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      The Story Thus Far


      I’d been an average office worker in Japan, until I woke up one day as Patience, the daughter of the impoverished Viscount Granger. Our house was cold because we couldn’t afford adequate heating. Our meals consisted of bland soup and stale, hard bread. I felt terrible for my younger brothers, who were just sweet angels and growing boys.


      Despite having reincarnated in a world of fantasy, I hadn’t been bestowed any overpowered magical abilities. The only magic I could use was household magic, which even commoners could utilize. Even so, I had a duty as an older sister to make sure my beloved angels didn’t starve.


      Soon after my reincarnation into this world, I began attending the Royal Academy, where I started serving Princess Margaret as her lady’s maid and joined the academy’s music club. After my first year I tested out of the junior division, landing me in the senior division during my second year at the academy. The current school year had been quite hectic, including a kerfuffle with Princess Margaret’s schoolmates and the knight club causing trouble.


      There were some positives as well though. I joined the alchemy club, where I produced several items like hot water bottles and needle threaders, and I even got some patents for my inventions. The alchemy club had been on the verge of dissolution, but we got a lot of attention during the Festival of Verdure, where we sold ice cream and showed off bicycles. We also got a new member: Mikhail. How exciting!


      Unlike last year, this summer break I didn’t have to join the royal family at the summer palace. Instead, Samuel invited my brothers and I to stay with his family by the ocean in Northcourt County! This area had been home to a military stronghold during the rule of the ancient Kazarian Empire and had a massive historical site. While visiting those ruins, I encountered a mural depicting what looked just like airships and steamboats from my previous world.


      “If I were to show Sir Caesar this mural, I believe he would take quite an interest in it.”


      With that thought in mind, I’d sent out letters about the mural to the members of alchemy club and to my civil service track classmate Philips, who was a history buff. As a result of my communications, it was decided that they would all visit the ruins in Northcourt County.


      I’d planned on spending my entire summer playing with my brothers and relaxing, but it seemed I was about to get very busy.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1: An Archaeological Excavation and Magius’s Cape


      I was worried that our guests would insist on seeing as much of the ruins as possible immediately, but because they had only just arrived in Northcourt, our initial visit to the ruins was able to remain short and sweet. They were especially—and surprisingly—cooperative about returning right away because they wanted to get Count Northcourt’s permission to excavate the ruins!


      This area gets really hot in the summer, so I was hoping we wouldn’t stay too long today. Thank God!


      “Please consider allowing us to further excavate and investigate the ruins, Count Northcourt,” Caesar said, leading the group in imploring my uncle to approve their request as soon as they’d returned to Northcourt Manor.


      “Feel free to conduct any research you’d like,” Count Northcourt replied. “Should you need anything, please rely on our household staff and soldiers.”


      Is my uncle trying to make Duke Burns indebted to him? I guess I could say the same for the other boys’ families, since they’re all high-ranking nobles.


      “I had initially planned to stay for two days, but I may need to extend my visit for much longer,” Philips remarked. “It would be shameless for us to get help from your staff while you are also hosting us. Is there anywhere else I might be able to stay?”


      I could see where he was coming from; in his position, I would also feel more comfortable if I had my own lodgings. Philips was very sensible, so he was probably worried about putting the Northcourts out.


      “Nonsense!” Count Northcourt exclaimed. “You are more than welcome to stay in our home!”


      Whoa, he’s stopping them pretty aggressively. Oh, right. If there’s any chance that someone misconstrues this situation as my uncle having kicked out our guests, it would ruin his reputation among the nobility.


      “I think it would be best to take Count Northcourt up on his generosity, Philips,” Caesar suggested. The alchemy club president was eccentric, but he was also keenly aware of these sorts of social rules and expectations.


      Also, logistically speaking, the town of Northcourt likely didn’t have any lodgings that would be acceptable for a noble. This was the home of a commercial port and naval base, so there were barracks, as well as inns for sailors and merchants, but nothing else. Perhaps it was just customary for any nobles visiting Port Northcourt to be invited to the count’s manor.


      “In that case, I would be honored to accept your offer, my lord,” Philips replied.


      Count Northcourt wore a satisfied grin as he nodded. He was likely glad to have secured some connections to other noble families for Samuel’s sake—this was one of various areas where I couldn’t expect any help from my own father.


      Our guests all ate dinner with us. The house suddenly felt much more full with so many people at the table. Thankfully, the Northcourts had hosted many guests over the course of the summer, so feeding everyone likely wouldn’t be difficult for the chefs.


      All of our guests had perfect table manners, which I should have expected, since they were all sons of high-ranking nobles. I’d also taught Samuel how to eat fish without making a mess, so his plate was nice and clean.


      “I had no idea fish could be so delicious!” Benjamin gushed.


      Aunt Lilianna seemed pleased to hear that, since fish wasn’t commonly found on menus in the royal capital. Even if she hadn’t prepared it herself, a pleased guest was proof that the hostess had done a good job, and that was important in noble society.


      After dinner, Caesar stayed behind with my uncle in the dining room to discuss our plans moving forward. Philips appeared to want to stay as well, but Caesar signaled with a look for him to follow the rest of us to the parlor. On our way there, Philips chivalrously escorted me. Bryce also showed off his gentlemanly etiquette by escorting Aunt Lilianna, and Nassius escorted Angela.


      While those three were busy being exemplars of young noblemen, Benjamin was mumbling to himself about the likelihood of building a magic-powered ship. This sort of behavior was a clear example of why he was often being badgered by Marquess Priest to leave the mage track.


      Once we were in the parlor, Aunt Lilianna oversaw tea and dessert, making sure everyone was served. If I ever get married, I’m probably going to have to do all this stuff, just like her.


      “Huh, this dessert is surprisingly light on the palate,” Benjamin declared, interrupting his own mumbling to comment on the mini cake he’d mindlessly taken a bite of. “It’s pretty good.”


      Benjamin was definitely a free spirit, but he had a knack for complimenting people in ways that they would appreciate. That was probably why Duke Burns had a soft spot for his nephew.


      “Thank you,” Aunt Lilianna replied. “These cakes are based on a recipe I received from Countess Moeran. Everyone, please enjoy.”


      Other than Samuel, the rest of the boys had waited to dig into their desserts.


      “This is delicious, Countess Northcourt,” Bryce said.


      Philips chimed in with a similar remark, and Aunt Lilianna seemed quite pleased.


      Soon after, Count Northcourt and Caesar joined us in the parlor. They had probably discussed details of the research Caesar wanted to conduct, including things like the cost of an archaeological study. Caesar likely had the good sense to convince my uncle to let his family contribute, because it would reflect poorly on the Burns family if the Northcourts were to foot the entire bill.


      I wasn’t good at taking these sorts of factors into consideration, but it wouldn’t have mattered if I had, because the Grangers didn’t have any money to contribute to research like this. Also, playing and swimming with my dear angels was a much bigger priority for me than some excavation! I did feel responsible for sending out those letters and starting this whole thing, though, so I was prepared to occasionally participate in the research.


      The rest of the night was spent on hanon performances and lute accompaniments. Aunt Lilianna seemed happy with all the young noblemen who were visiting, and I could only hope that she wouldn’t come to regret hosting them.


      Philips was generally a polite young man, but when history got involved, he could get a bit overly enthusiastic. Caesar, Benjamin, and Bryce were all in alchemy club—need I say more? Wait, that criticism would apply to me too! Ouch!




      It was the next day, and it had been decided that we would start our investigation of the Kazarian ruins this morning. Since it was the first day, I decided to tag along.


      “May I join as well, sister?” Nassius asked. I was going to ask him to look after Samuel, Henry, and Angela’s studies...


      “Since you seem pretty interested in those ruins, you should go with them, Nassius!” Samuel said. “I’ll look over everyone’s studies!”


      Samuel’s growth was impressive and incredibly touching. He’d been so adamant in his hatred of studying, but now he was volunteering to tutor Henry and Angela. I can’t believe this! Your cousin is so proud of you, Samuel!


      “But after lunch, we’re going swimming!” Samuel added.


      “Yeah, I know!” Nassius replied.


      They bumped fists with each other while confirming their plans. They seemed to be mimicking what they’d seen sailors do. Ugh, they’re so adorable! I wish I could scoop them up and give them kisses!


      Nassius’s studying of the junior division’s first-year material was complete, and he’d gotten quite far into the second-year material. Skipping a few days of studying wasn’t going to hurt him in any way.


      “Wait, you’re coming too, Mary?” I asked, disappointed.


      Come on! Count Northcourt’s going to be there with us—that should be enough! These rules about traveling with an attendant are so annoying.


      We departed for the Kazarian ruins with three carriages: one for Caesar and the other guests; one for my uncle, Mary, Nassius, and me; and one for our guests’ servants. We also had guards escorting us to the ruins.


      “First, we’re going to make a map of the entire ruins,” Philips declared, enthusiastically taking point. “Then, we’ll overlay a grid and split up blocks of areas to investigate.”


      Unfortunately for him, the members of the alchemy club had different plans.


      “If we investigate like that, we won’t finish getting through the ruins before the end of summer,” Benjamin remarked. “We should focus on the buildings. It doesn’t look like there’s anything left to investigate aboveground, so we’ll have to go underground.”


      Wow, that sure is the complete opposite approach. I feel like I remember hearing about an archaeological survey at a similar site in my previous life. It was on the news because the investigating team destroyed the aboveground ruins to find what they were looking for.


      “That would destroy the aboveground structures,” Philips protested.


      “If this were any other historical site, that would be a concern, but these structures were already destroyed during the fall of the Kazarian Empire, and they haven’t been touched since,” President Caesar argued. “In other words, everything we find will be from the same time period. Even if the structures aboveground don’t survive the excavation, this will still be a historical site from the Kazarian empire.”


      Just like Benjamin, Caesar’s objective was to learn more about the magic-powered ships. His framing of the issue was at least superficially more logical than Benjamin’s, but their point was the same. Philips, the sole member in our group who was in history club, was now in a glaring match with the members of alchemy club.


      “In that case, Sir Philips can begin making a map of the entire site, while Sir Caesar and the others can begin excavation efforts, limiting their investigation to the building where the mural is located,” Count Northcourt suggested. “I believe the potential damage to one building would not significantly hurt the overall survey of the ruins.”


      Thanks to my uncle’s efforts to mediate, Philips and the others came to an agreement. Perhaps they were more willing to compromise because they were all champing at the bit to get started.


      I probably should have gone with the other alchemy club members, but Nassius followed Philips, so I joined them as well. This also helped the numbers between our groups be more even.


      “I cannot thank you enough for inviting me here, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips said.


      Since we were starting with a map of the entire site, we climbed up to the top of the defensive walls. When we got to the crumbling steps, Philips helped me up.


      “This must have been a major stronghold,” he remarked. “If this was the main fortress of the northern region, then we may even come across some artifacts.”


      I pulled out my sketchbook and began drawing the outer walls. Once that was done, I could fill it in with the remaining structures.


      “Aha, it’s just like I expected!” Philips exclaimed. “The Northcourt County ruin is set up just like other cities of the Kazarian Empire!”


      I remembered hearing something similar during a tangent our world history teacher had gone on. Much like how a historical capital of Japan had been modeled after a Chinese capital, the cities in the Kazarian Empire had been modeled after the layout of the Kazarian imperial capital, Rianne.


      “In that case, the consul’s manor would have been in the most northern part of present-day Northcourt,” I remarked.


      Philips smiled and nodded, while Nassius just listened to our discussion, his eyes sparkling with excitement.


      “That’s exactly right,” Philips agreed. “They also would have built the barracks in the southernmost area. Moving north from there, you would find lower-class districts, the mid-tier area, then the areas for commanders and other leadership personnel.”


      In that case, we’ll probably find more information on the magic-powered ships either in the northernmost area, where the consul’s manor would have been, or the southernmost area, where the barracks would have been.


      “Sir Caesar and the others are investigating what is likely the southern area of the ruins, so we should start in the north!” Philips exclaimed.


      I quickly and roughly sketched the rest of the surviving buildings on my map, then Philips, Nassius, and I all headed north.


      “Wow, this area was thoroughly obliterated,” Philips remarked.


      Indeed, the area where buildings had once been was now home to only bare foundations and some broken pillars.


      “Was this the consul’s manor, sister?” Nassius asked while walking around.


      “Sir Philips, judging from the severity of the destruction, I’m worried we won’t be able to find anything here.”


      “Actually, since this building was likely destroyed when Northcourt fell, and it appears no one else has investigated it since then, there’s a good chance we might find something.” Philips’s eyes glimmered with enthusiasm as he continued. “A consul’s manor may have even been connected to an underground escape route!”


      Philips’s passionate lecture continued, and Nassius was hanging on his every word.


      “We must return soon for lunch, my lady,” Mary suddenly chimed in.


      I now see why Mary needs to be here. Without her, we would’ve been late.


      “We can return once we decide how we want to proceed, Sir Philips,” I suggested.


      It was written all over his face that he wanted to stay, but we’d come here with Count Northcourt, so he obediently trudged back to the carriage. However, as we headed home, there was one person in our party who kept grumbling about how we could have just packed a lunch for this outing.


      With that, our archaeological survey of the Kazarian ruins had officially begun.




      Since a certain someone had created a stink about leaving the ruins, we just barely made it home in time for lunch. Feel free to pack a lunch or do whatever else you’d like tomorrow! I’m going to be having fun at the beach with my adorable angels!


      I thought I could wash my hands of the matter and move on, but the members of alchemy club were annoyingly observant.


      “What are those, Patience?!”


      As soon as our guests exited their carriage, they spotted Samuel preparing for our planned trip to the beach...by having servants load the pool floats into a carriage. Our visitors couldn’t help but notice the strange objects, and it was glaringly obvious that they weren’t going to let this go.


      “Those are floats,” I explained while adopting a confident tone. “You can ride on top of them while playing at the beach.”


      President Caesar suddenly buried his head in his hands.


      “Those are water-repellent, aren’t they?!” Benjamin asked me. As always, he was particularly sharp when it came to alchemy.


      Before I knew it, Caesar had lifted his head and was standing right in front of me.


      “Did you make Magius’s cape as well?!”


      Last time I used Mary as a shield, but this time, I’m going to stand up for myself!


      Despite my brave intentions, before I could do anything, Philips and Bryce stepped between us. Wow, they’re such gentlemen!


      “No, I haven’t started making Magius’s cape yet,” I replied. “However, I did make some progress on experimenting with water-repellent coatings. I even made swimsuits.”


      Bryce suddenly turned around to face me.


      “Water-repellent coatings?!” he cried with a gasp. “That would have so many practical applications!”


      Philips was my last hope, as we were now surrounded by Caesar, Benjamin, and Bryce.


      “Calm down, everyone!” Philips commanded. Since he was a history buff, he was able to stay composed during alchemy-related discussions.


      “You don’t understand the significance of this, Philips!” Benjamin roared, fully embodying the spirit of Fluffy the lion cub. “Can’t you see just how much progress we can make if materials can be made water-repellent?!”


      Bryce was just as frustrated by Philips’s ignorance.


      “If we have water-repellent materials, tents and covered wagons can become much cheaper than they are now. You can understand the significance of a change like that, right?”


      Philips was the de facto leader of our grade’s civil service track. He immediately grasped the implications Bryce was suggesting.


      “What an incredible innovation you have developed, Mademoiselle Patience! I believe you will revolutionize the distribution industry of Lawrence!”


      That was the demise of my last shield, but I was naive to think that would be the end of this line of questioning. My classmates continued bombarding me with queries, and as I stood there silently, President Caesar observed my changing expressions and seemed to sense that something was off. When it comes to Magius’s cape, all bets are off with President Caesar. I really need to be more careful around him.


      “Say, Patience...” Caesar began. “You said you haven’t started making Magius’s cape yet, but I believe there was another issue that needed to be resolved before that could even happen. Did you perhaps find thread that can conduct mana?”


      This was where Caesar and Benjamin really differed. Benjamin took things at face value, while Caesar would suss out what I was hiding.


      “Yes, I did, but... Um, Sir Caesar!”


      Caesar was now grabbing my shoulders, which I tried to point out to him by raising my voice. I needed help from all three of my classmates to get Caesar to let go of me.


      “My apologies, Patience. So, what is this thread you’ve discovered? How did you find it?”


      Our conversation continued, albeit with Bryce and Philips providing a physical barrier between the club president and me.


      “I found it in the Northcourts’ storehouse,” I explained. “It’s tarantula silk. I haven’t yet tested if it can be dyed, which may disqualify it as a feasible material. It’s semitransparent and white in its natural state, so using it as is to embroider a red cape would look a bit odd.”


      “Tarantula silk... I didn’t realize the answer would be something so simple!”


      Indeed, our potential embroidery material was not a premium item. It was even used by fishermen as fishing line and netting.


      “Let’s head inside for lunch!” Count Northcourt declared loudly. He appeared to have gotten tired of waiting for our commotion to settle down.


      “Please accept my apologies, Count Northcourt,” Caesar said. “I behaved in a careless manner.”


      Indeed, it was poor etiquette to be making so much noise in the entryway of your host’s home. Everyone else followed suit, so I apologized as well.


      “I’m sorry, uncle.”


      Count Northcourt forgave us all with a smile, and he appeared to be interested in learning more about Magius’s cape. Well, we’ll have to save that for after lunch!




      After lunch, it was time to go swimming. Caesar and the others had originally wanted to return to the ruins, but after learning about the floats and my success with making water-repellent materials, they all were drawn to the beach. And so it was decided that we would all go swimming together. Thankfully, I’d already made swimsuits and flip-flops for all of them. If they don’t want them, I can probably just sell them.


      I’d expected Philips might still want to visit the ruins on his own, but he had also taken an interest in the water-repellent materials, so he was coming to the beach as well.


      “Are these sandals made using slime powder instead of leather?” Benjamin asked as soon as we arrived. “These are also water-repellent! Give up your secret already! How’d you make these?”


      You’d have a lot more fun if you stopped asking me questions and got on a float.


      “You should enjoy the beach, Sir Benjamin,” I said. “I will tell you all about the materials later.”


      No matter where they were or what they were doing, the members of the alchemy club were obsessed with alchemy. Rather than playing with the floats, it was almost like they were conducting experiments with them. They tried to submerge the floats in the water and discussed their hypotheses for what they were made of.


      While they were busy doing that, I was on my swan-shaped float, relaxing. My beloved angels and Samuel were all bodyboarding, and Angela was chilling on her flower float. Oh, Philips is on a float too! Philips was using the pegasus float, floating on the water while looking up at the sky.


      “This float is incredible, Mademoiselle Patience!”


      Right?! This sort of fun should be the focus of summer break! Everyone from alchemy club should try to enjoy themselves a little more!


      “This whale-shaped float is definitely made from slime powder and quartz sand, but I can’t figure out what ingredient is giving it this smoothness and sheen...”


      Is their curiosity keeping them from having fun? Will they finally relax if I just tell them what it’s made from?


      “I give up, Patience,” Benjamin declared, impatient as always. “Tell me what it’s made of!”


      I was about to give them the answer, but to teach Benjamin a lesson, I decided to let the group think about it some more.


      “I used the same ingredient to make the swimsuits you’re all wearing,” I replied. “That ingredient is what makes the items water-repellent.”


      The boys began tugging at their swimsuits. Hey, stop that! I haven’t tested out the material’s durability! Well, maybe this is okay, since looking into that sort of stuff is more Caesar and Benjamin’s forte.


      I left the water to take a break under the shaded tent, and I chilled some juice, then sipped on it. Suddenly, I found myself surrounded by my fellow alchemy club members.


      “Will you tell us already?” Caesar pleaded. Even he was at his wit’s end.


      “This is another inexpensive ingredient,” I revealed. “The mucus produced by giant poison frogs, which is usually discarded, is what makes these items water-repellent.” I held quite a high regard for cheap materials.


      “That’s what you used?!” Caesar exclaimed. “I had no idea that the giant poison frogs we hunt at home could be used for such a purpose!”


      “Our family is constantly hunting them in our territory as well,” Bryce remarked, equally surprised.


