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      The Story Thus Far


      I’d been just your average office worker, but one day, I’d woken up as the daughter of the impoverished family of Viscount William Granger.


      The world I found myself in had magic and sword fighting, but I was only proficient in household magic. While I was somewhat limited in terms of magic, the Grangers were a lineage of academics, and the original Patience’s sharp mind proved as much. Thanks to her, I had been able to skip ahead entire grades at the Royal Academy.


      As great as it was to excel in academics, I’d also needed to ensure my adorable, angelic little brothers received nourishing meals and a proper noble education. I’d been working side jobs to provide for them, but some things I just couldn’t afford on my own. Thankfully, our more well-off relatives had provided horseback riding and sword fighting lessons. Perhaps they were willing to extend such kindness because I’d been serving Princess Margaret as her lady’s maid.


      I’d also gotten the Burns Trading Company to sell the hot water bottle and needle threaders which I’d made in alchemy club. That had been an incredible win for me! We had begun planning to sell ice cream makers and bicycles as well.


      Last summer, I’d been invited to the royal family’s summer palace, so I’d been separated from my sweet angels. It was apparently an incredible honor to have been invited to summer with the royal family, but for me, it had been painful to be away from my brothers.


      This year, the queen had plans to whip Princess Margaret into shape, so initially it seemed like I wouldn’t be visiting the summer palace. Apparently Her Majesty felt that I’d been spoiling the princess a bit too much.


      I’d been so happy at first—this meant I could spend my summer vacation at home, growing vegetables or making all sorts of useful inventions using alchemy, all alongside my adorable angels! Unfortunately, such plans had gone out the window when our cousin Samuel invited me to Northcourt County, his family’s territory. On the bright side, my brothers had also been invited! My brothers had spent their lives until now in the royal capital, so this was an exciting opportunity for them to see more of the world.


    


  



  

    

      Chapter 1: Our Summer in Northcourt


      It had been decided that my brothers and I would be spending our summer in Northcourt County. I’d expected I would have to sew some clothes for Henry before then, but it seemed like there was going to be a lot more to do before we could go.


      Princess Margaret had casually invited us to visit the summer palace while we were in Northcourt, so now I had to have a whole conversation with Aunt Lilianna and my cousin Lucene. Then, on top of sewing clothes for my brothers, I would also have to tailor my own, since they’d gotten too small for me. I was glad to have grown, but I didn’t want the extra work.


      “I wish I could skip going to Aunt Lilianna’s,” I mumbled to myself. “We’ll have plenty of time to talk once we’re in Northcourt County... Oh well, I suppose this can’t wait until then.”


      Aunt Lilianna had gotten quite worked up when we’d had the study sessions with Prince Keith, so she would likely make a big fuss again about Samuel being invited to the summer palace.


      I wonder if Samuel has unused clothes he can go swimming in. I guess Northcourt County is close to the beach, so he probably already goes swimming.


      My discussion with Aunt Lilianna could possibly wrap up quickly, but Angela’s invitation was going to be a bolt from the blue for Lucene. I anticipated Princess Jane and Angela wouldn’t get along very well because of their differing interests, but perhaps meeting once would help Lucene give up on making her daughter friends with the second princess. Angela seemed like she was much more suited to join the music club with Princess Margaret.


      I couldn’t really understand noble norms surrounding these sorts of things, so I had no choice but to leave Angela at the mercy of her mother. However, I did feel especially bad that Angela was forced to take riding lessons, since I myself hated them. I knew she liked music, because she’d looked really happy when I’d handed her some sheet music. I’d felt that I’d done what I could in securing her the invitation to the summer palace, but who knew what would come of it.


      Preparing for summer vacation was going to be a lot of work, but first, I was going to spend some time with my angels!


      “Nassius! Henry! We’re going to harvest produce from the garden out back!”


      With Matthew’s help, we began harvesting the vegetables we’d previously planted, like cabbage, various tubers, and beans. We also harvested some tomatoes from the greenhouse, and we stopped by the fruit trees, where I gave some unripe cherries a boost with magic.


      “I think we’ll be able to harvest some cherries tomorrow!” I told the boys.


      “I’ve never had cherries before, so I’m really excited!” Henry beamed.


      Nassius and the original Patience had memories of living an average noble’s life, but the Grangers had been poor for most of Henry’s life.


      “I’ll probably need your help to actually harvest them,” I remarked.


      Unlike strawberries, cherries were up in a tree, so you needed a ladder to reach them. Maybe next year I should pull the branches down so they grow at a lower height.


      “Leave it to me!” Henry exclaimed.


      I was by no means athletic, so it felt dangerous to climb up a ladder. This was definitely a job best left in the hands of Henry, who was physically gifted.




      I’d gotten to spend the morning with my angels, but I now had to leave for Aunt Lilianna’s. Our carriage arrived to pick us up, and Mary and I headed out for the Northcourt home. Does Mary really need to come? I’m just visiting family. Ugh, this attendant system is such a pain. Mary was perhaps planning on sewing shirts for Henry while she was waiting for me, because she was bringing a lot with her.


      “What is the meaning of your letter, Patience?” Aunt Lilianna asked upon my arrival. “You wrote that Samuel would be visiting the summer palace with you... I asked Samuel to explain as well, but I didn’t get much more from him.”


      It’s exactly as I wrote, Aunt Lilianna. What are you asking me here?


      “Her Majesty had encouraged me to relax this summer, so it had been decided that I would not be accompanying Princess Margaret to the summer palace. However, Her Highness is worried she will be tired out by the energetic second princess, so she invited me to visit the summer palace along with my brothers, Samuel, and Angela. We will simply be visiting the summer palace once or twice during summer vacation.”


      “So he’s really going to the summer palace!” Aunt Lilianna cheered.


      “Yes, but as I said, Samuel and the others will be visiting to play with Princess Jane. I believe they will just be riding horses or swimming in the ocean.”


      To put it simply, they were merely serving as playmates for Princess Jane. Princess Margaret could swim and ride, but she wasn’t particularly fond of either activity. I wasn’t going to tell my aunt that the princess just wanted someone to keep her sister company so she could spend more time on music. Despite being siblings, the princesses’ personalities were quite different. The same could be said about Prince Marcus and Prince Keith, the former being much more gentle than the latter. The royal siblings were quite a colorful cast of characters.


      “In other words, Samuel may need a change of clothes when visiting the summer palace. I must make sure he has a competent servant to act as his valet.”


      Boys also need an attendant? Whatever, Aunt Lilianna can do what she wants. That said, I’m pretty sure Samuel could handle getting dressed on his own.


      “You must have suggested Angela should come as well,” my aunt pointed out. “Thank you for doing that. Amalia will be very pleased.”


      I’d done so as a way to thank Lucene for providing my angels with horseback riding lessons, and also to get my cousin to realize that Princess Jane and Angela just weren’t a great fit for each other, but I was going to keep that to myself.


      “Well, Nassius is a boy, so he may not make a good playmate for Princess Jane,” I simply replied.


      I expected that Samuel, Nassius, and Henry would all be playmates for Prince Keith. The second prince was actually pretty good at looking after others, so I wasn’t worried about them spending time together. I was hoping that I would get to stay with Princess Margaret and play music.


      “We will be leaving for Northcourt County in one week,” Aunt Lilianna informed me. “We will be departing early in the morning, and I will have a carriage sent to pick you up.”


      I’m glad to hear that. I was worried about what we would do for transportation.


      Aunt Lilianna was incredibly pleased about Samuel’s invitation to the summer palace, and I was actually released to go home fairly quickly. She likely needed the time to start preparing for Samuel.


      It seemed like the Northcourts and Satisfords had coordinated my visits for today, so I was immediately taken to see Lucene.


      “Are you really going to take Angela to the summer palace, Patience?!” my cousin asked, her excitement pouring out of her.


      “Yes, she has been invited as a playmate for Princess Jane; it will just be once or twice.”


      If Lucene didn’t relax a bit now, she was going to be completely heartbroken if Angela didn’t end up being chosen as the second princess’s schoolmate.


      “Even once is plenty incredible!” Lucene raved.


      This is bad! She totally thinks Angela has a leg up as a candidate!


      “Angela has actually been invited to the royal palace once before to meet Princess Jane,” Lucene explained. “Since they will be enrolling in the Royal Academy next year, the second princess has been meeting with other nobles, a few at a time.”


      I see, that’s how they pick the royals’ schoolmates. It must’ve been during that process that Princess Margaret chose Catherine and the others to be her friends. I wonder if Jane is going to pick her own friends too.


      “I see,” I responded, keeping my answer simple. Oh, right, I need to ask something else. “By the way, has Lady Angela turned ten?” This is an important detail in this world.


      “Yes, she was born in the spring, so there are no issues in that regard.”


      If she hadn’t turned ten yet, she would have to be looked after by the caretaker along with Prince Marcus. That was going to be the case for my little Henry.


      “I believe they will be primarily engaging in riding and swimming at the summer palace,” I explained. “Therefore, it may be best to bring some spare clothing to go swimming in.”


      Even without Lucene stating it explicitly, I knew that Angela would have to travel with an attendant as well.


      Perhaps my cousin also had lots of preparations to make, because I was able to leave after not very long.


      After that, I spent my days planting some new crops, both in the garden and in the green house. I also propagated the rose trimmings from school, and I even harvested some cherries. Though I managed to do all of that, I actually spent most of my time sewing clothes with Mary. I wish we had at least one more maid.


      Mary was going to Northcourt County with us, and though things would be easier with Nassius and Henry also out of the house, it felt like Mary’s absence would place a heavy burden on Eva. Matthew was Eva’s nephew, so he would likely be willing to help her out. Even so, it would be best if we could hire another maid.


      “I think we’ve prepared enough clothing for Henry and Nassius,” I remarked. “We need some new clothes for you as well, Mary.”


      Mary tried to refuse, but I’d already had Wyatt purchase the fabric, which included plenty of white fabric for making undergarments. I used the summer-appropriate fabric to create clothes for Mary, casting household magic since I was in a rush. Despite how quick the process was, my sewing was quite even and tidy. It wasn’t all an automatic process with magic, though, and I still had to prepare new thread and such. This process would be way quicker with a sewing machine.


      I went ahead and sewed some new clothes for Eva as well, which meant the male staff’s clothes would have to be made at a later date. Sorry, fellas!


      Once all the sewing was done, I had to pack. I had tailored my gown from the previous summer, so I packed it. I’d gotten quite a bit taller over the past year, but Nassius was still on his way to outgrowing me. He was like a bamboo shoot, growing taller over night, while I was growing at a slow but steady pace. I’d heard from Mary that my mother had also been short, and that she’d also had quite the slim figure. Unfortunately, it would be for the best if I gave up on my dreams of having an hourglass figure.


      I was also packing other clothes, study materials, and embroidery tools—the last of which I was bringing in hopes of finishing my needle painting over the summer. The boys packed their swords and armor into an equipment chest, perhaps to practice sword fighting with Samuel. I made sure they packed study materials as well. I was planning to get certificates of completion in geography and world history at the end of the fall term, so I was going to study with them. I really wanted to complete as many classes as I could before next spring. I had no idea how much time I’d lose to social events, and I had lots of things I still wanted to make in alchemy club. If I was going to be busy after school, then my only option to have more time was to get exemptions from classes.


      “Did we pack too much?” I wondered aloud. We had three wardrobe trunks, as well as a wooden chest filled with study materials and embroidery tools.


      “Everything will be transported by carriage, so you have nothing to worry about, my lady,” Mary reassured me. “More importantly, we will be departing quite early tomorrow, so please get some rest.”


      Northcourt County was a little farther from Romano than the summer palace was, so we were going to be leaving earlier than I did last year. Also, instead of stopping by a noble’s home, we would be taking a break at an inn. I’d never been to an inn since coming to this world, so I was quite excited about it.




      I woke up early and quickly ate breakfast, after which the Northcourt family’s carriage arrived.


      “We’ll be going now,” I said to my father, then I boarded the carriage.


      “You made these seat cushions too, right, sister?” Nassius asked.


      Yup! I gifted them to Aunt Lilianna, then she bought some more for her backup carriage. Now we don’t have to worry about our butts hurting!


      “Yes, that’s right, ” I replied, then I turned to Henry. “It’s dangerous to stand up like that while the carriage is moving, Henry. You must stay seated.”


      This was the first time he was leaving the house since his visit to the church, so I could understand that Henry was quite excited about going out. Still, it was dangerous for him to be out of his seat.


      “Look, it’s a store!”


      “The stores aren’t open yet, Henry, so sit down and behave,” Nassius scolded him, which got Henry to sit down.


      We arrived at the southern gate of Romano, where our carriage met up with the Northcourt party. They were traveling with three carriages, including one for servants. There were also several people mounted on horseback who appeared to be guards escorting them.


      I guess traveling in this world can be dangerous.


      “Good morning, Aunt Lilianna,” I greeted her after exiting the carriage. Nassius and Henry greeted our aunt as well.


      “Mother, may I ride in their carriage?” Samuel asked.


      It seemed he wanted to ride with his cousins. I understand. It’s probably not very fun to just travel with your mom.


      “Very well. In that case, you can join me, Patience.”


      That sounds exhausting. Plus I want to be with my brothers while they experience their first trip out of the royal capital!


      “I shall move to the servants’ carriage instead,” Mary offered.


      Are you sure, Mary? I asked with a look. We’d visited the Northcourt home several times now, so she’d gotten to know a lot of their staff.


      Once Mary switched to the servants’ carriage, Samuel joined my brothers and me.


      “I’m so glad I get to ride with you!” Samuel cheered. “It was so boring, riding with my parents and my mom’s attendant.”


      I can sympathize with that. Nassius and Henry are also happy to have him here, so I have no problem with this.


      “Why is it called Northcourt when it’s south of Romano?” Henry suddenly asked.


      Do you know the answer, Samuel?


      Nassius tilted his head in confusion. Junior division history covered the history of Lawrence, but the answer to this question also had to do with world history.


      “Huh? Well, I’ve never really thought about it, since it’s just a name.”


      That’s no good, Samuel. It’s your family’s territory! I guess I’ve gotta help out with this one.


      “It’s because Northcourt County was north of the capital of the Kazarian Empire,” I explained. “The capital was the region where the court—in other words the government—was located. I’m sure there are ruins from those times in Northcourt County, Samuel. Haven’t you seen them before?”


      “Oh! Now that you mention it, I have!”


      “I want to see them!” Nassius exclaimed. He was often reading history books, and he had a passion for research. He would probably fit in with Philips’s history club.


      Since Philips was complaining about how they’re on the verge of dissolution, maybe I should suggest Nassius join the club.


      “Yeah, we should go see the ruins together!” Samuel suggested.


      “Please take me too!” Henry chimed in, his interest piqued.


      I hope we get to have lots of fun this summer.




      We took a break for lunch at an inn, which was located in a large town that was along the main road. This was my first time visiting an inn in this world, and I was quite pleased. The restroom was clean and powered by a magic stone, and the food was good.


      I guess I should’ve expected that Aunt Lilianna wouldn’t have us stop at a dirty inn with bad food.


      The inn itself seemed more on the premium side, but I didn’t know how much everything cost.


      “Are you all right to continue traveling in their carriage, Samuel?” Aunt Lilianna asked.


      We continued resting for a bit after lunch, since the horses needed a break as well.


      “Yes, I’m having fun with Nassius and Henry,” Samuel replied.


      During our extended break, Henry got to sit at the same table with us, since it would be sad for him to be seated at another table with only a caretaker.


      “In that case, you may stay there,” Aunt Lilianna said. “Are you not bored, surrounded by boys, Patience?”


      “Not at all. I am having a good time.”


      Perhaps Aunt Lilianna was trying to get one of us to join her because she was bored, all alone with Count Northcourt. Unfortunately for her, I wanted to stay with my angels, so I was going to ignore any hidden messages in her words.


      “I believe we’ll arrive by teatime,” my aunt remarked.


      Though the seat cushions had made things better, my butt was starting to hurt, so I was relieved to hear that we weren’t too far from our destination. The roads we were traveling were paved with stone, but the ride was still bumpy.


      “Oh, this smell... Is that the beach?”


      The faint smell of salt in the air excited both Nassius and Henry.


      “Yup! You should be able to see the ocean soon,” Samuel said. He’d likely traveled between Northcourt County and the capital countless times, so he was probably quite familiar with the route.


      Nassius and Henry were now both sticking their heads out of the window.


      “Oh, that must be the ocean!” Henry exclaimed.


      Is he enhancing his eyesight with magic or something?


      Neither Samuel nor I could see the ocean yet.


      “Oh, I see it too!” Nassius beamed.


      My brothers were both grinning wide with excitement. I’m so glad we accepted the Northcourts’ invitation. They were both completely captivated by the ocean, but Samuel and I were having more fun looking at their excited expressions.


      “Thank you so much for inviting us to join you, Samuel,” I said.


      This was going to be a great experience for my angels, who had never left the royal capital before.


      “There’s no need to thank me,” Samuel replied. “You’ve helped me so much with my studies, and I’ll have more fun getting to spend my summer with Nassius and Henry!”


      It’s definitely true that having friends with you is more fun!




      Once we entered Northcourt County, we passed by several towns and villages. As we got closer to the coast, the port city came into view. There was a small hill with a large mansion at the top, which was likely the Northcourt estate.


      “Wow, is that the Northcourt mansion?” Henry asked, surprised by its size. “It looks like a castle!”


      The mansion did indeed look like a castle. Unlike the palace in Romano, which was more of a royal residence, the Northcourt mansion had the fortifications of a typical castle.


      “Yeah, we’re finally here,” Samuel replied. “The ruins are at the top of that cliff.”


      I looked toward the cliff that Samuel had pointed out, and even from a distance, I could see the partial remains of defensive structures.


      “Wow, it’s a pretty big historical site,” I remarked. This was my first time seeing any ruins from the Kazarian Empire, so I was extremely curious about them.


      “Now that you mention it, it definitely is. They’ve been around since I was little, so I never thought anything of them.”


      We traveled across a drawbridge to pass over a moat, which Nassius and Henry stared at, their eyes wide and round with surprise. I was also having fun, since it felt like I was in medieval Europe.


      “I didn’t realize that Northcourt was a strongpoint, Samuel,” I commented.


      The Kingdom of Lawrence was not currently engaged in any wars, but I’d learned about the countless wars of the past in history class. The way that the Northcourt mansion had been built made it clear that this area had been a major strongpoint of the southern region.


      “That’s what my father says,” Samuel replied. “That’s why he wants me to enroll in the knight track.”


      Samuel was a skilled rider, and he also regularly trained in sword fighting, but I didn’t feel that the knight track would be a good fit for him.


      I guess he’s going to be the next Count of Northcourt... It’s a difficult situation, so I shouldn’t thoughtlessly chime in with my opinions.




      “We’re here!”


      We’d crossed the drawbridge, passed through a massive gate, and now we were finally at the front yard of the Northcourt mansion. This area looks like it could be a good evacuation spot. The front of the mansion was an expansive courtyard with only grass—no roses or any other decorative plants.


      Once the carriage came to a stop, a crowd of servants all welcomed us. Wow, they have so many people on staff. They’ve got all these people working here, yet they still chose to bring servants from the capital? I don’t understand.


      “Welcome home, Count Northcourt,” a member of the staff greeted him.


      “Thank you,” the count responded. “This is Patience Granger, Nassius Granger, and Henry Granger. They will be staying with us during their summer vacation, so please look after them.”


      Wow, I feel like I’m in a period drama or something.


      The welcomes when I’d visited the Laforet mansion and the summer palace had been impressive, but that had made sense, since they were welcoming the royal family, and I was there as the princess’s lady’s maid. This time, we were being welcomed as the Northcourts’ guests, so it was different. Well, I guess we’re technically family...


      “Come, Patience,” Aunt Lilianna said. “Let us have tea while we wait for our luggage to be unpacked.”


      We followed the countess to the drawing room, and the invitation appeared to have included Henry, so I was relieved.


      “We bought an ice cream maker, so we can have ice cream during the summer,” Samuel happily announced to Nassius and Henry, whose eyes glimmered with excitement.


      They sure do love ice cream.


      “That ice cream was indeed delicious,” Count Northcourt remarked. “Samuel’s composition was also wonderful.”


      I hadn’t met them that day, but both Count and Countess Northcourt had attended the Festival of Verdure. My initial impression of the count was that he seemed cold, but it was a relief to see that he loved his son.


      “It indeed was,” the countess agreed with her husband. “I also found the glee club’s performance very interesting. You were in the ensemble orchestra for that performance, weren’t you, Samuel?”


      Musicals like the glee club’s performance weren’t common in Lawrence, so it had been received well.


      “Yes, I was, but Patience wrote most of those songs,” Samuel clarified. “President Albert wrote the lyrics, but Patience has an incredible talent for composition.”


      Nassius and Henry were both following the rules of etiquette—one must not speak in the presence of those of a higher position unless spoken to—so they were keeping quiet, but I could see their eyes glimmering with pride, which made me feel bashful. If Samuel hadn’t said anything further, I would’ve thanked him for the compliment.


      “My, you wrote those songs, Patience?” Aunt Lilianna remarked. “You must’ve taken after Lady Julianne. She was very good at the hanon as well.”


      I didn’t know my mother liked music as well, I thought. Thanks to pondering this revelation, I wasn’t paying full attention to where the conversation might lead. Such carelessness led my Verbal Blunder radar to not preemptively detect what Samuel would say next.


      “President Albert has completely fallen for Patience’s musical talent, and he has proposed to her.”


      Hey, you’re not supposed to talk about that, Samuel!


      “President Albert was only joking, Samuel,” I replied.


      Aunt Lilianna and Count Northcourt both had a serious look in their eyes. It was understandable that they’d take such a statement seriously. Even if President Albert wasn’t the heir, the Laforets were still a major family of the nobility. It would cause a lot of trouble if they took Samuel’s words seriously, so I needed to make sure to deny what he’d said.


      “Samuel, people outside the music club might end up taking our inside jokes seriously, so you must be careful.”


      Aunt Lilianna was very obviously disappointed that the proposal was a “joke,” but she quickly returned to smiling.


      I have a bad feeling about whatever she’s going to say next.


      “Amalia mentioned that you received an offer of marriage,” the countess remarked. “I guess you’re at that age already.”


      She must be talking about Percival. The eyes of both my angels were wide circles of shock. I wish we wouldn’t talk about something as awkward as marriage in front of everyone... I wonder if it’s normal to discuss these things so openly.


      “Was that the offer from Count Moeran’s son?” Count Northcourt asked.


      Not you too!


      “Why, yes. I’ve also received a letter from Sir Percival. He’s informed me that he would like to visit over the summer.” Aunt Lillanna giggled and added, “It’s just like when our daughters were still here.”


      “It really is,” the count agreed. “We were quite busy with offers, since our girls take after you and are so beautiful.”


      “My, dear. I would say they take after you.”


      The couple seemed to be reminiscing on the days before my older cousins had gotten married, but whatever it was, I was happy that the topic had changed. Though the two hadn’t appeared particularly fond of each other, they were now acting quite love-dovey, and my nervous sweating had stopped.


      Wow, I can tell from the look in their eyes that both Nassius and Henry want to ask about the proposals. I guess they know Percival, since he’s come over several times with Lord Salius for sword lessons. He’s handsome and a great sword fighter, so they probably admire him. While I can understand their admiration, to me, it’s daunting to think about being at his side. I feel like we would just look so mismatched, you know?


      “Your rooms are now ready,” a butler reported, and we were each shown to our rooms.


      Mary had come along as my attendant, so I had her to take care of me, but my brothers didn’t have a valet, so a servant of the Northcourt household was going to look after them.


      “You will have to bathe before dinner,” Mary informed me. “I will serve Sir Henry his dinner, so you have nothing to worry about.”


      I was relieved to hear that Henry wouldn’t be alone with a stranger for dinner. He would probably be able to relax with Mary there.


      I quickly bathed, washing off the grime from our trip here. Then I changed into the light blue dress I’d made out of fabric I’d received from Aunt Charlotta, and Mary did my hair for me.


      “Aunt Lilianna discussed my marriage proposals in front of the angels,” I complained to Mary. “I didn’t know what to do.”


      “A noble lady’s marriage is something that affects the entire family, my lady,” Mary scolded me. “Sir Henry may be young for such discussions, but Sir Nassius will be the next Viscount Granger, so he must be well informed regarding the betrothal of his sister.”


      Though it was different from what I was used to, I knew I had to follow the common sense of this world.


      I can’t imagine my father being involved in my aunts’ marriages. I guess my grandparents were probably competent and handled that stuff.


      “You look very beautiful, my lady,” Mary gushed when she was done. As always, it felt like Mary’s assessment of me was in no way impartial.


      Well, I’m definitely taller than when I first reincarnated into this world, and I’m not gaunt anymore, so I think I’m pretty cute now. But the noble ladies in this world are just crazy pretty, so the playing field isn’t really level. I will say, though, that this light blue dress looks pretty good on me.


      “Thank you. Please look after Henry. It seems like we will be moving to the drawing room for conversation after dinner, so we may take a while. Please don’t forget to eat, Mary.”


      I’d heard that Henry had bathed as well, so he was probably going to bed after dinner. I felt bad that he would be alone, but Mary said she would check on him after he ate, so I figured I could leave things to her.


      I headed to the room in front of the dining room, and Samuel and Nassius were both waiting there. Once I entered, they both followed proper etiquette and stood up to greet me.


      “You both look very handsome,” I commented.


      Samuel had slimmed down quite a bit, and he was now taller than me. Nassius was probably going to outgrow me by the end of this summer. He looked a bit more mature in his formal dress, and seeing him growing up filled me with a complex mix of pride and sadness.


      “You look very beautiful, sister,” Nassius said.


      Good job. It’s polite to compliment a woman. I never doubted you, my angel!


      “You’ve gotten pretty, Patience,” Samuel said.


      That’s a problematic compliment, Samuel. You also misspoke earlier, so I’m deducting a point from your score.


      “Thank you,” I replied anyway.


      Count Northcourt came downstairs next, and he looked truly at home dressed in formal wear. Samuel and Nassius both looked good, but they definitely seemed “dressed up.”


      “You look very beautiful, Patience,” the count said. “I can see why Sir Percival is eager to pursue you.”


      I wish he would stop bringing that topic up, but I guess it’s an honor in this world for a noble lady to have multiple suitors after her hand, so he probably can’t help it.


      “Thank you very much,” I simply replied.


      I really didn’t want to discuss Percival any more, and I could see curiosity burning behind Samuel’s and Nassius’s eyes. I’m going to be really strict during our studying tomorrow so they don’t have any opportunities to ask about the proposals.


      Aunt Lilianna arrived soon after. She was an incredibly beautiful woman, whose beauty was only enhanced when she dressed up. Count Northcourt escorted her to the dining room, and we followed. Of course, the count was showering her with compliments, all some variation of “You’re beautiful.” I’d had dinner with them before back in Romano, but I didn’t recall them being this lovey-dovey.


      “They must get along really well,” I whispered to Samuel, who was escorting me into the dining room.


      “Who knows. I think it’s normal... Oh, I’m so sorry, Patience.”


      You don’t have to apologize about my mom being dead, Samuel.


      I’d probably just not known the Northcourts very well until now, so they’d been polite and formal, which I had misread as them being cold. It was also possible that their relationship had been struggling before because they were worried about their son’s grades.


      I’m sure marriage is just complicated.


      Since we were by the coast, seafood was served for dinner. I’m so happy!


      “Will you be able to eat this, Nassius?” I asked.


      We rarely had fish at home, and I’d taught Nassius the etiquette of eating fish in preparation for our summer here, but the actual food had always been chicken—it was hard to get fish in Romano in the spring. There were some freshwater fish available, but not only were they expensive, Eva also thought they reeked of mud, so she refused to buy them.


      “Yes, it’s very delicious,” he assured me.


      The rules around eating seafood were quite complicated, but Nassius had remembered them all. I could relax and enjoy my fish.


      “You both eat so properly,” Aunt Lilianna said, praising our etiquette.


      Oh, Samuel’s plate is a complete mess.


      I’d shared several meals with him in Romano, during which he’d always had good etiquette, but it appeared he hadn’t quite learned the rules around eating fish. I should teach him later. Or should I just mind my own business?


      For dessert, we retired to the drawing room and had ice cream. The ice cream was made following the recipe that I’d sold to the Burns Trading Company, and I was glad I’d gone with a recipe that cooked the custard.


      “Starting tomorrow, you shall spend your mornings studying,” Aunt Lilianna instructed. “You may spend your afternoons freely.”


      Since Samuel’s grades had been decent, the countess was letting him off with only studying in the mornings. I’m glad to hear that!


      “Patience, I want you to teach me math and history,” Samuel said. “I think I’ll be fine in classical literature.”


      I’m proud of him for overcoming a subject he didn’t like!


      “I’d be happy to,” I replied. “I’m planning on studying world history and geography, so I can tutor you between my own studies.”


      Nassius had also brought textbooks from the royal academy, so he could study with Henry during the day.


      “Let’s go to the beach in the afternoon!” Samuel suggested. “Can you swim, Patience?” He probably thought I couldn’t swim because I didn’t like riding horses.


      “Yes, I learned how last year,” I replied.


      Samuel didn’t seem convinced, but he didn’t press the issue and was simply excited to teach Nassius and Henry how to swim.


      We spent the rest of the evening listening to music, with me on the hanon, sometimes accompanied by Samuel on the lute.




      The next day, just as Aunt Lilianna had instructed us, we began the day studying, planning to play in the afternoon.


      “You’re doing such difficult math, Nassius,” Samuel remarked. “That’s a second-year’s textbook.”


      Nassius had already studied first year math for the junior division, so he was now studying the second year material. There was still a lot he didn’t know, so he was working through the textbook with help.


      “My father is teaching me the material, so I’ve gotten quite far ahead,” Nassius explained.


      Samuel gasped.


      “My mother said that the Grangers are a family of academics... Does the same apply to Henry?” He looked over at what Henry was working on, and he seemed relieved. After all, Henry was still working on material that preceded what was taught at the Royal Academy. But in defense of my angel, it should be noted that Henry was three years younger than Samuel.


      “I need to work hard so I’m not outdone by Nassius!” Samuel declared.


      That’s a good mindset, Samuel!


      In the past, he would’ve become pouty and discouraged, so it was nice to see him optimistic and motivated to work hard.


      I helped the boys with anything they didn’t understand while also doing my own geography and history studying. If I was going to make my societal debut in the fall of next year, then I wanted to get as many certificates of completion as I could before then—otherwise, I wouldn’t have time for alchemy club. Currently, if I wasn’t accompanying Princess Margaret to the palace, I would have my Friday evenings open, and dedicated all of that time to alchemy club.


      World history was quite complex and difficult once I got past the fall of the Kazarian Empire. It was an endless parade of countries being formed, falling, uniting, or separating.


      “I can’t memorize all of this,” I muttered to myself. “I have to make a timeline and a diagram!”


      The history of Lawrence was simple enough to chart on a timeline, but with world history, the borders of all the different countries were constantly changing because of all of the wars, and that was quite confusing for me. When you added the countries that were destroyed or newly founded into the mix, it became even more complicated.


      I’d gotten halfway through the timeline by the end of our study session. I’m so glad I didn’t reincarnate into this world during wartime.


      Henry got to join us for both breakfast and lunch, which I was really happy about. I’d also taught Henry how to properly eat fish, so his plate was also clean.


      “Wow, I’m impressed by your manners, Henry,” Aunt Lilianna remarked.


      Samuel was doing his best, but his plate was still a bit messy. I decided I would try to teach him fish-eating etiquette later. Judging from how talented he was with instruments, this likely wasn’t an issue of him just being clumsy.


      “Mother, after lunch, I would like to teach Nassius and Henry how to swim.”


      Though we’d already had permission to play freely in the afternoon, noble children couldn’t go out on their own, so a trip to the beach required all sorts of preparations.


      “Very well. You must take your valet Dan, Nassius and Henry’s caretaker, and some guards. I don’t anticipate you would run into any trouble, but it’s good to be safe.”


      Wait, she knows I’m going too, right? She makes it sound as if only the boys are going to the beach.


      “I would like to go swim in the ocean as well, Aunt Lilianna,” I said.


      My aunt raised a brow. Does she have something against girls going swimming? The queen let both Princess Margaret and Princess Jane swim, so I don’t think it should be a problem.


      “You’re grown enough to be receiving proposals, Patience. You cannot keep doing childish things, like swimming with boys. I do understand that you may want to spend time with your brothers, though, so you may go. Just be careful not to get sunburnt.”


      I’d been staring at her with a pleading look, which seemed to have won her over. Her only real concern was me getting sunburnt, which was understandable. Sunburns can cause blemishes, so I should be careful.


      “Yay!” Samuel cheered, then he turned to my brothers. “I’ll teach you both how to swim!”


      The boys all began chattering excitedly.


      With that settled, Mary and I began preparing for the beach. I changed into some old clothes and my swimming drawers, which were important because my usual white cotton ones would become see-through when wet. I’d also brought some old clothes of my brothers’ for them to swim in.


      “I understand that this type of hat provides good shade from the sun, but it doesn’t look very nice,” Mary complained. “There isn’t much that can be done about it when we’re at the beach, but until then, I will simply carry it with me.”


      We’d brought several straw hats, similar to the kind that Matthew would wear while working out in the yard, and Mary wasn’t very fond of them. Mary believed it would be more ladylike for me to carry a parasol, but I didn’t like the idea of having my hands tied up carrying something around.


      Mary had been displeased since I’d first brought up the idea of bringing these hats with us, so in an attempt to appease her, I added a blue ribbon to my own hat. I thought it looked pretty cute, but Mary still felt that it wasn’t right for the daughter of a viscount to be wearing the same hat as a laborer.


      “The beach also has shells like the ones you gave us, right?” Henry asked. He’d quite enjoyed the gifts from the summer palace.


      “Yes, I’m sure there will be plenty of them.”


      Samuel had been going to the beach since he was very young, so he found collecting shells to be silly and was laughing.


      “More importantly, if you learn to swim, you’ll be able to go spearfishing!” Samuel pointed out.


      Nassius’s and Henry’s eyes were sparkling with excitement, which seemed to please Samuel as well.


      “I want to swim!” Nassius declared. He’d changed since last year—thanks to his riding and sword fighting lessons, he now regularly moved his body, and he wasn’t as much of an indoorsy bookworm.


      We made our way down the small hill and arrived at the port town, which we simply passed through. I was keen on exploring the town, but that wasn’t a good idea when we were on our way to the beach. Our carriage continued forward until we made it to a beautiful seashore, where the horses finally came to a stop.


      “The waters here are shallow, so it’s good for beginners to swim in,” Samuel explained. Since he was familiar with the area, he was quite knowledgeable about it.


      Yeah, this area does look easy to swim in.


      A second carriage had been traveling with us, carrying the staff members accompanying us to the beach. Once they exited their carriage, they began setting up a rest area with things like a tent and lounge chairs. Mary handed me my straw hat, and I tied it on with the blue ribbon, which was not only cute, but it also kept my hat from blowing away.


      “Are you going to swim dressed like that, Patience?”


      The boys seemed to be in disbelief that I was going to keep my hat on, but I couldn’t help it. It was a good way to block the sun’s rays. My brothers took their hats off, which they also couldn’t help, because they were going to practice swimming, which meant putting their heads under water.


      I decided to watch my brothers’ lessons for a while. Henry was doing a good job floating, while Nassius kept sinking. Perhaps he was nervous.


      “You’re too tense, Nassius,” Samuel pointed out. “Don’t worry, though. It’s only your first time.”


      Samuel was doing a good job teaching them, so I decided to enjoy the water for myself. Man, it takes a lot of energy to swim in actual clothes. OG Patience didn’t have a lot of stamina to begin with, so that was enough swimming for me.


      “You can swim, sister?!” Nassius exclaimed, his eyes full of admiration.


      That’s so sweet. I picked up swimming easily thanks to my lessons in my previous life!


      “With enough practice, you’ll be able to swim too,” I assured him.


      “I’ll do my best!”


      “Just don’t try too hard!”


      With that, I headed to the tent, where I sat with Mary in the shade.


      “Would you like some juice, my lady?” Mary asked.


      I accepted her offer and took a sip. The juice was lukewarm, so I used household magic to chill it. Juice is definitely best cold.


      “I hope everyone is staying hydrated as well, including you, Mary,” I said, and I used my household magic to chill the pitcher on the table as well.


      Samuel and my angels joined us in the tent to take a break.


      “Whoa, the juice is cold!” Samuel exclaimed.


      I guess he’s used to drinking room temperature juice.


      “Did you chill the juice, sister?” Nassius asked. He’d noticed right away that my magic was behind the cool beverages.


      Henry was busy chugging the juice. I can’t blame him. It’s pretty hot out there.


      “I’m thinking about collecting some seashells,” I announced. “Would you all prefer to swim?”


      I want to collect some seashells to craft with, but the angels might want to keep swimming.


      “I want to collect shells!” Henry said, surprisingly enthusiastic about seashells.


      “You can find seashells anywhere,” Samuel complained.


      Despite his grumbling, once we began collecting seashells, Samuel seemed just as engrossed as my brothers. Mary had brought along a small bag, which we filled up, and that wrapped up our trip to the beach. We’d been instructed by Aunt Lilianna to return home in time for tea, and I was also tired. The beams of the summer sun shining onto the beach were a bit too much for me, and I was ready to wash off and take a nap.


      “I’m having such a wonderful summer, Samuel,” I said.


      I’m so glad he invited us out here.


    


  



  

    

      Chapter 2: The Northcourts’ Visitors


      We were having a blast spending our summer in Northcourt County. We still diligently studied each day, during which time Samuel was particularly motivated to not be outdone by Nassius. Samuel had already finished studying all of first-year math, and now he was studying ahead for second-year math. As you might expect, he was working incredibly hard.


      Samuel had also been studying ahead in the other subjects he’d accelerated, while also working toward being able to accelerate classical literature and history. Nassius was probably going to fully skip a grade level during his first week at the academy, so Samuel had become resigned to the reality that his cousin would be caught up to him. However, he still wanted to try to avoid being outdone, and this desire had seemed to light a fire under him.


      Word had gotten to Count Northcourt about his son’s academic efforts, and the count was quite grateful toward me. He was pleased to see this change since Samuel used to hate studying and had been quite stuck in his ways.


      After lunch we would usually go swimming, but there was also the occasional horseback riding or sword fighting lesson. I would have loved to skip the horseback riding, but Aunt Lilianna wouldn’t allow it. Apparently provincial aristocrats were often invited to hunts and thus needed to ride, but I felt like such invitations wouldn’t come to the Grangers, since we weren’t landowning nobles. Perhaps Aunt Lilianna could sense such thoughts were running through my head, because I ended up getting scolded.


      “You don’t know where you might end up when you get married, Patience,” my aunt argued. “You will face difficulty if you do not have a certain level of proficiency in riding.”


      I forgot about marriage!


      I’d been of the belief that marriage was something I would never have to worry about, since my family was quite poor and my father was unemployed—but I’d completely forgotten that I’d already received proposals.


      During the sword fighting lessons, I would stay for a bit to watch, but I spent most of the time doing embroidery or practicing playing the hanon or lute.


      “My, Patience. This embroidery is absolutely lovely!” Aunt Lilianna gushed. “Is this a gift for the Satisfords?”


      I should embroider something for Aunt Lilianna too, as a gift for inviting us here to summer.


      “It is indeed,” I replied. “Lady Lucene generously sends a riding instructor to our home three times a week, so I thought this might be a nice way to thank her. I would also like to embroider a piece for you, to thank you for inviting us here this summer, Aunt Lilianna. I was planning to depict the Northcourt manor, but if you have anything else you would like me to depict, please let me know.”


      Aunt Lilianna thought for a moment.


