefully, suggesting a morning walk since there seemed to be no one around.

I declined as I needed rest, but Yulia insisted and dragged me outside.

The deadline for the contract had passed, so one could say it was like overtime work, but oh well.

Still.

"Yeah, it is."

The early morning air at the Magic University was quite refreshing.

I slightly raised the corner of my mouth and slowed down the wheelchair.

Even though it was summer, the morning air was slightly cool. We walked through the campus slowly, without much conversation, under an unspoken agreement.

Still, there was some fun in throwing a few words here and there.

When we arrived at the Knowledge Gate.

"No matter how many times I see this, it's overwhelming."

"I always passed by in a carriage. This is the first time I've seen it up close."

When crossing the bridge over the stream within the campus.

"It's refreshing. I like bridges, how about you, Eugene?"

"......"

"Eugene?"

When standing in front of the statue of the father of magic, Jean-Pierre Ochulime.

"It's big."

"It is. But what's that broken trace on the side?"

"Well, it seems like the statue was about to be erected."

"The name of the former dean is written on the pedestal."

"I wonder."

"Yeah, you're right."

In this way, we wandered around the campus for about fifteen minutes, exchanging a few meaningless words.

In fact, my mind was filled with one thought.

How should I approach the contract issue.

Initially, our relationship started out strictly calculated. It should have ended just as businesslike as calculating items in a store.

But somehow, it got entangled with Yulia's somewhat deep circumstances.

"♬♪―― Oh, a squirrel. Look, Eugene."

Now she was singing right in front of me.

It was strangely difficult to speak.

Still, I thought I had mastered the art of dealing with people after becoming more mature and interacting with various people, but it was my mistake.

Come to think of it, that was true.

Dealing with women was a different story. We had met a bunch of new family members. Except for the young Elly Sally twins, there weren't many.

Excluding family, the only female friend was the tough Headmistress Lily Loveless.

Yulia was the first and only female friend at the Magic University.

"......"

She lightly scratched my cheek.

Well, there's still more than half of the walk left.

It was when we reached the path leading to the research building.

Yulia finally spoke up.

"By the way, Eugene. I have one thing I want to ask."

"Yes?"

"Yesterday, you know. You helped me move to the infirmary, Eugene."

"But."

"Why did you help me?"

A very serious tone.

So, I also took a moment to think about my answer instead of giving a hasty response.

Why did I help?

The answer came quickly. 'I don't know.'

No matter how much I pondered, I felt like I wouldn't come up with an answer beyond this. Adding detailed reasons would be like lying.

So I thought about it the other way around.

What help have I received in my life?

What were their intentions?

The first thing that came to mind was the shilling coin thrown by the officer's wife who lived under the bridge when I was a child. What could be the reason for that?

Next, I thought of Benjamin's outstretched hand. He suggested that I become his disciple, despite being just a beggar. The reason for that, well, what could it be?

Next. Next. Next.

As I revisited the help I received one by one, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

I see.

I, too, was now someone who could offer help.

A small sense of joy washed over me. I tightened my grip on the wheelchair handle and pushed forward slightly, feeling cheerful.

At the same time, I answered honestly.

"Is the reason so important?"

"Huh, what do you mean?"

"If someone is collapsing in front of you, it's no longer right to just stand by. If you ask why it happened, I don't really know."

"Is that so?"

The mountain breeze rustled through Yuriya's night-colored hair as she held the wheelchair handle.

Yuriya was looking ahead, but for some reason, I could sense that she was smiling.

In the more relaxed atmosphere, I brought up the words I had been holding back.

"The contract ends here. The summer semester is over, and you've regained interest in magic. Moreover, you can walk now, so you don't need a caregiver anymore."

"Um, Eugene. What does it look like Eugene is pushing right now?"

"A wheelchair."

"Exactly?"

Yuriya finally looked in my direction.

Her crimson lips were slightly curved downwards. It was a gesture of embarrassment.

"Since you still can't use your innate magic properly, you may have to rely on the wheelchair until you develop your magical skills and stamina."

"...So?"

"Yeah. I think we might need to extend the contract."

Yuriya let go of her embarrassed expression and smiled mischievously.

"How about it?"

"You don't need to pay, so there's no need for a contract. I can always help with pushing the wheelchair. Because we're friends."

"Really?"

"Yeah?"

Suddenly, Yuriya's eyes widened.

Then she quickly returned her expression to normal.

"No, it's nothing. Don't underestimate the power of Muller's family. I'm the only direct descendant of the family, you know. And."

"And...?"

"Anyway, let's extend the contract. It's a full-time position. It's not just because of some trivial reason like using you. I told you last time, right? I like Eugene pushing the wheelchair."

The conversation was getting longer.

Watching her use unnecessary gestures, I couldn't help but laugh.

"Heh."

"Why are you laughing?"

"Well. Okay, got it. Let's extend the contract."

"...I'll send the contract by mail until next weekend, so sign it and send it back with a stamp."

"Thorough, aren't you?"

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed the wheelchair even more cheerfully.

The wind was cool, and the sun was warm.

This should be a decent end to the semester.

"What classes are you planning to take in the winter semester? It would be nice to coordinate our schedules, so let's share our timetables later."

The research building is right in front of us.

I was about to choose the right words to answer when...

"Oh."

"...!"

I had to stop walking abruptly.

Someone blocked the wheelchair.

No, 'something' seemed to fit better than the same pronoun. It was a wall. A wall taller than me.

At the top of the wall was a person's head. It was only then that I recognized it as a person.

Although I didn't know him, Yuriya seemed to have recognized the man.

"...Father."

"Yuriya. I heard the news. Is your body okay?"

"Yes. Thanks to the person behind, who took action early."

"I see."

As I stood stiffly, the man's gaze fell on me.

"Thank you, student."

"Oh, yes."

Even as I reflexively replied, my heart was calling out one name.

Klaus Muller!

Does he know? Does he know that the reason I firmly resolved to head to the Federation was because of the letter he sent to Benjamin?

My heart suddenly raced.

How should I continue the conversation?

During the final exams, my brain was spinning furiously, more than ever before. I saw Professor Muller immediately lose interest in me.

He was only looking at Yulia.

The gaze towards my daughter was so cold, so disdainful.

He spoke again.

"If you're healthy, that's good. Well then."

With that, he turned around and began to return to the research building.

It was a decisive firmness that felt almost cruel.

Judging by the words he said, it was clear that he had heard the news that Yulia had collapsed.

Is that the end of it?

Yulia murmured softly.

"...It's been a few weeks since I've seen your face."

She immediately recited the activation phrase. [Walking Assistance].

Without a chance to stop her, Yulia rose from the wheelchair and approached Professor Muller with unsteady steps, knocking on his back as if to tap it.

"Excuse me, Father."

"...Yulia?"

"Ta-da."

Yulia spread her arms wide.

The height difference between them was still immense, so Professor Muller still seemed to be looking down at her, but she was definitely better than when she was sitting in the wheelchair.

"I can walk now."

To that, Klaus Muller...

Thump—

He placed a hand on Yulia's shoulder and uttered a word.

"Well done."

Then Professor Muller turned around again as if to go his own way.

Without a chance to protest, Yulia had no choice.

I couldn't just leave it like that.

I took brisk steps to support Yulia's back and stood by her side.

It had an effect.

"What do you need?"

He glanced at me.

I didn't blurt out a long explanation.

Instead, I simply repeated the words I had heard from Benjamin a few years ago.

"...Family is nothing special. Just express love. Not like handling glass crafts."

Only then did Professor Muller's eyes widen.

He replied.

"You're saying the same thing as my friend. What's your name?"

"Eugene Oslo."

"...I see. Another damn genius."

Professor Muller took off his monocular glasses and put them in the front pocket of his suit.

Then he looked at me again, with an even sharper gaze.

"Benjamin Oslo was a genius, but he was disqualified as a magician."

"…!"

"He couldn't sit still for more than three hours. Instead of calculating formulas, he scribbled on the blackboard, and instead of writing papers, he spoke. He was a scholar who threw a bunch of ideas to establish the foundation of extreme magic, but he never wrote a single paper other than his dissertation. Are you also an underachieving genius like him?"

He asked.

I had a hunch. This question would determine my direction.

Werner would become the most dangerous experimental magician leading the most dangerous experiments.

Louise would engrave my name 'Erlich' in the history of magic.

And I.

"...No."

"Then."

"As a theoretical magician, I will complete the incomplete Benjamin and your theory of extreme magic. And."

The nature of light veiled in mystery. The contradiction I heard at the symposium. The theory that integrates classical magic and extreme magic.

I will solve all of them.

"I will surpass you. I will make it known to future generations that the 'Oslo' I inherited from my father turned the tide of magic, and I will surpass everyone."

The completion of Benjamin's theory.

Establishment of the eternal and immortal theory.

This is the direction I will walk in.

"...Is that so."

Klaus Muller turned back without hesitation and headed towards the research building.

"Come to my lab after graduation," he left behind those words.

I let out a hollow laugh. There was no reason to hold onto any hope.

The direction was set.

Now, it was time to take the first clumsy steps forward.

*

The first day of the winter semester quickly approached.

Many things had changed.

First and foremost, Klaus Muller had made a move.

The friction of an object in motion is less than the maximum static friction of an object at rest. It may be difficult at first, but once you start moving, it's easy to keep going.

When Professor Muller gave the order, many factions within the university disappeared in an instant.

The Black Shield faction was completely dissolved within the school.

They were already scattered here and there. With Professor Muller's influence, the faction crumbled helplessly, and their covert operations to 'erase names' were exposed and thwarted.

As a result, the silvery arrow that had achieved its purpose dissolved voluntarily.

This brought about a small but significant change, as the gaze directed towards me did a complete 180-degree turn.

Where there used to be looks of caution and suspicion, now there seemed to be a hint of admiration for some reason.

Rumors spread about the mock duel that had taken place, but it was all a mystery to me.

I decided to attribute it to the dissolution of the Black Shield faction, which had been a focal point of discrimination.

Werner and I worked diligently, studying and taking extra credits as if our lives depended on it.

It was all in preparation for an early graduation. Four years until the start of serious research was too long.

Julia, for her part, picked up her pen to flatten her father's nose, as she put it.

Even after becoming accustomed to walking with the aid of magic, she still occasionally dragged her wheelchair along, which was also a mystery to me.

Ah, the contract with Julia was successfully renewed.

As a result, my desk was piled high with money to the point of being intimidating. I didn't dare spend it recklessly, so I deposited half and invested the other half with Lena.

Interesting news also reached my ears.

A foundation had been established to award a prize annually to someone who had made a significant contribution to humanity, thanks to the will and hidden fortune of the deceased magician Henry Yorick Russell.

There were also rumors that Klaus Muller and Louise Ehrlich were being mentioned as candidates for the first Russell Magic Award.

Despite hearing such news, I turned the pages of my book.

And.

#December 31st. Snow.

Once again, snow was falling.

        
            To be called a great entrepreneur, it takes more than just exceptional skills.

It requires a comprehensive set of abilities such as building trust with business partners, maintaining relationships, and managing oneself to handle schedules effectively.

On the other hand,

"Your fever is really high. Lena, aren't you thirsty? Should I get you some water?"

"I'm fine...."

Failing in self-care, Lena couldn't call herself an entrepreneur.

Susanne, with a worried expression, checked Lena's temperature.

Even a rough glance at the thermometer showed that her temperature was above normal.

Susanne let out a sigh mixed with self-blame.

"Fortunately, it doesn't seem to be the flu. But your fever is too high. You shouldn't have been sent out on such a cold day."

"...No, it's just a mild cold."

Lena assessed her own condition.

Although she felt uncomfortable and dizzy, her illness was only enough to keep her in bed for a day or two.

She was more concerned about worrying her family over just a simple cold.

With gift exchanges and especially Elly looking forward to the New Year's party.

Lena forced a smile and parted her lips.

"I'm fine, so don't worry about me and enjoy the New Year's party to the fullest."

However, Susanne firmly shook her head.

"No. Family events are meaningful when everyone gathers."

"But today is the only New Year's Day."

"Gifts are more about the thought behind them than the date. So just rest quietly."

As Susanne gently touched her forehead while saying this, Lena, who was about to turn twenty, felt a sense of relief in her heart.

Once she received that touch, she had no choice but to yield.

"Yes. I'll rest well. I'm sorry."

"No need to apologize. By the way, Eugene said he would help with the care."

"...What?"

I doubted my ears.

Eugene coming into the room?

Lena mustered up her strength and protested.

"Oh, no. Please tell him not to come into the room."

"Lena. Are you not letting him in because you don't want to show 'them'?"

"...Yes."

"You're quite stubborn. They're just cute."

"Can you please just not let him in?"

After pleading and nodding, Susanne patted Lena's head and then left the room.

Finally, Lena was left alone in the room.

Once alone, she felt uneasy. It wasn't just physical pain; as she lay still, the worries she had buried began to resurface.

Perhaps the only fortunate thing was that her cold was severe enough to make her drowsy.

Her fever and fatigue were allies today.

Accepting them, Lena quickly fell into a shallow sleep.

With a wheezing breath, she couldn't sleep deeply.

Whenever she heard Elly's footsteps running around the house or the twins and Eugene talking, she woke up.

Sometimes, when Susanne brought a cup of water, Lena struggled to sit up and drink.

So when she heard the sound of the door opening, she thought it was Susanne again and got up without hesitation.

Lena groggily asked in a hoarse voice.

"Why...?"

"I thought you might need a towel to put on your head."

!"

Startled, Lena shivered.

Susanne's voice was so deep.

No, that couldn't be. People's voices don't change overnight.

Having repeated the cycle of sleeping and waking up, her vision blurred. After blinking a few times, Lena finally realized that the person in front of her was Eugene.

At the same time, she also realized how messy she must look.

The hair was stuck to the sweat, and one side of the shoulder was exposed as the pajama button was left unbuttoned.

But that wasn't the real problem.

"Uh, uh...."

Yujin entered the room!

Unusually, Yujin's gaze, holding a tray with a cup and a towel, was fixed not on Lena but behind her.

Lena's room was narrow horizontally and long vertically.

The desk by the window was neatly organized with various books and letters, creating an intellectual atmosphere.

However, the bed area told a different story.

It was one of the reasons Lena prohibited Yujin from entering her room. Because behind the bed, there were.

...cozy teddy bear dolls hidden.

Dolls to comfort her after a tiring day. Lena hadn't considered being caught by anyone other than family, and accepting Yujin as family and revealing this secret were not synonymous.

But now, the secret she had kept for over a year was broken.

Yujin smiled coolly and said.

"Um, it's cute."

"――!"

The suppressed heat rose to the top of her head in an instant.

It was better to catch a cold. Her face wouldn't turn red.

Lena quickly hid under the blanket, covering her face with swift movements. It was inevitable. Now that it had happened, hiding was the best option.

If you want to laugh, laugh in silence.

But Yujin didn't laugh.

Instead, he said something unexpected.

"Thank goodness."

"...What?"

"Lift the blanket a bit."

"...."

In the end, Lena peeked out with her eyes and widened them soon after.

Yujin had taken out a doll from behind.

It wasn't a teddy bear, but a small rabbit doll made of fluffy white yarn.

"A gift. Oh, it's not for the New Year's party. I picked out a gift for everyone while shopping. I thought it might be helpful to give it in advance."

"...How did you know I like this kind of thing?"

"Well, the pattern on the blanket you usually wear is oddly cute. I thought you might like this kind of thing."

Lena kept her eyes half-open and let out a sigh.

Was he observing her so closely?

"I feel...uncomfortable."

"Oops."

"...."

Although she spoke bluntly, Lena's feelings were complicated. Unlike herself, who took a long time to buy a single fountain pen, Yujin had guessed her taste effortlessly.

That's what she thought.

Until Yujin spoke like this.

"I was worried if you didn't like it, but I'm glad. It took me the longest to choose a gift for you, Lena."

"R-really?"

"Yeah. I don't really know your taste. Even if you don't like dolls, I tried to convince you to accept it because it was thoughtfully chosen."

Lena was about to say something but closed her mouth.

It seemed that Yujin didn't know her well, just as she didn't know him well.

The reason was obvious.

She hadn't completely opened her heart yet. In the words of the Love Race director, she was 'shy' towards him.

That's right. It was her heart.

How could she give a heartfelt gift when she didn't fully open up to Yujin? Lena thought with a flushed face under the blanket.

Yujin placed the rabbit doll by her head and then prepared a towel, placing it on Lena's forehead. To do so, he had to lift the blanket, revealing her messy appearance once again.

But Yujin's expression was serious.

Because they were family.

"...."

The cool air cooled down the heat. Yet, somehow, Lena felt a warm feeling in her chest.

Lena focused on Eugene's face.

Curiosity arose.

Would Eugene like the fountain pen gift? Would studying be difficult for him? What worries does he harbor, and what advice would he give when he hears about his concerns?

Normally, it would have been a curiosity she would have hidden.

But now, as everything was laid bare, she could naturally bring up the curiosity.

"......Eugene."

She began to talk about her worries with a hesitant pronunciation. And the conversation did not stop.

Until Suma came to close her eyelids, Eugene and Lena earnestly, sometimes playfully, shared their worries with each other.

And as she drifted off to sleep, she thought.

If she catches a cold, she should visit the general store again.

January 6th. Snow.

Like a weekend where snow falls as if it were the first day of the new year. Even in Fraußen, where silence had settled, a belated New Year's party was being held in a family home.

Tap, tap.

In front of the crackling fireplace, Susan declared.

"Gift exchange, begin! First, receive my gift."

From Eugene, Ellie, Sally, and even Lena who had overcome her fear of horses.

What Susan handed to all of them was none other than a knitted wool sock.

"I knitted it myself."

Susan said with a smile.

Perhaps knitting was a hobby. She had been diligently knitting something for a month, and it seemed to be a preparation for this day.

Then the actual gift exchange began.

Susan first pointed at Eugene.

"Eugene. Whom did you pick?"

Without a word, Eugene got up.

Hiding something behind his back.

Carefully moving his steps, Eugene knelt in front of Sally.

"Ta-da. L. Frank Baum's new release."

"......Wow!"

He presented the gift like a noble offering to a king. It was a novel.

For some reason, Eugene seemed familiar with that posture, but Lena didn't know why.

"Th-thank you."

Sally, who usually couldn't express her thoughts about books, smiled broadly at Eugene's gesture.

Susan then pointed at Sally.

"Next is Sally."

Sally didn't show the same performance as Eugene. She simply handed the book she had been holding in her arms to Ellie.

Ellie's expression naturally wrinkled.

"What is this?"

"...A book. Read it."

"I read books! An encyclopedia!"

"...Let's just read this one."

Although Ellie disliked boring text, seeing Sally holding the book she gave tightly, it seemed to please her.

Next was Lena's turn.

Under Susan's gaze, Lena slowly got up from her seat and headed towards Eugene.

And she stared intently.

"...?"

Eugene widened his eyes in confusion. It was probably a gesture of 'why are you staring', Lena thought.

Not having any intention to stare with a purpose, it was simply because she didn't know what to say.

After a brief moment of silence, she decided to just hand it over.

Receiving the elegantly wrapped gift, Eugene seemed slightly surprised. It was much closer to being moved than confused, which was a relief.

"Thank you, Lena."

"And."

"And?"

She didn't plan to just hand over the fountain pen and bookmark set and call it a day. It was a gift that contained sincerity but not her heart.

Fluttering―

Lena unfolded the blanket she had been holding and draped it over Eugene's shoulders.

It was a neat patterned blanket that suited Eugene's taste, not the cute ones she usually used.

It was a ready-made product of reasonable price. Just a little extra processing added.

On one corner of the blanket, Eugene's name was embroidered in white thread.

It was a hand-embroidered work by Lena.

Soon, Eugene noticed the embroidery and smiled softly.

Having confirmed everything, Lena quickly sat back in her place on the road. There was a limit to how much she could control her expression.

Just then, Ellie suddenly stood up from her seat.

"Now it's my turn!"

As it was the last turn, it was obvious that Ellie's gift was for Lena.

However, without a care in the world, Ellie confidently declared and ran out of the house, breaking everyone's expectations.

"...?"

As Lena stood there with wide eyes, staring at the open front door, Ellie shouted from somewhere unseen.

- Ah!

Soon, Ellie rushed back into the house, looking half on the verge of tears.

"The snowman melted! It was a gift for you, Lena!"

Lena couldn't tell who burst into laughter first at that exclamation. It didn't matter who started first, they all started laughing and making a fuss.

Still, one thing was for sure, Lena also laughed with tears welling up in her eyes, without any shame.

It happened to be snowing heavily again today. The newly made snowman, boasting a beautiful carrot nose, adorned the entrance of the house for a while.

And.

January 12th. Snow.

I visited the Melting Pot Club after a long time and bowed, making a request.

"Master Maller, is it possible?"

"Hmm... Sending a letter to the Empire is not as easy as you think. I also need permission and have to go through acquaintances, and there is only one ship, the Edington, that carries mail, so it will take time. It's better not to expect a reply. Is that okay?"

"Yes. Please, I beg of you."

"If you insist."

The composer of Choro chuckled as he accepted the envelope.

It was a success.

I bowed even lower and let out a sigh of relief.

Thanks to the well-packaged explanation, I was less likely to be suspected of being from the Empire, but there was still a high chance of rejection.

Fortunately, things worked out well.

With lighter steps, I returned to where Werner and the young men were gathered.

It was a lively night. Everyone seemed to be quite drunk, so I naturally continued the conversation, thinking they must have gone to the bathroom or something.

Only Werner next to me smiled mysteriously.

"A letter?"

"Yes."

"It's a bit disappointing. If you had timed it right, you could have sent it on New Year's Day."

"Maybe. But."

I hadn't expected it to take this long to gather six letters. So, I ended up sending the letter at this ambiguous time.

But, it's okay.

Because that letter contains the hearts of six people.

"It's okay if it's late."

"Hmm?"

"What matters is that we all gathered together."

I turned my head to look out the window. The full moon rising in the Hyungcheong sky would always look the same no matter when or where you saw it.

It's still snowing in Prussia.

I wonder if it's snowing over there too.

"I hope they come back soon."

"I don't know what you're talking about. Anyway, let's talk about research. There's a journal called 'Magic Studies Quarterly'..."

"Got it, got it."

        
            To be called a great entrepreneur, it takes more than just exceptional skills.

It requires a comprehensive set of abilities such as building trust with business partners, maintaining relationships, and managing oneself to handle schedules effectively.

On the other hand,

"Your fever is really high. Lena, aren't you thirsty? Should I get you some water?"

"I'm fine...."

Failing in self-care, Lena couldn't call herself an entrepreneur.

Susanne, with a worried expression, checked Lena's temperature.

Even a rough glance at the thermometer showed that her temperature was above normal.

Susanne let out a sigh mixed with self-blame.

"Fortunately, it doesn't seem to be the flu. But your fever is too high. You shouldn't have been sent out on such a cold day."

"...No, it's just a mild cold."

Lena assessed her own condition.

Although she felt uncomfortable and dizzy, her illness was only enough to keep her in bed for a day or two.

She was more concerned about worrying her family over just a simple cold.

With gift exchanges and especially Elly looking forward to the New Year's party.

Lena forced a smile and parted her lips.

"I'm fine, so don't worry about me and enjoy the New Year's party to the fullest."

However, Susanne firmly shook her head.

"No. Family events are meaningful when everyone gathers."

"But today is the only New Year's Day."

"Gifts are more about the thought behind them than the date. So just rest quietly."

As Susanne gently touched her forehead while saying this, Lena, who was about to turn twenty, felt a sense of relief in her heart.

Once she received that touch, she had no choice but to yield.

"Yes. I'll rest well. I'm sorry."

"No need to apologize. By the way, Eugene said he would help with the care."

"...What?"

I doubted my ears.

Eugene coming into the room?

Lena mustered up her strength and protested.

"Oh, no. Please tell him not to come into the room."

"Lena. Are you not letting him in because you don't want to show 'them'?"

"...Yes."

"You're quite stubborn. They're just cute."

"Can you please just not let him in?"

After pleading and nodding, Susanne patted Lena's head and then left the room.

Finally, Lena was left alone in the room.

Once alone, she felt uneasy. It wasn't just physical pain; as she lay still, the worries she had buried began to resurface.

Perhaps the only fortunate thing was that her cold was severe enough to make her drowsy.

Her fever and fatigue were allies today.

Accepting them, Lena quickly fell into a shallow sleep.

With a wheezing breath, she couldn't sleep deeply.

Whenever she heard Elly's footsteps running around the house or the twins and Eugene talking, she woke up.

Sometimes, when Susanne brought a cup of water, Lena struggled to sit up and drink.

So when she heard the sound of the door opening, she thought it was Susanne again and got up without hesitation.

Lena groggily asked in a hoarse voice.

"Why...?"

"I thought you might need a towel to put on your head."

!"

Startled, Lena shivered.

Susanne's voice was so deep.

No, that couldn't be. People's voices don't change overnight.

Having repeated the cycle of sleeping and waking up, her vision blurred. After blinking a few times, Lena finally realized that the person in front of her was Eugene.

At the same time, she also realized how messy she must look.

The hair was stuck to the sweat, and one side of the shoulder was exposed as the pajama button was left unbuttoned.

But that wasn't the real problem.

"Uh, uh...."

Yujin entered the room!

Unusually, Yujin's gaze, holding a tray with a cup and a towel, was fixed not on Lena but behind her.

Lena's room was narrow horizontally and long vertically.

The desk by the window was neatly organized with various books and letters, creating an intellectual atmosphere.

However, the bed area told a different story.

It was one of the reasons Lena prohibited Yujin from entering her room. Because behind the bed, there were.

...cozy teddy bear dolls hidden.

Dolls to comfort her after a tiring day. Lena hadn't considered being caught by anyone other than family, and accepting Yujin as family and revealing this secret were not synonymous.

But now, the secret she had kept for over a year was broken.

Yujin smiled coolly and said.

"Um, it's cute."

"――!"

The suppressed heat rose to the top of her head in an instant.

It was better to catch a cold. Her face wouldn't turn red.

Lena quickly hid under the blanket, covering her face with swift movements. It was inevitable. Now that it had happened, hiding was the best option.

If you want to laugh, laugh in silence.

But Yujin didn't laugh.

Instead, he said something unexpected.

"Thank goodness."

"...What?"

"Lift the blanket a bit."

"...."

In the end, Lena peeked out with her eyes and widened them soon after.

Yujin had taken out a doll from behind.

It wasn't a teddy bear, but a small rabbit doll made of fluffy white yarn.

"A gift. Oh, it's not for the New Year's party. I picked out a gift for everyone while shopping. I thought it might be helpful to give it in advance."

"...How did you know I like this kind of thing?"

"Well, the pattern on the blanket you usually wear is oddly cute. I thought you might like this kind of thing."

Lena kept her eyes half-open and let out a sigh.

Was he observing her so closely?

"I feel...uncomfortable."

"Oops."

"...."

Although she spoke bluntly, Lena's feelings were complicated. Unlike herself, who took a long time to buy a single fountain pen, Yujin had guessed her taste effortlessly.

That's what she thought.

Until Yujin spoke like this.

"I was worried if you didn't like it, but I'm glad. It took me the longest to choose a gift for you, Lena."

"R-really?"

"Yeah. I don't really know your taste. Even if you don't like dolls, I tried to convince you to accept it because it was thoughtfully chosen."

Lena was about to say something but closed her mouth.

It seemed that Yujin didn't know her well, just as she didn't know him well.

The reason was obvious.

She hadn't completely opened her heart yet. In the words of the Love Race director, she was 'shy' towards him.

That's right. It was her heart.

How could she give a heartfelt gift when she didn't fully open up to Yujin? Lena thought with a flushed face under the blanket.

Yujin placed the rabbit doll by her head and then prepared a towel, placing it on Lena's forehead. To do so, he had to lift the blanket, revealing her messy appearance once again.

But Yujin's expression was serious.

Because they were family.

"...."

The cool air cooled down the heat. Yet, somehow, Lena felt a warm feeling in her chest.

Lena focused on Eugene's face.

Curiosity arose.

Would Eugene like the fountain pen gift? Would studying be difficult for him? What worries does he harbor, and what advice would he give when he hears about his concerns?

Normally, it would have been a curiosity she would have hidden.

But now, as everything was laid bare, she could naturally bring up the curiosity.

"......Eugene."

She began to talk about her worries with a hesitant pronunciation. And the conversation did not stop.

Until Suma came to close her eyelids, Eugene and Lena earnestly, sometimes playfully, shared their worries with each other.

And as she drifted off to sleep, she thought.

If she catches a cold, she should visit the general store again.

January 6th. Snow.

Like a weekend where snow falls as if it were the first day of the new year. Even in Fraußen, where silence had settled, a belated New Year's party was being held in a family home.

Tap, tap.

In front of the crackling fireplace, Susan declared.

"Gift exchange, begin! First, receive my gift."

From Eugene, Ellie, Sally, and even Lena who had overcome her fear of horses.

What Susan handed to all of them was none other than a knitted wool sock.

"I knitted it myself."

Susan said with a smile.

Perhaps knitting was a hobby. She had been diligently knitting something for a month, and it seemed to be a preparation for this day.

Then the actual gift exchange began.

Susan first pointed at Eugene.

"Eugene. Whom did you pick?"

Without a word, Eugene got up.

Hiding something behind his back.

Carefully moving his steps, Eugene knelt in front of Sally.

"Ta-da. L. Frank Baum's new release."

"......Wow!"

He presented the gift like a noble offering to a king. It was a novel.

For some reason, Eugene seemed familiar with that posture, but Lena didn't know why.

"Th-thank you."

Sally, who usually couldn't express her thoughts about books, smiled broadly at Eugene's gesture.

Susan then pointed at Sally.

"Next is Sally."

Sally didn't show the same performance as Eugene. She simply handed the book she had been holding in her arms to Ellie.

Ellie's expression naturally wrinkled.

"What is this?"

"...A book. Read it."

"I read books! An encyclopedia!"

"...Let's just read this one."

Although Ellie disliked boring text, seeing Sally holding the book she gave tightly, it seemed to please her.

Next was Lena's turn.

Under Susan's gaze, Lena slowly got up from her seat and headed towards Eugene.

And she stared intently.

"...?"

Eugene widened his eyes in confusion. It was probably a gesture of 'why are you staring', Lena thought.

Not having any intention to stare with a purpose, it was simply because she didn't know what to say.

After a brief moment of silence, she decided to just hand it over.

Receiving the elegantly wrapped gift, Eugene seemed slightly surprised. It was much closer to being moved than confused, which was a relief.

"Thank you, Lena."

"And."

"And?"

She didn't plan to just hand over the fountain pen and bookmark set and call it a day. It was a gift that contained sincerity but not her heart.

Fluttering―

Lena unfolded the blanket she had been holding and draped it over Eugene's shoulders.

It was a neat patterned blanket that suited Eugene's taste, not the cute ones she usually used.

It was a ready-made product of reasonable price. Just a little extra processing added.

On one corner of the blanket, Eugene's name was embroidered in white thread.

It was a hand-embroidered work by Lena.

Soon, Eugene noticed the embroidery and smiled softly.

Having confirmed everything, Lena quickly sat back in her place on the road. There was a limit to how much she could control her expression.

Just then, Ellie suddenly stood up from her seat.

"Now it's my turn!"

As it was the last turn, it was obvious that Ellie's gift was for Lena.

However, without a care in the world, Ellie confidently declared and ran out of the house, breaking everyone's expectations.

"...?"

As Lena stood there with wide eyes, staring at the open front door, Ellie shouted from somewhere unseen.

- Ah!

Soon, Ellie rushed back into the house, looking half on the verge of tears.

"The snowman melted! It was a gift for you, Lena!"

Lena couldn't tell who burst into laughter first at that exclamation. It didn't matter who started first, they all started laughing and making a fuss.

Still, one thing was for sure, Lena also laughed with tears welling up in her eyes, without any shame.

It happened to be snowing heavily again today. The newly made snowman, boasting a beautiful carrot nose, adorned the entrance of the house for a while.

And.

January 12th. Snow.

I visited the Melting Pot Club after a long time and bowed, making a request.

"Master Maller, is it possible?"

"Hmm... Sending a letter to the Empire is not as easy as you think. I also need permission and have to go through acquaintances, and there is only one ship, the Edington, that carries mail, so it will take time. It's better not to expect a reply. Is that okay?"

"Yes. Please, I beg of you."

"If you insist."

The composer of Choro chuckled as he accepted the envelope.

It was a success.

I bowed even lower and let out a sigh of relief.

Thanks to the well-packaged explanation, I was less likely to be suspected of being from the Empire, but there was still a high chance of rejection.

Fortunately, things worked out well.

With lighter steps, I returned to where Werner and the young men were gathered.

It was a lively night. Everyone seemed to be quite drunk, so I naturally continued the conversation, thinking they must have gone to the bathroom or something.

Only Werner next to me smiled mysteriously.

"A letter?"

"Yes."

"It's a bit disappointing. If you had timed it right, you could have sent it on New Year's Day."

"Maybe. But."

I hadn't expected it to take this long to gather six letters. So, I ended up sending the letter at this ambiguous time.

But, it's okay.

Because that letter contains the hearts of six people.

"It's okay if it's late."

"Hmm?"

"What matters is that we all gathered together."

I turned my head to look out the window. The full moon rising in the Hyungcheong sky would always look the same no matter when or where you saw it.

It's still snowing in Prussia.

I wonder if it's snowing over there too.

"I hope they come back soon."

"I don't know what you're talking about. Anyway, let's talk about research. There's a journal called 'Magic Studies Quarterly'..."

"Got it, got it."

        
            To be called a great entrepreneur, it takes more than just exceptional skills.