      “How do you get this water-repellent substance from the giant poison frogs?” Benjamin asked. He didn’t mention anything about hunting, perhaps because he didn’t know about what went on in the Priest March. You should learn more about your own territory!


      For some reason, it suddenly struck me that neither Caesar nor Benjamin had any siblings, which was unusual in this world where large families were the norm.


      “Usually, the soldiers who hunt the giant poison frogs scrape off the sticky substance while skinning them,” I explained. “I simply had them discard the substance into barrels. The skins may have uses of their own! I’m hoping to make something with them that might be our main draw for next year’s Festival of Verdure.”


      Shoot! This is totally turning into an alchemy club summer camp!


      I picked up a nearby branch and began drawing the hot air balloon I’d been thinking about in the sand.


      “The skins of giant poison frogs are resistant to fire,” I continued to explain. “So, if we can make a device to heat the air under it, this balloon will become buoyant. I believe people can ride in this basket at the bottom and fly up.”


      Caesar and the others were completely engrossed by my idea, and they began debating over the mechanisms of the hot air balloon while referencing my drawing.


      “I knew that heating a gas can make it expand, but I never thought to collect that expanded gas in a balloon! It shouldn’t be too difficult to come up with a magic circle for that.”


      Of course Caesar would be able to come up with a magic circle on the spot! I’m so jealous! This fall, I’m going to learn so much about magic circles!


      “If you want to study magic circles, I can teach you about them,” Benjamin offered.


      I never really thought about it, but even if they’re sloppy, Benjamin is still really fast at coming up with magic circles. He’s probably spent a lot of time studying them.


      “Absolutely! Please teach me!”


      Mary, who was nearby, had a slightly displeased expression. She probably thought I wasn’t being very ladylike.


      “For now, we should focus on what can only be accomplished here in Northcourt,” Caesar suggested. “All of this can be figured out after we investigate the ruins for information about the magic-powered ships. Giant poison frogs can be found all over the kingdom, so it’ll be easy to collect their secretions. After we’ve explored the ruins, we can work on Magius’s cape and the balloon!”


      As one would expect from a club president, Caesar managed to create an orderly plan of action for us.


      “Do you think you could get Count Northcourt to invite Arthur here as well? He’s proficient in earth magic, which would be really helpful in excavating the ruins.”


      Right, I didn’t send letters to our other two members, Arthur and Mikhail. Mikhail only joined recently, so I don’t know him very well. Arthur’s in a grade above me, so I haven’t spoken to him very much either, which made me hesitant to send him a letter.


      “In that case, could you invite Mikhail Dungarde as well?” Benjamin asked. “He might be able to come up with a way to heat gas without the use of magic circles!”


      I had been trying to come up with an idea for the same thing, but I had no idea how to make a burner.


      “That’s a good point!” Caesar said. “I feel bad for asking so much of Count Northcourt, but would you mind asking?”


      Both the Miller and Dungarde territories were close to Romano, so they weren’t too far from Northcourt either. I’m so glad I studied geography, hee hee!


      “Of course. I will try asking.”


      I felt a little shameless for asking my uncle to invite more guests, but I couldn’t imagine he would say no to inviting the sons of Marquess Miller and Count Dungarde.


      “This has turned into a summer camp for alchemy club!” Philips remarked exasperatedly. He’d been lounging on a beach chair beside me.


      Shush, Philips! You weren’t supposed to say the quiet part out loud!




      We’d been instructed by Aunt Lilianna to return in time for tea, so we wrapped up our beach visit. That wasn’t too hard to do, since partway through it had become a discussion of the alchemy club’s summer plans.


      We all bathed, washing off the ocean, and gathered in the parlor once we were refreshed. Oh, Lucene and Viscount Satisford are here as well. I knew they were invited to tea, but I didn’t realize Angela would be leaving already. I’m going to miss her.


      “This is Viscount Satisford, my wife’s niece’s husband,” Count Northcourt said, introducing the Satisfords to our guests. “They’re here to take their daughter, Angela, home.”


      My schoolmates began greeting the Satisfords. Thankfully, I didn’t have to worry about their conduct, since they’d all been trained in etiquette. Well, Benjamin was definitely solely interested in alchemy, but at least he wasn’t being impolite, so he passed.


      “Is Angela your niece, Patience?” Benjamin asked.


      Were you listening at all? Lucene is my Aunt Lilianna’s niece.


      “No, Lady Lucene is my cousin, which makes Angela my first cousin once removed,” I replied.


      I kept my answer simple because in the parlor, the proper etiquette was for younger people to stay quiet until spoken to. This was one of the rules Benjamin couldn’t seem to follow. Perhaps he’d never been reprimanded for it, being an only child.


      The Northcourts, the Satisfords, and Caesar were all engaged in a conversation. The Satisfords’ main reason for joining us during tea time was to lay the foundation for a connection to the Burns Trading Company.


      “Incidentally, I just learned that giant poison frog populations spike in the summer,” Caesar said, suddenly changing the topic. He’s probably trying to get his hands on some of the sticky stuff.


      “Yes, that’s right,” Viscount Satisford replied. “They multiply freely in the wetlands of Satisford Viscounty. Our soldiers cannot handle culling the population on their own, so we’ve put up jobs with the adventurer’s guild. Unfortunately, the compensation isn’t very high, so the jobs are not very popular.”


      It probably doesn’t help that at the end, they’ll be covered in sticky goop. I can understand why they’d prefer to take other jobs.


      “This is something we still need to submit for a patent, but Patience’s latest innovation is something wonderful that makes use of giant poison frogs,” Caesar began to explain. “If possible, we’d greatly appreciate it if you could aid us in collecting the secretions their skin produces.”


      For Viscount Satisford, this probably felt like getting insider information on the next big thing. His eyes lit up in excitement at this business opportunity.


      “It appears that the substance that Patience gathered is indeed useful,” Count Northcourt remarked. “We shall collect more of it here in Northcourt as well!”


      Count Northcourt seemed to have an idea of what I’d made with the frog goop, but he feigned ignorance and acted surprised. Maybe he’s trying to keep Viscount Satisford from getting ahead of himself by joining the race as another supplier of the sticky stuff.


      “Count Northcourt, may I have your permission to invite the manager of the Burns Trading Company, Powell, to Northcourt County?” Caesar asked. “I would like to submit a patent application for Patience’s innovation as soon as possible. That way, we’ll be able to immediately make use of the secretions we collect during this population boom.”


      His explanation made sense, especially because he was familiar with the patent process thanks to his time in alchemy club. Wait, is this going to be a patent for the alchemy club, or for me personally?


      “That would be wonderful, especially for Patience,” my uncle replied. “You have my blessing, Sir Caesar!”


      This was a great deal for me, but also for the Satisfords, since getting to speak directly to the manager of Burns Trading Company was a fantastic opportunity for discussing business.


      “Will I really be able to apply for a patent even while I am still in the process of researching and developing this innovation, Sir Caesar?” I asked.


      Caesar gave me a reassuring nod.


      “The important thing right now is to apply for a patent for the innovation in its current form. Anything else you develop during future research can be submitted as a separate innovation and receive its own patent.”


      Huh, I didn’t know that. Considering what the process was like during my previous life, I thought it would be a lot harder.


      “He’s right, Patience!” my uncle exclaimed with sudden fervor. “If you don’t register your innovations promptly, someone will swoop down and snatch them away from you!”


      Did something like that happen to him in the past?


      “Aren’t you also researching Magius’s cape, Patience?” Count Northcourt continued. “If you succeed, the cape would be considered a valuable cultural property and most certainly designated a Royal Treasure!”


      Wow, I guess recreating Magius’s cape really is a big deal.


      “I simply wanted to re-create it as a way to thank Lord Salius, since he visits multiple times a month to give Nassius and Henry sword fighting lessons,” I explained. “I never realized it would be such a consequential development...”


      While I sat there with a troubled look on my face, Lucene smiled.


      “You are truly magnanimous, Patience,” my cousin remarked. “My brother provides your brothers with sword fighting lessons for the same reason that I send Angela’s riding instructor to your home. We are simply showing our gratitude for the help the Grangers provided back when Monteluxedo County faced a famine. It is deeply generous of you to want to repay our acts of gratitude with gifts!”


      Oh, I totally thought she just wanted information that would help Angela become Princess Jane’s lady’s maid. Well, she probably still wants that.


      “That’s why you wanted to make Magius’s cape?” Benjamin asked. “If giving some sword fighting lessons is all it takes to get a Royal Treasure, then I’ll be their teacher!”


      Didn’t I tell Benjamin about this? Hmm. Now that I’m thinking about it, I might’ve only mentioned it to Caesar.


      “That’s a completely different scenario, Benjamin,” Caesar chided him. “Are you really so arrogant as to think giving a few sword fighting lessons would earn you Magius’s cape? The entire project is based on Patience’s desire to show her gratitude.”


      That’s right! Lord Salius has continued to provide my beloved angels with sword fighting lessons, and it’s thanks to him that my brothers won’t have to be embarrassed when they enroll in the Royal Academy! I want to repay him for all his help!


      As I nodded along, Nassius and Henry seemed to be the only other people there who shared my sentiment. Everyone else appeared to think it was too significant of a gift for what Lord Salius did for our family—even Lucene, Lord Salius’s sister, seemed to share that sentiment!


      “If you succeed in making Magius’s cape, could I have one as well?” Samuel innocently asked, only to be scolded by his father.


      “Of course,” I replied. “I was actually planning on making one for you after I made one for Henry.”


      That was the truth. Henry’s safety was obviously the most important to me, but I also didn’t want Samuel to get hurt either.


      “Patience!” Caesar suddenly exclaimed. “Are you really that confident you’ll succeed in making Magius’s cape?!”


      Shoot, he’s on to me!


      Caesar had caught on to the fact that I could make Magius’s cape. I still wasn’t sure if the spider silk could be dyed for use with Lord Salius’s cape, but if the thread color didn’t have to match a preexisting cape, I was confident I would succeed.


      “I think there is a good chance,” I admitted.


      Caesar shot up out of his seat with excitement.


      “Magius’s cape is going to become a reality!” His height and slight lankiness made Aunt Lilianna surprised when he suddenly stood up, while the other men were equally excited.


      “If you succeed, I believe this may be something you should first present to His Majesty, Patience,” Count Northcourt suggested.


      Aside from Nassius and Henry, everyone there nodded in agreement.


      “Would it not be inappropriate to present His Majesty with a work in progress?” I asked. “I would prefer to present it to the throne once it is finalized.”


      I felt bad for Lord Salius, but he was going to have to settle for the prototype because I was giving the first finalized version to Henry.


      “Well, that might be possible... My only concern is that it may cause issues if Lord Salius, a knight in the First Cavalry Division, is wearing a cape of a higher caliber than that of His Majesty.”


      Oh, I hadn’t even thought about that! To put it into modern terms, it would probably be like a subordinate wearing a more expensive suit than his boss, which would definitely cause friction.


      “My, I hadn’t considered that,” I honestly admitted.


      “This is one area in which you truly take after William, Patience,” Aunt Lilianna exasperatedly remarked. “You must be more careful.”


      Please don’t say that, Aunt Lilianna! I really don’t want to take after my father’s lack of life skills!


      “If I receive another invitation to visit the summer palace, I will be sure to discuss this matter with Her Majesty,” I replied, and everyone gave nods of intense agreement.


      “I must say, I’m surprised to hear that you can speak directly to Her Majesty so easily, Patience,” Caesar said. “That’s not something typical of a viscount’s daughter. No doubt it’s because you’ve done exceptionally well serving as Princess Margaret’s lady’s maid. I’m sure you may feel limited by some aspects of your position, but your service to Her Highness will surely open many doors for you in the future.”


      I unexpectedly received praise from Caesar. When he mentions that I “may feel limited,” though, it sounds like he’s really saying he’s sorry that I don’t have more time to devote to alchemy club.


      “Sir Caesar is absolutely right!” Aunt Lilianna exclaimed, but she didn’t know the true meaning of our club president’s words.


      In the end, it was decided that Angela would stay for several more days. After all, Mr. Powell, the manager of the Burns Trading Company, was coming to Northcourt County, which was an even more significant opportunity for the Satisfords to build connections to Duke Burns’s business. To be completely honest, business discussions would likely go much more smoothly with Mr. Powell than they would with Caesar.


      Count Northcourt also approved my request to invite Arthur and Mikhail to Northcourt County. Perhaps he’d felt that there was no point in refusing a few more guests. Another possibility was that he was in a good mood thanks to this frog-based business opportunity that was likely to make him a fortune.


      “Wow, Magius’s cape!” my uncle suddenly remarked. “When I was a child, my mother read me the tales of the Dragon Slayer. I had no idea the stories were true...”


      His comment brought to mind a third possible reason for his cooperativeness: that Magius’s cape made Count Northcourt interested in alchemy, thus leading him to approve his manor being used as a summer camp facility.


      Events progressed rapidly after that. Mr. Powell was a skilled manager, so he submitted patent applications for not only my water-repellent coating, but also my swimsuits, floats, bodyboards, kickboards, and flip-flops. He also negotiated a deal with Viscount Satisford to purchase the colorful fabrics imported from the southern continent. Mr. Powell had reviewed my notes and the fabrics I had dyed, and he came to the conclusion that the fabrics would be a good purchase for the Burns Trading Company. As compensation for coming up with the original idea, Viscount Satisford paid me 140 rhoms. Yay!


      My plans for this money were to make new clothes for Wyatt, George, and Matthew. Mary and Eva had already gotten new uniforms, and I’d been putting off making the men’s clothes, so they definitely deserved it!

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 2: A Major Archaeological Discovery!


      Arthur and Mikhail soon joined us in Northcourt County, and every day after that, our guests visited the ruins. I occasionally tagged along, but most of the time, even on days when Nassius went with Philips, I would have to stay back. After all, it was summer, and the ruins got uncomfortably hot. My schoolmates would also have packed lunches brought to them so they could spend the entire day at the ruins. I just didn’t have the stamina to keep up with that.


      Thus, I’d been spending most of my mornings in either the children’s room, where I watched over my younger relatives’ studies, or the dye studio. I’d been testing various methods to dye spider silk, but it hadn’t been going well. No matter what I used, the end result always turned out a pale color! It seemed like the dye wasn’t fully penetrating the threads. I decided I would keep trying a bit more, and if I couldn’t succeed, then I would just move forward with the pastel-toned spider silk. That wasn’t ideal, because it wouldn’t look very good on the final product.


      “Nassius is at the ruins again?!” Samuel grumbled.


      I had been on my way back from the dye studio when I heard his complaint. Angela had returned home with her parents, so perhaps Samuel was a little lonely with only Henry around.


      “Yes, he is,” I replied. “He seems quite captivated by the ruins. I do believe he said he would be returning for lunch, since you have sword fighting lessons in the afternoon.”


      Even though Nassius was very interested in the excavation efforts, he also wanted to spend time with Samuel and Henry, so he would often return from the ruins at lunchtime.


      “Really?! That makes sense! Nassius could definitely use more practice!”


      I know you’re better at sword fighting than him, Samuel, but don’t forget that he’s a year younger than you!




      “Has Nassius returned?” I asked Aunt Lilianna.


      Usually, there was a carriage that left around lunchtime to deliver packed lunches to the boys at the ruins and bring Nassius home. That carriage hadn’t returned yet. Whenever Nassius let us know he was planning to return for lunch, we would wait for him before eating.


      “No, they’re quite late today,” my aunt remarked. “How strange. The carriage left the manor at the same time as usual...”


      Aunt Lilianna and I both tilted our heads in confusion. The very next moment, someone on horseback galloped up to the manor at full speed.


      “My, that’s Sir Philips,” my aunt pointed out.


      “What?!” I have a bad feeling about this! I burst through the doors of the entryway and headed outside.


      “Mademoisielle Patience!” Philips called out. “Nassius is missing!”


      His words instantly froze my blood, but there was no time to lose my head.


      “I will go to the ruins!” I announced. “Please take me there, Sir Philips!”


      There was no time to waste, so instead of waiting for a carriage to be prepared, I had Philips lift me onto the back of his horse, and I wrapped my arms around his waist. I held on tight, and we rushed back to the ruins.


      “We were investigating the northern section together, where the consul’s manor would have been,” Philips explained. “My valet was with us as well. Nassius pointed out that it was time for the lunch delivery to arrive and that he should return, and we headed for the entrance. He was right behind me, but when I turned around a second later, he was gone!”


      Nassius wasn’t the kind of boy to wander off on his own. If he wanted to go somewhere else, he would have told Philips.


      “I will find him, so you have nothing to worry about,” I assured Philips, trying to cheer him up since he seemed regretful. “It would be impossible for me to fail at locating him.”


      We continued forward, and we eventually arrived at the remains of the former consul’s manor.


      “You’re here, Patience!” Caesar explained. “We’ve been looking for Nassius as well!”


      Caesar and the other alchemy club members, as well as everyone’s valets, had all been searching for Nassius. I was grateful for their help, but right now, I needed them to move out of the way.


      “Could you all please clear the area surrounding Nassius’s last known location?” I asked. “I will look for him!”


      A questioning look appeared on Caesar’s face, but regardless of his confusion, he ordered them to do as I said.


      “Let’s all step away for now!” our club president called out.


      I gathered all of my focus and tried to search for the presence of my beloved younger brother.


      “Please, Estena, Your Holiness!” I prayed out loud. “I’m begging you, please, help me!” When you’re in a bind, it’s time to turn to God! Ah, please, God! Tell me where Nassius is! “Nassius!!!”


      I felt myself grasp a bright light that was Nassius’s presence, and I wasn’t going to let go of it, no matter what. I used all of my mana to pull Nassius closer to me.


      With a loud thud, Nassius suddenly appeared in my arms. I was suddenly carrying my dear younger brother, and his weight nearly made me fall backward. Thankfully, Philips was behind me, and he caught me before I fell.


      “Nassius! Are you all right?!”
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      I gave him a big hug and kissed his cheek. I finally felt my blood begin to thaw. It was only in this moment that I finally realized Nassius was now taller than me—a fact I confirmed through tears.


      “Huh? Sister?! The floor beneath me suddenly opened, and after I fell through, it closed right up. I didn’t know what to do, and no matter how loud I screamed, it seemed like no one could hear me. I was wondering whether I should proceed down the pathway connected to where I was.”


      You made the right choice by staying put! It’s better to not move too far when you’re lost! I’m glad you’re so smart, Nassius!


      “Are you hurt anywhere, Nassius?” I asked. I wanted to keep hugging him, but I had to examine him, so I let go and began checking for any injuries. The only abnormality I found was that he was covered in dust. “Become clean!”


      “I twisted my ankle slightly, but it doesn’t hurt anymore!” Nassius exclaimed. “You must have fixed it, sister! Thank you.”


      You twisted your ankle?! That’s terrible! I crouched down and began examining Nassius’s leg.


      “Does it hurt anywhere else?” I asked, completely disregarding everyone but Nassius.


      “Everything that happened just now is so completely absurd, I don’t even know where to begin!” Benjamin exclaimed with disbelief.


      Shoot, did I go too far?


      “It was simply proof of Mademoiselle Patience’s deep affection for her younger brothers!” Philips replied. He had probably felt guilty for Nassius’s disappearance, since he’d been with him moments prior. Now he was overcome with relief, and tears began to well in his eyes.


      “We can discuss the insanity of Patience’s unconventional magic later,” Caesar remarked. “First, let’s investigate the flooring that Nassius fell through!”


      What do you mean by “insanity” and “unconventional,” Caesar?! Oh, but I definitely went a little too far this time. I could probably slay a dragon if it was to save Nassius—not that I ever want us to end up in that sort of situation.


      “I fell through the floor right there,” Nassius said, pointing at a spot on the ground. “Please be careful.”


      If Caesar or anyone else falls through, I don’t think I’ll be able to pull them back out. I think whatever I just did was only possible because it was Nassius.


      Benjamin started jumping up and down on the spot that Nassius had identified, but nothing happened.


      “Come stand on this spot, Nassius!” Benjamin said.


      Are you kidding me?!