      “That’s a very lovely offer, however we do already have a painting of the manor, so I think it would be nice to have a needlepainting of the ruins.”


      Oh, right. There’s a painting of the manor hanging above the fireplace in the drawing room. She doesn’t need two art pieces of the same thing. I could also depict the ocean, but there are paintings of the ocean hanging all over the house. I’ve been wanting to go to the ruins, so I could sketch them while I’m there.


      “In that case, I will visit the ruins tomorrow afternoon. My brothers had also said they would like to visit them.”


      My plans ended up falling through. Aunt Lilianna received a letter from Lucene, and my cousin was now scheduled to visit for tea. I wanted to give her the needlepainting, so I worked really hard to finish it up.




      The next day, I realized I hadn’t met Viscount Satisford until now. He was quite handsome and seemed like a nice man. He also appeared to have a good relationship with Lucene, and I learned that Angela had three younger brothers. As always, people in this world had a lot of children.


      Angela’s brothers hadn’t joined them on this trip, which as a shotacon, I was deeply disappointed about. Unfortunately, it couldn’t be helped, since it was the norm for children under ten to stay with a caretaker.


      “I was so glad to hear you would be taking Angela with you when you visit the summer palace,” Viscount Satisford said, thanking me for the invitation.


      It’s really not a big deal. I’m mostly taking Angela because Nassius probably won’t get along with Jane, who’s super active. He doesn’t need to know that, though.


      That day, I played with Angela, Samuel, and my angels, and we practiced music together on the hanon and lutes.


      “Those were all such lovely pieces,” Angela beamed.


      It really seemed that Angela would be best placed in music club. She seemed to be working hard at horseback riding, but it was quite obvious that she didn’t like it. If anything, most noble ladies would be perfectly content to be at Angela’s level. Relative to other noble ladies, Angela was a quite skilled rider—while I, on the other hand, was totally inept.


      We all continued to have fun together, and one day, invitations arrived from the summer palace. They were addressed to Samuel and me.


      “Hurry! Open it!” Aunt Lilianna exclaimed, sounding a bit irritated as Samuel hastily slid the letter opener through the envelope.


      “The invitation requests that we visit the day after tomorrow,” I announced after reading the letter.


      Aunt Lilianna and Lucene were absolutely elated.


      “A letter may have arrived at our home as well,” Lucene suddenly realized. “Or, is Angela not invited? Either way, I must find out. Please excuse me.”


      My cousin was jumping to conclusions too quickly, and she was already getting out of her seat.


      “It says here that they would like Angela to visit as well, Lady Lucene,” I pointed out. “I’m sure an invitation has been sent to the Satisford home as well, but I believe it will contain the same information.”


      Lucene sat back down. It seemed she wanted to discuss the visit beforehand. After explaining things once, I went out to the garden to play with my beloved angels, as well as Samuel and Angela. I didn’t stay because they kept discussing the same thing over and over. I was impressed that both Count Northcourt and Viscount Satisford could stick around for that.


      I guess it’s an important discussion for nobles to have. Or maybe they’ve just accepted that participating in such activities is how they keep their wives happy.


      I learned that Angela was also good at singing. Since we didn’t have instruments out in the garden, Samuel, my brothers, and I taught Angela some of the songs from the glee club’s musical.


      “We’ll be leaving soon,” Lucene called out to Angela.


      I guess their meeting is finally over.


      “Thank you for always sending your riding instructor to us, Lady Lucene,” I said. “This is a small token of my appreciation.”


      According to the rules of polite society, it was best to give things to someone at the end of a visit, so that it would act as a parting gift. I handed her the wrapped needle painting.


      “Oh my... You’ve already done so much, giving me the hair iron and the seat cushions, and you’re also bringing Angela along with you to the summer palace. Thank you.”


      Since it was wrapped, she couldn’t see the gift itself, but she probably thought it was a painting. She handed it off to her attendant.


      “Since we’ll be visiting the summer palace the day after tomorrow, I’d like to visit the ruins tomorrow,” I informed my aunt.


      Such a request proved pointless, because it turned out we’d received a letter from Percival.


      “Sir Percival has asked to visit for tea tomorrow,” Aunt Lilianna announced, bubbling with excitement.


      Yeah, I get it. He’s definitely a pretty boy.


      “If Sir Percival is visiting, does that mean we can’t visit the ruins?” Samuel asked, sounding a bit disappointed.


      “It seems like that’ll have to wait for another day,” I told him. “Don’t worry, summer break is long, so we’ll be able to go eventually.”


      That evening, the Northcourts invited the local chevaliers and held a banquet. I see, it’s because of events like this that they don’t allow children under ten to eat with the adults at dinner. After dinner, the men remained at the dinner table and indulged in liquor and cigars, while the women and children retired to the drawing room for tea and mini cakes.


      Surrounded by strangers, Samuel, Nassius and I all sat quietly while we ate our dessert. Social etiquette in this world dictated that you must be quiet when in the presence of those above you in social standing.


      “Samuel and Patience are both in the music club,” Aunt Lilianna proudly announced to the others.


      It was a mark of status, since the Royal Academy’s music club was an invite-only club for upper-ranking nobles. The women here had all graduated from the academy, so they understood the significance of our admission into the club.


      “My, that’s incredible,” one lady remarked.


      I bet no one here would dare defy the Countess of Northcourt. I wonder if their families serve the Northcourts. Ugh, that brought to mind a memory I didn’t need.


      My mother’s family, the Capecots, served Marquess Copperfield’s family, so the Capecots had cut ties with the Grangers.


      If the Capecots had helped us, would my mother have been able to survive?


      I had memories of my mother being bedridden most of the time after she’d given birth to Henry, due to her weak constitution. Perhaps if we had been more financially stable, we would have been able to afford better doctors for her. Now that my mother had passed, it wasn’t unusual for the Capecots to keep the ties between our families severed.


      “Patience, Samuel, could you two play something?” Aunt Lilianna asked.


      It would be more fun to play the piano than to mull over pointless feelings.


      “You’re both so talented!” Nassius raved about my and Samuel’s performance.


      I even got a compliment from Nassius! This is no time to be thinking about unhappy things!




      It was the next day, and Pervical was scheduled to visit for tea. Nassius and Henry seemed so excited that if they’d had tails, they would’ve both been wagging them furiously. They’d spent time with Percival before when he’d visited with Lord Salius to give the boys sword fighting lessons. Percival was not only handsome, but he was also a skilled enough swordsman that he could win the knight club’s annual match, so he was probably the object of many boys’ admiration.


      Even Samuel seemed to be distracted from his studies today. I decided to be extra strict so he wouldn’t have a chance to make any unnecessary comments.


      “I want you to solve all of the problems on this page, Samuel. You will be doing these two pages, Nassius. You’ve got two pages too, Henry, over here.”


      Samuel was studying ahead for the fall term. Nassius was also studying ahead, but he was quick at solving math problems, so I’d assigned him two pages. Henry was still working on easy problems, hence the workload. The three of them looked at me as if to comment on how I was pushing them today, but I paid no mind to it since I didn’t want to be asked a bunch of questions. Perhaps it was normal in this world to talk openly about marriage and proposals, but I wanted to be left alone in regards to such matters.


      I’d finished preparing my timeline for world history, so now I was using a map to organize the founding and fall of various countries. It seemed like I was going to have to prepare several sheets to write everything down. While I was struggling quite a bit with sorting through the information, Mary came to summon me.


      “Countess Northcourt is asking for you, my lady.”


      What’s this about? Aunt Lilianna’s the one who said we need to study during the morning. I guess I’ll find out once I go to her.


      “What a relief this is, Patience. Your dress suits you quite well, so I don’t think you’ll need to get changed!”


      I had absolutely no idea why I’d been summoned. We’d already met during breakfast, so my aunt had already seen me in this dress today. Since Percival was visiting today, Mary had picked out a dress that was nicer than my usual ones.


      “I received a letter from the Laforets,” my aunt proceeded to inform me. “Their ship will be docking at Port Northcourt, so they will be stopping by to visit us. Sir Charles and Sir Albert are requesting to join us for lunch.”


      Shoot! She’s so excited! She definitely hasn’t forgotten that comment about Albert proposing to me! I wonder if a proposal from the second son of a duke is considered better than one from the first son of a count. I can’t tell what the standards are like here. OG Patience’s knowledge doesn’t cover that, since she was only ten and wasn’t thinking about proposals or anything like that.


      If our family followed the normal trajectory that most noble families did, Nassius would become the Viscount of Granger, and Henry would join the knights’ order and become a knight, at which point he could be bestowed the title of chevalier. That was why Aunt Amalia had encouraged Lucene to marry the heir to a viscount rather than the second son of a marquess or count.


      “The Laforets have been bestowed many titles, Patience,” Aunt Lilianna informed me. “Even if Sir Albert is the second son, he would make sure you don’t want for anything, so you have nothing to worry about.”


      I’d been silently mulling over my situation, which had prompted my aunt to share some advice. The only thought I had in response to that was, Oh, okay. Marriage seemed like such a distant concept that had nothing to do with me, but I wasn’t sure if that was because I was living in Patience’s body, or because my common sense from my previous life had influenced me to believe that an eleven-year-old wouldn’t be thinking about marriage.


      “I’m not thinking about marriage yet,” I said to my aunt. “I’m sure the same goes for Sir Albert.”


      Also, President Albert is only interested in my musical talent—or, I should say, the music I’m falsely passing off as my own. That’s the part that I keep getting stuck on. If I truly loved music and was overflowing with talent, I would consider a marriage that would allow me to open up a music parlor and lead an elegant life; but I’m just copying musicians from my previous life.


      “My, my. You should know that the Laforet’s ship has stopped in Port Northcourt several hundreds of times by now, but they have never gone out of their way to have lunch with us. They’re visiting us because you’re here, Patience.”


      Oh no! Aunt Lilianna’s super excited about this! This is bad...


      “You must calm down, Lilianna,” Count Northcourt said, unknowingly saving me. “According to their letter, the Laforets are simply stopping by because they are also coming into town to pick up some cargo. In other words, they had an errand that couldn’t be handled by someone else. This visit isn’t to ask for Patience’s hand.”


      “Oh, Sir Percival is also visiting for tea this afternoon. I wonder if it would be an issue for them to have tea together. Though, it would also be rude to ask the Laforets to leave immediately after lunch is over.”


      Right, there’s that too. Why did their ship have to stop here today of all days!


      I wanted to complain about the turn of events, but that wouldn’t help anything. The ships here were all sailing ships, so they relied on the wind for locomotion. There was no guarantee when they would arrive somewhere.


      “They are both second-year students in Class A, so they are acquaintances,” I pointed out.


      I’d given up on thwarting any of my aunt’s plans. If they were going to end up running into each other, we might as well all have tea together. I also chose to believe that if anything were to happen, Percival would be able to fix the situation. I’d only met Sir Charles once, and he seemed like he had a similar aura as Prince Richard, so I figured he would stop Albert from going overboard.


      Yeah, Sir Charles is someone who you just can’t help but call “Sir,” even in private.


      Such thoughts were filling my head as we waited for them to arrive, which was taking quite a while. Henry was going to eat lunch in the children’s room today, with Mary waiting on him. Samuel was probably pretty hungry, because he was staring enviously as Henry went upstairs to the children’s room with Mary.


      “They’re probably coming here after collecting their items,” Count Northcourt calmly remarked. “It seems they will be a bit late to lunch, so we shall wait for them.”


      In contrast to the composed count, Aunt Lilianna kept restlessly standing up then sitting back down, and she seemed irritated.


      Our expected guests finally got here, before Samuel’s stomach started growling.


      “Sir Charles and Sir Albert will be arriving soon,” a member of the Northcourts’ staff announced.


      Ugh, I guess we have to get up and go greet them. I suppose dukes are former royals, so that makes sense—that also means it’s a big deal for the eldest and second sons of a duke to visit you.


      “Thank you very much for allowing us to visit on such short notice, Count Northcourt,” Sir Charles said as he greeted the count. “This is my younger brother, Albert.”


      As I’d expected, Sir Charles was someone who could properly greet others. Albert also bowed politely when he was introduced. His etiquette in these sorts of situations was perfect, since he’s been thoroughly trained as the son of a duke.


      “It is my pleasure, Sir Charles,” Count Northcourt replied. “We would be happy to have you over any time. This is my wife, Lilianna, and our son, Samuel. We are also joined by our niece, Patience Granger, and our nephew, Nassius Granger.”


      Each person bowed their head as they were introduced. Nassius also did a good job and was polite. That’s right, he’s a good boy!


      Count Northcourt escorted Aunt Lilianna into the dining room, and I, to my surprise, was escorted by Sir Charles. Nassius stayed quiet until he was spoken to, as was the etiquette when surrounded by those above you. Albert was also being well-behaved in front of his brother. I hope he stays like that.


      Aunt Lilianna seemed to have gotten even more excited after learning that Albert was handsome. His long, chestnut brown hair was well maintained and tied behind his head with a black velvet ribbon. Sir Charles had short hair, which made him seem like the physically active type, while Albert looked more like an artist.


      In this world, men who were knights, soldiers, or commoners usually had short hair, while bureaucrats and nobles often had long hair. My father was a former bureaucrat, but he had short hair. He probably didn’t have it in him to take care of long hair.


      Count Northcourt also had short hair, as did Samuel. Most of the male students attending the Royal Academy actually had short hair, except for Benjamin—his hair was usually spiked up, so it was likely a mid-length when it was down. Once I thought about it, I realized that students usually began growing out their hair as they got older, except for those in the knight track—everyone enrolled in the knight track had short hair.


      Apparently, most students at Romano University had long hair, save for those majoring in military strategy. I’d previously noticed that Prince Richard’s hair had grown a bit. Perhaps these changes were influenced by fashion trends.


      Thoughts of hair styles ran through my head as I ate lunch, and the only ones speaking were Count and Countess Northcourt, and Sir Charles. After all, it was polite to only speak when spoken to.


      I loved seafood, so I was focused on my meal. Fresh fish is so delicious! I had struggled with being unable to eat fish in Romano, since it was a landlocked city. It would sometimes be served at the Royal Academy’s salon during the winter, but it wasn’t available from spring to fall. I was going to gorge myself on seafood while I was here.


      “I saw some ruins up on the hill while we were in the port,” Sir Charles remarked. “I’ve stopped by Port Northcourt several times before, but I’ve never actually visited the ruins.”


      It appeared Sir Charles was also interested in the ruins. Count Northcourt proceeded to explain the history of the Kazarian ruins to Sir Charles. You better pay attention to this, Samuel.


      “I wasn’t aware that this was the center of northern control for the Kazarian Empire,” Sir Charles said. “So that is why the region was named Northcourt. I’ve learned something very interesting today.”


      The rest of the conversations were just as friendly, and lunch finally came to an end. If the brothers could just leave now, we could avoid them running into Percival, but there was no way we could shoo away guests of their status.


      Aunt Lilianna invited them to join us in the drawing room for tea, and Sir Charles thanked her and warmly accepted. That’s fair. He probably hasn’t accomplished the goal of his visit yet.


      I suspected that this trip had been something Duke Laforet had begged his sons to make. Sir Charles didn’t seem to be interested in marriage, and Albert was interested in music, but he viewed marriage itself as something for the future. Duke Laforet probably just wanted to listen to more music, because he was even more obsessed with music than Albert was.


      If they invite me to visit them, I can’t decline! I’m in trouble!




      I was drinking tea with Sir Charles and Albert in the drawing room when Percival arrived. I was relieved he actually came, because if I was invited to spend time with the Laforets, I wouldn’t be able to refuse.


      “Oh, I didn’t realize you had guests,” Pervical remarked as he walked in.


      I truly felt saved when he entered the room. He was suited to playing the role of a knight in shining armor.


      “This is Sir Charles Laforet and Sir Albert Laforet,” Aunt Lilianna said, beginning to introduce them to each other. “This is Sir Percival Moeran.”


      I already told you Albert and Percival are classmates, auntie.


      “I had no idea you were here as well, Sir Albert,” Percival said.


      Albert let out a wry chuckle.


      “We were ordered by our father to come pick up magic stones from Port Northcourt.”


      That’s definitely just an excuse Duke Laforet came up with so he could send his boys here to invite me. I bet he just wants to listen to my music.


      Magic stones were indeed a premium item, but they weren’t so special that they needed to be personally picked up by the eldest and second sons of a duke.


      “It’s an issue that magic stones are more expensive here in Lawrence than in other countries,” Sir Charles remarked. “We are trying to negotiate with Cordova to see if we can lower the price somehow.”


      Count Northcourt seemed intrigued by that.


      “The only solution may end up being a marriage between the royal families. King Carlos of Cordova is indeed smitten with his wife, Queen Leonora, the former princess of Sonia.”


      I would feel bad for Princess Margaret if she had to marry into the Cordovan royal family for business reasons. Count Northcourt’s participation seemed to get Sir Charles in the mood to speak some more.


      “Prince Richard is currently studying abroad in the Kingdom of Cordova. Perhaps his travels will lead to some promising developments.”


      Oh, I forgot that Prince Richard could also welcome a Cordovan princess as his bride. I thought the main focus of his travels was to study, but maybe he’s also there to discuss marriage with Cordovan royalty.


      Thankfully, my marriage prospects weren’t discussed. Instead, all of the men—except for Albert—were having a ball discussing export taxes. Aunt Lilianna let their conversation continue on for a while, but she eventually rang a service bell and requested a refill of tea, which was a signal that the count picked up on.


      “I’m sure this topic is quite boring to the ladies,” Count Northcourt said, and he proceeded to change the subject.


      Bored? No way, I’m super interested in that topic! Also, if this change in topic leads to me being invited to visit the Laforets, I’m going to be in trouble!


      “The weather is quite nice today,” Sir Charles commented. “Why don’t we visit the Kazarian ruins?”


      I hadn’t expected Sir Charles to suggest such an activity. Perhaps he didn’t approve of his brother marrying me. I didn’t care either way, since I wasn’t particularly interested in marrying Albert either.




      We all headed out to visit the ruins from back when the Kazarian Empire had ruled the area. Yes, everyone was here: Sir Charles, Albert, Percival, Samuel, Nassius, and even Henry. My guess was that Sir Charles had determined that rather than having two people who’d proposed to the same person sit around drinking tea together, it would be more comfortable for us to all go outside and inspect the ruins. It was nice that Samuel and my little angels were here too, and it looked like there was a lot to explore.


      “Wow. These defensive structures are quite impressive. They had some incredible construction techniques.”


      It seemed that Sir Charles was interested in architecture and construction. Perhaps he hadn’t merely suggested this outing as a way to get out of an awkward teatime, but rather because he genuinely wanted to visit these ruins. It was difficult to read what the future duke was truly thinking. All this time, I’d been terrified that I would be invited to visit the Laforets, but perhaps I’d been unnecessarily suspicious of them.


      “Samuel is good at the lute, so you should practice with him over the summer, Patience,” Albert suddenly advised me.


      I really couldn’t consider his proposal as a serious offer of marriage—he was just obsessed with music.


      I wish he’d said that in front of Aunt Lilianna. She likes him because of his looks, but that totally would’ve disappointed her.


      Just as that thought crossed my mind, Percival said something surprising.


      “Have you heard already, Sir Albert? Beginning next year, Romano University will have a department of visual and performing arts. There are rumors that they are in the process of hiring professors for the music, fine arts, and theater programs.”


      Percival’s father was the minister of foreign affairs, but it seemed he also had some insight into the goings-on in the Ministry of Education.


      “What did you say?!” Albert exclaimed. “Has the Kingdom of Lawrence finally realized how important music is?!”


      Albert was jumping with joy, and Sir Charles seemed surprised but relieved, and he smiled.


      “In that case, you’ll have to take the entrance exam for Romano University, Albert,” Sir Charles remarked.


      Albert had gotten quite a few certificates of completion within the civil service track, but he’d only done that to be able to spend more time focused on music, and he only seemed interested in studying just enough to pass tests.


      “I don’t think the entrance exam for Romano University will be that difficult. I’m more concerned about who they will choose as the professors for the arts programs. Can they convince a musician from Estena to come here?”


      Albert sounded quite confident, but he did seem book smart, so he might really not have any problems with the entrance exam. There would probably be an audition to get into the music program, which I had no doubt he would succeed at very easily.


      Albert sat down on a broken boulder and continued to mumble to himself, trying to figure out who might be hired at the university as music professor, so I left him alone and joined the others to explore the rest of the ruins.


      “I’ve heard that you’re interested in becoming a diplomat, and I can see why,” Sir Charles praised Percival. “That was some invaluable information you shared with my brother. I’m really grateful.”


      Sir Charles seemed to understand why Percival had shared that information with President Albert. Personally, I was glad that I now had four extra years before I had to worry about President Albert trying to marry me. For Sir Charles, he probably wanted his brother to study more, and said wish was now coming true. Aside from those who entered the knights’ order, most sons of nobles continued their education at Romano University, but Albert had always said he wouldn’t because he wanted to focus on music. It was understandable for his older brother to have concerns.


      “It was nothing at all. I simply passed along something I heard from my father.”


      The Kingdom of Lawrence indeed wasn’t regarded very highly when it came to culture and art. Establishing arts programs at Romano University sounded like a good way to improve that.


      The defensive walls extended out quite far, and they were covered in ivy. Large trees were shooting out from under the deserted buildings and stone pavement. All of it together made for a quite picturesque scene. I sat down on one of the broken boulders, like Albert had done, and began sketching the scenery. Samuel and the angels went off with Sir Charles to further explore the ruins. The breeze brought with it the sound of Sir Charles giving history lessons to the boys.


      “You’re also a talented illustrator, Lady Patience.”


      As you may have realized, for some reason, Percival had stayed behind and was sitting beside me. Does he have some kind of knight’s code of honor that doesn’t allow him to leave a noble lady alone? Mary’s here too, so I’m fine.


      “Adding arts programs to Romano University was Viscount Granger’s idea,” Percival revealed. “He said that it was a necessary change for the cultural development of this kingdom.”


      Wow, I guess my dad was actually a diligent worker. Since he’s been let go, all he does is hole up in his study. Wait, hold on! I know I shouldn’t get my hopes up, but the queen said that I’ll be getting some good news in the fall.


      “It hasn’t been announced yet, but it appears Viscount Granger will be returning to his duties soon.”


      Yaaay! I’m so glad to hear that!
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      “Won’t there be opposition from Marquess Copperfield?”


      The queen had mentioned that there were many noble supremacists in the court. Even Princess Margaret’s former friends were from families who belonged to that faction.


      “You haven’t heard? The elderly Marquess Copperfield passed away, and Sir Raphaelo Copperfield, the new Marquess of Copperfield, will likely serve as King Alfred’s advisor.”


      If he’s going to serve as an advisor, then he’s probably not a noble supremacist. The former Marquess Copperfield was an active leader of that faction, so with him gone, the noble supremacists will probably not be as aggressive. Maybe that’s why my father might be able to go back to work.


      “I’ve heard that there are still plenty of other noble supremacists within the court,” I replied.


      Percival furrowed his brows.


      “Yes, there are. This is one of the problems the Kingdom of Lawrence is facing, and it isn’t something that can be solved immediately. However, we must work to improve this situation, even if it’s only a little at a time. Otherwise, we will be left in the dust by other countries.”


      This wasn’t a romantic topic of conversation in the slightest, but to me, it was quite significant. After all, my father might be employed again.


      I hope he’s working again before Nassius enters the Royal Academy. It’s hard to navigate noble society when your father’s been dismissed from his job. I speak from experience!


      I was in high spirits when we were about to leave the ruins, but Sir Charles had to go and invite me to the Laforet mansion.


      “We would love for the Count and Countess Northcourt, as well as Lord Samuel and you, Lady Patience, to visit our home.”


      Sir Charles sure is a competent heir. I feel like he was waiting for me to let my guard down.


      “I shall visit if Aunt Lilianna allows it,” I simply replied.


      Of course, she was absolutely going to allow it. She would probably enjoy being connected to the Laforets through family.


      “You should visit my home as well,” Percival said. “We can enjoy a boat ride on a lovely lake.”


      My summer was going to be busy with visits to others. I’m already going out tomorrow to the summer palace!


    


  



  

    

      Chapter 3: Visiting the Summer Palace


      Today we were visiting the summer palace, and Aunt Lilianna had been operating at her maximum level of excitement since the morning, despite the fact that we weren’t leaving until noon. Samuel’s outfit for the day and spare clothing had to be prepared, but that would all be handled by his valet, so there wasn’t even anything for her to do.


      It’s not like she’s visiting the summer palace herself...


      We spent the morning studying. I was still in high spirits after what I’d heard from Percival yesterday, so I drew out lots of maps for my world history review, despite how tedious a task it was.


      “I think that is enough for today,” I muttered to myself.


      I still had to remember the different historical eras, but thanks to drawing the maps, I had a good idea of the general timeline of events. I’m going to test out of world history and geography!


      I also had to take Magic Circles II and Alchemy III in the fall term, and if my schedule allowed it, I wanted to be able to do Magic Circles III within the same term.


      In Magic Circles II, students would learn the basics needed to think of and draw their own magic circles. If I succeeded in that class, I would become capable of designing my own magic circles. In Magic Circles III, I would get to design even more complex circles.


      I’d gotten quite obsessed with alchemy. As useful as magic was, this world still had far too many inconveniences. Since I was living here now, it was only natural to want to improve my life. Also, it definitely didn’t hurt that inventing things made me money.


      “I still need to do more research for Magius’s cape and waterproofing,” I mumbled to myself. I’d wanted to spend the rest of the morning thinking about my future projects, but Aunt Lilianna was rushing me to get changed. “This is only a simple visit...”


      That point, however valid, wasn’t going to make Aunt Lilianna calm down. Mary also put extra effort into styling my hair today. I was dressed in a light blue dress, and Mary brought along my spare clothes for me to swim in.


      Samuel and my little angels had also gotten dressed while I had been getting ready, and Lucene arrived with Angela. The latter was wearing a light pink dress which suited her very well.


      “My, Angela! You look so adorable,” I gushed.


      Angela’s attendant also seemed quite capable; she looked roughly ten years older than Mary, and she was asking various questions about the summer palace.


      “You look very beautiful too, Lady Patience.”


      I felt the formality was unnecessary, but Angela always addressed me as “lady.” I wish she would let loose around me, but I guess that’ll take some time.


      “Thank you for the absolutely wonderful needle painting, Patience,” Lucene said. “I hadn’t realized that, on top of being skilled in academics and music, you are also talented in embroidery. I immediately hung it up in our drawing room.”


      Wow, I’m glad she liked the gift. It’s nice that she can tell the amount of work that went into it, since I spent a lot of time on it.


      After we had lunch, it was time to head out to the summer palace. We were split into two carriages: one for girls and one for boys. Angela couldn’t go on her own, so I rode with her and our attendants. Samuel, Nassius, Henry, and their three valets all rode in the other carriage. One valet sat outside beside the driver, and Henry sat across from Samuel and Nassius, sharing his seat with the two remaining valets. Since he was still small, they could all fit on what was typically meant to seat two.


      “You must behave well, Samuel,” Aunt Lilianna cautioned.


      “You must greet Her Majesty properly, Angela,” Lucene reminded her.


      The two mothers were sending us off. It appeared Lucene was going to stay with Aunt Lilianna until we returned. Though they were technically aunt and niece, the age difference between Aunt Lilianna and Lucene was smaller than that between Lucene and me, so they probably had a lot in common to talk about.


      “You’ve met Princess Jane before, right, Angela?” I asked. She looked quite nervous, so I tried to strike up a conversation to help assuage some of her anxiety.


      “Yes, just once,” she replied, still tense.


      Yeah, I don’t think she’ll be able to relax. I hope I can help her before we get to the summer palace. We should talk about something she likes...so definitely not horseback riding.


      “Samuel and I are in the music club,” I said. “We had our New Composition Recital during the Festival of Verdure, so I got to play the hanon then. I even accompanied the band for the glee club’s performance. If you remember the song we sang together during your last visit, I actually composed that song for the glee club.”


      As I’d suspected, Angela seemed to be quite fond of music, and a natural smile appeared on her face.


      “We still have some time until we arrive at the summer palace, so why don’t we sing some songs together?” I suggested.


      Angela and I spent the rest of the trip singing together, which seemed to help her relax.


      Thank God.




      We arrived at the summer palace, which was just as grand as it had been last year. Samuel, Nassius, and Henry were all craning their necks, looking up at the palace.


      “We should go, Angela,” I said.


      I wanted to be with my brothers, but I decided to leave them to Samuel and take care of Angela. Nassius in particular didn’t have much to worry about, so the visit wasn’t as nerve-racking for him. Though he was the same age as Princess Jane, he would likely skip ahead to being a second-year student right away, so he wouldn’t spend that much time in Year 1 Class A. Since he wasn’t a girl, he also wasn’t a potential schoolmate for the second princess.


      Angela had relaxed in the carriage, but the moment we arrived at the summer palace, she suddenly became anxious. I guess she can’t help it. This magnificent palace is pretty intimidating.


      Lady Charlotte was waiting outside to welcome us, so I wasn’t nervous at all, but I wasn’t sure how the others felt around her. Lady Charlotte was so put together that not a single hair was out of place, which made her seem strict and disciplined.


      “How do you do, Lady Charlotte?” I asked, greeting her in hopes that I could show the others they had nothing to be afraid of.


      “Thank you very much for traveling all this way, Lady Patience...” Lady Charlotte replied, sounding a bit exhausted. “Her Majesty and Princess Margaret are both waiting for you.”


      Oh, Princess Margaret must be having a hard time getting up on her own, which means Lady Charlotte is also struggling a lot to wake Princess Margaret up. That exchange alone tells me everything I need to know.


      Lady Charlotte proceeded to show us to the drawing room.


      “Your Majesty, our guests Lady Patience, Sir Samuel, Sir Nassius, Lady Angela, and Sir Henry have all arrived.”


      I curtsied as I was introduced, waiting for the queen’s permission before raising my head. Samuel and the others all had been taught proper etiquette, so they also continued bowing their heads.


      “Patience and guests, raise your heads,” the queen instructed.


      I finally lifted my head up, and in front of us were Princess Margaret, Prince Keith, Princess Jane, and Prince Marcus. It was rare to see Prince Marcus in the drawing room, since he was usually being looked after by the caretaker.


      “Thank you very much for inviting us to the summer palace,” I said. “Please allow me to introduce Samuel Northcourt, my cousin, Nassius Granger, the older of my two brothers, Angela Satisford, my first cousin once removed, and Henry Granger, my youngest brother.”


      After introducing each of them to the queen, we waited to be instructed to take a seat, then we all sat down. Finally, we had some tea. Spending time with the royal family really is exhausting.


      “Go play with the boys, Keith,” the queen said. “Please look after Marcus as well.”


      Perhaps Prince Keith had also gotten bored by now. Anyway, he seemed quite comfortable with Samuel, whom he’d previously met at the study sessions.


      “Let’s go horseback riding!” Prince Keith suggested, and the boys took off.


      Princess Jane looked like she wanted to join them, but she couldn’t disregard the queen and go with them. She remained seated, her posture ladylike.


      “I hear you are enjoying playing music with Samuel, Patience,” Princess Margaret remarked with a hint of annoyance in her tone.


      I can’t believe her first words to me are a complaint.


      “I have actually been doing many other things,” I informed her. “I spend my mornings studying, and after lunch, I usually go swimming, go horseback riding, or work on my embroidery. I really only spend a short amount of time after dinner playing music.”


      The friendly smile on the queen’s face spread into a terrifying grin. Please get away from the topic of music, Princess Margaret.


      “It is very good that you continue to study during summer vacation.” The queen turned to Princess Margaret and Princess Jane and added, “You two should work hard at your academics as well.”


      The two princesses obediently nodded, but I could tell that they had been scolded quite a bit until now. Their dissatisfaction was quite clear in their eyes. It seemed that the queen had been coming down particularly hard on Princess Jane. Her happy-go-lucky and free-spirited aura had faded quite a bit, and I had no doubts that the queen was being much stricter than whichever caretaker had previously been looking after her.


      Angela was so nervous that her lips were sealed completely shut. I really wanted to help her relax, but the queen was already irritated by the topic of Princess Margaret’s love for music, so this was a difficult situation.


      “I just recalled that Angela and Jane are going to be classmates,” the queen remarked. “You two should go explore the grounds together. You may even join the boys in horseback riding, if you would like.”


      Princess Jane and Angela were now excused from tea, and there was a lightness in the second princess’s step as she headed out. She’s definitely going to meet up with the boys to go riding. Wait, is the queen excusing everyone else because she wants to talk to me?


      The queen waited until Princess Jane and Angela had gone before continuing to speak.


      “As I’m sure you may know, Richard is currently studying abroad in the Kingdom of Cordova,” the queen said.


      Yeah, I do know about that. I also know that he wants them to export more magic stones to us and get them to lower their export taxes. But I have no idea why the queen is bringing this up to me. I’m Princess Margaret’s lady’s maid, not Richard’s schoolmate.


      “There have been discussions between our kingdoms regarding a potential marriage between Richard and Princess Lumiella. Princess Lumiella is still young, so they wouldn’t be wed immediately. However, the princess will be studying abroad at the Royal Academy beginning with the upcoming fall term.”


      If Princess Lumiella ended up marrying Prince Richard, she would become the Crown Princess Consort and, eventually, the Queen Consort. It was obviously for the best that she learned about Lawrence. What I couldn’t figure out was why the queen was telling me about it. I have a terrible feeling about this.


      “Patience is my lady’s maid, mother,” Princess Margaret said, perhaps having a bad feeling about the situation as well.


      Queen Victoria seemed like she couldn’t care less about that.


      “You rely on Patience too heavily, Margaret. During this summer break, you must learn to wake up on your own. Also, I have no plans on relieving Patience of her duties as your lady’s maid.”


      The queen’s words gave the princess relief, but my anxiety was only increasing.


      “Princess Lumiella is currently thirteen years old. Since she will be leaving her family to study abroad, you must show her kindness, Margaret.”


      Does that mean she’ll be in the third year of the junior division? Or will she be a first-year in the senior division? The way that the queen is talking about her makes it sound like it’s the latter.


      “Will Princess Lumiella be joining as a first-year student in the senior division?” Princess Margaret asked. She had apparently been curious about the same thing.


      “Yes, she will,” the queen replied. “I’ve heard that Princess Lumiella is quite the keen student, so she will be joining the senior division as a first-year. During the fall of next year, she will also be making her social debut alongside the both of you. I will be acting as Princess Lumiella’s guardian while she is in Lawrence.”


      So her future mother-in-law is going to be her guardian for now. I guess they’re going to announce the engagement next year.


      I’d let my guard down, acting as if this had nothing to do with me, and I ended up regretting it.


      “I would like you to become friends with Princess Lumiella, Patience. The same goes for Margaret, of course.”


      You want me to be friends with a princess from another country? Can I even do that?


      “I don’t mind, but Patience is already going to be very busy,” Princess Margaret replied. “Also, the curricula for many of the senior division classes were just revised and made more difficult. Will the princess really be all right in the senior division?”


      Princess Margaret makes a fair point. I have no idea what the level of education is like in Cordova.


      “That is why I am asking for Patience’s cooperation,” the queen said with a chuckle. “She was able to cure Keith of his hatred toward classical literature, so I have high hopes that she will also be able to help Princess Lumiella settle in at the Royal Academy.”


      This is a way more difficult task, Your Majesty.


      The topic suddenly switched back to what Princess Margaret was most interested in: music.


      “Is Princess Lumiella a talented musician?”


      The intimidating smile on the queen’s face widened. She likely wanted to rein in Princess Margaret’s overwhelming love for music as well.


      “She does indeed enjoy musical activities, but I do not believe music is her only passion, as it is for you. You should take a little bit more interest in other things. I could say the same to Jane as well.”


      The queen let out a heavy sigh, and Princess Margaret seemed to give up on discussing this matter. I guess trying to teach Princess Jane to be ladylike is pretty exhausting for the queen.


      “You two should go explore the grounds as well,” the queen said. “You may even join the boys’ riding practice.”


      Princess Margaret wasn’t particularly a fan of horseback riding either, so we weren’t about to go riding ourselves. But being outside was definitely better than staying with the queen and getting lectured, so we headed out to observe the others.


      Out on the palace grounds were Prince Keith, Princess Jane, Samuel, and Henry, who were all talented riders. They were leaping over tall obstacles one after another. Nassius was also participating, which made my heart race with anxiety.


      Prince Marcus and Angela were riding together, jumping over smaller obstacles. Angela was several times more skilled than I was at horseback riding, but not to the point that she would join the riding club at the academy.


      “I feel a bit bad for Jane,” Princess Margaret remarked. “She’s such an active girl, but she’s had to spend most of this summer by mother’s side. I don’t have any more freedom than she does, but I at least get to play the hanon, which helps me bear the constant surveillance. But when it comes to Jane, she always looks like she’s going to die of boredom, which pains me to see.”


      I guess we might be visiting the summer palace more than once after all.


      Though the queen was strict in her instruction of Princess Margaret and Princess Jane, she also seemed to believe that regular breaks were necessary. She likely wouldn’t be allowing Prince Keith and Prince Marcus to spend their breaks playing whenever they pleased, but she probably wanted to be able to give them the space to let loose when their friends were visiting. Good grief, I’m glad they’re getting at least this little bit of a break.


      “Do you want to ride with us, Patience?” Prince Keith asked.


      I’d just been thinking about how busy I was going to become in the upcoming fall term; I didn’t have the extra bandwidth to spend on horseback riding.


      “I have to speak to Patience alone, Keith,” Princess Margaret replied for me. “It’s quite indelicate to be sticking your nose into a conversation between two maidens.”


      Prince Keith’s cheeks flushed and he turned his attention back to his horse. Princess Margaret and I departed, taking a stroll through the garden while discussing Princess Lumiella.


      “Ever since I heard Richard would be studying abroad in Cordova, I had a feeling there was some other motivation like this,” Princess Margaret revealed. “Being born into the royal family, we already know that we’ll likely end up in political marriages—so, while I’m not surprised, I can’t help but think of how I would feel in Princess Lumiella’s shoes.”


      I completely understood where the princess was coming from. Prince Richard was simply welcoming a bride into his home kingdom. In contrast, Princess Lumiella was leaving her kingdom to marry into another, so she probably felt disheartened. We had no idea when Princess Margaret would end up in that very situation.


      “What is Princess Lumiella like?,” I asked. “Is she lively, like Princess Jane? Or is she more reserved?”


      The princess just shook her head. The Kingdom of Lawrence had to have looked into their potential future queen, but Princess Margaret probably hadn’t been informed of anything the kingdom had learned about Princess Lumiella.


      “Well, we’ll find out what she’s like in the fall term,” Princess Margaret remarked. “More importantly, have you composed any new pieces with Samuel?”


      Didn’t the queen just tell you to expand your interests outside of music? I wanted to let out a deep sigh.


      “We haven’t had any time for that,” I replied. “I’ve been busy with intensive studying for world history and geography so I can get certificates of completion in both. I am also in charge of Samuel’s and my brothers’ studies. There is also...”


      I’d been about to explain how the Northcourts were constantly hosting guests, that Samuel and I would often play the hanon for those guests after dinner, and that that was the reason Samuel and I hadn’t had time to compose. I’d cut myself off so I could keep it a secret that Percival and Albert had visited the Northcourt manor.


      Unfortunately, the fact that I’d suddenly stopped talking was enough for Princess Margaret to put two and two together. She really does love talking about people’s love lives.


      “Patience, did someone visit you? Perhaps Pervical or Albert? You must tell me. My mother has been terribly strict this summer, and I’ve been so suffocated. I need to gossip about love if I’m going to survive until fall.”