It requires a comprehensive set of abilities such as building trust with business partners, maintaining relationships, and managing oneself to handle schedules effectively.

On the other hand,

"Your fever is really high. Lena, aren't you thirsty? Should I get you some water?"

"I'm fine...."

Failing in self-care, Lena couldn't call herself an entrepreneur.

Susanne, with a worried expression, checked Lena's temperature.

Even a rough glance at the thermometer showed that her temperature was above normal.

Susanne let out a sigh mixed with self-blame.

"Fortunately, it doesn't seem to be the flu. But your fever is too high. You shouldn't have been sent out on such a cold day."

"...No, it's just a mild cold."

Lena assessed her own condition.

Although she felt uncomfortable and dizzy, her illness was only enough to keep her in bed for a day or two.

She was more concerned about worrying her family over just a simple cold.

With gift exchanges and especially Elly looking forward to the New Year's party.

Lena forced a smile and parted her lips.

"I'm fine, so don't worry about me and enjoy the New Year's party to the fullest."

However, Susanne firmly shook her head.

"No. Family events are meaningful when everyone gathers."

"But today is the only New Year's Day."

"Gifts are more about the thought behind them than the date. So just rest quietly."

As Susanne gently touched her forehead while saying this, Lena, who was about to turn twenty, felt a sense of relief in her heart.

Once she received that touch, she had no choice but to yield.

"Yes. I'll rest well. I'm sorry."

"No need to apologize. By the way, Eugene said he would help with the care."

"...What?"

I doubted my ears.

Eugene coming into the room?

Lena mustered up her strength and protested.

"Oh, no. Please tell him not to come into the room."

"Lena. Are you not letting him in because you don't want to show 'them'?"

"...Yes."

"You're quite stubborn. They're just cute."

"Can you please just not let him in?"

After pleading and nodding, Susanne patted Lena's head and then left the room.

Finally, Lena was left alone in the room.

Once alone, she felt uneasy. It wasn't just physical pain; as she lay still, the worries she had buried began to resurface.

Perhaps the only fortunate thing was that her cold was severe enough to make her drowsy.

Her fever and fatigue were allies today.

Accepting them, Lena quickly fell into a shallow sleep.

With a wheezing breath, she couldn't sleep deeply.

Whenever she heard Elly's footsteps running around the house or the twins and Eugene talking, she woke up.

Sometimes, when Susanne brought a cup of water, Lena struggled to sit up and drink.

So when she heard the sound of the door opening, she thought it was Susanne again and got up without hesitation.

Lena groggily asked in a hoarse voice.

"Why...?"

"I thought you might need a towel to put on your head."

!"

Startled, Lena shivered.

Susanne's voice was so deep.

No, that couldn't be. People's voices don't change overnight.

Having repeated the cycle of sleeping and waking up, her vision blurred. After blinking a few times, Lena finally realized that the person in front of her was Eugene.

At the same time, she also realized how messy she must look.

The hair was stuck to the sweat, and one side of the shoulder was exposed as the pajama button was left unbuttoned.

But that wasn't the real problem.

"Uh, uh...."

Yujin entered the room!

Unusually, Yujin's gaze, holding a tray with a cup and a towel, was fixed not on Lena but behind her.

Lena's room was narrow horizontally and long vertically.

The desk by the window was neatly organized with various books and letters, creating an intellectual atmosphere.

However, the bed area told a different story.

It was one of the reasons Lena prohibited Yujin from entering her room. Because behind the bed, there were.

...cozy teddy bear dolls hidden.

Dolls to comfort her after a tiring day. Lena hadn't considered being caught by anyone other than family, and accepting Yujin as family and revealing this secret were not synonymous.

But now, the secret she had kept for over a year was broken.

Yujin smiled coolly and said.

"Um, it's cute."

"――!"

The suppressed heat rose to the top of her head in an instant.

It was better to catch a cold. Her face wouldn't turn red.

Lena quickly hid under the blanket, covering her face with swift movements. It was inevitable. Now that it had happened, hiding was the best option.

If you want to laugh, laugh in silence.

But Yujin didn't laugh.

Instead, he said something unexpected.

"Thank goodness."

"...What?"

"Lift the blanket a bit."

"...."

In the end, Lena peeked out with her eyes and widened them soon after.

Yujin had taken out a doll from behind.

It wasn't a teddy bear, but a small rabbit doll made of fluffy white yarn.

"A gift. Oh, it's not for the New Year's party. I picked out a gift for everyone while shopping. I thought it might be helpful to give it in advance."

"...How did you know I like this kind of thing?"

"Well, the pattern on the blanket you usually wear is oddly cute. I thought you might like this kind of thing."

Lena kept her eyes half-open and let out a sigh.

Was he observing her so closely?

"I feel...uncomfortable."

"Oops."

"...."

Although she spoke bluntly, Lena's feelings were complicated. Unlike herself, who took a long time to buy a single fountain pen, Yujin had guessed her taste effortlessly.

That's what she thought.

Until Yujin spoke like this.

"I was worried if you didn't like it, but I'm glad. It took me the longest to choose a gift for you, Lena."

"R-really?"

"Yeah. I don't really know your taste. Even if you don't like dolls, I tried to convince you to accept it because it was thoughtfully chosen."

Lena was about to say something but closed her mouth.

It seemed that Yujin didn't know her well, just as she didn't know him well.

The reason was obvious.

She hadn't completely opened her heart yet. In the words of the Love Race director, she was 'shy' towards him.

That's right. It was her heart.

How could she give a heartfelt gift when she didn't fully open up to Yujin? Lena thought with a flushed face under the blanket.

Yujin placed the rabbit doll by her head and then prepared a towel, placing it on Lena's forehead. To do so, he had to lift the blanket, revealing her messy appearance once again.

But Yujin's expression was serious.

Because they were family.

"...."

The cool air cooled down the heat. Yet, somehow, Lena felt a warm feeling in her chest.

Lena focused on Eugene's face.

Curiosity arose.

Would Eugene like the fountain pen gift? Would studying be difficult for him? What worries does he harbor, and what advice would he give when he hears about his concerns?

Normally, it would have been a curiosity she would have hidden.

But now, as everything was laid bare, she could naturally bring up the curiosity.

"......Eugene."

She began to talk about her worries with a hesitant pronunciation. And the conversation did not stop.

Until Suma came to close her eyelids, Eugene and Lena earnestly, sometimes playfully, shared their worries with each other.

And as she drifted off to sleep, she thought.

If she catches a cold, she should visit the general store again.

January 6th. Snow.

Like a weekend where snow falls as if it were the first day of the new year. Even in Fraußen, where silence had settled, a belated New Year's party was being held in a family home.

Tap, tap.

In front of the crackling fireplace, Susan declared.

"Gift exchange, begin! First, receive my gift."

From Eugene, Ellie, Sally, and even Lena who had overcome her fear of horses.

What Susan handed to all of them was none other than a knitted wool sock.

"I knitted it myself."

Susan said with a smile.

Perhaps knitting was a hobby. She had been diligently knitting something for a month, and it seemed to be a preparation for this day.

Then the actual gift exchange began.

Susan first pointed at Eugene.

"Eugene. Whom did you pick?"

Without a word, Eugene got up.

Hiding something behind his back.

Carefully moving his steps, Eugene knelt in front of Sally.

"Ta-da. L. Frank Baum's new release."

"......Wow!"

He presented the gift like a noble offering to a king. It was a novel.

For some reason, Eugene seemed familiar with that posture, but Lena didn't know why.

"Th-thank you."

Sally, who usually couldn't express her thoughts about books, smiled broadly at Eugene's gesture.

Susan then pointed at Sally.

"Next is Sally."

Sally didn't show the same performance as Eugene. She simply handed the book she had been holding in her arms to Ellie.

Ellie's expression naturally wrinkled.

"What is this?"

"...A book. Read it."

"I read books! An encyclopedia!"

"...Let's just read this one."

Although Ellie disliked boring text, seeing Sally holding the book she gave tightly, it seemed to please her.

Next was Lena's turn.

Under Susan's gaze, Lena slowly got up from her seat and headed towards Eugene.

And she stared intently.

"...?"

Eugene widened his eyes in confusion. It was probably a gesture of 'why are you staring', Lena thought.

Not having any intention to stare with a purpose, it was simply because she didn't know what to say.

After a brief moment of silence, she decided to just hand it over.

Receiving the elegantly wrapped gift, Eugene seemed slightly surprised. It was much closer to being moved than confused, which was a relief.

"Thank you, Lena."

"And."

"And?"

She didn't plan to just hand over the fountain pen and bookmark set and call it a day. It was a gift that contained sincerity but not her heart.

Fluttering―

Lena unfolded the blanket she had been holding and draped it over Eugene's shoulders.

It was a neat patterned blanket that suited Eugene's taste, not the cute ones she usually used.

It was a ready-made product of reasonable price. Just a little extra processing added.

On one corner of the blanket, Eugene's name was embroidered in white thread.

It was a hand-embroidered work by Lena.

Soon, Eugene noticed the embroidery and smiled softly.

Having confirmed everything, Lena quickly sat back in her place on the road. There was a limit to how much she could control her expression.

Just then, Ellie suddenly stood up from her seat.

"Now it's my turn!"

As it was the last turn, it was obvious that Ellie's gift was for Lena.

However, without a care in the world, Ellie confidently declared and ran out of the house, breaking everyone's expectations.

"...?"

As Lena stood there with wide eyes, staring at the open front door, Ellie shouted from somewhere unseen.

- Ah!

Soon, Ellie rushed back into the house, looking half on the verge of tears.

"The snowman melted! It was a gift for you, Lena!"

Lena couldn't tell who burst into laughter first at that exclamation. It didn't matter who started first, they all started laughing and making a fuss.

Still, one thing was for sure, Lena also laughed with tears welling up in her eyes, without any shame.

It happened to be snowing heavily again today. The newly made snowman, boasting a beautiful carrot nose, adorned the entrance of the house for a while.

And.

January 12th. Snow.

I visited the Melting Pot Club after a long time and bowed, making a request.

"Master Maller, is it possible?"

"Hmm... Sending a letter to the Empire is not as easy as you think. I also need permission and have to go through acquaintances, and there is only one ship, the Edington, that carries mail, so it will take time. It's better not to expect a reply. Is that okay?"

"Yes. Please, I beg of you."

"If you insist."

The composer of Choro chuckled as he accepted the envelope.

It was a success.

I bowed even lower and let out a sigh of relief.

Thanks to the well-packaged explanation, I was less likely to be suspected of being from the Empire, but there was still a high chance of rejection.

Fortunately, things worked out well.

With lighter steps, I returned to where Werner and the young men were gathered.

It was a lively night. Everyone seemed to be quite drunk, so I naturally continued the conversation, thinking they must have gone to the bathroom or something.

Only Werner next to me smiled mysteriously.

"A letter?"

"Yes."

"It's a bit disappointing. If you had timed it right, you could have sent it on New Year's Day."

"Maybe. But."

I hadn't expected it to take this long to gather six letters. So, I ended up sending the letter at this ambiguous time.

But, it's okay.

Because that letter contains the hearts of six people.

"It's okay if it's late."

"Hmm?"

"What matters is that we all gathered together."

I turned my head to look out the window. The full moon rising in the Hyungcheong sky would always look the same no matter when or where you saw it.

It's still snowing in Prussia.

I wonder if it's snowing over there too.

"I hope they come back soon."

"I don't know what you're talking about. Anyway, let's talk about research. There's a journal called 'Magic Studies Quarterly'..."

"Got it, got it."

        
            Knock, knock, knock—

Sally cautiously tapped on the door with her adorable hands.

It was Lena's room.

If it were the room she shared with her twin sister, she would have just opened it without knocking, but Lena was different.

Sally knew that Lena, who had just graduated, was living a more diligent life than when she was a student.

The door quickly opened.

"Who... Oh, Sally?"

"Lena unnie, can I come in?"

She asked carefully, with a hint of concern if Lena was busy at the moment.

Fortunately, Lena showed her usual kindness, unlike Ellie.

Lena, who was wrapping a cute bear-patterned blanket around her shoulders, smiled gently at Sally.

"Come in."

*

"Wow."

Sally was not one to wander around the Oslo household like Ellie did.

She only frequented her room, the kitchen, and the living room, and rarely entered other people's rooms.

So, when she sat down on Lena's bed, she couldn't help but be surprised.

There were so many dolls.

Every time she turned her head, she saw dolls of all sizes. There was even one the size of Sally sitting there.

"Wow."

She preferred books over dolls, but that didn't mean she disliked them.

Sally's mouth slowly opened in awe.

Seeing her reaction, Lena, who had sat down on the bed, chuckled.

"Do you want to hold a doll?"

Nodding, Sally chose her favorite doll and hugged it tightly. A cute rabbit doll.

Lena's expression changed into something indescribable.

A mix of confusion and shyness?

"S-Sally?"

"....?"

"How about that one instead of the doll? It's a really big bear doll. It would be so soft to hug."

"....I like this one."

The soft and fluffy fur felt nice. The scent was pleasant, so Sally didn't feel like hugging another bear doll.

Lena, who seemed to have given up on something, finally spoke again.

"So, Sally. Do you have something to say?"

"Oh."

She had forgotten.

Remembering her original purpose, Sally asked politely.

Lena replied seriously.

"Are you a genius?"

"....Yes."

"Someone might say that. Why are you suddenly curious about this?"

Sally explained clumsily about the events of a week ago, not being able to read books, the differences between Ellie and herself, and other things.

Lena muttered with a furrowed brow.

"What a terrible person."

"....?"

"Never mind, don't worry about it."

Lena patted Sally's head and spoke again.

"If life is like a race, a genius is someone who can run faster than anyone else. What do you think you are?"

"I... I can't run fast."

"Yeah. There are plenty of people who run slowly, and many who just walk."

"So... what should I do?"

In Sally's eyes, she was just a 'walker.' She was hesitant and enjoyed rereading books multiple times.

Would she always be left behind?

It was when she hugged the rabbit doll tighter in her arms out of anxiety.

Lena answered as if it were obvious.

"Just do what you do, whether you walk or run. Where you're heading is much more important than how fast you're going."

"....Really?"

"Yeah. And in my opinion, Sally, you're doing really well."

Was that really true?

It was a warm gesture, but there seemed to be something underlying Lena's logic that was not resolved and lingered.

And so, Cha spent some time enjoying the feel of the rabbit doll.

Suddenly, curiosity struck.

To be able to give such a clear answer, Lena must have had many thoughts. Then, what is Lena running towards now?

"Lena unnie."

"Yeah?"

Calling out her name, Sally walked across the bed to Lena's desk.

"Wait a moment."

Ignoring Lena's attempt to stop her, Sally peeked at what was on the desk.

The notebook was filled with complex words like 'Eastern Front National Business Expansion Plan,' 'Investment Plan,' 'Foundation Establishment Plan for Prussian Research,' and more.

Next to the notebook, a book was neatly placed.

Sally read the title aloud.

"Sixty Ways to Solve Embarrassment for Shy Kids...."

"Hmm."

What is this?

There was even a bookmark in the middle.

"Um, Sally? Can you leave for now?"

Turning around, Lena, with a puzzled expression, was trying to shoo her away.

It was a stark contrast to her earlier advice as if she had mastered life.

Watching her, Sally playfully laughed, just like her twin sister.

Indeed, Lena unnie is most natural when flustered.

*

To consult another genius for advice, Sally headed to the storage room downstairs but stopped in front of the door.

The door was slightly ajar.

Eujin rarely closed the door.

When asked before, she used to say, 'Open spaces are better,' a response that was hard for Sally, who liked cozy spaces, to understand.

Peeking through the half-open door, she saw Eujin sitting at the desk, deeply engrossed in a thick book.

"....!"

Reading such a thick book.

She must be a huge bookworm.

Sally quietly retreated, moving away from the storage room.

As an avid reader, she couldn't tolerate interruptions during reading.

Unable to get Eujin's response, she finally approached Susan, who was sitting on the sofa knitting.

Sitting next to Susan, she opened her mouth.

"....You know."

"Why, Sally?"

Sally explained as she did to Lena, in a somewhat dry tone, as it was a story she had consulted and mentioned several times before.

Susan listened attentively to all the stories.

"How do you think about it?"

"Um...."

After a moment of contemplation, Susan did not respond.

Instead, she set aside her knitting and hugged Sally.

"You've been through a lot, haven't you?"

Saying that, Susan patted her shoulder, and Sally strangely felt relieved.

Only then did she realize that she was not trapped in a logical trap but had just been hurt.

Like any other child her age.

Sally slept deeply first. She slept well, and the next day, around two or three in the afternoon, she sat on the sofa and read the etiquette book.

In this way, she completed the novel that Eujin had given her as the seventh gift.

It was still enjoyable, and it would continue to be enjoyable in the future.

*

Sally had spent an unpleasant week, but there was an unexpected gain as well.

She found out that Eujin was also a bookworm like herself.

―Do you want to read a book together?

―Sure.

As meaningful conversations ensued, whenever Sally felt like reading quietly, she would often visit Eujin's storage room.

Each time she knocked on the door, she felt a sense of camaraderie with Eujin, who was always reading a thick book.

One day, Sally suddenly realized that she had never asked Eugene about being a genius.

It was after she had realized that reading a novel twelve times over could become somewhat boring.

Feeling bored, Sally looked at Eugene, who was sighing while reading a book, and asked, "Eugene, are you a genius too?"

"Eh?" He looked in her direction.

"Are you also a genius, like me?"

Taken aback by the unexpected question, Eugene widened his eyes for a moment. Then, he chuckled and replied, "Well, I guess."

For some reason, Sally thought his answer was cool.

"Then, if someone asks me, should I say 'I guess' too?"

"…?"

Although Eugene seemed puzzled by her question, he smiled and patted Sally's head.

Time passed.

Sally read all kinds of books, devouring anything that was labeled as a book.

After finishing the novel Eugene had gifted her, she picked up a poetry collection. And she was immediately captivated.

While she was immersed in poetry, Eugene spent his time reading a thick book.

Even when Sally analyzed short story collections from a statistical perspective learned at school, Eugene was holding another thick book.

It seemed like his taste was consistent, even when he was sneakily reading a red-covered book he had stolen from Louise's room.

And time passed.

#February 17th. Clear skies.

Until the arrival of the new year, Eugene's book thickness remained unchanged.

Sally had grown half an inch taller.

Correspondingly, the thickness of the book she carried around had also increased.

Eugene seemed to have grown a bit taller too, but his book didn't seem to have gotten any thicker. If it did, it would have been closer to a hammer than a book by now.

With that thought in mind, Sally entered the storage room holding a slim volume of literary criticism.

"…?"

Something had changed.

Although Eugene's back remained the same as he sat at his desk.

After pondering for a while, Sally finally noticed the change outside the window.

The flower bud that had been hiding all winter had finally bloomed.

Was it trying to announce the early arrival of spring?

A pleasant smile formed on her face at the freshness of the flower petals.

At the same time, Sally realized a newfound desire within her.

She didn't want to read; she wanted to write.

"…."

Anyway, that was the story after the enjoyable book club meeting had ended.

As always, she lightly tapped Eugene's shoulder.

"What are you reading?"

With a casual tone, she peeked over his shoulder at his desk.

Sally's eyes widened.

It was thin.

Very thin.

Could it be the thickness of twenty sheets of paper?

Amazed by the sudden change in his unwavering reading preference, Eugene coolly smiled and said, "I'm not reading, I'm writing. It's a draft for a paper."

He held a pen in his hand.

Yujin had been staying with the O'Sullivan family in Prussia for three and a half years, on the verge of marking her fifth year there.
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            The structure of the iris may seem simple at first glance, but in reality, it is one of the most complex organs exposed to the outside of the body.

The iris, which acts as a diaphragm, varies in color for each person, contracting and dilating repeatedly, while the pupil surrounded by it resembles a vast emptiness.

Therefore, the iris possesses a demonic nature.

Indeed, it was so.

"...."

I held my breath.

No, at this moment, it would be more appropriate to say my breath stopped.

My breath stopped.

Meeting the smiling Yulia's gaze. Despite being a familiar action, an inexplicable sense of embarrassment crept in.

There was no need to ponder the reason.

Distance. That was the cause.

Too close.

Not only visually, but also with occasional involvement of smell and sometimes touch, the current situation was clearly confusing me.

However, during the practice of walking, no matter how many times my body made contact, it was never a problem. Why now?

I raised both arms.

Thud—

"Huh?"

I placed my hand on Yulia's slender shoulder and pushed.

I looked at Yulia with wide eyes.

"You're too close."

"Is it a problem if I'm close?"

"Yes."

Upon hearing this, Yulia burst into laughter.

It was a flow of thought that was difficult to understand, but at least it seemed clear that she was enjoying my stiff demeanor.

What was so amusing to her?

It was a mystery.

"Ahaha...."

She laughed heartily, almost sitting down.

Yulia, who laughed for a long time to the point where I doubted if she had always been this cheerful, eventually wiped away tears with her fingertips and parted her lips.

"Sorry, I'm sorry. I got carried away with my mischief."

I remained expressionless and did not respond.

Eventually, Yulia's expression also returned to a gentle smile.

Tap—

Yulia Muller, the president of the Student Council at the Frausen Federal Magic University, adjusted her wand.

"Doctoral student Eugene Oslo. Although a light disciplinary action was taken according to the decision of the Disciplinary Committee today, as the president of the Student Council, I cannot overlook a matter that could have led to a major loss of life like the fire on the day of the entrance ceremony."

"...."

"Therefore, I will regularly visit the laboratory you belong to in the future to check if there is any possibility of a recurrence of the incident. Do you understand?"

"What?"

I had been quietly listening to the fact that I had caused a big incident, but the conclusion was absurd.

I couldn't help but ask.

"No, what do you mean by a recurrence of the incident in the Theoretical Magic Laboratory."

"Understand that. Do you understand?"

An unspoken pressure.

I tried to argue against the unchanged language, but soon gave up.

Whether it was sophistry or not, there was no point in a doctoral student affiliated with the laboratory following the orders of the Student Council without any reason.

Yulia was mimicking the way she had pressured the professors in the Disciplinary Committee.

It was an abuse of power.

I replied quietly.

"....Yes. I understand."

"Good."

Her tone sounded satisfied.

As a sense of distrust towards authority rose, the blue brooch on Yulia's chest suddenly began to flicker.

"Oh."

"Is it running out of magic?"

It was a decorative item as well as a magic battery brooch.

I remembered. Yulia, who was always walking or standing still talking, was always using her innate magic, "Walk Assistance."

The moment her magic ran out, Yulia would not be able to last ten seconds before collapsing to the ground.

Like a puppet with a broken string.

Yulia checked the brooch and replied.

"Is it running low? Just a signal to be a bit more careful?"

"I think it's better to end the walk here."

"Yes."

"See you again."

Having received disciplinary action, I had to faithfully carry it out. Some of it included cleaning the experiment room filled with ashes.

As I was about to turn around to clean the experiment room, Julia grabbed my arm.

"Oh, wait."

"Why?"

Instead of answering, Julia reached out her hand.

With her delicate hand, she touched my tie and said, "Your tie is crooked."

Is it?

At least to my eyes, the tie looked perfectly fine, but I let her adjust it.

#April 25th. Clear skies.

A week and three days had passed.

It was a busy period.

The lab work had started in earnest, and I had also begun assisting Professor Muller with his lectures on "Repair Magic" and "Polarity Magic."

At the same time, I had to juggle cleaning the experiment room due to the disciplinary action.

I couldn't do personal research for a week, but there wasn't much time for that anyway.

However.

I had a smile on my face.

After a late night at work, I sat down at my desk immediately to draw graphs and refine my language.

The accident happened towards the end of the experiment.

There was enough data for the hypothesis, and all that was left was the tedious task of putting it into a paper.

And I was experienced in handling tedious tasks.

As the clock struck three in the morning.

"It's done."

I put down my pen on the paper.

I neatly organized the stack of papers, feeling a sense of aesthetic satisfaction, and then laid my head on the desk.

The paper was complete. Truly.

In other words, there was hardly any room for further improvement.

I did my best.

Now, only the final step remained.

I fell asleep at my desk and woke up to find it was morning.

As I heard the chirping of a tailow, I woke up and noticed an unseen letter on my desk.

A letter addressed to me.

What's this?

Lena, who had checked the mailbox early in the morning, seemed to have brought it along with a letter for herself, but I had no idea what the contents of the letter were.

The time to go to work was approaching.

Without much thought, I opened the envelope.

Crackle—

At the same time, something shiny emerged from the envelope and rolled onto the desk.

It was a metal object of unknown purpose.

Attached to a small metal rod was a spring clamp.

I couldn't figure out what it was, so I looked inside the envelope and found a small note.

[ A gift ]

[ Julia Müller ]

"...What?"

Still unable to understand its meaning, I turned the small metal rod around several times, and then, after recalling Julia's last words ten days ago—

―Your tie is crooked.

I finally realized.

This is a tie pin.

*

Research Lab Room 3 - 401.

Stepping inside, I faced a suffocating silence.

Rustle, rustle.

Every time Professor Klaus Müller moved his wrist, the sound of flipping papers could be heard. And that was the only sound in the research lab.

The revised version of my paper, "Discovering the Generation and Transformation of Light from a Legal Perspective," was in his hands.

Technically, I had requested his review.

Afraid even the sound of swallowing saliva would be a disturbance, I held my breath as Professor Müller stopped his hand movements.

With his gaze fixed on my paper, he opened his mouth.

"The energy does not continuously distribute in a space where the rays are propagated, but is composed of a finite number of energy quanta that move and are absorbed or generated only as photons in a space limited to points where the energy continuously increases."

That was the sentence I had written.

He opened his mouth.

"I hope you sincerely wrote this passage. If this paper is published in an academic journal, you will inevitably have to choose one of two paths."

"What are those two paths?"

"Endless doubt. Or burial."

"...."

"Do you have the courage to handle it?"

Professor Muller opened his eyes and looked at me.

I understood the meaning of his words.

If my hypothesis is wrong, I will not be able to voice permanently in the academic world, and even if the hypothesis is correct, I will have to endure doubt and verification for at least the next few years.

Either way, it will be a thorny path.

However.

"Of course."

I answered without hesitation.

Speculation becomes a law, and to turn a theory into a thesis, one must inevitably go through the process.

It was rather something to look forward to.

It was a sign that I was walking in the right direction.

Soon, Professor Muller's expression twitched slightly.

It was a facial expression that could be called a smile, but it was doubtful whether it could be called a smile.

I saw Yuri's smile in it.

That was a smile.

"Help me publish it."

"....!"

"Take the original and give copies. It will take about three months. After the publication, letters will come from all over, and you must carefully respond to all of them if you want to contribute to the 'Journal of Magic Studies'. Do you understand?"

"Yes, I understand."

He said, and I nodded vigorously.

Finally.

To publish a paper with my name on it, beyond pretending to be a scholar.

I felt exhilarated.

Since I couldn't emit the gradually rising exhilaration in this stuffy research lab, I waited until Professor Muller told me to leave.

Permission like 'You can leave if you're done with your business.'

However, no matter how long I waited, the voice I was expecting did not come.

When I looked at Professor Muller with a sense of wonder, I realized that he was also looking at me.

Not with my eyes, but with my chest.

"....Professor?"

"You can leave now."

I nodded and did as he said.

As always, Johannes and Eva were waiting outside the lab door.

Johannes casually struck up a conversation with me, but Eva widened her eyes and stared intently at my face.

At the end of that gaze, there was a tie and.

I must have received a gift, as the tie pin I tried on was shining in silver.

*

When Yuri came to the research building later under the pretext of a fire inspection.

When I asked about the meaning of the gift, she replied like this.

"It's just a normal tie pin. I hope you wear it neatly."

"It's suspicious."

"Isn't it too much to find it suspicious from the person who gave you the gift?"

Her attitude seemed somewhat artificial for some reason.

Feeling something strange, I looked at the tie pin again and discovered an elegant pattern engraved at the tip of the pin.

"What is this?"

"Oh, it's the emblem of the Muller family."

"Do you need to engrave that on a gift?"

I asked, and Yuri answered with a smile as if nothing was wrong.

"Prevention is more important than early suppression in case of a fire, right?"

"What?"

"Exactly."

        
            The structure of the iris may seem simple at first glance, but in reality, it is one of the most complex organs exposed to the outside of the body.

The iris, which acts as a diaphragm, varies in color for each person, contracting and dilating repeatedly, while the pupil surrounded by it resembles a vast emptiness.

Therefore, the iris possesses a demonic nature.

Indeed, it was so.

"...."

I held my breath.

No, at this moment, it would be more appropriate to say my breath stopped.

My breath stopped.

Meeting the smiling Yulia's gaze. Despite being a familiar action, an inexplicable sense of embarrassment crept in.

There was no need to ponder the reason.

Distance. That was the cause.

Too close.

Not only visually, but also with occasional involvement of smell and sometimes touch, the current situation was clearly confusing me.

However, during the practice of walking, no matter how many times my body made contact, it was never a problem. Why now?

I raised both arms.

Thud—

"Huh?"

I placed my hand on Yulia's slender shoulder and pushed.

I looked at Yulia with wide eyes.

"You're too close."

"Is it a problem if I'm close?"

"Yes."

Upon hearing this, Yulia burst into laughter.

It was a flow of thought that was difficult to understand, but at least it seemed clear that she was enjoying my stiff demeanor.

What was so amusing to her?

It was a mystery.

"Ahaha...."

She laughed heartily, almost sitting down.

Yulia, who laughed for a long time to the point where I doubted if she had always been this cheerful, eventually wiped away tears with her fingertips and parted her lips.

"Sorry, I'm sorry. I got carried away with my mischief."

I remained expressionless and did not respond.

Eventually, Yulia's expression also returned to a gentle smile.

Tap—

Yulia Muller, the president of the Student Council at the Frausen Federal Magic University, adjusted her wand.

"Doctoral student Eugene Oslo. Although a light disciplinary action was taken according to the decision of the Disciplinary Committee today, as the president of the Student Council, I cannot overlook a matter that could have led to a major loss of life like the fire on the day of the entrance ceremony."

"...."

"Therefore, I will regularly visit the laboratory you belong to in the future to check if there is any possibility of a recurrence of the incident. Do you understand?"

"What?"

I had been quietly listening to the fact that I had caused a big incident, but the conclusion was absurd.

I couldn't help but ask.

"No, what do you mean by a recurrence of the incident in the Theoretical Magic Laboratory."

"Understand that. Do you understand?"

An unspoken pressure.

I tried to argue against the unchanged language, but soon gave up.

Whether it was sophistry or not, there was no point in a doctoral student affiliated with the laboratory following the orders of the Student Council without any reason.

Yulia was mimicking the way she had pressured the professors in the Disciplinary Committee.

It was an abuse of power.

I replied quietly.

"....Yes. I understand."

"Good."

Her tone sounded satisfied.

As a sense of distrust towards authority rose, the blue brooch on Yulia's chest suddenly began to flicker.

"Oh."

"Is it running out of magic?"

It was a decorative item as well as a magic battery brooch.

I remembered. Yulia, who was always walking or standing still talking, was always using her innate magic, "Walk Assistance."

The moment her magic ran out, Yulia would not be able to last ten seconds before collapsing to the ground.

Like a puppet with a broken string.

Yulia checked the brooch and replied.

"Is it running low? Just a signal to be a bit more careful?"

"I think it's better to end the walk here."

"Yes."

"See you again."

Having received disciplinary action, I had to faithfully carry it out. Some of it included cleaning the experiment room filled with ashes.

As I was about to turn around to clean the experiment room, Julia grabbed my arm.

"Oh, wait."

"Why?"

Instead of answering, Julia reached out her hand.

With her delicate hand, she touched my tie and said, "Your tie is crooked."

Is it?

At least to my eyes, the tie looked perfectly fine, but I let her adjust it.

#April 25th. Clear skies.

A week and three days had passed.

It was a busy period.

The lab work had started in earnest, and I had also begun assisting Professor Muller with his lectures on "Repair Magic" and "Polarity Magic."

At the same time, I had to juggle cleaning the experiment room due to the disciplinary action.

I couldn't do personal research for a week, but there wasn't much time for that anyway.

However.

I had a smile on my face.

After a late night at work, I sat down at my desk immediately to draw graphs and refine my language.

The accident happened towards the end of the experiment.

There was enough data for the hypothesis, and all that was left was the tedious task of putting it into a paper.

And I was experienced in handling tedious tasks.

As the clock struck three in the morning.

"It's done."

I put down my pen on the paper.

I neatly organized the stack of papers, feeling a sense of aesthetic satisfaction, and then laid my head on the desk.

The paper was complete. Truly.

In other words, there was hardly any room for further improvement.

I did my best.

Now, only the final step remained.

I fell asleep at my desk and woke up to find it was morning.

As I heard the chirping of a tailow, I woke up and noticed an unseen letter on my desk.

A letter addressed to me.

What's this?

Lena, who had checked the mailbox early in the morning, seemed to have brought it along with a letter for herself, but I had no idea what the contents of the letter were.

The time to go to work was approaching.

Without much thought, I opened the envelope.

Crackle—

At the same time, something shiny emerged from the envelope and rolled onto the desk.

It was a metal object of unknown purpose.

Attached to a small metal rod was a spring clamp.

I couldn't figure out what it was, so I looked inside the envelope and found a small note.

[ A gift ]

[ Julia Müller ]

"...What?"

Still unable to understand its meaning, I turned the small metal rod around several times, and then, after recalling Julia's last words ten days ago—

―Your tie is crooked.

I finally realized.

This is a tie pin.

*

Research Lab Room 3 - 401.

Stepping inside, I faced a suffocating silence.

Rustle, rustle.

Every time Professor Klaus Müller moved his wrist, the sound of flipping papers could be heard. And that was the only sound in the research lab.