      “Absolutely not,” I replied. “I’m sure Count Northcourt and everyone else is worried right now, so we should return to the manor. They are also waiting for us to have lunch.” I turned to Nassius and reminded him, “You have sword fighting lessons with Samuel in the afternoon.”


      I never wanted to put Nassius in a dangerous situation ever again. I could imagine that to everyone else I was giving off a crazy aura, like a threatening cat whose fur was standing on its ends. I gave Nassius another squeeze.


      “I will return to Northcourt manor for now, sister, but I’m also interested in investigating the mechanism that leads underground,” he replied. “I will explain the situation to Samuel myself.”


      If Nassius wanted to explore, then I couldn’t stop him—I would just tag along with him. So we decided to return to the manor for now. We boarded the carriage that had brought everyone else’s lunches and departed the ruins.


      “How did you find me?” Nassius asked. “Also, how did you bring me back aboveground?”


      I don’t know either, Nassius.


      “I just focused and searched for my beloved younger brother,” I replied. “Then I found your light, and I pulled on it. That brought you back to me.”


      That was my best attempt at putting it into words. Nassius just stared at me, his gray eyes wide with surprise.


      “You even healed my twisted ankle,” he pointed out. “I thought only light magic could heal people, but perhaps that is strictly in regard to ailments. A twisted ankle is an injury, so it’s possible that wind or water magic could heal it as well.”


      It appeared that Nassius had been doing all of his magic theory readings. My household magic is a little weird, so if you answer questions based on your experiences with me, you’ll fail the class, Nassius. I decided to implement some course corrections. Was I just attempting to explain away my unusual magic and evade questions? That...was definitely one way to look at it.


      “Perhaps it was a display of hysterical strength during a crisis,” I suggested. “It’s also possible that I was simply offered divine aid from Estena, because I prayed quite intensely.”


      Nassius was surprised to hear that, which was understandable considering the Grangers weren’t very religious.


      “Divine aid from Estena... In that case, from now on, I will pray to Estena as well.”


      Wait, don’t take what I said so seriously!


      “I-I only mean that Estena helped because I was so earnestly worried for you,” I tried to clarify. “I don’t pray to Estena on a regular basis.”


      My tendency to casually pray in times of need had been due to my previous life. In Japan, most people weren’t necessarily outright atheists, but they were barely religious.


      “I see,” Nassius replied.


      Before we knew it, we had returned to Northcourt manor. Samuel burst through the doors of the entryway, as did Henry. Thanks to his physical enhancement magic, Henry looked as if he were flying toward Nassius. Don’t hurt yourself!


      “We were so worried about you, Nassius!” Samuel exclaimed. “Are you okay?!”


      Henry leaped onto Nassius, hugging his brother. I was impressed that Nassius could take the impact without tumbling over. If Henry ever tackled me like that, I would immediately be knocked backward.


      “I’m so glad you’re okay, brother!!!”


      Me too. Well, technically he did twist his ankle, but I accidentally fixed that with my household magic. Can the incantation “become clean” actually heal a twisted ankle though? Maybe I really should get a second proficiency evaluation done at the church...although it still feels like a waste of a gold coin.




      After lunch, we returned to the ruins along with Count Northcourt. Henry and Samuel also joined us, so naturally we all traveled in the same carriage.


      “Despite the many years I’ve lived here, I’ve never heard about any underground pathways, even as rumors,” Count Northcourt remarked. “We may actually discover some artifacts.”


      Though I didn’t exactly disagree with my uncle, I believed that our priority should be figuring out the mechanism that caused Nassius to fall underground, not fussing about artifacts. We could always use brute force and dig a hole straight down, but that carried the risk of possibly damaging the underground pathway.


      “Try to remember what you were doing right before you fell through the floor, Nassius,” I said. “Also, you must stay away from that spot, no matter what.”


      That last warning wasn’t because I didn’t trust Nassius, but rather because I couldn’t trust Caesar and the others. I could totally imagine them trying ridiculous things, blinded by anticipation that the secrets to magic-powered vehicles were hidden underground.


      “To date, countless people have explored those ruins,” my uncle remarked. “I can’t help but wonder why today of all days a hidden door opened up. If we can uncover the system controlling the entrance, then we will be able to investigate the tunnels while keeping them in good condition.”


      Does Count Northcourt also think Nassius holds the key or something?


      For the sake of argument, even if the Kazarian Empire somehow had the technology to code a door that could identify individual people, I couldn’t imagine that Nassius would end up being some sort of key to trigger that system. After all, back then, what was now the Kingdom of Lawrence had been regarded as a country of barbarians. I couldn’t imagine that the Kazarians would have built their systems to react to descendants of those northern barbarians. There were some nobles from Estena who proudly boasted that their ancestors were prominent figures in the Kazarian Empire, but those claims were questionable at best.


      “Perhaps he touched something,” I suggested.


      Nassius took a few moments to think back on it.


      “Before I fell, I was behind Sir Philips. Then, his valet announced that lunch had been delivered, so I headed to the entrance of the ruins. I’d also been thinking that it was probably time for me to get going... Oh, I remember now! I stumbled, and I put my hand on the wall for support. That was when the floor opened up, and I fell through.”


      Count Northcourt clasped his hands together with delight.


      “I see! That wall must be the key to the mechanism! If we can discover how it works, we will be able to travel underground.”


      Hold on, uncle. That’ll only get you dropped underground. We still need to find a way to return aboveground!


      “Someone still may get trapped underground, uncle,” I pointed out. “That would just be awful.”


      Count Northcourt seemed to come to his senses and nodded.


      “You’re absolutely right.”


      That train of thought left my uncle silent, perhaps because he was thinking about how bad it would be for the sons of Duke Burns, marquesses, and counts to get lost while visiting his territory.


      “If we know how to get down, shouldn’t we be able to get back up?” Samuel asked. He’d been silent until now, but he couldn’t hold back any longer and joined our conversation.


      “Perhaps,” his father answered. “Unfortunately, if the way to get aboveground is different from the way to get underground, we will end up stuck and in trouble.”


      Yeah, that’s the problem.


      “You were able to get Nassius back up, weren’t you, Patience?” Samuel asked. “How did you do it?”


      I wish you hadn’t asked that, Samuel.


      “I’m not sure,” I replied. “I was so focused on saving Nassius that my memories are all a blur. However, I don’t believe I would be able to pull anyone else out like I did with him.”


      Oh, but if you use the fact that I can get him back as justification to lose him underground again, I guarantee that I will go berserk. I’m sure I’ll lose all sense of reason and just go postal.


      “Are you sure you’re only proficient in household magic?” Samuel remarked. “Physically drawing something toward you is a grand spell said to have been used by archmages in the past!”


      That aligned with OG Patience’s memories of reading tales about Archmage Cromwell using teleportation magic. I’d rather be able to access a video game inventory or something. Anyway, I think this specific teleportation magic only works on Nassius and Henry.


      “I have a feeling that my magic can only summon my brothers,” I replied.


      Henry’s eyes were glimmering with excitement. You better not get lost on purpose!


      “Are you going to become an archmage like Cromwell, sister?” Nassius asked.


      Being a bookworm, he had, of course, read Cromwell the Archmage. Henry seemed unfamiliar, but I got the feeling he was probably going to read it as soon as we got back home.


      “Since I can only find you and Henry, I don’t think I could become an archmage,” I responded. “Also, being your sister is more important to me than being an archmage.”


      Nassius and Henry smiled and nodded at what I said, but both Count Northcourt and Samuel seemed a little put off. Perhaps even by the standards of this world, my love for my younger brothers was a bit extreme.




      Before I knew it, we were back at the Kazarian ruins. Caesar and the others had originally been investigating the southern barracks, where the mural was, but now everyone was gathered in the ruins of the consul’s manor and bustling with excitement.


      “You’re back, Nassius!” Benjamin shouted with delight while running up to us. “Have you remembered anything?”


      Did anyone here actually eat lunch?


      “Before I fell, I touched a wall!” Nassius announced.


      Whoa! Suddenly, everyone was staring at the walls around the area.


      “Where exactly did you touch, Nassius?” Caesar asked. Then he turned to the rest of the group. “Everyone, take a step back!”


      As I should have expected, Caesar wasn’t recklessly investigating the passageway underground without any plan, and I felt some relief.


      “We have a stick!” Benjamin announced as his valet handed him a stick. He pressed the spot on the wall that Nassius had pointed out. “How high up was the spot on the wall?”


      Numerous attempts were made at poking random spots on the wall, but the floor wasn’t budging. Benjamin handed off the stick to Nassius.


      “I tried to turn around, then I lost my balance,” Nassius recounted, retracing his steps out loud. “Then I caught myself by putting my hand on the wall, so it must have been...right around here.”


      Nassius pressed the stick firmly against one spot of the wall.


      “Open!” Nassius commanded.


      “Open!” I said, feeling like I should join him.


      “Oh, the floor!” Nassius pointed out.


      A trapdoor opened up in the floor for one moment, then it immediately shut.


      “That’s incredible! There’s a magic circle hidden on the floor!” Caesar was shouting, completely exhilarated, but this discovery wasn’t enough to give us a practical way to access the underground paths.


      Well, technically speaking, we could just drop down, but there was no guarantee that we would be able to get back up. After all, the door shut in the blink of an eye.


      “I can’t imagine that a Kazarian consul was just falling through the floor to get underground,” Philips pointed out. “I wonder if this was actually supposed to be a trap. If so, there must be another entrance to the tunnels.”


      People offered various opinions in response to Philips’s suggestion.


      “It’s much too close to the wall to be a trap,” Benjamin said, unable to stay quiet. Perhaps the fact that we were in the same grade level made him comfortable enough to debate Philips so casually. “Maybe it used to make a staircase appear. If it did, the hidden door probably also stayed open for longer.”


      “Yeah, it’s strange for there to be a trap in a spot like this,” Bryce said in agreement. “Ugh, this is so frustrating! We have lost technology right at our fingertips, and we can’t get to it!”


      I’d never seen Bryce get so visibly upset before. He was always so kind, but at the end of the day, he was just as passionate as the other alchemy club members. He clearly had a burning desire to discover this lost technology.


      Honestly, this is all pretty impressive. It’s been over a thousand years since the fall of the Kazarian Empire, so it’s shocking that the magic circle that operates the hidden door still works at all.


      “A magic circle needs a magic stone to be operational,” Arthur pointed out, calmly analyzing the facts. “But would any magic stone last this long? It’s unfortunate that we lost so many Kazarian technologies to the warring period, including the details of those magic-powered ships. Maybe they had access to magic circles that worked differently than the ones we use.”


      I also had all sorts of thoughts running through my mind. Aside from the part where you fall through the ground, the mechanism reminded me of automated doors from my previous life. Maybe opening the door did make stairs appear. It’s possible that the steps don’t work anymore, but the door still does, which caused Nassius to fall. I considered various other possibilities, but every idea was just a guess with no proof.


      “We might find something if we go down there,” Caesar suggested. “The structures aboveground are destroyed. How did it look underground, Nassius? Did it look untouched?”


      Hey, I’m not going to let you put my brother in danger! I pulled Nassius closer to me.


      “Once the door closed, it was quite dark, so I couldn’t see much,” Nassius replied. “However, there were faint magic lamps scattered some distance away from me. It looked like there was a pathway ahead. From what little I could see, the area I fell into didn’t look badly deteriorated, but I’m not sure about the rest of the underground.”


      Mikhail, our newest club member, was earnestly noting down everything Nassius said.


      “So even though their light was faint, the magic lamps were on, right?” Mikhail confirmed. His excitement was obvious as his red hair swished about from his hops of joy. “Such a thing wouldn’t be possible with current-day alchemy. That means those lamps are fundamentally different from the magic lamps we use today.”


      “You could say the same about the mechanism that controls the hidden door,” Caesar remarked in agreement, his enthusiasm just as obvious. “Alchemy, which uses magic circles and magic stones, might not have been used to create the system that operates the door!”


      In contrast to the exhilarated alchemy club members, I was just floored by the courage it must have taken for Nassius to calmly observe his surroundings after being dropped into darkness.


      “That must have been terrifying, Nassius,” I said to him. “I’m so proud of you for staying strong.” Since Samuel was watching, I just gave Nassius a quick hug and let him go.


      “I want to go underground!” Samuel declared.


      As if it’s that easy! Well, actually, it is that easy. You just have to fall into an otherwise inaccessible tunnel.


      “I want to go too!” Henry chimed in.


      “Absolutely not, Henry,” I said, reflexively pulling him closer to me. “I won’t allow you to do anything dangerous!” I was still a bit discombobulated from losing Nassius, and I was aware that my reactions were a bit much.


      Everyone stared down at the floor. We all were interested in the underground pathways, but...


      “We can’t destroy the mechanism operating the door, since there’s a good chance it is different from known magic circles,” Caesar remarked, and we all agreed with him.


      Even if it was for the sake of exploring exciting tunnels, we couldn’t destroy exceptional technology from the Kazarian Empire.


      “I’m sure there had to be another way to get underground,” Count Northcourt stated. I could imagine that he wouldn’t want to destroy the lost technology either.


      And so it was decided that we would all investigate the ruins of the consul’s manor once more.


      “If this was an escape route to be used in the case of an invasion, where would a Kazarian consul have run off to?” I wondered out loud.


      Present-day Northcourt Manor was constructed to primarily defend against attacks from the sea, but the defensive walls at the ruins had also been put up facing the south and the north. If we assume that everything south of the ruins was part of the Kazarian Empire, would they have built the northern walls to defend against the barbarians to the north?


      “That’s quite an astute question, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips replied. “Additionally, if the magic-powered seacrafts depicted in the mural were available, then it’s possible that the escape route led to the harbor.”


      Count Northcourt seemed to be pondering something after listening to our exchange.


      “This area is quite elevated compared to the harbor,” my uncle remarked. “There’s a chance that the tunnels lead downward, but we’re far enough above sea level that I find it unlikely that they extend all the way to the harbor. Hmm... You know, it would definitely be possible for a tunnel from here to reach Northcourt manor!”


      Oh, that’s a good point. Northcourt manor is on top of a small hill. It probably wouldn’t have been too hard to dig a slightly downward underground pathway from here to there.


      “Are there secret tunnels beneath our home?!” Samuel asked his father.


      “Well, I couldn’t say for sure if the pathways are directly under the present-day manor, but it’s possible that they would lead to that area.”


      If there’s an exit at the hill where the manor now stands, I wonder where it would be. Northcourt manor is surrounded by a moat. Could the exit have been destroyed when they were building the moat? Oh, but if there were underground pathways, wouldn’t the people who dug the moat have noticed? In that case, the exit is more likely to be somewhere higher up on the hill than where the manor is.


      I should have expected that the actual lord of the manor would come to the same conclusion as little ol’ me.


      “I’ve got it!” Count Northcourt exclaimed. “If there’s an exit somewhere on the hill, it would have to be on Gaius’s Knoll! I believe it was named after...”


      “Gaius Marius!” Philips and I exclaimed in unison. It was a name we’d recently learned in world history.


      “That’s the name of the last consul of Northcourt during the reign of the Kazarian Empire!” Philips added, his love of history pouring out. “I had no idea that such history survived to this day as the name of local geography! How wonderful!”


      Samuel, Nassius, and Henry were all surprised by how in sync we were.


      “I see that both Patience and Sir Philips are studious,” Count Northcourt remarked. “You should follow their example, Samuel. Gaius Marius was the last consul to govern this area when the Kazarian Empire ruled.”


      My uncle sure does use every opportunity he gets to teach Samuel something. I guess teaching is my father’s specialty too, but he gives completely different types of lessons. I’m so jealous of Samuel!


      Caesar and Arthur both seemed to recall this information, while for Benjamin and Mikhail, it seemed like it was news.


      “Starting in the fall term, you’d better enroll in the civil service track as well, Benjamin,” Caesar chided his cousin. “You need to know basic world history, at the very least!”


      Mikhail was in the junior division, so he couldn’t be faulted for being unfamiliar with world history... Actually, Benjamin hasn’t taken world history either. He has so much spare time—maybe he should consider using some of it to take world history now.


      As a shotacon, I couldn’t help but find Benjamin endearing when he was being scolded by Caesar. Fluffy’s a little too big of a kitty for my tastes though.




      The next day, we divided into groups to search for the hypothesized exit. It was President Caesar’s idea to split up the alchemy club members.


      “Arthur, Mikhail, and I will continue investigating the ruins,” Caesar announced, then he turned to Benjamin and Bryce. “I’d like you two to investigate Gaius’s Knoll.”


      Philips was also going to investigate Gaius’s Knoll. I guess the first-years of the senior division are all Team Knoll. I would also be joining them part of the time, because Nassius was joined at the hip with Philips. Henry also wanted to tag along, so I had to be there as his chaperone—Henry could be a bit of a loose cannon, and I was afraid that he might jump down a hole.


      “If you’re investigating the knoll, I’ll join you!” Samuel enthusiastically exclaimed.


      He hadn’t been too interested in the ruins, but it was probably more interesting to search for a connection to a secret tunnel near his home. But I was foolish not to realize how his involvement would complicate the situation.


      “The knoll is a pretty wide area to investigate, so we’ll each travel on our own horses,” Samuel nonchalantly announced to Team Knoll.


      Seriously? Well, I can agree that unlike investigating deteriorated buildings, traveling horseback is better than being on foot if we’re searching an entire knoll. At the same time, I can’t help but feel like I fell for a trap. At the very least, I don’t need Mary at my side for this, right? We’ll have soldiers from Northcourt, as well as everyone’s personal guards, so that should be fine.


      “If I recall correctly, isn’t it true that you aren’t very fond of horseback riding, Mademoiselle Patience?” Philips asked. “Will you be all right?”


      Ugh, he’s so kind!


      “Yes, I’ve actually improved somewhat,” I replied.


      It wasn’t long before I began cursing myself for saying that. Samuel was in riding club, so of course he was skilled on horseback. With his athletic capabilities, Henry was talented too. Nassius had also improved, and of course, Benjamin and Bryce were both good as well. In other words, I was the only one here who sucked!


      “We can go slowly, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips assured me. He was skilled enough to have been scouted by Russell to join the riding club, but he was matching my pace.


      Bryce also noticed that I wasn’t a good rider, and he maintained a slow pace.


      “I will only slow everyone down,” I said. “Please, go ahead without me. I will be all right, since the Northcourt soldiers will be with me.”


      Samuel and the others were already so far ahead that they were out of view. I don’t even get to be with my angels. Was there even a point to me coming along?


      “It’s not a race,” Bryce kindly said. “We can go slowly and survey the area as we progress.”


      I hope my angels learn how to be like him, I thought, even though they weren’t around to see it—they were ahead of us with Samuel and Benjamin. That was fine, because as boys, their situation was different from mine.


      As poor as we were, it was still possible that the Grangers might one day be invited to a hunt. As a lady, it would be acceptable for me to fall behind the hunting party, but for the boys, it would be shameful if they couldn’t keep up.


      “I wish they would’ve let Sir Arthur come with us,” Bryce remarked while casting wind magic around us.


      “I agree,” Philips chimed in. “I can use some earth magic, but my main proficiency is with fire.”


      Huh, I didn’t know Philips could use earth magic too. Benjamin also mentioned that he has some proficiency in earth magic.


      “You’re both so impressive,” I said. “I can only use household magic.”


      For some reason, they were both giving me strange looks.


      “Forgive me, Mademoiselle Patience. I don’t mean to be rude, but you surely must be mistaken.”


      Bryce nodded aggressively.


      “He’s right. Sir Caesar was also asking about it last night, but how you found Nassius and summoned him aboveground wouldn’t be possible with household magic. You also healed an injury, so you must have proficiency in light magic.”


      Bryce seemed especially perplexed by what I’d said, perhaps because he was in the mage track. I’d thought that I’d successfully evaded Caesar’s questions, but it turned out Bryce had just been holding himself back, trying to be polite since he was the count’s guest.


      “I see. Ms. Makias also told me I should be reevaluated at the church, but...” I couldn’t admit out loud that I felt like a reevaluation was a waste of a gold coin. It was pretty pathetic.


      “I understand your hesitation, but this is something that will influence your future, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips insisted. “After all, if you have been bestowed with the gift of light magic, you would be offered an abundance of protections from the church.”