      I gave into Princess Margaret’s request and told her about how Sir Charles and Albert had suddenly visited the Northcourts, about how Percival had run into them, and about how, for some reason, we had all ended up going to visit the Kazarian ruins together.


      “Also, as he was leaving, Sir Charles invited me to visit the Laforet mansion,” I revealed. “Count Northcourt and his family were invited as well, of course. Sir Pervical also extended the same invitation.”


      Despite the fact that I was facing a dilemma, Princess Margaret was smiling with great amusement.


      “You are thoroughly enjoying your youth, aren’t you, Patience?”


      I don’t know if this would be considered enjoyment.


      “I am not,” I objected. “I’m troubled as to what to do. Thankfully, I did learn that President Albert will be continuing his education at the new music program that is currently being established at Romano University, so perhaps now he will be waiting until further in the future to discuss marriage.”


      Princess Margaret was delighted to hear that there would be a music program at the university.


      “My! That is wonderful news! I have no doubt that the program will help the musical arts prosper in the Kingdom of Lawrence!”
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      Would Princess Margaret and President Albert actually make a good couple? As terrifying as that thought was, I couldn’t help but wonder.


      “I can practically hear your thoughts, Patience,” Princess Margaret chided me. “I am a princess. He may be the son of a duke, but I could never marry someone who wasn’t an heir apparent. Also, if Albert and I ended up together, I fear we would end up destitute, which I absolutely want to avoid.”


      Yeah, President Albert seems pretty financially illiterate. I bet Sir Charles would end up managing his finances. Wait, would Sir Charles be an acceptable suitor?


      “My father and mother will decide who I marry,” Princess Margaret remarked. “Anyway, I would like for you to visit more often during the summer. Because of the proposed union with Princess Lumiella, mother has become quite strict toward both Jane and I. She doesn’t want us to bring shame to Lawrence if we end up in a foreign country, but it’s honestly been suffocating.”


      I could tell from Princess Jane’s behavior just how overwhelming their mother’s discipline had been.


      “I can only follow Her Majesty’s wishes,” I replied. If Queen Victoria ever wants to give the girls a break, she’ll just invite Angela or me back here.


      “It is almost time for tea, Your Highness,” Lady Charlotte said, having appeared to summon us back inside.


      We returned to the drawing room and regrouped with everyone else. Princess Jane seemed a bit more cheerful than she had been earlier, perhaps thanks to the horseback riding she’d gotten to enjoy.


      “Do you like music, Angela?” the queen asked.


      We’d been sipping tea and nibbling on cookies like proper little ladies when the queen had suddenly spoken up. Angela was nervous, but she properly answered Queen Victoria.


      “Yes, Your Majesty. I like music.”


      Princess Jane appeared to have realized firsthand that riding wasn’t Angela’s favorite activity, and she didn’t seem disappointed to hear that my cousin’s true passion was music. Beside the second princess was Princess Margaret, who was now smiling after hearing that Angela enjoyed music.


      “In that case, why don’t we have Patience, Samuel, and Angela all play the hanon for us?” the queen suggested. The fact that she’d listed Angela as going last was likely the queen’s way of showing kindness.


      I went first, avoiding any of the songs that I’d taught Angela. Samuel went next, and he also played one of my compositions, which was a piece that Angela had never heard. Finally, Angela was up, and from the way she played, it appeared she’d been diligently practicing the songs I’d taught her.


      “My, you play the hanon very well, Angela,” the queen praised her. It seemed the compliment also implied that she wanted Princess Jane to practice playing music more.


      I became worried that perhaps Angela and the second princess wouldn’t get along after all, but their shoulders were bouncing up and down as they giggled with each other.


      Angela doesn’t like horseback riding, and Princess Jane doesn’t like playing the hanon. Maybe their dislikes actually gave them a way to relate to each other.


      Regardless of how things would turn out between Angela and Princess Jane, I felt quite relieved, since I’d succeeded in my own goal of introducing my cousin to Princess Margaret.


    


  



  

    

      Chapter 4: Teaching Angela Household Magic


      It was the day after our trip to the summer palace, and it was raining. As usual, we spent the morning studying, but in the afternoon, Samuel and my angels were going to the indoor training area, where they would practice sword fighting with Count Northcourt.


      “Be careful not to get hurt, all right?” I cautioned the boys.


      I was worried about them, since training alongside the knights and soldiers that protected Port Northcourt seemed too advanced for them, but Samuel was going to govern this county one day, so he needed this training. Also, Count Northcourt would be with them, and I decided to trust that he wouldn’t push them too hard.


      “What will you be doing, sister?” Nassius asked, worried that I would get bored.


      Ugh, he’s way too cute!


      “I would like to make a needle painting of the Kazarian ruins, so I will be drawing a rough draft for my piece,” I replied.


      My sketches of the ruins had come out quite nice, but they couldn’t immediately be used for my needle painting. I wanted to find a way to combine the ivy-covered defensive walls, the trees piercing through the stone pavement, and the deserted structures into a single composition.


      Apparently, the wives of some lords from neighboring territories were going to visit today, so Aunt Lilianna was busy giving out orders to her maids. I decided to stay out of the way and draw in the children’s room.


      “I think this is pretty good,” I muttered to myself.


      I’d finished my rough draft quite quickly, so I had some extra time on my hands. I pulled out my research regarding Magius’s cape and began thinking about the project.


      “I think the magic stone can be attached by adapting this method used to create prong settings for rings,” I said, thinking out loud. “It’ll be a little annoying to switch out the magic stone if it’s actually set with metal prongs, so I’d like to make some changes. Oh, I know! I can make it similar to those lockets fitted with portrait miniatures.”


      I’d solved the issue of attaching the magic stone to the cape, but I still hadn’t figured out how to make the thread I needed to embroider the magic circle.


      “I also haven’t figured out waterproofing at all,” I mumbled.


      I suspected that a mixture of slime powder and quartz, which was used to make glass, should create a waterproofing substance. However, I didn’t have a furnace for alchemy, so I couldn’t experiment.


      “I feel like I remember hearing about quartz glass being used to make optical fiber... Unfortunately, I don’t remember the details. Well, instead of focusing on what I can’t do, I should do what I can!”


      I lightly traced my rough draft of the ruins onto some silk, and I stretched the fabric onto an embroidery hoop. If possible, I wanted to get this piece done during summer break. Princess Lumiella would be transferring to the academy in the fall term, so I had no idea how much free time I would have.


      “She wouldn’t live in the dorms, would she?” I wondered out loud. “If she commutes from the embassy, I don’t think we will have much time to interact with one another...”


      This was another matter that was pointless to fret over. I would simply have to trust that as a princess and future queen of a foreign kingdom, she had been raised strictly and would be able to take care of herself.


      The hoop I used for needle painting was a large rectangle. I also had a stand for it, which the embroidery hoop attached to for support. Mary helped me attach the hoop, because I couldn’t do it on my own—one person needed to hold the hoop while the other secured it to the stand.


      “This piece looks like it will be lovely as well, my lady,” Mary remarked.


      Mary didn’t approve of me entering the kitchen here to share my recipes with the Northcourts’ staff, but she reacted very positively to me engaging in embroidery. She probably thought that it was an appropriate hobby for a noble lady. I guess it’s definitely more ladylike than using alchemy to make a bicycle.


      About the time I was going to actually start embroidering, my angels came back from their training session.


      “Count Northcourt said I had great potential, sister!” Henry excitedly reported.


      “Your skills are thanks to Lord Salius’s lessons,” Nassius pointed out, trying to temper our brother’s enthusiasm.


      Being confident in yourself is important, but it can also lead to getting a big head, which can lead to injuries. Nassius is probably just worried about Henry. Good looking out, Nassius!


      “I know that, brother!” Henry replied. “It’s also thanks to Sir Percival, since he also gave us lessons!”


      Stop right there, Henry! You’re entering some conversationally dangerous territory!


      “After tea, I’ll help you practice playing the lute, Patience,” Samuel said. “President Albert said you need to practice, remember?”


      That’s another topic I’d like to avoid...but I do really need to practice my lute playing.


      Several noble ladies had gathered in the drawing room for tea, so today we had tea in the children’s room. Samuel, Nassius, and Henry’s eyes were all sparkling with anticipation to hear about my proposals, but I stayed firm in my decision to ignore their pleading gazes.


      The Northcourts had small, medium, and large lutes available. I also noticed they had lots of paint.


      “If it’s raining tomorrow, we should paint in the afternoon,” I suggested.


      Samuel didn’t seem very interested in my idea, but Nassius was excited about it. I’m sorry we can’t afford paint for you. Wait, I can afford paint! I have that money I got from the Burns Trading Company! It’s just that I wanted to save that money as much as I can, so I can use it for Henry’s college tuition.


      Romano University was in the midst of establishing an arts department. Change was slowly spreading throughout the institutions of Lawrence, and by the time Henry was a senior division third-year at the Royal Academy, it could become common for students in the knight track to pursue higher education rather than become apprentices in the knights’ order.


      Ever since I’d reincarnated into this world, I’d become quite the cheapskate—not that I had been a wasteful spender during my previous life.


      Actually, now that I think about it, I used to spend a lot of money if there was a sale going on... On that note, I wonder if my father is actually going to start working again this fall. I really hope he does. I’d love to be able to let my little angels paint their hearts out without worrying about the price of paint.


      Nassius and Henry also joined me in learning how to play the lute from Samuel.


      “You’ve gotten pretty good, Patience,” Samuel said.


      His condescending compliment felt like a dagger to my heart, but it was only fair, since he was indeed much better than I was.


      “I’m going to practice my lute skills this summer with might and main!” I declared.


      Samuel just snickered at me. Ouch, that hurts!


      I’d planned on drawing if it rained again, but it was the next day, and the skies were clear. It was better this way, since the sun being out meant we could enjoy our summer break.


      “We should go swimming after lunch!” Samuel suggested during breakfast.


      Nassius and Henry excitedly nodded in agreement.


      They’ve been working so hard at their studies, so they deserve to have some fun swimming. After all, it’s summer break!


      “I would like you to stay behind, Patience,” Aunt Lilianna said. “Vicountess Satisford will be visiting.”


      Lucene’s coming? Does she want to talk about what happened between Angela and Princess Jane at the summer palace? I wish I could go swimming with my little angels, but I owe Lucene a lot since she’s the reason my brothers get riding lessons. I’ll give in for today.


      “Very well,” I replied in a ladylike manner.


      “What? Patience isn’t coming?” Samuel sounded disappointed.


      Wait, he doesn’t just want me there because I chill that lukewarm juice, right?


      “I would like you all to return before teatime,” Aunt Lilianna continued. “Angela will be visiting as well.”


      I guess Samuel and my brothers are going to be looking after their little cousin while we all talk. I hope I’m not getting roped into something complicated.


      After that, Samuel, Nassius, and Henry left for the beach. I worked on my latest needle painting some more as I waited for Lucene to arrive. Since I wanted to finish the piece before the end of summer, I was intentionally using household magic. Even that only sped up the process a little, because I still had to stop and change colors quite often.


      “Oh my, Patience. You embroider so quickly.”


      Aunt Lilianna had been sitting next to me, and she was surprised by my work. I had several embroidery needles, each threaded with a different color of floss. I was switching between those different needles to make my piece.


      “Yes, well, I would like to finish it before the break is over,” I replied.


      I was currently embroidering the defensive walls at the ruins, which I would decorate with vines later. Since I was using a single strand of floss, it was going quite slowly. On top of that, I had to constantly switch between colors.


      It was hard to focus on anything else when I was using my household magic for such detailed work, so I failed to notice that it wasn’t only Aunt Lilianna who had been watching me. Count Northcourt had also been there, staring intently at the needle painting forming out of the tips of my fingers.


      “Viscountess Satisford has arrived,” a butler announced, and I snapped back to reality.


      I’d ended up finishing most of the defensive walls while waiting for my cousin’s arrival.


      Yeah, this will definitely be done before the break ends.




      Since I had been completely engrossed in my needle painting, it surprised me to learn that it was already time for tea. Samuel and my little angels had all returned from swimming, and they were apparently taking a bath to freshen up.


      I didn’t even notice when they returned! I can’t believe this! I’m a failure of a sister.


      “Welcome, Viscountess Satisford and Angela.”


      While I was standing there sulking, my aunt was continuing to be the friendly host, welcoming Lucene. I swallowed my shock and greeted our guests like a proper lady. Today, Angela wore a blue dress, and her hair was done in pigtails with ribbons that matched her dress.


      I wonder if the same attendant that was with us when we went to the summer palace did her hair. The curls are so cute!


      “I don’t think it is enough to be considered a token of gratitude for the other day, but I have brought some goods imported from the southern continent.”


      Aunt Lilianna and Lucene appeared to be good friends, and they seemed to be having fun discussing the items that my cousin had brought over. There were colorful, patterned fabrics and unique-looking masks. They reminded me of motifs from Africa and South Asia.


      “These fabrics are very beautiful and vibrant, but I worry that the patterns may be a bit too bold for them to be made into garments,” Aunt Lilianna remarked, her head tilted as she thought about what they could be used for.


      “I hear that in the southern continent, people wrap these vibrant fabrics around their bodies,” Lucene shared. “Apparently both men and women do this.”


      “My, even men wear these colorful fabrics?” Aunt Lilianna responded, taken aback by what my cousin had said. “I believe that these could make lovely pieces if used wisely, but they could easily turn out garish.”


      Is it okay for her to be insulting Lucene’s gift like that?


      “I thought the exact same,” Lucene revealed. “I brought these because I wanted to ask for your opinion on what I might be able to do with the fabrics, Aunt Lilianna. A massive cargo of these fabrics arrived on a ship from the southern continent, and my husband is troubled as to how he should go about selling these.”


      I guess these two are closer than I thought, if Lucene would come all this way to ask for Aunt Lilianna’s help.


      I wasn’t drawn to the masks, but I was interested in the fabrics. After all, I was taking courses in dyeing and weaving.


      “May I see those fabrics, Aunt Lilianna?” I asked. I took the fabric into my hands and inspected it. The patterns hadn’t been woven in, but instead dyed using a stamp. It reminded me of chintz textiles from India, and I was quite fond of it. “Since it is summer, perhaps these could make some fun tablecloths.”


      Aunt Lilianna thought about my idea for a moment, then she nodded.


      “Yes, that may work for the summer. Of course, we wouldn’t be able to use them when we have guests.”


      The countess selected a fabric that was undyed aside from the blue and green patterns stamped on, and she rang the service bell and had a maid set the table with it.


      “My, it looks very seasonal and lovely,” Lucene gushed.


      Though it looked nice, there probably wasn’t going to be much demand for tablecloths that could only be used in the summer. I went through the other fabrics and inspected them. The one that Aunt Lilianna had chosen out of the large pile was one of the more plain examples. Personally, I liked colorful textiles, but these were out of the comfort zone of most Lawrencians.


      “The colors are just so vibrant, I don’t know what to do with them,” Lucene commented, looking at the remaining fabrics. This was why she’d come to Aunt Lilianna for advice.


      I actually like them a lot.


      “Would it be all right if I kept some of these, Lady Lucene?” I asked. “I would like to try overdyeing them with a pale color. A faint wash of sepia, blue, or madder root could perhaps soften the vibrancy of the original colors.”


      I think these patterns would make really cute skirts with a reddish tone added on top. Pair that with a white blouse, you’ve got a folk-costume-inspired outfit! If this fabric is cheap, it could even be used to make affordable fancy clothes for commoners to wear on special occasions.


      “That is a wonderful idea, Patience,” Lucene replied. “Lady Patience, please come visit us in Satisford Viscounty at least once this summer.”


      We’d spent so much time discussing the fabrics that Samuel, Nassius, and Henry had all finished bathing and they arrived to join us. Usually, Henry would be retiring to the children’s room for tea, but since we had Lucene and Angela here with us, he was joining us as well. It helped that the rules also seemed to be less strict here than when we were gathering in Romano.


      “This is a new dessert called ice cream,” Aunt Lilianna explained.


      It was a hot day, and the ice cream served with tea felt extra delicious.


      “My, I never knew that there was such a delicious dessert, and that it was growing popular.”


      Lucene hadn’t heard of ice cream until now, which was understandable. She hadn’t attended the Festival of Verdure, since Angela wasn’t enrolled in the Royal Academy yet.


      “This dessert is made using the ice cream maker that Patience invented,” Count Northcourt explained. “It is sold through Burns Trading Company.”


      Lucene was hanging on the count’s every word, so I’d likely scored another customer.


      “Burns Trading Company is very good at coming up with new products for sale,” Lucene remarked. “My husband has praised their offerings as well. It would be lovely to meet with Duke Burns in person, but it is hard to meet with a duke outside of society events, nor can we reach out to his family ourselves.”


      Urgh, I have a bad feeling about this. Please don’t say anything, Samuel.


      Thankfully, Samuel followed the rules of etiquette and wasn’t going to speak until he was spoken to. Caught up in relief that I didn’t have to worry about Samuel blabbing, I’d forgotten that Count Northcourt, who’d visited the Royal Academy during the Festival of Verdure, was also here.


      “If I recall correctly, Patience is also a member of the alchemy club,” he said. “I believe that Duke Burns’s eldest son, Sir Caesar, is the president of that club. I remember hearing that this ice cream maker was developed by that alchemy club.”


      Lucene was surprised to hear that I was in the alchemy club, but that quickly faded as it set in that the club president was Duke Burn’s son, and her eyes glimmered with excitement.


      “My! You’re in a club with Duke Burns’s heir, Lady Patience? Is it possible that you have had the chance to meet with Duke Burns himself?”


      Yeah. Twice, actually. I’m also selling hot water bottles, slime seat cushions, hair irons, fabric glue, needle threaders, and clothing irons through the Burns Trading Company. Plus, they’re going to start selling bicycles in the fall. I actually need to meet with him again to discuss that.


      “Yes, I have met Duke Burns,” I replied. “We met when we discussed the contract to sell my hot water bottles.”


      “Those hot water bottles are a great product!” Count Northcourt exclaimed.


      “Hot water bottles were your idea as well, Lady Patience?!” Lucene asked in shock.


      They’d ended up speaking over each other. Yeah? Is there something wrong?


      “I purchased several dozen hot water bottles in Romano, and I had them sent back here to Northcourt,” the count explained. “Though it is hot in the summer, the county gets quite cold in winter because of the strong ocean winds.”


      I appreciate the business!


      “My husband did the same exact thing,” Lucene said. “I cannot believe that it was something you invented, Lady Patience.”


      I guess that’s why I made a whole five hundred rhoms off of them. There were probably a lot of nobles who bought them in bulk and sent them to their territories. Thanks for your patronage.


      “Wait, were those other gifts also items you came up with and made? The slime seat cushions and the hair iron?”


      Lucene had finally realized the extent of my inventions, and even Aunt Lilianna was surprised by how many things had been my idea. They had both probably thought that I’d been giving them items that I’d purchased.


      “I have more exciting news, father,” Samuel chimed in. “Starting this fall, Burns Trading Company will also be selling bicycles!” He apparently couldn’t hold it in any longer, and he’d impolitely interrupted a conversation between adults, but he didn’t get in trouble today.


      “We absolutely must purchase that bicycle we rode on together, Lilianna,” Count Northcourt said to his wife.


      The cycle rickshaw that he was referring to had been incredibly well received.


      “What is a bicycle, Count Northcourt?” Lucene asked.


      As Count Northcourt explained what a bicycle was to Lucene, I realized that she hadn’t yet mentioned the actual reason for her visit. Surely she hadn’t come here just to discuss how those fabrics would be used. It seemed that Aunt Lilianna was thinking the same thing and felt it was time we moved on.


      “Samuel, Nassius, and Henry, I would like you all to take Angela to the children’s room and play together.”


      With the children sent away, we could begin discussing what Lucene really came here for. I wish I could go play with everyone else in the children’s room. We have karuta cards I made that help you learn history, vocabulary cards, and reversi. Maybe I should suggest to the Burns Trading Company that they sell educational games.


      Such thoughts occupied my mind as I tried to ignore the conversation taking place. I couldn’t help it, because Lucene just kept going on about how she was worried whether Angela could become a friend or lady’s maid to Princess Jane.


      “I am planning to have Angela move into the dorms,” Lucene stated. “According to her, Princess Jane will be living in the dorms as well. I am not sure what the other girls who are candidates to become schoolmates are doing, but I will definitely be having Angela live in the dorms.”


      Can Angela make it on her own in the dorms when she’s so used to having such a proper caretaker?


      It seemed that the Northcourts shared my concerns.


      “Are you concerned about Angela not being able to have an attendant with her in the dorms?” Aunt Lilianna asked.


      Personally, I was thoroughly enjoying life in the dorms. Starting next year, I’d even get to see Nassius during the week. I would still be worried about Henry being home alone though.


      “That is a fair concern,” Lucene replied. “I hear that there are maids who clean the dorms, but I do believe life in the dorms will come with some inconveniences. However, the same could be said for Princess Jane.”


      Since Lucene had already made up her mind, there was nothing for me to say on the matter. It had also become a rumor that Princess Margaret had cut ties with her friends because they wouldn’t move into the dorms, so there would probably be more noble ladies moving into the dorms next year.


      “That is why I’d like Lady Patience to teach Angela how to use household magic,” Lucene said.


      Angela is proficient in household magic? Back when we rode in the carriage together, I’d thought she would be proficient in wind magic. I don’t understand.


      Lucene had just asked me to teach Angela how to use household magic, but my mind was too filled with questions to actually respond to the request itself.


      “Has Angela been bestowed with the gift of household magic, Lady Lucene?”


      I’d been living in this world for a year and a half, and during that time I had been going through a growth spurt, which also expanded my mana stores. As a result, I’d gained the ability to get a general sense of what element of magic someone was proficient in.


      I could definitely sense Angela has a proficiency in wind magic, so I’m confused.


      “Angela has been bestowed with the gift of wind magic, but she had a reaction to household magic as well, though it was very faint.”


      I wonder if that means that the disk at the church lit up in two spots: in the wind gem and faintly in the household magic gem.


      When I’d had my proficiency evaluation done, only the gem signifying a proficiency in household magic had lit up.


      Now that I’m thinking about it, I remember Benjamin saying he’s proficient in fire magic, but he can also use a little bit of earth magic. I wonder if one is a main proficiency and the other is a subtype.


      “Can she cast any household spells?”


      Lucene shook her head.


      “She is learning how to use wind magic from her father, but no one has taught her about household magic. I feel that being able to use household magic is essential to her living in the dorms, which is why I am asking for your help, Lady Patience.”


      I guess Lucene can’t use household magic either. I wonder if I can even teach her my weird household spells.


      “It’s true that being able to use household magic makes life in the dorms more convenient,” I replied. “This will be my first time ever teaching someone household spells, so I’m not sure if it will go well, but I will try my best.”


      It seemed like this would serve as a way to properly thank her for the riding lessons she provided my little angels, so I decided to accept her request. There was also the fact that Angela was my dear first cousin once removed.


      “In that case, why don’t you have Angela stay here with us?” Aunt Lilianna suggested. “She can study with everyone in the mornings, then she can spend her afternoons learning household magic, horseback riding, and swimming. When the boys have their sword fighting lessons, she could learn embroidery from Patience.”


      Lucene’s attention turned to the stand holding my embroidery hoop, which was tucked away in a corner of the drawing room.


      “My, are you embroidering the Kazarian ruins? It looks like it is going to be a wonderful needle painting. I’d love to learn from you myself. I took embroidery when I was attending the Royal Academy, but we never did such complicated projects.”


      When Lucene had been a student, the home economics courses had still had incredibly simple curriculums, so that noble ladies in that track could focus on their social debuts. Embroidery might have sounded like a class that wouldn’t be affected by any changes, since it was always about a hands-on skill, but it had indeed changed. The sewing course perhaps was the best display of how much the home ec curriculum had changed: In order to pass the class, you now had to sew six whole gowns.


      “The home economics track has actually become quite difficult, starting this year,” I said.


      I could see that Lucene was worried about her daughter, who would be enrolling in the academy soon.


      “My, is that so? If Angela lives in the dorms, I won’t even be able to get a tutor to help her with her homework. It seems I am going to have to make sure she is thoroughly prepared.”


      Angela already seemed quite busy with all of her horseback riding lessons, but I couldn’t oppose such efforts when my own little angels were studying quite hard. The amount of studying we did was perhaps quite normal.


      “Patience is very good at teaching,” Aunt Lilianna gushed.


      I definitely enjoy teaching my precious angels, and I like tutoring Samuel too, but I don’t want that information getting around. I only accepted because I thought I’d be teaching Angela household magic once or twice. I don’t know if I can supervise her other studies too... I still want to play as much as I can with my brothers during the break!


      “You make a wonderful point,” Lucene replied. “After all, Lady Patience is an extraordinary student who finished her junior division studies in a single year.”


      Wait, I never agreed to helping Angela study! I should’ve made it my new year’s resolution to become a woman who can say no!


      And so, it was decided that I would tutor Angela, along with teaching her about household magic. I shouldn’t have expected things to go any other way.


      It was going to be a lot of work to travel between Satisford and Northcourt every day, so it was decided that Angela would stay over for three nights, then return home for the week.


      “Are you worried about being away from your family, Angela?” I asked my little cousin later that day. Since she was shy and reserved, I was worried that she would be lonely away from her family and at her relative’s house.


      “Not at all,” Angela reassured me. “I have my attendant, Mia. It’s also more fun getting to spend time with you, Lady Patience, since my younger brothers are still very young.”


      So that really dependable maid is named Mia. That’s a pretty cute name.


      It seemed that Angela had spent most of her life until the age of ten with Mia. Though I could see why she wouldn’t miss her mother too much, I didn’t understand how she was completely fine with leaving her little brothers to be here.


      I can’t relate to that feeling.


      “Starting today, we’ll be studying and playing together, so there’s no need to address me as lady, Angela,” I said, wanting her to be at ease.


      Angela shook her head in response.


      “No thank you. You are an accomplished noble lady who successfully serves Princess Margaret, Lady Patience. Also, once I am a student at the Royal Academy, you will be my upperclassman, so I must show you proper respect.”


      I guess it’s not good to address upperclassmen without a title. I won’t push this matter.


      “I heard that your father has taught you how to use wind magic,” I said, moving on. “You haven’t learned any household spells yet, right?”


      “Yes, that is right,” Angela said, nodding uncomfortably.


      Household magic was looked down upon, so Angela likely felt awkward knowing that I could only use household magic.


      “You will not be able to bring an attendant with you to the dorms,” I informed her. “Though there is a maid who will clean the room, you will have a much more comfortable time in the dorms if you can take care of your surroundings yourself. I believe that is why Lady Lucene would like you to learn some household spells.”


      Angela had been raised by Mia, who probably took care of everything for her, and she had likely never wanted for anything. Perhaps the most difficult thing she had ever faced in her life was being forced to take horseback riding lessons. She was a noble lady through and through, so I was worried whether I could actually teach her about household magic.


      “The simplest of all household magic is a cleansing spell,” I said. “This is an incredibly useful spell to be able to cast.” Since it was the first thing Madam Jefferson had asked everyone to do, I decided to do the same. “I’ll go first, so you can watch.”


      Now that I’m thinking about it, I was never actually taught how to use magic. I just manipulated my mana by trying to remember the tingling sensation from the church. I don’t know if I’m doing it right, but I’ll go ahead and show her.


      “Become clean!” I chanted, casting the cleansing spell on myself. I bathed every day, and the clothes I was wearing weren’t dirty, yet I still felt refreshed.


      “Um, did that make sense? You should try it, Angela. If the spell works, you should feel refreshed at the end.”


      Angela thought for a moment, then she nodded.


      “Become clean!” she incanted.


      Oh, wow. It’s not perfect, but she definitely used household magic!


      “You did it!” I cheered. “Now that you know how to do it, the next step would be to cast the spell while thinking about how you would go about cleaning something. For example, you’d probably want to clean yourself differently in the morning when you’ve got terrible bedhead than you would after swimming at the beach, right?”


      “Yes, that is right,” Angela responded, nodding.


      “Now all that is left to do is to keep practicing.”


      Since Mary was the only maid in the Granger home, I’d practiced by cleaning a whole bunch. I’d even used some strange form of household magic to spruce up the old, weathered wallpaper and furnishings. I’d only just arrived in this world, so I’d had no idea that my household magic was unusual.


      Ignorance can be terrifying!


      Angela and Lucene were going to be returning home for today, so I decided to keep my lesson in household magic simple and wrap things up for the day. I still had no idea whether I had done things correctly.


      “Father teaches you about wind magic, right, Nassius?” I asked my brother. After we’d seen Angela and Lucene off, I’d stopped him to talk. “How does he teach you?”


      “Why do you ask?” Nassius responded.


      That’s a fair thing to wonder about. It’s too late to make excuses for myself.


      “I will be teaching Angela how to use household magic, but I am worried whether I will be able to properly teach her,” I admitted.


      Nassius’s gray eyes widened with surprise.


      “I forgot that you learned how to use household magic all on your own, sister. Is that why you’re worried whether you can teach it?”


      Nassius proceeded to explain how our father taught him about wind magic.


      “I see. Just as I expected, you show someone how to cast the spell, then you have them try it out—so I can keep doing what I have been doing.”


      I didn’t teach Angela the wrong way today! Thank God.


    


  



  

    

      Chapter 5: Visiting Port Northcourt


      I decided that until Angela came to stay with us, I would spend my days in the same way I’d been doing thus far. I would study in the mornings, and in the afternoons I would swim or—despite my dislike of it—go horseback riding. If Samuel and my angels had sword fighting lessons, I would work on my embroidery or try dyeing those colorful fabrics that Lucene had brought over.


      “Some of these could be used as is, but there are definitely some fabrics that probably won’t be very popular within Lawrence,” I said, thinking out loud.


      The fabrics that were dyed with multiple colors wouldn’t work for clothes, nor would they work to make linens and other household articles.


      “I wonder how this fabric would look if I used tea to overdye it. Would a light wash of brown tone down the pattern? Would overdying it blue turn all of the red designs purple?”


      If I went to Satisford Viscounty, my cousin would likely prepare dyes and supplies for me, but I first wanted to satisfy my curiosity. After all, it sounded quite fun.


      “I must ask Aunt Lilianna if she has supplies I could use for dyeing.”


      It would be best if she had a pot I could use to extract dyes, but I kept my expectations low while asking her.


      “I believe we have some supplies for dyeing,” my aunt said. “There was a time when the Northcourts were dyeing the clothes of our soldiers and household staff.”


      You have dyeing supplies?! I wonder if she’ll let me use them.


      “I would like to try dyeing the fabrics that Lady Lucene brought over,” I explained. “May I use the dyeing supplies?”


      “Very well, you may use them,” Aunt Lilianna replied, giving me permission more easily than I’d expected. “Be aware, the dyes may have gotten old after sitting around unused for so long. After all, it is easier to purchase dyed fabrics than to dye them ourselves.”


      After that, Mary and I were shown to the former dyeing studio.


      “Wow, it’s so spacious!” I exclaimed. The studio was much bigger than I’d expected it to be.


      “Please be careful, my lady,” Mary cautioned me. “There are pots all over the ground. I believe they are filled with dyes.”


      This was where they had been dyeing the uniforms of Northcourt soldiers and servants. It felt like being in a proper dyehouse.


      “It looks like the pots are empty,” I remarked.


      It would’ve been cool if they had something like indigo laying around, but they look empty. Darn!


      “I would like to dye several pieces of fabric. Should I be simmering the dyes first?” I was still learning about dyeing, so I looked to Mary for help, since she might be more knowledgeable than me.


      “I believe certain dyes require being heated or extracted first,” Mary replied. “More importantly, what will you be using as a dye? I believe some of these smaller pots on the shelves still contain dyes, but they may be too old to use.”


      She makes a good point. Can’t actually dye anything without dye itself. I should look through the shelves.


      “Hmm, I think this might be indigo,” I said, inspecting one of the dye pots. “It looks quite old, so I hope it can still be used.”


      I found several pots on the shelves that still had some dye left in them, but they all looked like they’d seen better days.


      “Old dyes will not work as well,” Mary informed me.


      Though Mary was usually in support of activities like dyeing and weaving, she was giving off a strong impression that she did not want me to use the old dyes. At the same time, this was something I was doing on a whim, so it didn’t necessitate Aunt Lilianna buying me new dyes.


      “It would be nice if I could grow some plants to use as dye...”


      I thought back to the plant dyes we’d used in dyeing class. Onion skins were a convenient material because they were usually tossed out. As for tea leaves, I could even reuse leaves that had already been steeped for tea. After all, if I wanted these fabrics to be affordable for commoners, they needed to be dyed with cost-effective materials.


      “Oh, I know! I could simply go into town to buy seeds for plants that could be used as dyes.”


      Yellows and browns could be created with onion skins and tea leaves, but I also wanted to be able to dye shades of red, blue, and green. I’d learned what materials I needed through class, and I also had been wanting to go shopping in the town of Northcourt.


      “If you’d like some seeds, I will purchase them for you,” Mary insisted.


      According to her, it was not proper for a noble lady to go out shopping, but I wasn’t going to back down today. I also wanted to let my brothers experience shopping on their own. Wait, maybe noble boys don’t need to learn about that. Well, it doesn’t matter! I always prefer getting hands-on experience!


      “But we’ve come all this way to Northcourt,” I pleaded. “It would be a waste to not see the town as well.”


      Mary wasn’t budging at all. She’s so stubborn! I’ll have a better chance getting Aunt Lilianna’s permission instead...




      “I’d like to see the town of Northcourt for myself, Aunt Lilianna,” I said, trying to convince the countess instead. “This is my brothers’ first time being outside of Romano, so it will be a good experience for them, and I would also like to purchase some souvenirs.”


      Aunt Lilianna didn’t look enthused by my idea. Darn, what do I do?


      “We will prepare souvenirs for you to bring home,” my aunt said.


      How am I supposed to convince her?


      Despite having spent two years in this world, I still hadn’t gotten a good idea of what life was normally life for nobles, since I’d only known the impoverished lives of the Granger family and my life in the academy dorms. Since most noble households were staffed by dozens of people, it made sense that there was no need for a noble lady to go shopping on her own.


      Thankfully, I did have one completely unexpected supporter. My initial impression of Count Northcourt had been that he was cold and distant, but he was actually quite caring and attentive. He even gave the boys sword fighting lessons.


      “I will be heading to the port tomorrow to take care of some errands,” the count remarked. “You can all come along with me.”


      “My, dear. Aren’t you going to the port for work?” Aunt Lilianna asked. “Will you be all right?”


      Another surprise was how lovey-dovey the Northcourts were. If I wasn’t careful, I would easily be forced to witness them doting on each other.


      “There’s no need to worry, Lilianna,” the count reassured his wife. “I’ve also wanted to show Samuel around Port Northcourt for some time. This is a good opportunity to do just that.”


      Wow, they sure are in love. Aunt Lilianna is really beautiful, so I can see why the count is smitten with her. I’m just happy I get to visit the port.


      “Nassius! Henry! We’ll be visiting the port tomorrow!” Samuel excitedly announced to my brothers.


      Over the summer, Samuel had started carrying himself like he was the angels’ older brother. Don’t forget that I’m their big sister! I couldn’t fault him for that, though, because his sisters were all older than him and had married into different families. He’d basically been raised like an only child, so this probably felt like having siblings for him.




      The next day, we prepared to head out to Port Northcourt by carriage. We were skipping our morning studies, and I gave my brothers each a gold ten-rhom coin.


      “This is ten rhoms?” Nassius asked.


      It was both Nassius’s and Henry’s first time holding money in their own hands. Wait, Mary is always paying on my behalf, so it’s my first time handling my own money too!


      “There is no need for you to be paying for things yourself,” Mary remarked with a look of displeasure.


      Count Northcourt seemed to have picked up on my intentions with giving my brothers their own money, or perhaps he just wanted to give Samuel some allowance as well, but he proceeded to give Samuel his own gold ten-rhom coin.


      “What can I buy with this?” Samuel wondered out loud.


      I guess he’s never gone shopping either.


      “You don’t know either?” Henry asked.


      Samuel looked a bit lost. “Usually the valet will go shopping for us.”


      Yeah, that’s the norm here.


      “Once you are attending Romano University, you will need to manage your own finances,” Count Northcourt explained to his son. “It is good to have fun with friends, but you mustn’t spend frivolously. At the same time, you do not want to gain a reputation for being stingy. It can be difficult, like walking a tightrope.”


      I hadn’t thought about it until now, but attending the Royal Academy didn’t require any managing of personal finances. The textbooks and classroom supplies were free, and if you weren’t eating lunch in the salon, you could graduate while having barely spent any money. At most you might need to restock on notebooks and ink.


      Students who currently ate at the salon likely had their parents paying for their meals, but once they were in university, they would probably have to pay for each meal on their own. Textbooks would cost money as well. I’m going to need to save up for university!


      Such thoughts of the future filled my mind as we boarded the carriage and departed for Port Northcourt. In the first carriage was Count Northcourt, Samuel, my little angels, and me, which you would think was the entire party. However, we had a second carriage, where Mary, Samuel’s valet, and one of the servants who took care of Nassius and Henry were riding. More servants had come with us to the summer palace, since that was a more involved outing, but we didn’t need as many with us today.


      “That’s the marine terminal of Port Northcourt, Samuel,” the count said, pointing out the facility. “It’s also an outpost for soldiers.”


      I wonder if it’s similar to a port authority. Maybe it’s like a port authority, police station, and fishing co-op all wrapped into one.


      There were many merchant ships docked in Port Northcourt, but there were also plenty of fishing vessels.


      The count appeared to have some business here, so we stopped and exited the carriage. We all followed him inside the main building, but Samuel and I were the only ones to follow Count Northcourt into the marine terminal office. The male staff traveling with us stayed back to give my little angels a tour of the harbor.


      “Welcome, Count Northcourt. We appreciate you coming all this way.”


      Upon our arrival, several men greeted the count.


      “Hello, Gambard,” the count said, greeting one of the men. “My son, Samuel, and my niece, Patience Granger, are here with me today, so let’s get this over with quickly. What seems to be the problem?”


      The man referred to as Gambard appeared to be the manager here. We were shown to a room in the back of the office area, and Samuel and I took our seats beside Count Northcourt.


      “I asked you here to discuss the increase in cargo unloading fees. As we suspected, if we increase our fees, we will be charging as much as our neighbors, thereby eliminating our competitive advantage.”


      I stayed quiet and just listened to their discussion. The nearest port is the one governed by Viscount Satisford, right? According to Lucene, it sounds like business is booming over there.


      “I would like for more merchant ships to dock here, but Port Satisford has a distinct geographic advantage over us, being closer to Romano,” the count remarked.


      Raising unloading fees would increase the Northcourts’ profits in the short term, but that would also mean charging as much as Port Satisford, eliminating the only advantage they had of offering lower fees. I continued to silently follow along with their discussion.


      “In that case, we can scale back the fee hike so that we are still charging slightly less than Port Satisford.”


      Samuel was also patiently and silently listening, but I could see him wiggling in his seat, anxious to regroup with Nassius and Henry. One day you’ll succeed your father and run everything, Samuel. That includes this port. You better pay attention! Though I was internally lecturing him, I was also anxious to tour the port with my brothers.


      “Sorry to keep you both waiting,” the count said upon wrapping things up. “Let us go explore the port.”


      Yay! We finally get to see the port!




      While we had been in the marine terminal office, my little angels had been getting a tour of the port from the servants.


      “There are big ships docked here, sister!” Henry reported to me, excited about seeing ships for the first time. He’s so cute!


      “I see they’re all sailing ships...” I remarked. Of course they are. What else did I expect?


      “Within the Kazarian ruins are pictures of what appear to be magic-powered ships, but scholars question whether such vessels actually existed or were only portrayed in art,” Count Northcourt revealed.


      Whaaat?!


      “There are pictures of magic-powered ships?! I didn’t see any at the ruins.”