The revised version of my paper, "Discovering the Generation and Transformation of Light from a Legal Perspective," was in his hands.

Technically, I had requested his review.

Afraid even the sound of swallowing saliva would be a disturbance, I held my breath as Professor Müller stopped his hand movements.

With his gaze fixed on my paper, he opened his mouth.

"The energy does not continuously distribute in a space where the rays are propagated, but is composed of a finite number of energy quanta that move and are absorbed or generated only as photons in a space limited to points where the energy continuously increases."

That was the sentence I had written.

He opened his mouth.

"I hope you sincerely wrote this passage. If this paper is published in an academic journal, you will inevitably have to choose one of two paths."

"What are those two paths?"

"Endless doubt. Or burial."

"...."

"Do you have the courage to handle it?"

Professor Muller opened his eyes and looked at me.

I understood the meaning of his words.

If my hypothesis is wrong, I will not be able to voice permanently in the academic world, and even if the hypothesis is correct, I will have to endure doubt and verification for at least the next few years.

Either way, it will be a thorny path.

However.

"Of course."

I answered without hesitation.

Speculation becomes a law, and to turn a theory into a thesis, one must inevitably go through the process.

It was rather something to look forward to.

It was a sign that I was walking in the right direction.

Soon, Professor Muller's expression twitched slightly.

It was a facial expression that could be called a smile, but it was doubtful whether it could be called a smile.

I saw Yuri's smile in it.

That was a smile.

"Help me publish it."

"....!"

"Take the original and give copies. It will take about three months. After the publication, letters will come from all over, and you must carefully respond to all of them if you want to contribute to the 'Journal of Magic Studies'. Do you understand?"

"Yes, I understand."

He said, and I nodded vigorously.

Finally.

To publish a paper with my name on it, beyond pretending to be a scholar.

I felt exhilarated.

Since I couldn't emit the gradually rising exhilaration in this stuffy research lab, I waited until Professor Muller told me to leave.

Permission like 'You can leave if you're done with your business.'

However, no matter how long I waited, the voice I was expecting did not come.

When I looked at Professor Muller with a sense of wonder, I realized that he was also looking at me.

Not with my eyes, but with my chest.

"....Professor?"

"You can leave now."

I nodded and did as he said.

As always, Johannes and Eva were waiting outside the lab door.

Johannes casually struck up a conversation with me, but Eva widened her eyes and stared intently at my face.

At the end of that gaze, there was a tie and.

I must have received a gift, as the tie pin I tried on was shining in silver.

*

When Yuri came to the research building later under the pretext of a fire inspection.

When I asked about the meaning of the gift, she replied like this.

"It's just a normal tie pin. I hope you wear it neatly."

"It's suspicious."

"Isn't it too much to find it suspicious from the person who gave you the gift?"

Her attitude seemed somewhat artificial for some reason.

Feeling something strange, I looked at the tie pin again and discovered an elegant pattern engraved at the tip of the pin.

"What is this?"

"Oh, it's the emblem of the Muller family."

"Do you need to engrave that on a gift?"

I asked, and Yuri answered with a smile as if nothing was wrong.

"Prevention is more important than early suppression in case of a fire, right?"

"What?"

"Exactly."
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I remained expressionless and did not respond.
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"Doctoral student Eugene Oslo. Although a light disciplinary action was taken according to the decision of the Disciplinary Committee today, as the president of the Student Council, I cannot overlook a matter that could have led to a major loss of life like the fire on the day of the entrance ceremony."
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"Therefore, I will regularly visit the laboratory you belong to in the future to check if there is any possibility of a recurrence of the incident. Do you understand?"

"What?"

I had been quietly listening to the fact that I had caused a big incident, but the conclusion was absurd.

I couldn't help but ask.

"No, what do you mean by a recurrence of the incident in the Theoretical Magic Laboratory."

"Understand that. Do you understand?"

An unspoken pressure.

I tried to argue against the unchanged language, but soon gave up.

Whether it was sophistry or not, there was no point in a doctoral student affiliated with the laboratory following the orders of the Student Council without any reason.

Yulia was mimicking the way she had pressured the professors in the Disciplinary Committee.

It was an abuse of power.
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"....Yes. I understand."

"Good."

Her tone sounded satisfied.

As a sense of distrust towards authority rose, the blue brooch on Yulia's chest suddenly began to flicker.
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"Is it running out of magic?"

It was a decorative item as well as a magic battery brooch.

I remembered. Yulia, who was always walking or standing still talking, was always using her innate magic, "Walk Assistance."

The moment her magic ran out, Yulia would not be able to last ten seconds before collapsing to the ground.

Like a puppet with a broken string.

Yulia checked the brooch and replied.

"Is it running low? Just a signal to be a bit more careful?"

"I think it's better to end the walk here."

"Yes."

"See you again."

Having received disciplinary action, I had to faithfully carry it out. Some of it included cleaning the experiment room filled with ashes.

As I was about to turn around to clean the experiment room, Julia grabbed my arm.

"Oh, wait."

"Why?"

Instead of answering, Julia reached out her hand.

With her delicate hand, she touched my tie and said, "Your tie is crooked."

Is it?

At least to my eyes, the tie looked perfectly fine, but I let her adjust it.

#April 25th. Clear skies.
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At the same time, I had to juggle cleaning the experiment room due to the disciplinary action.

I couldn't do personal research for a week, but there wasn't much time for that anyway.
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I had a smile on my face.

After a late night at work, I sat down at my desk immediately to draw graphs and refine my language.

The accident happened towards the end of the experiment.

There was enough data for the hypothesis, and all that was left was the tedious task of putting it into a paper.

And I was experienced in handling tedious tasks.

As the clock struck three in the morning.

"It's done."

I put down my pen on the paper.

I neatly organized the stack of papers, feeling a sense of aesthetic satisfaction, and then laid my head on the desk.

The paper was complete. Truly.

In other words, there was hardly any room for further improvement.

I did my best.

Now, only the final step remained.

I fell asleep at my desk and woke up to find it was morning.

As I heard the chirping of a tailow, I woke up and noticed an unseen letter on my desk.

A letter addressed to me.

What's this?

Lena, who had checked the mailbox early in the morning, seemed to have brought it along with a letter for herself, but I had no idea what the contents of the letter were.

The time to go to work was approaching.

Without much thought, I opened the envelope.

Crackle—

At the same time, something shiny emerged from the envelope and rolled onto the desk.

It was a metal object of unknown purpose.

Attached to a small metal rod was a spring clamp.

I couldn't figure out what it was, so I looked inside the envelope and found a small note.

[ A gift ]
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"...What?"

Still unable to understand its meaning, I turned the small metal rod around several times, and then, after recalling Julia's last words ten days ago—

―Your tie is crooked.
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This is a tie pin.

*

Research Lab Room 3 - 401.
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Technically, I had requested his review.

Afraid even the sound of swallowing saliva would be a disturbance, I held my breath as Professor Müller stopped his hand movements.
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Attached to a small metal rod was a spring clamp.

I couldn't figure out what it was, so I looked inside the envelope and found a small note.

[ A gift ]

[ Julia Müller ]

"...What?"

Still unable to understand its meaning, I turned the small metal rod around several times, and then, after recalling Julia's last words ten days ago—

―Your tie is crooked.

I finally realized.

This is a tie pin.

*

Research Lab Room 3 - 401.

Stepping inside, I faced a suffocating silence.

Rustle, rustle.

Every time Professor Klaus Müller moved his wrist, the sound of flipping papers could be heard. And that was the only sound in the research lab.

The revised version of my paper, "Discovering the Generation and Transformation of Light from a Legal Perspective," was in his hands.

Technically, I had requested his review.

Afraid even the sound of swallowing saliva would be a disturbance, I held my breath as Professor Müller stopped his hand movements.

With his gaze fixed on my paper, he opened his mouth.

"The energy does not continuously distribute in a space where the rays are propagated, but is composed of a finite number of energy quanta that move and are absorbed or generated only as photons in a space limited to points where the energy continuously increases."

That was the sentence I had written.

He opened his mouth.

"I hope you sincerely wrote this passage. If this paper is published in an academic journal, you will inevitably have to choose one of two paths."

"What are those two paths?"

"Endless doubt. Or burial."

"...."

"Do you have the courage to handle it?"

Professor Muller opened his eyes and looked at me.

I understood the meaning of his words.

If my hypothesis is wrong, I will not be able to voice permanently in the academic world, and even if the hypothesis is correct, I will have to endure doubt and verification for at least the next few years.

Either way, it will be a thorny path.

However.

"Of course."

I answered without hesitation.

Speculation becomes a law, and to turn a theory into a thesis, one must inevitably go through the process.

It was rather something to look forward to.

It was a sign that I was walking in the right direction.

Soon, Professor Muller's expression twitched slightly.

It was a facial expression that could be called a smile, but it was doubtful whether it could be called a smile.

I saw Yuri's smile in it.

That was a smile.

"Help me publish it."

"....!"

"Take the original and give copies. It will take about three months. After the publication, letters will come from all over, and you must carefully respond to all of them if you want to contribute to the 'Journal of Magic Studies'. Do you understand?"

"Yes, I understand."

He said, and I nodded vigorously.

Finally.

To publish a paper with my name on it, beyond pretending to be a scholar.

I felt exhilarated.

Since I couldn't emit the gradually rising exhilaration in this stuffy research lab, I waited until Professor Muller told me to leave.

Permission like 'You can leave if you're done with your business.'

However, no matter how long I waited, the voice I was expecting did not come.

When I looked at Professor Muller with a sense of wonder, I realized that he was also looking at me.

Not with my eyes, but with my chest.

"....Professor?"

"You can leave now."

I nodded and did as he said.

As always, Johannes and Eva were waiting outside the lab door.

Johannes casually struck up a conversation with me, but Eva widened her eyes and stared intently at my face.

At the end of that gaze, there was a tie and.

I must have received a gift, as the tie pin I tried on was shining in silver.

*

When Yuri came to the research building later under the pretext of a fire inspection.

When I asked about the meaning of the gift, she replied like this.

"It's just a normal tie pin. I hope you wear it neatly."

"It's suspicious."

"Isn't it too much to find it suspicious from the person who gave you the gift?"

Her attitude seemed somewhat artificial for some reason.

Feeling something strange, I looked at the tie pin again and discovered an elegant pattern engraved at the tip of the pin.

"What is this?"

"Oh, it's the emblem of the Muller family."

"Do you need to engrave that on a gift?"

I asked, and Yuri answered with a smile as if nothing was wrong.

"Prevention is more important than early suppression in case of a fire, right?"

"What?"

"Exactly."

        
            The structure of the iris may seem simple at first glance, but in reality, it is one of the most complex organs exposed to the outside of the body.

The iris, which acts as a diaphragm, varies in color for each person, contracting and dilating repeatedly, while the pupil surrounded by it resembles a vast emptiness.

Therefore, the iris possesses a demonic nature.

Indeed, it was so.

"...."

I held my breath.

No, at this moment, it would be more appropriate to say my breath stopped.

My breath stopped.

Meeting the smiling Yulia's gaze. Despite being a familiar action, an inexplicable sense of embarrassment crept in.

There was no need to ponder the reason.

Distance. That was the cause.

Too close.

Not only visually, but also with occasional involvement of smell and sometimes touch, the current situation was clearly confusing me.

However, during the practice of walking, no matter how many times my body made contact, it was never a problem. Why now?

I raised both arms.

Thud—

"Huh?"

I placed my hand on Yulia's slender shoulder and pushed.

I looked at Yulia with wide eyes.

"You're too close."

"Is it a problem if I'm close?"

"Yes."

Upon hearing this, Yulia burst into laughter.

It was a flow of thought that was difficult to understand, but at least it seemed clear that she was enjoying my stiff demeanor.

What was so amusing to her?

It was a mystery.

"Ahaha...."

She laughed heartily, almost sitting down.

Yulia, who laughed for a long time to the point where I doubted if she had always been this cheerful, eventually wiped away tears with her fingertips and parted her lips.

"Sorry, I'm sorry. I got carried away with my mischief."

I remained expressionless and did not respond.

Eventually, Yulia's expression also returned to a gentle smile.

Tap—

Yulia Muller, the president of the Student Council at the Frausen Federal Magic University, adjusted her wand.

"Doctoral student Eugene Oslo. Although a light disciplinary action was taken according to the decision of the Disciplinary Committee today, as the president of the Student Council, I cannot overlook a matter that could have led to a major loss of life like the fire on the day of the entrance ceremony."

"...."

"Therefore, I will regularly visit the laboratory you belong to in the future to check if there is any possibility of a recurrence of the incident. Do you understand?"

"What?"

I had been quietly listening to the fact that I had caused a big incident, but the conclusion was absurd.

I couldn't help but ask.

"No, what do you mean by a recurrence of the incident in the Theoretical Magic Laboratory."

"Understand that. Do you understand?"

An unspoken pressure.

I tried to argue against the unchanged language, but soon gave up.

Whether it was sophistry or not, there was no point in a doctoral student affiliated with the laboratory following the orders of the Student Council without any reason.

Yulia was mimicking the way she had pressured the professors in the Disciplinary Committee.

It was an abuse of power.

I replied quietly.

"....Yes. I understand."

"Good."

Her tone sounded satisfied.

As a sense of distrust towards authority rose, the blue brooch on Yulia's chest suddenly began to flicker.

"Oh."

"Is it running out of magic?"

It was a decorative item as well as a magic battery brooch.

I remembered. Yulia, who was always walking or standing still talking, was always using her innate magic, "Walk Assistance."

The moment her magic ran out, Yulia would not be able to last ten seconds before collapsing to the ground.

Like a puppet with a broken string.

Yulia checked the brooch and replied.

"Is it running low? Just a signal to be a bit more careful?"

"I think it's better to end the walk here."

"Yes."

"See you again."

Having received disciplinary action, I had to faithfully carry it out. Some of it included cleaning the experiment room filled with ashes.

As I was about to turn around to clean the experiment room, Julia grabbed my arm.

"Oh, wait."

"Why?"

Instead of answering, Julia reached out her hand.

With her delicate hand, she touched my tie and said, "Your tie is crooked."

Is it?

At least to my eyes, the tie looked perfectly fine, but I let her adjust it.

#April 25th. Clear skies.

A week and three days had passed.

It was a busy period.

The lab work had started in earnest, and I had also begun assisting Professor Muller with his lectures on "Repair Magic" and "Polarity Magic."

At the same time, I had to juggle cleaning the experiment room due to the disciplinary action.

I couldn't do personal research for a week, but there wasn't much time for that anyway.

However.

I had a smile on my face.

After a late night at work, I sat down at my desk immediately to draw graphs and refine my language.

The accident happened towards the end of the experiment.

There was enough data for the hypothesis, and all that was left was the tedious task of putting it into a paper.

And I was experienced in handling tedious tasks.

As the clock struck three in the morning.

"It's done."

I put down my pen on the paper.

I neatly organized the stack of papers, feeling a sense of aesthetic satisfaction, and then laid my head on the desk.

The paper was complete. Truly.

In other words, there was hardly any room for further improvement.

I did my best.

Now, only the final step remained.

I fell asleep at my desk and woke up to find it was morning.

As I heard the chirping of a tailow, I woke up and noticed an unseen letter on my desk.

A letter addressed to me.

What's this?

Lena, who had checked the mailbox early in the morning, seemed to have brought it along with a letter for herself, but I had no idea what the contents of the letter were.

The time to go to work was approaching.

Without much thought, I opened the envelope.

Crackle—

At the same time, something shiny emerged from the envelope and rolled onto the desk.

It was a metal object of unknown purpose.

Attached to a small metal rod was a spring clamp.

I couldn't figure out what it was, so I looked inside the envelope and found a small note.

[ A gift ]

[ Julia Müller ]

"...What?"

Still unable to understand its meaning, I turned the small metal rod around several times, and then, after recalling Julia's last words ten days ago—

―Your tie is crooked.

I finally realized.

This is a tie pin.

*

Research Lab Room 3 - 401.

Stepping inside, I faced a suffocating silence.

Rustle, rustle.

Every time Professor Klaus Müller moved his wrist, the sound of flipping papers could be heard. And that was the only sound in the research lab.

The revised version of my paper, "Discovering the Generation and Transformation of Light from a Legal Perspective," was in his hands.

Technically, I had requested his review.

Afraid even the sound of swallowing saliva would be a disturbance, I held my breath as Professor Müller stopped his hand movements.

With his gaze fixed on my paper, he opened his mouth.

"The energy does not continuously distribute in a space where the rays are propagated, but is composed of a finite number of energy quanta that move and are absorbed or generated only as photons in a space limited to points where the energy continuously increases."

That was the sentence I had written.

He opened his mouth.

"I hope you sincerely wrote this passage. If this paper is published in an academic journal, you will inevitably have to choose one of two paths."

"What are those two paths?"

"Endless doubt. Or burial."

"...."

"Do you have the courage to handle it?"

Professor Muller opened his eyes and looked at me.

I understood the meaning of his words.

If my hypothesis is wrong, I will not be able to voice permanently in the academic world, and even if the hypothesis is correct, I will have to endure doubt and verification for at least the next few years.

Either way, it will be a thorny path.

However.

"Of course."

I answered without hesitation.

Speculation becomes a law, and to turn a theory into a thesis, one must inevitably go through the process.

It was rather something to look forward to.

It was a sign that I was walking in the right direction.

Soon, Professor Muller's expression twitched slightly.

It was a facial expression that could be called a smile, but it was doubtful whether it could be called a smile.

I saw Yuri's smile in it.

That was a smile.

"Help me publish it."

"....!"

"Take the original and give copies. It will take about three months. After the publication, letters will come from all over, and you must carefully respond to all of them if you want to contribute to the 'Journal of Magic Studies'. Do you understand?"

"Yes, I understand."

He said, and I nodded vigorously.

Finally.

To publish a paper with my name on it, beyond pretending to be a scholar.

I felt exhilarated.

Since I couldn't emit the gradually rising exhilaration in this stuffy research lab, I waited until Professor Muller told me to leave.

Permission like 'You can leave if you're done with your business.'

However, no matter how long I waited, the voice I was expecting did not come.

When I looked at Professor Muller with a sense of wonder, I realized that he was also looking at me.

Not with my eyes, but with my chest.

"....Professor?"

"You can leave now."

I nodded and did as he said.

As always, Johannes and Eva were waiting outside the lab door.

Johannes casually struck up a conversation with me, but Eva widened her eyes and stared intently at my face.

At the end of that gaze, there was a tie and.

I must have received a gift, as the tie pin I tried on was shining in silver.

*

When Yuri came to the research building later under the pretext of a fire inspection.

When I asked about the meaning of the gift, she replied like this.

"It's just a normal tie pin. I hope you wear it neatly."

"It's suspicious."

"Isn't it too much to find it suspicious from the person who gave you the gift?"

Her attitude seemed somewhat artificial for some reason.

Feeling something strange, I looked at the tie pin again and discovered an elegant pattern engraved at the tip of the pin.

"What is this?"

"Oh, it's the emblem of the Muller family."

"Do you need to engrave that on a gift?"

I asked, and Yuri answered with a smile as if nothing was wrong.

"Prevention is more important than early suppression in case of a fire, right?"

"What?"

"Exactly."
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I neatly organized the stack of papers, feeling a sense of aesthetic satisfaction, and then laid my head on the desk.
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In other words, there was hardly any room for further improvement.

I did my best.

Now, only the final step remained.
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At the same time, something shiny emerged from the envelope and rolled onto the desk.

It was a metal object of unknown purpose.

Attached to a small metal rod was a spring clamp.

I couldn't figure out what it was, so I looked inside the envelope and found a small note.

[ A gift ]

[ Julia Müller ]

"...What?"

Still unable to understand its meaning, I turned the small metal rod around several times, and then, after recalling Julia's last words ten days ago—

―Your tie is crooked.

I finally realized.

This is a tie pin.

*

Research Lab Room 3 - 401.

Stepping inside, I faced a suffocating silence.

Rustle, rustle.

Every time Professor Klaus Müller moved his wrist, the sound of flipping papers could be heard. And that was the only sound in the research lab.

The revised version of my paper, "Discovering the Generation and Transformation of Light from a Legal Perspective," was in his hands.

Technically, I had requested his review.

Afraid even the sound of swallowing saliva would be a disturbance, I held my breath as Professor Müller stopped his hand movements.

With his gaze fixed on my paper, he opened his mouth.

"The energy does not continuously distribute in a space where the rays are propagated, but is composed of a finite number of energy quanta that move and are absorbed or generated only as photons in a space limited to points where the energy continuously increases."

That was the sentence I had written.

He opened his mouth.

"I hope you sincerely wrote this passage. If this paper is published in an academic journal, you will inevitably have to choose one of two paths."

"What are those two paths?"

"Endless doubt. Or burial."

"...."

"Do you have the courage to handle it?"

Professor Muller opened his eyes and looked at me.

I understood the meaning of his words.

If my hypothesis is wrong, I will not be able to voice permanently in the academic world, and even if the hypothesis is correct, I will have to endure doubt and verification for at least the next few years.

Either way, it will be a thorny path.

However.

"Of course."

I answered without hesitation.

Speculation becomes a law, and to turn a theory into a thesis, one must inevitably go through the process.

It was rather something to look forward to.

It was a sign that I was walking in the right direction.

Soon, Professor Muller's expression twitched slightly.

It was a facial expression that could be called a smile, but it was doubtful whether it could be called a smile.

I saw Yuri's smile in it.

That was a smile.

"Help me publish it."

"....!"

"Take the original and give copies. It will take about three months. After the publication, letters will come from all over, and you must carefully respond to all of them if you want to contribute to the 'Journal of Magic Studies'. Do you understand?"

"Yes, I understand."

He said, and I nodded vigorously.

Finally.

To publish a paper with my name on it, beyond pretending to be a scholar.

I felt exhilarated.

Since I couldn't emit the gradually rising exhilaration in this stuffy research lab, I waited until Professor Muller told me to leave.

Permission like 'You can leave if you're done with your business.'

However, no matter how long I waited, the voice I was expecting did not come.

When I looked at Professor Muller with a sense of wonder, I realized that he was also looking at me.

Not with my eyes, but with my chest.

"....Professor?"

"You can leave now."

I nodded and did as he said.

As always, Johannes and Eva were waiting outside the lab door.

Johannes casually struck up a conversation with me, but Eva widened her eyes and stared intently at my face.

At the end of that gaze, there was a tie and.

I must have received a gift, as the tie pin I tried on was shining in silver.

*

When Yuri came to the research building later under the pretext of a fire inspection.

When I asked about the meaning of the gift, she replied like this.

"It's just a normal tie pin. I hope you wear it neatly."

"It's suspicious."

"Isn't it too much to find it suspicious from the person who gave you the gift?"

Her attitude seemed somewhat artificial for some reason.

Feeling something strange, I looked at the tie pin again and discovered an elegant pattern engraved at the tip of the pin.

"What is this?"

"Oh, it's the emblem of the Muller family."

"Do you need to engrave that on a gift?"

I asked, and Yuri answered with a smile as if nothing was wrong.

"Prevention is more important than early suppression in case of a fire, right?"

"What?"

"Exactly."

        
            As Eugene and the shop owner suddenly engaged in a discussion about dress tailoring, Yulia stood quietly observing Eugene.

Carefully.

And she discovered what the real issue was.

"......"

It's time for an experiment.

She slowly lowered the hand covering her shoulder. Exposing her bare skin.

Eugene's gaze was drawn towards her as if by a magnet.

Ah......

Of course, it was just a fleeting glance as if checking the situation, and the gaze quickly averted. But even that was enough to confirm her suspicions.

He still sees her as someone who needs to be taken care of.

It was about the time when she used to fall multiple times while riding a wheelchair by the lakeside.

Although he may seem indifferent, he is not so careless as to be nonchalant in this situation. It's just that he is more concerned about her falling because of the dress.

It was a willing act.

At the same time, it was also an uncomfortable situation.

After Eugene finished the unnecessary discussion, he spoke up.

"Yulia—"

"Shop owner, could you also bring a set of men's formal attire?"

"Huh?"

And so, Eugene was treated like a dress-up doll for an hour. The shop owner enthusiastically joined in on the not-so-revengeful but collaborative effort.

In the end, they purchased three outfits.

Eugene's set of formal attire and men's attire, and Yulia's evening dress.

The dress was the bright golden evening dress she first wore. Even she thought she looked quite radiant in it......

But the subject of her beauty seemed to be scratching his cheek awkwardly.

Eugene muttered to himself.

"No matter how much I think about it, it doesn't seem like I'll ever attend a ball."

"Someday, you will, I'm sure."

"......Are you mad?"

"No?"

"But why are you acting like that?"

"No?"

*

When they left the tailor shop, it was already a time that could be called lunchtime, which was also the part Grace had advised most enthusiastically.

―Eat cutely. Let it smear on your lips just right.

Or.

―Feed me!

She had been spouting the same things endlessly.

But Yulia had a hunch. That Grace's advice wouldn't work anymore on their outing today.

And she was right.

"Would you like to have lunch soon?"

"Sure."

So, in the restaurant they entered, Eugene, well. He ate well.

Really well.

She had noticed his hearty appetite even when they ate together at the student cafeteria.

And this time was no different.

It wasn't that he was solely focused on eating without manners, but watching him eat so deliciously made it awkward to strike up a conversation.

Well. Eating is just eating anyway.

She could try to talk and do such things at the dessert shop.

But when they arrived at the dessert shop with that in mind, the problem was on this side.

Yulia blinked.

A strawberry cream cake was placed on her plate, and a tempting apple pie was on Eugene's plate.

"That apple pie looks delicious."

"Want to share?"

"Yes."

She had deliberately chosen a different menu for this.

But when Eugene cut the pie in half and placed it on her plate, Yulia sighed inwardly. Grace's voice echoed in her head, 'Feed me!' 

What could she do.

Her lips wouldn't move.

It was strange. When they spent time together doing contracts and whatnot, she could easily do much more embarrassing things than this.

But as she tried to be sincere and express her feelings, her body kept hesitating.

Perhaps the only fortunate thing was that she couldn't hide her frustration internally.

Yulia picked up a piece of her strawberry cake with a fork and brought it to Eugene's lips.

He widened his eyes.

"What are you doing?"

"Open your mouth. Ah—"

It was when he smiled as if teasing her.

Eugene leaned forward and took a bite of the cake with a fork.

The cake disappeared.

"Tastes good."

"...Thank goodness."

"Try the apple pie too."

"Yes."

While Yulia was lost in thought, looking at the clean fork, Eugene suddenly placed his hand on Yulia's left cheek.

Her body trembled at his warmth.

"What are you doing?"

"Lips."

"Lips?"

"There's cream on them. Just wait a moment."

With that, he took out a handkerchief from his chest pocket and began to wipe her lips. With a gentle and delicate touch.

Despite her racing heart, Yulia's mind remained cool.

Isn't this just how you treat a younger sister...?

And so, the late dinner came to an end.

This meant they had to head to their next destination, but at that moment, Yulia couldn't trust Grace's advice.

Especially if that advice was something like 'Let's lie side by side in a spacious meadow and talk'.

Furthermore, Grace seemed to have forgotten, or perhaps ignored, the fact that she was walking with the help of a walking aid, as the route she suggested was not very efficient.

Instead, she efficiently drained Yulia's energy.

Therefore, Yulia and the following Eugene walked the streets aimlessly.

No.

They were walking.

Eugene stopped walking.

"Yulia."

"Yes?"

"What's that?"

Yulia confirmed what his finger was pointing at and replied.

"Oh, it's a bicycle. Have you never seen one before?"

*

Bicycles had been around for quite some time, but Yulia had never seen this type of bicycle before.

It was a device made of a lightweight metal frame with a chain and rubber tube tires.

Such modern bicycles had not been widely distributed for long.

It had only been three years since Eugene had arrived in Prousen, so it wasn't unreasonable for him not to know.

Although he had been living in a wheelchair for almost twenty years.

"Come on in!"

The bicycle shop owner was a great merchant who didn't miss a customer showing interest in his goods, and he immediately started his sales pitch.

"You don't have to buy it. We also offer rentals."

Eugene seemed to ignore the shop owner's flashy words.

Eugene smiled slightly and asked.

"Yulia, how about trying it out?"

"The bicycle?"

"If you apply a little bit of the [walking aid] magic, you should be able to ride it right away. It's a rare opportunity, what do you think?"

"Um."

In truth, Yulia wasn't very interested in bicycles. She had ridden wheeled vehicles enough to be sick of them.

But.

"...Sure, why not."

She nodded.

Because Eugene's expression was the brightest it had been all day.

She wanted to see that smile more.

Following the shop assistant's guidance, they each took their bicycles outside.

The location of the shop was perfect, as they didn't have to walk far before the scenery of the outskirts of Prousen appeared. There were no people, and a well-paved road stretched into the distance.

"Now, get on the saddle."

The assistant then taught Yulia how to ride a bicycle.

Eugene had good motor skills. In less than ten minutes, she had mastered the technique perfectly.

Seeing this, the assistant tactfully stepped back, leaving Yulia to receive coaching from Eugene up close.

Their breaths intertwined, and Eugene's hand rested on top of mine, holding the handlebars tightly.

It was an unexpected situation.

"What do you think?"

"It's a bit... difficult...!"

Unfortunately, Yulia's motor skills were dismal.

Trembling arms and focusing on steering, she couldn't pay attention to the touch on her hand.

Did she agree to ride the bicycle for nothing?

But that thought changed shortly after.

"Maybe I'm falling because I'm going too slow. Take a bold step on the pedal. I'll assist you with magic."

"Really?"

"Yes."

With those words, Yuriya focused her eyes and stepped on the pedal forcefully.

And then.

"....Huh?"

"It's done."

Smoothly moving forward. At a speed she had never experienced before in her life.

Whenever she felt like she was about to fall to the sides, something soft seemed to support Yuriya.

It was Eugene's 1st type of magic.

Her long skirt didn't hinder her when riding the bicycle, and it felt good to accelerate as she pedaled.

In short.

It was enjoyable.

Turning her head, she shouted.

"Eugene!"

"I'm going! I'll catch up with you."

Right after, Eugene also got on the bicycle and pedaled with force. It didn't take long for him to catch up with Yuriya.

But then, he slowed down again.

And so, the two of them rode side by side.

Yuriya's eyes widened.

"Wow...."

The entire sky was dyed in sunset colors. Twilight.

The early summer weather turned into a gentle breeze, brushing against her cheeks, while the lush greenery all around created a warm and serene atmosphere.

Suddenly, she looked down.

She could see two wheels around the busy legs.

Wheels placed vertically.

It wasn't a wheelchair. It was someone riding a bicycle with the unique magic [Walking Assistance] that even made light steps successful.

Feeling a strange exhilaration, Yuriya looked at her benefactor.

Their eyes met.

Eugene had a gentle smile on his face, looking happy as he moved forward, occasionally glancing in her direction. Why?

He must be worried.

He seemed to be asking with his mouth, 'How is it?'

Yuriya replied aloud.

"It's exciting."

Only then did Eugene's expression relax. His smiling face seemed joyful yet troubled.

Why do you look at me with such concern?

Thanks to you, I can move forward like this.

I, who could only move forward with your help pushing the wheelchair, am now pedaling on my own.

It's all thanks to you.

So, please don't look at me with those eyes anymore....

No matter how much she tried to convince herself, nothing would change. It was natural. She didn't express it, didn't say it out loud.

Instead, Eugene's magic enveloped Yuriya even more warmly.

A compassionate smile crossed her face. This is too much pampering.

With affection and a playful spirit, mischief bubbled up.

She needed a shock therapy.

Yuriya giggled.

"Eugene!"

"Why... Oh, oh!"

She released the grip on the handlebars. Naturally raising both arms, she spread them out to the sides.

There was no worry about falling.

The bicycle had a self-correcting nature, and her gray hair, which had been indulged in excessive care, supported her entire body.

It was safe enough to let go of both hands like this.

"Hey! Yuriya, it's dangerous!"

"Ahaha―"

Eugene looked urgently in her direction.

Following his gaze, Yuriya imagined how she must look to him as she grabbed the handlebars again.

The wind was a bit strong. Despite her efforts, her hair had long been blown by the wind, revealing her white forehead.

Nevertheless.

He was looking at her now.

Yuriya shouted.

"Look at me!"

*

As she said that, Eugene looked.

The sun was setting. It meant that the entire world, including the sky, was turning crimson.

And there was Yuriya Muller in the midst of it.

Her dark hair fluttered gently in the wind, and her bangs fell over her forehead. The hair that had been elegantly styled until the morning was now all loose, tickling her slender shoulders.

She was smiling.

The crimson lips curved into a smile, and the pumpkin-colored pupils softened in response. Everything was the color of the sunset. Feeling as though she might melt into the sunset if she looked away for just a moment, Yujin squinted her eyes slightly.

Therefore, I see.

The sight of Yulia smiling brightly.

And everything contained within.

"Ah."

She tried to say something in response, but her body wouldn't listen.

She simply opened her mouth and took in the canvas spread out before her.

At the same time.

Blink, blink, snap—

"Oh, wait."

"Huh?"

The blue brooch on her chest flashed and then went out.

Her slender legs lost their strength. This meant the momentum of the bicycle had stopped.

Yulia's body, including the bicycle, tilted.

Towards this side.

Thud.

Riding a metal bicycle and falling off doesn't usually end without injury.

So, when Yulia started to fall, Yujin reflexively murmured the activation phrase, "Levitation."

Perhaps there wasn't enough time for the levitation to fully lift her into the sky.

But there was enough time to catch Yulia suspended in mid-air.

She caught her and then fell.

"Ugh—"

They tumbled on the ground.

Before she knew it, she found herself tightly embracing Yulia's upper body on the ground.