      Philips’s words made me think of Louise. Back off, bad thoughts! Shoo!


      “I just have a strong feeling that my evaluation will only show a proficiency in household magic,” I replied. “Also, Madam Jefferson, the household magic teacher, says that anything is possible when you master household magic.”


      Both boys were surprised to hear that, which was to be expected considering how undervalued household magic was.


      “I had no idea!” Bryce exclaimed. “I can’t believe I’ve never heard about this despite being in the mage track!” He seemed to be thinking that he needed to change his view of household magic.


      Well, it’s definitely undervalued, but it’s also true that it’s magic even commoners can use.


      “Would it be possible for you to use your household magic to confirm whether there is something that doesn’t belong on Gaius’s Knoll?” Philips asked.


      Wow, that’s a tall order. But it sounds preferable to riding horseback aimlessly. Even though I could make horses obey me, which made riding a lot less scary, I still wasn’t very good at it.


      “Could you help me get down?” I needed assistance since we didn’t have a mounting block here. I feel so lame!


      Philips smoothly dismounted his horse, then lifted me off mine. While he was helping me, Bryce held on to the reins of Philips’s horse. One of Bryce’s great qualities was that he was able to do what others needed without being asked. I really wish my angels could learn from his example.


      The guards stayed on their horses, keeping a bit of distance from us while scanning our surroundings for potential risks. After all, this was a world where monsters were real!


      I placed my hands on the earth.


      “Where are the Kazarian underground pathways?” I incanted. Yeah, this probably won’t work, I thought, only to be immediately disproven. “Huh?! I think I...actually found something.”


      It felt as if my hands were producing sounds, like an active sonar, and I felt a pulse hit something in a certain direction.


      “Did you get some sort of response, Mademoiselle Patience?!”


      “Household magic is so amazing!”


      I couldn’t get excited like them because I had no proof that whatever I was sensing was an underground pathway. It was possible that my magic was just reacting to my brothers’ presence—although I wasn’t feeling that light full of love like I had when I’d found Nassius.


      “We should proceed in that direction,” I said, slowly walking toward where I’d felt the ping.


      I mean, I need to travel on foot. If we’re on horseback, we might miss something! I’m totally not walking just because I don’t like riding horses!


      “I will try to investigate using my earth magic,” Philips said. “Could you try using your wind magic as well, Bryce?”


      They slowly proceeded forward while using their magic. I also stopped every few steps and touched the ground again.


      “It’s farther up ahead,” I reported.


      I sensed something irregular, and this time the ping was much stronger. It felt like there was something different from the earth and trees on the knoll: something man-made.


      “Perhaps it’s that boulder,” Philips suggested, pointing at a rock.


      The formation he pointed out was unusually large, and it was also sloped in a way that matched the slope of the terrain—it almost looked like some sort of entrance.


      “Yes, it could be,” I replied. “I can’t say for sure, but it seems artificial.”


      We all tied the reins of our horses onto the branch of a nearby tree and investigated the suspicious boulder.


      “Nassius fell because he placed his hand on the wall, so there might be a similar mechanism that operates this door,” Philips theorized.


      I definitely didn’t want the boulder to suddenly open up and drop anyone underground, which the other two seemed to be in agreement with. They picked up loose branches off the ground and poked the boulder.


      “I can’t tell if the mechanism is the same,” Bryce remarked. “More importantly, we should tell Benjamin and the others about this boulder. After all, he can also use earth magic.”


      Bryce mounted his horse once more and took off to get the rest of our group. While Philips and I waited behind, we kept poking the boulder with branches, but we found nothing that would let us open the entrance.


      “Maybe this boulder isn’t the entrance,” Philips suggested.


      “I doubt that, considering how unnatural it feels,” I replied. “Perhaps the trigger to open the entrance is somewhere around the boulder, not on it.”


      Philips began clearing away the fallen leaves on the ground, but I stopped him.


      “Leaves, gather over there!” I commanded. With that household spell, all the leaves gathered into a neat little mound beside the boulder.


      Those leaves would probably make a nice layer of humus over the soil.


      “Wasn’t that earth magic, Mademoiselle Patience?” Philips asked in disbelief.


      I was more concerned with the fact that the bottom portion of the boulder had been covered in quite a bit of leaf litter.


      “Isn’t that depression a bit strange?” I pointed out. “The spot on the wall that Nassius touched also had a bit of a depression.”


      Philips nodded agreement and used a branch to forcefully poke the depression.


      “Open!” I shouted, unable to help myself.


      With a loud and deep rumble, the ground shook, and the boulder split in two.
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      An underground pathway from the Kazarian Empire had just appeared before him, and Philips was understandably drawn to it. He was in a trance, stepping closer to it, so I grabbed his arm.


      “You mustn’t, Sir Philips!” I exclaimed, jumping into action without thinking.


      “Yes, of course. Thank you, Mademoiselle Patience. I lost my senses for a moment...”


      We distanced ourselves from the entrance and stared at it.


      “It looks like this entryway doesn’t shut immediately!” Philips remarked with delight.


      I couldn’t let my guard down just yet. At the very least, I wasn’t ready to go down there.


      Philips’s main proficiency appeared to be in fire magic, and he created several small orbs of fire and tossed them down the entrance, illuminating the pathway.


      “I see some stairs that go up farther along,” he noted. “I believe they may have dug upward from here, building steps as they made their way to the ruins! This path likely leads to the consul’s manor!”


      Just as I began to worry that I wouldn’t be able to hold back Philips on my own, Bryce finally returned with Benjamin and the others.


      “Whoa, what’s that?!” Benjamin exclaimed. “That must be an entrance to the tunnel system!”


      “It’s open!” Bryce shouted with surprise.


      The rest of our group all jumped off their horses and made their way closer to the split boulder.


      “Everyone! You must be more careful!” I cautioned, grabbing Nassius and Henry by their arms as they tried to follow the other boys.


      “Patience is right!” Benjamin responded, stopping in place. “Also, if we don’t tell Sir Caesar and the others, we’ll never hear the end of their complaints!”


      Everyone else came to their senses and stopped in their tracks. Their guards all let out deep sighs of relief. I’m sure you would be fired if you let your master’s son wander off into a suspicious hole in the ground and get trapped. Safety first, people!


      “For now, we can station a guard here and return to Northcourt Manor,” Benjamin suggested. “After that, we can tell Sir Caesar and the others about it!”


      Hold on, Benjamin! Don’t you think there’s someone else you should tell first, like, oh, I don’t know, the lord of this region, Count Northcourt?!


      “I can guard this entryway,” one of the Northcourt soldiers volunteered. “Please feel free to return first, so you may inform Count Northcourt of this discovery.”


      As expected, it was a local soldier who would be watching over the spot, rather than one of our guests’ guards. After all, this was Northcourt territory, and if we came across any out-of-place artifacts while investigating the underground pathways, Count Northcourt would have the rights to them. Although if we somehow did find a magic-powered ship or something equally incredible, my uncle definitely would have to let the king know. I don’t know enough to say whether a magic-powered ship should be owned by a count.


      “I agree,” I chimed in. “Also, it will be time for lunch soon, and Aunt Lilianna said we would all be having lunch at the manor today.” I hadn’t bought a watch in Romano, but my stomach was always right on time. Even though it’s reliable, I’m still going to buy a watch!


      “That’s right,” Samuel said, checking his pocket watch. He proceeded to do his best at being the host. “Shall we return to the manor, everyone?”


      Wow, he’s grown so much!


      Unfortunately, returning meant being on horseback once more. This time, Nassius was with me. Henry was up ahead of us, having taken off with Samuel. I couldn’t blame my little brother, because it was very like him to be so full of energy, and it was adorable.


      “How did you find that entrance, sister?” Nassius asked.


      Are you going slowly just so you can ask me that?


      “I sensed there was something man-made in that direction,” I replied.


      Philips and Bryce looked surprised that I wasn’t giving the whole story, but they were both smart enough to keep their mouths shut.


      “How did you get it open?” Nassius asked next. Fortunately, the answer to this one was easier.


      “Sir Philips used a branch to press on a depression in the boulder, which made it split in two.”


      Nassius’s gray eyes widened with surprise.


      “I wish I could have seen the boulder split apart!”


      “After today, you can see it as many times as you’d like,” Philips remarked. “By the way, you’ll be enrolling in the Royal Academy next year, right, Nassius? Would you be interested in joining the history club?”


      Buying the crops before they’re ripe, are we, Philips? Actually, I remember him lamenting that the history club is on the brink of dissolution. Maybe he’s desperate.


      “I would!” Nassius replied enthusiastically. “I would also like to join the reading club. Would it be all right for me to be in both?”


      “Of course! I’m so excited to have you join us!”


      If Nassius got to enjoy his time in school, I would be happy with whatever he chose to do—as long as he also didn’t do anything dangerous, of course!

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 3: Investigating the Tunnels


      Samuel and the others rushed ahead while my group rode slowly back to Northcourt manor. Nassius chatted with Philips about the history club, and Bryce and I discussed magic-powered ships.


      “I really hope there’s a magic-powered ship hidden somewhere underground!” Bryce remarked. “It’s just so exciting! Ever since I first read your letter, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about magic-powered ships!”


      Bryce was optimistic that we might find something big, but I suspected that the consul and his staff had used the magic-powered ship they’d had to flee during the downfall of the Kazarian Empire.


      “What sort of propulsion system do you think they used for the magic-powered aircraft?” I asked. “I’d like to fly a hot air balloon next year for the Festival of Verdure, and those are completely reliant on the movement of the wind.”


      President Caesar had declared that for the moment, we’d focus on projects that could only be worked on while here in Northcourt, so I hadn’t made any progress on my hot air balloon. Princess Lumiella would be transferring to the Royal Academy in the fall, so I was worried that I wouldn’t have as much time to go to alchemy club. Even if it was only a small prototype, I wanted to be able to make some amount of progress on the balloon during the summer.


      “If you don’t know how to design a magic circle to heat the air needed for the balloon, why don’t you wait to work on it until after you learn how in the fall term?” Bryce suggested.


      He had a fair point, but since Princess Lumiella’s transfer wasn’t public yet, I couldn’t explain why I was in such a rush.


      By the time we’d reached Northcourt manor, Benjamin and Samuel had already reported to my uncle that we’d found an entrance to the underground tunnels—a sign of just how slowly we’d been traveling.


      “I was planning to have packed lunches delivered to Sir Caesar and the others, but perhaps we should have them return for lunch.”


      I think it’s much nicer to eat at the manor than out in the heat at the ruins. Also, a packed lunch limits what you can eat—you can’t enjoy fresh seafood! Oh, you don’t think anyone else cares about seafood? Am I the only one with gluttonous thoughts?


      I was already exhausted after our morning exploration of Gaius’s Knoll. I probably had more stamina now than when I’d first reincarnated into this world, but compared to others, I still had a long way to go.


      “You must be tired, my lady,” Mary remarked.


      “I’m all right, Mary,” I replied.


      That being said, I had probably used too much mana since yesterday. I obviously had no regrets about using magic to find Nassius, but perhaps using magic again to search for the tunnels had been overdoing it.


      “I’m just going to lie down for a bit,” I said, deciding to rest while we were waiting for Caesar’s group to return. “Please let me know when it’s time to eat.”


      I ended up falling asleep, and my own hunger woke me up.


      “Are you awake, my lady?” Mary asked. “Let me bring you something to eat.”


      I’d asked Mary to come get me for lunch, but I couldn’t blame her for opting to let me sleep instead. She was deeply loyal and had chosen to prioritize my health.


      Mary returned with my lunch, and once I ate, my energy was restored.


      “Did my brothers return to Gaius’s Knoll?” I asked. I wasn’t worried about the others, but I would always be concerned about my dear angels.


      “Yes,” Mary replied. “Count Northcourt went with them.”


      Maybe they’re already exploring the tunnels. I’m definitely curious about them, but I just can’t bring myself to go. I’m worried about my angels, but I’m sure Samuel and my uncle will look after them.


      My overuse of magic had definitely contributed to my exhaustion, but so did all the horseback riding. Doing things that you weren’t fond of was several times more tiring than things you enjoyed.


      “It will be time for tea soon, but if you are still tired, I can let the countess know,” Mary offered.


      Since I’d just eaten, I wasn’t hungry, but if Aunt Lilianna was the only one here, it wouldn’t be too tiring to join her for tea. Being a courteous niece was the least I could do after I’d imposed on my aunt by inviting all of these guests to her home.


      “That’s all right,” I responded. “I will join her for tea. Become clean!”


      Household magic was extremely useful at times like this. Since I’d fallen asleep without changing, my outfit was now wrinkled. With a quick incantation, my dress looked like it had been freshly ironed.


      “My! Your household magic is truly incredible, my lady.”


      Though Mary rarely complimented my alchemy projects, she always showered me with praise when it came to my use of household spells.


      “I’m sorry to have kept you waiting, Aunt Lilianna,” I said as I entered the parlor room.


      As I’d expected, my aunt was alone. Usually Count Northcourt, Samuel, Nassius, and Henry would be with us, so it felt a little lonely.


      “It’s all right, Patience. You must be tired. I’m sure that losing Nassius also took quite an emotional toll.”


      I decided to apologize for turning our visit to Northcourt into a getaway for the alchemy club.


      “I really must apologize for the imposition of my schoolmates,” I said. “All I wanted to do was write to them about the interesting mural I’d seen, and now—”


      Aunt Lilianna chuckled and interrupted me before I could finish.


      “It seems William has taught you nothing about how to behave as a noble. This visit has been an incredible opportunity for the Northcourt family, including the fact that it is a chance for Samuel to get to know the sons of prominent families. We should be thanking you for allowing us to be a part of this. We’re deeply grateful.”


      Yeah, I lack a lot of common sense when it comes to the nobility of this world.


      “On another note, I heard something about tunnels from the Kazarian Empire,” Aunt Lilianna remarked, changing the subject. “Sir Philips and Sir Bryce were telling others that you discovered them... You are proficient in household magic, correct?”


      Even my aunt found the situation strange. I think a spell like that would usually be done using earth magic.


      “Yes, I can only use household magic,” I replied. “However, it seems my magic is a bit strange. It may be for the best if I visit the church for a reevaluation...although I’m doubtful I would actually get a different result.”


      Aunt Lilianna thought for a moment before responding.


      “Since I married into another family, I only met your mother a handful of times. However, I know she was quite skilled with household magic. Even so, your magic feels different from hers. Also, Lady Julianne’s family, the Capecots, are famous in eastern Lawrence for their skills in alchemy.”


      Huh... That was the extent of my thoughts on that subject, given that we were currently on bad terms with the Capecots.


      “Since William opposed Marquess Copperfield, as the head of a family that serves them, Count Capecot had no choice but to sever ties with the Grangers, including his own daughter, Lady Julianne. Perhaps your skills in alchemy are something you inherited from your mother’s side of the family.”


      That’s definitely not true. All my inventions are based on useful things I had in my previous life. Also, OG Patience was a super smart and proper lady. She definitely wouldn’t have ever joined alchemy club without my influence.


      “My, I had no idea,” I replied, deciding not to interrupt my aunt.


      Just then, a butler entered the parlor. It was unusual, given that he wasn’t coming to deliver a letter. Do we have a guest or something?


      “The count and your guests will be returning shortly,” the butler announced. “Shall I have tea prepared for them?”


      “Yes, absolutely! Please also set out the cookies and sandwiches we prepared using Patience’s recipes.”


      There was a sense of urgency in the voices of both the butler and my aunt—it seemed that they hadn’t expected Count Northcourt and the others to return in time for tea.


      “They didn’t say they would be joining us,” my aunt remarked, confirming my suspicions. “I wonder if something happened.”


      The kitchen staff were probably scrambling to get the tea snacks out, while Aunt Lilianna and I were leisurely and gracefully enjoying our tea.


      “I also find this quite unusual,” I said. “After all, I can’t imagine all of our guests would choose tea over continuing to explore the tunnels. You don’t think someone went missing again, do you?!”


      I was back in the moment when Philips had informed us that Nassius had gone missing, and my heart started racing.


      “If that were the case, I’m sure that they would have sent someone to let us know,” my aunt reassured me. “There must be some other reason.”


      She’s right! I took another sip of tea and calmed my nerves.


      Count Northcourt and the others marched into the parlor room, and upon seeing my face, they all immediately shouted various forms of the question, “How did you get it open?!”


      I mean, Philips is the one who actually opened the tunnel door.


      “According to the guard who waited behind, the entrance closed shortly after you left,” my uncle reported. There was a tinge of frustration that he wasn’t able to fully suppress. “We struck the divot on the boulder hundreds of times, but it didn’t budge. The only difference is that you weren’t there, Patience.”


      “I didn’t do anything to open it,” I replied. “It was Sir Philips who got the entryway to appear.”


      “That is true, but this time, I couldn’t get it to move in the slightest,” Philips remarked. “We tried several other methods as well, but upon discussion we came to the conclusion that the only difference between now and then was that you weren’t there.”


      Everyone’s eyes were on me, which felt quite intimidating. This was especially true of Caesar’s gaze, since he had missed seeing the boulder split apart to reveal the entrance.


      “Perhaps the issue isn’t that I wasn’t present, but rather, that the mechanism to open the entrance has broken.”


      Benjamin tousled his hair.


      “That’s why we should’ve just gone in!” he grumbled.


      No, it isn’t! If we can’t get in, it might also mean you wouldn’t have been able to get out! You’d have gone missing!


      “Regardless, it’s worth trying out our theory,” Count Northcourt declared.


      Everyone chugged their tea and prepared to leave again. Wait, am I coming too? It looks like the decision’s already been made. Are we suuure it isn’t just broken, since it’s old?


      “It appears exploring the tunnels will be quite challenging,” Aunt Lilianna remarked as I reluctantly stood up.


      I couldn’t help but envy how Aunt Lilianna sounded as if this had nothing to do with her.




      I can’t believe I’m riding a horse for the second time today, I thought, feeling dejected. Fortunately, Gaius’s Knoll wasn’t too far away.


      Perhaps my horse could sense the others’ excitement, because it ran alongside the group.


      “Let me help you, Patience!” my uncle said, lifting me down from my horse.


      I’d never traveled so fast on horseback before, and my legs were still shaking.


      “I don’t think my presence will change things,” I mumbled.


      Everyone turned to look at me, and the anticipation in their gazes hurt. I really don’t think I can get it to open.


      “Press that spot,” Caesar instructed.


      Wait, you want me to actually do it? I can confidently say that I’m pretty weak.


      Figuring I wouldn’t get out of this, I accepted a stick my uncle was offering to me.


      “Open!” I commanded as I used the stick to press the divot.


      A deep rumble filled the air, and lo and behold, the boulder split into two.


      “How did you do that, Patience?!” Caesar exclaimed. He was about to grab me by my shoulders and shake me, but Philips and Bryce stopped him.


      As for my uncle, he was completely distracted by the entrance he was finally getting to see.


      “I just commanded it to open while pressing the divot,” I replied. “Now that I’m thinking about it, I may have done the same when Sir Philips got the entrance open.”


      Philips gasped with realization.


      “That’s right! I recall Mademoiselle Patience shouting something!”


      “I think Patience was also shouting along with Nassius when they got the floor to open up.” Caesar thought to himself for a moment, then asked, “Can you try pressing the same spot again while commanding it to close?”


      Everyone else watched eagerly, which put a lot of pressure on me.


      “Close!” I commanded, pressing the same spot. Sure enough, the entrance rumbled shut. “I believe anyone could do the same.” I handed Caesar the branch. I really hope it works for him.


      “Open!” Caesar commanded.


      Unfortunately, as I should have expected, it didn’t open. After all, they had probably been commanding the very same thing all afternoon, either out loud or in their minds.


      “Maybe it isn’t working for me because I can’t use earth magic,” Caesar hypothesized. “Can you try, Arthur?”


      “I’ve already tried several times...but sure.”


      Of course, it didn’t open.


      “Open it again, Patience!”


      If I get it to open again, am I going to be stuck here by this boulder for the rest of the summer?