      We’d visited the ruins not too long ago, but I’d been too focused on doing sketches for my embroidery piece that I hadn’t explored the ruins too thoroughly.


      “You didn’t see them?” Samuel asked. “Inside some of the deteriorated buildings, there are murals.” My cousin then turned to his father. “Those were magic-powered ships, father? They only looked like awkward boxes to me.”


      Since Samuel and my brother had followed Sir Charles around the ruins, they’d likely seen a lot more of them than I had.


      “I don’t know for sure, but that’s what scholars say,” the count replied.


      “I would love to go to the ruins again,” I commented. “I didn’t get to see those murals.”


      Magic-powered ships, you say? That’s so exciting! I wonder if magic stones are used to power the engines. You’d probably need huge magic stones to power an entire ship.


      “I know you have an interest in alchemy, Patience,” Count Northcourt said. “Do you think it is possible to build a magic-powered ship?”


      Hmm, I’m not sure. I think you could figure out how to create a magic-powered propulsion system, but I don’t know if it would be powerful enough to move an entire ship.


      “I have only just barely joined the alchemy club, and when it comes to magic circles, which are a vital part of successful alchemy, I only know how to copy existing ones from the textbooks,” I replied. “I hope to focus on studying how to draw my own magic circles during the fall term.”


      Count Northcourt gave me a dubious look.


      “If I recall correctly, you are enrolled in the civil service track, right, Patience?”


      Yeah, I am. I’m just really into alchemy right now.


      “Can we get on a ship, father?” Samuel asked. It seemed like he was representing everyone’s wishes, because my brothers’ eyes were sparkling with anticipation too.


      “Simply boarding a ship would be no problem,” the count answered.


      He approached a captain at the dock, who naturally wasn’t going to refuse a request from the count who governed the port.


      “If you do not mind that my ship is currently anchored, then I would be happy to welcome you aboard,” the captain said.


      Yay! Though I’d seen them docked at harbors before, this was my first time actually boarding a sailing ship.


      We climbed into a small boat and made our way to a sailing ship anchored in the bay. Wait, this wasn’t what I was expecting at all! Just by looking at the port, it was obvious that the ship we were going to wasn’t actually dockside, but I was only now realizing that we would be getting up to the deck of the sailing ship by climbing a rope ladder. This could definitely be improved!


      “Will you be all right, Patience?” Count Northcourt asked, concerned.


      I’m going to do my best!


      “Perhaps it would be best if you refrained from boarding the ship, my lady,” Mary said. She had followed us in the boat as well, for some reason.


      “You are welcome to stay behind, Mary.” I said.


      “Absolutely not,” she insisted.


      “I’ll keep the ladder stable for you, so you can go ahead and climb up, Patience,” the count said.


      I preferred not to have the person paddling the boat looking at me from below, so I accepted my uncle’s help and climbed up the ladder. Mary followed after, then everyone else climbed up.


      “Wow, there are so many masts!” Henry exclaimed.


      Since the ship was anchored, the sails were furled, but Henry was still thoroughly enjoying the ship. The captain proceeded to teach us the names of the different masts and how to steer a ship. Samuel and Nassius were also having fun, and they were shouting things like “Ahoy!” and “Aye, aye, captain!”


    


  



  

    [image: insert3]

  



  

    

      The bow was decorated with a figurehead of the sea goddess Sedna. The kingdoms of Lawrence, Sonia, Cordova, and Dehn, as well as the Holy Empire of Estena all followed the Church of Estena, which was a monotheistic religion. However, the Kazarian Empire had practiced polytheism, and there were legends of those gods and goddesses that had survived to this day.


      Wait, is that a harpoon?


      The captain noticed my curious look.


      “Monsters can show up when you’re out at sea.”


      The harpoon reminded me of those I’d seen in my previous life used by whaling ships, so the monsters they were meant to take down were likely quite large.


      “As long as we’re sailing along the coast, we rarely run into any monsters,” the captain assured me. “We just have to keep an eye out for them when we’re headed to the southern continent.”


      I see. I guess I won’t be traveling to the southern continent anytime soon.


      After thanking the captain for letting us board his ship, it was time to return to land. As we were leaving, the count had smoothly sneaked some money into the captain’s hand. We had to climb down the rope ladder once more, which made me realize just how inconvenient it probably was to travel by sea. I hope they can build some proper infrastructure for the harbor.




      “What else would you like to see, Patience?” the count asked. “You don’t get many chances to explore outside the manor, do you?”


      This guy really gets it! You’re absolutely right! Noble ladies are like caged birds!


      “I would like the opportunity for my brothers to experience shopping for themselves,” I answered. “They have yet to learn about the real-world value of money.”


      I mean, the same goes for me too! If you remove the Patience filter from that statement, it would just be, “I wanna go shopping!”


      “That is a good point. Samuel is also at an age where he could begin learning about money.”


      Samuel was in the same situation as we were, since he had grown up sheltered and wealthy.


      Yay! We’re going shopping!


      Mary didn’t look pleased, but she wasn’t going to argue with the count.


      We climbed back into the carriage and traveled to what appeared to be the most bustling part of town. Of course, it wasn’t like the royal capital of Romano, but it still had a variety of shops to look at, and my adorable angels were mesmerized by the lively townscape.


      “I would like to purchase some seeds to grow plants for dyeing,” I explained to the count.


      As one would expect from the lord of the territory, Count Northcourt was quite familiar with the local businesses. “I believe that the general store over there should have what you are looking for. Are you looking to dye the fabrics that Viscountess Satisford brought over? If that is the case, I shall pay for them.”


      Um, no thank you. I’m dyeing those for fun.


      “Thank you, but I am simply going to be dyeing several pieces to satisfy my own curiosity,” I replied. “It is not a significant endeavor that would require your help.”


      It was very possible that I would fail, so I wanted to work on this project quietly. Also, this would be my first time going shopping by myself, if I didn’t count the times I went shopping at the Burns Trading Company, since Mary and Wyatt had paid on my behalf.


      “Nassius and Henry would like to buy magic stones, father,” Samuel said. “Where can we get them?”


      Perfect timing, Samuel! Magic stones, huh? That makes sense, since they need them to use their magic lamps.


      “We can buy those at that store over there,” the count replied. “Follow me.”


      Count Northcourt took off with Samuel and my brothers, so I headed to the general store with Mary. I wanted to watch over my brothers as they shopped for the first time, but I was also getting to experience my first ever proper shopping trip!


      The general store seemed to carry everything, from pots and fabric to even farming tools. I wanted to take my time exploring their stock, but Mary seemed to feel that it wasn’t becoming of a noble lady to be in a store like this. She kept tugging at my sleeve as if to tell me to hurry.


      I wanted to look through the store a bit more, but if I didn’t hurry up, Mary was going to shop on my behalf. I headed to the back of the store where a middle-aged woman who looked to be the shopkeeper was sitting. Upon noticing us, she seemed surprised and shot up out of her chair.


      “Do you have seeds for rose madder, indigo, and red cabbage?” I asked.


      I didn’t want to use expensive materials—not because I was being stingy, but because those cotton fabrics were going to be purchased by commoners. The fabrics were also imported goods from the southern continent, so any further processing needed to be done as affordably as possible. Of course, it didn’t hurt that spending less up front meant it would hurt less if I ended up failing.


      “We’ve got dyestuffs, but I’m not sure if we’ve got seeds, m’lady.” The woman turned and called out to someone else in the shop. “Anna! Go check the storage for seeds!”


      The girl who had been behind the shopkeeper took off. I was happy to purchase the dyes themselves if the seeds weren’t in stock, but Anna had returned with all the seeds I’d asked for and more. What a nice girl!


      “In that case, I would like to purchase a few each of the rose madder, indigo, purple perilla, red cabbage, and wild grape seeds.” I didn’t need too many, but they proceeded to enthusiastically fill some paper bags with seeds. “I really only need a small amount,” I insisted, but they didn’t seem to be listening.


      “This is why I didn’t want you shopping for yourself, my lady,” Mary chided me in a whisper.


      I’m not even dressed that fancy today. It’s just a casual dress that’s a little bit nicer than my usual clothes. I was wearing the blue dress that I’d worn to the summer palace last year, which had been a recycled hand-me-down that had probably belonged to Lucene. Since I’d grown since last year, I’d tailored it slightly to fit me this year. It was nothing like the brand-new silk gown I’d sewn using the fabric I’d gotten from Aunt Charlotta.


      I looked at Anna’s clothes, and I was quite shocked. Since her family seemed to run a general store, I would’ve thought that she could easily get her hands on fabric and other sewing materials, but she was dressed in an old, gray garment that clearly didn’t fit her.


      Now that I’m taking a closer look, the fabrics they sell here all come in neutral, dark colors like gray, black, and brown. Commoners must not wear bright colors, like the blue dress I’m wearing right now. I guess I don’t know anything about commoners’ lives either.


      In the end, I received bags filled with significantly more seeds than I’d meant to purchase.


      “How much will that be?” I asked. It was too late to ask them to take the extra seeds back.


      “That’ll be fifty tiems.”


      Shoot! I only have a gold ten-rhom coin! Do they have enough change for that?


      “Here you are,” Mary said. “Five bronze ten-tiem coins.” She’d probably realized that they couldn’t make change for my ten-rhom coin, so she ended up paying for me.


      “Thank you very much,” the shopkeeper said.


      As we left, the shopkeeper and her daughter both bowed their heads and saw us off. It was only a fifty-tiem purchase...


      After exiting the store, I handed Mary the gold ten-rhom coin.


      “From now on, I’ll rely on you for my shopping, Mary,” I said.


      It appeared that a noble lady shopping for herself was troublesome not just for the noble, but also for the shopkeepers and clerks as well. There was still a chance that things were different in Romano, so I wasn’t completely giving up yet—I just wasn’t going to go shopping anymore in Northcourt.


      Lesson learned!


    


  



  

    

      Chapter 6: The Murals of the Kazarian Empire


      After visiting the town of Northcourt, we returned to the manor, getting home in time for lunch. My brothers had bought several magic stones, and Samuel had bought several sketchbooks and paints. I feel like he probably had some of those supplies at home already.


      We had planned to study after lunch, which Samuel was now complaining about.


      “It’s summer! Can’t we skip studying for just one day? You said you wanted to visit the Kazarian ruins again, so I bought sketchbooks for us to sketch together!”


      Oh, so Samuel bought multiple to give some to my brothers? That’s so sweet of him.


      “Well, it’s true that I was so focused on preparing my draft for my needle painting that I didn’t get to see the murals of the magic-powered ships. I suppose it would be nice to visit the ruins instead.”


      “Yay!” Samuel and my brothers all cheered.


      It’s summer vacation. A one-day break from studying won’t hurt.




      We’d spent our morning visiting the harbor and the town, and we were going to spend our afternoon visiting the Kazarian ruins. Just like they had been earlier in the day, Mary and the servants were traveling with us. I wonder if the servants are also here as bodyguards.


      “It’s that building!” Samuel exclaimed while pointing.


      I see. The mural is inside those weathered buildings. I definitely only looked at the defensive walls and exteriors last time.


      “The mural of the magic-powered ship is over here, sister,” Nassius said, showing me the way.


      We stepped over crumbled walls and made our way inside.


      “My! These murals really are preserved quite well.”


      I’d been expecting to see more deterioration, but the images painted onto the walls were still clear and discernible.


      The magic-powered ship depicted in the mural reminded me of airships from my previous life. Have there been people other than me who reincarnated into this world? Maybe one of those people was a scientist, and they built an airship powered by magic during the reign of the Kazarian Empire.


      “I’m going to sketch this mural. You should go sketch outside with Samuel and Henry, Nassius.”


      I was so flustered by the possibility of another person having reincarnated into this world that I sent my precious, adorable brother away. I walked up to the wall and inspected the mural more closely. Though there were several cracks, the surface was smooth to the touch, as if it had been coated in some sort of varnish.


      “The more I look at it, the more it looks like an airship,” I muttered to myself, forgetting that Mary was there with me. She gave me a confused look as she heard the unfamiliar term. “I’m going to sketch this mural, Mary,” I told her. “You can find somewhere to sit.”


      Mary seemed to think that I was odd for wanting to sketch the mural, but she just shrugged her shoulders in a resigned manner and found a rock a bit farther away to sit on.


      I resumed inspecting the mural. The magic-powered craft wasn’t a sailing ship—it had several funnels sticking up from the hull, similar to the depiction of the Titanic in the movie.


      “If the person who designed this was from my previous world, I wonder if they reincarnated here some time after World War I,” I mumbled to myself.


      It wasn’t guaranteed that the designer of this craft had been from my previous world, but these designs felt like they’d come from a civilization that preceded my previous life by roughly a century, so it was possible that the reincarnated person was just referencing the technology available during their time.


      The reign of the Kazarian Empire was roughly one thousand years ago, which means that if these are the works of a reincarnated person, then they came here quite a long time ago. Is there some sort of warp in space-time? I guess it’s also possible that someone from the Kazarian Empire coincidentally designed something similar to what existed in my previous life.


      Since I had the precedent of reincarnating into this world, it felt like nothing was outside the realm of possibility.


      “There’s no point in trying to find an answer,” I told myself. “After all, there is no way to find out whether I have the right answer... I must say, Sir Philips would definitely enjoy getting to see these murals.”


      The corners of my mouth naturally turned up as I thought about Philips, who was planning to become a diplomat despite his desire to be an archaeologist. He mentioned that the history club is in dire need of members. Maybe I’ll suggest to Nassius that he should join.


      “Anyway, I should try to get as accurate of a sketch as possible.”


      I could show the sketch to Philips once we were back in school, and Benjamin and President Caesar would perhaps look at it and start champing at the bit to build a ship. Bryce might be surprised as well. I couldn’t help but giggle to myself when I imagined the reactions from my various classmates.


      I ended up spending quite a bit of time to accurately depict the mural in my sketch. Maybe I should make four copies and send one to each of them. It would definitely be easier for them to visit during the summer.


      “I wonder if Samuel and the boys have finished their sketches,” I mumbled to myself, thinking out loud while making my way to Mary. “I’m sorry to have kept you waiting, Mary.”


      Once I stepped out of the dimly lit building, the shining rays of the summer sun blinded me. Mary was also squinting, since she’d been inside with me the entire time.


      “Sister!” Henry exclaimed, jumping down from a spot on the defensive walls that wasn’t too high. He came running toward me.


      Don’t trip! Thanks to his innate proficiency in physical enhancement magic, Henry was able to reach me without incident.


      “Did you draw, Henry?” I asked.


      “Yes, I did! I drew this! Nassius and Sir Samuel also drew things! Right now, they’re walking along the top of the defensive walls!”


      Isn’t that dangerous? I looked around, worried, but the section of the defensive walls they were on top of looked quite sturdy. It wasn’t one of the crumbling areas, so I let out a sigh of relief.


      Henry had sketched his view of the ruins from up on the defensive walls. It was done surprisingly well. My brothers are seriously gifted!


      “Your drawing is incredibly good, Henry,” I raved. “You drew it while looking down at the ruins, right? I’d like to go on top of the walls as well.”


      “You can climb up onto them from over there,” he said, showing me the way.


      Henry brought me to some stairs, which had deteriorated slightly but were still functional.


      “Be careful, sister!” Henry cautioned, holding my hand and escorting me up the steps.


      What an adorable little gentleman!


      We arrived on top of the defensive walls, and I got to enjoy a wonderful view of Port Northcourt.


      “I’d like to sketch this view,” I said.


      I’d been meticulously copying the mural until now, so I was itching to draw the beautiful scenery before me. Mary likely enjoyed the view as well, because she was nodding approvingly.


      I placed my sketchbook onto the ivy-covered surface of the defensive walls and roughly outlined the landscape. Henry took off to regroup with Samuel and Nassius.


      Samuel and Nassius had been quite close for some time now, probably since they were only one year apart in age, but over the course of spending their summer break together, they’d gotten even closer. Though they all got along, Henry was a bit different in personality from the two of them—he was lively, and a bundle of energy. Such thoughts filled my head as I wrapped up my sketch.


      I enjoyed the ocean breeze while walking along the top of the defensive walls and joining Samuel and my brothers.


      “We should head home soon,” I said. “Aunt Lilianna said we were to return in time for tea.”


      We’d ended up spending the entire day having fun, but it was quite productive, since I’d gotten to sketch the magic-powered ship and a bird’s-eye view of the ruins.


      If that magic-powered ship were an airship, it would be filled with something lighter than air, like hydrogen or helium. If I remember correctly, hydrogen led to massive explosions. I think I saw a movie about that. I don’t know how to make helium, but there might be someone out there who does.


      “I wonder if someone at Romano University would know,” I mumbled to myself in the carriage ride home.


      Samuel overheard me.


      “Are you going to attend Romano University, Patience?”


      I couldn’t answer that, because Nassius wasn’t supposed to know yet about the tuition money we’d been rewarded.


      “I was just wondering if a professor at Romano University might know more about the ship on the mural,” I replied.


      Nassius’s gray eyes glimmered with excitement, just as I’d expected—he always loved to learn. I hope he learns a lot when he goes to university!


      His excitement quickly faded and he looked away. He’d probably given up going to Romano University, knowing that the Grangers were too poor to afford the tuition.


      Ugh! If I hadn’t already promised our father to keep it a secret, I could tell him about the money we got! Grrr!


      Samuel noticed the change in Nassius’s demeanor, and an uncomfortable look appeared on his face. As Count Northcourt’s heir, there was no question that he would continue his education at Romano University, so that he could learn about the business side of being a lord and defending one’s territory.


      “Nassius,” Samuel began, about to say something. He immediately changed his mind and shut his mouth. He’d probably wanted to assure Nassius that they would go to university together, but he had enough self-awareness to understand that it wasn’t up to him, a child.


      It’s okay, Samuel. Our tuition has already been covered by a gift!


      “I’m hungry, sister!” Henry suddenly exclaimed, instantly cheering up the slightly gloomy mood in the carriage.


      “I hope we get pancakes today!” Samuel said, having as much of a sweet tooth as ever.


      “Pancakes are so good,” Nassius remarked. He was also quite fond of them.


      I’m so glad he cheered up. I can’t tell you until you’re in the junior division, but you’re going to Romano University, Nassius!




      Samuel’s wishes came true: When we sat for tea after returning from the ruins, we were served pancakes. Since I’d worked up an appetite from all the sketching and walking around the ruins, I quickly cleaned my plate.


      Samuel also seemed quite peckish, because he was onto his second helping. You’re finally slimming down, Samuel. Don’t ruin it by overindulging in dessert.


      My mind had been filled with such trivial thoughts, so I was unprepared for the sudden pile of envelopes brought in on a silver platter by a butler. There were envelopes addressed to Count and Countess Northcourt, ones addressed to Samuel, and some addressed to me.


      “My, these are invitations from the Laforet family and the Moeran family,” Aunt Lilianna remarked gleefully.


      She was definitely enjoying being involved in my prospective engagements, which perhaps were important both for social reasons and as a source of entertainment in this world where people didn’t have many options for recreational activities.


      “There’s an invitation to the summer palace for you, Samuel,” the count said. “Go ahead and open it.”


      In my hands were three envelopes: invitations to Duke Laforet’s home, Count Moeran’s home, and the summer palace.


      First, I opened the invitation to the summer palace. Ugh, really? It says we need to be there on Wednesday. That’s only two days away! I wanted to plant those seeds to start growing plants to use as dyes, and I also want to spend some time analyzing the mural from the ruins. It’s kind of annoying to be called over whenever the queen needs the princesses to let off some steam.


      The bigger problem was going to be the invitation to Duke Laforet’s home. Visiting the summer palace wasn’t so bad, because I would be going with Samuel, my angels, and Angela. It also had the added benefit that if Angela and Princess Jane became friends, I would feel like I’d repaid my debt to Lucene. I always pay my debts! But unlike an invitation to the summer palace, an invitation from the Laforet family likely meant marriage discussions.


      “I feel a bit dreary about having to visit the Laforets, Aunt Lilianna,” I admitted. I didn’t even want to open the invitation. It was one thing if I was just going to see President Albert, but his father, the duke, seemed like he would do anything in order to listen to beautiful music.


      “What do you mean, Patience? You don’t like Sir Albert? He may not be as handsome as Sir Percival, but he is quite good-looking.”


      Unless I explained the situation, my aunt and uncle were never going to change their view that an engagement to Albert was something desirable.


      “During the last Festival of Verdure, Duke Laforet appeared to take a liking to my musical skills. He wanted to ask for my hand himself, so President Albert told him that he was interested in me to stop his father from pursuing me. While I do enjoy music, I do not want it to be my only focus for the rest of my life.”


      Count Northcourt appeared shocked.


      “Duke Laforet was interested in your hand? Yes, that’s right, the duchess is no longer with us... Even so, you are much too young for him.”


      Aunt Lilianna thought for a moment before responding.


      “Sir Albert is young enough to be an appropriate suitor. The only problem then would be whether Duke Laforet changes his mind about Patience...”


      I agreed with my aunt. Now that Albert was going to enroll in Romano University, I would have a few more years before I needed to deal with his proposal—but if Duke Laforet were to change his mind during that time, I would be in trouble. There’s no way I’ll marry him!


      I shivered at the thought of being proposed to by Duke Laforet, and my aunt finally seemed to understand how I felt.


      “It would be difficult to maintain social etiquette while outright declining an invitation from a duke; however, there are ways to ensure that the visit is a short one.”


      “Indeed, there are,” Count Northcourt said in agreement.


      I was relieved to see that they were both against Duke Laforet pursuing me. I wouldn’t have known what to do if they were excited about the prospect of their niece becoming a duchess.


      “What shall we do about the Moeran family?” Aunt Lilianna asked. “Sir Percival has invited you to stay the night and go boating around the lake. Count Moeran is my cousin, so it would be impolite to ignore this generosity and only visit for the day.”


      Oh, Samuel and the angels are all excited about boating. They must remember hearing Percival talk about paddling boats. I definitely feel a lot more comfortable visiting the Moerans, since they’re distant relatives.


      “That sounds like a lovely time,” I replied.


      Since I’d given my approval, Samuel, Nassius, and Henry all lit up with joy.


      “Will Henry be able to join us on the visits?” I asked.


      I finally opened the invitations that I’d been so reluctant to look at. The Laforets had invited Count and Countess Northcourt, Samuel, and me. Neither of my dear angels had been invited. Samuel had probably been invited because he was a member of the music club.


      “My, it looks like Daniel, Valdische, and Klaus have all been invited as well,” I remarked. “It appears they are going to host a recital.”


      As expected, the Laforets really had nothing but music on the mind. Now that I knew that other members of the music club would be going as well, I felt less pressure about the visit.


      “Daniel and the others are going to be there too?!” Samuel exclaimed with a beaming smile.


      Yeah, it’s nice to get to see your friends over summer break. Seeing him happy makes me happy too.


      “It’s unfortunate that Nassius and Henry will have to stay home,” I said.


      Nassius was ten, so it wouldn’t have been unusual if he had been invited, but perhaps their minimum requirement was that he be enrolled in the Royal Academy. It was also possible that musical talent had been the only factor the Laforets considered when issuing invitations, and they didn’t know anything about my brothers’ abilities.


      “It’s all right, sister,” Nassius assured me. “I will spend my time studying with Henry.”


      That’s probably for the best. It will be more comfortable for them to relax here than to have to be at the music-loving Laforet family’s home and quietly listen to music.


      “The invitation from the Moerans says that Nassius and Henry are both invited as well.”


      My angels would probably be fine there, since they were technically family, and it could be fun for them to play in the lake.


      “I get to go too?!” Henry exclaimed. He didn’t seem to mind that he couldn’t go to the recital, but he probably wanted to go boating at the lake, so he was quite happy.


      We would be visiting the summer palace in two days, and Angela was already set to visit tomorrow to study with us, so she could simply stay over and travel with us the next day.


      The recital at the Laforet home was going to be at noon on Saturday, so we would likely have to be there for both lunch and tea.


      “When would we visit the Moerans?” Aunt Lilianna asked. “We must write back to them.”


      I decided to leave that scheduling up to my aunt. As the countess of Northcourt, she likely had plans she had to work around, like social gatherings with the wives of the nobles, knights, and wealthy families in the area.


      “You must write letters thanking Her Majesty and Duke Laforet for their invitations, Patience,” Aunt Lilianna said. “You must write letters as well, Samuel.”


      Just as I’d done before, I prepared thank-you letters to our hosts. Once a date was set for our visit to the Moerans, I would have to write Count Moeran a letter as well.


      “My, you have lovely penmanship, Patience,” Aunt Lilianna remarked. “You should look to her as an example, Samuel.”


      Taking calligraphy has helped so much. I wonder what noble ladies who haven’t taken the class do. Do they have their maids prepare thank-you notes for them? What about love letters? All those thoughts ran through my mind as I wrote. Maybe wealthy nobles have a scrivener on staff.


      The letters would be delivered by servants of the Northcourt household. There was a postal system, but if a recipient was close, things were often hand-delivered by household staff. For items that needed to travel a long distance, it was common to go through the adventurer’s guild.


      “I would like to send out some other letters as well, Aunt Lilianna,” I said. “Will it be costly if they need to travel a far distance?”


      President Caesar had said he would be returning to Romano at the end of July, so he was probably still in the Burns duchy. Benjamin, Philips, and Bryce were likely all still back in their family’s territories as well.


      “My, what are these?” my aunt asked. There was some anticipation in her voice, but unfortunately for her, these were not love letters.


      “I have some friends I believe would be interested in the Kazarian ruins, so I wanted to tell them about the site,” I explained.


      “Who are you sending them to?” Count Northcourt asked, sounding worried. “If they live far away, the postage costs can get quite high.”


      “I’d like to send letters to Sir Caesar Burns, Sir Benjamin Priest, Sir Philips Cassidy, and Sir Bryce Ankermann.”


      “My!” Aunt Lilianna exclaimed with joy, which I should have expected because I was sending letters to the homes of Duke Burns, Marquess Priest, Count Cassidy, and Count Ankermann. “Will your friends be coming here to visit the ruins?”


      Oh, I hadn’t thought about that.


      “If they are going to come, they are welcome to stay at the manor,” Count Northcourt said. “You can include that in your letters.”


      It seemed that Count Northcourt was also welcoming of high-ranking nobles.


      My friendship with Caesar was probably the most exciting for them, since Duke Burns seemed quite rich. Aunt Lilianna’s eyes were sparkling with excitement.


      “They would only be visiting to see the ruins, and I am not even sure if they would want to visit in the first place,” I reminded them. I need them to calm down!


      I returned to my room and made copies of my drawing of the magic-powered airship, then I wrote my letters. I hope the gold ten-rhom coin I gave Mary is enough to cover the postage.


      “Tomorrow, I’m going to plant those seeds before Angela gets here!” I declared to myself.


      The day after that would be our visit to the summer palace. Princess Margaret is definitely going to lose her mind if she finds out about the recital at the Laforet home. I definitely need to keep it a secret from her! Wait, actually, would it be better to have her there with me? No, no. I’m sure I’ll be fine, since my aunt and uncle will be there.




      It was the next day, and I was asking Aunt Lilianna where I could plant the seeds for my dye ingredients, which I’d wanted to take care of before Angela arrived for her household magic lessons.


      “My, there’s no need for you to grow your own plants,” Aunt Lilianna remarked. “You could have simply bought the dyes. As long as you avoid the garden out front, you may plant them wherever you like.”


      Aunt Lilianna seemed quite uninterested in gardening. If I were her, I would also leave the front yard as is, since that space is needed for people to evacuate to during emergencies. But I would fill the backyard with fruiting trees and herb gardens. A vegetable garden would be nice too! Oh, I would definitely plant roses. I have a bad habit of prioritizing food. OG Patience would probably be exasperated with me.


      These days, I no longer felt the original Patience scolding me, and I rarely ever felt her reactions. Was the original Patience just going to disappear? If that happened, would it mean I had no way of returning to my old world?


      Well, even if I had the choice to go back, I wouldn’t—at least not until my dear angels are independent and taking care of themselves! If I went home now, I’d end up going insane from how worried I’d be about them.


      Mary was cooperative when it came to dyeing activities, but she was critical of me doing yard work.


      “There is no need for you to do such things, my lady,” she insisted.


      I ignored her and started tilling an empty corner of the garden. It was times like this that I fully relied on my household magic.


      “Till the soil and create five rows of seedbeds!” I incanted.


      After that, Mary helped me sow the indigo, red cabbage, wild grape, rose madder, and purple perilla seeds. Then we watered them, and I finished things off by giving the seeds a little magical nudge.


      “My, they’re already sprouting,” Mary remarked. No matter how many times she’d seen my magic, she was always surprised by it.


      I wasn’t one to talk, since I was always a bit surprised by my own magic as well. After all, I’d come from a world where magic didn’t exist.


      “Angela should be arriving soon,” I remarked. “I wonder how I should go about teaching her household magic.”


      I was aware that my magic was a bit strange, but this was all I knew. I wasn’t sure if I should be following textbook spells, or if I should teach her my unconventional but useful spells.


      “Well, I have heard that Lady Angela will be moving into the dorms,” Mary pointed out. “I believe that she will face inconveniences without the aid of an attendant. Perhaps you could focus on teaching her how to make up for the lack of an attendant with household magic.”


      Mary never usually spoke up about magic. Mia, Angela’s attendant, had likely talked to Mary about her concerns.


      “That’s a good point. If she’s in the deluxe rooms, the dorm maid will keep it clean, so she won’t have to worry about that. She would probably have an easier time if she could use magic to keep her clothes tidy and her hair neat.”


      I thought about what things Mia would likely do for Angela in her daily life, and what she would need to do in the dorms on her own, and I began to develop a better sense of what sort of spells I should teach her. Though I had some direction, that didn’t guarantee I’d be able to teach her well.




      Angela and Lucene arrived before lunch, and of course, Angela’s attendant Mia was with them as well.


      “Welcome,” Aunt Lilianna said, greeting them. She was quite close with Lucene, with whom she’d apparently been friends even prior to this summer.


      “Is it really all right that you’re handling everything, Aunt Lilianna?” Lucene asked. “Can I help with the visit to the summer palace tomorrow?”


      Before our second invitation to the summer palace, it had already been decided that Angela would be staying here for three days this week to study with us and learn some household magic from me. The visit to the summer palace had just been added to that existing schedule.


      “Of course it’s all right,” our aunt reassured my cousin. “Samuel and the others have been invited as well, so it’s no trouble for them to all be going together.”


      I want to cry... I get I’m going to be riding separately from my angels again, but Angela also can’t be alone, so there’s not much that can be done... It’s okay. My brothers might be my precious angels, but Angela is adorable too.


      After lunch, Lucene left to return to Satisford. According to her, a large passenger ship was going to be arriving in Port Satisford, and a noble family she was acquainted with was aboard that ship. She had to return so she could welcome them to her home.


      I’d learned through observing both Lucene and Aunt Lilianna that the wives of noblemen were actually quite busy. Not only did they have relationships to maintain with local nobles, but they would have to regularly be in Romano to participate in high society.


      Things were especially busy when they had guests. Of course, it would be a giant group of servants who were actually doing the work, but noblewomen had to manage the affair, which included a variety of considerations, such as directing all of the servants and planning the menu.


      Ever since I’d reincarnated into this world as Patience, I’d thought that I would never get married, since I was the daughter of a poor viscount. However, now I had two prospective suitors. When I looked at Aunt Lilianna and Lucene, though they were very elegant in their beautiful gowns, I wasn’t sure if their life was what I wanted for myself. Perhaps my values from my previous life had instilled a desire in me to be independent and have a career.


      In that regard, Percival’s proposal was more enticing than Albert’s, since I would get to work as a diplomat. Would that still involve going to a bunch of parties? I haven’t learned enough about what being a diplomat entails in this world.


      Usually we would be going swimming or horseback riding after lunch, but today, I was going to be teaching Angela household magic. While we had our magic lesson, Samuel and my brothers were going to practice sword fighting.


      “You won’t be able to have an attendant with you in the dorms,” I explained to Angela. “You must be able to get dressed and do your hair on your own. Using household magic to do these tasks will not only make them easier, but you will also get lovely results.”


      I felt bad undoing Mia’s adorable work, but I had to untie the bows in Angela’s hair to show her how to style it with magic.


      “Do you see how your hair has bends in it from where the bows were tied? We’re going to smooth that out using household magic.”


      I also had bows in my hair, which Mary had styled so I could demonstrate the spell for Angela.


      “Straighten out!” I incanted.


      “My, your hair actually straightened out!”


      My hair was now smooth and straight, with no sign of the bows that had been tying it up before.


      “To actually tie your hair up, you’ll need to use a comb and bows, but once you’ve tied your hair, you can use household magic to further style it.”


      I put my hair into a half-up half-down style with a bow, then I wrapped locks of hair around my fingers and incanted, “Curl!”


      “I didn’t know that you could curl hair without a hair iron,” Angela remarked.


      I had Angela try casting the spells herself, and she wasn’t completely successful, but that was only because her hair had not only been tied up, but curled into tight coils.


      “As of right now, you should be able to take care of any mild bedhead,” I informed her. “With some more practice, you will get even better at doing so.”


      At school, I did both my own hair and Princess Maragret’s hair every morning, so I got double the practice.


      I wonder if Angela will have to style Princess Jane’s hair. She hasn’t been appointed as her lady’s maid, has she?


      Angela seemed to be having trouble actually tying her hair up. I was curious as to whether it normally took this long, but perhaps it wasn’t unusual, considering that Mia always did her hair.


      “I don’t know if I’ll be fine on my own with hair like this,” Angela said, disappointed as she looked in the mirror. Mia was watching from behind, and she also looked worried. She had interlocked her fingers, visibly trying to stop herself from helping.


      “If you get this far, you can use household magic to do the rest,” I assured her as she shrunk down dejectedly. “Become neat!”


      “My! All the strands that were sticking out are now tucked away.”


      It wasn’t as nice as the styling that Mia had done, but it was now tidy.


      “From here, you can make any adjustments you like. Try wrapping your hair around your finger and curling it.” I wrapped her hair around my own finger and demonstrated the spell again. “Curl! Go on, try it yourself.” Practice makes perfect!


      “Curl?” she said unconfidently. Sadly, an incantation like that wasn’t going to be very effective.


      “Um, well, it can help to have an image in your mind of the curls you think are nice, and cast the spell while thinking about that.”


      Once Angela seemed to have an image in mind, she tried again.


      “Curl!”


      Her hair had become curled into tightly coiled ringlets. I liked looser curls, but that was only a matter of personal preference.


      “You did very well!” I said, praising her. “I think we should stop here for today.”


      Angela seemed tired, and I was definitely beat.


      “Um, my mother instructed me to study other things with you as well, Lady Patience,” Angela said. “I am to go over academic subjects, music, and embroidery with you...”


      Is Lucene a tiger mom or something? I don’t mind tutoring her, but I think that’s too much for one day.


      “After we can take a break, perhaps we could have some fun playing the hanon.”


      Angela’s face immediately lit up. It was as clear as day that she loved music, and that she definitely didn’t like horseback riding.


    


  



  

    

      Chapter 7: Our Second Visit to the Summer Palace


      It was Wednesday, and we were scheduled to visit the summer palace. I was a bit sad about not getting to ride in the same carriage as my brothers, but the time ended up flying by. Angela perhaps felt more comfortable with me now, so we’d spent the entire ride chatting about all sorts of things. Though she was opening up to me, she still insisted on calling me “Lady Patience,” which wasn’t too surprising since my brothers still respectfully addressed me as “sister.”


      My chat with the queen ended quite quickly today, and I didn’t have to address any complicated topics this time.


      “I’d like to ride somewhere far away!” Princess Jane exclaimed.


      I joined Samuel, Angela, and my dear angels to go riding, just as the second princess wished. Perhaps both Prince Keith and Princess Margaret had felt sympathy for Princess Jane after how strict their mother had been with their little sister, because they both easily agreed.


      “You need to practice riding more, Patience,” Princess Margaret groaned.


      I was such a terrible rider that even Princess Margaret, who loved music more than anything else, wanted me to spend more time on horseback.


      A year ago, Prince Marcus had been slowly being led around on a horse at walking pace, just like me, but he’d improved enormously since then. During our last visit, he had been jumping over small obstacles with Angela, and today, he was controlling his steed with impressive skill.


      This sucks!


      It went without saying that Samuel was good at horseback riding, since he was a member of the riding club, and both Nassius and Henry were steering their horses with ease. There was no way a member of the knight club could get away without a proficiency in horseback riding, so Prince Keith was, of course, skilled. In fact, it was frustrating how good he was.


      “You need to be able to ride at least as well as Angela,” Prince Keith remarked.


      I don’t need you pointing that out. I already know I’m the worst rider here.


      “I will lead the way for Princess Margaret, Lady Patience, and Lady Angela,” Lady Eugenia, the majestic lady knight, offered, since she had been accompanying us. “Please feel free to ride ahead with your guests, Prince Keith.”


      Princess Margaret was also quite talented on horseback, but she’d stayed behind only because she wasn’t very motivated. The boys and Princess Jane were ahead of us, led by knights as well. I was struggling just trying to keep up with Princess Margaret and Angela.


      “If you are ever invited to a hunt, there will be no need to rush,” Lady Eugenia assured me with a kind smile. “You can always take your time and follow behind.”


      Lady Eugenia’s kindness was incredibly heartwarming, and I even felt motivated to practice riding a bit more.


      “The only thing you need to do is stay on your horse,” Princess Margaret remarked. “You’re thinking about it too hard, Patience. Your horse can sense your anxiety.”


      The princess made it sound so easy, but that was exactly what I was trying to do—I was terrified of falling off my horse, which was what made me so anxious. Eventually, Lady Eugenia took hold of my horse’s reins, and I somehow made it to our destination.


      “Thank you very much,” I said, thanking Lady Eugenia as she helped me down from my horse.


      “There is no need to thank me, Lady Patience,” she replied. “It is my honor to have been of help to you.”


      Gosh, she’s so cool!


      Lady Eugenia helped Angela next, whose cheeks were slightly flushed by the lady knight’s chivalry.




      After the long-distance ride, we arrived at our destination, an incredibly beautiful place covered in wildflowers. Some servants had gotten here ahead of everyone to set up a canopy tent, where Prince Keith, Prince Marcus, Princess Jane, Samuel, Nassius, and Henry were all sitting and drinking juice. Our late-arriving group made our way there and joined them.


      “You’re late,” Prince Keith remarked.


      You don’t need to point it out. We know.


      Though I hadn’t become a fan, I did feel a bit more inclined to practice riding on horseback, all thanks to Lady Eugenia.


      I wonder if people here know the story “The North Wind and the Sun.”


      Prince Keith had gotten acquainted with Samuel during our study sessions, and he was discussing all sorts of things with him.


      Shoot, I forgot to make sure Samuel stays quiet! I hope he doesn’t bring up our other plans.


      “It’s a bit boring this year without Richard,” Prince Keith lamented. As always, he really loved his brother. I’d heard enough already, but Samuel was listening intently.


      Next to me was Princess Margaret, who sighed because she knew what was going on behind the scenes with Prince Richard’s absence. She probably sympathized with his fiancée, Princess Lumiella, but she was also probably not enthusiastic about looking after her at school—I felt the same way.


      Getting married off to another country sounds like a lot of work. I really hope that doesn’t happen to Princess Margaret. Wait... If that happens, she’ll get to be a queen. Maybe it’s not so bad after all?


      I didn’t have the same sensibilities as the people of this world, so I couldn’t determine what was more favorable. After all, I never would have met, let alone spoken to a royal during my previous life.


      Henry and Nassius were chatting with Prince Marcus, perhaps drawn together by the fact that they hadn’t enrolled in the Royal Academy yet. The same applied to Princess Jane and Angela, but maybe the fact that they were both girls also helped bring them together.