A significant impact was felt on her back.

And her whole body was covered in dirt and dust. The fact that her clothes were already old was somewhat comforting.

As the endless rotation came to an end and the twilight sky appeared.

A small creature in her arms cried out.

"Ugh, Yujin."

"…!"

It seemed she had exerted too much force on her arms. Yulia had closed her eyes and was groaning.

At that one word, she felt as though she had committed an unforgivable sin and released her arms spasmodically.

The sensation, the scent, and the voice.

Her heart raced. And she was grateful that she could attribute the reason for her racing heart to the fall from the bicycle.

She quickly got up and tried to distract herself.

"No injuries?"

"I'm fine. But Yujin, are you…?"

"I'm fine."

She brushed off the dirt on her body nonchalantly, despite feeling a bit sore. Her heart was racing, and she was willing to do anything to avoid making eye contact with Yulia.

However, all her efforts were in vain as she eventually had to face her.

"Um, Yujin?"

"What."

She spoke with a forced smile.

Unable to resist, she turned her head and saw Yulia still sitting on the ground.

"The brooch… it's glowing with magic."

The commotion of both the man and woman falling off their bicycles ended quietly.

"Hahaha, this kind of thing happens quite often!"

When she went to the bicycle shop for help, the shop owner, with a hearty laugh, brought one of the employees to accompany her back to the scene.

They quickly returned to where the commotion had occurred.

"Leave the bicycles to us."

"Ah, thank you."

She did as she was told.

She turned to see Yulia sitting on the ground.

Yulia was playfully waving her hand and smiling.

"You came back quickly this time. Nice to see you."

"Don't tease me too much."

After looking around, she sat down behind Yulia.

"Can you lift me up?"

"...Yes."

So, after lifting Yulia, we were able to depart.

When playing with the twins, I often had to lift them up. So, for me, lifting someone was just a simple act.

But not now.

With thighs on her arms, their hands met at my chest. And our faces were just half a foot apart.

Every touch felt unfamiliar.

Meanwhile, Yulia, on her back, was not staying still.

"Wow, you must be at least six feet tall. So tall."

Yulia's body tensed every time she flinched and opened her mouth.

She had to come up with excuses to avoid revealing the truth.

Luckily, there was a topic she wanted to ask about today.

"Yulia, I have something I'm curious about."

"What is it?"

"How long do you plan on being my sponsor? It's a bit awkward for me to say this as the recipient, but the total amount has already exceeded a million pounds."

"Oh. Are you feeling burdened?"

"Yes."

Then a chuckle brushed past her ear.

"It's going according to plan."

"...?"

"That's a deposit, so keep it safe. You'll get it back through legal procedures someday."

"What do you mean?"

Yulia replied nonchalantly as if nothing was wrong.

"Marriage."

"What?"

I couldn't hide my surprise and stopped in my tracks.

Yulia, who had been laughing joyfully all day, patted my shoulder vigorously.

"Hahaha, just kidding, just kidding...."

        
            As Eugene and the shop owner suddenly engaged in a discussion about dress tailoring, Yulia stood quietly observing Eugene.

Carefully.

And she discovered what the real issue was.

"......"

It's time for an experiment.

She slowly lowered the hand covering her shoulder. Exposing her bare skin.

Eugene's gaze was drawn towards her as if by a magnet.

Ah......

Of course, it was just a fleeting glance as if checking the situation, and the gaze quickly averted. But even that was enough to confirm her suspicions.

He still sees her as someone who needs to be taken care of.

It was about the time when she used to fall multiple times while riding a wheelchair by the lakeside.

Although he may seem indifferent, he is not so careless as to be nonchalant in this situation. It's just that he is more concerned about her falling because of the dress.

It was a willing act.

At the same time, it was also an uncomfortable situation.

After Eugene finished the unnecessary discussion, he spoke up.

"Yulia—"

"Shop owner, could you also bring a set of men's formal attire?"

"Huh?"

And so, Eugene was treated like a dress-up doll for an hour. The shop owner enthusiastically joined in on the not-so-revengeful but collaborative effort.

In the end, they purchased three outfits.

Eugene's set of formal attire and men's attire, and Yulia's evening dress.

The dress was the bright golden evening dress she first wore. Even she thought she looked quite radiant in it......

But the subject of her beauty seemed to be scratching his cheek awkwardly.

Eugene muttered to himself.

"No matter how much I think about it, it doesn't seem like I'll ever attend a ball."

"Someday, you will, I'm sure."

"......Are you mad?"

"No?"

"But why are you acting like that?"

"No?"

*

When they left the tailor shop, it was already a time that could be called lunchtime, which was also the part Grace had advised most enthusiastically.

―Eat cutely. Let it smear on your lips just right.

Or.

―Feed me!

She had been spouting the same things endlessly.

But Yulia had a hunch. That Grace's advice wouldn't work anymore on their outing today.

And she was right.

"Would you like to have lunch soon?"

"Sure."

So, in the restaurant they entered, Eugene, well. He ate well.

Really well.

She had noticed his hearty appetite even when they ate together at the student cafeteria.

And this time was no different.

It wasn't that he was solely focused on eating without manners, but watching him eat so deliciously made it awkward to strike up a conversation.

Well. Eating is just eating anyway.

She could try to talk and do such things at the dessert shop.

But when they arrived at the dessert shop with that in mind, the problem was on this side.

Yulia blinked.

A strawberry cream cake was placed on her plate, and a tempting apple pie was on Eugene's plate.

"That apple pie looks delicious."

"Want to share?"

"Yes."

She had deliberately chosen a different menu for this.

But when Eugene cut the pie in half and placed it on her plate, Yulia sighed inwardly. Grace's voice echoed in her head, 'Feed me!' 

What could she do.

Her lips wouldn't move.

It was strange. When they spent time together doing contracts and whatnot, she could easily do much more embarrassing things than this.

But as she tried to be sincere and express her feelings, her body kept hesitating.

Perhaps the only fortunate thing was that she couldn't hide her frustration internally.

Yulia picked up a piece of her strawberry cake with a fork and brought it to Eugene's lips.

He widened his eyes.

"What are you doing?"

"Open your mouth. Ah—"

It was when he smiled as if teasing her.

Eugene leaned forward and took a bite of the cake with a fork.

The cake disappeared.

"Tastes good."

"...Thank goodness."

"Try the apple pie too."

"Yes."

While Yulia was lost in thought, looking at the clean fork, Eugene suddenly placed his hand on Yulia's left cheek.

Her body trembled at his warmth.

"What are you doing?"

"Lips."

"Lips?"

"There's cream on them. Just wait a moment."

With that, he took out a handkerchief from his chest pocket and began to wipe her lips. With a gentle and delicate touch.

Despite her racing heart, Yulia's mind remained cool.

Isn't this just how you treat a younger sister...?

And so, the late dinner came to an end.

This meant they had to head to their next destination, but at that moment, Yulia couldn't trust Grace's advice.

Especially if that advice was something like 'Let's lie side by side in a spacious meadow and talk'.

Furthermore, Grace seemed to have forgotten, or perhaps ignored, the fact that she was walking with the help of a walking aid, as the route she suggested was not very efficient.

Instead, she efficiently drained Yulia's energy.

Therefore, Yulia and the following Eugene walked the streets aimlessly.

No.

They were walking.

Eugene stopped walking.

"Yulia."

"Yes?"

"What's that?"

Yulia confirmed what his finger was pointing at and replied.

"Oh, it's a bicycle. Have you never seen one before?"

*

Bicycles had been around for quite some time, but Yulia had never seen this type of bicycle before.

It was a device made of a lightweight metal frame with a chain and rubber tube tires.

Such modern bicycles had not been widely distributed for long.

It had only been three years since Eugene had arrived in Prousen, so it wasn't unreasonable for him not to know.

Although he had been living in a wheelchair for almost twenty years.

"Come on in!"

The bicycle shop owner was a great merchant who didn't miss a customer showing interest in his goods, and he immediately started his sales pitch.

"You don't have to buy it. We also offer rentals."

Eugene seemed to ignore the shop owner's flashy words.

Eugene smiled slightly and asked.

"Yulia, how about trying it out?"

"The bicycle?"

"If you apply a little bit of the [walking aid] magic, you should be able to ride it right away. It's a rare opportunity, what do you think?"

"Um."

In truth, Yulia wasn't very interested in bicycles. She had ridden wheeled vehicles enough to be sick of them.

But.

"...Sure, why not."

She nodded.

Because Eugene's expression was the brightest it had been all day.

She wanted to see that smile more.

Following the shop assistant's guidance, they each took their bicycles outside.

The location of the shop was perfect, as they didn't have to walk far before the scenery of the outskirts of Prousen appeared. There were no people, and a well-paved road stretched into the distance.

"Now, get on the saddle."

The assistant then taught Yulia how to ride a bicycle.

Eugene had good motor skills. In less than ten minutes, she had mastered the technique perfectly.

Seeing this, the assistant tactfully stepped back, leaving Yulia to receive coaching from Eugene up close.

Their breaths intertwined, and Eugene's hand rested on top of mine, holding the handlebars tightly.

It was an unexpected situation.

"What do you think?"

"It's a bit... difficult...!"

Unfortunately, Yulia's motor skills were dismal.

Trembling arms and focusing on steering, she couldn't pay attention to the touch on her hand.

Did she agree to ride the bicycle for nothing?

But that thought changed shortly after.

"Maybe I'm falling because I'm going too slow. Take a bold step on the pedal. I'll assist you with magic."

"Really?"

"Yes."

With those words, Yuriya focused her eyes and stepped on the pedal forcefully.

And then.

"....Huh?"

"It's done."

Smoothly moving forward. At a speed she had never experienced before in her life.

Whenever she felt like she was about to fall to the sides, something soft seemed to support Yuriya.

It was Eugene's 1st type of magic.

Her long skirt didn't hinder her when riding the bicycle, and it felt good to accelerate as she pedaled.

In short.

It was enjoyable.

Turning her head, she shouted.

"Eugene!"

"I'm going! I'll catch up with you."

Right after, Eugene also got on the bicycle and pedaled with force. It didn't take long for him to catch up with Yuriya.

But then, he slowed down again.

And so, the two of them rode side by side.

Yuriya's eyes widened.

"Wow...."

The entire sky was dyed in sunset colors. Twilight.

The early summer weather turned into a gentle breeze, brushing against her cheeks, while the lush greenery all around created a warm and serene atmosphere.

Suddenly, she looked down.

She could see two wheels around the busy legs.

Wheels placed vertically.

It wasn't a wheelchair. It was someone riding a bicycle with the unique magic [Walking Assistance] that even made light steps successful.

Feeling a strange exhilaration, Yuriya looked at her benefactor.

Their eyes met.

Eugene had a gentle smile on his face, looking happy as he moved forward, occasionally glancing in her direction. Why?

He must be worried.

He seemed to be asking with his mouth, 'How is it?'

Yuriya replied aloud.

"It's exciting."

Only then did Eugene's expression relax. His smiling face seemed joyful yet troubled.

Why do you look at me with such concern?

Thanks to you, I can move forward like this.

I, who could only move forward with your help pushing the wheelchair, am now pedaling on my own.

It's all thanks to you.

So, please don't look at me with those eyes anymore....

No matter how much she tried to convince herself, nothing would change. It was natural. She didn't express it, didn't say it out loud.

Instead, Eugene's magic enveloped Yuriya even more warmly.

A compassionate smile crossed her face. This is too much pampering.

With affection and a playful spirit, mischief bubbled up.

She needed a shock therapy.

Yuriya giggled.

"Eugene!"

"Why... Oh, oh!"

She released the grip on the handlebars. Naturally raising both arms, she spread them out to the sides.

There was no worry about falling.

The bicycle had a self-correcting nature, and her gray hair, which had been indulged in excessive care, supported her entire body.

It was safe enough to let go of both hands like this.

"Hey! Yuriya, it's dangerous!"

"Ahaha―"

Eugene looked urgently in her direction.

Following his gaze, Yuriya imagined how she must look to him as she grabbed the handlebars again.

The wind was a bit strong. Despite her efforts, her hair had long been blown by the wind, revealing her white forehead.

Nevertheless.

He was looking at her now.

Yuriya shouted.

"Look at me!"

*

As she said that, Eugene looked.

The sun was setting. It meant that the entire world, including the sky, was turning crimson.

And there was Yuriya Muller in the midst of it.

Her dark hair fluttered gently in the wind, and her bangs fell over her forehead. The hair that had been elegantly styled until the morning was now all loose, tickling her slender shoulders.

She was smiling.

The crimson lips curved into a smile, and the pumpkin-colored pupils softened in response. Everything was the color of the sunset. Feeling as though she might melt into the sunset if she looked away for just a moment, Yujin squinted her eyes slightly.

Therefore, I see.

The sight of Yulia smiling brightly.

And everything contained within.

"Ah."

She tried to say something in response, but her body wouldn't listen.

She simply opened her mouth and took in the canvas spread out before her.

At the same time.

Blink, blink, snap—

"Oh, wait."

"Huh?"

The blue brooch on her chest flashed and then went out.

Her slender legs lost their strength. This meant the momentum of the bicycle had stopped.

Yulia's body, including the bicycle, tilted.

Towards this side.

Thud.

Riding a metal bicycle and falling off doesn't usually end without injury.

So, when Yulia started to fall, Yujin reflexively murmured the activation phrase, "Levitation."

Perhaps there wasn't enough time for the levitation to fully lift her into the sky.

But there was enough time to catch Yulia suspended in mid-air.

She caught her and then fell.

"Ugh—"

They tumbled on the ground.

Before she knew it, she found herself tightly embracing Yulia's upper body on the ground.

A significant impact was felt on her back.

And her whole body was covered in dirt and dust. The fact that her clothes were already old was somewhat comforting.

As the endless rotation came to an end and the twilight sky appeared.

A small creature in her arms cried out.

"Ugh, Yujin."

"…!"

It seemed she had exerted too much force on her arms. Yulia had closed her eyes and was groaning.

At that one word, she felt as though she had committed an unforgivable sin and released her arms spasmodically.

The sensation, the scent, and the voice.

Her heart raced. And she was grateful that she could attribute the reason for her racing heart to the fall from the bicycle.

She quickly got up and tried to distract herself.

"No injuries?"

"I'm fine. But Yujin, are you…?"

"I'm fine."

She brushed off the dirt on her body nonchalantly, despite feeling a bit sore. Her heart was racing, and she was willing to do anything to avoid making eye contact with Yulia.

However, all her efforts were in vain as she eventually had to face her.

"Um, Yujin?"

"What."

She spoke with a forced smile.

Unable to resist, she turned her head and saw Yulia still sitting on the ground.

"The brooch… it's glowing with magic."

The commotion of both the man and woman falling off their bicycles ended quietly.

"Hahaha, this kind of thing happens quite often!"

When she went to the bicycle shop for help, the shop owner, with a hearty laugh, brought one of the employees to accompany her back to the scene.

They quickly returned to where the commotion had occurred.

"Leave the bicycles to us."

"Ah, thank you."

She did as she was told.

She turned to see Yulia sitting on the ground.

Yulia was playfully waving her hand and smiling.

"You came back quickly this time. Nice to see you."

"Don't tease me too much."

After looking around, she sat down behind Yulia.

"Can you lift me up?"

"...Yes."

So, after lifting Yulia, we were able to depart.

When playing with the twins, I often had to lift them up. So, for me, lifting someone was just a simple act.

But not now.

With thighs on her arms, their hands met at my chest. And our faces were just half a foot apart.

Every touch felt unfamiliar.

Meanwhile, Yulia, on her back, was not staying still.

"Wow, you must be at least six feet tall. So tall."

Yulia's body tensed every time she flinched and opened her mouth.

She had to come up with excuses to avoid revealing the truth.

Luckily, there was a topic she wanted to ask about today.

"Yulia, I have something I'm curious about."

"What is it?"

"How long do you plan on being my sponsor? It's a bit awkward for me to say this as the recipient, but the total amount has already exceeded a million pounds."

"Oh. Are you feeling burdened?"

"Yes."

Then a chuckle brushed past her ear.

"It's going according to plan."

"...?"

"That's a deposit, so keep it safe. You'll get it back through legal procedures someday."

"What do you mean?"

Yulia replied nonchalantly as if nothing was wrong.

"Marriage."

"What?"

I couldn't hide my surprise and stopped in my tracks.

Yulia, who had been laughing joyfully all day, patted my shoulder vigorously.

"Hahaha, just kidding, just kidding...."

        
            As Eugene and the shop owner suddenly engaged in a discussion about dress tailoring, Yulia stood quietly observing Eugene.

Carefully.

And she discovered what the real issue was.

"......"

It's time for an experiment.

She slowly lowered the hand covering her shoulder. Exposing her bare skin.

Eugene's gaze was drawn towards her as if by a magnet.

Ah......

Of course, it was just a fleeting glance as if checking the situation, and the gaze quickly averted. But even that was enough to confirm her suspicions.

He still sees her as someone who needs to be taken care of.

It was about the time when she used to fall multiple times while riding a wheelchair by the lakeside.

Although he may seem indifferent, he is not so careless as to be nonchalant in this situation. It's just that he is more concerned about her falling because of the dress.

It was a willing act.

At the same time, it was also an uncomfortable situation.

After Eugene finished the unnecessary discussion, he spoke up.

"Yulia—"

"Shop owner, could you also bring a set of men's formal attire?"

"Huh?"

And so, Eugene was treated like a dress-up doll for an hour. The shop owner enthusiastically joined in on the not-so-revengeful but collaborative effort.

In the end, they purchased three outfits.

Eugene's set of formal attire and men's attire, and Yulia's evening dress.

The dress was the bright golden evening dress she first wore. Even she thought she looked quite radiant in it......

But the subject of her beauty seemed to be scratching his cheek awkwardly.

Eugene muttered to himself.

"No matter how much I think about it, it doesn't seem like I'll ever attend a ball."

"Someday, you will, I'm sure."

"......Are you mad?"

"No?"

"But why are you acting like that?"

"No?"

*

When they left the tailor shop, it was already a time that could be called lunchtime, which was also the part Grace had advised most enthusiastically.

―Eat cutely. Let it smear on your lips just right.

Or.

―Feed me!

She had been spouting the same things endlessly.

But Yulia had a hunch. That Grace's advice wouldn't work anymore on their outing today.

And she was right.

"Would you like to have lunch soon?"

"Sure."

So, in the restaurant they entered, Eugene, well. He ate well.

Really well.

She had noticed his hearty appetite even when they ate together at the student cafeteria.

And this time was no different.

It wasn't that he was solely focused on eating without manners, but watching him eat so deliciously made it awkward to strike up a conversation.

Well. Eating is just eating anyway.

She could try to talk and do such things at the dessert shop.

But when they arrived at the dessert shop with that in mind, the problem was on this side.

Yulia blinked.

A strawberry cream cake was placed on her plate, and a tempting apple pie was on Eugene's plate.

"That apple pie looks delicious."

"Want to share?"

"Yes."

She had deliberately chosen a different menu for this.

But when Eugene cut the pie in half and placed it on her plate, Yulia sighed inwardly. Grace's voice echoed in her head, 'Feed me!' 

What could she do.

Her lips wouldn't move.

It was strange. When they spent time together doing contracts and whatnot, she could easily do much more embarrassing things than this.

But as she tried to be sincere and express her feelings, her body kept hesitating.

Perhaps the only fortunate thing was that she couldn't hide her frustration internally.

Yulia picked up a piece of her strawberry cake with a fork and brought it to Eugene's lips.

He widened his eyes.

"What are you doing?"

"Open your mouth. Ah—"

It was when he smiled as if teasing her.

Eugene leaned forward and took a bite of the cake with a fork.

The cake disappeared.

"Tastes good."

"...Thank goodness."

"Try the apple pie too."

"Yes."

While Yulia was lost in thought, looking at the clean fork, Eugene suddenly placed his hand on Yulia's left cheek.

Her body trembled at his warmth.

"What are you doing?"

"Lips."

"Lips?"

"There's cream on them. Just wait a moment."

With that, he took out a handkerchief from his chest pocket and began to wipe her lips. With a gentle and delicate touch.

Despite her racing heart, Yulia's mind remained cool.

Isn't this just how you treat a younger sister...?

And so, the late dinner came to an end.

This meant they had to head to their next destination, but at that moment, Yulia couldn't trust Grace's advice.

Especially if that advice was something like 'Let's lie side by side in a spacious meadow and talk'.

Furthermore, Grace seemed to have forgotten, or perhaps ignored, the fact that she was walking with the help of a walking aid, as the route she suggested was not very efficient.

Instead, she efficiently drained Yulia's energy.

Therefore, Yulia and the following Eugene walked the streets aimlessly.

No.

They were walking.

Eugene stopped walking.

"Yulia."

"Yes?"

"What's that?"

Yulia confirmed what his finger was pointing at and replied.

"Oh, it's a bicycle. Have you never seen one before?"

*

Bicycles had been around for quite some time, but Yulia had never seen this type of bicycle before.

It was a device made of a lightweight metal frame with a chain and rubber tube tires.

Such modern bicycles had not been widely distributed for long.

It had only been three years since Eugene had arrived in Prousen, so it wasn't unreasonable for him not to know.

Although he had been living in a wheelchair for almost twenty years.

"Come on in!"

The bicycle shop owner was a great merchant who didn't miss a customer showing interest in his goods, and he immediately started his sales pitch.

"You don't have to buy it. We also offer rentals."

Eugene seemed to ignore the shop owner's flashy words.

Eugene smiled slightly and asked.

"Yulia, how about trying it out?"

"The bicycle?"

"If you apply a little bit of the [walking aid] magic, you should be able to ride it right away. It's a rare opportunity, what do you think?"

"Um."

In truth, Yulia wasn't very interested in bicycles. She had ridden wheeled vehicles enough to be sick of them.

But.

"...Sure, why not."

She nodded.

Because Eugene's expression was the brightest it had been all day.

She wanted to see that smile more.

Following the shop assistant's guidance, they each took their bicycles outside.

The location of the shop was perfect, as they didn't have to walk far before the scenery of the outskirts of Prousen appeared. There were no people, and a well-paved road stretched into the distance.

"Now, get on the saddle."

The assistant then taught Yulia how to ride a bicycle.

Eugene had good motor skills. In less than ten minutes, she had mastered the technique perfectly.

Seeing this, the assistant tactfully stepped back, leaving Yulia to receive coaching from Eugene up close.

Their breaths intertwined, and Eugene's hand rested on top of mine, holding the handlebars tightly.

It was an unexpected situation.

"What do you think?"

"It's a bit... difficult...!"

Unfortunately, Yulia's motor skills were dismal.

Trembling arms and focusing on steering, she couldn't pay attention to the touch on her hand.

Did she agree to ride the bicycle for nothing?

But that thought changed shortly after.

"Maybe I'm falling because I'm going too slow. Take a bold step on the pedal. I'll assist you with magic."

"Really?"

"Yes."

With those words, Yuriya focused her eyes and stepped on the pedal forcefully.

And then.

"....Huh?"

"It's done."

Smoothly moving forward. At a speed she had never experienced before in her life.

Whenever she felt like she was about to fall to the sides, something soft seemed to support Yuriya.

It was Eugene's 1st type of magic.

Her long skirt didn't hinder her when riding the bicycle, and it felt good to accelerate as she pedaled.

In short.

It was enjoyable.

Turning her head, she shouted.

"Eugene!"

"I'm going! I'll catch up with you."

Right after, Eugene also got on the bicycle and pedaled with force. It didn't take long for him to catch up with Yuriya.

But then, he slowed down again.

And so, the two of them rode side by side.

Yuriya's eyes widened.

"Wow...."

The entire sky was dyed in sunset colors. Twilight.

The early summer weather turned into a gentle breeze, brushing against her cheeks, while the lush greenery all around created a warm and serene atmosphere.

Suddenly, she looked down.

She could see two wheels around the busy legs.

Wheels placed vertically.

It wasn't a wheelchair. It was someone riding a bicycle with the unique magic [Walking Assistance] that even made light steps successful.

Feeling a strange exhilaration, Yuriya looked at her benefactor.

Their eyes met.

Eugene had a gentle smile on his face, looking happy as he moved forward, occasionally glancing in her direction. Why?

He must be worried.

He seemed to be asking with his mouth, 'How is it?'

Yuriya replied aloud.

"It's exciting."

Only then did Eugene's expression relax. His smiling face seemed joyful yet troubled.

Why do you look at me with such concern?

Thanks to you, I can move forward like this.

I, who could only move forward with your help pushing the wheelchair, am now pedaling on my own.

It's all thanks to you.

So, please don't look at me with those eyes anymore....

No matter how much she tried to convince herself, nothing would change. It was natural. She didn't express it, didn't say it out loud.

Instead, Eugene's magic enveloped Yuriya even more warmly.

A compassionate smile crossed her face. This is too much pampering.

With affection and a playful spirit, mischief bubbled up.

She needed a shock therapy.

Yuriya giggled.

"Eugene!"

"Why... Oh, oh!"

She released the grip on the handlebars. Naturally raising both arms, she spread them out to the sides.

There was no worry about falling.

The bicycle had a self-correcting nature, and her gray hair, which had been indulged in excessive care, supported her entire body.

It was safe enough to let go of both hands like this.

"Hey! Yuriya, it's dangerous!"

"Ahaha―"

Eugene looked urgently in her direction.

Following his gaze, Yuriya imagined how she must look to him as she grabbed the handlebars again.

The wind was a bit strong. Despite her efforts, her hair had long been blown by the wind, revealing her white forehead.

Nevertheless.

He was looking at her now.

Yuriya shouted.

"Look at me!"

*

As she said that, Eugene looked.

The sun was setting. It meant that the entire world, including the sky, was turning crimson.

And there was Yuriya Muller in the midst of it.

Her dark hair fluttered gently in the wind, and her bangs fell over her forehead. The hair that had been elegantly styled until the morning was now all loose, tickling her slender shoulders.

She was smiling.

The crimson lips curved into a smile, and the pumpkin-colored pupils softened in response. Everything was the color of the sunset. Feeling as though she might melt into the sunset if she looked away for just a moment, Yujin squinted her eyes slightly.

Therefore, I see.

The sight of Yulia smiling brightly.

And everything contained within.

"Ah."

She tried to say something in response, but her body wouldn't listen.

She simply opened her mouth and took in the canvas spread out before her.

At the same time.

Blink, blink, snap—

"Oh, wait."

"Huh?"

The blue brooch on her chest flashed and then went out.

Her slender legs lost their strength. This meant the momentum of the bicycle had stopped.

Yulia's body, including the bicycle, tilted.

Towards this side.

Thud.

Riding a metal bicycle and falling off doesn't usually end without injury.

So, when Yulia started to fall, Yujin reflexively murmured the activation phrase, "Levitation."

Perhaps there wasn't enough time for the levitation to fully lift her into the sky.

But there was enough time to catch Yulia suspended in mid-air.

She caught her and then fell.

"Ugh—"

They tumbled on the ground.

Before she knew it, she found herself tightly embracing Yulia's upper body on the ground.

A significant impact was felt on her back.

And her whole body was covered in dirt and dust. The fact that her clothes were already old was somewhat comforting.

As the endless rotation came to an end and the twilight sky appeared.

A small creature in her arms cried out.

"Ugh, Yujin."

"…!"

It seemed she had exerted too much force on her arms. Yulia had closed her eyes and was groaning.

At that one word, she felt as though she had committed an unforgivable sin and released her arms spasmodically.

The sensation, the scent, and the voice.

Her heart raced. And she was grateful that she could attribute the reason for her racing heart to the fall from the bicycle.

She quickly got up and tried to distract herself.

"No injuries?"

"I'm fine. But Yujin, are you…?"

"I'm fine."

She brushed off the dirt on her body nonchalantly, despite feeling a bit sore. Her heart was racing, and she was willing to do anything to avoid making eye contact with Yulia.

However, all her efforts were in vain as she eventually had to face her.

"Um, Yujin?"

"What."

She spoke with a forced smile.

Unable to resist, she turned her head and saw Yulia still sitting on the ground.

"The brooch… it's glowing with magic."

The commotion of both the man and woman falling off their bicycles ended quietly.

"Hahaha, this kind of thing happens quite often!"

When she went to the bicycle shop for help, the shop owner, with a hearty laugh, brought one of the employees to accompany her back to the scene.

They quickly returned to where the commotion had occurred.

"Leave the bicycles to us."

"Ah, thank you."

She did as she was told.

She turned to see Yulia sitting on the ground.

Yulia was playfully waving her hand and smiling.

"You came back quickly this time. Nice to see you."

"Don't tease me too much."

After looking around, she sat down behind Yulia.

"Can you lift me up?"

"...Yes."

So, after lifting Yulia, we were able to depart.

When playing with the twins, I often had to lift them up. So, for me, lifting someone was just a simple act.

But not now.

With thighs on her arms, their hands met at my chest. And our faces were just half a foot apart.

Every touch felt unfamiliar.

Meanwhile, Yulia, on her back, was not staying still.

"Wow, you must be at least six feet tall. So tall."

Yulia's body tensed every time she flinched and opened her mouth.

She had to come up with excuses to avoid revealing the truth.

Luckily, there was a topic she wanted to ask about today.

"Yulia, I have something I'm curious about."

"What is it?"

"How long do you plan on being my sponsor? It's a bit awkward for me to say this as the recipient, but the total amount has already exceeded a million pounds."

"Oh. Are you feeling burdened?"

"Yes."

Then a chuckle brushed past her ear.

"It's going according to plan."

"...?"

"That's a deposit, so keep it safe. You'll get it back through legal procedures someday."

"What do you mean?"

Yulia replied nonchalantly as if nothing was wrong.

"Marriage."

"What?"

I couldn't hide my surprise and stopped in my tracks.

Yulia, who had been laughing joyfully all day, patted my shoulder vigorously.

"Hahaha, just kidding, just kidding...."

        
            As Eugene and the shop owner suddenly engaged in a discussion about dress tailoring, Yulia stood quietly observing Eugene.

Carefully.

And she discovered what the real issue was.

"......"

It's time for an experiment.

She slowly lowered the hand covering her shoulder. Exposing her bare skin.

Eugene's gaze was drawn towards her as if by a magnet.

Ah......

Of course, it was just a fleeting glance as if checking the situation, and the gaze quickly averted. But even that was enough to confirm her suspicions.

He still sees her as someone who needs to be taken care of.

It was about the time when she used to fall multiple times while riding a wheelchair by the lakeside.

Although he may seem indifferent, he is not so careless as to be nonchalant in this situation. It's just that he is more concerned about her falling because of the dress.

It was a willing act.

At the same time, it was also an uncomfortable situation.

After Eugene finished the unnecessary discussion, he spoke up.

"Yulia—"

"Shop owner, could you also bring a set of men's formal attire?"

"Huh?"

And so, Eugene was treated like a dress-up doll for an hour. The shop owner enthusiastically joined in on the not-so-revengeful but collaborative effort.

In the end, they purchased three outfits.

Eugene's set of formal attire and men's attire, and Yulia's evening dress.

The dress was the bright golden evening dress she first wore. Even she thought she looked quite radiant in it......

But the subject of her beauty seemed to be scratching his cheek awkwardly.

Eugene muttered to himself.

"No matter how much I think about it, it doesn't seem like I'll ever attend a ball."

"Someday, you will, I'm sure."

"......Are you mad?"

"No?"

"But why are you acting like that?"

"No?"

*

When they left the tailor shop, it was already a time that could be called lunchtime, which was also the part Grace had advised most enthusiastically.

―Eat cutely. Let it smear on your lips just right.

Or.

―Feed me!

She had been spouting the same things endlessly.

But Yulia had a hunch. That Grace's advice wouldn't work anymore on their outing today.

And she was right.

"Would you like to have lunch soon?"

"Sure."

So, in the restaurant they entered, Eugene, well. He ate well.

Really well.

She had noticed his hearty appetite even when they ate together at the student cafeteria.

And this time was no different.

It wasn't that he was solely focused on eating without manners, but watching him eat so deliciously made it awkward to strike up a conversation.

Well. Eating is just eating anyway.

She could try to talk and do such things at the dessert shop.

But when they arrived at the dessert shop with that in mind, the problem was on this side.

Yulia blinked.

A strawberry cream cake was placed on her plate, and a tempting apple pie was on Eugene's plate.

"That apple pie looks delicious."

"Want to share?"

"Yes."

She had deliberately chosen a different menu for this.

But when Eugene cut the pie in half and placed it on her plate, Yulia sighed inwardly. Grace's voice echoed in her head, 'Feed me!' 

What could she do.

Her lips wouldn't move.

It was strange. When they spent time together doing contracts and whatnot, she could easily do much more embarrassing things than this.

But as she tried to be sincere and express her feelings, her body kept hesitating.

Perhaps the only fortunate thing was that she couldn't hide her frustration internally.

Yulia picked up a piece of her strawberry cake with a fork and brought it to Eugene's lips.

He widened his eyes.

"What are you doing?"

"Open your mouth. Ah—"

It was when he smiled as if teasing her.

Eugene leaned forward and took a bite of the cake with a fork.

The cake disappeared.

"Tastes good."

"...Thank goodness."

"Try the apple pie too."

"Yes."

While Yulia was lost in thought, looking at the clean fork, Eugene suddenly placed his hand on Yulia's left cheek.

Her body trembled at his warmth.

"What are you doing?"

"Lips."

"Lips?"

"There's cream on them. Just wait a moment."

With that, he took out a handkerchief from his chest pocket and began to wipe her lips. With a gentle and delicate touch.

Despite her racing heart, Yulia's mind remained cool.

Isn't this just how you treat a younger sister...?

And so, the late dinner came to an end.

This meant they had to head to their next destination, but at that moment, Yulia couldn't trust Grace's advice.