      With a third rumble, the door opened once more. The stares I was getting felt even sharper and more painful now.


      “The most important thing is that we can open and close the entrance,” Count Northcourt remarked. “That means we can explore the tunnels!”


      That’s cruel, uncle! Am I supposed to just be the doorman to the Kazarian tunnels?


      “Surely others can operate the entrance,” I said. “If not, it will be a burden for me.”


      Everyone ignored my grievance—they all seemed preoccupied with how desperately they wanted to explore the tunnels.


      “Aren’t you going to go inside, sister?” Nassius asked.


      “I want to go exploring with you!” Henry exclaimed.


      My angels are the only ones who care about me!


      “You know, there’s probably a way to operate the door from inside the tunnels,” Benjamin pointed out. “You should go with us, Patience.”


      “But if there isn’t, we might be unable to return to the surface,” Caesar said. “I think it would be for the best if Patience waits here.”


      Caesar had a good point, but I could also tell from the look on his face that he was desperate to explore the tunnels as soon as possible.


      “I will stay here too,” Nassius said.


      He’s such a good boy! I’ll be okay, Nassius.


      “You can go with Sir Philips,” I assured my brother. “Please look after Henry as well. Make sure he doesn’t do anything irresponsible with Samuel.”


      Henry and Samuel both had a tendency to be reckless at times. I knew my uncle would be there, but he might not be able to watch over them every second, so I wanted to enlist Nassius’s help to cover my bases.


      “Let’s plan to return in two hours. That would be enough time to walk to the ruins from here and return,” Count Northcourt announced to the group. “Do you have a watch, Patience?”


      Unfortunately, I don’t have anything fancy like that.


      My uncle handed me his watch, then sternly issued orders to the guards.


      “You must take proper care of Patience!”


      I guess they’d get stuck down there if I were attacked by a monster and couldn’t open the entrance for them. Man, am I supposed to just sit here and stare off into space for two hours? I should’ve brought a book or something.


      “The air down there might not be very good, so I’m going to try to keep the door open,” I said. “If it closes, I can always open it again.”


      The tunnels had been closed off for many years, so I suspected there would be a lot of dust and mold—stuff that could be bad for Nassius’s and Henry’s lungs.


      “I would appreciate that,” Caesar replied. “Could you also record how many minutes the door stays open for?”


      I nodded in response.


      “We should have a chair brought here from the manor for Patience,” my uncle said to one of the guards. “Fetch her attendant as well!”


      That’s nice of you, uncle, but I don’t think Mary needs to be here. Wait, why is everyone nodding in agreement? I guess this is just deeply ingrained in them as normal behavior.


      “In that case, please have Mary bring my world history textbook as well.” If I was going to be stuck here for two hours, I would at least be productive and memorize some historic periods.


      “You’re going to study, Patience? At a time like this?” Samuel asked in disbelief.


      “Of course,” I replied. “I’d like to obtain a certificate of completion for world history during the fall term.”


      The guards hastened back to the manor and returned to the knoll with Mary and some chairs. They even brought a table for us. While they were gone, the others had prepared some magic lanterns and decided on a formation. With everything set up for me to wait aboveground, the exploration party headed into the tunnels. As I watched my angels leave, I prayed for them to return safely.


      “Be careful down there, Nassius, Henry!”




      “Are you really all right not joining them, my lady?”


      The guards had brought chairs for both of us to sit in, so Mary and I were sitting and chatting.


      “I’d like to explore the tunnels as well, but I’m worried about what might happen if there isn’t someone up here to open the door,” I replied. “For some reason, I seem to be the only person who can operate the entrance.”


      Mary had also brought something to work on in her bag, so we both proceeded to focus on our own tasks. Soon after, I heard a familiar rumbling. Yup, looks like the door closed. I checked my uncle’s watch and saw that forty-five minutes had passed.


      “Open!” I commanded, using a branch to press the divot again. I was concerned about the air in the tunnels being musty, so I wanted the entrance to stay open as much as possible.


      “My, that is quite surprising!” It was the first time Mary was seeing me open the boulder.


      “I really need someone else to be able to open this door,” I groaned. “Well, if the tunnels end up just being one straight path, their exploration should be over in a few days.”


      Though it would be sad for Bryce, I felt that there was a very low chance of finding a magic-powered ship in these tunnels. The main focus should be to uncover the mechanism that operated the entrance and figure out how the lights worked.


      Such naive thoughts were going through my head as I read my world history textbook, but having expectations just led to disappointment! Well, Bryce wasn’t completely disappointed, but I certainly was.


      “We found something incredible, Patience!” Samuel shouted as he ran out of the tunnel entrance. Henry and Nassius were right behind him, running as well. “My father asked that you wait just a bit longer. It’s amazing!”


      “Did you all find something, Nassius?” Samuel was too excited to give me any details, so I turned to my brother instead.


      “Partway down the path, we found a large room,” Nassius began to explain. “There, we found evidence of a magic-powered skyship. Sir Caesar believes that the ceiling probably opened up so the ship could fly out. Unfortunately, the actual ship wasn’t there, but we may find some ship parts or documents!”


      They probably had magic-powered seacrafts and skyships—I guess that’s what we’re calling them?—that the important figures used to evacuate when under attack.


      “My! I would love to see that myself!” The only problem with that was no one else could open the entrance.


      “Do you know of anyone in Northcourt who can use household magic, Samuel?” I asked. “I’d like to explore the tunnels as well.”


      Samuel folded his arms across his chest and thought for a moment.


      “We have some staff who can use household magic, but no one uses it the way you do. They mostly just use it to clean areas that are hard to reach.”


      Many commoners displayed proficiency in household magic. However, commoners typically had much less mana than nobles. After all, noble lineages were the result of over a thousand years of those with high mana capacities marrying one another.


      “Even so, we can ask my father to find someone!” Samuel declared. “After all, you found this entrance, Patience! You have a right to explore the tunnels as well.”


      You’ve become so much more considerate, Samuel!


      “Also, the tunnels are full of dust and mold, and I can’t stop sneezing. I bet you could clean them up easily!”


      I immediately rescinded my praise for Samuel. That didn’t stop me from cleaning him and my angels up, since they were covered in a lot of dust.


      Quite some time passed before my uncle and the rest of the exploring party returned.


      “Become clean!” I incanted, cleaning everyone else up.


      “We made a major discovery, Patience!”


      My uncle was in high spirits, while Caesar had a troubled look on his face.


      “I’m afraid to touch those historic texts,” Benjamin grumbled. “I feel like they’ll just crumble in my hands. At the same time, I want to read them so badly that it’s unbearable! It feels like there’s a grand feast laid in front of me, but I’m tied up and can’t enjoy it!”


      Everyone else nodded in agreement.


      “In that case, my sister absolutely needs to be there,” Nassius chimed in. “She can use her household magic to make old things as good as new.”


      Hey, Nassius, that’s one of my weirder spells. You really shouldn’t tell people about it.


      “That’s right!” Henry exclaimed in agreement. “She even made the wallpaper and rugs in our home look brand-new. I’m sure she can make the papers new too!”


      Henry’s innocent goodwill put the final nail in my coffin.


      “I’ve never heard of household spells that can do something like that,” Caesar said with a questioning tone. “Even Archmage Cromwell couldn’t use spells that turned back time.”


      It seemed that Caesar hadn’t given up on investigating the magic I’d used to find Nassius when he was lost. He’d only dropped the subject temporarily since he was being a polite guest.


      “Perhaps everyone simply is mistaken about the capabilities of household magic,” I replied, feigning ignorance. “After all, Madam Jefferson told me anything is possible using household magic.”


      “It’s true that I haven’t studied enough about household magic,” Caesar admitted. “I do concede that point...” He trailed off and became lost in thought.


      “Can you really make those documents as good as new, Patience?” Benjamin asked, stepping in for our silent club president. “They looked like they could turn to dust just by touching them. If you can fix them up, then I’d carry you piggyback and run back to the hangar! Oh, how long does the entrance stay open for?”


      “It stays open for forty-five minutes,” the guards responded before I could.


      “That’s plenty of time!”


      Wait, I don’t know if I want to be carried there by Benjamin... I didn’t know how to respond, and before I could say anything, my uncle chimed in with a similarly uncomfortable suggestion.


      “We could use a pack frame!” Count Northcourt suggested.


      “More importantly, we must find someone who can use household magic to operate the entrance, father!” Samuel said. “If we do that, Patience can come down and clean up all of the dust and mold.”


      That just makes it sound like you want me to clean the tunnels for you, Samuel. I mean, I was going to do that anyway, but that’s because I don’t want my precious angels exploring some filthy underground passageways.


      “Good point! If household magic is what operates the entrance, then we must secure a user!”


      “Secure” kind of gives a vibe like you’re going to force someone to help...but maybe the person really won’t have a choice. I would imagine commoners couldn’t really refuse a request from their lord.


      “Don’t worry, we will absolutely pay them for their services!” Perhaps my concern was apparent in my expression, because my uncle promptly added that on as if to comfort me.


      I guess getting paid to just open and close a door could be a pretty decent part-time job.


      “I hope we can find someone,” I said.


      I’d like to avoid getting a piggyback ride from Benjamin or being transported by a soldier on a pack frame.




      We all bathed before dinner. I’d used household magic to get us clean, but it was hard to feel clean without a proper bath. I also washed up and changed into my light blue gown. Mary helped me do my hair, sweeping it to one side. Then, she used an iron to curl those locks.


      “My, you’ve grown so much, my lady.” Mary’s favoritism was as strong as ever.


      She finished my outfit with a hair accessory that Aunt Lilianna had given me. It was a hand-me-down from my cousins and featured star-shaped crystals.


      “This accessory is so beautiful,” I remarked.


      There were three star-shaped crystals that kind of reminded me of Orion’s Belt. The design was actually modelled off a cluster of stars in this world known as the Three Goddesses of Primavera.


      During dinner, my jovial uncle was at the center of a lively discussion about the hangar that they’d discovered underground.


      “We must find someone proficient in household magic,” Count Northcourt remarked.


      Aunt Lilianna tilted her head, confused.


      “We have several people on staff who can use household magic, but I’m not sure how that is related to your exploration.”


      As the count proceeded to explain the connection to his wife, I was on alert to avoid any questions from Caesar about my magic.


      “You really should get reevaluated at the church, Patience,” Caesar remarked. “I know Madam Jefferson said anything is possible with household magic and all, but your magic is far too unusual.”


      To make matters worse, Benjamin was seated right beside me.


      “How are you able to operate the entrance using household magic?” he asked.


      I’d like to know the answer to that question too.


      “I’m not sure. Although...I read in my world history textbook that the Church of Estena only became the official religion of the Kazarian Empire near the end of its existence, and after it became widespread there was a significant spike in the number of magic users among the population. I’m sure many of the consul’s servants would have been proficient in household magic.”


      I was just throwing out ideas. Basically, the consul wouldn’t have had to operate the entrance himself if he had people working for him that could.


      “I still can’t imagine there were as many people who could use magic then as there are now,” Arthur chimed in. “Especially since when Northcourt fell to the Lawrencians, the Estenaian faith had barely just begun to spread in this region.”


      Unlike Benjamin, Arthur seemed to have actually studied some world history.


      He’s right. Losing Northcourt to the Kingdom of Lawrence was a precursor to the fall of the Kazarian Empire. This loss took place shortly after the Church of Estena was designated the official religion of the empire, so it probably wasn’t widely adopted yet.


      “Perhaps there’s another type of magic that can operate the door, and we just haven’t found it yet.”


      Caesar, who had been silently listening since his last comment, had a look of sudden realization.


      “That’s it! Household magic is a type of folk magic that predated the spread of the Church of Estena! It must have been frequently used in the Kazarian Empire.”


      Folk magic? So basically, it was magic used by commoners. How’s that any different from the present?


      “I don’t think you understand the significance of this, Patience. The modern magic we currently use was taught and spread by the Estenaian faith. It’s different from the magic used by ancient masters of spellcasting. The household magic used by commoners is one form of ancient magic that has quietly survived to the present day!”


      Arthur and Benjamin also seemed surprised by this revelation.


      “I see. I’ve always wondered what sort of element household magic even comes from, but I never thought too deeply about it,” Arthur remarked. “It’s not fire, water, wind, earth, or light magic—at the same time, it seems to have a little bit of all of those elements.”


      I’ve never thought about it that way, but Arthur’s right.


      “That must be why Madam Jefferson says that anything is possible with household magic,” I said. “Despite receiving a certificate of completion, I never fully understood her meaning until now!”


      Still, it was a fact that during my evaluation at the church, none of the stones indicating proficiency in fire, water, wind, earth, or light magic had reacted to my mana. Only the indicator for proficiency in household magic had lit up.


      Until now, I’d assumed that my household magic was strange because I’d reincarnated into this world. However, this new information instead suggested that household magic itself wasn’t compatible with Estenaian magic theory. Perhaps this incompatibility had led to household magic being neglected and considered a lesser form of magic. Of course, even if that were true, household magic was definitely also looked down upon because so many commoners were proficient in it.


      Such discussions made the time fly, and before I knew it, dinner came to an end.


      The following day, residents of Northcourt proficient in household magic were gathered and brought to the tunnel entrance to try opening it.


      “Wow, that’s quite a large group,” I remarked.


      I’d been hoping for a diverse group of all ages and genders, but most of them were women. Even some maids from Northcourt Manor were here. I desperately hoped that someone in this crowd would be able to operate the door. Alas, no one succeeded.


      “We have no choice but to have a guard carry Patience using a pack frame!” my uncle declared.


      That would be so embarrassing!!! It reminds me of a character archetype from my previous life: dainty princesses or well-off ladies who couldn’t walk.


      “What about Angela?” Samuel casually suggested.


      “Angela definitely has enough mana to try!” Count Northcourt replied. “Let’s invite her to join us!”


      That’s cruel of you, uncle. You’re going to make Angela the door operator?


      “In any case, for today, Patience will continue operating the door!”


      I shouldn’t be surprised. He’s being cruel to me too.


      “Don’t touch any ancient texts!” President Caesar enthusiastically called out to the others. “We need to collect skyship parts!”


      Mary and I were seated by the door, and I spent the time studying.


      “I feel like forty-five minutes would be enough time to see the room and come back,” I remarked. “I’ve also been told that there’s a matching divot on the other side of the door. If that divot functions the same as this one and can open the door, then there wouldn’t be any issue.”


      I still couldn’t believe that they’d found a divot on the other side of the door. Unfortunately, Count Northcourt had forbidden me from entering the tunnels, since there was a nonzero chance that the mechanism on the inside was broken.


      “You’re not going inside,” Mary sternly reminded me. “Even the count forbade it.”


      If I had been out here alone, I likely would have sneaked inside to test the interior divot, but Mary was an incredibly strict guard.


      The morning exploration was scheduled to be an hour and a half long. After opening the door twice, it was time to return to the manor for lunch and a break.


      “We had a late start today since we were testing whether any residents of Northcourt could open the door,” I muttered to myself. “Regardless, I don’t want to be spending all my mornings out there like I did today.”


      I wanted to dye the thread I planned to use to re-create Magius’s cape, and I also wanted to make my hot-air balloon prototype. The explorations also meant I would be separated from my beloved angels. As sad as it made me to not be spending time with them, I knew how curious and excited Nassius was about the tunnels, so I wasn’t going to let it show on my face! I wanted him to go and enjoy himself.


      After lunch, I opened the doors two times, took a break to have tea, then opened the door two more times. Since everyone knew where the door was now, I was able to get rides to and from the entrance by carriage. It was especially useful since Mary was traveling with me.


      “It’s nice that it’s so close to the manor,” Mary remarked.


      I agree! It would suck to have to travel far just to use the restroom.


      Over the course of the morning and afternoon explorations, the group had managed to bring a significant number of items back to the surface. Ideally, the items would remain where they were found, but they’d decided to bring things out in case the door suddenly stopped functioning, especially since we believed that the entrance at the former consul’s manor was no longer working properly. Everything they’d brought to the surface was transported back to the Northcourts’ home by carriage.


      “When Angela gets here tomorrow, we’ll see if she can open the door!” Count Nourthcourt exclaimed. “If she succeeds, you’ll be able to join us, Patience!” He was clearly obsessed with exploring the tunnels. “That reminds me! If we can preserve those texts, we will have to report the discovery to His Majesty. At the same time, His Majesty is at the summer palace, and we don’t want to be bothering him while he is on holiday...”


      The king wasn’t to be contacted unless there was an emergency, like a war or a coup, while he was at the summer palace.


      “The summer palace isn’t too far from here,” Caesar pointed out. “Since he’s already by the coast, His Majesty may want to come see the tunnels.”


      My uncle nodded in agreement. I think they should just send the notice to Romano. It’s going to be such a hassle to prepare for a visit from the king. If they send word to Romano, the bureaucrats there can decide whether it’s something the king should be immediately informed of.


      Well, ultimately my uncle governed Northcourt County, so it was up to him to make the decision.




      The next day, Angela arrived along with her parents. Perhaps they had left Satisford early in the morning to get here quickly.


      “I apologize for the sudden invitation. Thank you for coming so quickly!” Count Northcourt was welcoming them with great enthusiasm, but we didn’t even know yet if Angela could actually operate the door. “I know you just got here, but we should head to the entrance right away!”


      Viscount Satisford opted to ride to the knoll on horseback, so Lucene, Angela, Mary, Mia, and I shared a carriage. If she succeeded in opening the door, Angela would be on standby outside, so traveling without our attendants wasn’t an option.


      “How do I do this, Lady Patience?” Angela asked. She seemed nervous that she was going to let Count Northcourt down.


      “It’s nothing difficult,” I assured her. “After all, even someone as weak as me can do it. You simply press the divot in the boulder with a stick and firmly command it to open.”


      Mary, who was sitting across from me, made a strange face in reaction to my instructions, but I chose to ignore this.


      “My, that’s all it is?” Angela responded. “I’m glad to hear that.”


      Like Mary, Mia also seemed doubtful of what I’d said. Fortunately, she was sitting beside Angela, so my cousin couldn’t see the look on her face.


      “Count Northcourt’s letter stated that the residents of Northcourt weren’t able to open the door,” Lucene pointed out.


      It’s important that Angela stay confident, Lucene!


      “I’m surprised you would say that, Lady Lucene!” I replied. “Lady Angela’s mana levels are incomparable to those of the maids and others who tried their hand at operating the door. Also, Angela possesses the imagination needed to visualize the boulder being split open. I can guarantee that she will succeed.”


      I had...absolutely nothing to back that statement up, but I seriously wanted to avoid being stuck on door duty yet again. If Angela succeeded, we could make a case that we just needed to search Romano for another noble proficient in household magic, freeing both Angela and me from the job. My theory as to why the Northcourt locals had failed was that their mana capacities were too low. This would make for quite an easy job, since all you had to do was sit outside while occasionally opening a door. I was also going to make sure anyone who accepted would receive healthy compensation!


      Perhaps all my efforts to build her confidence had helped, because Angela succeeded in opening the door!


      “You’re amazing, Angela!” Viscount Satisford said, leaping with joy.


      I also got excited and gave my cousin a big hug.


      “You did so well, Angela!”


      “It’s only because you taught me how, Lady Patience,” she humbly replied.


      What a sweet girl!


      “Please search Romano for a noble proficient in household magic, uncle,” I pleaded. “We cannot keep Angela chained to this door all summer.”


      “Very well. I’m sure we can hire a noble to operate the door.”


      If we could find a daughter of a lower-ranking noble who was proficient in household magic, it would be an excellent opportunity for her to earn some money for her dowry. A man could do the job as well, but for some reason, most household magic users appeared to be women.


      I wonder why that is.




      Now that we knew that Angela could operate the door, I could finally explore the tunnels!


      “Let’s test the interior divot as well,” Benjamin said, immediately putting me to work.


      It’s fine. I wanted to test it out too.


      “Is it all right if I enter the tunnels?” I asked. Since my uncle had forbidden me from entering, I made sure to get permission before doing so.


      “Go on. Please test the interior divot to see if it is still functional.”


      I finally get to go in! That excitement was immediately erased by the musty odor of dust and mold.