      Prince Marcus was quite reserved, but to my surprise, he seemed to be getting along really well with Henry. I wonder if it’s his first time being friends with someone his own age.


      “You’re really good on horseback, Henry,” the third prince remarked. “Do you practice regularly?”


      “Yes, I practice with Nassius three times a week,” Henry politely responded.


      “Really? Getting to practice with your brother sounds nice,” Prince Marcus said, envious, likely because until the age of ten, children were looked after by caretakers.


      Henry seemed to be struggling with how to respond, and Nassius stepped in to help.


      “It’s very nice that you get to be with Prince Keith here at the summer palace, Prince Marcus.”


      “It is!”


      Talking to Prince Marcus probably felt a bit lacking for Nassius, due to the third prince’s younger age, but Nassius was a sweet boy, so he was accommodating the other two.


      I was enjoying some juice while watching the various conversations take place around me, but the peace was quickly disturbed by Samuel.


      “Several members of the music club have been invited to Duke Laforet’s home this Saturday.”


      Did Prince Keith ask him about his plans for the weekend?


      I’d been so exhausted from riding that I hadn’t heard what prompted this discussion. I wanted to shut Samuel up, but unfortunately, he was seated too far away from me. I prayed that Princess Margaret hadn’t heard what he said, but of course, she would never miss a discussion about music.


      “My, Patience! Members of the music club are invited to Duke Laforet’s?”


      “Yes,” I replied, keeping my response short and simple. It was just the other day that she’d laughed about how I was enjoying my youth when I’d brought up the verbal invitation.


      “I’m a member of the music club too. Why haven’t I been invited?”


      I assume that’s because you’re a princess. It would be rude to send an invitation to a royal while they’re relaxing at the summer palace. If that was allowed, the royals would be swamped with invitations, and they wouldn’t get a vacation.


      Since I wasn’t talking, Princess Margaret decided to target Samuel instead.


      “Who else is invited, Samuel?”


      Samuel finally seemed to understand that this was headed in a bad direction. Too late, cousin!


      “Daniel, Klaus, and Valdische have been invited as well, since they are distant relatives of Duke Laforet.”


      That doesn’t work as an explanation, Samuel. If they’re invited because they’re relatives, then why were your family and I invited, when we have no relationship to them? Samuel needs to learn social awareness.


      I wasn’t sure how to proceed. If Princess Margaret came along, I wouldn’t be as worried about Duke Laforet, but that would break the royal family’s rules about not attending social events while staying at the summer palace.


      Princess Margaret seemed to also be thinking of that rule.


      “I’m sure mother wouldn’t allow it,” she dispiritedly remarked.


      This is why I didn’t want to tell her. I knew it would end in disappointment. This is my mistake—I should’ve made sure that Samuel wouldn’t say anything.


      I’d probably overlooked this possibility because I’d been distracted by the mural at the Kazarian ruins, wondering if there had been anyone else who’d reincarnated into this world from my previous one.


      Thinking about things that don’t lead to profit just leads to failure.


      My second visit to the summer palace ended on an uncomfortable note. On the bright side, Angela had gotten closer with Princess Jane, as did Samuel with Prince Keith. It even seemed like Henry and Prince Marcus were getting along.


      Since Henry was so active and Prince Marcus was more reserved, I’d worried that they might not get along too well, but the visit today was proof that you never knew who might end up becoming friends. Man, I’m really not doing a great job at being a big sister.


      “Let’s go swimming tomorrow, sister!” Nassius suggested, trying to cheer me up.


      He sure is an observant kid. You could learn a thing or two from Nassius, Samuel. To be fair, though, his sisters are quite a bit older than him, so he basically grew up like an only child; he might not be able to help his behavior.


      “That sounds lovely,” I replied, then I turned to my youngest cousin. “Would you like to go swimming, Angela?”


      It appeared she knew how to swim, because Angela was happily nodding in response. When it came to Angela’s family, describing her brothers as young would be an understatement, as they were a toddler and an infant. If I were in her position, I would be doting on my adorable little brothers, but here, children that young were mainly cared for by a caretaker, so she only got to see her brothers a handful of times each day.


      I hope the recital at the Laforets’ this Saturday gets canceled, I naively wished while we made our way home to Northcourt manor.




      Thinking about our visit to the Laforets’ this Saturday filled me with dread, but I was determined to enjoy my summer break regardless of that. There was fun to be had, but we still had to study in the morning.


      Wow, Samuel isn’t complaining about studying. He’s grown so much!


      “You’re probably going to skip ahead to your second year as soon as you enter the academy,” Samuel said to Nassius. “You’ll probably accelerate again the following year. I want to be classmates with you!”


      Samuel was likely right, since Nassius was so skilled. My angels are super smart!


      “Let’s study together, Samuel!”


      I was confident that Nassius and Samuel would be able to cultivate a friendly rivalry and rely on each other’s strengths. Samuel was better at music, riding, sword fighting, and dancing, while Nassius was, of course, better at academic subjects.


      When it comes to these two, I should make sure to respect their independence. I’ll just keep an eye on them while focusing on tutoring Henry and Angela.


      “You’ve made a lot of progress this summer, Henry,” I remarked. Despite it being summer break, we spent all our mornings studying, so Henry had learned almost everything he needed to know before enrolling in the royal academy. “Oh! Would you like to learn calligraphy, Henry? You could learn to have wonderful penmanship like father does.”


      Henry had three more years before he was to enroll in the Royal Academy, and his penmanship was plenty adequate. Still, while it wasn’t messy, his writing did appear as if he prioritized speed over neatness.


      “Calligraphy?” Henry repeated. “I would like that! You have great penmanship too, sister!”


      As an example, I wrote out “Henry Granger” in cursive.


      “Keep practicing until you can write your name out in smooth strokes.”


      Henry was practicing so diligently, which was insanely adorable, that I was overwhelmed with the urge to kiss him. It’ll embarrass him if I kiss him in front of Samuel and Angela, so I’ll just do it later!


      “Are there any subjects you have trouble with?” I asked Angela.


      When I had first started tutoring Samuel, I’d started with his favorite subjects, but I didn’t feel the need to do that with Angela. She’d grown resilient through Lucene’s strong push toward education, so it seemed best to focus on strengthening her weaknesses.


      “I have trouble with math,” Angela admitted.


      Many of the female students at the academy seemed to have trouble with math. I wonder if they all go into it thinking they’ll be bad at it, which puts them at a disadvantage. I’m not particularly good at math either. I just have my memories from my previous life to help me.


      “In that case, let’s focus on studying math,” I said. “Don’t worry, it’s not actually hard.” I looked through the math books that Angela had brought with her, and it appeared she had been struggling with fractions. I get it, Angela. Fractions are hard. Wait, no, I just told her math isn’t hard! “It looks like you’re practicing adding and subtracting fractions. Let’s first work on adding them.”


      I had Angela solve some problems, and judging from her performance, it would be for the best if we started from scratch. I really should sell those learning toys I made for teaching Samuel about fractions. Since I didn’t have those tools on hand, I drew a diagram to explain how fractions work.


      “Let’s say we have one apple that we split between us. How would you show that in a fraction?” This should be an easy question.


      “We each have one half,” Angela answered.


      “Now, let’s say that we got one more apple, and Samuel and Nassius joined us. How would that look split among the four of us?” It’s two apples split between four people.


      “Um, would each person get one fourth?”


      Well, that’s kind of right, since everyone has one fourth of all the apples available. But that’s mathematically wrong.


      I drew two apples, then drew a line through each one to divide them in half.


      “Oh, wait! It’s one half,” Angela remarked.


      That’s right!


      “If you write this out as a mathematical expression, it’s two divided by four, which can also be written as two over four, which is...?”


      Angela’s face lit up as if a light bulb had turned on in her head.


      “It’s one half! Fractions are actually kind of fun!”


      Henry, who’d been working on his calligraphy, curiously peeked over.


      “Why don’t you come join us, Henry? Let’s study fractions together!”


      Having gotten bored of writing his name out over and over, Henry jumped out of his seat and ran toward us. Angela was surprised at first, but she immediately started getting along with Henry, since he was just like a friendly puppy.


      Getting to teach my adorable younger brother and adorable cousin about fractions is so much fun!


      “For our next session, I’ll have some toys ready that will help us study fractions while having fun,” I said.


      “Toys?!” Angela and Henry both exclaimed, buzzing with excitement.


      Samuel and Nassius heard what was going on and joined in on the conversation.


      “Those toys helped me understand fractions!” Samuel chimed in.


      “Wow, that’s amazing!” Nassius replied, surprised despite the fact that he hadn’t needed any toys himself. “I think there are a lot of children who find fractions difficult, sister. I hope everyone will be able to use them!”


      Ugh, Nassius is truly an angel. He wants to help people, while I was thinking about selling my toys to make a profit. Well, regardless of our intentions, making the educational toys available will accomplish the goal of helping people learn.


      “Absolutely. Once we’re back in Romano, I’ll speak to the Burns Trading Company about them. I think it would be good to make some samples for them as well.”


      Nassius’s admiring gaze was hurting me. I’ll ask them to make the toys as affordable as possible. Suddenly, my mind was full of other potential ideas, like the flashcards I’d made to learn vocabulary and history. It would also be great to have one of those toys for toddlers that teaches them shapes, where there are differently shaped holes and you stick colorful wooden blocks into them.


      It wasn’t my fault that my thoughts always drifted toward making money—really. The Grangers were just too poor. Even though we were both families holding the peerage of viscount, if I had been reincarnated into this world as a Satisford, I probably would’ve been content with just spoiling my adorable younger brothers.


      No, no. I’m glad I reincarnated into the Granger family. Nassius and Henry are the sweetest little angels!




      It was the afternoon, which meant it was time to go swimming! Angela was a surprisingly good swimmer. Since Henry was proficient in physical enhancement magic, he’d picked up swimming quite quickly.


      Nassius was getting lessons from Samuel. During our morning study session, Nassius had been the one helping Samuel, so their roles were reversed now.


      After swimming a bit myself, I headed to the shaded area that had been prepared for us, where Mary handed me some juice. While resting, I cooled the rest of the juice for everyone else. I got to enjoy the blue skies, sparkling ocean, and the sight of my adorable angels swimming while sipping on a cold glass of juice—it was pure bliss.


      After a year and a half of living in this world, my life had improved quite a bit, and my father was going to return to work in the fall. It felt like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. I enjoyed the sea breeze and nearly drifted off, but then Samuel and the others came to take a break as well.


      “Hey, Patience! Are you sleeping?”


      You’re so loud, Samuel. I’ll stay awake, though. I don’t want to waste my precious time at the beach with my beloved angels.


      “My! I’ll have you know I’m awake, Samuel. I was simply enjoying the sea breeze.”


      I chilled the juice once more, then we all enjoyed a glass.


      “Let’s go for another swim!” Samuel exclaimed. “We can go home after that!”


      I ran off with everyone toward the water, but I was so slow that even Angela left me in the dust. I don’t think a lack of physical ability is Patience’s problem. She’s just programmed to be way too ladylike.


      “Did you learn how to swim last year, sister?” Nassius asked while he was practicing with Samuel.


      Is he confused why an uncoordinated person like me could learn to swim so quickly?


      “Yes, I did. I practiced during my time at the summer palace. I’m sure you will be able to swim with enough practice.”


      It was then that I realized that Nassius was the only one here who couldn’t swim. There were kickboard-like floatation devices at the summer palace, but we didn’t have any here. I’d like to make some for them.


      “I’d like to make some toys that can float too,” I muttered, continuing my thought out loud. “It would be fun to have things that bob around in the water.”


      I thought back to swimming accessories from my previous life, like pool floats in the shape of swans and dolphins. Since this was a beach and not a pool, if I were to make floats like that, they would have to be secured to the shore to ensure we didn’t get carried away by the tide.


      “I feel like I could make something using slime powder and quartz sand... Oh, I almost forgot! I also wanted to do some research on Magius’s cape over the summer!”


      Making pool floats sounded like lots of fun, but since Henry planned on becoming a knight, I absolutely had to succeed in recreating Magius’s cape. I wanted to protect my adorable younger brother from getting injured as much as possible.


      Northcourt manor has a dyeing studio! That would be a great place to do some alchemy.


    


  



  

    

      Chapter 8: Visiting the Laforet Mansion


      It was Friday, and Angela was going home today, which I was a bit sad about. Now that I think about it, I guess my only female friends in this world are the three girls from weaving. They’re not in Class A, so I only get to see them during my electives. Actually, we might be more acquaintances than friends. I’d thought that always being with Princess Margaret was what made me unapproachable to the other students in the home economics track, but I now realized that we only had sewing and foreign language together; my limited contact with them was probably a bigger obstacle to building friendships.


      “I don’t have many female friends,” I remarked. I’d had a lot of friends during my previous life, so I was a bit shocked by this revelation. Angela had gotten quite comfortable around me, so we’d been chatting a lot more. I was sad to see her go.


      “That’s quite normal for a noble lady, Patience,” my aunt informed me as we watched Angela’s carriage take off. “You’re not a commoner who casually spends their time roaming around town. You will have more friends once you make your societal debut. Also, you are Princess Margaret’s lady’s maid.”


      That’s true, but serving her isn’t the same as being her friend. Although, I will say that Princess Margaret and I are a lot friendlier than we used to be. It wasn’t directly from her, but through being a lady’s maid, I did get money to go to university... I feel like that transactional aspect of our relationship is the main obstacle keeping us from being friends. Attending the Royal Academy should give me plenty of opportunities to make female friends... Oh, wait. Maybe I’m having a hard time because I’m enrolled in the civil service track and a member of the alchemy club. Those are two areas made up of mostly male students.




      After seeing Angela off, the rest of my morning was to be dedicated to studying. Samuel and I had been invited to a recital, so I had to inform my angels of the sections they needed to study while we were gone.


      “You should study up to here,” I said, instructing both Nassius and Henry what content to go over. “As for you, Henry, if you have any questions, ask Nassius, okay?”


      I was confident that Nassius could handle teaching Henry. The only reason I’d continued to lead his studies was because I wanted to keep tutoring my adorable little brother.


      “Yes, sister!” they both responded.


      Once I had them prepared for tomorrow, it was time for Samuel and me to have a meeting about the recital.


      “I’d like to play a lute piece as well, but you’re just much better than I, Samuel.”


      I’d planned on practicing playing the lute over summer break, but it felt like all of my time was spent on horseback riding. Darn it!


      “You’ve got it pretty easy though, Patience. Since you compose so many songs, it’ll be easy to avoid picking the same piece as someone else.”


      Samuel and I played some pieces together, then we concluded our recital preparations. Well, at least in terms of practicing music—my preparations with Aunt Lilianna were just getting started.


      “What gown are you planning to wear tomorrow?” my aunt asked, starting off with an outfit inspection.


      I was just going to wear the gown I usually wear to the summer palace. Is that okay?


      I asked Mary to bring the gown over, and Aunt Lilianna took a look at it.


      “It’s nice, but it may be a little simple.”


      Noble ladies in Lawrence often wore gowns that were overembellished for my tastes, so my own gowns were relatively simple. Aunt Lilianna’s wardrobe was also relatively tame, so I’d expected her to be on board with my choice.


      “You wear this with a bow of a matching color, right? I think it may be good to elevate the outfit with some accessories.”


      Unfortunately, the Grangers were poor, so I didn’t own any jewelry. My internal complaints didn’t last long, because Aunt Lilianna had a maid bring her a jewelry box.


      “These are the accessories my daughters wore before they were married. They’re a bit too cute for a married woman to wear, so I’ve held on to them. I think they would be perfect for a girl your age.”


      Wait, I can have these? I accepted the jewelry box from her.


      “Thank you!”
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      I opened the box to find it filled with intricate accessories made of gold, an adorable flower brooch, a ring with a small gemstone, and a necklace with a small pearl.


      “Isn’t this quite valuable?” I hesitantly asked.


      Pearls were expensive here. Princess Margaret didn’t bring them to the dorms, but I’d seen her wear them to dinners at the summer palace.


      “These pearls aren’t from the ocean, so they weren’t too expensive,” my aunt reassured me. “You can use them regularly.”


      Oh, we had freshwater pearls in my previous life too. Maybe if the waters here were a little warmer, they could have a pearl farm.


      Mary put the necklace on me, and for this young noble lady, it added plenty of elegance.


      “It suits you very well,” Aunt Lilianna remarked. “That reminds me, what is the plan for your social debut?”


      Urgh, that’s a heavy topic.


      I was going to be making my societal debut with Princess Margaret and Princess Lumiella. There were plenty of things I was nervous about, including the fact that I had no idea what sort of person Princess Lumiella would be.


      “Her Majesty has instructed me to make my debut in the fall of next year together with Princess Margaret,” I replied. “I am worried it might be too early.”


      “Oh my!” my aunt excitedly gasped, clasping her hands together. “What a wonderful opportunity that is from Her Majesty Queen Victoria! It’s an incredible honor! It’s true that thirteen is a slightly young age to be making your debut, but since you will be in your second year of the senior division, I believe that it will be perfectly fine.”


      I kept the bit about Princess Lumiella to myself. It would come out soon enough anyways, since people would likely speculate about her engagement to Prince Richard as soon as she enrolled in the academy. After all, a marriage was the most probable reason for a Cordovian princess to study abroad at the Royal Academy of Lawrence.


      I was completely overwhelmed by Aunt Lilianna’s enthusiasm. I hadn’t realized how much of an honor it was to be debuting at the behest of the queen. I hadn’t been part of high society during my previous life, so I’d had no experience whatsoever with social debuts.


      “Since your mother is no longer with us, either Amalia, Charlotta, or myself will attend the event as your guardian.”


      I’d seen the very role she was talking about in European movies from my previous life. My only impression of them were noblewomen sitting around, hiding their faces behind handheld fans while gossiping. I guess having a married noblewoman as a guardian at your debut is just another one of those high-society rules. How troublesome.




      We had to be at the Laforet mansion before lunch, which meant it was still early in the morning when Mary woke me up and started getting me ready. Once I was dressed, she put the freshwater pearl necklace I’d received from my aunt around my neck.


      “My, it suits you very well, my lady.”


      Mary had initially been quite critical of Aunt Lilianna, since she hadn’t helped us out in our time of need, but she’d grown more fond of the countess during this visit. She was also pleased that I was accessorizing like a proper noble lady. My mother’s accessories had all been sold, which was understandable.


      After a quick breakfast, I gave both Nassius and Henry thorough goodbyes, then I boarded the carriage. For our trip today, Samuel and I would be riding with his parents. Mary, Aunt Lilianna’s attendant, and the valets were in the second carriage. Both were being accompanied by guards.


      “Since I will be acting as your guardian, you must not leave my side without my permission, Patience,” my aunt instructed.


      Even if she hadn’t said that, I had no intentions of leaving her side today. What if they don’t let me leave? That would be terrifying! I’d become more cautious of Duke Laforet after Princess Margaret had so thoroughly scolded me for being too unwary. I had a habit of reverting to my sensibilities from my previous life and assuming that I was safe from marriage because I was an eleven-year-old child.


      Princess Margaret had really chewed me out, trying to get it through my head that nobles here could be scary. It was one of the several nonmusic topics we’d discussed recently, as we had been chatting more like friends these days. Even so, if someone asked me whether we were friends, I wouldn’t be sure how to respond.


      As various thoughts drifted through my mind, I began to nod off. After all, it was quite early in the morning. Samuel seemed like he was getting drowsy as well, and we both fell asleep not long after, leaning against each other for support.


      “We’re almost there, Samuel, Patience,” Aunt Lilianna called out.


      I opened my eyes, realizing I’d dozed off, and I quickly sat back up. Samuel also seemed flustered that we’d been so close to each other, and he scooted to the other end of the bench.


      “You were both sleeping like logs,” Count Northcourt said with a chuckle.


      Well, I guess it’s not a bad thing, since I get to save my energy for the recital. I’m going to get through this!




      Though I’d visited once before, I was still stunned by just how massive the Laforet mansion was. My previous visit had been when I was accompanying the royal family, so the household staff had all gathered outside to welcome Her Majesty and Their Highnesses, but this time our welcome wasn’t so grand.


      Our carriage came to a stop in front of the mansion, and a butler welcomed us. Count Northcourt exited the carriage first, then he held his hand out for Aunt Lilianna. Samuel exited the carriage next, and he escorted me out.


      It hadn’t been that long ago that Samuel was a pouty boy who hated studying. He’d grown so much, and as his older cousin, I was proud of him.


      We made our way to the drawing room, where Daniel Kimberly, Valdische McFarlane, and Klaus Archer were all waiting with their families. I remember hearing that they’re distant relatives of the Laforets. I wonder if they live nearby.


      “Welcome, Patience!” Duke Laforet appeared, dressed in extravagant clothing, and enthusiastically greeted me. “Thank you for coming all this way!”


      I decided to stay safe by standing slightly behind the Northcourts. Sir Charles appeared soon after, smiling at his father as a signal to not ignore my aunt and uncle by going straight for me. He proceeded to greet the count and countess. Smiles are a terrifying tool.


      Albert was excitedly asking Daniel and the others whether they’d composed anything over the summer, and he hadn’t noticed our arrival. Do you see now, Aunt Lilianna? Albert is no good!


      Sir Charles proceeded to introduce the Northcourts to Count and Countess Kimberly, Viscount and Viscountess McFarlane, and Viscount and Viscountess Archer—this was all supposed to be Duke Laforet’s job, as the host.


      “Have you written any new songs, Patience?” the duke asked.


      As usual, music was the only thing on his mind, and Sir Charles appeared to be the only one who could call him out on that.


      “I think it’s time we serve lunch, father.” Duke Laforet seemed anxious to get me on the hanon, so Sir Charles added on, “After the luncheon, the recital can begin.”


      “Let’s eat quickly,” Duke Laforet said, immediately getting up.


      Albert miraculously noticed the look that Sir Charles gave him, and he walked up to me to escort me to the dining room. I wonder if Albert is strictly disciplined by Sir Charles when he’s at home. A competent older brother... Reminds me of how Prince Keith is around Prince Richard. But Albert doesn’t seem to worship his older brother the way Prince Keith does.


      Thanks to Sir Charles and Albert, I was able to avoid getting escorted by Duke Laforet, and we arrived at the dining room. Duke Laforet sat at one end of the table in the host’s seat, and Sir Charles sat at the other end, which typically would’ve been meant for Duchess Laforet. Starting with the seat closest to the host, next sat the Northcourts, then the Kimberlys across from them; the McFarlanes, and the Archers across from them; and finally Albert, myself, and Samuel, with Daniel and the other boys across from us. Usually, men and women alternated in seating, but we didn’t have much of a choice today, since there were more boys in attendance.


      I got the sense that Sir Charles would have preferred to sit by Duke Laforet to rein him in, but both the Northcourts and Kimberlys seemed to manage leading the conversation. Thankfully, the luncheon was proceeding as a peaceful and friendly affair. Duke Laforet didn’t speak much and just ate, perhaps because he wanted to finish his meal quickly and get on to the recital. I feel like Sir Charles is going to gently scold him for being asocial later.


      Since Sir Charles was near us, Albert was on his best behavior. Well, to be fair, his table manners were good—he just sometimes dropped some conversational bombs. Of course, the rest of us children were politely eating our meals, staying quiet until an adult spoke to us, as was the proper etiquette at social gatherings.


      “Your father is Viscount William Granger, right, Lady Patience?” Sir Charles asked. “I’ve heard that beginning this fall, he will be the headmaster of Romano University. It’s wonderful that he will be working on the development of academics in Lawrence.”


      Whaaat?! This is huge news!!! If it’s true, it’s amazing!


      “Is that true, Sir Charles?” I asked.


      Back during our visit to the Kazarian ruins, Percival had informed the Laforet brothers that Romano University would be establishing an arts department. Sir Charles had probably looked into things in Romano since then, perhaps because he didn’t like being behind on information. Or it could also be that he’d looked into Romano University to learn more about the music program for Albert’s sake and had come across information regarding my father as a byproduct of his investigation.


      “It is indeed. I’m affiliated with the university myself, so I’m very excited to see Viscount Granger appointed as the headmaster.”


      I’m so happy! It wasn’t proper to cry at a gathering like this, but I was tearing up. My father was much more suited to being the headmaster of an academic institution than being a government official, arguing with other nobles. I would hate to see him dismissed from work again after trying to advance his progressive ideals and getting pushback from his opposition.


      “Thank you so much for sharing this information with me, Sir Charles,” I said. I managed to hold my tears back as I politely thanked him.


      I even heard OG Patience for the first time in a while.


      This is wonderful! she cheered.


      I wanted to rush back to Northcourt manor and share the news with my beloved angels.


      “I’m very happy for you, Patience,” Albert said.


      I’d been holding my tears in, but those words from Albert broke the dam. I wiped away my tears quickly, so I hoped that the adults sitting at the other end of the table didn’t notice.
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      “Thank you,” I replied. I think I’m smiling normally. Maybe it looks a little fake. I can’t stop grinning.


      Though this news was amazing, I couldn’t help but feel a little annoyed at the queen. Couldn’t she have told me this during our last visit to the summer palace? Well, maybe it’s best to keep it a secret until he actually starts the job.


      Regardless, my father was going to be working again! And I was definitely ecstatic about that. I was distracted for the rest of lunch, but muscle memory helped me finish my meal with proper etiquette.


      “It’s time for the recital!” Duke Laforet suddenly announced. We were still in the middle of having tea and dessert, but everyone here knew just how much of a music-lover the duke was.


      “Please take your time finishing dessert,” Sir Charles insisted to the guests. “There is no need to rush.”


      I could tell from Sir Charles’s tone that Duke Laforet was getting scolded tonight. Despite Sir Charles’s insistence, everyone followed Duke Laforet. It wasn’t too big of a sacrifice, since Samuel was the only one who’d even had a bite of the mound of sugar masquerading as cake.


      To my surprise, the Laforet mansion was equipped with a proper stage and auditorium to host concerts. I’d been expecting something more like an in-home music parlor, which was probably what the first-years had also been thinking, because we were all stunned by the grand venue for this home recital. Duke Laforet’s musicians were also there on standby.


      “Let us begin the recital!” the duke exclaimed, taking a seat at the very front.


      Sir Charles proceeded to show the guests to their seats.


      “Patience, Samuel, and the other first-years will be over here,” Albert said, suddenly taking charge after having been polite and reserved during the luncheon. This was a good thing, though, because it was easier for us to have someone leading the way.


      We all took our seats near the entrance to the backstage greenroom. The duke had been waiting for us, so after confirming we had taken our seats, he called out to his musicians.


      “Let the music commence!”


      Oh, these are the glee club’s songs.


      The music I’d prepared for the glee club’s musical had been based on songs from my previous life, but I’d only remembered the melodies, so they’d been changed quite a bit.


      “I got the sheet music for these pieces from Albert, and he told me that they’re originally your compositions,” Sir Charles remarked. “I believe there should be protections in place for musicians, and it’s irritating to lose our artists to the Holy Empire. So, in an effort to protect Lawrencian art, we’ve decided to purchase these compositions.”


      Wait, the Laforets are going to buy my music? Sheet music was definitely sold in my previous life, but I wasn’t sure if that was a thing here too.


      I was blinking rapidly, confused about what I was hearing, and Sir Charles and Albert both chuckled.


      “It’s our job as nobles of this kingdom to protect our artists,” Sir Charles explained. “It’s important to become patrons of both academics and artists, and we can also contribute by building theaters or museums. But if we get into the business of selling sheet music, not only will we be protecting Lawrencian art, but I believe we’ll also be able to spread that art among the masses.”


      Oh, I’m a little surprised that Sir Charles isn’t against supporting the arts. Well, he probably grew up surrounded by music, so it makes sense that he appreciates it.


      “I don’t know if the masses will understand art like this, but I agree that it’s important for everyone to expand their horizons,” Albert chimed in. “Even if we pursue the development of music in our club, there’s no point if we don’t share those developments with the world.”


      Wow, President Albert is actually saying something reasonable.


      “There needs to be change to the laws surrounding how we handle artists and art in this kingdom, but for now, the Laforets have decided to contribute by selling sheet music.”


      Duke Laforet seemed to be irritated that we were chatting away, and he ordered the musicians to move on to the next song.


      “You’ll be going after this, Patience,” Albert whispered into my ear. “Will you play something that the other club members haven’t heard yet?”


      Hearing his voice so close up made my heart race. I was already excited because of the news about my father’s new job and selling my compositions, so my guard was down, and I found myself feeling affection toward Albert. I really need to fix my weakness toward money.


      “Understood,” I replied. My reply was graceful, but on the inside, I was calculating how much I might make from this sheet music deal.


      My compositions are going to make us money! And starting this fall, my father is going to be the new headmaster of Romano University!


      I could be easily swayed when it came to money. I’d been so depressed about coming to this recital, but now I was completely elated.


      I’d also been struggling with how I felt about my music, since I’d been copying the work of great composers from my previous life. Normally, selling that copied work should make someone feel even more guilty, but it had actually been quite laborious to rework the pieces to be playable on the hanon, so I ended up rationalizing it by thinking that it was okay for me to receive compensation for my work.


      A part of me still felt like I’d sold my conscience, but I could feel that other part of me saying, “You’re supplying this world with wonderful music, so it’s fine!”


      Man, I’m really getting influenced by Albert. Or maybe this is also just me being influenced by money. I really need to be careful. I don’t want to end up picking my future spouse based on money. Oh, but I do want to keep supporting my dear angels, so at the very least, my partner needs to be on board with that.


      Such trivial things filled my mind as I played the hanon, both by myself and accompanying Samuel and the others, and the recital successfully came to an end.


      Albert accompanied me while I was in the greenroom as well, so I didn’t have to worry about being taken captive. Well, I knew Sir Charles would never let anything like that happen, but this mansion was filled with a lot of staff, and he couldn’t keep track of all of them. It was definitely reassuring to have Albert by my side when I was out of the Northcourts’ view. Albert’s stock had gone up quite a bit thanks to this visit, but I still preferred not to live a life that revolved solely around music.


      “Shall we retire for tea?” Sir Charles suggested.


      It was plenty late enough for it to be teatime, yet Duke Laforet seemed unhappy with the recital coming to an end.


      “You all did a wonderful job,” Albert said, supporting his brother. “Let’s take a break.”


      Duke Laforet begrudgingly got up from his seat. He’d been cheering loudly the entire time, so he’d probably also realized that his throat had dried out.


      It seemed that this visit had significantly increased Aunt Lilianna’s opinion of Albert. She’d noticed how considerate he had been when looking after the other music club members. She wasn’t wrong that he was a good club president. He’d even been mindful to warn Samuel about not repeating song selections.


      During tea, the professional musicians continued playing. I felt bad that they had to keep working, but it was for the best to have Duke Laforet in a good mood. The adults spoke in hushed voices so they didn’t interrupt the music, while we children silently drank our tea.


      “We have the furthest distance to travel, so I think it would be for the best if we headed out now,” Count Northcourt announced.


      Duke Laforet was holding his tea cup in one hand while waving the other in the air, keeping time with the music. He seemed to be almost reflexively nodding to my uncle’s words.


      “In that case, please excuse us.”


      We all said our goodbyes to Sir Charles, Albert, and the other guests, and we made our way home from the Laforet mansion.


      “We’re headed home quite soon,” Samuel remarked in the carriage.


      I understand you probably wanted to spend more time with your friends, but you really need to be more considerate of those around you, Samuel. You should be especially mindful of the fact that I don’t want to marry into the Laforet family. It would be one thing if it just meant being with Albert, but connecting myself to Duke Laforet... No. Way. He really only cares about music.


      “If we stayed any longer, we might have been invited to stay for dinner, or even to spend the night,” Count Laforet explained. “It would be rude to turn down your host’s hospitality, so it’s best to leave before you end up in the situation of receiving such offers. This is something you need to learn, Samuel.”


      Yeah, your dad is right! You need to learn how to navigate social settings with nobles. Count Northcourt had skillfully announced our departure while Duke Laforet was distracted by his beloved music. This was the sort of maneuver I needed to learn as well.


      “I must say, it’s absolutely wonderful that William is going to be the headmaster of Romano University,” Aunt Lilianna commented.


      I know, right?! I knew you would be happy to hear your younger brother won’t be jobless anymore!


      “Being the headmaster of Romano University is a position that suits Viscount Granger well,” Count Northcourt said. “It is indeed joyous news.”


      “In that case, will Nassius be able to attend Romano University?” Samuel asked.


      Aw, he’s still worried about whether Nassius can go to university. I feel bad that I have to keep the news of Nassius’s scholarship a secret from them. Since they studied together, Samuel was well aware of how smart Nassius was. He’d been feeling guilty that his cousin wouldn’t be able to afford higher education while he was already set to go.


      “Of course,” Aunt Lilianna replied. “It would be unheard of for the headmaster’s son to not attend the school.”


      Being a former Granger, Aunt Lilianna was aware that generations of Granger men had all graduated from Romano University. I wonder if the women all skipped university and got married. Will she be against me going to university? Well, my tuition is already funded by Queen Victoria, so Aunt Lilianna’s not really in a position to object. I’m definitely glad about that.


      “In that case, I’m going to have to study hard so I can enter university alongside Nassius!”


      Despite the fact that Nassius was a year younger than Samuel, both my aunt and uncle also seemed to assume that he would outperform their son. They smiled, seeing that Samuel was motivated to not let that happen so that he and his cousin could graduate from the academy together.


      I wonder if Nassius is so smart because the Grangers are historically academics. I have my memories from my previous life, so it’s only natural that I can handle high school level academics. Nassius is a real genius. Of course, Henry is smart too, and he’s also got incredible athletic abilities. My love for my precious angels just keeps growing!


      “Aunt Lilianna, Her Majesty didn’t mention my father’s new job with the university during either of our visits to the summer palace. I would like to share the news with my angels, but would that be inappropriate? I was told once before that he would return to work in the fall, but that was all...”


      I wanted to tell my brothers the news as soon as we arrived back at Northcourt manor, but I was worried I might be jumping the gun.


      “Well, the news came from Sir Charles Laforet, so it must have already been decided, and I am sure that William has begun preparing to be the headmaster of the university. I think it would be fine to tell them. I would only caution you to not tell others outside of the family until your father begins his job.”


      Yay! It would’ve been really painful to have to keep this a secret until fall.


      “I have to say, I’m surprised that William wouldn’t share such important news with his family,” Aunt Lilianna said exasperatedly. “He’s failing as a father. Doesn’t he know how hard Patience works?”


      My aunt was quite harsh in her critique of my father, but I agreed with her. I could understand why my father might have wanted to keep this to himself until he actually started working as the headmaster. At the same time, I wanted him to be a little bit more considerate of his family.


      As I complained about my father in my head, we arrived back at Northcourt manor, which was more of a residence within a fortress rather than a lavish mansion.


      It had gotten quite late, but we’d made it in time for dinner. When we get back to Romano, I’m going to buy a watch! They’re expensive, but I need one.


      “Welcome back, sister!” Henry exclaimed, running out of the manor to greet us.


      Nassius followed behind.


      “I’m home!” I said, scooping both of my brothers into a tight hug. Ah, I’m so happy!


      Nassius seemed to be feeling self-conscious around Samuel, and he quickly left my arms. I could understand why he wouldn’t want to appear childish in front of another boy his age. Henry didn’t seem to care about that sort of thing yet.


      “We did all of our studies while you were gone, sister,” Henry proudly reported. “In the afternoon, Nassius and I practiced sword fighting.”


      It appeared that everything had gone well here. It would be one thing to leave them alone back home, but I’d been a bit worried since they were being left in a relative’s home. Mary had also been gone, since she’d had to accompany me.


      “Really? That’s very good,” I praised them. I couldn’t wait to tell them about our father, but it wasn’t a discussion to have in the entryway.


      “Nassius, Henry!” Samuel called out. “Starting this fall, Viscount Granger is going to be the headmaster of Romano University!”


      I was saving the best part for last, and you stole it, Samuel! You’ll pay for this!


      “Is that true, sister?” Nassius asked. I guess he at least trusts me more than Samuel.


      “Yes, it is,” I assured him. “However, we must not tell others until he starts his new job, okay?”


      Henry had been listening with a serious look on his face, and he was now jumping with joy.


      “Yay! Father is going to be the headmaster!”


      Nassius’s eyes were also glimmering with excitement, but he was busy warning Henry to keep it a secret, so he didn’t vocalize his joy. He really is such a good boy.


      “Shall we have dinner?” Aunt Lilianna said, urging us inside.


      Since we’d taken a round trip in a carriage, I took a quick dip in some hot water before getting dressed for dinner. Then, I sneaked into Henry’s room, giving him a little kiss on the cheek to celebrate our father being appointed as headmaster of Romano University. After all, I would get to celebrate with Nassius at dinner, but Henry had to eat separately.


      “I’m so happy too!” Henry exclaimed. Then, he was off to take a bath and eat his dinner, which would be served by Mary.


      I wish these rules would change.


      Our dinner ended up being a celebratory meal in honor of the news of my father’s job, which Nassius seemed elated about.


      I really am glad.


    


  



  

    

      Chapter 9: The Northcourt Manor Dye Studio


      We were set to visit the Moerans next weekend. I was writing a thank-you letter for the invitation when I suddenly remembered that I’d forgotten all about the dye ingredients I’d been growing. I headed out to the backyard and found that the various plants were somehow ready for harvest. Perhaps I’d chosen a spot that got a lot of sunlight, or my household magic had leveled up.


      “We’ll help too, sister!” called out Nassius and Henry, who had been following behind me. Thanks to their assistance, we finished harvesting everything in the blink of an eye.


      “What are you doing, Patience?” Samuel asked. He usually didn’t come out to the backyard, so it was surprising that he’d joined us.


      “I’m planning to use these to dye the fabrics that Lady Lucene brought here,” I explained. “First, I need to actually turn these plants into dyes!”


      Mary had a look of disbelief on her face, probably thinking that I should just buy dyes instead, but I really wanted to try making my own plant-based dyes from scratch. It was something I’d been interested in during my previous life, but I’d grown up in a city with a yard that didn’t have enough room to swing a cat around. Most of our yard space had also been taken up by a carport, so there was no place to grow anything.


      Mary was quite knowledgeable about dyeing, so I enlisted her help.


      “I’m thinking of starting with indigo, since it takes the longest.”


      We’d harvested the indigo plants with their roots intact, so we separated the leaves from the rest of the plant. Nassius and Henry both helped, and even Samuel helped out with several leaves.


      “Once the leaves are all separated, we’re going to soak them in water,” I explained.


      I could also boil the leaves for a hot extraction, but I wanted to try doing a cold extraction today. In class, we’d do hot extractions because we didn’t have time, but ever since I’d heard that cold extraction produces an indigo dye that was deeper and more beautiful, I’d been wanting to try it.


      After all, it was summer break, so I had time on my hands. It’s like a summer research project!


      “That’s it?” Samuel asked, disappointed. He’d probably thought that this was his chance to skip the entirety of our morning study session.


      “These need to soak overnight,” I informed him. “Some of these can actually be used right away, but I’m going to save those for the afternoon. Okay, hold out your hands, everyone!” Our hands had all gotten stained from the indigo, so I cleaned us up with some household magic. “Become clean!”


      One of the main downsides of dyeing was getting your hands dirty, and this world didn’t have rubber gloves. Fortunately for me, I could cast a bunch of household spells!


      After lunch, my angels and Samuel were having sword fighting lessons. It seemed that Count Northcourt wanted Samuel to enroll in the knight track, and despite it being summer vacation, he’d been quite hard on him. Henry looks like he’s having fun, but I’m a little worried about Nassius. The way that my angels dazzled as they worked hard alongside Samuel was much too bright for my eyes.


      Since we were visiting the Moerans next weekend, I wanted to finish my dyeing projects before then. Well, I say that, but I was mostly driven by my own curiosity.