Especially if that advice was something like 'Let's lie side by side in a spacious meadow and talk'.

Furthermore, Grace seemed to have forgotten, or perhaps ignored, the fact that she was walking with the help of a walking aid, as the route she suggested was not very efficient.

Instead, she efficiently drained Yulia's energy.

Therefore, Yulia and the following Eugene walked the streets aimlessly.

No.

They were walking.

Eugene stopped walking.

"Yulia."

"Yes?"

"What's that?"

Yulia confirmed what his finger was pointing at and replied.

"Oh, it's a bicycle. Have you never seen one before?"

*

Bicycles had been around for quite some time, but Yulia had never seen this type of bicycle before.

It was a device made of a lightweight metal frame with a chain and rubber tube tires.

Such modern bicycles had not been widely distributed for long.

It had only been three years since Eugene had arrived in Prousen, so it wasn't unreasonable for him not to know.

Although he had been living in a wheelchair for almost twenty years.

"Come on in!"

The bicycle shop owner was a great merchant who didn't miss a customer showing interest in his goods, and he immediately started his sales pitch.

"You don't have to buy it. We also offer rentals."

Eugene seemed to ignore the shop owner's flashy words.

Eugene smiled slightly and asked.

"Yulia, how about trying it out?"

"The bicycle?"

"If you apply a little bit of the [walking aid] magic, you should be able to ride it right away. It's a rare opportunity, what do you think?"

"Um."

In truth, Yulia wasn't very interested in bicycles. She had ridden wheeled vehicles enough to be sick of them.

But.

"...Sure, why not."

She nodded.

Because Eugene's expression was the brightest it had been all day.

She wanted to see that smile more.

Following the shop assistant's guidance, they each took their bicycles outside.

The location of the shop was perfect, as they didn't have to walk far before the scenery of the outskirts of Prousen appeared. There were no people, and a well-paved road stretched into the distance.

"Now, get on the saddle."

The assistant then taught Yulia how to ride a bicycle.

Eugene had good motor skills. In less than ten minutes, she had mastered the technique perfectly.

Seeing this, the assistant tactfully stepped back, leaving Yulia to receive coaching from Eugene up close.

Their breaths intertwined, and Eugene's hand rested on top of mine, holding the handlebars tightly.

It was an unexpected situation.

"What do you think?"

"It's a bit... difficult...!"

Unfortunately, Yulia's motor skills were dismal.

Trembling arms and focusing on steering, she couldn't pay attention to the touch on her hand.

Did she agree to ride the bicycle for nothing?

But that thought changed shortly after.

"Maybe I'm falling because I'm going too slow. Take a bold step on the pedal. I'll assist you with magic."

"Really?"

"Yes."

With those words, Yuriya focused her eyes and stepped on the pedal forcefully.

And then.

"....Huh?"

"It's done."

Smoothly moving forward. At a speed she had never experienced before in her life.

Whenever she felt like she was about to fall to the sides, something soft seemed to support Yuriya.

It was Eugene's 1st type of magic.

Her long skirt didn't hinder her when riding the bicycle, and it felt good to accelerate as she pedaled.

In short.

It was enjoyable.

Turning her head, she shouted.

"Eugene!"

"I'm going! I'll catch up with you."

Right after, Eugene also got on the bicycle and pedaled with force. It didn't take long for him to catch up with Yuriya.

But then, he slowed down again.

And so, the two of them rode side by side.

Yuriya's eyes widened.

"Wow...."

The entire sky was dyed in sunset colors. Twilight.

The early summer weather turned into a gentle breeze, brushing against her cheeks, while the lush greenery all around created a warm and serene atmosphere.

Suddenly, she looked down.

She could see two wheels around the busy legs.

Wheels placed vertically.

It wasn't a wheelchair. It was someone riding a bicycle with the unique magic [Walking Assistance] that even made light steps successful.

Feeling a strange exhilaration, Yuriya looked at her benefactor.

Their eyes met.

Eugene had a gentle smile on his face, looking happy as he moved forward, occasionally glancing in her direction. Why?

He must be worried.

He seemed to be asking with his mouth, 'How is it?'

Yuriya replied aloud.

"It's exciting."

Only then did Eugene's expression relax. His smiling face seemed joyful yet troubled.

Why do you look at me with such concern?

Thanks to you, I can move forward like this.

I, who could only move forward with your help pushing the wheelchair, am now pedaling on my own.

It's all thanks to you.

So, please don't look at me with those eyes anymore....

No matter how much she tried to convince herself, nothing would change. It was natural. She didn't express it, didn't say it out loud.

Instead, Eugene's magic enveloped Yuriya even more warmly.

A compassionate smile crossed her face. This is too much pampering.

With affection and a playful spirit, mischief bubbled up.

She needed a shock therapy.

Yuriya giggled.

"Eugene!"

"Why... Oh, oh!"

She released the grip on the handlebars. Naturally raising both arms, she spread them out to the sides.

There was no worry about falling.

The bicycle had a self-correcting nature, and her gray hair, which had been indulged in excessive care, supported her entire body.

It was safe enough to let go of both hands like this.

"Hey! Yuriya, it's dangerous!"

"Ahaha―"

Eugene looked urgently in her direction.

Following his gaze, Yuriya imagined how she must look to him as she grabbed the handlebars again.

The wind was a bit strong. Despite her efforts, her hair had long been blown by the wind, revealing her white forehead.

Nevertheless.

He was looking at her now.

Yuriya shouted.

"Look at me!"

*

As she said that, Eugene looked.

The sun was setting. It meant that the entire world, including the sky, was turning crimson.

And there was Yuriya Muller in the midst of it.

Her dark hair fluttered gently in the wind, and her bangs fell over her forehead. The hair that had been elegantly styled until the morning was now all loose, tickling her slender shoulders.

She was smiling.

The crimson lips curved into a smile, and the pumpkin-colored pupils softened in response. Everything was the color of the sunset. Feeling as though she might melt into the sunset if she looked away for just a moment, Yujin squinted her eyes slightly.

Therefore, I see.

The sight of Yulia smiling brightly.

And everything contained within.

"Ah."

She tried to say something in response, but her body wouldn't listen.

She simply opened her mouth and took in the canvas spread out before her.

At the same time.

Blink, blink, snap—

"Oh, wait."

"Huh?"

The blue brooch on her chest flashed and then went out.

Her slender legs lost their strength. This meant the momentum of the bicycle had stopped.

Yulia's body, including the bicycle, tilted.

Towards this side.

Thud.

Riding a metal bicycle and falling off doesn't usually end without injury.

So, when Yulia started to fall, Yujin reflexively murmured the activation phrase, "Levitation."

Perhaps there wasn't enough time for the levitation to fully lift her into the sky.

But there was enough time to catch Yulia suspended in mid-air.

She caught her and then fell.

"Ugh—"

They tumbled on the ground.

Before she knew it, she found herself tightly embracing Yulia's upper body on the ground.

A significant impact was felt on her back.

And her whole body was covered in dirt and dust. The fact that her clothes were already old was somewhat comforting.

As the endless rotation came to an end and the twilight sky appeared.

A small creature in her arms cried out.

"Ugh, Yujin."

"…!"

It seemed she had exerted too much force on her arms. Yulia had closed her eyes and was groaning.

At that one word, she felt as though she had committed an unforgivable sin and released her arms spasmodically.

The sensation, the scent, and the voice.

Her heart raced. And she was grateful that she could attribute the reason for her racing heart to the fall from the bicycle.

She quickly got up and tried to distract herself.

"No injuries?"

"I'm fine. But Yujin, are you…?"

"I'm fine."

She brushed off the dirt on her body nonchalantly, despite feeling a bit sore. Her heart was racing, and she was willing to do anything to avoid making eye contact with Yulia.

However, all her efforts were in vain as she eventually had to face her.

"Um, Yujin?"

"What."

She spoke with a forced smile.

Unable to resist, she turned her head and saw Yulia still sitting on the ground.

"The brooch… it's glowing with magic."

The commotion of both the man and woman falling off their bicycles ended quietly.

"Hahaha, this kind of thing happens quite often!"

When she went to the bicycle shop for help, the shop owner, with a hearty laugh, brought one of the employees to accompany her back to the scene.

They quickly returned to where the commotion had occurred.

"Leave the bicycles to us."

"Ah, thank you."

She did as she was told.

She turned to see Yulia sitting on the ground.

Yulia was playfully waving her hand and smiling.

"You came back quickly this time. Nice to see you."

"Don't tease me too much."

After looking around, she sat down behind Yulia.

"Can you lift me up?"

"...Yes."

So, after lifting Yulia, we were able to depart.

When playing with the twins, I often had to lift them up. So, for me, lifting someone was just a simple act.

But not now.

With thighs on her arms, their hands met at my chest. And our faces were just half a foot apart.

Every touch felt unfamiliar.

Meanwhile, Yulia, on her back, was not staying still.

"Wow, you must be at least six feet tall. So tall."

Yulia's body tensed every time she flinched and opened her mouth.

She had to come up with excuses to avoid revealing the truth.

Luckily, there was a topic she wanted to ask about today.

"Yulia, I have something I'm curious about."

"What is it?"

"How long do you plan on being my sponsor? It's a bit awkward for me to say this as the recipient, but the total amount has already exceeded a million pounds."

"Oh. Are you feeling burdened?"

"Yes."

Then a chuckle brushed past her ear.

"It's going according to plan."

"...?"

"That's a deposit, so keep it safe. You'll get it back through legal procedures someday."

"What do you mean?"

Yulia replied nonchalantly as if nothing was wrong.

"Marriage."

"What?"

I couldn't hide my surprise and stopped in my tracks.

Yulia, who had been laughing joyfully all day, patted my shoulder vigorously.

"Hahaha, just kidding, just kidding...."

        
            As Eugene and the shop owner suddenly engaged in a discussion about dress tailoring, Yulia stood quietly observing Eugene.

Carefully.

And she discovered what the real issue was.

"......"

It's time for an experiment.

She slowly lowered the hand covering her shoulder. Exposing her bare skin.

Eugene's gaze was drawn towards her as if by a magnet.

Ah......

Of course, it was just a fleeting glance as if checking the situation, and the gaze quickly averted. But even that was enough to confirm her suspicions.

He still sees her as someone who needs to be taken care of.

It was about the time when she used to fall multiple times while riding a wheelchair by the lakeside.

Although he may seem indifferent, he is not so careless as to be nonchalant in this situation. It's just that he is more concerned about her falling because of the dress.

It was a willing act.

At the same time, it was also an uncomfortable situation.

After Eugene finished the unnecessary discussion, he spoke up.

"Yulia—"

"Shop owner, could you also bring a set of men's formal attire?"

"Huh?"

And so, Eugene was treated like a dress-up doll for an hour. The shop owner enthusiastically joined in on the not-so-revengeful but collaborative effort.

In the end, they purchased three outfits.

Eugene's set of formal attire and men's attire, and Yulia's evening dress.

The dress was the bright golden evening dress she first wore. Even she thought she looked quite radiant in it......

But the subject of her beauty seemed to be scratching his cheek awkwardly.

Eugene muttered to himself.

"No matter how much I think about it, it doesn't seem like I'll ever attend a ball."

"Someday, you will, I'm sure."

"......Are you mad?"

"No?"

"But why are you acting like that?"

"No?"

*

When they left the tailor shop, it was already a time that could be called lunchtime, which was also the part Grace had advised most enthusiastically.

―Eat cutely. Let it smear on your lips just right.

Or.

―Feed me!

She had been spouting the same things endlessly.

But Yulia had a hunch. That Grace's advice wouldn't work anymore on their outing today.

And she was right.

"Would you like to have lunch soon?"

"Sure."

So, in the restaurant they entered, Eugene, well. He ate well.

Really well.

She had noticed his hearty appetite even when they ate together at the student cafeteria.

And this time was no different.

It wasn't that he was solely focused on eating without manners, but watching him eat so deliciously made it awkward to strike up a conversation.

Well. Eating is just eating anyway.

She could try to talk and do such things at the dessert shop.

But when they arrived at the dessert shop with that in mind, the problem was on this side.

Yulia blinked.

A strawberry cream cake was placed on her plate, and a tempting apple pie was on Eugene's plate.

"That apple pie looks delicious."

"Want to share?"

"Yes."

She had deliberately chosen a different menu for this.

But when Eugene cut the pie in half and placed it on her plate, Yulia sighed inwardly. Grace's voice echoed in her head, 'Feed me!' 

What could she do.

Her lips wouldn't move.

It was strange. When they spent time together doing contracts and whatnot, she could easily do much more embarrassing things than this.

But as she tried to be sincere and express her feelings, her body kept hesitating.

Perhaps the only fortunate thing was that she couldn't hide her frustration internally.

Yulia picked up a piece of her strawberry cake with a fork and brought it to Eugene's lips.

He widened his eyes.

"What are you doing?"

"Open your mouth. Ah—"

It was when he smiled as if teasing her.

Eugene leaned forward and took a bite of the cake with a fork.

The cake disappeared.

"Tastes good."

"...Thank goodness."

"Try the apple pie too."

"Yes."

While Yulia was lost in thought, looking at the clean fork, Eugene suddenly placed his hand on Yulia's left cheek.

Her body trembled at his warmth.

"What are you doing?"

"Lips."

"Lips?"

"There's cream on them. Just wait a moment."

With that, he took out a handkerchief from his chest pocket and began to wipe her lips. With a gentle and delicate touch.

Despite her racing heart, Yulia's mind remained cool.

Isn't this just how you treat a younger sister...?

And so, the late dinner came to an end.

This meant they had to head to their next destination, but at that moment, Yulia couldn't trust Grace's advice.

Especially if that advice was something like 'Let's lie side by side in a spacious meadow and talk'.

Furthermore, Grace seemed to have forgotten, or perhaps ignored, the fact that she was walking with the help of a walking aid, as the route she suggested was not very efficient.

Instead, she efficiently drained Yulia's energy.

Therefore, Yulia and the following Eugene walked the streets aimlessly.

No.

They were walking.

Eugene stopped walking.

"Yulia."

"Yes?"

"What's that?"

Yulia confirmed what his finger was pointing at and replied.

"Oh, it's a bicycle. Have you never seen one before?"

*

Bicycles had been around for quite some time, but Yulia had never seen this type of bicycle before.

It was a device made of a lightweight metal frame with a chain and rubber tube tires.

Such modern bicycles had not been widely distributed for long.

It had only been three years since Eugene had arrived in Prousen, so it wasn't unreasonable for him not to know.

Although he had been living in a wheelchair for almost twenty years.

"Come on in!"

The bicycle shop owner was a great merchant who didn't miss a customer showing interest in his goods, and he immediately started his sales pitch.

"You don't have to buy it. We also offer rentals."

Eugene seemed to ignore the shop owner's flashy words.

Eugene smiled slightly and asked.

"Yulia, how about trying it out?"

"The bicycle?"

"If you apply a little bit of the [walking aid] magic, you should be able to ride it right away. It's a rare opportunity, what do you think?"

"Um."

In truth, Yulia wasn't very interested in bicycles. She had ridden wheeled vehicles enough to be sick of them.

But.

"...Sure, why not."

She nodded.

Because Eugene's expression was the brightest it had been all day.

She wanted to see that smile more.

Following the shop assistant's guidance, they each took their bicycles outside.

The location of the shop was perfect, as they didn't have to walk far before the scenery of the outskirts of Prousen appeared. There were no people, and a well-paved road stretched into the distance.

"Now, get on the saddle."

The assistant then taught Yulia how to ride a bicycle.

Eugene had good motor skills. In less than ten minutes, she had mastered the technique perfectly.

Seeing this, the assistant tactfully stepped back, leaving Yulia to receive coaching from Eugene up close.

Their breaths intertwined, and Eugene's hand rested on top of mine, holding the handlebars tightly.

It was an unexpected situation.

"What do you think?"

"It's a bit... difficult...!"

Unfortunately, Yulia's motor skills were dismal.

Trembling arms and focusing on steering, she couldn't pay attention to the touch on her hand.

Did she agree to ride the bicycle for nothing?

But that thought changed shortly after.

"Maybe I'm falling because I'm going too slow. Take a bold step on the pedal. I'll assist you with magic."

"Really?"

"Yes."

With those words, Yuriya focused her eyes and stepped on the pedal forcefully.

And then.

"....Huh?"

"It's done."

Smoothly moving forward. At a speed she had never experienced before in her life.

Whenever she felt like she was about to fall to the sides, something soft seemed to support Yuriya.

It was Eugene's 1st type of magic.

Her long skirt didn't hinder her when riding the bicycle, and it felt good to accelerate as she pedaled.

In short.

It was enjoyable.

Turning her head, she shouted.

"Eugene!"

"I'm going! I'll catch up with you."

Right after, Eugene also got on the bicycle and pedaled with force. It didn't take long for him to catch up with Yuriya.

But then, he slowed down again.

And so, the two of them rode side by side.

Yuriya's eyes widened.

"Wow...."

The entire sky was dyed in sunset colors. Twilight.

The early summer weather turned into a gentle breeze, brushing against her cheeks, while the lush greenery all around created a warm and serene atmosphere.

Suddenly, she looked down.

She could see two wheels around the busy legs.

Wheels placed vertically.

It wasn't a wheelchair. It was someone riding a bicycle with the unique magic [Walking Assistance] that even made light steps successful.

Feeling a strange exhilaration, Yuriya looked at her benefactor.

Their eyes met.

Eugene had a gentle smile on his face, looking happy as he moved forward, occasionally glancing in her direction. Why?

He must be worried.

He seemed to be asking with his mouth, 'How is it?'

Yuriya replied aloud.

"It's exciting."

Only then did Eugene's expression relax. His smiling face seemed joyful yet troubled.

Why do you look at me with such concern?

Thanks to you, I can move forward like this.

I, who could only move forward with your help pushing the wheelchair, am now pedaling on my own.

It's all thanks to you.

So, please don't look at me with those eyes anymore....

No matter how much she tried to convince herself, nothing would change. It was natural. She didn't express it, didn't say it out loud.

Instead, Eugene's magic enveloped Yuriya even more warmly.

A compassionate smile crossed her face. This is too much pampering.

With affection and a playful spirit, mischief bubbled up.

She needed a shock therapy.

Yuriya giggled.

"Eugene!"

"Why... Oh, oh!"

She released the grip on the handlebars. Naturally raising both arms, she spread them out to the sides.

There was no worry about falling.

The bicycle had a self-correcting nature, and her gray hair, which had been indulged in excessive care, supported her entire body.

It was safe enough to let go of both hands like this.

"Hey! Yuriya, it's dangerous!"

"Ahaha―"

Eugene looked urgently in her direction.

Following his gaze, Yuriya imagined how she must look to him as she grabbed the handlebars again.

The wind was a bit strong. Despite her efforts, her hair had long been blown by the wind, revealing her white forehead.

Nevertheless.

He was looking at her now.

Yuriya shouted.

"Look at me!"

*

As she said that, Eugene looked.

The sun was setting. It meant that the entire world, including the sky, was turning crimson.

And there was Yuriya Muller in the midst of it.

Her dark hair fluttered gently in the wind, and her bangs fell over her forehead. The hair that had been elegantly styled until the morning was now all loose, tickling her slender shoulders.

She was smiling.

The crimson lips curved into a smile, and the pumpkin-colored pupils softened in response. Everything was the color of the sunset. Feeling as though she might melt into the sunset if she looked away for just a moment, Yujin squinted her eyes slightly.

Therefore, I see.

The sight of Yulia smiling brightly.

And everything contained within.

"Ah."

She tried to say something in response, but her body wouldn't listen.

She simply opened her mouth and took in the canvas spread out before her.

At the same time.

Blink, blink, snap—

"Oh, wait."

"Huh?"

The blue brooch on her chest flashed and then went out.

Her slender legs lost their strength. This meant the momentum of the bicycle had stopped.

Yulia's body, including the bicycle, tilted.

Towards this side.

Thud.

Riding a metal bicycle and falling off doesn't usually end without injury.

So, when Yulia started to fall, Yujin reflexively murmured the activation phrase, "Levitation."

Perhaps there wasn't enough time for the levitation to fully lift her into the sky.

But there was enough time to catch Yulia suspended in mid-air.

She caught her and then fell.

"Ugh—"

They tumbled on the ground.

Before she knew it, she found herself tightly embracing Yulia's upper body on the ground.

A significant impact was felt on her back.

And her whole body was covered in dirt and dust. The fact that her clothes were already old was somewhat comforting.

As the endless rotation came to an end and the twilight sky appeared.

A small creature in her arms cried out.

"Ugh, Yujin."

"…!"

It seemed she had exerted too much force on her arms. Yulia had closed her eyes and was groaning.

At that one word, she felt as though she had committed an unforgivable sin and released her arms spasmodically.

The sensation, the scent, and the voice.

Her heart raced. And she was grateful that she could attribute the reason for her racing heart to the fall from the bicycle.

She quickly got up and tried to distract herself.

"No injuries?"

"I'm fine. But Yujin, are you…?"

"I'm fine."

She brushed off the dirt on her body nonchalantly, despite feeling a bit sore. Her heart was racing, and she was willing to do anything to avoid making eye contact with Yulia.

However, all her efforts were in vain as she eventually had to face her.

"Um, Yujin?"

"What."

She spoke with a forced smile.

Unable to resist, she turned her head and saw Yulia still sitting on the ground.

"The brooch… it's glowing with magic."

The commotion of both the man and woman falling off their bicycles ended quietly.

"Hahaha, this kind of thing happens quite often!"

When she went to the bicycle shop for help, the shop owner, with a hearty laugh, brought one of the employees to accompany her back to the scene.

They quickly returned to where the commotion had occurred.

"Leave the bicycles to us."

"Ah, thank you."

She did as she was told.

She turned to see Yulia sitting on the ground.

Yulia was playfully waving her hand and smiling.

"You came back quickly this time. Nice to see you."

"Don't tease me too much."

After looking around, she sat down behind Yulia.

"Can you lift me up?"

"...Yes."

So, after lifting Yulia, we were able to depart.

When playing with the twins, I often had to lift them up. So, for me, lifting someone was just a simple act.

But not now.

With thighs on her arms, their hands met at my chest. And our faces were just half a foot apart.

Every touch felt unfamiliar.

Meanwhile, Yulia, on her back, was not staying still.

"Wow, you must be at least six feet tall. So tall."

Yulia's body tensed every time she flinched and opened her mouth.

She had to come up with excuses to avoid revealing the truth.

Luckily, there was a topic she wanted to ask about today.

"Yulia, I have something I'm curious about."

"What is it?"

"How long do you plan on being my sponsor? It's a bit awkward for me to say this as the recipient, but the total amount has already exceeded a million pounds."

"Oh. Are you feeling burdened?"

"Yes."

Then a chuckle brushed past her ear.

"It's going according to plan."

"...?"

"That's a deposit, so keep it safe. You'll get it back through legal procedures someday."

"What do you mean?"

Yulia replied nonchalantly as if nothing was wrong.

"Marriage."

"What?"

I couldn't hide my surprise and stopped in my tracks.

Yulia, who had been laughing joyfully all day, patted my shoulder vigorously.

"Hahaha, just kidding, just kidding...."

        
            Language is multifaceted, often with meanings that differ between the surface and the underlying layers.

And as Lena, with her expertise in deciphering hidden meanings, heard the high school student suggest a walk together for corrections, it sounded like this: "Let's talk for a moment."

Her prediction was spot on.

"The walking path is this way."

Whether the suggestion to walk was merely a polite gesture, the high school student promptly moved towards the adjacent walking path.

However, Lena barely had thirty seconds to admire the scenery of the Summer Magic University campus.

Beneath the lush greenery, the high school student spoke.

"You're Lena Oslo, right? The assistant's sister."

Assistant.

A rather awkward title, but Lena soon realized it referred to Eugene.

Lena nodded slowly.

"I am."

"I'm Julia Muller, the student council president. We entered at the same time as the assistant. Nice to meet you."

With a bright smile, the high school student, Julia, introduced herself.

An unusual title preceded her name. Student council president. Essentially the representative of all students at the Federal Magic University.

But Lena was not surprised by the title.

Instead, she was taken aback by Julia's name itself.

Muller.

That surname was familiar to Lena.

Having seen it in the mailbox almost every month for nearly three years.

And as a businesswoman herself, Lena Oslo was well aware of the name of one of the prominent noble families in Prussia.

In that moment, Lena felt many questions being answered.

The student before her was the benefactor who had provided Eugene with nearly five thousand pounds.

Implicitly asking about this, Julia confidently affirmed, "Yes, I am the assistant's benefactor."

Naturally, a question followed.

"Why...?"

Why would Eugene sponsor someone who lacked charm or social skills, with that dull gray hair of his?

"Um."

It seemed even Julia couldn't provide a straightforward answer to that question.

Walking with her staff in hand, Julia paused for a moment, then lightly touched Lena's lips with her finger.

Without warning, Julia chuckled softly at the sudden touch.

"The reason is a secret."

She said quietly, almost whispering.

Blushing, Lena marveled at the situation.

Julia Muller. Almost a year older than Eugene, her fellow freshman.

Among the people Lena had encountered in her life, she was truly unique.

With an appearance and voice that seemed to gather the essence of charm. Contrasted with graceful yet bold actions.

Was Eugene truly aiming for someone like her?

It was quite plausible...

Suppressing her awkwardness, Lena continued walking.

Meanwhile, Julia couldn't remain composed in this situation.

Despite her gentle smile, her heart rate skyrocketed to the point where she felt like she might collapse.

She glanced briefly at the one who had caused this.

Lena Oslo.

Surely Eugene's younger sister, around the same age as herself.

Could it be that she had witnessed everything in front of the bench?

Despite her suspicions, Lena's expression seemed nonchalant at first glance, as if trying to block any assumptions.

To maintain her composure, Julia gathered her thoughts.

She had to win her favor.

Normally, Julia wouldn't have recognized Lena.

Since Eugene rarely brought up topics related to his sister.

However, having completed her investigation on the Oslo family years ago when they made a 'contract,' Julia was well informed about Lena as well.

A financial genius. Or a young entrepreneur.

Her reputation was evident even in Lena's appearance.

Form follows function, they say. Truly, in Lena's case, simplicity in attire and minimal accessories exuded elegance, even with her long black hair.

The essence of charm was evident in her demeanor.

Alright, living under the same roof with a sibling like this, I guess you could have frowned at our first meeting...

But Lena, who couldn't understand those feelings, just looked nervous and slowly parted her lips as they walked.

"Um, Chairman Muller."

"You can call me Julia."

"...Julia. Even if it's a secret, I'd like to hear how you ended up sponsoring Eugene. It's not like you can just accept thousands of pounds of money without a reason."

Julia hesitated.

Because it was embarrassing to tell that reason to a stranger.

Therefore, she decided to talk about helping Eugene in a way that she could walk without mentioning contracts or anything like that.

And because she focused too much on her version of the story, she made a small mistake.

"Where should I start? Well, with Eugene—"

Pause.

"—I met Assistant Oslo during the first summer semester."

The explanation of the altered circumstances continued, but neither Julia nor Lena paid much attention to the content.

Eugene.

Lena felt that it was so natural for Julia to call my brother that way.

It must be something she does normally. Not like the formal titles such as Assistant.

I couldn't put off what I had seen any longer.

I asked directly.

"Um, Julia. Do you...?"

It was an unfinished sentence, but the meaning was clear.

Julia remained silent.

It was an unavoidable question. It was not something she could lie about to someone who might become her sister-in-law in the future.

Silence meant affirmation.

Lena widened her eyes and asked again.

"W-when?"

To that question, Julia didn't answer verbally.

Instead, she raised her hand and extended three fingers. Thumb, index, and middle.

Lena tried to figure out the meaning of those three fingers.

Three days were too short. Three weeks were too long.

"Since three months ago?"

But Julia shook her head.

Was it three years?

At that moment, on a secluded walkway at the Magic University, there were only two young people left, not the Student Council President and the young entrepreneur.

The timing was perfect with the breeze blowing. It was the perfect setting for a heartfelt conversation, and they continued.

"Coincidence?"

"Yeah. How many times do I have to say it for you to understand, you damn bastard."

Bernard half-choked, arguing like that.

Behind the dilapidated building.

Although I had never hit him before, I had faced him many times, so it was only then that I realized that Bernard was truly innocent.

But my gaze remained cold.

"You say you guided me by chance. Then why did you come when you have no business in the research building?"

"I do have business there. Since I helped with the experiment last time, this time it's your turn to help with the theory."

"Is that so?"

I blinked.

"If that's the case, you should help. Why didn't you say that sooner?"

"You didn't give me a chance to say it."

"Call me anytime. Let's meet again."

"Sure."

Leaving Bernard, who was smiling as if it was ridiculous, I walked away.

This was not the time for this.

Already fifteen minutes had passed since I left Lena and Julia behind.

Whether waiting there or starting a conversation, it would be awkward.

And as I hurried back to the research building, I saw it.

Lena and Julia, slightly closer, walking back to the research building along the walkway, engaged in conversation.

A rather awkward combination.

Anyway, to apologize and make my presence known, I waved my hand, and they both shuddered and looked in my direction.

Soon, Lena stood in front of me with a cold gaze and said, "You're clueless."

Next to her, Yulia was smiling brightly and nodding her head.

"....?"

While you may know the heavens' path, you may not know the path of a human heart.

I wholeheartedly agreed with that saying and scratched my cheek.

*

The events that followed were as follows.

Yulia, who had been busy with her duties as the student council president, quickly returned to the council room, while Lena stayed behind to request a tour of the research building.

Eugene seemed hesitant, but Yulia insisted firmly.

Eugene's prediction that she would be scolded for being outside for thirty minutes did not come true.

In a small research lab with only three people present, and with the absence of the supervising professor, Lena's visit was warmly welcomed.

The scolding was directed only at Eugene, and Lena was able to receive a kind explanation about life in the research lab.

After receiving confirmation from Johannes that Eugene had abnormally good physical stamina and not only endured but enjoyed research, Lena felt relieved.

With all her doubts resolved, Lena left for the research building.

As Eugene followed her to see her off, he asked, "Even if you don't understand everything, your curiosity has been satisfied, right?"

"Yes. It's a nice place."

It was clear that Eugene was not overreacting.

That alone was reassuring.

Lena's focus had somehow shifted. To this person with pumpkin-colored eyes, who was actually the same age as her.

Turning away from Eugene, Lena cautiously pondered, "Could we become friends?"

They probably wouldn't meet often. They were both busy with their own work and not part of the same group.

Unless Eugene reached out to her...

"...."

A smile slowly spread across Lena's face.

It had been almost four years since she had met Eugene.

She had thought that nothing would change even if something happened now, but it seemed that wasn't entirely true.

However, it wasn't a negative change.

Although it was difficult to make a judgment, her feelings were definitely positive.

As if to prove this, Lena let her ambiguous feelings show on the surface, and her lips curved into a smile.

Yes.

Eugene deserved to be happy.

She would quietly watch over him and support him from the closest place.

That was the privilege of being a younger sister.

Lena said, "Pull yourself together."

"...."

"Your absent-mindedness is showing."

With a playful spin, Lena, with the setting sun as a backdrop, smiled.

"So cheer up, oppa."

#August 28th. Clear skies.

Susanne had been pondering one thing lately.

It was all because of something Lena had said a few weeks ago.

- I made a friend.

- Really?

- ...Don't believe me?

She didn't believe it. Lena's lack of companionship compared to her character was not a recent development.

Her suspicion deepened over the past few weeks as Lena had not gone to meet a friend even once.

Most of Lena and Yulia's interactions were through written correspondence, so Susanne had no way of knowing that fact.

She just wanted to see the face of the friend Lena had mentioned as soon as possible.

And that wish was granted quite unexpectedly and quickly, in a way Susanne had not anticipated.

On a holiday.

Opening the door at the sound of a knock, Susanne found an extravagant carriage standing tall in front of the entrance.

        
            Language is multifaceted, often with meanings that differ between the surface and the underlying layers.

And as Lena, with her expertise in deciphering hidden meanings, heard the high school student suggest a walk together for corrections, it sounded like this: "Let's talk for a moment."

Her prediction was spot on.

"The walking path is this way."

Whether the suggestion to walk was merely a polite gesture, the high school student promptly moved towards the adjacent walking path.

However, Lena barely had thirty seconds to admire the scenery of the Summer Magic University campus.

Beneath the lush greenery, the high school student spoke.

"You're Lena Oslo, right? The assistant's sister."

Assistant.

A rather awkward title, but Lena soon realized it referred to Eugene.

Lena nodded slowly.

"I am."

"I'm Julia Muller, the student council president. We entered at the same time as the assistant. Nice to meet you."

With a bright smile, the high school student, Julia, introduced herself.

An unusual title preceded her name. Student council president. Essentially the representative of all students at the Federal Magic University.

But Lena was not surprised by the title.

Instead, she was taken aback by Julia's name itself.

Muller.

That surname was familiar to Lena.

Having seen it in the mailbox almost every month for nearly three years.

And as a businesswoman herself, Lena Oslo was well aware of the name of one of the prominent noble families in Prussia.

In that moment, Lena felt many questions being answered.

The student before her was the benefactor who had provided Eugene with nearly five thousand pounds.

Implicitly asking about this, Julia confidently affirmed, "Yes, I am the assistant's benefactor."

Naturally, a question followed.

"Why...?"

Why would Eugene sponsor someone who lacked charm or social skills, with that dull gray hair of his?

"Um."

It seemed even Julia couldn't provide a straightforward answer to that question.

Walking with her staff in hand, Julia paused for a moment, then lightly touched Lena's lips with her finger.

Without warning, Julia chuckled softly at the sudden touch.

"The reason is a secret."

She said quietly, almost whispering.

Blushing, Lena marveled at the situation.