      “Become clean!” I incanted. There was no way I wasn’t going to start with a quick cleaning.


      “It’s over there, Patience,” Benjamin pointed out.


      I don’t need you to show me, Benjamin, I can see the divot myself!


      “Close!” I incanted. With a loud rumble, the door shut. “My, it’s quite dark in here.”


      The same dim lights that Nassius had discovered in the other tunnel were present here as well, but the light was so faint that it was still quite dark.


      “Open it back up!” Benjamin exclaimed.


      Jeez, so bossy!


      “Open!” I incanted.


      With another deep rumble, the door opened back up. I climbed up the stairs and returned to the surface.


      “It looks like the interior mechanism is still functional,” my uncle remarked. “Even so, I’d like you to continue opening the door for today, Angela. Once the door has been opened twice, we’ll take a break for lunch.”


      Angela would be accompanied by her mother, Lucene, and her attendant, Mia. Viscount Satisford was going to join Count Northcourt in the tunnels. I figured Mary would return to the manor, but she insistently demanded to accompany me.


      “I’m going to be with my uncle and my brothers, Mary,” I said, trying to reason with her.


      “What if you become unwell while you’re down there? Who is going to take care of you?”


      She’s so stubborn!


      My uncle said it was fine for her to come along, so Mary joined us.


      “We finally get to explore together, sister!” Henry cheered.


      He’s so cute!!! I gave him a hug and a quick kiss on the cheek.


      “I’m happy for you, Patience!” Samuel said. He was a good kid too.


      “I really wanted you to see those texts, sister,” Nassius chimed in. “Also, you might be able to open the hangar door!”


      It seemed that my brother had fallen for the charms of Philips and the history club.


      “Well, I would definitely like to see the hangar,” I replied.


      After thanking Angela for her help, we headed underground. Some in our party were carrying magic lanterns, so we had enough visibility to walk around.


      “Can’t you walk any faster, Patience?” Samuel asked, sounding annoyed.


      “Please go ahead without me,” I said.


      Unfortunately, they’d already collected all the items they could, which meant they were just waiting on me to restore the ancient texts.


      “I’ll just carry you!” Benjamin exclaimed in frustration.


      I’ll have you know, I’m going as fast I can!


      “No thank you,” I replied. “I’ll be cleaning the area as I go, so please go on ahead.”


      My spell from earlier had cleaned part of the tunnel, but there was still plenty of dust and mold in the air.


      “Become clean!” I incanted intermittently, doing my best to walk as fast as I could.


      “Household magic is truly incredible, Mademoiselle Patience,” Phillips remarked. “I shouldn’t be surprised because you were cleaning us after every expedition, but I didn’t know you could get the air underground so clean!”


      Philips and Bryce were both kind, so they wouldn’t dare rush a lady. Caesar and the others had all run off and no doubt had reached the hangar already. They figured it would give them time to check for anything they might have missed.


      “My! I had no idea it would be such a spacious room.”


      After giving my best effort to go as fast as possible, I finally arrived at the hangar. Was this dug out by an earth mage? I looked up at the ceiling, but I couldn’t spot anything that explained how a ship that traveled through the air was able to take off and land here. All I saw was a simple cave.


      “There are some documents over here, Patience!” Caesar said, waving me over. “I believe they’re blueprints, or perhaps some sort of maintenance logs.”


      There were a couple pieces of furniture that reminded me of the filing cabinets at my workplace during my previous life. This added to the evidence that someone else from my world might have reincarnated into this one before me. The cabinets were caked in dust from the many years they had spent down here, and mold covering the stone-paved floor had crawled up their sides. I had a feeling the contents were going to be moldy as well.


      “Become clean!” I incanted with a little more power than usual while thinking of the sparkling clean filing cabinets from my previous life.


      “Wow, that was amazing!” Mikhail cried.


      I’d been doing okay up to this point, but it seemed that last spell had used up too much mana. Just as I heard Mikhail’s exclamation, I started to tumble.


      “My lady!” Mary shouted, catching me. If it weren’t for her, I probably would have collapsed.


      “Are you all right, sister?” Nassius asked with a worried look, also supporting me. “You look a bit pale...”


      “I’m sorry, sister,” Henry said. He looked like he was on the verge of tears. “I didn’t know it would be so hard, because you always clean things so easily...”


      Don’t worry! That was a piece of cake!


      “I’m fine,” I assured both of my brothers. “More importantly, will you be able to handle the documents now?”


      Caesar and the others all looked worried, but their eagerness to inspect the texts won out over their concern.


      “Let’s try opening them up a little bit!” Caesar said. “But be gentle, okay?!”


      They slowly tugged open the topmost drawer.


      “Whoa, there’s a bunch of stuff in here!”


      I was toward the back of the crowd gathered around one cabinet, but I could still see that the drawer was filled with documents bound together with metal rings. Extra-thick sheets of paper served as covers. I’d seen documents in this world before that used the same sort of thick paper covers, but they were always bound using string.


      “Let’s start by only taking out one,” Caesar suggested, being as careful as possible. It wasn’t that he didn’t trust me to have restored everything. He just didn’t want to take any chances and potentially ruin these valuable ancient documents.


      “I’ll do it!” my uncle declared. As the lord of Northcourt County, he decided to handle that responsibility. He proceeded to extract a single file from the cabinet.


      “It appears to be safe to handle,” he announced to the group. “Your magic is absolutely remarkable, Patience.” He flipped through the pages, which all stayed intact, and everyone let out sighs of relief.


      “This is a major discovery, Count Northcourt!” Viscount Satisford exclaimed. “Congratulations!”


      I guess it’s cause for celebration. These would probably sell for exorbitant sums of money at an auction, but I would advise against that.


      “We’ll have all of these documents brought back to the surface,” my uncle announced. “After all, we don’t know how long the entrance will stay functional. It’s possible we might end up stuck down here with no choice but to force our way out.”


      “But that would... No, you’re right. We should move everything out of here.”


      Caesar seemed to have some thoughts about destroying the tunnels, but he probably realized that we wouldn’t have a choice if people got stuck underground. We definitely need to learn more about the mechanism that operates the door.


      While others worked to carry the filing cabinets out of the tunnels, I continued pondering how the ceiling could have opened up. If this were an underground hangar like the anime ones from my previous life, then there would be doors at the top that slide open.


      I curiously inspected the room, looking for any divots that might control the door.


      “Over here, sister!” Henry said. Since my angels and Samuel were still young, they weren’t tasked with moving the documents. Henry took my hand and led me to a corner of the hangar.


      “Samuel and Nassius both think that this spot is suspicious, but the others have said it’s not a divot, so this can’t be it.”


      Henry had led me to a boulder which had a protrusion rather than a depression. It looked almost like a switch.


      “May I try pressing this, uncle?” I called out to Count Northcourt.


      He’d been focused on coordinating the transportation of the files, but my request brought him over to our corner of the hangar.


      “This is different from the divots we’ve seen up until now,” he commented, “but it definitely would be worth trying.”


      By this time, the filing cabinets had been removed from the hangar, so if we managed to get the ceiling to open up, there was nothing that would be harmed by a downpour of fallen leaves and dirt.


      “Everyone who is staying in the hangar, please stay as close as you can to the walls,” I instructed. “Otherwise, please evacuate to the tunnels. Dirt may come falling down from above.”


      The members of alchemy club and Philips stayed behind in the hangar. My angels, Samuel, my uncle, and even Mary decided to stay behind as well.


      “Here I go!” I created a sharp mental image of the ceiling opening up, then pressed the protrusion while exclaiming, “Open!” I waited for a moment, but nothing happened. “Hm? Maybe I was mistaken...”


      As soon as those words left my mouth, a thundering sound filled the air. The ceiling opened up, and a deluge of dirt and dead leaves came pouring down.


      “Mademoiselle Patience!” Philips whipped off his jacket and placed it over my head.


      Thanks to him, I was the only one who avoided being covered in dirt.


      “That’s incredible!” Caesar shouted. “You can see the sky! Skyships really existed!”


      “Perhaps there’ll be information about the skyships in those documents!” Arthur pointed out.


      “I’d love to build a magic-powered ship that sails through the sky!” Mikhail raved.


      “You never cease to amaze me, Patience!” Benjamin exclaimed. He picked me up and twirled me around; I ended up getting a bit dizzy.


      “Cut it out, Benjamin!” Philips shouted, scolding him. “Put Mademoiselle Patience down!”


      He did as he was told, then he proceeded to smack his own face. Perhaps he still had excitement to shake off.


      “The Kazarian Empire had the technological capabilities to create these incredible structures!” Benjamin shouted. “I’m going to uncover their secrets, no matter what!!!”


      If anyone can do it, it’s you, Benjamin.


      “This is amazing, sister!” Nassius said, staring at me with blinding admiration, but I couldn’t help but be distracted by the dirt all over him.


      “Become clean!”


      After getting everyone cleaned up, I gathered all the dirt and leaves into a single pile.


      “Yeah, your household magic is definitely weird, Patience,” Samuel commented.


      Did you really have to bring down the mood like that, Samuel?




      Though everyone ended up getting showered in dirt and dead leaves, my household magic had still proven to be useful.


      “Looks like we’ve gotten all the documents out of here. I apologize for the trouble, but can you close the ceiling door? We don’t want any of the adventurers hunting monsters out here to accidentally fall in.”


      Not only did that sound like a terrible safety hazard, but it was also perhaps better to keep these tunnels a secret from others. As such thoughts ran through my head, I pressed the protrusion once more.


      “Close!”


      Another deep rumbling filled the air, and doors slid out from opposite sides, eventually coming together to shut the opening in the ceiling. Because I’d been preoccupied with the avalanche of dirt and leaves, I hadn’t gotten a good look at the doors when they were opening.


      “I see!” my uncle exclaimed. “The doors split down the middle and slide back to open up!”


      I guess he also didn’t get a look at them earlier.


      “Now then,” he declared, “let’s head back to the manor!”


      My uncle was obviously in high spirits as we walked back, while Caesar seemed to be lost in thought, so much so that he was walking slowly alongside me. It was surprising, since he always went ahead without me.


      “I have a once in a lifetime favor to ask of you, Patience.” Caesar wore an expression more serious and earnest than any I had seen from him since I’d first brought up Magius’s cape, so I quickly gestured for Mary to keep her distance from us.


      “What is it?” I replied. If it was something within my capabilities, I wanted to be of help. After all, Caesar had aided me on numerous occasions.


      “I’d like you to make copies of those documents,” he said. “Those drawings of the mural you sent us... You used your household magic to make copies of the same illustration, didn’t you?”


      I should have known better than to think Caesar wouldn’t figure that out.


      “So that is why you’re asking me to make copies of the documents... I wonder who will be responsible for storing them.”


      Caesar folded his arms across his chest and thought for a moment.


      “Historical artifacts are usually considered the property of the lord who governs the area in which they were discovered, so the documents would belong to Count Northcourt. He would have the final say in what happens to them, whether that’s keeping them, auctioning them off, or donating them to Romano University.”


      I guess he’s explaining this because the situation is different this time. If it were going to be a simple matter of Count Northcourt keeping them, Caesar could easily get access to the documents using the power and wealth of the Burns family.


      “Such significant artifacts have never been discovered before—not even in Estena,” Caesar stated. “In other words, I don’t think the Church of Estena is going to stay silent about this. I would assume the same about the royal family.”


      My uncle had likely considered these factors as well. I urged Caesar to continue explaining his thinking.


      “It’d be fine if the royal family ends up getting ownership of the documents, because we’d be able to study them as students at Romano University. On the other hand, if Estena tries to claim they have a right to these artifacts, it could become a great hassle to get access to them. That’s why I’d like to keep copies, in case that’s all I’ll ever have. Please, I’m begging you!”


      Everything I knew about the Holy Empire of Estena came from my world history and diplomacy classes. It was home to the head church and administrative center of the Church of Estena, so I’d always imagined it to be similar to Vatican City. However, Estena seemed to wield much more political clout. As the heir to the Burns Duchy, Caesar seemed to be aware of the details of the relationship between our countries.


      “How can the Estenaian government claim ownership of artifacts found in Northcourt?” I asked.


      Even if it was the center of the Church of Estena, which had been the official religion of the Kazarian Empire, I didn’t understand how that gave them the right to claim ownership of objects found here. After all, the Kazarian Empire had fallen over a thousand years ago.


      “You don’t know just how brazen and greedy the empire can be,” Caesar said. “They’ve assumed the appearance of a tiny theocracy, but they use the church to gather information on other countries and are scheming to control them from behind the scenes. We must keep the existence of a magic-powered skyship hidden from them, no matter what it takes!”


      I guess I have learned about the messy past of Estena in world history class. Sounds like they are still problematic even today, and we should be on high alert!


      “Also, I doubt that the academics tucked away in the ivory towers of Romano University would permit mere students to look at these ancient texts.”


      Aha, there’s his real reason for asking me to make copies.


      “I agree that making copies is a good precautionary measure,” I said. “However, we must get approval from my uncle before we proceed.”


      “That goes without saying!”


      I was amenable to making copies as long as my uncle gave his blessing. I wasn’t going to do something like that without explicit permission. I decided to let Caesar handle that discussion with the count. I immediately learned that I was a fool to think I wouldn’t have to get involved.


      “You have a spell that can make copies of documents, Patience?” Count Northcourt asked. “In that case, can you make two sets of copies? That way, we’ll have one for our own archives. You’ll be compensated for your work, of course.”


      Shoot, has he figured out that I’m weak when it comes to money? I really would like that. With my father’s new job, we’re going to have to make him some new clothes. If he’s going to commute every day, then we’ll need to get our own horse. Also, if George is going to accompany my father to the university as his valet, we’ll have to hire a separate manservant and coachman! We also need an actual maid, aside from Mary! I don’t know what the typical cost of hiring a maid is, but I know it’s pricey.


      As I began to think about how the Granger household desperately needed a maid on staff, I began to wonder about the girls I’d met in my beauty class: Carrie and Mimi. Had they gotten jobs in decent households? I could only hope that they had, since Wyatt might not be open to hiring orphans.




      I was given a deadline of the day after tomorrow to make copies of two filing cabinets’ worth of documents, because the king himself would be visiting Northcourt that day. We had no idea if we would be immediately compelled to surrender the documents to the royal family, so we were trying to get things copied as soon as possible, just to be safe.


      “I’m going to need everyone’s help,” I said to my schoolmates. I had gathered in a room with the members of alchemy club and Philips. The boys’ jobs were to separate the bound files into single pages and place them on carts alongside two sheets of blank paper. Each file was being worked on at a separate table. I was seated in my own place, and the boys would wheel the carts over to me. All I had to do was copy the page on the cart onto the two blank sheets.


      “Are you doing all right, Patience?” Caesar asked partway through.


      I appreciated his concern, but their jobs were much harder than mine. After separating and organizing all of the pages, they had to put the originals back together while also assembling the copies in the proper order. Given the attention to detail that this required, they were working in pairs: Caesar teamed with Arthur, Benjamin with Mikhail, and Philips with Bryce.


      “I am,” I assured him. “This actually doesn’t use that much mana.” It also helped that I was in a comfortable chair.


      We were making two sets of copies because my uncle intended on keeping one for Northcourt’s archives and giving the other to Caesar. I had no idea how much Duke Burns was willing to pay for the copies, but judging from how good a mood my uncle had been in, it was probably enough that subtracting my compensation wouldn’t make a dent in his overall profit.


      After we finished making copies of the files in the first cabinet, we decided to take a break.


      “These files are pretty nice,” Benjamin remarked. “I think we could make them in alchemy club.”


      Since this was a rush job, we were using the standard method of thread-binding, but having metal rings to keep documents organized would be incredibly useful! Benjamin and I exchanged glances, tacitly agreeing that we wanted to make them.


      Oh, looks like we have someone who’s lost in reading the pages.


      “Break time is over, Philips!” Bryce chided him. It was rare to see him scolding someone, since he was always so kind. “It’s time to make copies of the documents in the second cabinet!”


      “These are blueprints!” Mikhail suddenly exclaimed.


      Everyone gathered at his table—that included me, of course.


      “The pages in the second cabinet are bigger,” Caesar remarked. “Before we can make copies of them, we’ll have to glue pieces of paper together to make larger sheets.”


      The documents had been stored folded, so we hadn’t anticipated needing bigger sheets of paper.


      “I have glue!” I chimed in.


      We all worked together to glue sheets of paper together. Benjamin and Bryce were...not doing so well. However, Arthur was very precise with his gluing, and Mikhail was both neat and fast. Philips also did clean work, perhaps because he was familiar with handling historical documents. I was surprised to see that even Caesar’s work was careful and tidy.


      “Are you using magic to do that, Patience?” Benjamin asked.


      Given that I’d been Japanese in my previous life, my origami folding skills were quite precise, and I could line up my edges without staggering them like Benjamin did.


      “No, I’m simply lining up the edges before gluing them down,” I explained.


      Additionally, thanks to the practice I’d gotten through my side jobs, I’d gotten good at controlling when I used magic to assist with tasks, and I no longer used it accidentally.


      “No way! You’re definitely using household magic! No fair!”


      “Why don’t you focus on doing a better job?” Caesar said, scolding him. Indeed, Benjamin had produced several sheets so badly aligned that we wouldn’t be able to use them.


      I lined up multiple sheets in a way that allowed me to apply glue and connect them all at once. In the blink of an eye, I successfully prepared several extra large sheets of paper.


      “I think it’s best I don’t make any more,” Benjamin muttered, dejected.


      You should know, a sulking Fluffy isn’t very cute.


      Somehow, we managed to finish making copies of the second cabinet’s files as well. We still weren’t quite in the clear, since Mikhail had to confiscate pages that Benjamin was folding poorly and redo them.


      “Thank you all for your help,” Caesar said once we were truly finished. “I want everyone who helped to be able to look at the documents, but please don’t tell others about them.”


      Everyone nodded in agreement to Caesar’s request. After all, these ancient texts were filled with the secrets of lost technologies. I had no doubt that things would become annoyingly complicated if other countries were to learn about these documents.


      Since the king would be visiting tomorrow, the Northcourt staff were busy doing a deep clean of the entire manor. I didn’t mean to dishonor Aunt Lilianna by suggesting the manor was dirty—it was always kept clean—but this was definitely a cleaning for a special occasion.


      While that was happening, Caesar and the others hoped to look into the mechanism that operated the door and the faint lights that lined the tunnels. They wanted either Angela or me to come along and open the door for them, but Count Northcourt wanted to suspend all investigations until after King Alfred’s visit, so I declined.


      “Nassius! Henry! Samuel! You’ve all been too busy exploring the tunnels to study. Today, we will be spending the morning studying! Angela will join us as well!”


      Samuel was the only one who seemed slightly displeased, but he immediately changed his tune after Nassius excitedly invited him to study together. That’s right, Samuel! You don’t want to get left behind by Nassius, do you?


      “I understand fractions now, Lady Patience,” Angela reported to me. “However, I’d like a bit more help with arithmetic...”


      I helped both Angela and Henry with their studies while working on memorizing time periods for world history. While we were studying in the children’s room, Caesar and the others were all gathered in another room, diving into the documents we’d discovered.


      “Why don’t we go swimming after lunch?” Samuel suggested. Nassius appeared to have been quite the strict study partner, and it was still summer break, so I couldn’t fault him for wanting to have fun.


      “That’s an excellent idea,” I replied. “You’ve been spending all your time investigating the ruins and tunnels. I think it would be great to relax at the beach. Oh, we should invite everyone else as well!”


      “I can’t imagine you’ll be able to pull Sir Philips away from those documents,” Nassius remarked with a concerned look. “However, the occasional physical activity is important to stay healthy! I will try to invite him as well!”


      That’s right! I suspected that my schoolmates had stayed up late reading through the texts, because they had shown up to breakfast this morning looking completely exhausted. Even Aunt Lilianna had raised an eyebrow at how worn-out they were.


      “That’s a good point. If we don’t move our bodies, we might end up taking root in our chairs.”


      Situations like this were best solved by getting Aunt Lilianna involved.