      “Can I just chop up and boil the red cabbages, Mary?” I asked. “What should I use as the catalyst?”


      Mary had worked on dyeing projects with my mother back before she had married into the Granger family, so she was really...dexterous? Perhaps that wasn’t the right word, but she knew what she was doing.


      “We could do a hot extraction for the wild grapes and madder root as well,” Mary suggested. “The catalyst you use can greatly change the resulting color. If you take notes on the results you get, it can help you on your next dye project.”


      Oh, Ms. Derby said the same thing in dyeing class. I’d been treating this like a personal project for my own fun, and I was just now realizing that if this went well, I could perhaps help sell all the fabric that was piling up in the warehouses at Port Satisford. I should’ve taken this more seriously!


      After that, we chopped cabbage and simmered both the cabbage and wild grapes. Then, I picked some of the purple perilla leaves off their stems, and I washed the madder root and chopped it up.


      For this batch, I wanted to dye the fabrics red. This was just my opinion, but I had a feeling that overdyeing the colorfully patterned fabrics using red or pink dye would result in a fabric that would make adorable skirts for commoner girls. I also wanted to make a pale blue dye, but I would have to wait for the indigo to ferment before I could do that.


      “In that case, using vinegar will turn the dye pink or red.”


      I’d learned about that in class as well, but this situation felt different because we didn’t have everything ready to go like a classroom.


      “I’ll try adding some lemon juice to the extracted dye... Wow, that’s such a beautiful red!”


      The different plants had resulted in various shades of red. Though I’d learned how to do this in dyeing class, this was my first time dyeing actual fabric. I’d always been too scared to ruin proper fabric, so in class I would just dye yarn or fabric scraps.


      “Do you think I could dye these fabrics, Mary?”


      Mary took the fabrics from Lucene into her hands and seemed to be thinking for a while.


      “I believe it would take the dye better if you first washed the fabric,” Mary remarked.


      She suggested using bean broth to wash the fabric in, so I had Mary bring some beans in from the kitchen. We simmered the beans, then used the resulting broth to wash the fabric. Man, I’m exhausted.


      “I think it would be best for you to take a break soon, my lady,” Mary said, worried.


      Yeah, but I want to see how the fabrics take the dye!


      “I agree, but I’ll rest after I finish dyeing these.”


      I ended up having Mary finish up most of the work.


      “Wow, they turned out so beautiful!” I exclaimed. “I think these could make lovely skirts to be worn on special occasions.” Mary took care of all the laborious parts of the process, like the dyeing, rinsing, and drying. I really need to get more stamina. “I’d like to show these to Aunt Lilianna during tea. Dry!”


      Since the fabrics had come out looking so pretty, I was itching to show my aunt the results. To speed up the drying process, I used my magic.


      “As always, your household magic is truly something, my lady,” Mary said in an exasperated tone.


      I didn’t mind her reaction, since I was happy to see that the red dye had turned out so well. This would probably look pretty good paired with a white blouse! The more patterned sections of the fabric could be turned into wide suspenders attached to the skirt, which would really make it look like a folk costume! They might even look nice with some embroidered embellishments.


      Once the idea popped into my head, I immediately wanted to try making it. I had Mary go out to buy some white fabric, during which time I made a flared skirt and embroidered suspenders.


      “My, you already finished sewing the skirt?” Mary remarked when she returned.


      That’s because I took a shortcut and used magic.


      I used the white cotton fabric that Mary had purchased to make a simple blouse with straps at the collar that could be tied into a bow, sewing it using magic. Then, I added a bit of embroidery to the collar, using the same design that I’d added to the suspenders.


      “Would it be all right if I wore this to tea?”


      Mary seemed apprehensive about letting the daughter of a viscount go out wearing cotton, but she couldn’t deny that it looked good on me.


      “I’m only allowing it this once, my lady,” she replied in a resigned manner.


      With my white blouse and red, flared skirt, I headed to the drawing room.


      “My, Patience! That outfit... Did you dye the fabric that Lucene brought? You look like a commoner girl, but it’s quite an adorable outfit.”
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      Aunt Lilianna allowed me to keep my outfit on, since it was summer. Since I’d originally been a commoner in my previous life, dressing in clothes like these was much more comfortable than wearing fancy gowns.


      After I’d barely passed Aunt Lilianna’s fashion inspection, I took my seat and enjoyed some tea. Soon after, Count Northcourt, Samuel, and my angels returned from their sword training.


      “Did you dye that skirt yourself, sister?” Nassius asked. He was the first to notice my outfit. “It suits you very well.”


      Then it clicked for both Henry and Samuel.


      “You said you were going to dye the fabric in the afternoon, but I didn’t know it would be done so soon,” Samuel said, tilting his head in confusion. “You even sewed the skirt?”


      “It looks very good on you, sister!” Henry exclaimed.


      Henry’s so sweet, and he’s so cute!


      “If dyeing those bold fabrics makes them that charming, then Viscount Satisford will surely want to follow suit,” Count Northcourt remarked, praising my work. “I believe such fabrics would become quite popular among young girls.”


      Samuel needs to learn these sorts of social skills from his dad.


      “Today, I dyed this fabric red so that it would appeal to young girls. Tomorrow, I’m planning to dye some fabrics blue. The day after that, I’d like to dye some fabrics brown.”


      Aunt Lilianna looked over my skirt again and noticed the embellishments.


      “Wow, you’ve even added some embroidery!” she exclaimed with surprise.


      “Yes, I added some simple embroidery to the suspenders and the collar,” I explained.


      Despite how simple the embroidery was, Aunt Lilianna seemed appalled by that.


      “Commoners do not wear embroidered garments, Patience,” she informed me. “Well, it’s not a problem for you to embroider it as an example. I must say, it’s truly impressive that this was dyed and sewn in a day. Your attendant Mary is so talented!”


      My aunt assumed that I didn’t sew it myself, which was fine. Nassius and Henry always saw me sewing at home and already knew what I could do.


      “You’re amazing, sister!” my angels both praised me.




      It was the next day, and I was preparing the indigo dye, which was turning out to be a lot of work. I’d added calcium hydroxide to the extracted dye, then mixed, and mixed, and mixed... I eventually ran out of stamina, so I used household magic to mix it the rest of the way while wheezing and catching my breath.


      Mixing was just part of the process. I also had to keep letting the dye mixture settle so I could skim off the top layer of water. Eventually, the mixture was ready, so I dyed some fabric.


      “My, this turned out to be such a lovely color! I like this fabric a lot more.”


      After being dyed blue, the fabric still faintly showed the original pattern that it had, which made it a great choice for turning into a lovely dress. This’ll probably be used for special occasion garments for commoners.


      “We should use this to make your everyday clothes, Mary!”


      Mary tried to decline my offer, since I’d recently made her some new maid uniforms, but it really was best suited for her, because this fabric wasn’t bold enough for me to wear. It would’ve suited me just fine in my previous life, but here, noble ladies were expected to wear more striking colors.


      After she had finally accepted my offer, Mary and I sewed the dress together. Instead of just getting some assistance, I fully committed to using my magic on the dress, so we finished it in time for tea.


      “I absolutely cannot show up to tea dressed like this!” Mary bashfully insisted, but I dragged her to the drawing room anyway. I can’t help it. She looks so pretty!


      “Oh, my! Mary’s dress is lovely!” Aunt Lilianna exclaimed. Mary turned bright red, bowed thankfully, and then left the drawing room. “That really was a lovely color.”


      It seemed that my aunt had felt yesterday’s red fabric was better suited for children.


      “Tomorrow, I’m going to use onion skins and used tea leaves to dye the fabric brown,” I shared.


      Angela was going to be here from Wednesday to Friday, so I wanted to finish this dyeing project by then. I also need to make time to play with my angels!




      Before Lucene and Angela’s arrival, I tried using onion skins and used tea leaves to try dyeing some of the fabrics brown. Aunt Lilianna seemed to enjoy the brown fabric the most.


      “It’s somewhat exotic, yet it’s understated. This could even be used for interior decor.”


      I proceeded to make lampshades out of the three dyed fabrics. When used on magic lamps, the light projected the designs that had been originally stamped onto the fabrics, which created a nice atmosphere.


      “I think these will be very popular!”


      I think the red and brown ones will be good for women’s bedrooms, and the blue might be nice for men’s bedrooms. Oh, but maybe blue would make the room feel even colder in the winter.


      As we were discussing the fabric, Lucene and Angela arrived, along with Viscount Satisford. Apparently the viscount came because he’d wanted to thank me for inviting Angela to the summer palace twice.


      I’m not the one who invited her. The queen invites her because she wants to give the princesses a break from their strict discipline and training, but I can’t really share those details from behind the scenes. I’ll just accept the viscount’s gratitude with a smile.


      Aunt Lilianna had been holding herself back while Viscount Satisford was thanking me, but as soon as he was done, she had her attendant bring out the fabrics I’d dyed, as well as the skirt, blouse, and lampshades.


      “My! Are these the fabrics that we imported from the southern continent? Did Lady Patience dye these?”


      Viscount Satisford took the fabrics into his hands and inspected them with a serious look on his face.


      “These are incredible!” he exclaimed. “Dyed like this, I think we will be able to sell these. However, if the dyeing process is complicated or costly, the fabrics will be expensive. These are cotton, so they may not sell well if they are priced too high.”


      I handed him my notes that detailed how the dyes were made from plants that could be cultivated in this region and how the process was simple for all dyes but indigo.


      “You’re really giving us all of these documents?!”


      Viscount Satisford was quite surprised. I guess he doesn’t know how grateful I am for the riding lessons three times a week. I could’ve done without the Sunday lessons, but thanks to the Satisfords, Nassius and Henry will be able to keep up with their peers when they enroll in the Royal Academy.


      “I enjoy crafts such as dyeing and weaving, so I was just having fun,” I replied. “I also would like commoners to have access to stylish clothing as well.”


      Those were my honest feelings. I wanted girls, like the shopkeeper’s daughter at the general store in Port Northcourt, to be able to wear the red skirt I’d made.


      “My, there are embroidered details on the suspenders and the blouse,” Lucene remarked. “How lovely. You should learn embroidery from Lady Patience as well, Angela.”


      Lucene sure does like to get Angela learning everything. I guess depending on the family she marries into, Angela might have to know how to dye, weave, or embroider. Lucene might just be worried about her daughter. Thinking back on it now, Hannah and the other girls in my dyeing class are daughters of barons and chevaliers.


      It was only now that I was realizing that depending on what family I married into, my day-to-day life could change quite drastically. I was starting to understand the queen’s worries for her daughters.


      “Lady Patience, we would love to host you and your brothers, along with Count Northcourt and his family, at Satisford.”


      While I had been busy with my own train of thought, the adults had been discussing the fabric. They were discussing other methods of overdying, as well as ways to sew the fabric into skirts and sell them.


      “What perfect timing,” Aunt Lilianna said, being the first to express her joy. “I have actually been wanting to visit Satisford.”


      Not only did Port Satisford import magic stones from the southern continent, but they apparently also imported jewels and spices.


      “That sounds like an excellent idea,” Count Northcourt remarked, also on board.


      I wonder if he wants to visit Port Satisford to get some ideas for how to further develop Port Northcourt.


      Aunt Lilianna’s eyes were sparkling with excitement. She was probably looking forward to the jewels, which I’d heard from Samuel that she liked.


      “I think you would really enjoy the markets in Port Satisford, Lady Patience,” Lucene remarked. “They are a bit too bustling for me and give me headaches, but the young nobles who recently stayed with us found them unique and enjoyed them quite a bit.”


      That sounds really fun, but I don’t know if Aunt Lilianna would let me go. I glanced over at my aunt to see what she might be thinking.


      “A market is usually no place for a young noble lady, but I know you are enrolled in the civil service track, Patience,” Aunt Lilianna said. “This could be a good experience for you. It will serve as a field trip to see how people engage with foreign countries.”


      Yay, I get to go!


      “Can we come too?” Samuel asked on behalf of himself and the angels.


      “You, Nassius, and Henry should all come on the field trip as well,” Count Northcourt said. “I’m sure it will prove useful to you all in the future.”


      Samuel, Nassius, and Henry all lit up with excitement. It was particularly exciting for my beloved angels, because until this summer, they had never even left our home. We’d explored Port Northcourt, which was nice, but I also wanted them to have the chance to visit Port Satisford, which I’d heard was flourishing.


      “One day, you’re going to be the lord of Northcourt County, Samuel,” Country Northcourt remarked. “You should explore Port Satisford thoroughly.” He then turned to Nassius and Henry. “Regardless of what you two do in your future, it will be good for you to have as many experiences as you can.”


      I’d initially thought that Count Northcourt was a textbook cold noble, but he was actually quite kind. That said, the fact that he hadn’t helped our family when we were struggling so much left me with some lingering discomfort. Maybe he’s only warm to people he’s gotten to know.




      It was decided that we would visit Port Satisford after we returned from visiting the Moerans. So this week, we were going to study and play! For the past few days, I’d been focused on my dyeing project, so I hadn’t gotten to play with my angels. Well, that’s partially because I can’t join when they’re sword fighting or horseback riding. I mean, I could go horseback riding, but I’m not exactly raring to saddle up, so I just prioritized dyeing.


      The next day, Angela studied with us in the morning. We’d made educational toys to practice fractions in preparation for today, and I also included Henry in the lesson.


      “Let’s learn by playing a game,” I suggested.


      The last time I’d done this, I had only been teaching Samuel, so we’d had a limited number of the tiles that split up into a circle, and it had been quite easy to put them together. This time, there was a lot more variety, so it was difficult to complete the circle, which also meant everyone had to think a little harder to solve the problems.


      “Can we join as well, sister?” Nassius asked.


      He already knew how to do fractions, so perhaps he thought it seemed like fun. Samuel eventually joined us as well. These two have gotten so close!


      The tiles were all inside a box, and Samuel had done this before, so he was digging around for the big pieces, like the semicircle tile. I wonder how this will work out. Last time it was just the two of us, so I only made thirds and fourths. Completing the circle is a bit more of a challenge.


      I let Nassius and Samuel take the lead so I could focus on my own studies. I’d made a lot of progress on world history, so now I wanted to work on geography, which was another subject I aimed to get a certificate of completion in. When it came to diplomacy, economics, and business, I was interested in participating in the debates and doing research papers, so I wasn’t going to get certificates of completion yet. After all, I was eager to learn more about this world.


      The subject I wasn’t sure what to do about was Dehn. If I studied a bit, I could probably get a certificate of completion. Princess Margaret was also doing well in the class, thanks to her good ear and musical sensibilities. I think for foreign language, Princess Margaret and I should both work toward getting certificates of completion.


      I wanted to get a certificate of completion in Alchemy III, and I wanted to take Magic Circles II and Magic Circles III. Dyeing II and Weaving II were classes I was taking out of personal interest, so I wanted to take things slow and enjoy them. I also wanted to spend more time with Hannah and the other girls.


      “Oh no. Do I have enough classes to fill my fall schedule?”


      I could probably get a certificate of completion in calligraphy right away, and I’d actually finished basting my three winter gowns for sewing. After finishing my gown for this year’s Harvest Festival and basting two gowns for the Festival of Verdure, I would be able to get a certificate of completion for sewing. The only problem with that was that I was worried about Princess Margaret. Even if I was able to make a sewing machine, it would take a lot of work for her to get familiar with using one. On top of that, fixing mistakes caused by a sewing machine took a lot of time.


      “During the fall term, I’m going to teach Princess Margaret how to sew!”


      Even though I’d made fabric glue, at the end of the day, making a gown required sewing. I also needed her to understand basic garment construction.


      I wonder if Princess Margaret’s ears are burning right now. She probably won’t like hearing that I want her to get a certificate of completion in Dehn and master sewing. But with our social debut next year, we’re going to have to get as many certificates of completion as we can.


      In the afternoon, we got to go swimming! This was what summer break was all about. I was grateful that I’d learned how to swim in my previous life, because learning how to swim in regular clothes seemed quite difficult.


      While we were enjoying some cold juice, Samuel and Angela were chatting.


      “I want you to see the Kazarian ruins too, Angela!” Samuel exclaimed.


      “I’d love to see them!” she replied.


      “We should go visit them tomorrow!” Nassius chimed in.


      As a result, thanks to Samuel’s suggestion, it was decided that we would visit the Kazarian ruins tomorrow. Huh, I feel like I’m forgetting something...


      “I wonder if Sir Caesar and the others got their letters,” I muttered to myself. “Nassius might end up joining Sir Philips’s history club.” Such thoughts consumed my mind for a moment, but I quickly shifted gears. Teaching Nassius how to swim is way more important! “Just relax and let your body float,” I instructed him.


      Nassius had finally learned how to float, but when he lifted his face out of the water to take a breath, he would end up sinking. Looks like we need kickboards after all. I’m going to do my best to make some!




      Since I’d seen them at the summer palace last year, I knew that there was a type of lumber that was buoyant, but I couldn’t help but want to make floatation devices as well. The dye studio looked like it would be a good space to do alchemy in, and the general store in Port Northcourt probably sold slime powder, since it was beloved by commoners. Beyond that, I just needed something to bind the slime powder, and something to make it water-repellent—I wouldn’t be able to leisurely drift across the ocean if my pool float were to melt in the seawater.


      “That’s right! I also need to research how to make water-repellent materials so I can make Magius’s cape, as well as a raincoat for George to stay dry when driving the carriage in the rain.”


      If I hadn’t been invited to Northcourt County, I would have spent my summer growing vegetables and researching water-repellent materials. Of course, I would have also studied and played with my angels like I was doing now.


      Being invited to Northcourt County had proven to be a wonderful experience for my brothers. I was grateful for the opportunity to have learned so much, and I’d also become friends with Angela. But as great as all of that was, I had indeed been slacking on my research.


      “Would it be all right if I used the dye studio for alchemy?” I asked my aunt.


      Aunt Lilianna inquisitively raised an eyebrow. Perhaps she felt that it wasn’t ladylike for me to do alchemy.


      “Patience has come up with a variety of inventions, and we no longer use the dye studio. She should use it as she’d like,” Count Northcourt remarked to his wife, then he turned to me with a sparkle in his eye. “If you need any materials, I’d be happy to prepare them for you.”


      Ever since I’d dyed those colorful fabrics from the southern continent into colors that could actually sell well in Lawrence, Count Northcourt had been holding me in high regard. He’d even sold several dozen of the hot water bottles. Maybe men are just more open to the idea of alchemy.


      “I’m afraid that Patience is headed down a strange path,” Aunt Lilianna replied to her husband.


      Please don’t say that. I’m already nervous that I stand out among the other female students. I smiled at Angela as if to assure her that I wasn’t a weirdo.


      “You’re mistaken, Lilianna. Patience has already successfully invented several products. She possesses an incredible talent, and as her family, we should be supporting that.”


      Ummm, you shouldn’t have such high expectations of me. I just want to make kickboards and pool floats. Although, water-repellent materials would be useful for other applications...


      As if President Caesar and the others had been listening in on our conversation, the very next moment, a butler brought out a silver tray filled with several envelopes. Several of the envelopes were for the Northcourts, but I’d also received responses to all of my own letters. I couldn’t tell if it was the postal service or the guild that was quick with their deliveries.


      “My, is that a letter from Duke Burns’s son?” Aunt Lilianna’s eyes were sparkling with anticipation. Unfortunately for her, President Caesar was likely only interested in the magic-powered ship from the ruins. “Hurry up and open the letter, Patience!”


      Instead of opening her own letters, the countess’s eyes were locked onto those addressed to me. If she had X-ray vision, she would definitely be using it right now.


      “Um, it says Sir Caesar would like to visit the Kazarian ruins. He is also asking to stay here. What shall I say?” The beaming smile on Aunt Lilianna’s face made it clear that she wouldn’t refuse him, so I moved on to the other letters. “Sir Benjamin and Sir Bryce from alchemy club would like to visit as well. Sir Philips, who is in the history club, says the same.”


      Everyone I’d written to had replied, stating they wanted to visit the Kazarian ruins in Northcourt County. That would’ve been fine if this were my own home, but it was the Northcourts’ home. Is this asking for too much? I’m assuming that hosting a noble would mean also hosting their valet and guards.


      My idea of what was acceptable behavior for a guest was influenced by my previous life, so I was surprised that both my aunt and uncle were enthusiastically welcoming everyone to visit. I guess this house, or rather mansion, could probably host one hundred guests.


      “You’ve built many relationships with sons of good families, Patience,” Count Northcourt remarked. “That is an important part of being a noble, and it’s one of the objectives of your studies at the Royal Academy.” The count turned to Samuel and said, “You must make friends with the students in music club and riding club as well, Samuel.”


      Every noble had to attend the Royal Academy, though I’d heard a rumor before that some lower-ranking noble families didn’t enroll any illegitimate daughters. Regardless, the academy served as a way to get to know those you would be interacting with in your adult life as well. Ahhh! I’m going to have to face Princess Margaret’s old friends at future social events. Good grief!


      After discussing it with Aunt Lilianna, it was decided that I would reply to everyone, inviting them to visit after we returned from visiting the Moerans. Once we’d gotten their responses, we would set a date for our visit to Port Satisford.


      “I don’t want to wait to go to Port Satisford!” Samuel exclaimed. I couldn’t blame him for not being interested in the visiting upperclassmen, since he didn’t know them.


      “This is a chance for you to build a relationship with the Burns family, the Priest family, the Cassidy family, and the Ankermann family. We can visit the Satisfords whenever we’d like.”


      I was worried whether the count’s statement sounded as if he were looking down on the Satisfords and would make Angela uncomfortable, but Aunt Lilianna was smiling as if nothing was wrong.


      “It will also be a chance for Viscount Satisford to meet the future Duke Burns. We should invite the Satisfords for tea while Sir Caesar is staying with us.”


      I think I remember Lucene saying something similar. I guess in noble society, you never pass on an opportunity to get acquainted with other nobles.


      Now that the visits had been settled, I wanted to do some experiments to make water-repellent material before President Caesar arrived. I also wanted to do some research on thread that could conduct mana. I wonder if this is something adventurers would know about.


      “I’ve heard that the adventurer’s guild also handles things like hunting monsters,” I said to my uncle. “Would I be able to inquire about unusual materials that aren’t listed in any standard catalogues?”


      I had a feeling Aunt Lilianna wouldn’t give me permission to visit the adventurer’s guild, so I instead went to seek assistance from Count Northcourt.


      “The adventurer’s guild is likely to have many people who have hunted monsters, but the soldiers of Northcourt also hunt monsters. What sort of materials are you looking for? We plan to auction off the premium items, but if it’s something without a known value, you could probably get your hands on it for a low price. Everything is in the storehouse, if you’d like to look through what we have.”


      Count Northcourt was basically allowing me to dig through a mountain of treasure. I wouldn’t be able to buy any of the high-value materials, but there could be something useful within some of the cheap items.


      “Yes, I would love to!”


      “Can I join too, father?” Samuel asked. He and the angels all seemed very curious.


      I wonder if they’re interested because they’ve never seen monsters before.


      Angela chose to stay behind and practice playing the hanon. Aunt Lilianna was giving me a strict glare. I could tell that she was thinking about how normal noble ladies enjoy music, not monster parts.


      “Northcourt County also participates in the winter hunts,” Samuel shared. “We have to hunt monsters on both land and sea, and father commands the army!”


      Sounds like Samuel’s actually seen monsters before.


      Nassius and Henry began asking him all about what monsters were like.


      “Sea monsters are way bigger!” Samuel began to explain. “Also, their flesh is delicious and doesn’t taste fishy at all! We work with the fishers to take them down. Also, you can get huge magic stones from sea monsters, and those get sold at an auction. Land monsters are hunted pretty often, so they don’t get too big.”


      Don’t believe Samuel’s words about them being small, my dear angels.


      The moment we entered the storehouse, Nassius and Henry froze up. The materials collected from the monsters the Northcourt soldiers had hunted were going to be stored here until the winter hunt. It looked like the magic stones had already been extracted and sold.


      “This area is all monster skins,” Count Northcourt explained, pointing out the various sections of the storehouse. “The best pelts were already sold, and they’ll likely be turned into coats before fall. Over there are horns and hooves; larger ones can generally be used for swords, but these are all a bit small in size.”


      The monster skins had already been tanned and folded, and there were multiple piles all in a row.


      “Is this pile all from one monster?” Henry asked. “They must be really big!”


      “Yeah, I think these are from big boars. They’re not actually that big. They can more than double in size in the winter before they’re about to hibernate, so if the population grows too much in the summer, we have to cull them.”


      Nassius’s gray eyes were wide with astonishment, and he seemed quite captivated as he scanned the entirety of the storehouse.


      The count had said that the horns and such stored here were all small, but they looked to be the size of elephant tusks. Even the smaller ones were at least the size of a tiger’s upper canines. There were also what looked to be like massive deer antlers, which were big enough to be art installations.


      I tried conducting my mana through some of the skins, horns, and tusks, since I was looking for something I could embroider with that would conduct mana.


      “Monsters have mana flowing throughout their entire bodies, so I thought that their parts might conduct mana as well, but it looks like their hides and pelts do not...” I disappointedly remarked.


      Count Northcourt chuckled, then offered an explanation.


      “Some monsters have pelts and hides that are more insulating than conductive, so we use those to make armor. Are you specifically looking for a material that conducts mana, Patience?”


      Since this was a world where swords and magic were the norm, it made sense that they used monster pelts and hides to make armor and protect themselves from magic used by enemies and monsters.


      “I’ve heard that the First Cavalry Division in Romano use capes woven from monster fibers,” Count Northcourt shared. “I’m sure it was quite costly to obtain enough fabric to supply every knight with a cape.”


      That’s the exact cape I want to be embroidering a protective magic circle onto.


      I began trying to conduct mana through various materials in the storehouse.


      “What is that pile over there, uncle?” I asked, pointing toward a corner where there was a mound of some unfamiliar material.


      “Oh, that’s spider silk from the mega wolf spider tarantula. The silk they produce is very tough, so it’s often used by fishermen and recreational fishers as fishing line, but the spider silk in that pile is all a tangled mess. We won’t be able to sell it.”


      Whaaat?! I’m not good with spiders! Despite my fear of arachnids, I cautiously reached for the silk threads and tried conducting mana through them.


      “Oh, my! These conduct mana!”


      “The mega wolf spider tarantula conducts mana through its web to stun its enemies, then it injects its prey with venom before eating it. The magic stones and venom glands from the tarantulas have already been auctioned off. This spider silk is probably what was left over from what we sold to the residents of Northcourt.”


      I’d finally found a thread that could conduct mana, so it was no time to be getting grossed out. I picked up some strands of the thin thread and began untangling it.


      “Untangle!” I incanted.


      The tangled spider silk became untwined with a swift whir, and I wrapped the loose thread around a small bone from a big boar.


      “Is that really household magic?” Count Northcourt asked with a look of disbelief.


      I mean, it’s the only type of magic I’m proficient in. I won’t deny that mine is a bit strange though.


      “Yes, it is,” I replied while inspecting the tarantula silk. It was a semitransparent white. “It would be nice if these could be dyed red...”


      My uncle had said that this thread was tough, but I had to test its strength for myself. I also wanted to see if it would take to red dye, because white embroidery on a First Cavalry Division cape would stand out too much.


      Along with the tarantula silk, I also got some skins from giant poison frogs—yet another type of animal I hated. I’d learned that they were resistant to fire, and I realized I could use them for a certain item I’d been wanting to make. I hope I can make it in time for the Festival of Verdure next year!


      The hide of a giant sirenian walrus seemed to be the most water-repellent material, but it was a premium item.


      “I’m not looking for an already water-repellent material, but something that will allow me to make regular fabric water-repllant,” I muttered to myself.


      Samuel and my adorable angels were competing to see who could lift the heaviest big boar fang, while I was committed to keep looking through the storehouse for something I could use.


      I could try experimenting with a mixture of slime powder and quartz sand, but without a method to spray it on, it would have to be painted onto fabric. Painting would result in thick layers, which would make the final fabric heavy.


      “It’s not like there aren’t any water-repellent materials here,” I remarked, thinking out loud. “There are things like wax paper and persimmon-dyed paper, but even those materials that are slightly water-repellent eventually dissolve in water.”


      I want something that has more of a slippery feel to it. Just as that thought crossed my mind, soldiers arrived at the storehouse. They’d just returned from hunting over one hundred giant poison frogs, and they were all covered in a slimy substance. Gross, I thought, backing away from them. Wait, this is the same species as the frog skin I grabbed earlier.


      “They’re so slick...” I hated frogs, but I touched the slippery coating on them anyways. I tried conducting mana through it, and it repelled my mana. Next, I stepped outside the storehouse and put some water onto the slick substance, and the water formed beads before rolling off.


      “This is so water-repellent! I might be able to use it!”


      I rushed back inside the storehouse to stop the soldiers, who were about to toss all of the slimy coating they were removing from the frog skins.


      “I would like this slippery substance,” I announced. “May I have some barrels of it?”


      The soldiers all gave me a weird look, but I couldn’t care less about what they thought of me.


      “Slippery substance, enter the barrel!” I commanded, trying to cast the spell using more mana than I usually did. The spell ended up filling ten barrels with the sticky substance!


      “Your magic is very impressive,” one of the soldiers remarked. He seemed to be the troop leader. “Thanks to you, we won’t have to go through the trouble of removing the viscous coating from the skins.”


      I felt bad being thanked, because if I succeeded in using the slick substance to make water-repellent fabric, Count Northcourt would likely order the soldiers to hunt more giant poison frogs and collect the slime coating their skins. Well, it might not happen. I’m about to test whether it’ll work. I have a good feeling it will though!


    


  



  

    

      Chapter 10: Visiting the Moerans


      We were visiting the Moerans this weekend, so I replied to Caesar’s and my other schoolmates’ letters saying that they could visit whenever, as long as it was after we’d returned. I went through the adventurer’s guild again to send out the letters.


      I’d been able to get my hands on some prime alchemy supplies at nearly no cost. The spider silk was going to be tossed because it had been tangled, and the sticky substance from the skin of the giant poison frogs was something they usually got rid of anyway. I’d also picked up several frog skins at an extreme discount.


      “What are you going to do with that stuff, Patience?” Samuel asked with a disgusted look.


      For now, that’s a secret.


      I asked Mary to buy some slime powder and quartz sand for me. Even though Northcourt was relatively rural, some of the houses here had glass window panes, so I was able to get some silicon dioxide. Once Mary returned from shopping, I wanted to head to the dye studio right away.


      “Starting today, you’ll all be studying on your own,” I announced to everyone. “As for Angela and Henry, you can both keep playing with the fraction puzzle.”


      With that, I excitedly took off for the dye studio. I figured I would be fine on my own, since I was within the manor grounds, but Mary still came with me.


      My work today was going to be quite monotonous—I needed to test different ingredient ratios and take notes for everything. President Caesar and Benjamin were both good at this sort of thing, but I had a reason I wanted to get this done myself instead of waiting for them. There was a lake in Moeran County, and there would be less risk of drifting away than on the open ocean, so I wanted the opportunity to drift along the water on a pool float.


      “I’ll first try mixing equal parts slime powder, frog secretions, and quartz sand.”


      I tried mixing the ingredients together, but the slime powder and quartz sand were clumping up in the frog goop.


      “Become thoroughly mixed!” There was probably a proper way to do this, but I just used a brute-force method with my household magic. “Hmm, it’s pretty squishy. I’d like it to be a little harder.”


      I added some more quartz sand to the mixture, and it began to feel closer to the pool floats that existed in my previous world.


      “I want to make a float shaped like a swan, so I’ll try mixing in some white paint.” It wasn’t quite as opaque as I wanted, but that was perhaps my fault for being stingy with the amount of paint I added in. “Become a swan-shaped float!” I incanted while conjuring the image of the floats from my previous life.


      The float turned out successfully, and it even formed with an inflation valve. Unfortunately, it wasn’t inflated yet, so it came out looking like a swan float that was on the brink of death.


      “What is this, my lady?” Mary asked. “Also, it is almost time for lunch.”


      Perhaps it was good that Mary was here, because without her, I might have been late to lunch. I quickly cleaned myself up using household magic, then I rushed to the dining room.


      After finishing lunch, I immediately headed back to the dye studio. I’d made a pump before when we were building the bicycles, but those required metal and rubber. I can make rubber out of slime powder and charcoal, but for the metal parts... Maybe I can ask to melt down some broken pots and use them. Oh! I could make a foot pedal instead!


      I decided it would be too annoying to make the hose, so I decided to just make a bicycle pump. After I made the pump, I worked on inflating the float, which was exhausting.


      “What are you doing, sister?” Nassius asked, suddenly appearing. “Have you forgotten that we would be spending this afternoon at the Kazarian ruins?”


      Oh, that’s right! Nassius had come to get me.


      “I’m filling this with air,” I explained.


      Henry showed up as well. I’d been desperately pumping it with air, only to inflate its neck. Henry took over and succeeded in inflating the swan almost right away. The neck of the swan acted as a backrest, and the wings wrapped around the person seated on the float—both features worked to keep the user floating without getting wet.


      “What is this?” Nassius and Henry asked.


      “A swan float,” I replied. It took a lot of courage to say that while my dear angels and Mary were all looking at me with suspicion.


      “A float?” they all repeated with confusion.


      I guess I should’ve explained that first. It’s probably something they’ve never seen before.


      “I’ll explain on the way to the Kazarian ruins,” I replied.


      Unlike traveling to the summer palace, this was a quick trip, so Angela, Samuel, Nassius, Henry, and I all got to travel together in the same carriage. It was a little cramped, but the fun of getting to ride together was worth it!


      “I was working on a toy that can be used when you’re at an ocean or a lake,” I explained. “It floats in water, and you can ride on it. Since I made one shaped like a swan, what other types of floats would you like to see?”


      We had banana boats in my previous world, but those weren’t very fun without a motor-powered vehicle pulling them, since they couldn’t go too fast. Also, no one here had eaten a banana before.


      “A flower-shaped one might be cute,” Angela suggested. Despite the fact that she’d only gotten a quick glance at the swan float, she had already come up with a pretty good idea.


      “That sounds great,” I replied. “A simple flat raft is also great for playing in the water, though you might end up getting wet.”


      Samuel suggested a whale. Nassius suggested a pegasus, which he’d read about before in a book. Henry suggested a big boar, likely because seeing their parts in the storehouse had left quite an impression on him.


      “A whale could be fun,” I remarked. “It also fits, since it’s a sea creature.”


      If I made either a pegasus or a big boar, their legs would serve no purpose, and once the floats were in the water, it could be difficult to tell what they even were. I was obviously going to make them, though, because they were suggestions from my sweet angels. I’m always weak to my brothers!


      Once we arrived at the ruins, Samuel and my brothers led Angela around. At first, I just followed them, but eventually I couldn’t help but lead everyone toward the mural.


      “Wow, what an interesting mural!” Angela remarked. Since it was her first time seeing it, she seemed very intrigued.


      “Isn’t it?!” Samuel exclaimed. “For some reason, the colors of this mural haven’t faded! It would be great to revive the technology from the Kazarian Empire, including this ship.”


      Wow, what an impressive statement from Samuel. He’s grown so much! Nassius’s eyes are also glimmering with hope. I really hope the technology gets brought back!


      We returned home in time for tea, after which I immediately returned to the dye studio. This time, the angels, Samuel, and Angela all followed me.


      “First, let’s try making the flower float that Angela suggested!”


      This time I used plenty of paint, so the flower-shaped float came out a beautiful pink. Then, Henry and the boys worked to inflate it.


      “My, it’s adorable!” Angela exclaimed.


      The float was a pink flower in a concave shape, so it kept the rider from getting wet while floating on water.


      Next up was Samuel’s suggestion: a whale. Whales in my previous life were also huge, but the ones in this world were apparently massive—but that didn’t mean I was going to make a huge float. I think I’ll just make it big enough for two people to ride together.


      I wanted there to be a gradation of colors, so I prepared two containers of the mixture, one blue and one gray.


      “I don’t know if this will work, since this is my first time doing this,” I said. “Become a whale!” With an image of the finished product in my mind, I created the whale float.


      “Wow, that’s incredible!” Samuel exclaimed.


      I somehow managed to make a float that looked like the whale I’d seen in an encyclopedia.


      “Next is a pegasus! I’m going to make it so it’s sitting.”


      The pegasus was white, and because its wings wrapped around the outside, it made for a float that could probably keep the rider dry.


      “This is amazing, sister!”


      Henry was working on inflating the whale, but his hands stopped as he stared at me, knowing next was the big boar float he’d requested. I could tell just how excited he was.


      Okay, how do I want to go about this? Big boars aren’t really what I’d call cute...


      “I’ll use mostly brown with a little bit of white,” I said. “Become a big boar!”


      I’d ended up making a big boar piglet. Well, I don’t actually know if “piglet” was the right term, but I based it off the illustration of the baby big boar I’d seen in the encyclopedia of monsters, which depicted the young with white patterns in their coats. I think it turned out kind of cute. I even gave it little tusks.


      “Whoa! You even have tusks!” Henry said, talking to his piglet friend.


      I’m so glad he likes it! I’m happy as long as he is.


      Samuel and the others took turns inflating all the floats, while I worked on making a kickboard and a bodyboard. To use up the leftover paint, I made them a mixture of white, pink, blue, and gray.


      “We’re going to the beach tomorrow!” Samuel exclaimed.


      Floats were better suited for pools, but I could understand that they would want to play with their new toys right away. It would also be good to make sure that they didn’t sink.




      The next day, to everyone’s surprise, we went straight to the beach, skipping our usual morning studies. Samuel and Henry were both much too distracted to study, and even Nassius and Angela seemed restless. Not only did we skip our morning studies, but Count Northcourt had seen the floats and joined us at the beach.


      “We should use ropes to secure the floats to the shore,” I said. “That way, we won’t have to worry about anyone getting carried away by the tide.”


      Thanks to their experience of living by the sea, the valets were all skilled at tying knots. While we waited for the floats to be secured, Nassius practiced swimming with the kickboard.


      “You’re doing a good job floating,” Samuel said. “Now kick your legs to swim forward!”


      Looks like Nassius is getting better at swimming.


      When it was ready, I put my swan float in the water and climbed on top. It’s working great!


      “Whoa!” Samuel exclaimed. He’d fallen off of his whale float, and some water splashed onto me. Angela’s flower and Nassius’s pegasus both seemed stable, but Henry’s big boar also flipped over.


      “This is quite nice,” Count Northcourt remarked. He was riding a raft-shaped float I’d made, lying on his back while letting his feet dangle in the water.


      After we enjoyed leisurely floating around, we moved on to using the bodyboard.


      “This is how you use this bodyboard,” I said. I decided to demonstrate in an area shallow enough for all of us to stand. I waited for a wave, then lay on the bodyboard. I’ll ride the wave, which will carry me back to the shore!


      “That looks like fun!” my uncle exclaimed.


      Huh?


      To my surprise, Count Northcourt was the first to try bodyboarding. Samuel and the others all seemed itching to try it. Maybe I should make a few more of them.


      I decided to take a break. I sat in the shade of the tent and drank some juice while watching my angels play with the floats and the bodyboard.


      “I didn’t realize you could play like that with the things you were making, my lady,” Mary remarked. She’d initially been suspicious of my swan float, but now she seemed to think it looked like fun.


      “Would you like to try riding it as well?”


      Mary aggressively shook her head. Maybe she doesn’t know how to swim? Or maybe it’s improper for adult women to go swimming or something. I could understand that a float might not seem appealing in comparison to something like boating, where there was a lower risk of getting wet.


      We spent the entire morning thoroughly enjoying ourselves at the beach! We had to make up our studying after lunch, but everyone was a bit tired, and we probably weren’t going to be very productive, so I decided to focus on music. It’s summer break! We’re allowed to have fun! This was also a chance for me to practice the lute.