Julia Muller. Almost a year older than Eugene, her fellow freshman.

Among the people Lena had encountered in her life, she was truly unique.

With an appearance and voice that seemed to gather the essence of charm. Contrasted with graceful yet bold actions.

Was Eugene truly aiming for someone like her?

It was quite plausible...

Suppressing her awkwardness, Lena continued walking.

Meanwhile, Julia couldn't remain composed in this situation.

Despite her gentle smile, her heart rate skyrocketed to the point where she felt like she might collapse.

She glanced briefly at the one who had caused this.

Lena Oslo.

Surely Eugene's younger sister, around the same age as herself.

Could it be that she had witnessed everything in front of the bench?

Despite her suspicions, Lena's expression seemed nonchalant at first glance, as if trying to block any assumptions.

To maintain her composure, Julia gathered her thoughts.

She had to win her favor.

Normally, Julia wouldn't have recognized Lena.

Since Eugene rarely brought up topics related to his sister.

However, having completed her investigation on the Oslo family years ago when they made a 'contract,' Julia was well informed about Lena as well.

A financial genius. Or a young entrepreneur.

Her reputation was evident even in Lena's appearance.

Form follows function, they say. Truly, in Lena's case, simplicity in attire and minimal accessories exuded elegance, even with her long black hair.

The essence of charm was evident in her demeanor.

Alright, living under the same roof with a sibling like this, I guess you could have frowned at our first meeting...

But Lena, who couldn't understand those feelings, just looked nervous and slowly parted her lips as they walked.

"Um, Chairman Muller."

"You can call me Julia."

"...Julia. Even if it's a secret, I'd like to hear how you ended up sponsoring Eugene. It's not like you can just accept thousands of pounds of money without a reason."

Julia hesitated.

Because it was embarrassing to tell that reason to a stranger.

Therefore, she decided to talk about helping Eugene in a way that she could walk without mentioning contracts or anything like that.

And because she focused too much on her version of the story, she made a small mistake.

"Where should I start? Well, with Eugene—"

Pause.

"—I met Assistant Oslo during the first summer semester."

The explanation of the altered circumstances continued, but neither Julia nor Lena paid much attention to the content.

Eugene.

Lena felt that it was so natural for Julia to call my brother that way.

It must be something she does normally. Not like the formal titles such as Assistant.

I couldn't put off what I had seen any longer.

I asked directly.

"Um, Julia. Do you...?"

It was an unfinished sentence, but the meaning was clear.

Julia remained silent.

It was an unavoidable question. It was not something she could lie about to someone who might become her sister-in-law in the future.

Silence meant affirmation.

Lena widened her eyes and asked again.

"W-when?"

To that question, Julia didn't answer verbally.

Instead, she raised her hand and extended three fingers. Thumb, index, and middle.

Lena tried to figure out the meaning of those three fingers.

Three days were too short. Three weeks were too long.

"Since three months ago?"

But Julia shook her head.

Was it three years?

At that moment, on a secluded walkway at the Magic University, there were only two young people left, not the Student Council President and the young entrepreneur.

The timing was perfect with the breeze blowing. It was the perfect setting for a heartfelt conversation, and they continued.

"Coincidence?"

"Yeah. How many times do I have to say it for you to understand, you damn bastard."

Bernard half-choked, arguing like that.

Behind the dilapidated building.

Although I had never hit him before, I had faced him many times, so it was only then that I realized that Bernard was truly innocent.

But my gaze remained cold.

"You say you guided me by chance. Then why did you come when you have no business in the research building?"

"I do have business there. Since I helped with the experiment last time, this time it's your turn to help with the theory."

"Is that so?"

I blinked.

"If that's the case, you should help. Why didn't you say that sooner?"

"You didn't give me a chance to say it."

"Call me anytime. Let's meet again."

"Sure."

Leaving Bernard, who was smiling as if it was ridiculous, I walked away.

This was not the time for this.

Already fifteen minutes had passed since I left Lena and Julia behind.

Whether waiting there or starting a conversation, it would be awkward.

And as I hurried back to the research building, I saw it.

Lena and Julia, slightly closer, walking back to the research building along the walkway, engaged in conversation.

A rather awkward combination.

Anyway, to apologize and make my presence known, I waved my hand, and they both shuddered and looked in my direction.

Soon, Lena stood in front of me with a cold gaze and said, "You're clueless."

Next to her, Yulia was smiling brightly and nodding her head.

"....?"

While you may know the heavens' path, you may not know the path of a human heart.

I wholeheartedly agreed with that saying and scratched my cheek.

*

The events that followed were as follows.

Yulia, who had been busy with her duties as the student council president, quickly returned to the council room, while Lena stayed behind to request a tour of the research building.

Eugene seemed hesitant, but Yulia insisted firmly.

Eugene's prediction that she would be scolded for being outside for thirty minutes did not come true.

In a small research lab with only three people present, and with the absence of the supervising professor, Lena's visit was warmly welcomed.

The scolding was directed only at Eugene, and Lena was able to receive a kind explanation about life in the research lab.

After receiving confirmation from Johannes that Eugene had abnormally good physical stamina and not only endured but enjoyed research, Lena felt relieved.

With all her doubts resolved, Lena left for the research building.

As Eugene followed her to see her off, he asked, "Even if you don't understand everything, your curiosity has been satisfied, right?"

"Yes. It's a nice place."

It was clear that Eugene was not overreacting.

That alone was reassuring.

Lena's focus had somehow shifted. To this person with pumpkin-colored eyes, who was actually the same age as her.

Turning away from Eugene, Lena cautiously pondered, "Could we become friends?"

They probably wouldn't meet often. They were both busy with their own work and not part of the same group.

Unless Eugene reached out to her...
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A smile slowly spread across Lena's face.

It had been almost four years since she had met Eugene.

She had thought that nothing would change even if something happened now, but it seemed that wasn't entirely true.

However, it wasn't a negative change.

Although it was difficult to make a judgment, her feelings were definitely positive.

As if to prove this, Lena let her ambiguous feelings show on the surface, and her lips curved into a smile.

Yes.

Eugene deserved to be happy.

She would quietly watch over him and support him from the closest place.

That was the privilege of being a younger sister.

Lena said, "Pull yourself together."
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"Your absent-mindedness is showing."

With a playful spin, Lena, with the setting sun as a backdrop, smiled.

"So cheer up, oppa."
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Susanne had been pondering one thing lately.

It was all because of something Lena had said a few weeks ago.

- I made a friend.

- Really?

- ...Don't believe me?

She didn't believe it. Lena's lack of companionship compared to her character was not a recent development.

Her suspicion deepened over the past few weeks as Lena had not gone to meet a friend even once.

Most of Lena and Yulia's interactions were through written correspondence, so Susanne had no way of knowing that fact.

She just wanted to see the face of the friend Lena had mentioned as soon as possible.

And that wish was granted quite unexpectedly and quickly, in a way Susanne had not anticipated.
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Lena's focus had somehow shifted. To this person with pumpkin-colored eyes, who was actually the same age as her.

Turning away from Eugene, Lena cautiously pondered, "Could we become friends?"

They probably wouldn't meet often. They were both busy with their own work and not part of the same group.

Unless Eugene reached out to her...

"...."

A smile slowly spread across Lena's face.

It had been almost four years since she had met Eugene.

She had thought that nothing would change even if something happened now, but it seemed that wasn't entirely true.

However, it wasn't a negative change.

Although it was difficult to make a judgment, her feelings were definitely positive.

As if to prove this, Lena let her ambiguous feelings show on the surface, and her lips curved into a smile.

Yes.

Eugene deserved to be happy.

She would quietly watch over him and support him from the closest place.

That was the privilege of being a younger sister.

Lena said, "Pull yourself together."

"...."

"Your absent-mindedness is showing."

With a playful spin, Lena, with the setting sun as a backdrop, smiled.

"So cheer up, oppa."

#August 28th. Clear skies.

Susanne had been pondering one thing lately.

It was all because of something Lena had said a few weeks ago.

- I made a friend.

- Really?

- ...Don't believe me?

She didn't believe it. Lena's lack of companionship compared to her character was not a recent development.

Her suspicion deepened over the past few weeks as Lena had not gone to meet a friend even once.

Most of Lena and Yulia's interactions were through written correspondence, so Susanne had no way of knowing that fact.

She just wanted to see the face of the friend Lena had mentioned as soon as possible.

And that wish was granted quite unexpectedly and quickly, in a way Susanne had not anticipated.

On a holiday.

Opening the door at the sound of a knock, Susanne found an extravagant carriage standing tall in front of the entrance.

        
            The meal at the exhibition hall ended quickly.

The restaurant specially set up for the World Expo had evolved to cater to the pouring crowds, making a leisurely meal impossible.

Even though there was still much to see, the nature of a day trip required us to move quickly.

There were plenty of excuses, but there was a true reason behind it.

"...."

"...."

Not knowing when to let go of the hand I had grabbed, I remained in that state for about twenty minutes, and somehow the atmosphere became strange because of it.

As a result, the menu selection was quick but chaotic.

"How about that?"

"It looks delicious!"

The final meal we chose was sausage sandwiched between grilled bread, easy to eat.

"...It's quite good."

"...Is that so?"

We were able to finish the meal more satisfactorily than expected.

After that, we continued to explore the expo, naturally being drawn towards a noticeable building.

[Palais des Machines]

A huge gallery made entirely of iron and glass.

The glass palace named 'Machine Hall' where various machines were displayed took over two hours to look around.

Standing in front of a single engine, Yulia commented.

- Eugene. Cough, the smoke and oil smell is strong.

Next, we headed to the Magic Technology Hall, a exhibition hall with plenty to see.

For example, a device that stored and played sound in a wax cylinder.

- A phonograph? We have one at our mansion, so come visit later.

-....

- Oh, did you envy it just now?

-....

Colorful photos made using special luminescent materials.

- Do you want to take a picture too?

- It seems that shooting and developing takes quite a while.

- Then let's take one together sometime.

- How do you know when it will be commercialized?

- It's okay. I'm confident in waiting for a promise without a guarantee.

There were also familiar yet amazing things using wireless communication and full-body devices.

- Uh, Eugene. Can we go now?

- Just a moment. Let me see a little more.

- It's been thirty minutes already...

Being half-dragged by Yulia, I finally came out of the Magic Technology Hall and looked up at the sky, which had changed colors.

The sky was divided into two colors. Blue and red.

It meant that a lot of time had passed.

At the same time, it also meant that there was not much time left until the train departure.

Looking at her watch, Yulia said quietly.

"We should probably go back to the station within an hour."

"Then we should start heading towards that."

"That, that?"

Instead of answering with words, I pointed with my finger.

Following the direction my fingertip was pointing, Yulia soon let out a small gasp.

"Oh..."

A two hundred and fifty-foot high steel wheel that slowly rotated with people inside.

To name it, a Ferris wheel stood tall there.

*

"Why did you suddenly grab my hand?"

"Didn't you hear what the guide said? They said it could be dangerous, so companions should hold hands― like that."

"I don't think they meant to hold hands like this..."

"So what. Our fingers are crossed, so it's much safer― ugh."

Creak!

"....Surprised. It's not going to collapse, right?"

"I don't know."

"In times like this, it's common to coolly say 'It's okay, I'll protect you.' Try that next time."

"I shouldn't trust the person who told me what's common."

"Are you disrespecting our underclassmen in the student council?"

"...."

"It's a joke. Oh, the wind is blowing. It's pointless to fix my hair like this."

"It's okay."

"What?"

"'Even if you're messy, you're still pretty'... Hey, aren't you laughing too much?"

"Hahaha, hahaha, haha, hehe. Oh, my stomach, my stomach hurts..."

"You say this is normal."

"I, I really didn't know how to do it, hehehe......"

"Look at the sunset."

"Yes......"

The ferris wheel rotates.

Its vertical speed quickly reaches its peak shortly after departure, and as a result, the rotation soon becomes an ascent, lifting us up high.

To the sky's end.

Even though we were only a mere two hundred feet above ground level, everything felt different. The wind, the temperature, the view. Among them, the view was the most captivating.

We were entering the sky painted with the colors of dusk. The late summer was on the verge of turning into autumn, a warm breeze tousling Julia's hair and tickling my cheek.

Having ascended for a while, it was now time to reach the top.

As all the passengers waited eagerly. It seemed like the top of the ferris wheel moved the slowest, as if to cater to such spectators.

A moment of eternity.

Julia closed her eyes amidst the twilight.

"If only time could slow down just for now......"

*

After finishing a simple dinner, the clock pointed at seven in the evening.

It was time to head back to the inn.

Now, with a slightly more natural gesture, I held her hand and boarded the train, and Julia let out a small yawn.

"Ah...... Time really was tight. I didn't expect not getting accommodation to come back this big."

"Did you even get permission for the trip?"

Knowing how strict the Muller family was, it seemed unlikely that they would easily allow a trip with a foreign man, even if it was just for a day.

And Julia responded with a bright smile.

"A day trip is just like going out, right? Do we really need permission for that?"

"But your father is here."

"My father is absent."

"Oh."

Julia was openly stating that she had boarded the train without the knowledge of Professor Klaus Muller, disregarding the opposition of the house staff, making it clear that the Muller family's relationships remained unchanged.

It was when the ticketing process was completed, and we entered the first-class cabin.

Blink, blink.

I noticed that the brooch on Julia's chest was flickering with a blue light as always.

I asked.

"Julia. That brooch."

"Yes? Oh."

"Is the magic level okay?"

"It should be fine. I upgraded to a larger capacity after the last incident."

At that moment.

Click―

The light on the brooch completely disappeared.

Julia's body didn't collapse immediately. Thanks to her unique magic, she had gained some strength in her leg muscles, allowing her to stand firm.

Still, her slender body seemed to be slowly giving in.

I caught her and gently guided her to a seat.

"So?"

"It seems like it was defective after all."

Whether it was defective or simply drained from excessive use, the result remained the same – her magic was depleted.

Confirming my gaze, Julia nervously spoke.

"Don't worry. With strengthened leg muscles, I can walk quite a bit when I hold my staff, and by the time we arrive, there should be a carriage waiting in front of Fraußen Station."

"......."

"It would be nice if Eugene could carry you."

"It's fortunate that there's a carriage waiting."

A faint 'tsk' sound seemed to be heard, but I ignored it and sat next to Julia.

She glared at me and tapped my seat, applying some pressure.

An unspoken demand.

Enduring her gaze until we reached Fraußen was quite challenging.

In the end, I pretended to give in to her urging and sat on Julia's left, by the window.

"Nice."

"Is it?"

"Yes. It's warm......"

Her voice couldn't hide the drowsiness that was creeping in.

It was understandable.

From preparing for the train journey to today's activities, if one were to measure Yulia's stamina, it would have been quite a forced march.

Slowly blinking pumpkin-colored eyes.

"You can sleep if you're tired."

"No, we should talk. I don't want to get lost in magical fantasies again. I barely sat next to you......"

Was the last sentence her true feelings slipping out?

I pretended not to hear that.

Yulia started nodding off not even ten minutes after the train departed.

It was enjoyable to get lost in reverie in the silence and darkness of the first-class cabin.

Yulia had already fallen asleep, her small body seemingly more exhausted than I had imagined.

The train jolted at that moment.

I reached out my arm to gently stop Yulia from falling over as she slept.

"Ugh......"

I straightened Yulia's sleeping body and leaned her head on my shoulder.

I won't deny that there was a bit of pride involved.

I looked out the window like that.

The distant horizon doesn't change dramatically. It was hard to feel, but the train was definitely speeding along.

In a space where only the sound of two people's breathing and the train's noise existed.

I quietly sank into meditation. Deeply, even deeper.

Yulia had told me not to think about magic.

But I didn't want to. It was impossible from the start.

It had already become an inseparable part of my life.

Unlike material things, thoughts have no limits and can expand endlessly. The train was also a subject of that.

The important thing was that it was running fast.

Whether the train's speed was 80 miles per hour or the ceiling was only about eight feet high was not important at all.

What if the train's speed approached the speed of light? What if the ceiling was not eight feet but one light-second? All of that was free in my mind.

I thought while filling myself with the warmth felt on my right shoulder.

Light.

The most common concept in this world.

It was no coincidence that I began to see it through the eyes of a detective chasing a criminal.

It was inevitable.

It started with the Møller-Oslo equation.

The speed of the wave derived from it, 1/√μ₀ε₀. It was a constant.

A number that doesn't change.

It was strange that while physical quantities like mass or dimensionless quantities were constants, the speed was constant.

Since the speed of the wave is constant no matter who, when, or where you look at it.

And the name of the wave is light.

Scholars once speculated that the speed of light was infinite. That speculation was debunked as the speed of light was actually measured.

Then the scholars wanted to know the medium of light. But experiments to find that medium, called ether, failed.

So.

It doesn't make any sense.

But.

What if the speed of light is finite and does not change?

"......"

As I expanded my thoughts endlessly, the train began to accelerate fiercely, emitting a fierce roar from within me.

The roaring train running.

When its speed reached just a step below the speed of light, I took out a mirror from my pocket.

What is a mirror? An object that reflects light to illuminate my face.

But would my face be reflected in the mirror even in a situation where the train is running at a speed close to the speed of light?

It would be.

If, indeed, the speed of light remains constant.

Something else must change instead. What?

"Everything......"

That was when my thoughts reached that point.

I already had a familiar view of Fraußen station in my sight.

It was the arrival.

*

Carrying Yulia without waking her up was challenging, but not impossible.

Even when the fatigue of the person being carried was severe, a difficult task turned into a simple one.

There was no need to hesitate in doing a simple task.

Yulia lifted her up and grabbed her cane as she got off the platform.

Walking down that path, as Yulia had said, a carriage was waiting in front of the station.

The coachman waved his hand in greeting as he saw us approaching.

"This way!"

"Are you Dr. Mueller's assistant?"

"Yes. I was waiting as instructed by the lady... Oh, she's fast asleep. Please get in. It was the lady's orders to take Dr. Oslo back to the mansion."

I nodded.

There was no reason to refuse another luxurious experience.

"Where is this...?"

"Further down."

"Okay..."

I gently placed the still drowsy Yulia in the carriage and sat down myself, and with a clatter, the carriage set off.

It may not be as fast as the train we just got off, but the carriage was still swift enough to overflow in the city.

We'll arrive at the Mueller mansion in no time.

Perhaps the butler will be there to greet us. Once I hand over the sleeping Yulia, my task will finally be done.

I won't be able to bid farewell, but we'll meet again soon, so I decided not to be disappointed.

Clip-clop, clip-clop.

Listening to the sound of the horse hooves, I must have dozed off for a moment as well.

Before I knew it, the carriage had arrived at the front gate of the Mueller mansion.

Sure enough, I could see Dr. Mueller and his butler outside the window. His face was quite memorable from our first meeting.

I opened the carriage door with relief.

"Hmm?"

Dr. Mueller's usually solemn expression seemed troubled and dark.

He seemed slightly flustered.

Just as I was about to assess the situation rather than just moving Yulia, I noticed the giant figure emerging from the dark garden of the Mueller mansion.

Seeing Dr. Mueller and his servants bowing respectfully, it was clear even without speculating on the situation.

Finally, under the light of the torches, Professor Klaus Mueller spoke up.

"Doctoral student Eugene Oslo. Explain."

        
            The meal at the exhibition hall ended quickly.

The restaurant specially set up for the World Expo had evolved to cater to the pouring crowds, making a leisurely meal impossible.

Even though there was still much to see, the nature of a day trip required us to move quickly.

There were plenty of excuses, but there was a true reason behind it.

"...."

"...."

Not knowing when to let go of the hand I had grabbed, I remained in that state for about twenty minutes, and somehow the atmosphere became strange because of it.

As a result, the menu selection was quick but chaotic.

"How about that?"

"It looks delicious!"

The final meal we chose was sausage sandwiched between grilled bread, easy to eat.

"...It's quite good."

"...Is that so?"

We were able to finish the meal more satisfactorily than expected.

After that, we continued to explore the expo, naturally being drawn towards a noticeable building.

[Palais des Machines]

A huge gallery made entirely of iron and glass.

The glass palace named 'Machine Hall' where various machines were displayed took over two hours to look around.

Standing in front of a single engine, Yulia commented.

- Eugene. Cough, the smoke and oil smell is strong.

Next, we headed to the Magic Technology Hall, a exhibition hall with plenty to see.

For example, a device that stored and played sound in a wax cylinder.

- A phonograph? We have one at our mansion, so come visit later.

-....

- Oh, did you envy it just now?

-....

Colorful photos made using special luminescent materials.

- Do you want to take a picture too?

- It seems that shooting and developing takes quite a while.

- Then let's take one together sometime.

- How do you know when it will be commercialized?

- It's okay. I'm confident in waiting for a promise without a guarantee.

There were also familiar yet amazing things using wireless communication and full-body devices.

- Uh, Eugene. Can we go now?

- Just a moment. Let me see a little more.

- It's been thirty minutes already...

Being half-dragged by Yulia, I finally came out of the Magic Technology Hall and looked up at the sky, which had changed colors.

The sky was divided into two colors. Blue and red.

It meant that a lot of time had passed.

At the same time, it also meant that there was not much time left until the train departure.

Looking at her watch, Yulia said quietly.

"We should probably go back to the station within an hour."

"Then we should start heading towards that."

"That, that?"

Instead of answering with words, I pointed with my finger.

Following the direction my fingertip was pointing, Yulia soon let out a small gasp.

"Oh..."

A two hundred and fifty-foot high steel wheel that slowly rotated with people inside.

To name it, a Ferris wheel stood tall there.

*

"Why did you suddenly grab my hand?"

"Didn't you hear what the guide said? They said it could be dangerous, so companions should hold hands― like that."

"I don't think they meant to hold hands like this..."

"So what. Our fingers are crossed, so it's much safer― ugh."

Creak!

"....Surprised. It's not going to collapse, right?"

"I don't know."

"In times like this, it's common to coolly say 'It's okay, I'll protect you.' Try that next time."

"I shouldn't trust the person who told me what's common."

"Are you disrespecting our underclassmen in the student council?"

"...."

"It's a joke. Oh, the wind is blowing. It's pointless to fix my hair like this."

"It's okay."

"What?"

"'Even if you're messy, you're still pretty'... Hey, aren't you laughing too much?"

"Hahaha, hahaha, haha, hehe. Oh, my stomach, my stomach hurts..."

"You say this is normal."

"I, I really didn't know how to do it, hehehe......"

"Look at the sunset."

"Yes......"

The ferris wheel rotates.

Its vertical speed quickly reaches its peak shortly after departure, and as a result, the rotation soon becomes an ascent, lifting us up high.

To the sky's end.

Even though we were only a mere two hundred feet above ground level, everything felt different. The wind, the temperature, the view. Among them, the view was the most captivating.

We were entering the sky painted with the colors of dusk. The late summer was on the verge of turning into autumn, a warm breeze tousling Julia's hair and tickling my cheek.

Having ascended for a while, it was now time to reach the top.

As all the passengers waited eagerly. It seemed like the top of the ferris wheel moved the slowest, as if to cater to such spectators.

A moment of eternity.

Julia closed her eyes amidst the twilight.

"If only time could slow down just for now......"

*

After finishing a simple dinner, the clock pointed at seven in the evening.

It was time to head back to the inn.

Now, with a slightly more natural gesture, I held her hand and boarded the train, and Julia let out a small yawn.

"Ah...... Time really was tight. I didn't expect not getting accommodation to come back this big."

"Did you even get permission for the trip?"

Knowing how strict the Muller family was, it seemed unlikely that they would easily allow a trip with a foreign man, even if it was just for a day.

And Julia responded with a bright smile.

"A day trip is just like going out, right? Do we really need permission for that?"

"But your father is here."

"My father is absent."

"Oh."

Julia was openly stating that she had boarded the train without the knowledge of Professor Klaus Muller, disregarding the opposition of the house staff, making it clear that the Muller family's relationships remained unchanged.

It was when the ticketing process was completed, and we entered the first-class cabin.

Blink, blink.

I noticed that the brooch on Julia's chest was flickering with a blue light as always.

I asked.

"Julia. That brooch."

"Yes? Oh."

"Is the magic level okay?"

"It should be fine. I upgraded to a larger capacity after the last incident."

At that moment.

Click―

The light on the brooch completely disappeared.

Julia's body didn't collapse immediately. Thanks to her unique magic, she had gained some strength in her leg muscles, allowing her to stand firm.

Still, her slender body seemed to be slowly giving in.

I caught her and gently guided her to a seat.

"So?"

"It seems like it was defective after all."

Whether it was defective or simply drained from excessive use, the result remained the same – her magic was depleted.

Confirming my gaze, Julia nervously spoke.

"Don't worry. With strengthened leg muscles, I can walk quite a bit when I hold my staff, and by the time we arrive, there should be a carriage waiting in front of Fraußen Station."

"......."

"It would be nice if Eugene could carry you."

"It's fortunate that there's a carriage waiting."

A faint 'tsk' sound seemed to be heard, but I ignored it and sat next to Julia.

She glared at me and tapped my seat, applying some pressure.

An unspoken demand.

Enduring her gaze until we reached Fraußen was quite challenging.

In the end, I pretended to give in to her urging and sat on Julia's left, by the window.

"Nice."

"Is it?"

"Yes. It's warm......"

Her voice couldn't hide the drowsiness that was creeping in.

It was understandable.

From preparing for the train journey to today's activities, if one were to measure Yulia's stamina, it would have been quite a forced march.

Slowly blinking pumpkin-colored eyes.

"You can sleep if you're tired."

"No, we should talk. I don't want to get lost in magical fantasies again. I barely sat next to you......"

Was the last sentence her true feelings slipping out?

I pretended not to hear that.

Yulia started nodding off not even ten minutes after the train departed.

It was enjoyable to get lost in reverie in the silence and darkness of the first-class cabin.

Yulia had already fallen asleep, her small body seemingly more exhausted than I had imagined.

The train jolted at that moment.

I reached out my arm to gently stop Yulia from falling over as she slept.

"Ugh......"

I straightened Yulia's sleeping body and leaned her head on my shoulder.

I won't deny that there was a bit of pride involved.

I looked out the window like that.

The distant horizon doesn't change dramatically. It was hard to feel, but the train was definitely speeding along.

In a space where only the sound of two people's breathing and the train's noise existed.

I quietly sank into meditation. Deeply, even deeper.

Yulia had told me not to think about magic.

But I didn't want to. It was impossible from the start.

It had already become an inseparable part of my life.

Unlike material things, thoughts have no limits and can expand endlessly. The train was also a subject of that.

The important thing was that it was running fast.

Whether the train's speed was 80 miles per hour or the ceiling was only about eight feet high was not important at all.

What if the train's speed approached the speed of light? What if the ceiling was not eight feet but one light-second? All of that was free in my mind.

I thought while filling myself with the warmth felt on my right shoulder.

Light.

The most common concept in this world.

It was no coincidence that I began to see it through the eyes of a detective chasing a criminal.

It was inevitable.

It started with the Møller-Oslo equation.

The speed of the wave derived from it, 1/√μ₀ε₀. It was a constant.

A number that doesn't change.

It was strange that while physical quantities like mass or dimensionless quantities were constants, the speed was constant.

Since the speed of the wave is constant no matter who, when, or where you look at it.

And the name of the wave is light.

Scholars once speculated that the speed of light was infinite. That speculation was debunked as the speed of light was actually measured.

Then the scholars wanted to know the medium of light. But experiments to find that medium, called ether, failed.

So.

It doesn't make any sense.

But.

What if the speed of light is finite and does not change?

"......"

As I expanded my thoughts endlessly, the train began to accelerate fiercely, emitting a fierce roar from within me.

The roaring train running.

When its speed reached just a step below the speed of light, I took out a mirror from my pocket.

What is a mirror? An object that reflects light to illuminate my face.

But would my face be reflected in the mirror even in a situation where the train is running at a speed close to the speed of light?

It would be.

If, indeed, the speed of light remains constant.

Something else must change instead. What?

"Everything......"

That was when my thoughts reached that point.

I already had a familiar view of Fraußen station in my sight.

It was the arrival.

*

Carrying Yulia without waking her up was challenging, but not impossible.

Even when the fatigue of the person being carried was severe, a difficult task turned into a simple one.

There was no need to hesitate in doing a simple task.

Yulia lifted her up and grabbed her cane as she got off the platform.

Walking down that path, as Yulia had said, a carriage was waiting in front of the station.

The coachman waved his hand in greeting as he saw us approaching.

"This way!"

"Are you Dr. Mueller's assistant?"

"Yes. I was waiting as instructed by the lady... Oh, she's fast asleep. Please get in. It was the lady's orders to take Dr. Oslo back to the mansion."

I nodded.

There was no reason to refuse another luxurious experience.

"Where is this...?"

"Further down."

"Okay..."

I gently placed the still drowsy Yulia in the carriage and sat down myself, and with a clatter, the carriage set off.

It may not be as fast as the train we just got off, but the carriage was still swift enough to overflow in the city.

We'll arrive at the Mueller mansion in no time.

Perhaps the butler will be there to greet us. Once I hand over the sleeping Yulia, my task will finally be done.

I won't be able to bid farewell, but we'll meet again soon, so I decided not to be disappointed.

Clip-clop, clip-clop.

Listening to the sound of the horse hooves, I must have dozed off for a moment as well.

Before I knew it, the carriage had arrived at the front gate of the Mueller mansion.

Sure enough, I could see Dr. Mueller and his butler outside the window. His face was quite memorable from our first meeting.

I opened the carriage door with relief.

"Hmm?"

Dr. Mueller's usually solemn expression seemed troubled and dark.

He seemed slightly flustered.

Just as I was about to assess the situation rather than just moving Yulia, I noticed the giant figure emerging from the dark garden of the Mueller mansion.

Seeing Dr. Mueller and his servants bowing respectfully, it was clear even without speculating on the situation.

Finally, under the light of the torches, Professor Klaus Mueller spoke up.

"Doctoral student Eugene Oslo. Explain."

        
            The meal at the exhibition hall ended quickly.

The restaurant specially set up for the World Expo had evolved to cater to the pouring crowds, making a leisurely meal impossible.

Even though there was still much to see, the nature of a day trip required us to move quickly.

There were plenty of excuses, but there was a true reason behind it.

"...."

"...."

Not knowing when to let go of the hand I had grabbed, I remained in that state for about twenty minutes, and somehow the atmosphere became strange because of it.

As a result, the menu selection was quick but chaotic.

"How about that?"

"It looks delicious!"

The final meal we chose was sausage sandwiched between grilled bread, easy to eat.

"...It's quite good."

"...Is that so?"

We were able to finish the meal more satisfactorily than expected.

After that, we continued to explore the expo, naturally being drawn towards a noticeable building.

[Palais des Machines]

A huge gallery made entirely of iron and glass.

The glass palace named 'Machine Hall' where various machines were displayed took over two hours to look around.

Standing in front of a single engine, Yulia commented.

- Eugene. Cough, the smoke and oil smell is strong.

Next, we headed to the Magic Technology Hall, a exhibition hall with plenty to see.

For example, a device that stored and played sound in a wax cylinder.

- A phonograph? We have one at our mansion, so come visit later.

-....

- Oh, did you envy it just now?

-....

Colorful photos made using special luminescent materials.

- Do you want to take a picture too?

- It seems that shooting and developing takes quite a while.

- Then let's take one together sometime.

- How do you know when it will be commercialized?

- It's okay. I'm confident in waiting for a promise without a guarantee.

There were also familiar yet amazing things using wireless communication and full-body devices.

- Uh, Eugene. Can we go now?

- Just a moment. Let me see a little more.

- It's been thirty minutes already...

Being half-dragged by Yulia, I finally came out of the Magic Technology Hall and looked up at the sky, which had changed colors.

The sky was divided into two colors. Blue and red.

It meant that a lot of time had passed.

At the same time, it also meant that there was not much time left until the train departure.

Looking at her watch, Yulia said quietly.

"We should probably go back to the station within an hour."

"Then we should start heading towards that."

"That, that?"

Instead of answering with words, I pointed with my finger.

Following the direction my fingertip was pointing, Yulia soon let out a small gasp.

"Oh..."

A two hundred and fifty-foot high steel wheel that slowly rotated with people inside.

To name it, a Ferris wheel stood tall there.

*

"Why did you suddenly grab my hand?"

"Didn't you hear what the guide said? They said it could be dangerous, so companions should hold hands― like that."

"I don't think they meant to hold hands like this..."

"So what. Our fingers are crossed, so it's much safer― ugh."

Creak!

"....Surprised. It's not going to collapse, right?"

"I don't know."

"In times like this, it's common to coolly say 'It's okay, I'll protect you.' Try that next time."

"I shouldn't trust the person who told me what's common."

"Are you disrespecting our underclassmen in the student council?"

"...."

"It's a joke. Oh, the wind is blowing. It's pointless to fix my hair like this."

"It's okay."

"What?"

"'Even if you're messy, you're still pretty'... Hey, aren't you laughing too much?"

"Hahaha, hahaha, haha, hehe. Oh, my stomach, my stomach hurts..."

"You say this is normal."

"I, I really didn't know how to do it, hehehe......"

"Look at the sunset."

"Yes......"

The ferris wheel rotates.

Its vertical speed quickly reaches its peak shortly after departure, and as a result, the rotation soon becomes an ascent, lifting us up high.

To the sky's end.

Even though we were only a mere two hundred feet above ground level, everything felt different. The wind, the temperature, the view. Among them, the view was the most captivating.

We were entering the sky painted with the colors of dusk. The late summer was on the verge of turning into autumn, a warm breeze tousling Julia's hair and tickling my cheek.

Having ascended for a while, it was now time to reach the top.

As all the passengers waited eagerly. It seemed like the top of the ferris wheel moved the slowest, as if to cater to such spectators.