      “Sir Caesar and the others seem to be forgoing sleep to continue reading the ancient texts through the night,” I said to my aunt. “I’m worried that if they go on like this, it will negatively affect their health.”


      Aunt Lilianna had also been concerned ever since she’d seen how fatigued they were at breakfast.


      “We cannot allow that to happen,” she replied. “After all, while they’re here, I am responsible for making sure they are all healthy.” Of course, Aunt Lilianna had to be especially considerate of the boys who came from high-ranking families.


      “We are planning to go swimming after lunch,” I shared. “I think it would be best for everyone to get some time out in the fresh air. After all, the air in the tunnels was filthy with dust and mold.”


      Before I’d cleaned them, the tunnels had smelled awful.


      “I agree. I will speak to Elliot.” Aunt Lilianna determined that it would be best if the suggestion came from my uncle, the lord of Northcourt, rather than his wife.


      Caesar and the others hadn’t given up on resuming their investigation of the tunnels, so they were likely to want to stay on his good side and thus would be more willing to heed his admonition.


      “I think it is important that we participate in some physical activities,” Count Northcourt commented during lunch.


      With that, Caesar and the others all reluctantly put down the ancient texts to go to the beach.




      It was the afternoon, and I was on the swan float, drifting across the water. Angela was next to me, riding her flower float. For some reason, Benjamin was using the pegasus float.


      “If I’d known I was going to struggle this much, I would’ve just worked harder to study classical literature,” Benjamin lamented while looking up at the sky.


      That’s right. He wasn’t a fan of classical literature either.


      “Will you be going home the day after tomorrow, Angela?” I asked. Since the king would be visiting, Angela and her parents had extended their stay.


      “Yes, I will,” she replied. “Being here is more fun, but I have to go home...”


      I wish I could meet Angela’s brothers.


      “That reminds me—I’d forgotten that we were invited to visit Satisford Viscounty. The investigation of the ruins ended up taking so long. Now I don’t know if I’ll be able to go... Even so, I would like to visit!”


      Angela gave me a wry smile.


      “It may be difficult, since your presence is needed to open and shut the door. I can do it as well, but I’d like to be home when you come so we can visit the markets together. I hope that they will find someone else who can operate the door...”


      Angela had a point. Count Northcourt had agreed that it wouldn’t be right for Angela or me to be stuck on door duty, so he was making efforts to find someone in Romano who might be able to take on the job. Unfortunately, the high mana capacity required to operate the door had made the search quite difficult.


      “I’ve been told that you’ll be on standby outside tomorrow. I have to go inside at some point to open the ceiling door. That being said, if you’re interested, I would be happy to take over door duty so you get the chance to see it at least once.” When I had been waiting on the surface, manning the door, I’d kept wondering what it looked like underground, so I wanted to give Angela the same opportunity I would have wanted.


      “No thank you,” Angela responded. “Of course, I know that you would be able to open the door for us, but the thought of something going wrong and being stuck underground scares me...”


      Benjamin, who’d been listening to our conversation, burst into laughter.


      “That’s how a normal noble lady reacts to an invitation like that, Patience! When you’re making your social debut, you should have Angela teach you how to act demure!”


      How rude! You’re the one who pestered me to join the den of weirdos that is the alchemy club!


      “I disagree,” Angela responded. “Lady Patience is a wonderful noble lady. She is studious, a genius hanon player, and a master of sewing, dyeing, and embroidery.”


      Now that she’d gotten familiar with the members of alchemy club, Angela was comfortable enough to speak her mind to Fluffy. On a sidenote, Angela had a ridiculously high opinion of me, and I couldn’t help but feel bashful upon hearing what she said.


      “You’re really nice, Angela,” Benjamin said. It was rare for him to compliment someone like that, and I felt proud on her behalf.


      “That’s right! Angela is an incredibly nice girl!”


      The compliments made Angela turn bright red, and she jumped off her float into the water.


      “Nassius and Henry are really good kids too,” Benjamin commented. “Their talents lie in different areas, but there’s no doubt that they’re gifted. I’ve heard that the Grangers are a family of academics, and I feel like I’ve seen just how important it is to start educating children early on.”


      I was weak to compliments about my amazing angels.


      “Absolutely! Nassius and Henry are both incredible brothers!”


      Up to this point, the conversation had been pleasant, but...


      “Angela mentioned your embroidery earlier, which reminded me to ask, how’s your re-creation of Magius’s cape going?”


      As soon as Magius’s cape came up, Caesar paddled toward us while riding on one of the flat, rectangular floats. Does he have superhuman hearing or something? I was surprised he could hear us, because the other boys were making a lot of noise. Of course, that noise just sounded like the laughter of angels to my ears.


      “That’s right! I forgot about it because we were busy investigating the ruins! I feel like you’ve been neglecting Magius’s cape!!!”


      You’re being really intense right now, President Caesar!


      “I was mainly studying world history while waiting outside the tunnel entrance, but when I got tired of studying, I spent some time pondering the cape,” I admitted. “I’m thinking of trying to use mana to dye the tarantula silk.”


      Caesar didn’t seem to care very much about the dyeing part and thought the white-ish, translucent strands should work fine.


      “Won’t the thread suffice as is?”


      He doesn’t get it! It would be one thing if the thread was just an opaque white, but this was translucent! I’d previously been concerned that an embroidered magic circle would stand out too much, but my uncle had informed me that some knights in the First Cavalry Division used flashy colors to embroider their family crests onto their capes, so an opaque white thread probably wouldn’t be inappropriate, but the thread in its natural translucent state was unacceptable to me.


      “I’m going through all of this trouble to re-create Magius’s cape. I don’t want it to just work—I want it to look spectacular! I would prefer that the magic circle blend into the fabric, so I’d like to dye the silk red. However, if I wanted the design to catch people’s eyes, it would look dashing if the thread was black.”


      Benjamin, who’d been following along, agreed with my sentiments.


      “You’re right! A golden thread would also look extravagant and cool!”


      Well, that doesn’t fit my personal tastes, but it could be a good idea for a gift to the royal family.


      “Royal guards wear white capes, and members of the royal family wear purple capes,” Caesar pointed out. “It would be a hassle to change the color of the thread for each cape, so wouldn’t it be best if you just used black for all of them?” Caesar’s brain immediately went to the idea that would be most efficient.


      “What about silver?” Benjamin asked. He seemed to be fond of flashy colors.


      I really don’t want to use gold, but silver might barely avoid looking gaudy...


      “If I remember correctly, gold thread and silver thread are both made by taking thin sheets of the metal and attaching them to a thread using an adhesive!” I turned to Caesar and asked, “Do you think embroidering with silver thread on a red cape would be acceptable?”


      Caesar got so excited by that idea that he tried to stand up, only to fall off his float and into the water, splashing me in the process.


      “That’s it, Patience! I know you said tarantula silk can conduct mana, but silver is also an excellent mana conductor! Coating tarantula silk with silver will improve its conductivity, making the magic circle of protection even more effective!”


      Thanks to his shouting, Arthur, Bryce, and Mikhail, who had all been bodyboarding, came over to where we were.


      “Did you come up with an idea to make Magius’s cape?” Arthur asked. I’d always thought of him as being levelheaded, but at the end of the day, he was just as eccentric and passionate as the other members of alchemy club.


      “We should begin experimenting right away!” Bryce exclaimed. He had also been fully converted by alchemy club.


      “I had no idea that you were working on recreating Magius’s cape!” Mikahail chimed in. “I’ve dreamed about that cape ever since I was little!”


      Even Mikhail, who preferred tinkering and machinery over the magic involved with alchemy, was excited by this project. Wait, he didn’t know about this? Were Arthur and Mikail not here the last time we discussed the cape?


      As a history buff, it was no surprise that Philips also knew about Magius’s cape.


      “If you succeed in recreating it, please let me take a look at it.” Philips was always humble, and he didn’t even think to ask me to make him one.


      “In any case, today is meant to be a break from investigations and projects,” I remarked. “Everyone, please go enjoy the beach.”


      Benjamin was tousling his hair in frustration.


      “It’s like you’re laying out a feast in front of me, then tying me up so I can’t have any of it!”


      If you’re just going to complain, how about you go study classical literature instead! Not that I’m really recommending it right now, since today is meant to be a day off!


      I was determined to float on the water and stare up at the clear, blue summer sky while listening to the adorable voices of my dear angels playing nearby, and I wasn’t going to let anyone get in my way!

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 4: A Baronetess


      Yesterday, we’d taken a break from exploring and had a lovely day at the beach. Today was the complete opposite—tensions were running high this morning, and Aunt Lilianna was especially on edge, repeatedly confirming that everything was in order with the butlers and housekeepers.


      I was currently with my beloved angels and Angela, hiding out in the children’s room. Samuel wasn’t here because being the eldest son of Count Northcourt meant he had to greet the king.


      “I’m getting nervous, Lady Patience,” Angela said, probably anxious after seeing Samuel receiving stern instructions about the king’s visit from his parents. I totally understand.


      “You have nothing to worry about, Angela,” I assured her. “His Majesty is a very kind person.”


      Even Nassius and Henry seemed different from their usual selves.


      “His Majesty dismissed father from his job, right?” Nassius asked. “I understand that he has given father the opportunity to be the headmaster of Romano University starting this fall. Did father upset His Majesty somehow, and they’ve now resolved things?”


      Shoot! I should’ve explained everything to them. It’s no wonder that they’re especially worried about meeting the king! I’m so sorry, my angels!


      “Listen carefully, you two,” I said to them. “Our father was not dismissed from his position because he did something wrong. Also, father studied alongside His Majesty at the Royal Academy, and they are good friends. His Majesty has never once gotten mad at father.”


      “I knew it!” Henry exclaimed, relief washing over him. “There’s no way father would have done something wrong!”


      Unfortunately, Nassius still seemed conflicted about the situation.


      “You see, Nassius, father wanted to protect the right of lower-ranking nobles and commoners to attend the Royal Academy,” I explained. “He sacrificed his job to stand up to some noble supremacists.”


      Nassius’s face finally lit up. As their older sister, I should’ve handled this situation better. I should’ve told them both about this much sooner.


      “Henry is right,” Nassius remarked. “I need to be more trusting of father.”


      Wait, Nassius. Don’t trust him too much, okay? Judging from the way our aunts talk about him, it’s very possible he would’ve sold that silk I was gifted to buy himself books. I really hope they don’t inherit his lack of life skills... I’ll make sure Wyatt teaches them those sorts of things. It’ll be especially important for Nassius, since he’s the heir to the Granger family, and he’ll need to understand how to manage our household’s finances. I won’t let him become an adult who’s incapable of caring for himself or his family!


      “Just waiting around like this won’t help us calm down,” I said. “Why don’t we read to take our minds off things?”


      Nassius was a bookworm through and through, so he could enjoy reading no matter the situation. However, Henry and Angela weren’t able to focus and enjoy their books, so I began to consider alternatives. Well, we can’t play music. Aunt Lilianna is already wound so tightly today—I bet something like that would set her off. We also don’t have time to paint...


      “Why don’t we play a word game?” I suggested. “Someone will start by saying something they like, and the next person will use the last letter of that word to come up with their own word.”


      It was basically the Japanese word game of shiritori. Just the three of us played together at first, and Nassius joined us later on. This game didn’t make any loud noises, since we were simply talking, so I was confident that we wouldn’t get scolded by Aunt Lilianna.


      Mary eventually arrived to fetch me.


      “The countess is requesting that you all join them soon, my lady.”


      Since Henry was under ten, he wouldn’t be eating with us for lunch today.


      “You can use these cards to play a game with Mary,” I said, handing him karuta-style cards I’d made. Then I pulled him into a quick hug and gave him a kiss on the cheek.


      The theme of this latest set of karuta-style cards was important figures from around the world. It featured many prominent figures from history that it was good to know, like Magius the Dragon Slayer, Archmage Cromwell, and the Four Good Emperors of the Kazarian Empire. This was another activity that could be enjoyed quietly.


      “My, that looks like fun,” Mary remarked, admiring the cards I’d illustrated.


      There was plenty of paint available at Northcourt Manor, so I’d been able to make colorful cards. I wonder if the Burns Trading Company would be willing to sell these.


      “We must get going,” Angela said, bringing me back to reality.


      “You’re right,” I replied. “I will leave Henry to you, Mary.”


      Initially, I’d thought that Angela was a reserved and shy girl. However, once she got comfortable with you, it was clear that she was sharp and observant. I shouldn’t have expected any less, given that she was Lucene’s daughter. The sort of social consideration Angela had was something I lacked—even Benjamin made fun of me for the very same thing.


      “You’re late,” Aunt Lilianna snapped when we arrived, clearly experiencing extreme levels of agitation.


      Given that they were all sons of prominent families, the members of alchemy club were all dressed appropriately and waiting downstairs. Nassius stood with completely straight posture, which was adorable, but the most noticeable thing was definitely how young he was.


      “They’re here!” Count Northcourt exclaimed.


      We all lined up in front of the manor to welcome the king. I stood beside Nassius, and on his other side were Samuel and his parents. Angela was standing beside her parents, and the members of alchemy club and Philips were on either end of the line. Finally, the household staff were all gathered behind us.


      Oh, it’s Lady Eugenia! As a member of the Royal Guard, she often served as an escort or bodyguard to the king and queen. She’s just as beautiful as ever!


      “Welcome to Northcourt County, Your Majesty,” Count Northcourt said, greeting the king as he exited his carriage. “We greatly appreciate you traveling all this way.” Then he introduced Aunt Lilianna and Samuel to the king.


      The rest of us kept our heads down, bowing or curtsying until we were introduced.


      “You are as radiant as ever, Countess Northcourt,” the king said. “I apologize for all the trouble we caused by visiting on such short notice.”


      It was easy to compliment Aunt Lilianna, since she was indeed incredibly beautiful.


      “We are deeply honored that you are visiting Northcourt County, Your Majesty,” she replied.


      Next was Samuel’s turn to be introduced.


      “This is our son, Samuel,” the count continued. “He is a first-year student in the junior division of the academy.”


      As your older cousin, I’m worried whether you’ll be able to properly welcome the king, Samuel!


      “Your Majesty,” Samuel greeted him, taking a knee. That was the custom for making your first official greeting. “I am Samuel Northcourt.”


      I was relieved to see that he did well.


      “You must study hard so you can support Count Northcourt, Samuel,” the king said.


      Next, it was the Satisfords’ turn to greet the king. All these exchanges took quite a while, and I had to remain curtsying the entire time. I’m getting tired! Shoot, I almost stumbled!


      “You must be Viscount and Viscountess Satisford,” the king remarked. “I’ve been told that Angela will be operating the door for us. I’ll be in your care, Angela.” The king then addressed everyone and said, “Please, raise your heads!”


      Perhaps King Alfred also didn’t want to spend all of his time exchanging greetings, because he quickly wrapped things up. With that, the Satisfords all hastily finished bowing to the king.


      Finally! I get to lift my head! I was much too weak to stay in the same pose like that for so long. Upon lifting my head, my eyes met the king’s—in other words, he had been looking right at me. Is he going to call me out for stumbling while I was trying to stay curtsied?


      “You’ve done it again, Patience!” he gushed. “What an impressive achievement! First the salt from last year, and now this? I’m going to run out of ways to reward you.”


      Huh? This isn’t my discovery. What the heck did my uncle say in his invitation to the king?


      “If I may, Your Majesty, it was only a coincidence that I found the underground passages...” I decided it would be best to correct the record.


      “Is that Caesar Burns that I see? And we’re also joined by Benjamin Priest, Arthur Miller, Philips Cassidy, Bryce Ankermann, and Mikhail Dungarde. I’ve been told you all lent a hand in surveying the tunnels. I’m grateful for your assistance.”


      It’s starting to feel like everything we collected from the tunnels is going to become property of the royal family. I guess that’ll be a discussion for Count Northcourt and the king.


      Benjamin had a conflicted look on his face, and Caesar jabbed him in the side using his elbow.


      “Please follow me, Your Majesty,” Count Northcourt said, acting as the host and leading the king. “We will tour the tunnels after lunch.”


      Social etiquette dictated that, for this situation, the king should escort the countess inside the manor—yet, for some reason, King Alfred took my hand.


      “I cannot tear such a happy couple apart, so in place of Countess Northcourt, I shall escort my dearest friend’s daughter.”


      Aunt Lilianna politely laughed at the king’s joke, but it seemed faintly strained. This was an incredibly unusual situation, so I could understand why she’d reacted that way. Count Northcourt looks happy that he gets to escort his wife, though, so everything is probably okay.


      “This must be Nassius,” King Alfred said, looking to me for confirmation. “I could tell right away because he looks exactly like William.”


      Nassius sported the same brown hair and gray eyes that our father did, so you could say that they looked similar. I hope Nassius doesn’t end up taking after our father’s incompetence as well.


      “Absolutely, Your Majesty,” I replied. “Please greet His Majesty, Nassius.”


      We stopped in front of him so Nassius could greet the king.


      “Your Majesty,” Nassius said, taking a knee and performing the formal greeting. “My name is Nassius Granger. I will be enrolling in the Royal Academy next year.”


      I knew it! Nassius’s etiquette is perfect!


      “I see. You’ll be in the same grade as Jane. I hope you’ll help each other out.”


      With that, we slowly made our way to the parlor.


      “I’d like you to visit the summer palace again, Patience,” the king said. “It would be cruel if we didn’t give Jane the occasional opportunity to let off some steam.”


      Between our visit to Moeran County and investigating the ruins, I’d been so busy during the past two weeks that I never even noticed that we hadn’t received another invitation from the summer palace.


      “Very well, Your Majesty,” I succinctly replied. After all, the official invitation would be extended by the queen. Perhaps she hadn’t invited us yet because she didn’t want to interrupt the king’s vacation, or she may have wanted to be stricter with her children—either way, I couldn’t tell, so I wasn’t going to carelessly make too much of the king’s invitation.


      “I’ve heard you’ve been a good friend to Jane,” the king remarked to Angela. “I hope you’ll also be visiting the summer palace again.”


      I guess he’s being friendly to Angela too, since she’s the same age as Princess Jane. I can tell from his demeanor that the queen is probably being pretty strict with the princesses. Does he think she needs to be more lenient with them? I assumed that the king would leave it up to his wife to decide how the princesses are raised, but maybe that isn’t the case. Come to think of it, wasn’t it the king’s decision to move Princess Margaret into the dorms?


      I leisurely thought about how I might get answers to my various questions during my next visit to the summer palace—I would come to regret this. What a fool I was! I should have been paying closer attention to the king.




      Since we were scheduled to visit the tunnels after lunch, what would typically have been a grand luncheon for the king ended up being a relatively simple affair that wrapped up fairly quickly. We already got to eat delicious, fresh seafood daily, and despite its abbreviated nature, today’s spread was still more extravagant than usual, which was fun for me. I love horse dung sea urchin!


      “That was an incredible meal, Countess Northcourt,” the king remarked.


      Aunt Lilianna seemed relieved to hear that.


      “Shall we proceed to the tunnels, Your Majesty?” Count Northcourt suggested.


      It was time to visit the tunnels. Today, Aunt Lilianna and Lucene were going to join us. We were traveling by carriage this time, which made things a lot easier. There was a massive, white tent set up near the entrance, and it had been furnished like a parlor with a table, chairs, and a tea set.


      “Go on, Angela,” Viscount Satisford said. Both he and Lucene were by her side. “Open the door.”


      “You can do this,” I chimed in, trying to encourage her. “Just do what you always do.”


      “Okay,” she replied. She used a stick to press the divot and incanted, “Open!”


      With a deep rumble, the boulder split in two, revealing the stairs that led down to the underground passages.


      “My! This is truly impressive,” King Alfred remarked, audibly shocked.


      I know, right?! It’s surprising the first time you see it!


      The party accompanying him was also taken aback by what they saw. Lady Eugenia perhaps was curious, because she was trying to get a peek at what was going on—or maybe I mistook her wariness toward possible subterranean dangers as curiosity.


      “Please follow me, Your Majesty,” Count Northcourt said. He took the lead, and others followed him down into the tunnels.


      Angela was seated with Aunt Lilianna and Lucene, who were relaxing in the tent.