      Nassius and Henry had gotten quite good at playing the hanon, so they’d also moved on to practicing the lute. Angela was good at playing both the hanon and the lute. She would indeed probably be better off in music club than riding club.


      Man, I wish we could keep enjoying summer vacation like this forever.




      After Angela returned home on Friday, we began preparing for our trip to the Moerans. I was going to bring the floats with us, but I deflated them first. It was actually quite difficult to deflate them, since excessive force could cause them to burst. I ended up having the Northcourts’ servants help, and they folded the floats from the outside in to slowly deflate them.


      I said “we” had to prepare for the trip, but Mary was packing our clothes, and Aunt Lilianna was preparing the gifts, so we children had time on our hands.


      “I guess you deflated the floats,” Samuel remarked. “Since we can’t go swimming, let’s go riding!”


      With all the dyeing and alchemy that I was doing, I’d been neglecting horseback riding. I guess I don’t really have a choice. I need to practice so that if I ever get invited on a hunt, I can at least keep up without getting left behind.


      “I think you’re actually getting worse, Patience,” Samuel said.


      I would do a lot better if you used positive reinforcement.


      “No, she hasn’t,” Nassius argued. “It only seems that way because we’ve improved.”


      Thanks, Nassius. But that’s not really any better. Henry had always been great at riding, but over this summer, Nassius had had some truly amazing improvement.


      “In that case, she needs to practice thoroughly so she can keep up with us!”


      I’m happy just being able to follow from a distance.


      I ended up going through some intense practice, and I improved to the point that I could jump over small obstacles.


      “This is the minimum height you need to be able to jump over,” Samuel said. “If you’re out on a hunt and run into a ditch, you’ll get stuck if you can’t jump over it. Many noblewomen travel around hedges, so you don’t need to jump over them, but you need to practice jumping over small obstacles.”


      As someone who rode enough to be a member of the riding club, Samuel was a strict instructor. At the same time, I had to admit he wasn’t wrong, which was kind of frustrating.


      Grrr!


      The next morning, we departed for Moeran County. We were estimated to arrive by noon—it was a neighboring territory, so it was quite close. Our travel party included three carriages: one for the count and countess, one for the children, and one for the servants. We also had several guards escorting us on horseback. After getting a look at that storehouse of monster parts, I couldn’t help but feel traveling in this world was dangerous.


      Because local lords made sure to hunt the monsters along the roads, the roads themselves were quite safe. Neglecting to secure the roads in your territory could result in the other lords in your area lodging complaints against you with the royal family, which would lead to getting reprimanded. I’d learned about all that from Samuel; since the Grangers didn’t own any land, I had been unaware of such practices. This really is a great learning opportunity for both my angels and me.


      “This is my first time visiting the Moerans, so I’m really excited,” Samuel shared.


      He and the angels were all casually talking about how they wanted to go boating and play with their floats in the lake. In contrast to them, I was getting a bit nervous. We were visiting a family that I had received a proposal from, meaning Percival’s parents were probably going to examine me thoroughly. Thanks to OG Patience, my etiquette was perfect, but I sometimes operated on the common sense learned from my previous life. According to Mary, I sometimes acted in a way that was strange for a noble lady.


      Is it really unheard of for a noble lady to want to go into town or shop for herself?


      Mary was my mother’s attendant, and had served her since before she married into the Granger family. That meant that my mother had likely never behaved like I did.


      From the way that others spoke of her, I could tell that she had enjoyed dyeing and playing the hanon. All I could gather from OG Patience’s memories was that she had been a kind mother who could be a bit strict when it came to discipline. After she gave birth to Henry, it seemed like she had spent most of her days bedridden.


      OG Patience also died young, so I’m going to work on getting stronger and live a long life!


      I’d spent a year and a half in this world, and I had a feeling I wasn’t going back to my old one. Even if I could go back, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to. I’d gotten used to living here, but every now and then, I would miss my previous life—especially since this world was lacking in entertainment and recreational activities. At the same time, just looking at my dear brothers was enough to fill me with happiness. Even if I could go back, I don’t think I would.




      All the thoughts running through my head made the trip go by quickly, and so we arrived at the Moeran home. Percival was out front with the count and countess, and he was as handsome as always. Countess Moeran was also beautiful. Count Moeran was reasonably good-looking, but Percival clearly took after his mother. Does this world just have a lot of good-looking people? Or rather, it seems like nobles are just exceptionally good-looking.


      “Count Northcourt, Countess Northcourt, welcome to Moeran.”


      I was occupied with my own thoughts while the Northcourts and the Moerans finished exchanging greetings. The Northcourts then introduced Samuel, myself, and my brothers, so we all greeted them.


      “I am Patience Granger. Thank you very much for inviting us.”


      My beloved angels also succeeded in properly greeting the Moerans. Not only were they incredibly smart, but they were also very polite.


      “You must all be tired from the trip,” Countess Moeran said. “Please, come inside.”


      Percival immediately walked up to me and escorted me inside. It was this sort of behavior that made him so charming. While Mary and the other servants were bringing our luggage inside, we waited in the drawing room and engaged in friendly conversation. Well, more accurately, it was mostly the counts and countesses speaking to each other. It was polite for children to stay quiet, aside from when they were directly spoken to, which made it easier to navigate social situations like this.


      “The guests’ rooms are now ready,” a butler reported, and we all retired to our rooms for now.


      This was a custom that gave guests time to wash their faces of any dust that had accumulated during their carriage ride and change their clothes.


      The valets looking after Nassius and Henry were servants of the Northcourt household, so I was confident that they were in good hands. But when it came to dinner, Mary would be taking care of Henry. I just felt better about leaving him alone for meals if he was with someone he was close to.


      “My, you can see the lake from here!” I exclaimed, looking out the window of my room.


      Since it was summer, the clear skies provided an expansive view of the sparkling lake. I’m sure boating here would be really fun.


      “It is indeed lovely,” Mary remarked. She seemed to be enjoying the picturesque view as well.


      “What was my mother’s home, Capecot County, like?” I asked Mary.


      I know the former Marquess Copperfield passed already, but with my mother gone, I don’t think the Grangers will be able to repair their relationship with Capecot County that easily.


      “It is located in the eastern part of Lawrence, so it is close to the Forest of Andrea, which is between Capecot and the Sonian border. There were many monsters, perhaps because of its proximity to the forest.”


      A place with lots of monsters sounds difficult to live in. But Mary doesn’t speak of the county in a dismissive way.


      “Have you seen monsters before, Mary?”


      Mary seemed to be wondering why I would ask such a question.


      “Yes, I have seen some small monsters. Also, monster meat is quite delicious.”


      Yeah, the meat we had last fall was pretty good. Even so, isn’t she scared of them?


      “The only time I’ve ever seen a monster was when I saw the catch from the fall hunt.”


      A look of realization appeared on Mary’s face, and she nodded.


      “Since you were born in Romano, you likely did not know about provincial customs,” she explained. “For those in provincial territories, it is quite normal to hunt small monsters with arrows and eat them. However, we still rely on guild members and soldiers to take care of large monsters.”


      I’d meant to ask about my mother’s family, but the conversation ended up being focused on monsters. After hearing that the Capecots were noble supremacists, I’d assumed that they lived lavish, overindulgent lives, but perhaps they were more wild and rugged.


      Maybe they just leave monster hunting to the knights and soldiers under their command. I can’t really tell what they’re like.


      After that short break, we headed to the dining hall downstairs, where Nassius and Henry were already waiting.


      Ahhh! Henry is so adorable in his formal wear!


      Of course, Nassius was just as cute, but I was used to seeing him dressed up for dinner.


      “You look lovely, Henry,” I said. “You’ve really learned how to wear that suit well, Nassius.”


      I quickly gave them each a peck on the cheek. I had to restrain myself when other people were around, so I wasn’t going to waste this opportunity.


      “You look lovely as well, sister,” Nassius replied. He was starting to get familiar with social etiquette.


      “You look lovely,” Henry said, mimicking his brother. It was fine that he was just repeating what he heard, since that was how most people started learning to behave politely.


      Percival and Samuel are here. It looks like they’re talking about something. I wonder what it could be.


      “Is it true that you’re going to graduate from both the knight track and civil service track, Sir Percival?” Samuel asked. “My father says I should enroll in the knight track, but after the squabble between the riding club and knight club, I’m a bit worried about doing so...”


      Wow, that’s a complicated topic to bring up so early in the evening.


      “That squabble was the fault of the knight club, Samuel,” Percival assured him. “I’m very sorry our club caused trouble for the members of the riding club. I understand how you feel, but I would still urge you to consider enrolling in the knight track.”


      Percival was right, but there were people in the knight track who wouldn’t accept what he’d said—especially people like Mr. Cuthbert—which was precisely why Samuel was struggling with this decision.


      “I must learn to manage Northcourt County, so I was hoping to enroll in the civil service track and only enroll in any defense-related classes I might need from the knight track. Would that be inadvisable?”


      I feel like that should be enough. Am I wrong?


      “Well, if you enroll in the knight track, you’ll become friends with future knights. In other words, when you become Count Northcourt, you’ll potentially already know some of the knights you hire on a deeper level. That is one of the more significant benefits of enrolling in the knight track.”


      Oh, that makes sense. If you’re hiring not just for skills but also for personality and character, then you’ll definitely want to make connections with those people. Also, I think there’s a minimum area of land that a lord needs to bestow upon the chevaliers who serve them.


      “I hadn’t thought about that,” Samuel remarked. “I will speak about it with my father some more.”


      Samuel’s eyes were filled with respect and admiration when he looked at Percival. Count Northcourt had said something similar to him, but perhaps people just had a harder time listening to their parents’ advice, and it was easier for an upperclassman to get through to a younger student.


      Nassius and Henry were also both staring at Percival with glimmering gazes of excitement.


      “Let’s practice sword fighting together, Nassius, Henry,” Percival suggested. “You both seem like you’ve improved quite a bit since we last saw each other.”


      “Yes, please! Thank you!” my angels exclaimed in unison. If they had tails, they would likely be wagging furiously.


      I can see Samuel’s invisible tail wagging too.


      “I would like to join as well!” Samuel said.


      I felt like Percival had gotten one over on me. He likely knew that my beloved younger brothers were my weak spot.


      Our lunch was friendly and went off without a hitch. It didn’t seem like either Count or Countess Moeran were sizing me up. Perhaps I didn’t pick up on their gazes because they were just skilled diplomats.




      After our peaceful luncheon, just as he’d promised he would, Percival practiced sword fighting with Nassius, Henry, and Samuel.


      “It’s no wonder that Sir Percival was the champion of the knight club’s match,” Count Northcourt remarked. He had been busy during the day watching Samuel’s performance in the music club’s recital, so he hadn’t been able to view the knight club’s match. Despite that, he’d made sure to gather that information.


      “You flatter us, my lord,” Count Moeran replied. “Sir Samuel is also quite the skilled swordsman.”


      It seemed that Count Moeran was the type of man who made sure to compliment someone’s son when receiving compliments regarding his own. Though it was possible that he was just being polite, it was true that Samuel had gone through quite a bit of training in sword fighting, and he looked quite skilled even to a novice like me.


      Then there was Nassius. He’d improved so much! Lord Salius had thoroughly taught him the basics of sword fighting, and Nassius had gotten to further hone his skills this summer by training with Count Northcourt. As I’d expected, Nassius had been getting numerous benefits from training with someone close to his age.


      “You’ve worked so hard, Nassius,” Percival said. “You’re getting the hang of imbuing your blade with your wind magic.”


      Nassius seemed thoroughly pleased to have his efforts praised by Percival. I myself couldn’t tell whether Nassius had succeeded in imbuing his sword with wind magic, but if Percival was saying he’d done so, I had no reason to doubt that. I’m his big sister. I need to be more observant of him!


      Finally, there was Henry. To no one’s surprise, his physical enhancement magic was present even in the way he swung his sword. His overall movements were quite different from the other two.


      “You should keep doing what you’re doing, Henry,” Percival suggested. “By the time you enroll in the Royal Academy, you’ll be skilled enough to be one of the top swordsmen there.”


      Henry was jumping with joy, and Nassius also seemed happy to hear his brother being praised.


      Nassius is such a good boy! I’m so proud of you!


      Instead of watching the boys practice sword fighting, Countess Moeran and Aunt Lilianna were in the parlor, chatting. A proper noble lady would have been sitting with them in a graceful and composed manner, but it was so much more fun to see how much my beloved angels had improved.


      Percival kept the practice session shorter than a standard lesson, perhaps out of consideration for those of us watching.


      “Thank you very much!” the three boys said, then they bowed their heads.


      What a proper thank you! They’re such good boys!


      “I think this would be a good time for tea,” Count Moeran remarked, being a good and hospitable host to Count Northcourt.


      Once again, Percival swiftly made his way to my side and escorted me to the parlor. I hope my angels learn how to act classy and chivalrous like this. I’m sure it’ll make them popular with girls.


      Conversations during tea usually centered around the adults, so I’d expected that we children would just be quietly sipping our tea. Surprisingly, though, Count Moeran actively included us in the discussion.


      “I heard you are in music club and riding club, Sir Samuel,” Count Moran said. “What a remarkable display of excellence in both academics and extracurriculars.”


      “Thank you very much,” Samuel said, keeping his reply short as he turned bright red.


      Both my aunt and uncle also seemed happy that their son was being praised. They had been anxious about Samuel’s academics before his enrollment in the academy, so hearing others recognize his efforts was likely extra gratifying.


      “I’ve heard from my son that you’re enrolled in two tracks, Lady Patience,” Count Moeran said, turning his attention to me. “I also hear that you’ve developed many inventions in alchemy club and composed quite a few pieces in music club. You are indeed a noble lady with a myriad of wonderful skills.”


      Wow, he’s really done his homework. I guess it’s to be expected, since there was a formal offer for my hand.


      “I’m unworthy of such praise, my lord,” I replied, showing ladylike humility. I made sure to return the compliment as well. “I’ve heard that Sir Percival will also be enrolling in his second track and begin civil service courses in the fall.”


      Count Moeran spoke to both Nassius and Henry as well, and they politely responded. It had only been simple questions, but it seemed to be enough for Count Moeran to see that Nassius was intelligent and Henry was going to make a great knight. Wait, is this his way of looking into my family?


      Before I could spend too much time mulling over that thought, Countess Moeran began adding other topics to the conversation, and we had a lighthearted tea party.


      Not only was Countess Moeran beautiful, but it was clear from the way she kept the conversation flowing and lively that she was quite intelligent. If this is what Percival is expecting of me as his partner in the diplomatic service, then that’s a really high bar he’s setting. I’m kind of intimidated.




      After tea, we headed to the lake. Samuel, Nassius, and Henry all wore looks on their faces that were screaming Boat ride! We were saving the actual boating for tomorrow, so today’s trip was just going to be a quick visit. To my surprise, Samuel, Nassius, and Henry all decided to follow Percival to the lake on horseback. It was a pleasant summer day, and we’d spent most of the morning in a carriage, so Samuel had suggested that it would be better to travel on horseback.


      I joined the counts and Countess Northcourt in a carriage. Countess Moeran was staying behind because she had to organize dinner. I figured that she’d either offered to stay back because five people in a carriage would be too cramped, or she’d seen the lake more than enough times.


      Once again, I found myself reflecting on my need to practice my riding skills. After all, it would have been much more fun to travel with my dear brothers on horseback than to be surrounded by older relatives in a carriage. Count Moeran was a great host, but it was still exhausting to be on my best behavior.


      “My, what a lovely lake,” I remarked.


      By the time we arrived, Samuel and the others were already climbing into boats.


      “Please, climb aboard,” Count Moeran said, helping Count and Countess Northcourt onto a boat with him.


      Samuel and my angels also climbed onto a boat together, which meant Percival and I were left to ride a boat together. We walked down the pier, and Percival nimbly climbed into a boat before holding his hand out for me.


      “Please take my hand,” he said.


      Wow, I really feel like I’m a pretty noble lady.


      Patience had definitely gotten a lot cuter now, but that wasn’t what I was referring to—I was being escorted around with so much care that I felt like a girl who actually deserved to be deeply cherished.


      “I didn’t know that rowing was another one of your talents, Sir Percival,” I said. In my elated state, that stale compliment was all I could manage. Of course he knows how to row a boat properly! He grew up here in Moeran County. I bet he spent his childhood playing at this lake!


      “Thank you very much,” Percival replied with a smile. “I’m quite proud of my boating skills.”


      I felt like I was going to be knocked unconscious by his handsome grin. Being alone in a boat in the middle of a lake was such a romantic situation, and I couldn’t help but feel like an innocent maiden. I could imagine OG Patience’s heart pounding like crazy right now—in fact, I had to imagine something like that to take my mind off the current situation. Otherwise, my face was going to turn beet red.


      “Hey, Samuel!” Count Northcourt shouted. “You need to row straight forward, otherwise you’ll crash!”


      “Oh no!” I exclaimed. “Are Nassius and Henry all right?”


      Danger, danger! I was about to fall in love! Well, maybe falling in love wouldn’t be a bad thing, but I need to keep my head on straight until my angels are independent.


      “Samuel told me he knew how to row a boat,” Percival said. He’d likely taken Samuel at his word, since the latter had grown up near the coast.


      “Perhaps he meant that he’d paddled a boat once before,” I suggested, trying to defend my cousin. After all, he’d already corrected the course, and I appreciated the distraction he’d provided.


      Our boating fun quickly came to an end, since we were planning to have a proper trip to the lake tomorrow. Even though I’d gotten out of that risky boat situation, I still wasn’t in the clear because right now, I was in Percival’s arms. For our return home, I was riding with Percival on his horse. How did I end up here? The horse’s saddle was being brought home in the carriage so we could ride together. I felt like a princess, but at the same time, it was a bit embarrassing.


      “We’re here, my lady,” Percival said. He jumped off, then he lifted me off the horse’s back and onto the ground.


      Ahhh, I can feel my face burning up!
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      The dinner to welcome the Northcourts, my brothers, and me was a friendly affair that felt like a family gathering, and it went smoothly. Samuel, Nassius, and I all were on our best behavior—in other words, we just listened and ate quietly while the adults conversed with one another.


      It was customary for the women to leave the table after the meal, while the men stayed behind to share drinks and cigars. Percival was at an age where it wasn’t obvious which group he belonged with, but he swiftly arrived at my side and escorted me to the parlor. In other words, he was going to spend the rest of the evening in the parlor with us.


      Countess Moeran and Aunt Lilianna continued to do most of the talking, while we youths ate some bite-sized cakes and drank our tea.


      “These cakes are delicious,” Samuel remarked.


      He had a powerful sweet tooth that was undaunted even when facing foes like those grainy blocks of sugar masquerading as dessert, but the cakes served tonight were surprisingly light and fluffy.


      Samuel had spoken in a soft voice, but Countess Moeran had heard his comment, and she smiled.


      “I believe the cakes here in Lawrence are much too sweet,” she said. “I had these made similar to the desserts in Sonia.”


      Really? I assumed all the cakes in this world were those cloying mounds of sugar. I wonder if being the capital of love makes Sonians more conscious about their diets, or maybe they’re just a kingdom of foodies in the pursuit of deliciousness.


      “My, it’s incredibly delicious,” Aunt Lilianna remarked. She normally never had the cake served with tea, but she’d taken a bite and was praising the dessert.


      “Ice cream, which Lady Patience developed in alchemy club, is another very popular dessert, mother,” Percival pointed out. “I’m sure ice cream makers will be popular in the Kingdom of Sonia as well.”


      Don’t bring up my inventions like that, Percival! My face is going to turn bright red!


      “My, we purchased an ice cream maker ourselves,” Countess Moeran said. “I’m planning to have some made for our dessert tomorrow at the lake. Your invention is spectacular, Lady Patience.”


      President Caesar had been the one to design the magic circle that operated the ice cream maker, so it made me feel guilty to be receiving so many compliments for it.


      Once the men joined us in the parlor, Samuel and I played songs on the hanon and on lutes. Nassius also played a hanon piece, and it turned out that Percival was quite skilled on the lute.




      The next day, we sat down for breakfast before heading out for the lake. We packed the floats to bring with us; they were going to be inflated at the lake, since they would take up too much space if we transported them preinflated.


      The adults were only going to participate in the boating and lunch barbecue, while the rest of us planned to enjoy both swimming and boating. Henry had already been at maximum excitement since this morning, and Samuel and Nassius were also in high spirits. Henry seemed to be itching to paddle a boat, perhaps because he’d let Samuel take the lead yesterday, given that our cousin had experience.


      “I can’t wait to row the boat!” Henry exclaimed. “When I grow up, I want to become a sailor and sail across the entire world!”


      Oh, I see now. Ever since we got onto that ship in Port Northcourt, Henry’s probably become interested in boats and ships. Knowing that sea monsters were bigger than land monsters, I couldn’t help but be terrified for my dear brother. At the same time, I would make Henry whatever his heart desired, even if that meant building a magic-powered ship!


      My intense love for my angels had me reflexively tightening my fists, while Aunt Lilianna looked at me with a nervous expression, one I hadn’t seen for quite some time. Perhaps she was worried about my overwhelming love for my brothers or that I was going to do something preposterous—I couldn’t tell what she was thinking.


      “Shall we head out to the lake?” Countess Moeran suggested.


      Since today’s trip to the lake was planned to be longer than yesterday’s, we traveled by carriage and were also accompanied by Mary and the boys’ valets. Percival was sitting beside me with Henry on his lap. I think Henry’s gotten pretty heavy by now. Is Percival okay? Across from us were Samuel and Nassius. This configuration wasn’t particularly concerning, since the lake wasn’t too far away.


      Percival was a bit more formal in the way he spoke to Samuel, in contrast to the casual and friendly manner in which he spoke to Nassius and Henry. The difference was likely due to the longer time he’d spent with Nassius and Henry, thanks to the sword fighting practice they’d done together. The looks on their faces made it obvious that the three boys all wanted an older brother like Percival.


      Percival was incredibly good-looking, elegant in the way that he escorted a lady, skilled enough as a swordsman to be champion of the knight club’s annual match, and masterful on horseback. On top of all of that, he was going to enroll in the academy’s civil service track to follow in the footsteps of his father, the minister of foreign affairs, and become a diplomat. Even if I had been a boy, I probably couldn’t have helped but admire him.


      If I were to accept Percival’s proposal, both Nassius and Henry would likely be over the moon. After all, they would gain a wonderful brother-in-law.


      Ahh, no! I have to stop this train of thought! No matter how much I cared for my adorable angels, I couldn’t decide who I would marry based on that. Actually, would that be normal in this world? Regardless of what was acceptable, it was clear that I was in no state to be making any decisions.


      My pondering about my future made the time go by quickly, and soon we arrived at the lake.


      “I want to get on a boat!” Henry exclaimed while jumping out of the carriage.


      Your jumps are adorable, Henry, but don’t stand up in the boat, okay?


      “You can row the boat today, Henry,” Samuel said.


      Overjoyed by his cousin’s kind gesture, Henry climbed into a boat with Nassius and Samuel and paddled it around the lake. While the boys were having fun on the boat, I instructed the servants to inflate the floats for us.


      “What are these?” Percival asked.


      I proceeded to explain that they were flotation devices in the shapes of a swan, a flower, a whale, a pegasus, and a big boar, which was quite embarrassing. I was worried that he would find the floats childish and become weirded out by me. Yeah, I’m becoming really self-conscious around Percival.


      “I see. These seem quite fun,” Percival remarked.


      Wow, being praised is embarrassing too.


      “While we wait for the floats to be inflated, why don’t we get on a boat?” he suggested.


      Oh, we’re going boating alone again? Once again, my heart was beating like crazy.


      “I’m assuming you made those floats yourself, Lady Patience. May I ask what they are made from?”


      To my surprise, the atmosphere today was quite different. Though I was relieved, the romantic maiden inside of me was a bit disappointed.


      “It’s still only a prototype,” I explained. “I was actually looking for something that can turn other materials water-repellent, and these floats were created as a byproduct of that search. I wanted to make something that could float to help Nassius practice swimming, and I got a bit carried away.”


      Yeah, those floats are out of place at a romantic lake like this. I mean, a swan? A flower? A pegasus? What was I thinking, bringing them here?


      “Nonsense, I think they are incredibly interesting. I would also imagine that there are a wide variety of things that could be made using the same material.”


      That was exactly what I’d been thinking. It could probably be used to make life jackets or lifeboats. It seemed that Henry’s interest in ships had led my mind to be dominated by thoughts of inventions that could help him sail safely.


      “I agree,” I replied. “I will start coming up with some ideas.”


      Percival nodded in response. Though the knight club and alchemy club seemed like they were complete opposites of each other, I was attempting a project that intersected with both: Magius’s cape. However, since I hadn’t actually made it yet, I needed to keep this project under wraps.


      I feel like the cape is going to cause a huge commotion once it’s finished.


      My interest in recreating the cape had begun when I’d thought it would make for a nice token of my gratitude for Lord Salius, who visited us two or three times a month to give my brothers sword fighting lessons. To my surprise, it was apparently a much bigger deal, to the point that it had made President Caesar scream with excitement.


      Well, to be completely honest, the cape for Lord Salius was going to be the prototype; my true goal was to make one for Henry. After all, my brothers were the most important to me.


      Once I figured out how to make magic capes, I wasn’t too concerned about sharing the method with others. I figured any money I might be able to make from a patent or trademark would just be an added bonus, but perhaps I didn’t have a full grasp on the marketability of such capes. I’ll have to ask President Caesar about that, because if I can dye that tarantula thread, then I’m probably going to try embroidering with it. I wonder if he’ll be surprised by it.


      Henry successfully paddled his boat around the lake and seemed satisfied.


      “Can you swim in a lake?” Samuel asked, having only ever gone swimming in the ocean.


      We were already dressed in our swimming clothes, so we would be all right if we ended up getting wet. Oh, maybe I should try adding a water-repellent coating to these clothes. I’ll have to test it out when we return to Northcourt. Oh, that gives me another idea I want to try out!


      “Of course,” Percival replied. “Does everyone know how to swim?”


      Nassius was the only one who shook his head. It’s okay, Nassius. You just started learning how.


      “In that case, I’ll teach you how to swim, Nassius,” Percival said.


      Since Percival was looking after Nassius, Samuel and Henry got onto the inflated floats and drifted along the surface of the lake, often flipping over because both the whale and big boar floats weren’t very stable—that actually seemed to be fun for them in its own way.


      “You have wind magic as well, don’t you, Nassius? If you utilize your magic, you can swim with a lot more ease. Here, watch me.”


      Like my brother, Percival also appeared to be proficient in wind magic. He relaxed his muscles, summoned some wind, and then began gliding across the water. Oh, I see. He’s using wind magic as a source of propulsion.


      “I think I get it now, Sir Percival!” Nassius exclaimed. He was great at grasping both academic subjects and magic, but when it came to athletic abilities, he was a bit behind Henry. Still, once he saw something, he understood it. “Ummm, I relax and summon the wind, then I kick my legs while gliding my arms through the water.”


      That’s right, Nassius! He’d already learned how to do a front crawl from Samuel, so he was just adding magic on top of that.


      “My, Nassius! You’re swimming!”


      Until now, he’d struggled to swim because he had trouble taking in breaths without sinking. Now he had magic supporting him when he turned his head to breathe, so he could keep going without sinking.


      “Once you get used to swimming, you’ll be able to do it without the aid of magic.”


      Nassius looked ecstatic about finally being able to swim. It must’ve been frustrating, being the only one who couldn’t do it. My kickboard idea hadn’t been bad, but I’d completely overlooked that magic was an option here. I should have thought of that.


      “When did you learn how to swim, brother?!” Henry exclaimed.


      “You’re swimming, Nassius!” Samuel cheered. “You did it!”


      Both Henry and Samuel seemed elated that Nassius had succeeded in swimming. You’re both such good boys!


      Now that everyone could swim, we all got together to use the floats and leisurely drift along the surface of the lake—at the very least, that was how I was enjoying myself.


      Over where Henry and Samuel were floating, it was rowdy and lively. For some reason, Percival and Nassius were playing with them as well. I thought floating was plenty of fun, but the boys were having fun flipping over on the floats, or racing each other between the whale and big boar floats.


      The adults arrived before lunch, and they were surprised by the floating objects in the water.


      “My, what did Patience make this time?” Aunt Lilianna muttered.


      I guess Count Northcourt went with us when we first used them, but this is Aunt Lilianna’s first time seeing them.


      “This may be a revolutionary material...” Count Moeran said, appearing quite interested in the material the floats were made of.


      “It’s time we have lunch,” Countess Moeran said, as elegant of a hostess as ever.


      Perhaps Percival was so graceful because he’d grown up with his parents as exemplary models of dignified behavior. I really don’t think I have the confidence to be at his side.


    


  



  

    

      Chapter 11: An Alchemy Club and History Club Joint Summer Camp?


      Our visit to Moeran County had been an absolute blast, and the lakeside barbecue had been no different. We’d enjoyed grilled skewers of monster meat. Samuel, Nassius, and Henry had all eaten multiple skewers, while I’d been full after one.


      My dear angels would soon be entering their growth spurts. I didn’t know how much my father would make as the headmaster of Romano University, but I was going to continue working hard regardless so I could provide my family with enough for my brothers to fill their stomachs.


      At the Granger home, we purchased grain and meats, but all of our vegetables were grown in the rear garden.


      I wouldn’t have to worry about Nassius for much longer, because he would be moving into the dorms, where the cafeterias offered endless refills. Wait, should Nassius be using the salon? I, personally, would have been fine eating at the regular cafeteria downstairs, but as Princess Margaret’s lady’s maid, I ate lunch with her in the salon. At some point I’d realized that every Class A student was having lunch in the salon. It would be sad if Nassius were the only one in his class who didn’t eat lunch there. I’ll have to discuss this with our father when we get home.


      I stopped and reminded myself that I should be using my summer break to have fun and study, not to improve our food situation.


      Once we got back to Northcourt County, we returned to our normal schedule. We were studying in the mornings and having fun in the afternoons. Beach trips became much more frequent now that Nassius could swim, and we all thoroughly enjoyed ourselves playing in the water.


      Of course, there was still time set aside for sword fighting and horseback riding. I was determined to gain at least a minimum level of competency in riding, so I was making an effort to improve. Through that, I’d become less scared of horses.


      “Become obedient!” I incanted.


      Since I’d previously succeeded in getting horses to calm down by using my magic, I’d decided to also use my magic while horseback riding. I’d been fueled by the memory of a rude comment Prince Keith had made to me, and the way that Percival had taught Nassius to use his wind magic to swim had given me this idea.


      The horses here at Northcourt manor had already been trained very well, and I was always given a horse that was especially well-behaved, which I made even more docile with my household magic.


      “How’d you get so good all of a sudden, Patience?” Samuel asked with a dubious look.


      Though I definitely had much more room for improvement, my skills were now probably good enough for what was expected of a noble lady. So I decided to wrap up my riding practice for the day and experiment with an idea that had suddenly popped into my mind.


      “Are you doing alchemy again, my lady?” Mary asked.


      Mary’s objection to my interests in cooking and alchemy slightly detracted from my enjoyment of those things, but I proceeded regardless.


      “Yes, I am. Sir Caesar and some of the other club members will be visiting this weekend. I’d like to have some research done by then to surprise them.”


      When we’d returned from Moeran County, there had been letters from Caesar and the others waiting for us. I wasn’t sure if they had all coordinated with each other or if it was simply pure coincidence, but they were all going to visit this weekend.


      “My, Sir Burns is visiting?” Mary asked with a pleased smile. Perhaps she was remembering the time that he’d bought us quite a few magic stones as a token of his apology after raising his voice at us, or she hoped that this could lead to a deeper connection with the Burns family.


      “They’re only coming to see the Kazarian ruins,” I explained, trying to make it clear that this was not to discuss a potential marriage.


      “So what will you be making this time?”


      When I’d been working on the floats, Mary hadn’t been very impressed until she’d seen them inflated. After she saw them floating in the ocean, she’d perhaps taken a slight interest in alchemy, though it would still rank below dyeing and sewing.


      “The Moerans have beautiful roses growing in their garden, and I thought of a tool that would be useful in maintaining them.”


      One of the things that was consistent between my previous and current worlds was that roses were prone to pests. The roses I grew at home were pest-free—they needed to be good enough to sell, so I regularly maintained them by incanting, “Stay away, insects!”


      While visiting the Moerans, I’d observed their gardener removing insects by hand and painting the leaves with an insecticide. At the time, I’d thought that having a sprayer would be useful for the gardener, and later inspiration struck: I didn’t need a pressurized can if I could make a manual spray pump!


      I also wanted to make swimsuits. I currently wore old, spare clothing and thick drawers in lieu of a bathing suit. Those clothes got uncomfortably heavy when they absorbed water, making it difficult for me to swim. For now, I was planning to try making a swimsuit by thinning out my water-repellent substance and soaking some pants in it.


      Drawing on vintage European one-piece bathing suits seemed like a good idea for the boys swimsuits. After all, I’d seen the boys’ pants slide down on more than one occasion. Since I was a proper lady, I always pretended not to see it happen.


      When it came to the design for girls, I figured it could just be the same as the boys’ one-piece suit, but with a skirt added on top. Truthfully, having the additional layer was annoying, but I wasn’t going to go against societal norms and morality.


      “Mary, could you buy me some black cotton fabric?”


      I wasn’t sure if I’d used up the ten rhoms I’d given her before, so I wrote a check for five rhoms and handed it to her.


      “A check won’t be accepted in a provincial town like this, my lady,” Mary informed me. “Also, there is enough money left over from your previous purchases to buy cotton fabric.”


      Now that she mentions it, I don’t think they could break my ten-rhom coin at the general store.


      “Oh, that reminds me, I wanted to give that blouse and red skirt to the girl from the general store, but that probably wouldn’t be appropriate, would it?”


      Mary’s face scrunched up into an apologetic look as she explained that it would not be appropriate to give the clothes away for free. Then her expression suddenly transformed into a confident smile.


      “I will trade the blouse and red skirt for some black cotton fabric,” Mary declared.


      As a longtime member of the Granger household, Mary was quite skilled at managing money and assessing the value of things. I trusted her, so I let her handle the matter.


      While Mary was out running that errand, I put together the water-repellent substance. The spray pump was going on the back burner, but I couldn’t help it—it was summer, so making swimsuits for us to wear to the beach took precedence.


      I combined some cheap and useful slime powder with the sticky goop from the giant poison frogs, and tossed in a dash of quartz sand. I added plenty of water to make sure the mix wasn’t too viscous, because I didn’t want the swimsuits to end up being heavy. At the very least, a heavy swimsuit would be a no-go for me.


      I took a piece of scrap fabric and soaked it in the substance to test it out.


      “Dry!” I incanted, then tugged at the fabric. So far, it didn’t seem like anything had changed.


      “Let’s see if it repels water.” I dripped some water onto the fabric scrap, and the water turned into beads before rolling off the surface. “I don’t know how durable the coating will be, but for now, it seems to work fine.”


      Not long after that, Mary returned with a massive bolt of black cotton fabric.


      “My, I can’t believe you were able to get so much!” I exclaimed.


      All I’d wanted was enough fabric to make swimsuits for Samuel, Nassius, Henry, Angela, and myself. With this much fabric, I could even make some for Princess Margaret, Princess Jane, Prince Keith, and Prince Marcus.


      The only issue now was to decide whether I wanted to coat the fabric before sewing or after sewing. Screw it! I already have the fabric and the coating here, so let’s dunk it all in! This was probably the sort of process that President Caesar and Benjamin would handle with a bit more care and precision.


      After soaking all the fabric, Mary removed it from the mixture, wrung it out, then laid the fabric flat.


      “Dry!” I incanted, using my magic to quickly dry all of the fabric.


      “Does this fabric have some sort of special property?” Mary asked, seeming dubious that soaking the fabric in the strange substance had done anything.


      “Just watch!”


      I began pouring water onto the fabric, which shocked Mary.


      “You’ll get yourself wet, my lady!” she warned, but the water just formed beads on the surface of the fabric and rolled off it. Mary was wide-eyed and taken aback.
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      “Oh my... Did you use paraffin wax?”


      Though it was similar in its properties, if I had coated the fabric in paraffin wax, the coating would just peel off right away.


      “I did not, but this coating does produce a similarly water-repellent material,” I explained. “All that’s left to do is sew it into this sort of garment.”


      I quickly sketched out the one-piece bathing suit I had in mind for boys. This looks kind of similar to underwear that commoners wear. I caught a glimpse of some while at Burns Trading Company.


      “Is this a men’s swimsuit?” Mary asked. Up to this point, she seemed on board.


      How will she feel about the girls swimsuit? I cautiously handed her the design I’d quickly sketched.


      “My, this one is a women’s swimsuit. I see, you’ve added a skirt to the men’s design... Yes, I think this would be good. Even if the skirt were to slide out of place, there would be nothing to worry about.”


      Whoa, I got Mary’s blessing!


      For a while now, I’d been slightly nervous when swimming in those thick drawers. With this design, the shorts would be attached to the top, so nothing would show even if the skirt slid down.


      With the designs approved, we immediately began sewing. We started by making swimsuits for Samuel, Nassius, Henry, and me.


      “When we go swimming tomorrow, we should wear these!” I announced, showing the completed bathing suits to everyone.


      “They look a little like baby clothes,” Samuel remarked with a look of uncertainty.


      Well, if he’d be embarrassed to wear it, he definitely doesn’t have to put it on.


      “Patience, could this be...a water-repellent fabric?” Count Northcourt asked.


      The boys had been practicing sword fighting with the count when he’d noticed me doing something in the dye studio and brought everyone over. I hope this doesn’t lead to the overhunting of giant poison frogs.


      “Yes, it is. I’m hoping we can wear these while swimming to test out the water-repellent properties.”


      Count Northcourt began pondering something, so I left him to think and handed my beloved angels their swimsuits. They wholeheartedly trusted their big sister, so they accepted the bathing suits with no hesitation.


      “I see, it’s held up with shoulder straps,” Nassius commented. “It’s very nice that you don’t have to worry about your pants sliding down.”


      That’s exactly right, Nassius! Though Nassius had correctly identified the problem I was trying to solve, it wasn’t one he had—he always made sure to pull his bottoms up before standing up.


      “Thank you, sister!” Henry exclaimed.


      The swimsuits were definitely going to be beneficial to Henry. He always got so focused on swimming that he wouldn’t notice anything else going on.


      “Are you going to wear one of those as well?” Aunt Lilianna asked, having joined to inspect my outfit, so I showed her the girls bathing suit I’d made, which had the addition of a skirt. “I think this will do just fine,” she remarked.


      As I’d expected, the skirt was a necessary component, despite how it only got in the way of trying to swim.


      The next day, I learned that for some reason, Count Northcourt had had Mary and some servants sew him a bathing suit during the previous evening, and he joined us at the beach.


      “This is quite comfortable,” the count said. “Since the fabric repels water, it doesn’t get weighed down. This is an incredible invention, Patience.”


      “I guess it’s better than swimming in spare clothes,” Samuel conceded, acknowledging that the swimsuits made it easier to swim. It was good that he was admitting the bathing suits were useful, but he hadn’t picked up on the hidden meaning behind his father’s words.


      “You can help make so many people’s lives more convenient using this fabric, sister,” Nassius remarked.


      I knew it! My Nassius is a genius! Not only was my brother smart, but he was kind, to the point that he’d first thought of how he could improve people’s lives. If we weren’t right in front of Samuel, I would have given him a big hug and kissed him.


      “Oh, you could also use it to make a cape for George!” Henry chimed in.


      My youngest brother was also a smart, good boy. Having to sit in the driver’s seat of the carriage, George would get soaked with rain and covered with snow. Since Henry didn’t get embarrassed in front of our cousin, I pulled him in for a hug and kissed his cheek.