A moment of eternity.

Julia closed her eyes amidst the twilight.

"If only time could slow down just for now......"

*

After finishing a simple dinner, the clock pointed at seven in the evening.

It was time to head back to the inn.

Now, with a slightly more natural gesture, I held her hand and boarded the train, and Julia let out a small yawn.

"Ah...... Time really was tight. I didn't expect not getting accommodation to come back this big."

"Did you even get permission for the trip?"

Knowing how strict the Muller family was, it seemed unlikely that they would easily allow a trip with a foreign man, even if it was just for a day.

And Julia responded with a bright smile.

"A day trip is just like going out, right? Do we really need permission for that?"

"But your father is here."

"My father is absent."

"Oh."

Julia was openly stating that she had boarded the train without the knowledge of Professor Klaus Muller, disregarding the opposition of the house staff, making it clear that the Muller family's relationships remained unchanged.

It was when the ticketing process was completed, and we entered the first-class cabin.

Blink, blink.

I noticed that the brooch on Julia's chest was flickering with a blue light as always.

I asked.

"Julia. That brooch."

"Yes? Oh."

"Is the magic level okay?"

"It should be fine. I upgraded to a larger capacity after the last incident."

At that moment.

Click―

The light on the brooch completely disappeared.

Julia's body didn't collapse immediately. Thanks to her unique magic, she had gained some strength in her leg muscles, allowing her to stand firm.

Still, her slender body seemed to be slowly giving in.

I caught her and gently guided her to a seat.

"So?"

"It seems like it was defective after all."

Whether it was defective or simply drained from excessive use, the result remained the same – her magic was depleted.

Confirming my gaze, Julia nervously spoke.

"Don't worry. With strengthened leg muscles, I can walk quite a bit when I hold my staff, and by the time we arrive, there should be a carriage waiting in front of Fraußen Station."

"......."

"It would be nice if Eugene could carry you."

"It's fortunate that there's a carriage waiting."

A faint 'tsk' sound seemed to be heard, but I ignored it and sat next to Julia.

She glared at me and tapped my seat, applying some pressure.

An unspoken demand.

Enduring her gaze until we reached Fraußen was quite challenging.

In the end, I pretended to give in to her urging and sat on Julia's left, by the window.

"Nice."

"Is it?"

"Yes. It's warm......"

Her voice couldn't hide the drowsiness that was creeping in.

It was understandable.

From preparing for the train journey to today's activities, if one were to measure Yulia's stamina, it would have been quite a forced march.

Slowly blinking pumpkin-colored eyes.

"You can sleep if you're tired."

"No, we should talk. I don't want to get lost in magical fantasies again. I barely sat next to you......"

Was the last sentence her true feelings slipping out?

I pretended not to hear that.

Yulia started nodding off not even ten minutes after the train departed.

It was enjoyable to get lost in reverie in the silence and darkness of the first-class cabin.

Yulia had already fallen asleep, her small body seemingly more exhausted than I had imagined.

The train jolted at that moment.

I reached out my arm to gently stop Yulia from falling over as she slept.

"Ugh......"

I straightened Yulia's sleeping body and leaned her head on my shoulder.

I won't deny that there was a bit of pride involved.

I looked out the window like that.

The distant horizon doesn't change dramatically. It was hard to feel, but the train was definitely speeding along.

In a space where only the sound of two people's breathing and the train's noise existed.

I quietly sank into meditation. Deeply, even deeper.

Yulia had told me not to think about magic.

But I didn't want to. It was impossible from the start.

It had already become an inseparable part of my life.

Unlike material things, thoughts have no limits and can expand endlessly. The train was also a subject of that.

The important thing was that it was running fast.

Whether the train's speed was 80 miles per hour or the ceiling was only about eight feet high was not important at all.

What if the train's speed approached the speed of light? What if the ceiling was not eight feet but one light-second? All of that was free in my mind.

I thought while filling myself with the warmth felt on my right shoulder.

Light.

The most common concept in this world.

It was no coincidence that I began to see it through the eyes of a detective chasing a criminal.

It was inevitable.

It started with the Møller-Oslo equation.

The speed of the wave derived from it, 1/√μ₀ε₀. It was a constant.

A number that doesn't change.

It was strange that while physical quantities like mass or dimensionless quantities were constants, the speed was constant.

Since the speed of the wave is constant no matter who, when, or where you look at it.

And the name of the wave is light.

Scholars once speculated that the speed of light was infinite. That speculation was debunked as the speed of light was actually measured.

Then the scholars wanted to know the medium of light. But experiments to find that medium, called ether, failed.

So.

It doesn't make any sense.

But.

What if the speed of light is finite and does not change?

"......"

As I expanded my thoughts endlessly, the train began to accelerate fiercely, emitting a fierce roar from within me.

The roaring train running.

When its speed reached just a step below the speed of light, I took out a mirror from my pocket.

What is a mirror? An object that reflects light to illuminate my face.

But would my face be reflected in the mirror even in a situation where the train is running at a speed close to the speed of light?

It would be.

If, indeed, the speed of light remains constant.

Something else must change instead. What?

"Everything......"

That was when my thoughts reached that point.

I already had a familiar view of Fraußen station in my sight.

It was the arrival.

*

Carrying Yulia without waking her up was challenging, but not impossible.

Even when the fatigue of the person being carried was severe, a difficult task turned into a simple one.

There was no need to hesitate in doing a simple task.

Yulia lifted her up and grabbed her cane as she got off the platform.

Walking down that path, as Yulia had said, a carriage was waiting in front of the station.

The coachman waved his hand in greeting as he saw us approaching.

"This way!"

"Are you Dr. Mueller's assistant?"

"Yes. I was waiting as instructed by the lady... Oh, she's fast asleep. Please get in. It was the lady's orders to take Dr. Oslo back to the mansion."

I nodded.

There was no reason to refuse another luxurious experience.

"Where is this...?"

"Further down."

"Okay..."

I gently placed the still drowsy Yulia in the carriage and sat down myself, and with a clatter, the carriage set off.

It may not be as fast as the train we just got off, but the carriage was still swift enough to overflow in the city.

We'll arrive at the Mueller mansion in no time.

Perhaps the butler will be there to greet us. Once I hand over the sleeping Yulia, my task will finally be done.

I won't be able to bid farewell, but we'll meet again soon, so I decided not to be disappointed.

Clip-clop, clip-clop.

Listening to the sound of the horse hooves, I must have dozed off for a moment as well.

Before I knew it, the carriage had arrived at the front gate of the Mueller mansion.

Sure enough, I could see Dr. Mueller and his butler outside the window. His face was quite memorable from our first meeting.

I opened the carriage door with relief.

"Hmm?"

Dr. Mueller's usually solemn expression seemed troubled and dark.

He seemed slightly flustered.

Just as I was about to assess the situation rather than just moving Yulia, I noticed the giant figure emerging from the dark garden of the Mueller mansion.

Seeing Dr. Mueller and his servants bowing respectfully, it was clear even without speculating on the situation.

Finally, under the light of the torches, Professor Klaus Mueller spoke up.

"Doctoral student Eugene Oslo. Explain."

        
            There is no perfect being in this world, and even the most meticulous person is bound to encounter things that don't go as planned.

Yulia was no exception.

Late afternoon.

Despite it being the time for last-minute studying or student council work, Yulia found herself hiding under the covers, peeking out with just her eyes and letting out a sigh.

And then she thought to herself. Why?

"Why does he seem to want to avoid me?"

It was strange. Very strange.

She closed her eyes and recalled the events from a few days ago.

The trip to Luttenberg, the World Expo.

It felt like a dream.

The moment she held Eugene's stiff hand that was left out in the crowd, the way she held onto it tightly and didn't let go for a while, and the expression on his face when the Ferris wheel finally reached the top.

Based on these clues, Yulia was half convinced.

That they had become attracted to each other.

But now she doubted whether it was just a dream from one night.

When she heard that Eugene stayed overnight at the mansion, Yulia was just surprised. But when she heard that he would stay for three more days, she was surprised but also hopeful.

Perhaps they would finally have the chance to share a kiss that they missed during the trip, in a secluded spot behind the mansion.

Yulia had even imagined such an embarrassing scenario, but now she was just venting her frustration under the covers.

"Why...?"

Why does he seem uninterested in her?

It was understandable if he had to go out because of the student council.

Yesterday, they had barely talked and today, she had mustered the courage to suggest spending time together, but he ended up heading to the library.

So, she secretly eavesdropped on his visit to the library yesterday, wondering what he was talking about with her father.

- I eavesdropped for nothing...

He said he had only listened to magic-related discussions for four hours.

It was just a small disappointment. After all, she had heard that the reason he decided to stay for three more days was to have a conversation with her father about magic.

But since they were now under the same roof...

"Shouldn't something like that happen a little?"

The small disappointment turned into a slight resentment.

The slight resentment soon turned into a small impulse.

And now, Yulia had the legs and the brooch that could take her up a step.

The impulse turned into courage, which led to action.

Yulia slowly got up.

Under the soft light, her lips trembled.

"May I come in?"

"Uh-"

At that moment, I realized that the person standing at the door was not a servant or another staff member, but Yulia herself, and that her belongings were clearly meant to intrude into my room.

But I wasn't flustered by this fact. Instead, one thought struck me like lightning.

Dangerous.

The allure of reason is not solely determined by appearance.

Especially when it comes to someone like Yulia, with whom I had cultivated a friendship for several years.

Based on that history, I judged that it was dangerous now.

The sight was as usual, shining on Yulia, but the rest was the issue.

The clear voice echoing in the vast mansion corridor, the scent of roses mixed with her natural scent, the slightly damp hair that had been washed late at night, and her eyes glistening in the flickering candlelight.

Even though the nightgown was thicker and looser than before, it still revealed enough of her body's curves.

It wasn't that I was suddenly captivated by her appearance.

It was just the fear of reaching out to her that was the problem.

But Yulia had no idea of the dozens of struggles that had taken place in my mind in that short time.

"Uh, did you say something?"

"No, just a moment."

"Thank you for allowing me. Well then, excuse me..."

Yulia, who had been listening to me intently, entered the guest room.

As she let go of the handle, the door closed on its own with a thud.

And so, the room returned to its original state, but now there were two people inside.

However, there was no two-seater sofa in the guest room.

Yulia hesitated for a moment before speaking as if announcing.

"I'll sit on the bed."

Without a chance to object, it happened as she said.

Sitting on the edge of the bed and starting to swing her legs as usual, Yulia soon placed the pillow she had brought next to mine.

I couldn't just stand by and watch.

"What are you doing?"

"...Um, arranging the pillows?"

"I'm not asking for an explanation of your actions, but I want to know your intentions. What are you doing coming here so late at night?"

"Do you want to sleep together tonight?"

I was speechless.

Of course, it was because I was taken aback.

But I also waited for her to burst into laughter a few seconds later, as she often did, saying, 'I'm just kidding, haha.'

And even after ten seconds passed, Yulia's expression remained serious.

Is she serious?

As if to confirm my guess, Yulia seemed to be about to lie down instead of sitting. With the pillow that covered her lap now removed, her upper body was exposed, revealing her collarbone and surrounding skin...

"Ah."

I couldn't take it anymore.

As I took a firm step forward, Yulia trembled. She tried to pretend it didn't affect her, but it was clear she was hiding her tension.

But it was too late to stop now.

Thump, thump, thump.

"Wait, Eugene—"

Yulia muttered urgently, but without any resistance, she closed her eyes tightly.

Ignoring her words halfway, I reached out my hand.

Thud.

"...?"

I grabbed the spellbook on the desk next to the bed and shouted.

"[Levitation]."

Yulia's body floated up.

Before she could understand the situation, I quickly chanted the activation phrases.

"[Move], [rotation]."

Triple casting.

Reducing the casting time to less than three seconds, a feat that even skilled magicians find difficult, while simultaneously casting three first-level spells in parallel.

I used that innate talent in the most useless way possible.

Yulia's blanket also floated next to her.

In an instant, the long blanket wound around her body counterclockwise from the bottom.

The next moment, when Yulia was sitting on the bed, she looked like a twisted snake.

Confusion spread across her face as she said, "Huh? How did you... ugh, it won't come off."

The blanket was tied so tightly that it was difficult to untie with Yulia's weak strength.

Only then could I sit down next to her, relieved and calming down my excitement.

I cautiously spoke.

"Shall we have a conversation?"

"...In this state?"

"Yes. I think my patience has been tested enough. I don't need to explain why I'm doing this, so let's just talk."

I cast [rotation] again and loosened the blanket slightly.

Soon, Yulia was buried in the blanket, huddled up.

Thankfully, the tense atmosphere had dissipated.

Yulia finally spoke.

"It's because of Eugene."

"Because of me?"

"You're indecisive, unsure of anything, and you finally came to the mansion but locked yourself in the study."

"..."

"Don't leave me alone on rainy days. I don't like it."

In her harsh words, her sincerity could be seen.

I quietly looked at her side profile. A look of resentment.

Well, I had neglected the opportunity to spend time with Yulia, focusing on resolving our relationship and making progress on the research paper.

But I also had something to say.

For the first time, I spoke in a firm voice to Yulia.

"You, Yulia."

"Huh?"

"Try to gauge the atmosphere at your house. You two keep bickering like that, and you expect me to just waltz into your room in this icy atmosphere?"

"Were you really concerned about that?"

"I couldn't help but be."

It was the first time I had mixed nagging with Yuriya.

Although the tone wasn't heavy, it felt like the mood had died down. My head slowly drooped, and I huddled under the blanket even more.

And then.

"If it's just that you two don't like each other, that's one thing. But you keep drifting apart."

Yuriya's eyes gradually widened.

"Surely, Eugene, in that room on the 3rd floor—"

"Yuriya."

I interrupted her and pondered for a moment.

What should I say?

There's no wise lesson to give, and I can't even take a stance to give a lesson in the first place. Where is the answer in human relationships?

All I know how to do is what I've always done.

"Did I tell you about the content of the new paper I'm writing?"

It's about magic.

In the next moment, I didn't miss the slight furrowing of Yuriya's brow.

'What is this guy trying to say' kind of expression.

Fortunately, Yuriya was mature enough to quickly hide her disgusted expression and assume a listening posture.

Grateful for that, I continued...

"In short, since the speed of light is constant, when an object moves, time and space themselves become relative."

"...It's quite abstract, isn't it? I remember you talking about hitting light on a metal plate and particles or something last time."

"Maybe it's a bit like that. Now, close your eyes."

As I said that, Yuriya looked at me suspiciously and then wrapped herself in the blanket.

"...What are you trying to do?"

"It's not like you to barge into someone's room and ask that. It's an experiment, a thought experiment. Close your eyes and imagine a train. The one you rode a few days ago."

Yuriya, who was still doubtful, closed her eyes with a puzzled expression.

I also closed my eyelids and continued speaking.

"When you open your eyes, you find yourself in the middle of a huge train holding a magic book. There are no windows on the train... Did you imagine it?"

"Yes. But why are you using honorifics?"

"Focus."

"Yes."

I continued, "With the magic book in your hand, you shout a command phrase, 'Ray.' The light shot in all directions quickly flies towards the front and back of the train. And then?"

As I finished speaking, I tapped her shoulder. It meant to answer.

Understanding the meaning, Yuriya wrapped herself in the blanket even more and replied.

"They will reach both ends of the train at the same time. Right?"

"Yes. Now you will repeat the exact same process. The only difference is that this time, there are windows on the train, and you are standing on the platform outside the train facing your own self inside the train. Shout again. This time, 'Ray.'"

In the imagination, the light shoots out just like before. Completely the same.

However.

"The train started moving. It's a very fast train."

"Wait, then..."

"Keep imagining. Remember that the speed of light remains constant regardless of whether the train is moving or not. What happens?"

"Well, if the speed of light is constant, then the light I see should be the same as when I saw it inside the train, right? Nothing changes."

"Exactly. But the train started moving."

"...Ah."

Yuriya sighed softly.

"The light reaches the back of the train first, doesn't it? It's not simultaneous..."

"The simultaneity of events happening at different points depends on the observer. There can be different interpretations for the same event. That's the point, how about that?"

So, there is always room for different interpretations in human relationships, and what seemed like a deep emotional rift may turn out to be a trivial misunderstanding.

Rambling about a paper and expecting her to understand the underlying meaning was too much to ask.

Cha, who had been blaming my eloquence, slowly opened her eyes.

Fortunately, there was no longer any gloom in her expression.

Looking in my direction, she sighed as if in disbelief, not laughing jokingly.

"Yujin. Yujin."

"What?"

"Talking about that kind of magic, if you bring it up to someone else besides me, they will definitely resent you."

"Is that so...?"

"Yes. Definitely. So you should only tell me, got it?"

"Got it—"

Without thinking, Cha lay down on the bed, wrapped in the blanket, when she felt something was off.

"Oh, it's more comfortable than I thought."

"We've talked, now leave. I need to sleep."

"I don't want to. Yujin's purpose was to talk, my purpose was to sleep together from the start."

Rashly.

I asked with a feeling of desperation, grabbing her forehead.

I had to avoid sharing a bed with her at all costs.

"We can't sleep together. Instead, I'll do whatever else you want. How will you leave the room?"

"...."

Cha didn't answer that question.

Instead, she looked at me blankly, closed her eyes, and slowly raised her head.

Once considered an innovation, paraffin candles were quickly pushed out of the market after the introduction of magic lamps. However, it was all a matter of relative superiority, and candles were still a popular source of light for many people.

There was enough light in the room to illuminate it. Where to?

Cha pointed her finger at her crimson lips...

An eternal silence flowed.

I...

*

As her breath drew closer.

Thud—

A soft touch of the sea tide emerged.

The touch of two skins, top and bottom, on the lips. It only touched for a moment and then immediately withdrew, but it definitely touched.

Even though her body temperature was high, it felt like lava to Cha right now.

Finally, finally.

It took three years to get to this kiss.

Overjoyed, Cha opened her pumpkin-colored eyes wide. To capture Yujin's face right in front of her.

And then.

"Huh?"

"Go to sleep now."

What Cha saw was not Yujin's face, which looked serious yet somehow innocent, but his right hand.

His index and middle fingers pressed together.

In other words, a substitute for lips.

Cha was confused.

"Yujin, is that...?"

"Go to sleep now. I know you're upset, let's talk tomorrow morning."

Like a cat being picked up and dragged away, Cha was sent to the hallway in the blink of an eye, and slammed—

She was kicked out.

Sitting on the hallway floor, Cha sorted out her thoughts.

She mustered up the courage, only to be avoided.

She couldn't even get angry at his passive nature. It became the reason she was drawn to Yujin.

"Really..."

Then suddenly.

Cha remembered something strange.

If it was his fingers that touched her instead of his lips, what was the breath she felt just before that?

It was now an unknown event.

Having done all the embarrassing things a person could do in just thirty minutes, Cha had to worry about the safety of her bed tomorrow morning.

Taking comfort in the fact that she could see Yujin again tomorrow morning, Cha returned to her room with a light heart.

#September 1st. Cloudy.

Morning.

As Cha was about to shake the dust off her blanket as soon as she got up, she froze like a statue at the news from the maid.

"Yujin went back home?"

        
            There is no perfect being in this world, and even the most meticulous person is bound to encounter things that don't go as planned.

Yulia was no exception.

Late afternoon.

Despite it being the time for last-minute studying or student council work, Yulia found herself hiding under the covers, peeking out with just her eyes and letting out a sigh.

And then she thought to herself. Why?

"Why does he seem to want to avoid me?"

It was strange. Very strange.

She closed her eyes and recalled the events from a few days ago.

The trip to Luttenberg, the World Expo.

It felt like a dream.

The moment she held Eugene's stiff hand that was left out in the crowd, the way she held onto it tightly and didn't let go for a while, and the expression on his face when the Ferris wheel finally reached the top.

Based on these clues, Yulia was half convinced.

That they had become attracted to each other.

But now she doubted whether it was just a dream from one night.

When she heard that Eugene stayed overnight at the mansion, Yulia was just surprised. But when she heard that he would stay for three more days, she was surprised but also hopeful.

Perhaps they would finally have the chance to share a kiss that they missed during the trip, in a secluded spot behind the mansion.

Yulia had even imagined such an embarrassing scenario, but now she was just venting her frustration under the covers.

"Why...?"

Why does he seem uninterested in her?

It was understandable if he had to go out because of the student council.

Yesterday, they had barely talked and today, she had mustered the courage to suggest spending time together, but he ended up heading to the library.

So, she secretly eavesdropped on his visit to the library yesterday, wondering what he was talking about with her father.

- I eavesdropped for nothing...

He said he had only listened to magic-related discussions for four hours.

It was just a small disappointment. After all, she had heard that the reason he decided to stay for three more days was to have a conversation with her father about magic.

But since they were now under the same roof...

"Shouldn't something like that happen a little?"

The small disappointment turned into a slight resentment.

The slight resentment soon turned into a small impulse.

And now, Yulia had the legs and the brooch that could take her up a step.

The impulse turned into courage, which led to action.

Yulia slowly got up.

Under the soft light, her lips trembled.

"May I come in?"

"Uh-"

At that moment, I realized that the person standing at the door was not a servant or another staff member, but Yulia herself, and that her belongings were clearly meant to intrude into my room.

But I wasn't flustered by this fact. Instead, one thought struck me like lightning.

Dangerous.

The allure of reason is not solely determined by appearance.

Especially when it comes to someone like Yulia, with whom I had cultivated a friendship for several years.

Based on that history, I judged that it was dangerous now.

The sight was as usual, shining on Yulia, but the rest was the issue.

The clear voice echoing in the vast mansion corridor, the scent of roses mixed with her natural scent, the slightly damp hair that had been washed late at night, and her eyes glistening in the flickering candlelight.

Even though the nightgown was thicker and looser than before, it still revealed enough of her body's curves.

It wasn't that I was suddenly captivated by her appearance.

It was just the fear of reaching out to her that was the problem.

But Yulia had no idea of the dozens of struggles that had taken place in my mind in that short time.

"Uh, did you say something?"

"No, just a moment."

"Thank you for allowing me. Well then, excuse me..."

Yulia, who had been listening to me intently, entered the guest room.

As she let go of the handle, the door closed on its own with a thud.

And so, the room returned to its original state, but now there were two people inside.

However, there was no two-seater sofa in the guest room.

Yulia hesitated for a moment before speaking as if announcing.

"I'll sit on the bed."

Without a chance to object, it happened as she said.

Sitting on the edge of the bed and starting to swing her legs as usual, Yulia soon placed the pillow she had brought next to mine.

I couldn't just stand by and watch.

"What are you doing?"

"...Um, arranging the pillows?"

"I'm not asking for an explanation of your actions, but I want to know your intentions. What are you doing coming here so late at night?"

"Do you want to sleep together tonight?"

I was speechless.

Of course, it was because I was taken aback.

But I also waited for her to burst into laughter a few seconds later, as she often did, saying, 'I'm just kidding, haha.'

And even after ten seconds passed, Yulia's expression remained serious.

Is she serious?

As if to confirm my guess, Yulia seemed to be about to lie down instead of sitting. With the pillow that covered her lap now removed, her upper body was exposed, revealing her collarbone and surrounding skin...

"Ah."

I couldn't take it anymore.

As I took a firm step forward, Yulia trembled. She tried to pretend it didn't affect her, but it was clear she was hiding her tension.

But it was too late to stop now.

Thump, thump, thump.

"Wait, Eugene—"

Yulia muttered urgently, but without any resistance, she closed her eyes tightly.

Ignoring her words halfway, I reached out my hand.

Thud.

"...?"

I grabbed the spellbook on the desk next to the bed and shouted.

"[Levitation]."

Yulia's body floated up.

Before she could understand the situation, I quickly chanted the activation phrases.

"[Move], [rotation]."

Triple casting.

Reducing the casting time to less than three seconds, a feat that even skilled magicians find difficult, while simultaneously casting three first-level spells in parallel.

I used that innate talent in the most useless way possible.

Yulia's blanket also floated next to her.

In an instant, the long blanket wound around her body counterclockwise from the bottom.

The next moment, when Yulia was sitting on the bed, she looked like a twisted snake.

Confusion spread across her face as she said, "Huh? How did you... ugh, it won't come off."

The blanket was tied so tightly that it was difficult to untie with Yulia's weak strength.

Only then could I sit down next to her, relieved and calming down my excitement.

I cautiously spoke.

"Shall we have a conversation?"

"...In this state?"

"Yes. I think my patience has been tested enough. I don't need to explain why I'm doing this, so let's just talk."

I cast [rotation] again and loosened the blanket slightly.

Soon, Yulia was buried in the blanket, huddled up.

Thankfully, the tense atmosphere had dissipated.

Yulia finally spoke.

"It's because of Eugene."

"Because of me?"

"You're indecisive, unsure of anything, and you finally came to the mansion but locked yourself in the study."

"..."

"Don't leave me alone on rainy days. I don't like it."

In her harsh words, her sincerity could be seen.

I quietly looked at her side profile. A look of resentment.

Well, I had neglected the opportunity to spend time with Yulia, focusing on resolving our relationship and making progress on the research paper.

But I also had something to say.

For the first time, I spoke in a firm voice to Yulia.

"You, Yulia."

"Huh?"

"Try to gauge the atmosphere at your house. You two keep bickering like that, and you expect me to just waltz into your room in this icy atmosphere?"

"Were you really concerned about that?"

"I couldn't help but be."

It was the first time I had mixed nagging with Yuriya.

Although the tone wasn't heavy, it felt like the mood had died down. My head slowly drooped, and I huddled under the blanket even more.

And then.

"If it's just that you two don't like each other, that's one thing. But you keep drifting apart."

Yuriya's eyes gradually widened.

"Surely, Eugene, in that room on the 3rd floor—"

"Yuriya."

I interrupted her and pondered for a moment.

What should I say?

There's no wise lesson to give, and I can't even take a stance to give a lesson in the first place. Where is the answer in human relationships?

All I know how to do is what I've always done.

"Did I tell you about the content of the new paper I'm writing?"

It's about magic.

In the next moment, I didn't miss the slight furrowing of Yuriya's brow.

'What is this guy trying to say' kind of expression.

Fortunately, Yuriya was mature enough to quickly hide her disgusted expression and assume a listening posture.

Grateful for that, I continued...

"In short, since the speed of light is constant, when an object moves, time and space themselves become relative."

"...It's quite abstract, isn't it? I remember you talking about hitting light on a metal plate and particles or something last time."

"Maybe it's a bit like that. Now, close your eyes."

As I said that, Yuriya looked at me suspiciously and then wrapped herself in the blanket.

"...What are you trying to do?"

"It's not like you to barge into someone's room and ask that. It's an experiment, a thought experiment. Close your eyes and imagine a train. The one you rode a few days ago."

Yuriya, who was still doubtful, closed her eyes with a puzzled expression.

I also closed my eyelids and continued speaking.

"When you open your eyes, you find yourself in the middle of a huge train holding a magic book. There are no windows on the train... Did you imagine it?"

"Yes. But why are you using honorifics?"

"Focus."

"Yes."

I continued, "With the magic book in your hand, you shout a command phrase, 'Ray.' The light shot in all directions quickly flies towards the front and back of the train. And then?"

As I finished speaking, I tapped her shoulder. It meant to answer.

Understanding the meaning, Yuriya wrapped herself in the blanket even more and replied.

"They will reach both ends of the train at the same time. Right?"

"Yes. Now you will repeat the exact same process. The only difference is that this time, there are windows on the train, and you are standing on the platform outside the train facing your own self inside the train. Shout again. This time, 'Ray.'"

In the imagination, the light shoots out just like before. Completely the same.

However.

"The train started moving. It's a very fast train."

"Wait, then..."

"Keep imagining. Remember that the speed of light remains constant regardless of whether the train is moving or not. What happens?"

"Well, if the speed of light is constant, then the light I see should be the same as when I saw it inside the train, right? Nothing changes."

"Exactly. But the train started moving."

"...Ah."

Yuriya sighed softly.

"The light reaches the back of the train first, doesn't it? It's not simultaneous..."

"The simultaneity of events happening at different points depends on the observer. There can be different interpretations for the same event. That's the point, how about that?"

So, there is always room for different interpretations in human relationships, and what seemed like a deep emotional rift may turn out to be a trivial misunderstanding.

Rambling about a paper and expecting her to understand the underlying meaning was too much to ask.

Cha, who had been blaming my eloquence, slowly opened her eyes.

Fortunately, there was no longer any gloom in her expression.

Looking in my direction, she sighed as if in disbelief, not laughing jokingly.

"Yujin. Yujin."

"What?"

"Talking about that kind of magic, if you bring it up to someone else besides me, they will definitely resent you."

"Is that so...?"

"Yes. Definitely. So you should only tell me, got it?"

"Got it—"

Without thinking, Cha lay down on the bed, wrapped in the blanket, when she felt something was off.

"Oh, it's more comfortable than I thought."

"We've talked, now leave. I need to sleep."

"I don't want to. Yujin's purpose was to talk, my purpose was to sleep together from the start."

Rashly.

I asked with a feeling of desperation, grabbing her forehead.

I had to avoid sharing a bed with her at all costs.

"We can't sleep together. Instead, I'll do whatever else you want. How will you leave the room?"

"...."

Cha didn't answer that question.

Instead, she looked at me blankly, closed her eyes, and slowly raised her head.

Once considered an innovation, paraffin candles were quickly pushed out of the market after the introduction of magic lamps. However, it was all a matter of relative superiority, and candles were still a popular source of light for many people.

There was enough light in the room to illuminate it. Where to?

Cha pointed her finger at her crimson lips...

An eternal silence flowed.

I...

*

As her breath drew closer.

Thud—

A soft touch of the sea tide emerged.

The touch of two skins, top and bottom, on the lips. It only touched for a moment and then immediately withdrew, but it definitely touched.

Even though her body temperature was high, it felt like lava to Cha right now.

Finally, finally.

It took three years to get to this kiss.

Overjoyed, Cha opened her pumpkin-colored eyes wide. To capture Yujin's face right in front of her.

And then.

"Huh?"

"Go to sleep now."

What Cha saw was not Yujin's face, which looked serious yet somehow innocent, but his right hand.

His index and middle fingers pressed together.

In other words, a substitute for lips.

Cha was confused.

"Yujin, is that...?"

"Go to sleep now. I know you're upset, let's talk tomorrow morning."

Like a cat being picked up and dragged away, Cha was sent to the hallway in the blink of an eye, and slammed—

She was kicked out.

Sitting on the hallway floor, Cha sorted out her thoughts.

She mustered up the courage, only to be avoided.

She couldn't even get angry at his passive nature. It became the reason she was drawn to Yujin.

"Really..."

Then suddenly.

Cha remembered something strange.

If it was his fingers that touched her instead of his lips, what was the breath she felt just before that?

It was now an unknown event.

Having done all the embarrassing things a person could do in just thirty minutes, Cha had to worry about the safety of her bed tomorrow morning.

Taking comfort in the fact that she could see Yujin again tomorrow morning, Cha returned to her room with a light heart.

#September 1st. Cloudy.

Morning.

As Cha was about to shake the dust off her blanket as soon as she got up, she froze like a statue at the news from the maid.

"Yujin went back home?"

        
            There is no perfect being in this world, and even the most meticulous person is bound to encounter things that don't go as planned.

Yulia was no exception.

Late afternoon.

Despite it being the time for last-minute studying or student council work, Yulia found herself hiding under the covers, peeking out with just her eyes and letting out a sigh.

And then she thought to herself. Why?

"Why does he seem to want to avoid me?"

It was strange. Very strange.

She closed her eyes and recalled the events from a few days ago.

The trip to Luttenberg, the World Expo.

It felt like a dream.

The moment she held Eugene's stiff hand that was left out in the crowd, the way she held onto it tightly and didn't let go for a while, and the expression on his face when the Ferris wheel finally reached the top.

Based on these clues, Yulia was half convinced.

That they had become attracted to each other.

But now she doubted whether it was just a dream from one night.

When she heard that Eugene stayed overnight at the mansion, Yulia was just surprised. But when she heard that he would stay for three more days, she was surprised but also hopeful.

Perhaps they would finally have the chance to share a kiss that they missed during the trip, in a secluded spot behind the mansion.

Yulia had even imagined such an embarrassing scenario, but now she was just venting her frustration under the covers.

"Why...?"

Why does he seem uninterested in her?

It was understandable if he had to go out because of the student council.

Yesterday, they had barely talked and today, she had mustered the courage to suggest spending time together, but he ended up heading to the library.

So, she secretly eavesdropped on his visit to the library yesterday, wondering what he was talking about with her father.

- I eavesdropped for nothing...

He said he had only listened to magic-related discussions for four hours.

It was just a small disappointment. After all, she had heard that the reason he decided to stay for three more days was to have a conversation with her father about magic.

But since they were now under the same roof...

"Shouldn't something like that happen a little?"

The small disappointment turned into a slight resentment.

The slight resentment soon turned into a small impulse.

And now, Yulia had the legs and the brooch that could take her up a step.

The impulse turned into courage, which led to action.

Yulia slowly got up.

Under the soft light, her lips trembled.

"May I come in?"

"Uh-"

At that moment, I realized that the person standing at the door was not a servant or another staff member, but Yulia herself, and that her belongings were clearly meant to intrude into my room.

But I wasn't flustered by this fact. Instead, one thought struck me like lightning.

Dangerous.

The allure of reason is not solely determined by appearance.

Especially when it comes to someone like Yulia, with whom I had cultivated a friendship for several years.

Based on that history, I judged that it was dangerous now.

The sight was as usual, shining on Yulia, but the rest was the issue.

The clear voice echoing in the vast mansion corridor, the scent of roses mixed with her natural scent, the slightly damp hair that had been washed late at night, and her eyes glistening in the flickering candlelight.