      “You both did so well,” I said, praising them. “That is exactly what I was thinking!”


      Samuel seemed to finally catch up.


      “I see, you can just test it with all sorts of fabric.”


      I guess that’s an acceptable answer. Since he’s family, I’ll let him off easy. Also, I don’t want to waste such a beautiful day thinking too hard about unimportant things.


      “This feels so nice!” I gushed.


      White clouds floated through the blue skies, and I floated in the water on my inflatable swan, enjoying the ultimate summer vacation. As I listened to the joyful bustle of my angels and Samuel bodyboarding together, only one thought was on my mind: This was the happiest I’d ever been since coming to this world.




      As scheduled, Angela came over on Wednesday. This time, Lucene had tagged along as well.


      “My husband is planning to dye all the imported fabric before selling it,” Lucene reported to me. “But before he does that, he would like to know if you might be able to visit us in Satisford.”


      I would love to! I definitely want to see the markets in Port Satisford!


      “Thank you very much for the invitation,” I replied. Even though Lucene and I were first cousins, she was quite a bit older than me, so I made sure to be polite in my response.


      “Oh, speaking of visits, some of Patience’s friends will be coming to Northcourt County to see the Kazarian ruins,” Aunt Lilianna shared. “Among those boys is Duke Burns’s eldest son, whom Viscount Satisford had said he was interested in meeting. We would love for you to join us.”


      Caesar didn’t care about anything but alchemy, so having to meet others was probably a bit of an inconvenience for him. On the other hand, establishing a relationship with the lord of the prosperous Port Satisford would definitely be a good thing for the Burns Trading Company.


      That stuff was for the adults to figure out and none of my business, so I put it out of my mind and proceeded to show Angela the swimsuit I’d made her. It was probably best that I got her mother’s approval before giving it to her.


      “This is a swimsuit?” Angela asked, marveling at the garment.


      Yup, it’s much easier to swim in than spare clothes! But the skirt is definitely unnecessary.


      “That swimsuit was designed by Patience,” Aunt Lilianna said to Lucene. “Elliot is quite fond of his bathing suit.”


      Thanks to the skirt, Lucene seemed to find it appropriate, and she gave Angela permission to wear the bathing suit.


      “Is this fabric water-repellent?” Lucene asked. In contrast to Aunt Lilianna, who didn’t seem to be interested in the business of being a lord, Lucene appeared to be working with her husband to help Port Satisford prosper.


      “Yes, I believe that’s what I heard,” my aunt replied.


      Lucene’s eyes lit up with excitement. I completely understood how she felt—water-repellent materials had such a wide variety of uses. In fact, I’d already decided on what I would be creating next: I wanted to make flip-flops. Currently, we just wore fabric slippers, which made for a sensory nightmare when they were wet. I had various other ideas as well, but since it was summer, I couldn’t help but prioritize the inventions that could be used for fun.


      I’d also made swimsuits for Caesar and the others. They would end up unnecessary if everyone only cared to visit the ruins, but I could imagine them seeing the pool floats and wanting to use them in the water.


      With that settled, after lunch we went swimming. Angela got on the flower float and drifted along the surface of the water. I was also having fun on my inflatable swan while listening to the merry sounds of the boys having fun and bodyboarding.


      “Tomorrow, I’m going to make flip-flops!”


      My brothers hadn’t worn sandals with straps before, and I grew worried that the strap would cause friction between their big and index toes. Maybe I should make them more like gladiator sandals. I should also invent some rubber boots for fishermen to wear! It would be nice if the flip-flops could be colorful, but I need to mix charcoal into slime powder to make rubber, so they’ll end up black. I wish there was some other rubberlike material.


      Various thoughts ran through my mind as I floated in the surf.


      “We must return to the manor, my lady,” Mary called out to me from the shore.


      I’d been out floating until then, having forgotten that we had to be back home in time for tea. If I had been swimming, I would’ve gotten tired right away and already returned to the shore to take a break. Relaxing on the float made time pass so quickly.


      “My, it’s time to go back already?” Angela remarked. Even she was surprised at how fast our beach visit had felt.


      Maybe she’s needed a break, since Lucene seems to push all sorts of lessons onto her.


      I suddenly realized that we hadn’t received another invitation to visit the summer palace—not that I was particularly itching to visit it. I wonder if they know that we were visiting the Moerans, or that Caesar and the other boys will be visiting. Actually, I think the king might’ve joined everyone at the summer palace by now. The king and queen might just be relaxing together, I thought as we traveled back to Northcourt manor.


      After tea, it was time for Angela and Samuel to practice playing music. Angela was elated by every new piece of sheet music she came across, and she happily played the hanon. I also got some practice in by accompanying my angels and teaching everyone to sing.


      Angela was actually going to stay with us until the weekend, instead of her usual three days. During the visit from Caesar and the others, the Satisfords would come to pick her up, joining us for tea before returning to Satisford. It appeared that Aunt Lilianna and Lucene had discussed the matter and settled on this plan.


      “I’m practicing using household magic, but I always end up relying on Mia for help,” Angela confessed to me. “How do I stop doing that?”


      Lucene could be quite strict, and she had been teaching Angela to be able to take care of herself before moving into the dorms. Taking care of yourself was the norm among commoners, as well as in the Granger household, since we were too poor to have enough help around the house. For someone like Angela, who grew up in a wealthy family with a reliable attendant always at her side, it was probably difficult to get into the habit of taking care of oneself.


      “There’s no need to rush,” I assured her. “You can just practice bit by bit.”


      My words seemed to give Angela some relief. There really wasn’t much she would have to do while living in the dorms, because the dorm maids cleaned the deluxe rooms, and she could just bring her laundry home on the weekends. As long as she could get dressed and do her hair, she would do just fine.


      “Um, do you visit Princess Margaret’s room often, Lady Patience?” Angela asked. “Is there anything I should be careful of when I visit Princess Jane’s room?”


      I can’t tell her that Princess Margaret has trouble getting up in the morning. What else is there for me to teach her?


      “I’m not sure if Princess Jane will be doing her own hair, but she may enjoy getting your help with styling,” I suggested.


      The queen was in the middle of reeducating Princess Jane, but even after she’d been whipped into shape, I couldn’t imagine her caring too much about what her hair looked like. I don’t know if Angela will end up being Princess Jane’s lady’s maid, but if she does, she’ll have to make sure that Princess Jane doesn’t go to class looking like a mess.


      “My! I still have trouble doing my own hair as well as Mia does!”


      Oops. I might’ve accidentally put more pressure on her.


      “It’s all right,” I assured her. “You don’t have to think about that unless you’re selected to be her lady’s maid. Oh, I know! Do you know how to make tea, Angela?”


      “Well, usually attendants or maids handle... Oh, that’s right. There won’t be any attendants in the dorms.”


      Shoot! I just keep making her even more nervous. I’d originally planned on spending tomorrow working on flip-flops, but perhaps I would need to spend that time teaching Angela how to prepare tea.


      Before Caesar and the others arrived, I succeeded in making both flip-flops and gladiator sandals. Also, I got to give Angela a lesson in brewing tea.


      “My, you have to do all of that on your own?” Aunt Lilianna remarked as she watched in disbelief. “Living in the dorms sounds like quite a lot of work.”


      Apparently, it was barely acceptable for a noble lady to prepare her own tea.


      “You make such a lovely cup of tea, Patience!” my aunt raved. “This must be the result of Lady Julianne’s influence.”


      Aunt Lilianna had a low opinion of my father, so she would usually attribute all my nonacademic achievements to my mother. As a former Granger, Aunt Lilianna had memories of studying rigorously, so she didn’t deny that my book smarts were likely thanks to my father.


      Angela was diligent, so she took notes while I showed her how to prepare tea. I had her brew a pot herself, and it turned out decent. Mia seemed anxious the entire time Angela was preparing the tea.


      “Being able to gracefully serve tea is an important skill for a noblewoman to have,” Aunt Lilianna commented.


      Yeah, she’ll definitely need some practice!




      Time flew by, and not only was it already Friday, but the servants traveling ahead of our guests had arrived. President Caesar and Benjamin appeared to be traveling together. They sure do spend a lot of time together. For some reason, Bryce and Philips were also traveling together. Does one of them live along the way here?


      I was now realizing how much I’d inconvenienced Aunt Lilianna by inviting everyone here, since she had to make all sorts of arrangements, such as preparing the guests’ rooms.


      “I’m so sorry that my letters ended up putting you out like this, Aunt Lilianna.” I’d begun feeling shameless for having accidentally invited everyone to someone else’s home, but Aunt Lilianna didn’t seem to mind in the slightest.


      “What are you talking about? If anything, you need to be participating in more social gatherings, Patience. Oh, I see now. William has been living like a recluse ever since he was dismissed from his position, so it’s understandable that you wouldn’t know that. Next year, you will be making your debut, so it is important that you socialize with other nobles.”


      I felt bad for Aunt Lilianna, who was ecstatic to have all of these sons from prominent families visiting, since the alchemy club members only cared about alchemy, and Philips only came because he was a history buff. Rather than being a social gathering for nobles, this whole event was more like a joint summer camp for both alchemy club and history club. Aunt Lilianna might end up disappointed at the end of this.


      However, this gathering had the potential to be great for Nassius. He’d previously been interested in the reading club, which I’d agreed was the perfect fit for a bookworm like him, but these days, Nassius had begun enjoying going on outings a lot more. I think he should consider joining history club.




      The arrival of their servants meant that Caesar and Benjamin would be here soon. Philips and Bryce would also likely run into them at some point, so I suspected they would all arrive at roughly the same time.


      “I know you don’t really know them, but they’re all very accomplished upperclassmen,” I said to Samuel. “I hope you can get acquainted with them.”


      Since everyone visiting was in the senior division, none of them had a direct connection to Samuel, nor were they in any clubs with him.


      “I know, my father already told me,” Samuel informed me.


      Since Samuel was his heir, Count Northcourt took every opportunity he had to discuss the rules and expectations of being a noble. I couldn’t expect any sort of instruction in that regard from my father, so I was a bit envious. I would have to pick up my father’s slack and teach my dear angels about being a noble myself, but OG Patience was still a child when I’d reincarnated into this world, and I still didn’t know enough about it. Even so, I was going to do my best!


      As I stood there, balling my hands into fists with determination to help my brothers, our guests arrived.


      “Welcome to Northcourt County,” my aunt and uncle said, greeting Caesar and Benjamin with beaming smiles.


      “Thank you very much,” Caesar said. “It was an honor to receive your invitation. I am Caesar Burns. It is a pleasure to meet you, Count Northcourt and Countess Northcourt.”


      At times like this, President Caesar carried himself in a manner becoming of Duke Burns’s heir. Benjamin was on his best behavior as well, but it was obvious that the Kazarian ruins were the only thing on his mind.


      “That must be the Kazarian ruins over there!” Benjamin exclaimed as soon as he’d finished introducing himself to Samuel. “Right, Patience?”


      “Bryce and Philips have not arrived yet, Benjamin,” Caesar pointed out, calming Benjamin down. “Let’s wait for them, then we can all visit the ruins together.”


      Aunt Lilianna smiled and invited everyone to the drawing room.


      “Whoa, there’s ice cream!” Benjamin exclaimed. As usual, he didn’t seem to care much about being proper, which actually eased the tension and helped everyone relax.


      “We purchased the ice cream maker from Burns Trading Company,” Count Northcourt remarked. “I recently learned it was an invention of the alchemy club.”


      “Indeed, my lord,” Caesar replied. “It was Patience who came up with the idea.”


      My uncle and Caesar continued their conversation, during which time Benjamin scarfed down his ice cream and began asking us questions about the Kazarian ruins.


      “How much detail is included in that mural of the magic-powered ship?”


      Since my uncle and President Caesar were engaged in friendly conversation, I kept my answer simple. For younger people, it was polite to remain quiet while adults socialized, but Benjamin didn’t seem to care about such norms.


      “It is exactly like the illustration I sent you,” I replied. “The mural is in excellent condition.”


      “I see!”


      It was obvious that Benjamin was anxious to head out to the ruins. I’m sure Bryce and Philips will be here at any moment now. Their servants have arrived, which means they’re close. Let’s try to calm down, Benjamin.


      I kept those thoughts to myself, like a proper lady would. If we had been at alchemy club, I would have told him exactly what was on my mind.


      Thankfully, our other guests arrived before Benjamin tried to head out to the ruins on his own. What a relief!


      Bryce was such a sensible young man that it was difficult to believe he was in the mage track, and Philips was such a gentleman that he referred to me as “mademoiselle.” When it came to etiquette, I wouldn’t have to worry about these two.


      “You’re late!” Benjamin said. “Come on, let’s go see the Kazarian ruins!”


      Benjamin really needed to work on his manners. I could imagine Caesar becoming exhausted from cleaning up after him and venting to Benjamin’s parents. If that were to happen, Fluffy’s parents might stop waiting for their son to come around to their feelings on the mage track and just throw him into the civil service track starting in the fall.


      “The ruins won’t be going anywhere, but since that was what you all came here to see, I think it’s time we head out,” Count Northcourt said. Perhaps he’d felt that he couldn’t keep Benjamin waiting any longer.


      With that, we all headed out to the ruins. The guests all rode in Caesar’s carriage, while my dear angels, Samuel, Angela, and I all rode in another carriage.


      “Sir Benjamin is quite an unusual person,” Samuel commented.


      I wish you hadn’t said that, Samuel.


      “I’m sure he was just excited to visit the ruins,” I said. Since we were classmates and members of the same club, I felt obligated to defend him.


      “You accelerated into the senior division, which is how you became classmates with them, right, sister?” Nassius asked.


      He’d known that I was already in the senior division, but actually seeing me with my classmates made the situation feel more real, which surprised Nassius. Princess Margaret was taller than me as well, but she wasn’t as imposing as my male peers.


      “Yes, that’s right. I met Sir Benjamin and Sir Bryce in mage track courses, and we are also all in alchemy club together. Sir Philips has been very kind to me in our civil service courses. He’s in the history club, so I thought he would be interested in the mural at the ruins, which is why I sent him a letter as well.”


      Samuel was doing his best to keep his mouth shut, but he raised an eyebrow when I mentioned the mage track. It seemed to be true that the mage track was viewed unfavorably among upper-ranking nobles.


      “That must mean that Sir Philips is in the civil service track,” Samuel remarked, as if to confirm. It sounded like he wanted to keep his distance from the other three, who’d chosen to enroll in the mage track and join the alchemy club, which was infamous for being a gathering of weirdos.


      “You’re also enrolled in mage track courses, aren’t you, sister?” Henry asked. “You’re a member of the alchemy club too!”


      Henry’s innocent comments confirming that I was indeed a weirdo pierced me like daggers.




      I’d already visited the ruins multiple times now, but it was our guests’ first visit, so they were all shocked to see how much of the defensive structures had survived. Philips appeared to be especially ecstatic.


      “This is incredible!” he gushed, running his hand along the defensive walls. “Why isn’t Northcourt County more famous for these ruins? I’ve never seen Kazarian ruins with so many structures still remaining.”


      Samuel seemed completely put off by Philips’s enthusiasm, which was probably extra shocking because Samuel had expected him to be normal, given that Philips was the only guest of ours enrolled in the civil service track. Philips is normal, though, aside from his obsession with history.


      “The mural is inside what remains of that building over there,” Samuel said. Despite his misgivings toward our guests, he kept in mind that he was their host and was trying to fulfill his duties.


      You’re doing a good job, Samuel. You definitely deserve praise for this, at the very least.


      As we headed over to the mural, every time we had to step over some rubble, Philips swiftly lent me his hand for support. I hope Samuel and my angels pick up this type of behavior. Actually, now that I’m thinking about it, I remember both Nassius and Henry escorting me before. They’re growing up to be such good boys! I’m so proud of my little angels!


      “Whoa, this is amazing!” Benjamin exclaimed. “There are magic-powered ships for both the sky and the sea!” He was completely captivated by the mural, as were our other three guests.


      “I didn’t expect the mural to be so vivid and clear,” Caesar said, visibly exhilarated. “It looks exactly like your illustration.”


      I could understand Caesar’s excitement, since making a magic-powered ship would be a dream come true for any alchemist.


      “I’m really curious as to what this glass-like material protecting the mural is,” Bryce commented. “It’s unfortunate that we lost such incredible technology, which could preserve something for centuries, during such a war-torn period of history.”


      Bryce was relatively normal compared to the other members of alchemy club, but he did have an extraordinary passion for technology and engineering.


      “That period of time was a dark age,” Philips chimed in. “As a result, we’ve lost most of the technology that was developed while the Kazarian Empire was flourishing. That’s one of the reasons why I think it’s important that we study historical ruins more closely.”


      Nassius was nodding in agreement to Philips’s passionate words. He’d also been interested in the ruins ever since our first visit.


      “Do you have any more information regarding these magic-powered ships, Patience?” President Caesar asked.


      You’re expecting way too much from me, President Caesar.


      “This mural appears to be the only one remaining,” I replied. “However, we still haven’t explored the entirety of the ruins.”


      Everyone’s eyes lit up with excitement.


      “In that case, there may be some historical artifacts that haven’t been discovered yet!” Benjamin shouted, his fervor taking over.


      “I have never heard about any excavation efforts taking place here at these ruins,” Philips remarked. “I’ve read through all records of historical digs that have been conducted until now. It’s possible that this place hasn’t been investigated at all.” Philips tilted his head curiously.


      I also found that lack of research here strange.


      “It’s possible that all the remaining defensive structures make it seem like a less significant site, which led to there being less interest in studying it,” Caesar hypothesized. “Also, the northern region of the Kazarian Empire wasn’t as developed as the rest of the empire, which is why most of the ruins being investigated are in Estena, Cordova, or the southern region of Sonia.”


      That’s fair. During the rule of the Kazarian Empire, the northerners were considered barbarians.


      “That’s exactly right! I’ve always wanted to visit the historical ruins in Estena, so I’ve overlooked the possibility of such an incredible site located within my home kingdom. As a lover of archaeology, I should’ve considered that possibility,” Philips muttered dejectedly.


      The alchemy club members left Philips alone and proceeded to compare my illustration to the mural; it seemed like it would keep them busy for a while.


      “You all can go play,” I said to Samuel, Angela, and my brothers.


      In an attempt to be a good host, Samuel had been fighting the urge to run off, but there was no reason for the younger members of our party to have to stay cooped up in this dimly lit ruin on a beautiful summer day.


      “Let’s go!” Samuel said, firmly nodding in response to my suggestion. Henry and Angela also seemed excited as they headed out.


      “I would like to learn about what this mural is depicting, so I’m going to stay,” Nassius said. His eyes had lit up when he’d first heard that the mural was of a magic-powered ship.


      It’s good to be greedy when it comes to wanting to expand your knowledge!


      “Like brother, like sister,” Benjamin remarked. “Come! I’ll tell you all about magic-powered ships!”


      Benjamin began giving Nassius a thorough lecture regarding magic-powered ships. I realized that I didn’t know that much either, so I listened in as well.


      “It’s often thought that magic-powered ships ran on magic stones, but no one has ever found an intact ship, so it’s only a theory,” Benjamin explained. “Stories of magic-powered ships that sailed through the sky, like this one, have always been treated like fairy tales. But thanks to this mural, we now know it’s possible for a ship to fly. And if it’s possible, that means we can try building it!”


      Theoretically, we could build a magic-powered ship. Maybe instead of helium, we could use magic circles and magic stones to lift the ship into the air?


      “Wow, that’s incredible!” Nassius exclaimed. “Also, I noticed that the magic-powered ship for the sea doesn’t have a mast, nor does it have any sails. Is the mechanism operating this ship also a lost technology?”


      It seemed that ever since Henry started taking an interest in sailing, both Nassius and I had become curious about ships.


      “A lost technology? Indeed. Well, there’s no point in lamenting what we’ve lost, so we should think of it as something new for us to create!”


      It had been a while since I’d actually seen Benjamin go full Fluffy—that is, when he got excited, he would tousle his hair, which made it stand up like a lion’s mane.


      “I’d love to dig under these buildings and explore the underground of this area,” President Caesar said. “Do you think Count Northcourt would allow us to do that, Patience?”


      Philips passionately declared his enthusiasm for Caesar’s idea.


      “The opportunity to investigate such unexplored ruins would make for an absolutely incredible summer vacation! I cannot thank you enough for your letter informing me about these ruins, Mademoiselle Patience!”


      Hold your horses, Philips. Count Northcourt hasn’t given us permission to dig around here yet. That said, I don’t see any reason he would refuse.


      “We might be able to find some more clues about these magic-powered ships,” Bryce said, excitedly, balling his hands into fists.


      It appeared the second half of my summer vacation was going to be spent on archaeological research. I’d thought this was only a weekend visit, but perhaps it really was going to turn into a summer camp.


      END


    


  



  

    

      Side Story: Albert vs Rivals?


      My name is Albert Laforet, and I am the second son of Duke Laforet. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that my sole reason for attending the Royal Academy was to participate in the music club.


      When I entered the senior division, since there wasn’t an arts track, I had no choice but to enroll in the civil service track. However, I had no intentions of becoming a bureaucrat, so I’d obtained certificates of completion in all of the subjects I could quickly test out of.


      My older brother, Charles, would often say things like, “You should enroll in Romano University, Albert,” but I had no interest in anything aside from music. If I attended Romano University, what would I even study there? My father was the same as me in that his sole interest was music.


      Charles was the only one of us who was interested in things like business, territory management, and politics. Once Prince Richard succeeded the throne, Charles would likely serve him in the royal court. He’d also likely still keep managing the Laforet Duchy in a satisfactory manner, so my future was secure.




      Once I entered my second year in the senior division, I enthusiastically performed my duties as the president of music club. Not only had we driven out those three idiots that Princess Margaret once considered her friends, but we had Patience, a goddess of music, and our four newest members were all quite talented.


      Even my father seemed to have his eye on Patience’s talents.


      “What if we hire her to be our in-house musician?” my father asked.


      “That’s a wonderful idea!” I replied. “She completed her junior division studies in a single year. I’m sure she will graduate in another year or two.”


      By the time I would be ready to graduate, Patience would likely have enough credits to graduate as well.




      “How would you like to become a musician for the Laforet family?” I asked Patience one day, only to be glared at by Princess Margaret.


      “Don’t take my lady’s maid from me!”


      Whatever! Patience won’t be a lady’s maid forever. Once Princess Margaret was married, Patience could step down from being her lady’s maid.


      I’d tried to stay composed, but I was completely moved by the piece Patience played titled “Farewell.”


      “Your talents would be wasted as an in-house musician, Patience! Marry me, and together we’ll open a music parlor in Romano!”


      Princess Margaret also seemed quite intrigued by this idea, but I still ended up getting scolded for proposing to her lady’s maid.


      I honestly thought it was a great idea... Not only that, but I had an incredibly capable older brother, so we would likely want for nothing.




      Patience was still very young, so I had plenty of time to persuade her—at least I did, but then, for reasons completely unknown to me, she joined the group of weirdos known as the alchemy club.


      “If she has the time to join the alchemy club, then she should instead be spending it composing!”


      I tried to convince her of that, but my completely reasonable argument wasn’t getting through to her. Why won’t she understand?!


      Just seeing my classmate Caesar walk around giddy was irritating.


      “Patience is a goddess of music!” I grumbled to myself. “Going to alchemy club is a waste of her time!”


      I wished I could shout those sentiments at Caesar himself.


      Surely Patience will eventually come to her senses.


      Music was considered one of the most important areas of a noble’s education. While alchemy was a useful field that contributed to the development of Lawrence, that didn’t mean it was something a noble lady should engage in.


      Also, Caesar, who’s Duke Burns’s eldest son, is someone known to be a weirdo who only cares about alchemy!




      Our New Composition Recital for the Festival of Verdure was an outstanding success. Starting this year, a voting system had been implemented to determine who would get priority in reserving the auditorium, and the music club came in first place.


      One of the biggest contributing factors to our victory was the fact that we had supplied the glee club with songs for their musical, most of which had been composed by Patience.


      My father was completely smitten with Patience’s talent. Upon hearing her new compositions, he became so overwhelmed with emotion that he ran up to the stage and began cheering, “Bravo!”


      “The performance isn’t over yet, father!” I called out. After giving him that warning, I managed to get my father back into his seat.


      “I would like to invite Patience Granger to our home,” my father remarked.


      That doesn’t sound good!


      It had been several years since my mother’s passing, and there were plenty of noblewomen sending my father amorous glances, indicating that they would be interested in becoming the duchess of Laforet. However, my father ignored them all, because his only interest was in music.


      Surely my brother didn’t want a stepmother who was seven years younger than him, and I also didn’t care to have a stepmother who was two years younger than I was.


      “I would like to marry Patience Granger,” I replied.


      My father gasped.


      “That’s a wonderful idea! Patience’s musical talent is a treasure. If she became your wife, you would get to listen to as much music you’d like on a daily basis. If you want, we could invite her to the Laforet Duchy this summer to begin her marriage training.”


      He’s getting too ahead of himself!


      “Patience is only eleven, father. It’s too soon for her to be preparing for marriage.”


      During the Festival of Verdure, my argument had been satisfactory, and my father had backed down. I wanted to trust him to not kidnap another noble’s daughter, but it would be bad for him to think he could make her his wife just to have access to her talent.




      My father had only been placated because he’d believed that I was interested in marrying Patience. Unfortunately, it appeared that I might have some rivals: Caesar and Percival, who were both from Second Year Class A of the senior division.


      Caesar only cared about alchemy, so he was probably ecstatic that Patience had joined his club—especially because they were facing the threat of dissolution. On top of that, the alchemy club had gained some notoriety through something they’d made known as ice cream. Caesar was absolutely a genius in certain regards, but he didn’t seem like someone who knew how to cook. In other words, Patience probably gave them some ideas and hints, which had led to their creation of ice cream.


      Then there was Percival, at whom many female students stared with heated gazes. Why would the winner of this year’s knight club match be interested in Patience? Had Patience somehow aided the knight club in their time of need?


      Following the Festival of Verdure, we attended the postfestival ball, and I saw Patience and Percival chatting in a friendly manner while dancing together. For some reason, that bothered me.


      Even Prince Keith seemed to be obsessed with Patience, so I had quite a few rivals for Patience’s heart. I also knew that none of these rivals would be interested in obtaining a dowry from Viscount Granger—something that could have been a potential obstacle.


      Prince Keith was likely going to be a particularly tough rival. My father only cared about music, but even he wouldn’t disobey the king’s orders, should His Majesty declare Patience to be Prince Keith’s wife. My father had at least enough common sense to back down in such a situation.


      However, a viscount’s daughter lacked the status befitting a prince’s wife, so it was possible that she would be adopted into our family, elevating her rank, so she could then marry Prince Keith as the daughter of a duke.


      “Patience being my younger sister doesn’t sound too bad either. I wouldn’t mind opening a salon with Prince Keith’s wife!”


      In other words, I was in love with Patience’s musical talent.




      This summer, the royal family wouldn’t be stopping by to visit on their way to the summer palace. They probably thought it wouldn’t be fair to put the burden of hosting on the same family every year. I was relieved to find this out, because I could spend my time focusing on compositions for the Harvest Festival.


      “Apparently, Patience Granger is staying in Northcourt County,” my father remarked one day.


      Is he really that obsessed with her?! My father never usually cared about what other nobles were doing, yet he’d gone out of his way to find out where Patience was spending her summer. Even Charles was surprised.


      “I believe Countess Northcourt was a daughter of the previous Viscount Granger,” Charles remarked.


      Samuel is also quite talented. Seems like a talented bloodline.


      “I want to listen to a new composition from Patience!” my father lamented.


      Even my capable brother seemed to be at a loss. There was no way we could just summon a noble lady, especially one who was visiting her relatives, to come here and play the hanon for us.


      “If Albert would just get engaged to her already, then we could easily invite her here!” my father complained.


      This is bad! Patience was only eleven years of age. Sometimes families betrothed their children to one another, which would lead to those children having fiancés at a young age. Even if such exceptions existed, I felt that Patience was much too young to be getting engaged.


      “What if we were to host a recital, father?” Charles suggested. “We could invite several other members of the music club who live nearby.”


      My brother appeared to agree that Patience was too young to be engaged, so he’d suggested hosting a recital as a method to appease my father’s selfish requests.


      “That’s a wonderful idea!” my father exclaimed. “Oh, I have another idea! Several ships transporting magic stones will be arriving in Port Northcourt. You should visit Northcourt County then, taking a letter with you.”


      Though magic stones were a pricey item, they absolutely did not require the physical presence of a duke’s son. Especially when we had numerous people on staff in the Laforet household.




      Unfortunately, I couldn’t disobey my father’s command. Charles and I headed out for Northcourt County, and while visiting Northcourt manor, we ran into Percival. I hadn’t known this until now, but it turned out that Patience and Percival were distant relatives, which actually wasn’t so uncommon among nobles.


      For some reason, it had been decided that we would visit the Kazarian ruins in Northcourt, during which I heard something shocking from Percival.


      “Beginning next year, Romano University will have a department of visual and performing arts,” he shared.


      I’m so surprised! And also very happy! Romano University is finally acknowledging the importance of the arts!


      “If you want to attend Romano University, you’ll have to actually study,” my brother pointed out in a worried manner.


      Thankfully, academics weren’t a concern for me. I’d even obtained several certificates of completion so I could focus my efforts on music club. What was a bigger problem was that we had no idea who would be appointed to teach in the new department!


      I explained all of that to my brother, but he still stuck me with a tutor, and I was forced to spend much of my summer studying diligently.


      “Just being accepted into Romano University isn’t enough,” Charles explained. “You also have to graduate with impressive grades!”


      Of course, we still hosted that recital for our father. Despite the fact that we were on summer vacation, there was so much that needed to be done.


      I decided that I could think about how to proceed with Patience once we were university students. I definitely had many rivals, but thankfully, Patience was young, so I still had time. If I could open up a music parlor with Patience and spend my life promoting music, rather than fulfilling my father’s wishes and bringing her to our home as a musician, that could be quite a nice life. But how was I to challenge my rivals in order to make that happen? It seemed winning the heart of the goddess of music was going to be no easy feat.


    


  



  

    

      Bonus Story: An Unexpected Letter


      My name is Philips Cassidy, and I am a first-year student in the senior division of the Royal Academy. My father, the Count of Cassidy, instructed me to enroll in the civil service track, and I happily agreed to do so. After all, I loved history, so much so that I’d been a member of the history club since my first year in the junior division. Nothing would make me happier than dedicating my life to the study of history!


      Unfortunately, my father had other plans for me.


      “Once you are enrolled in Romano University, you will obtain an advanced bureaucrat license and become a diplomatic official,” my father ordered.


      My father worked in the ministry of foreign affairs, so I’d been suspecting that something like this might happen. Even so, it was still painful to give up on my dream of becoming a historian.


      I’d been best friends with my classmate Russell since we were first-years in the junior division. His parents were also in the diplomatic service, so our families got along as well.


      “Let’s become diplomats together!” he replied when I shared what my father had said.


      Russell had always wanted to become a diplomat, so he couldn’t understand my grief.


      Entering the senior division was great in that I got to study world history, a subject I deeply loved, but that also made it that much harder to give up on becoming a scholar. However, my personal issues were nothing but a pathetic excuse for my rude behavior toward Patience Granger. I hadn’t been very fond of Princess Margaret’s friends, who were also in our class, so I’d thought poorly of Patience too.


      “Huh, did Patience enroll in the civil service track?” Russell remarked. He was more knowledgeable about goings-on in the classroom. Just like a good diplomat would, he likely looked into the validity of rumors as well.


      “Shouldn’t she be in the home ec track, since she’s Princess Margaret’s lady’s maid?” I pointed out. “She’s probably just checking out other classes before submitting her course registration form.”


      The other male students in the civil service track initially kept their distance from Patience. She was rumored to be a genius who’d skipped through the entire junior division in one year, so they were all anticipating great things from her.


      In our economics class, Patience declared that she was going to run a business using a greenhouse, and I took that as an opportunity to outdo her.


      “Repairing a greenhouse is quite costly, and I believe it would require more than ten rhoms.”


      I acted in a way that was unbecoming of a gentleman, especially toward a female student who was younger than me. On top of that, I looked down on household magic.


      Patience proceeded to make a cracked chalkboard as good as new. It seemed I’d had no idea what household magic could accomplish.


      “I must apologize!” I said, and Patience magnanimously showed me forgiveness. Starting that day, I began addressing her, out of respect and fondness, as Mademoiselle Patience.


      “Do you have a crush on Patience or something?” Russell asked, just to tease me.


      Can he not recognize her intelligence and kindness?


      Indeed, Mademoiselle Patience was a genius. Not only did she surpass everyone else in preparing research for our debate in diplomacy, but she also wrote papers that impressed me and made Russell acknowledge her skills.


      Despite being so exceptional, Mademoiselle Patience chose to join the alchemy club, which was home to the academy’s oddest of oddballs. I was quite flummoxed by her decision. I’d been aware that our classmate Benjamin had been fervently recruiting her, but it was not a club for proper noble ladies. A good example of a fitting club would be the music club, which Mademoiselle Patience had joined as Princess Margaret’s lady’s maid. This was both reasonable and becoming of a noble lady. Well, at the end of a day, I think people should be free to join whatever clubs they want, so I suppose it’s fine...


      Among our classmates, Benjamin was actually acknowledged to be a genius in his own right. He could be an exceptional student when he put forth the effort, but he only cared about alchemy and wasn’t so fond of classical literature.


      “Did Patience join the alchemy club?” Russell asked in a worried tone. “Are there any other female students in that club?”


      Though they were usually a bit eccentric themselves, at least there were female students in other clubs related to the mage track, such as pharmacy club and magic club. I couldn’t imagine there being any other female students in alchemy club with Patience, and I was worried along with Russell.


      “Mademoiselle Patience lives in the dorms,” I remarked. “Won’t she be alone walking back from the clubroom to the dorms?”


      I could imagine Benjamin getting so absorbed in his alchemy projects that he would forget to be a gentleman and not offer to walk Mademoiselle Patience to her dorm.


      “Oh, but Bryce is joining alchemy club too, so we won’t have to worry as much!” As always, Russell was knowledgeable about student affairs, and he chuckled as he shared that Bryce had left magic club for alchemy club.


      “That’s a good point! If Bryce is there, then I’m sure things will be all right.”


      Most of the students in the mage track had quite intense personalities, but Bryce was one of the more reasonable among them.


      Somehow, the same factors that had led Bryce to leave magic club had begun affecting Russell in the riding club as well. Both clubs were victims of the knight club’s tyranny!


      “Who do they think they are?!” Russell huffed, venting about the members of the knight club. “They act so high and mighty! A real knight wouldn’t refuse to take care of his own horse!”


      The riding club’s members had been forced to take care of the knight club’s horses. As a result, the riding club’s female members had all left, and the club had also failed to recruit new members.


      “I’m sure you still have more members than the history club,” I replied.


      The history club had barely enough members to stay active. If we didn’t get any new members next year, we would face the threat of dissolution. That was why I had been understanding of Benjamin’s fervent efforts to recruit Mademoiselle Patience and Bryce into alchemy club.


      The very next moment, Russell invited me to join him in riding club, which I, of course, declined.


      The knight club’s behavior toward magic club and riding club escalated into an issue that reached the student council, where it was declared the knight club would have to dissolve. Our homeroom teacher in Year 1 Class A of the senior division was Mr. Cuthbert, who was also the faculty advisor for the knight club. The members of the club gathered signatures for a petition to keep their club alive and succeeded, but the club president and faculty advisor were forced to step down. Russell and I were both caught in the cross fire and consequently failed our PE course! This was retribution for the fact that many of the students in the mage track and civil service track had refused to sign the knight club’s petition. It was cruel and uncalled for.


      Upon reviewing my report card for the spring term, my father gave me a thorough scolding. I wanted to tell him about Mr. Cuthbert, but I also didn’t want to tattle. As a result, I had no way of resolving my dissatisfaction with Mr. Cuthbert’s improper conduct. In the end, I was ordered to spend my summer practicing sword fighting and horseback riding in Cassidy County.


      “I would like to participate in the history summer school hosted by Romano University, father!” I declared. I’d participated in the same program last year, and Professor Wolfgang’s lecture on the fall of the Kazarian Empire had made a profound impression on me.


      “You can study history once you get to Romano University. For now, you will focus on your physical abilities.”


      Urgh... I knew he wouldn’t allow me to go on a whole research tour of historical sites in the holy empire, but I thought I’d at least be able to participate in the summer school!


      And so I’d been spending my summer break rotting away in Cassidy County, when one day I received a letter. It was from Mademoiselle Patience, and upon reading it, I began leaping with excitement!


      “There are ruins from the Kazarian Empire in Northcourt County?! Oh, of course! That area was the base for the defensive forces of the northern region of the empire!” I felt ashamed that I’d overlooked the ruins located within my own kingdom. “This can’t be... A magic-powered ship?!”


      Not only had Mademoiselle Patience shared this wonderful information, but she’d also sent an incredibly detailed sketch of a mural that had been found in the ruins.


      “Father! Please allow me to visit these historical ruins in Northcourt County next weekend!”


      I somehow succeeded in obtaining my father’s permission, and it was decided that I would be traveling there with Bryce, whose family home was near ours. At that point, neither Bryce nor I were aware that this would be the beginning of an incredible adventure that would take over the entire second half of our summer vacation.


      Thanks to Mademoiselle Patience’s unexpected letter, I was not only able to have this absolutely exhilarating experience, but I also got to be present for a major historical discovery!


    


  



  

    

  


  Sign up for our mailing list at J-Novel Club to hear about new releases!


  Newsletter


  And you can read the latest chapters of series like this by becoming a J-Novel Club Member:


  J-Novel Club Membership




  

    

      Copyright


      In Another World with Household Spells: Volume 5


      by Rika


      Translated by sachi salehi


      Edited by Jonathan Engel


      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.


      Copyright © Rika 2025


      All rights reserved.


      Original Japanese edition published in 2025 by MAG Garden


      This English edition is published by arrangement with MAG Garden.


      English translation © 2026 J-Novel Club LLC


      All rights reserved. In accordance with the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, the scanning, uploading, and electronic sharing of any part of this book without the permission of the publisher is unlawful piracy and theft of the author’s intellectual property.


      J-Novel Club LLC


      j-novel.club


      The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.


      Ebook edition 1.0: May 2026


      Premium E-Book


    

  


OEBPS/Images/Insert7.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Insert8.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Insert6.jpg





OEBPS/Images/jnovelheartCMYK.png





OEBPS/Images/Insert4.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Insert5.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Insert2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Color1.jpg
¥) “ai . ———

& X Samuel Northcourt

The Granger children’s cousin, who is £
’t both a talented musician and skilled on
in his studies, thanks to Patience’s /

horseback. Though he was once behind

support, he now works hard at school.

Patience’s younger
brother and the adorable
second son of Viscount
Granger. An athletically
gifted and growing young
boy who is full of energy
and loves his big sister!

Nassius Granger

Patience’s younger brother and the
dependable first son of Viscount
Granger. An earnest boy who loves to
read and admires his big sister. He
recently entered his growth spurt and

is getting taller with each passing day. I
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Percival Moeran

The eldest son of Count Moeran, an

affable young man who has I;

transferred from the knight track
to the civil service track. Regarded
as the handsomest student at the
Royal Academy, with
swordsmanship that is just as
extraordinary. One of Patience’s
suitors who has asked for her hand.

Patience
Granger

The eldest daughter of Viscount
Granger, and a gifted girl who loves
her brothers. This year, she isn’t
accompanying Princess Margaret to
the summer palace, so she gets to
spend her break with her beloved
brothers. Patience also works on
some inventions, but those might not
be the only developments in her life...
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