Even though the nightgown was thicker and looser than before, it still revealed enough of her body's curves.

It wasn't that I was suddenly captivated by her appearance.

It was just the fear of reaching out to her that was the problem.

But Yulia had no idea of the dozens of struggles that had taken place in my mind in that short time.

"Uh, did you say something?"

"No, just a moment."

"Thank you for allowing me. Well then, excuse me..."

Yulia, who had been listening to me intently, entered the guest room.

As she let go of the handle, the door closed on its own with a thud.

And so, the room returned to its original state, but now there were two people inside.

However, there was no two-seater sofa in the guest room.

Yulia hesitated for a moment before speaking as if announcing.

"I'll sit on the bed."

Without a chance to object, it happened as she said.

Sitting on the edge of the bed and starting to swing her legs as usual, Yulia soon placed the pillow she had brought next to mine.

I couldn't just stand by and watch.

"What are you doing?"

"...Um, arranging the pillows?"

"I'm not asking for an explanation of your actions, but I want to know your intentions. What are you doing coming here so late at night?"

"Do you want to sleep together tonight?"

I was speechless.

Of course, it was because I was taken aback.

But I also waited for her to burst into laughter a few seconds later, as she often did, saying, 'I'm just kidding, haha.'

And even after ten seconds passed, Yulia's expression remained serious.

Is she serious?

As if to confirm my guess, Yulia seemed to be about to lie down instead of sitting. With the pillow that covered her lap now removed, her upper body was exposed, revealing her collarbone and surrounding skin...

"Ah."

I couldn't take it anymore.

As I took a firm step forward, Yulia trembled. She tried to pretend it didn't affect her, but it was clear she was hiding her tension.

But it was too late to stop now.

Thump, thump, thump.

"Wait, Eugene—"

Yulia muttered urgently, but without any resistance, she closed her eyes tightly.

Ignoring her words halfway, I reached out my hand.

Thud.

"...?"

I grabbed the spellbook on the desk next to the bed and shouted.

"[Levitation]."

Yulia's body floated up.

Before she could understand the situation, I quickly chanted the activation phrases.

"[Move], [rotation]."

Triple casting.

Reducing the casting time to less than three seconds, a feat that even skilled magicians find difficult, while simultaneously casting three first-level spells in parallel.

I used that innate talent in the most useless way possible.

Yulia's blanket also floated next to her.

In an instant, the long blanket wound around her body counterclockwise from the bottom.

The next moment, when Yulia was sitting on the bed, she looked like a twisted snake.

Confusion spread across her face as she said, "Huh? How did you... ugh, it won't come off."

The blanket was tied so tightly that it was difficult to untie with Yulia's weak strength.

Only then could I sit down next to her, relieved and calming down my excitement.

I cautiously spoke.

"Shall we have a conversation?"

"...In this state?"

"Yes. I think my patience has been tested enough. I don't need to explain why I'm doing this, so let's just talk."

I cast [rotation] again and loosened the blanket slightly.

Soon, Yulia was buried in the blanket, huddled up.

Thankfully, the tense atmosphere had dissipated.

Yulia finally spoke.

"It's because of Eugene."

"Because of me?"

"You're indecisive, unsure of anything, and you finally came to the mansion but locked yourself in the study."

"..."

"Don't leave me alone on rainy days. I don't like it."

In her harsh words, her sincerity could be seen.

I quietly looked at her side profile. A look of resentment.

Well, I had neglected the opportunity to spend time with Yulia, focusing on resolving our relationship and making progress on the research paper.

But I also had something to say.

For the first time, I spoke in a firm voice to Yulia.

"You, Yulia."

"Huh?"

"Try to gauge the atmosphere at your house. You two keep bickering like that, and you expect me to just waltz into your room in this icy atmosphere?"

"Were you really concerned about that?"

"I couldn't help but be."

It was the first time I had mixed nagging with Yuriya.

Although the tone wasn't heavy, it felt like the mood had died down. My head slowly drooped, and I huddled under the blanket even more.

And then.

"If it's just that you two don't like each other, that's one thing. But you keep drifting apart."

Yuriya's eyes gradually widened.

"Surely, Eugene, in that room on the 3rd floor—"

"Yuriya."

I interrupted her and pondered for a moment.

What should I say?

There's no wise lesson to give, and I can't even take a stance to give a lesson in the first place. Where is the answer in human relationships?

All I know how to do is what I've always done.

"Did I tell you about the content of the new paper I'm writing?"

It's about magic.

In the next moment, I didn't miss the slight furrowing of Yuriya's brow.

'What is this guy trying to say' kind of expression.

Fortunately, Yuriya was mature enough to quickly hide her disgusted expression and assume a listening posture.

Grateful for that, I continued...

"In short, since the speed of light is constant, when an object moves, time and space themselves become relative."

"...It's quite abstract, isn't it? I remember you talking about hitting light on a metal plate and particles or something last time."

"Maybe it's a bit like that. Now, close your eyes."

As I said that, Yuriya looked at me suspiciously and then wrapped herself in the blanket.

"...What are you trying to do?"

"It's not like you to barge into someone's room and ask that. It's an experiment, a thought experiment. Close your eyes and imagine a train. The one you rode a few days ago."

Yuriya, who was still doubtful, closed her eyes with a puzzled expression.

I also closed my eyelids and continued speaking.

"When you open your eyes, you find yourself in the middle of a huge train holding a magic book. There are no windows on the train... Did you imagine it?"

"Yes. But why are you using honorifics?"

"Focus."

"Yes."

I continued, "With the magic book in your hand, you shout a command phrase, 'Ray.' The light shot in all directions quickly flies towards the front and back of the train. And then?"

As I finished speaking, I tapped her shoulder. It meant to answer.

Understanding the meaning, Yuriya wrapped herself in the blanket even more and replied.

"They will reach both ends of the train at the same time. Right?"

"Yes. Now you will repeat the exact same process. The only difference is that this time, there are windows on the train, and you are standing on the platform outside the train facing your own self inside the train. Shout again. This time, 'Ray.'"

In the imagination, the light shoots out just like before. Completely the same.

However.

"The train started moving. It's a very fast train."

"Wait, then..."

"Keep imagining. Remember that the speed of light remains constant regardless of whether the train is moving or not. What happens?"

"Well, if the speed of light is constant, then the light I see should be the same as when I saw it inside the train, right? Nothing changes."

"Exactly. But the train started moving."

"...Ah."

Yuriya sighed softly.

"The light reaches the back of the train first, doesn't it? It's not simultaneous..."

"The simultaneity of events happening at different points depends on the observer. There can be different interpretations for the same event. That's the point, how about that?"

So, there is always room for different interpretations in human relationships, and what seemed like a deep emotional rift may turn out to be a trivial misunderstanding.

Rambling about a paper and expecting her to understand the underlying meaning was too much to ask.

Cha, who had been blaming my eloquence, slowly opened her eyes.

Fortunately, there was no longer any gloom in her expression.

Looking in my direction, she sighed as if in disbelief, not laughing jokingly.

"Yujin. Yujin."

"What?"

"Talking about that kind of magic, if you bring it up to someone else besides me, they will definitely resent you."

"Is that so...?"

"Yes. Definitely. So you should only tell me, got it?"

"Got it—"

Without thinking, Cha lay down on the bed, wrapped in the blanket, when she felt something was off.

"Oh, it's more comfortable than I thought."

"We've talked, now leave. I need to sleep."

"I don't want to. Yujin's purpose was to talk, my purpose was to sleep together from the start."

Rashly.

I asked with a feeling of desperation, grabbing her forehead.

I had to avoid sharing a bed with her at all costs.

"We can't sleep together. Instead, I'll do whatever else you want. How will you leave the room?"

"...."

Cha didn't answer that question.

Instead, she looked at me blankly, closed her eyes, and slowly raised her head.

Once considered an innovation, paraffin candles were quickly pushed out of the market after the introduction of magic lamps. However, it was all a matter of relative superiority, and candles were still a popular source of light for many people.

There was enough light in the room to illuminate it. Where to?

Cha pointed her finger at her crimson lips...

An eternal silence flowed.

I...

*

As her breath drew closer.

Thud—

A soft touch of the sea tide emerged.

The touch of two skins, top and bottom, on the lips. It only touched for a moment and then immediately withdrew, but it definitely touched.

Even though her body temperature was high, it felt like lava to Cha right now.

Finally, finally.

It took three years to get to this kiss.

Overjoyed, Cha opened her pumpkin-colored eyes wide. To capture Yujin's face right in front of her.

And then.

"Huh?"

"Go to sleep now."

What Cha saw was not Yujin's face, which looked serious yet somehow innocent, but his right hand.

His index and middle fingers pressed together.

In other words, a substitute for lips.

Cha was confused.

"Yujin, is that...?"

"Go to sleep now. I know you're upset, let's talk tomorrow morning."

Like a cat being picked up and dragged away, Cha was sent to the hallway in the blink of an eye, and slammed—

She was kicked out.

Sitting on the hallway floor, Cha sorted out her thoughts.

She mustered up the courage, only to be avoided.

She couldn't even get angry at his passive nature. It became the reason she was drawn to Yujin.

"Really..."

Then suddenly.

Cha remembered something strange.

If it was his fingers that touched her instead of his lips, what was the breath she felt just before that?

It was now an unknown event.

Having done all the embarrassing things a person could do in just thirty minutes, Cha had to worry about the safety of her bed tomorrow morning.

Taking comfort in the fact that she could see Yujin again tomorrow morning, Cha returned to her room with a light heart.

#September 1st. Cloudy.

Morning.

As Cha was about to shake the dust off her blanket as soon as she got up, she froze like a statue at the news from the maid.

"Yujin went back home?"

        
            There is no perfect being in this world, and even the most meticulous person is bound to encounter things that don't go as planned.

Yulia was no exception.

Late afternoon.

Despite it being the time for last-minute studying or student council work, Yulia found herself hiding under the covers, peeking out with just her eyes and letting out a sigh.

And then she thought to herself. Why?

"Why does he seem to want to avoid me?"

It was strange. Very strange.

She closed her eyes and recalled the events from a few days ago.

The trip to Luttenberg, the World Expo.

It felt like a dream.

The moment she held Eugene's stiff hand that was left out in the crowd, the way she held onto it tightly and didn't let go for a while, and the expression on his face when the Ferris wheel finally reached the top.

Based on these clues, Yulia was half convinced.

That they had become attracted to each other.

But now she doubted whether it was just a dream from one night.

When she heard that Eugene stayed overnight at the mansion, Yulia was just surprised. But when she heard that he would stay for three more days, she was surprised but also hopeful.

Perhaps they would finally have the chance to share a kiss that they missed during the trip, in a secluded spot behind the mansion.

Yulia had even imagined such an embarrassing scenario, but now she was just venting her frustration under the covers.

"Why...?"

Why does he seem uninterested in her?

It was understandable if he had to go out because of the student council.

Yesterday, they had barely talked and today, she had mustered the courage to suggest spending time together, but he ended up heading to the library.

So, she secretly eavesdropped on his visit to the library yesterday, wondering what he was talking about with her father.

- I eavesdropped for nothing...

He said he had only listened to magic-related discussions for four hours.

It was just a small disappointment. After all, she had heard that the reason he decided to stay for three more days was to have a conversation with her father about magic.

But since they were now under the same roof...

"Shouldn't something like that happen a little?"

The small disappointment turned into a slight resentment.

The slight resentment soon turned into a small impulse.

And now, Yulia had the legs and the brooch that could take her up a step.

The impulse turned into courage, which led to action.

Yulia slowly got up.

Under the soft light, her lips trembled.

"May I come in?"

"Uh-"

At that moment, I realized that the person standing at the door was not a servant or another staff member, but Yulia herself, and that her belongings were clearly meant to intrude into my room.

But I wasn't flustered by this fact. Instead, one thought struck me like lightning.

Dangerous.

The allure of reason is not solely determined by appearance.

Especially when it comes to someone like Yulia, with whom I had cultivated a friendship for several years.

Based on that history, I judged that it was dangerous now.

The sight was as usual, shining on Yulia, but the rest was the issue.

The clear voice echoing in the vast mansion corridor, the scent of roses mixed with her natural scent, the slightly damp hair that had been washed late at night, and her eyes glistening in the flickering candlelight.

Even though the nightgown was thicker and looser than before, it still revealed enough of her body's curves.

It wasn't that I was suddenly captivated by her appearance.

It was just the fear of reaching out to her that was the problem.

But Yulia had no idea of the dozens of struggles that had taken place in my mind in that short time.

"Uh, did you say something?"

"No, just a moment."

"Thank you for allowing me. Well then, excuse me..."

Yulia, who had been listening to me intently, entered the guest room.

As she let go of the handle, the door closed on its own with a thud.

And so, the room returned to its original state, but now there were two people inside.

However, there was no two-seater sofa in the guest room.

Yulia hesitated for a moment before speaking as if announcing.

"I'll sit on the bed."

Without a chance to object, it happened as she said.

Sitting on the edge of the bed and starting to swing her legs as usual, Yulia soon placed the pillow she had brought next to mine.

I couldn't just stand by and watch.

"What are you doing?"

"...Um, arranging the pillows?"

"I'm not asking for an explanation of your actions, but I want to know your intentions. What are you doing coming here so late at night?"

"Do you want to sleep together tonight?"

I was speechless.

Of course, it was because I was taken aback.

But I also waited for her to burst into laughter a few seconds later, as she often did, saying, 'I'm just kidding, haha.'

And even after ten seconds passed, Yulia's expression remained serious.

Is she serious?

As if to confirm my guess, Yulia seemed to be about to lie down instead of sitting. With the pillow that covered her lap now removed, her upper body was exposed, revealing her collarbone and surrounding skin...

"Ah."

I couldn't take it anymore.

As I took a firm step forward, Yulia trembled. She tried to pretend it didn't affect her, but it was clear she was hiding her tension.

But it was too late to stop now.

Thump, thump, thump.

"Wait, Eugene—"

Yulia muttered urgently, but without any resistance, she closed her eyes tightly.

Ignoring her words halfway, I reached out my hand.

Thud.

"...?"

I grabbed the spellbook on the desk next to the bed and shouted.

"[Levitation]."

Yulia's body floated up.

Before she could understand the situation, I quickly chanted the activation phrases.

"[Move], [rotation]."

Triple casting.

Reducing the casting time to less than three seconds, a feat that even skilled magicians find difficult, while simultaneously casting three first-level spells in parallel.

I used that innate talent in the most useless way possible.

Yulia's blanket also floated next to her.

In an instant, the long blanket wound around her body counterclockwise from the bottom.

The next moment, when Yulia was sitting on the bed, she looked like a twisted snake.

Confusion spread across her face as she said, "Huh? How did you... ugh, it won't come off."

The blanket was tied so tightly that it was difficult to untie with Yulia's weak strength.

Only then could I sit down next to her, relieved and calming down my excitement.

I cautiously spoke.

"Shall we have a conversation?"

"...In this state?"

"Yes. I think my patience has been tested enough. I don't need to explain why I'm doing this, so let's just talk."

I cast [rotation] again and loosened the blanket slightly.

Soon, Yulia was buried in the blanket, huddled up.

Thankfully, the tense atmosphere had dissipated.

Yulia finally spoke.

"It's because of Eugene."

"Because of me?"

"You're indecisive, unsure of anything, and you finally came to the mansion but locked yourself in the study."

"..."

"Don't leave me alone on rainy days. I don't like it."

In her harsh words, her sincerity could be seen.

I quietly looked at her side profile. A look of resentment.

Well, I had neglected the opportunity to spend time with Yulia, focusing on resolving our relationship and making progress on the research paper.

But I also had something to say.

For the first time, I spoke in a firm voice to Yulia.

"You, Yulia."

"Huh?"

"Try to gauge the atmosphere at your house. You two keep bickering like that, and you expect me to just waltz into your room in this icy atmosphere?"

"Were you really concerned about that?"

"I couldn't help but be."

It was the first time I had mixed nagging with Yuriya.

Although the tone wasn't heavy, it felt like the mood had died down. My head slowly drooped, and I huddled under the blanket even more.

And then.

"If it's just that you two don't like each other, that's one thing. But you keep drifting apart."

Yuriya's eyes gradually widened.

"Surely, Eugene, in that room on the 3rd floor—"

"Yuriya."

I interrupted her and pondered for a moment.

What should I say?

There's no wise lesson to give, and I can't even take a stance to give a lesson in the first place. Where is the answer in human relationships?

All I know how to do is what I've always done.

"Did I tell you about the content of the new paper I'm writing?"

It's about magic.

In the next moment, I didn't miss the slight furrowing of Yuriya's brow.

'What is this guy trying to say' kind of expression.

Fortunately, Yuriya was mature enough to quickly hide her disgusted expression and assume a listening posture.

Grateful for that, I continued...

"In short, since the speed of light is constant, when an object moves, time and space themselves become relative."

"...It's quite abstract, isn't it? I remember you talking about hitting light on a metal plate and particles or something last time."

"Maybe it's a bit like that. Now, close your eyes."

As I said that, Yuriya looked at me suspiciously and then wrapped herself in the blanket.

"...What are you trying to do?"

"It's not like you to barge into someone's room and ask that. It's an experiment, a thought experiment. Close your eyes and imagine a train. The one you rode a few days ago."

Yuriya, who was still doubtful, closed her eyes with a puzzled expression.

I also closed my eyelids and continued speaking.

"When you open your eyes, you find yourself in the middle of a huge train holding a magic book. There are no windows on the train... Did you imagine it?"

"Yes. But why are you using honorifics?"

"Focus."

"Yes."

I continued, "With the magic book in your hand, you shout a command phrase, 'Ray.' The light shot in all directions quickly flies towards the front and back of the train. And then?"

As I finished speaking, I tapped her shoulder. It meant to answer.

Understanding the meaning, Yuriya wrapped herself in the blanket even more and replied.

"They will reach both ends of the train at the same time. Right?"

"Yes. Now you will repeat the exact same process. The only difference is that this time, there are windows on the train, and you are standing on the platform outside the train facing your own self inside the train. Shout again. This time, 'Ray.'"

In the imagination, the light shoots out just like before. Completely the same.

However.

"The train started moving. It's a very fast train."

"Wait, then..."

"Keep imagining. Remember that the speed of light remains constant regardless of whether the train is moving or not. What happens?"

"Well, if the speed of light is constant, then the light I see should be the same as when I saw it inside the train, right? Nothing changes."

"Exactly. But the train started moving."

"...Ah."

Yuriya sighed softly.

"The light reaches the back of the train first, doesn't it? It's not simultaneous..."

"The simultaneity of events happening at different points depends on the observer. There can be different interpretations for the same event. That's the point, how about that?"

So, there is always room for different interpretations in human relationships, and what seemed like a deep emotional rift may turn out to be a trivial misunderstanding.

Rambling about a paper and expecting her to understand the underlying meaning was too much to ask.

Cha, who had been blaming my eloquence, slowly opened her eyes.

Fortunately, there was no longer any gloom in her expression.

Looking in my direction, she sighed as if in disbelief, not laughing jokingly.

"Yujin. Yujin."

"What?"

"Talking about that kind of magic, if you bring it up to someone else besides me, they will definitely resent you."

"Is that so...?"

"Yes. Definitely. So you should only tell me, got it?"

"Got it—"

Without thinking, Cha lay down on the bed, wrapped in the blanket, when she felt something was off.

"Oh, it's more comfortable than I thought."

"We've talked, now leave. I need to sleep."

"I don't want to. Yujin's purpose was to talk, my purpose was to sleep together from the start."

Rashly.

I asked with a feeling of desperation, grabbing her forehead.

I had to avoid sharing a bed with her at all costs.

"We can't sleep together. Instead, I'll do whatever else you want. How will you leave the room?"

"...."

Cha didn't answer that question.

Instead, she looked at me blankly, closed her eyes, and slowly raised her head.

Once considered an innovation, paraffin candles were quickly pushed out of the market after the introduction of magic lamps. However, it was all a matter of relative superiority, and candles were still a popular source of light for many people.

There was enough light in the room to illuminate it. Where to?

Cha pointed her finger at her crimson lips...

An eternal silence flowed.

I...

*

As her breath drew closer.

Thud—

A soft touch of the sea tide emerged.

The touch of two skins, top and bottom, on the lips. It only touched for a moment and then immediately withdrew, but it definitely touched.

Even though her body temperature was high, it felt like lava to Cha right now.

Finally, finally.

It took three years to get to this kiss.

Overjoyed, Cha opened her pumpkin-colored eyes wide. To capture Yujin's face right in front of her.

And then.

"Huh?"

"Go to sleep now."

What Cha saw was not Yujin's face, which looked serious yet somehow innocent, but his right hand.

His index and middle fingers pressed together.

In other words, a substitute for lips.

Cha was confused.

"Yujin, is that...?"

"Go to sleep now. I know you're upset, let's talk tomorrow morning."

Like a cat being picked up and dragged away, Cha was sent to the hallway in the blink of an eye, and slammed—

She was kicked out.

Sitting on the hallway floor, Cha sorted out her thoughts.

She mustered up the courage, only to be avoided.

She couldn't even get angry at his passive nature. It became the reason she was drawn to Yujin.

"Really..."

Then suddenly.

Cha remembered something strange.

If it was his fingers that touched her instead of his lips, what was the breath she felt just before that?

It was now an unknown event.

Having done all the embarrassing things a person could do in just thirty minutes, Cha had to worry about the safety of her bed tomorrow morning.

Taking comfort in the fact that she could see Yujin again tomorrow morning, Cha returned to her room with a light heart.

#September 1st. Cloudy.

Morning.

As Cha was about to shake the dust off her blanket as soon as she got up, she froze like a statue at the news from the maid.

"Yujin went back home?"

        
            There is no perfect being in this world, and even the most meticulous person is bound to encounter things that don't go as planned.

Yulia was no exception.

Late afternoon.

Despite it being the time for last-minute studying or student council work, Yulia found herself hiding under the covers, peeking out with just her eyes and letting out a sigh.

And then she thought to herself. Why?

"Why does he seem to want to avoid me?"

It was strange. Very strange.

She closed her eyes and recalled the events from a few days ago.

The trip to Luttenberg, the World Expo.

It felt like a dream.

The moment she held Eugene's stiff hand that was left out in the crowd, the way she held onto it tightly and didn't let go for a while, and the expression on his face when the Ferris wheel finally reached the top.

Based on these clues, Yulia was half convinced.

That they had become attracted to each other.

But now she doubted whether it was just a dream from one night.

When she heard that Eugene stayed overnight at the mansion, Yulia was just surprised. But when she heard that he would stay for three more days, she was surprised but also hopeful.

Perhaps they would finally have the chance to share a kiss that they missed during the trip, in a secluded spot behind the mansion.

Yulia had even imagined such an embarrassing scenario, but now she was just venting her frustration under the covers.

"Why...?"

Why does he seem uninterested in her?

It was understandable if he had to go out because of the student council.

Yesterday, they had barely talked and today, she had mustered the courage to suggest spending time together, but he ended up heading to the library.

So, she secretly eavesdropped on his visit to the library yesterday, wondering what he was talking about with her father.

- I eavesdropped for nothing...

He said he had only listened to magic-related discussions for four hours.

It was just a small disappointment. After all, she had heard that the reason he decided to stay for three more days was to have a conversation with her father about magic.

But since they were now under the same roof...

"Shouldn't something like that happen a little?"

The small disappointment turned into a slight resentment.

The slight resentment soon turned into a small impulse.

And now, Yulia had the legs and the brooch that could take her up a step.

The impulse turned into courage, which led to action.

Yulia slowly got up.

Under the soft light, her lips trembled.

"May I come in?"

"Uh-"

At that moment, I realized that the person standing at the door was not a servant or another staff member, but Yulia herself, and that her belongings were clearly meant to intrude into my room.

But I wasn't flustered by this fact. Instead, one thought struck me like lightning.

Dangerous.

The allure of reason is not solely determined by appearance.

Especially when it comes to someone like Yulia, with whom I had cultivated a friendship for several years.

Based on that history, I judged that it was dangerous now.

The sight was as usual, shining on Yulia, but the rest was the issue.

The clear voice echoing in the vast mansion corridor, the scent of roses mixed with her natural scent, the slightly damp hair that had been washed late at night, and her eyes glistening in the flickering candlelight.

Even though the nightgown was thicker and looser than before, it still revealed enough of her body's curves.

It wasn't that I was suddenly captivated by her appearance.

It was just the fear of reaching out to her that was the problem.

But Yulia had no idea of the dozens of struggles that had taken place in my mind in that short time.

"Uh, did you say something?"

"No, just a moment."

"Thank you for allowing me. Well then, excuse me..."

Yulia, who had been listening to me intently, entered the guest room.

As she let go of the handle, the door closed on its own with a thud.

And so, the room returned to its original state, but now there were two people inside.

However, there was no two-seater sofa in the guest room.

Yulia hesitated for a moment before speaking as if announcing.

"I'll sit on the bed."

Without a chance to object, it happened as she said.

Sitting on the edge of the bed and starting to swing her legs as usual, Yulia soon placed the pillow she had brought next to mine.

I couldn't just stand by and watch.

"What are you doing?"

"...Um, arranging the pillows?"

"I'm not asking for an explanation of your actions, but I want to know your intentions. What are you doing coming here so late at night?"

"Do you want to sleep together tonight?"

I was speechless.

Of course, it was because I was taken aback.

But I also waited for her to burst into laughter a few seconds later, as she often did, saying, 'I'm just kidding, haha.'

And even after ten seconds passed, Yulia's expression remained serious.

Is she serious?

As if to confirm my guess, Yulia seemed to be about to lie down instead of sitting. With the pillow that covered her lap now removed, her upper body was exposed, revealing her collarbone and surrounding skin...

"Ah."

I couldn't take it anymore.

As I took a firm step forward, Yulia trembled. She tried to pretend it didn't affect her, but it was clear she was hiding her tension.

But it was too late to stop now.

Thump, thump, thump.

"Wait, Eugene—"

Yulia muttered urgently, but without any resistance, she closed her eyes tightly.

Ignoring her words halfway, I reached out my hand.

Thud.

"...?"

I grabbed the spellbook on the desk next to the bed and shouted.

"[Levitation]."

Yulia's body floated up.

Before she could understand the situation, I quickly chanted the activation phrases.

"[Move], [rotation]."

Triple casting.

Reducing the casting time to less than three seconds, a feat that even skilled magicians find difficult, while simultaneously casting three first-level spells in parallel.

I used that innate talent in the most useless way possible.

Yulia's blanket also floated next to her.

In an instant, the long blanket wound around her body counterclockwise from the bottom.

The next moment, when Yulia was sitting on the bed, she looked like a twisted snake.

Confusion spread across her face as she said, "Huh? How did you... ugh, it won't come off."

The blanket was tied so tightly that it was difficult to untie with Yulia's weak strength.

Only then could I sit down next to her, relieved and calming down my excitement.

I cautiously spoke.

"Shall we have a conversation?"

"...In this state?"

"Yes. I think my patience has been tested enough. I don't need to explain why I'm doing this, so let's just talk."

I cast [rotation] again and loosened the blanket slightly.

Soon, Yulia was buried in the blanket, huddled up.

Thankfully, the tense atmosphere had dissipated.

Yulia finally spoke.

"It's because of Eugene."

"Because of me?"

"You're indecisive, unsure of anything, and you finally came to the mansion but locked yourself in the study."

"..."

"Don't leave me alone on rainy days. I don't like it."

In her harsh words, her sincerity could be seen.

I quietly looked at her side profile. A look of resentment.

Well, I had neglected the opportunity to spend time with Yulia, focusing on resolving our relationship and making progress on the research paper.

But I also had something to say.

For the first time, I spoke in a firm voice to Yulia.

"You, Yulia."

"Huh?"

"Try to gauge the atmosphere at your house. You two keep bickering like that, and you expect me to just waltz into your room in this icy atmosphere?"

"Were you really concerned about that?"

"I couldn't help but be."

It was the first time I had mixed nagging with Yuriya.

Although the tone wasn't heavy, it felt like the mood had died down. My head slowly drooped, and I huddled under the blanket even more.

And then.

"If it's just that you two don't like each other, that's one thing. But you keep drifting apart."

Yuriya's eyes gradually widened.

"Surely, Eugene, in that room on the 3rd floor—"

"Yuriya."

I interrupted her and pondered for a moment.

What should I say?

There's no wise lesson to give, and I can't even take a stance to give a lesson in the first place. Where is the answer in human relationships?

All I know how to do is what I've always done.

"Did I tell you about the content of the new paper I'm writing?"

It's about magic.

In the next moment, I didn't miss the slight furrowing of Yuriya's brow.

'What is this guy trying to say' kind of expression.

Fortunately, Yuriya was mature enough to quickly hide her disgusted expression and assume a listening posture.

Grateful for that, I continued...

"In short, since the speed of light is constant, when an object moves, time and space themselves become relative."

"...It's quite abstract, isn't it? I remember you talking about hitting light on a metal plate and particles or something last time."

"Maybe it's a bit like that. Now, close your eyes."

As I said that, Yuriya looked at me suspiciously and then wrapped herself in the blanket.

"...What are you trying to do?"

"It's not like you to barge into someone's room and ask that. It's an experiment, a thought experiment. Close your eyes and imagine a train. The one you rode a few days ago."

Yuriya, who was still doubtful, closed her eyes with a puzzled expression.

I also closed my eyelids and continued speaking.

"When you open your eyes, you find yourself in the middle of a huge train holding a magic book. There are no windows on the train... Did you imagine it?"

"Yes. But why are you using honorifics?"

"Focus."

"Yes."

I continued, "With the magic book in your hand, you shout a command phrase, 'Ray.' The light shot in all directions quickly flies towards the front and back of the train. And then?"

As I finished speaking, I tapped her shoulder. It meant to answer.

Understanding the meaning, Yuriya wrapped herself in the blanket even more and replied.

"They will reach both ends of the train at the same time. Right?"

"Yes. Now you will repeat the exact same process. The only difference is that this time, there are windows on the train, and you are standing on the platform outside the train facing your own self inside the train. Shout again. This time, 'Ray.'"

In the imagination, the light shoots out just like before. Completely the same.

However.

"The train started moving. It's a very fast train."

"Wait, then..."

"Keep imagining. Remember that the speed of light remains constant regardless of whether the train is moving or not. What happens?"

"Well, if the speed of light is constant, then the light I see should be the same as when I saw it inside the train, right? Nothing changes."

"Exactly. But the train started moving."

"...Ah."

Yuriya sighed softly.

"The light reaches the back of the train first, doesn't it? It's not simultaneous..."

"The simultaneity of events happening at different points depends on the observer. There can be different interpretations for the same event. That's the point, how about that?"

So, there is always room for different interpretations in human relationships, and what seemed like a deep emotional rift may turn out to be a trivial misunderstanding.

Rambling about a paper and expecting her to understand the underlying meaning was too much to ask.

Cha, who had been blaming my eloquence, slowly opened her eyes.

Fortunately, there was no longer any gloom in her expression.

Looking in my direction, she sighed as if in disbelief, not laughing jokingly.

"Yujin. Yujin."

"What?"

"Talking about that kind of magic, if you bring it up to someone else besides me, they will definitely resent you."

"Is that so...?"

"Yes. Definitely. So you should only tell me, got it?"

"Got it—"

Without thinking, Cha lay down on the bed, wrapped in the blanket, when she felt something was off.

"Oh, it's more comfortable than I thought."

"We've talked, now leave. I need to sleep."

"I don't want to. Yujin's purpose was to talk, my purpose was to sleep together from the start."

Rashly.

I asked with a feeling of desperation, grabbing her forehead.

I had to avoid sharing a bed with her at all costs.

"We can't sleep together. Instead, I'll do whatever else you want. How will you leave the room?"

"...."

Cha didn't answer that question.

Instead, she looked at me blankly, closed her eyes, and slowly raised her head.

Once considered an innovation, paraffin candles were quickly pushed out of the market after the introduction of magic lamps. However, it was all a matter of relative superiority, and candles were still a popular source of light for many people.

There was enough light in the room to illuminate it. Where to?

Cha pointed her finger at her crimson lips...

An eternal silence flowed.

I...

*

As her breath drew closer.

Thud—

A soft touch of the sea tide emerged.

The touch of two skins, top and bottom, on the lips. It only touched for a moment and then immediately withdrew, but it definitely touched.

Even though her body temperature was high, it felt like lava to Cha right now.

Finally, finally.

It took three years to get to this kiss.

Overjoyed, Cha opened her pumpkin-colored eyes wide. To capture Yujin's face right in front of her.

And then.

"Huh?"

"Go to sleep now."

What Cha saw was not Yujin's face, which looked serious yet somehow innocent, but his right hand.

His index and middle fingers pressed together.

In other words, a substitute for lips.

Cha was confused.

"Yujin, is that...?"

"Go to sleep now. I know you're upset, let's talk tomorrow morning."

Like a cat being picked up and dragged away, Cha was sent to the hallway in the blink of an eye, and slammed—

She was kicked out.

Sitting on the hallway floor, Cha sorted out her thoughts.

She mustered up the courage, only to be avoided.

She couldn't even get angry at his passive nature. It became the reason she was drawn to Yujin.

"Really..."

Then suddenly.

Cha remembered something strange.

If it was his fingers that touched her instead of his lips, what was the breath she felt just before that?

It was now an unknown event.

Having done all the embarrassing things a person could do in just thirty minutes, Cha had to worry about the safety of her bed tomorrow morning.

Taking comfort in the fact that she could see Yujin again tomorrow morning, Cha returned to her room with a light heart.

#September 1st. Cloudy.

Morning.

As Cha was about to shake the dust off her blanket as soon as she got up, she froze like a statue at the news from the maid.

"Yujin went back home?"
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