      “Please keep the doors open as much as you can, Angela,” I said, then I followed Nassius into the tunnels.


      “We’re going to stay here and investigate the mechanism operating the door,” Caesar remarked. Apparently, the alchemy club members wanted to avoid the stuffiness that came with hanging around the king, and they also wanted to see if there were any magic circles hiding around the entrance.


      “Please do not do anything with the door mechanism today,” I said. I doubted anything would happen, but if they were to break the mechanism, it would be a major fiasco. “You should investigate the lights instead.”


      “She’s right,” Mikhail remarked. “Also, if we really want to do some investigating, it might be better to focus on the areas that are already deteriorated.”


      Mikhail had some interest in learning more about the lights, but the rest of the alchemy club didn’t seem to care much about them—perhaps that was because magic stones were such an accessible resource for them that learning about lighting that didn’t require them seemed pointless. Since they wouldn’t get to investigate the door like they’d wanted to, they instead took off past the hangar to explore the more deteriorated areas of the underground ruins.


      “We should hurry to the hangar, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips remarked.


      While I had been occupied speaking with the alchemy club members, King Alfred had gotten quite far ahead. Philips used a magic lamp to light the way for me, which was incredibly kind and chivalrous.


      “Please take my hand, sister,” Nassius said.


      Though the ground was paved with stone, it wasn’t a smooth, even surface, and there were changes in elevation. Being the sweet younger brother that he was, Nassius escorted me to prevent me from tripping. He’s such an angel!


      “You’re here, Patience!” the king remarked.


      Everyone else had already arrived, and they appeared to have been waiting for me.


      “Please open up the ceiling, Patience,” my uncle requested.


      I headed over to the protrusion in the wall.


      “Please stay as close to the walls as possible,” I called out. “It will not be as much as last time, however, there is still the possibility that dirt and leaves will come raining down on us.” Lady Eugenia guided the king closer to the edge of the hangar, and I waited for him to get there. Then I pressed on the protrusion and incanted, “Open!”


      A booming rumble filled the hangar. Oh, I can actually see it opening up this time! Some dirt and leaves fell from above, but it wasn’t anything unmanageable like last time.


      Soon after, several people began coughing. It seemed that they’d been staring up with their mouths agape, causing them to inhale dirt and dust. Of course, Nassius was a good boy and had kept his mouth shut while looking up at the door.


      “This is magnificent,” King Alfred remarked. “It appears that the Kazarians were much more technologically advanced than us. We must find a way to uncover their secrets.”


      Both the entrance to the tunnels and the hangar ceiling were quite dramatic door systems, so the king’s astonishment was understandable. At the same time, I found myself especially interested in how these mechanisms were still operational after all this time. If they were powered by magic stones, those should’ve run out of mana by now, right? I mean, these ruins are over one thousand years old.


      “You have my deepest gratitude for sending notice about these ruins, Count Northcourt,” the king said.


      Well, he wouldn’t have been able to keep it a secret forever.


      It would be one thing to keep a handful of artifacts under wraps, but this was a much bigger deal than that. Also, there were other parties who knew about the ruins, such as Caesar and the other members of alchemy club. I couldn’t imagine that dukes, marquesses, and counts would all keep a secret like this from the royal family.


      “I should thank you, Your Majesty,” Count Northcourt replied. “We are absolutely honored to be hosting you for a visit.”


      I assumed that all we had to do now was close the ceiling door, and we could leave after that. Unfortunately for me, my uncle continued the tour, taking King Alfred all the way to the entrance that led to the former consul’s residence.


      “I should warn you, Your Majesty,” Count Northcourt began, “this entrance only opens up for a very short moment. However, I believe there is some sort of divot on the inside, which should be able to control the door.”


      With that, everyone began searching for the operating switch. I hadn’t brought a magic lamp with me, so I just watched. My lack of participation may have also been due to the exhaustion I felt from walking all the way here. After all, this area was a substantial distance from the entrance at Gaius’s Knoll, and I’d been purifying the musty air along the way.


      “This might be it!” Caesar exclaimed. His group, who’d arrived before us, found a switch.


      As we’d suspected, it was also a divot, rather than a protrusion. I wonder why the switch in the hangar is the only one that’s a protrusion.


      “Please try pressing it, Patience,” my uncle said, handing me a stick.


      “Open!” I incanted while pressing the divot. “Produce some stairs as well!” I added on that last bit because I couldn’t imagine the consul falling through the entrance on the surface every time he wanted to come down here. I had a theory that slats must have popped out of the wall, creating steps that could be used to climb down.


      The door behaved just as it did when using the aboveground switch. It opened for a moment before closing again, so it was probably broken. While I didn’t get exactly the stairs I’d imagined, there were over a dozen planks that slid out of the wall and looked like they could be used as stairs. Unfortunately, similar to the door, they also retracted immediately.


      “Those must have been stairs,” the king remarked with amazement. “The steps at Gaius’s Knoll were made of stone, but those looked like they were a different material.”


      The members of alchemy club were also bustling with excitement.


      “Pressing the divot on the surface didn’t make the steps appear!” Caesar pointed out. “It appears that there are more functional mechanisms within the tunnels than outside of them!”


      Caesar was quite excited about this, but it didn’t change the fact that this door was broken. It felt like we’d taken one step forward and two steps back.


      “So, where is this mural of the magic-powered skyships?” the king asked.


      If the door we’d just tested had been functional, we could’ve gotten there by simply going up the stairs and to the surface. Alas, it was broken, so we had to return to Gaius’s Knoll, then travel to the ruins from there. I really wanted to tap out here—though we’d taken the shorter underground route, we’d basically walked the entire distance between the knoll and the ruins twice. We’d come across several stairs and inclines along the way, which had likely been constructed to reconcile the difference in elevation, so I was even more exhausted than if we had just walked across flat land.


      “Are you okay, Patience?” Samuel asked, worried that I was even slower than usual.


      “Go ahead without me, Samuel,” I said. “After all, His Majesty is a guest of the Northcourt family, which includes you.”


      Philips and Nassius accompanied me on the way back, and by the time we finally reached the surface, everyone appeared to have taken a break for tea and were now boarding the carriages.


      “You should join us, Patience!” King Alfred said.


      I really wanted to turn him down, but how was I supposed to decline an offer from the king?


      “I believe Patience may need some rest, Your Majesty,” my uncle said, stepping in to protect me. “After all, she was purifying the air underground the entire duration of our exploration.”


      “In that case, you should not strain yourself, Patience,” the king said. “I will say it is unfortunate though. I was looking forward to hearing your thoughts...” The king then turned to face the boys. “Caesar, Arthur, Benjamin, Bryce, Philips, and Mikhail: When we are back at the manor, I will set aside some time so we may discuss your thoughts on these discoveries.”


      The king’s desire to speak with them suggested that he was open to hearing their perspectives and that he wouldn’t just be taking everything they’d discovered. That realization made Benjamin beam with joy, and Caesar jabbed him with his elbow once more to calm him down. Yeah, there’s still hope! There’s time to negotiate.


      After seeing everyone off, I joined Aunt Lilianna and the others for a cup of tea, then we returned to the manor.


      “Dinner will be earlier than usual tonight,” Aunt Lilianna informed me. “You should wash up and get changed, Patience.”


      King Alfred wasn’t staying the night, but before he returned to the summer palace, a simple dinner would be served. He’s also going to be talking to my uncle and my schoolmates when he gets back, right? The king sure is busy.


      Soon I was back at the manor, relaxing in the bath while being looked after by Mary.


      “I’m exhausted,” I muttered with a sigh. I can’t tell if most people here have crazy amounts of stamina, or if Patience’s body is just that weak.


      “The fact that you were able to walk to the ruins and back is incredible progress, my lady,” Mary praised me. My theory that OG Patience had virtually no endurance seemed to be accurate. To be fair, I wasn’t doing much better, since I currently had less energy than Angela.


      “I wonder how I can increase my stamina,” I mused out loud.


      I’d expected that Mary would just say that I didn’t have to increase my stamina, but my assumption was wrong.


      “If you lack stamina, you will struggle at balls, my lady,” she said. “Dancing uses a substantial amount of energy. Oh, what if you start practicing dancing to increase your stamina?”


      I’d only gotten my certificate of completion in dance because Caesar had taken the lead in our dance. The last time I’d properly danced was at the Festival of Verdure. Other than that, I’d only danced when giving my adorable angels some simple lessons.


      “Dancing, you say?” I replied, audibly unenthused by her suggestion.


      “If you cannot dance well, you won’t be able to enjoy social events,” Mary chided me.


      I can’t tell Mary that I don’t particularly want to “enjoy” social events.


      “In any case,” she added, “it is time for you to exit the bath. I’ve planned to style your hair in a way that’s more complex than usual.”


      I had no intention of fighting Mary when she was in full attendant mode. She took a lot of pride in performing these sorts of duties. When we’re back in Romano, we really need to hire a regular maid!




      While Mary was styling my hair, the king had returned from his visit to the mural and finished his discussion with Count Northcourt. After that, he had his discussion with Caesar and the other boys.


      I later heard from my uncle that the king was absolutely thrilled with the condition of the file cabinets.


      “You’re going to give these texts to the royal family?!” the king had apparently exclaimed. “These are surely from a millennium ago, yet they look to be in such good condition that I could pick them up. I can sense traces of mana... Has something been done to these documents?”


      My uncle had proceeded to tell King Alfred that I’d used magic to restore and make copies of the texts, and he also showed him those copies. Why is he just blabbing about everything?!


      I learned all about this conversation because, as a result of my uncle’s total honesty, I was summoned to meet with the king before dinner.




      “Wow, you’re the spitting image of Julianne, Patience! You look absolutely lovely.”


      While I appreciated the king’s compliments, I had a terrible feeling about what he would say next.


      “Did you use household magic on these ancient texts?” King Alfred asked. “Did you also use household magic for these perfect, mistake-free copies?”


      If I didn’t have the actual king standing right in front of me, I would have let out a deep sigh. There was no need for you to just spill the beans about everything, uncle, I complained internally. Well, if the king were to suspect him of hiding something, that could be pretty bad. I decided to focus on how this was in Samuel’s best interest and suppressed my sighs and grievances.


      “Yes, Your Majesty,” I replied. “I am only proficient in household magic, so that is what I used.”


      King Alfred folded his arms across his chest and began mulling over something. My sense of foreboding intensified, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.


      “I’d like to ask for a favor, Patience.”


      Agh, there it is! I don’t have a choice here, do I?


      “I’d like you to make one more set of copies,” the king said. “On a separate note, I’d like you to come to the palace; this can wait until after you have returned to Romano though.”


      What you don’t know, Your Majesty, is that making copies takes a lot of manpower. If I were to do it by myself, it’ll take several days.


      “Patience prepared the existing copies with the help of her fellow alchemy club members and Sir Philips,” my uncle helpfully explained. “I believe it may be too burdensome for her to prepare the copies on her own.”


      Thanks to my uncle’s intervention, it was decided that Caesar and the others would join me in making the extra set of copies. In exchange, they would get to be a part of the official survey team. Prior to this development, it seemed like they’d only been permitted to visit the ruins, not investigate them.


      “I am profoundly impressed with your forthcomingness and loyalty, Count Northcourt,” King Alfred remarked. “Accordingly, I bestow upon your heir, Samuel, the title of baronet.”


      Baronet? He’s going to be the count of Northcourt one day. Does he need a title like that? The title sounded like a lousy gift, but it seemed that wasn’t the case.


      “Thank you, Your Majesty,” my uncle replied. “This award is a monumental honor for the Northcourt family.”


      Um, does that mean that Samuel is a baronet for now, and he’ll become a count when he succeeds his father? I guess this is what Aunt Lilianna was talking about when she said the Laforets were bestowed multiple titles.


      “Furthermore, I bestow upon Patience the same title of baronet.”


      Does that mean Nassius is a baronet? Or does it go to Henry? Both of my guesses were wrong.


      “Patience is a baronetess!” Count Northcourt exclaimed with shock.


      What?! I’m surprised too! I’m still a kid, and I’m also a girl! Is this even allowed?


      “The title is being awarded to me?” I was so stunned that I thoughtlessly asked the king what was on my mind, even though it was socially inappropriate to do so.


      “Last year, you assisted with developing the manufacturing process for sea salt. This year, you not only discovered the underground passages, but you restored and created copies of ancient documents. Your achievements have contributed to this kingdom just as much as the work of any other noble. Could it be that you are not satisfied with the title of baronetess?”


      No way! I’m definitely not asking for a higher-ranking title, I just don’t know if I deserve it. I’m only eleven years old! I looked over at my uncle, seeking his guidance.


      “It would be unacceptable to refuse such an honorable award, Patience. What a glorious title baronetess is!”


      Since Count Northcourt seemed ecstatic about it, it was probably safe to accept. If it were up to me, though, I would honestly have preferred that it went to Henry.


      “Thank you very much, Your Majesty,” I replied.


      Samuel and I were both instructed to approach the king, and he performed a simple conferring ceremony for the two of us. Samuel was quite surprised by this turn of events as well, but he followed the proper procedure of one receiving an accolade. He knelt before King Alfred, who proceeded to tap Samuel’s shoulders with a sword. I tried to copy my cousin the best I could, and I successfully became a baronetess.
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      “Now, you will have nothing to worry about for your eventual social debut,” King Alfred remarked with a friendly smile. “I’m sure you’ll be able to have a dress made with no issues.”


      I had no idea what the king was talking about. Thankfully, my uncle stepped in to explain.


      “While baronets do not hold any land, they do receive an annuity from the crown, so you should be grateful. However, you will only begin using the title baronetess once you have made your social debut and reached the age of majority.”


      In other words, I’m a landless noble. If a baronet were to buy land using their money, would they be considered a land-owning noble? More importantly, the Grangers were presumably receiving an annuity that was more than that of a baronet, right? I know we lent the Monteluxedos money when their county was facing a famine, but I feel like that doesn’t explain why we were so impoverished. Did my mom’s treatment put us massively in hock or something? Actually, I bet my father just spent way too much of his money on books.


      My head was spinning from the positive and negative thoughts that were popping up simultaneously.




      After having a light dinner, the king returned to the summer palace. For some reason, it felt like he was rushing home out of concern for Princess Jane—he seemed a bit desperate. After that, Count Northcourt announced to everyone that Samuel and I had both been awarded the title of baronet. Caesar and my other schoolmates were overjoyed, as was Nassius, of course!


      “Congratulations, Patience,” Caesar said.


      “Is this really all right? I feel too young to be awarded a title...”


      “I’ve had one since I was born,” he revealed. “Well, mine was passed down to me, so I got it through my ancestors. I didn’t earn it myself like you did.”


      Upon further discussion, I learned that, along with Caesar, Arthur and Benjamin also held titles of their own. They didn’t use them yet, since they were all minors. I wonder if that’s why Benjamin is treated a little differently at the academy, despite being enrolled in the mage track. Well, he is smart, and he has some powerful magic. His personality probably plays a part in his popularity too. Who could hate Fluffy?


      “Congratulations, sister,” Nassius said, “on becoming a baronetess.”


      I’m so happy! It was only after Nassius celebrated my achievement that the reality of my award began to sink in.


      “Thank you!” I replied, giving him a kiss on the cheek.


      “So when will the survey team be coming?!” Benjamin exclaimed, cutting in on the moment of joy I was sharing with Nassius.


      Don’t interrupt us!


      The members of alchemy club and Philips, the sole member of the history club, were mainly interested in when the official survey team would be arriving and when their exploration would begin. They’d already forgotten about the titles Samuel and I had just been awarded—which, to be fair, wasn’t an inherently bad thing. I was more upset by the fact that Nassius left my side to congratulate Samuel on his title. I guess he’s at that age where he would choose his friends over his sister. I’m so sad... Well, this is probably all a part of growing up.


      “I hope that historians from Romano University will be selected to join the survey team,” Philips remarked. “It would be amazing if Professor Wolfgang is chosen to investigate the ruins!”


      Caesar and the other alchemy club members immediately shot down Philips’s hopes.


      “The majority of discoveries we’ve made while investigating the tunnels have been related to alchemy. They have to be gathering alchemists from Romano University to send here!”


      I feel like they’re just going to send both historians and alchemists. A team of only alchemists would get too obsessed with figuring out how the door operates and might end up breaking it. I feel like they’d send at least one historian with some alchemists to keep them in line.


      “It would probably be best if the additional copy of the ancient texts is ready before then,” Count Northcourt interjected, preventing the boys’ discussion from escalating into an argument. “Otherwise, you may not be able to join the survey team on their investigation.”


      Philips usually maintained a kind and gentlemanly demeanor, but when it came to history, he became super serious and was liable to get angry. He was also a skilled debater, perfectly ready to earnestly engage Caesar and the others in oral arguments.


      “That’s a good point!” Benjamin exclaimed. “Let’s get the copies done by the end of tomorrow!”


      “I was planning to do some embroidery with Angela tomorrow...” I dissented, but Benjamin barked his objections, and I quickly gave in. “All right, fine. We can work on the copies tomorrow.”


      Would the survey team even get here that quickly?


      It wouldn’t be long before I realized how naive I was to have thought such a thing. At this point, I had no idea just how significant the discovery of the tunnels was.


      “Congratulations on receiving the title of baronetess, Lady Patience,” Angela said. Since I’d been surrounded by the boys, she’d been unable to congratulate me until now. She’s such a good girl!


      “Thank you,” I replied.


      That night, we had a simple celebration in the salon. To my surprise, Aunt Lilianna even allowed Henry to come downstairs and join us for a short while.


      “Congratulations, sister,” Henry said. He’d heard the news from Mary while he was in the children’s room. He gave me a big hug and kissed me on the cheek.


      Ahhh, I’m so happy!


      Acting as his caretaker, Mary was off to the side, and I could see her eyes tearing up. That nearly made me cry, but I did my best to hold it together. After all, a proper lady maintained her composure in front of others.


      Since we would be working on the copies tomorrow, the celebration wrapped up shortly thereafter. I was about to return to my room when Samuel stopped me.


      “Congratulations, Patience,” he said.


      “Congratulations to you too, Samuel,” I replied.


      Samuel shook his head.


      “I only received my title because my father gifted the texts to the royal family. You were awarded the title baronetess through your own achievements, so you actually deserve to be proud of it.”


      Gosh, that’s so kind of him to say. I’m going to give him a kiss on the cheek!


      Unfortunately, Samuel sensed what I was about to do and fled before I could kiss him. Maybe he’s at an age where he feels embarrassed about an older relative kissing him on the cheek. Nassius also seems to be at an age where he’s getting shy about these things. I wonder if that’ll happen to Henry one day. I’m going to be so sad!


      Later that night, once I was alone and in bed, I heard the original Patience’s voice. Congratulations, she said. Things had gotten quite out of hand because of me, so I was relieved that I had her approval.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 5: The Survey Team


      The morning after the king’s visit, we began by making an extra set of copies of the ancient texts. Since we had done this before, we now had the foresight to prepare the large sheets of paper needed to make copies of the documents in the second cabinet, which Mikhail and Philips were working on. Since his work wasn’t very precise, Benjamin was disqualified from helping with that task.


      Arthur and Caesar were focused on putting the originals back together and assembling the copies. Benjamin was also disqualified from this team because of his lack of attention to detail, so he was stuck working with his classmate Bryce.


      We had two tables set up with originals and blank sheets of paper. One after another, I used my household magic to make copies. Benjamin and Bryce exasperatedly grumbled about how they couldn’t lay out the papers fast enough.


      “You’re going so fast, Patience!” Benjamin exclaimed.


      “Of course I am,” I replied. “I’m going to be busy after lunch, since I have plans to teach Angela embroidery. She’s going home tomorrow... It’ll be sad when she’s gone.”


      Hearing the word “embroidery” made Caesar’s eyes light up.


      “Are you going to work on the embroidery for Magius’s cape?!”


      I haven’t even made the silver thread yet!


      “No, we will just be doing normal embroidery,” I informed him. “Also, when the survey team arrives, will I be in charge of operating the door again? If possible, I’d like time to complete projects such as my needle painting, Magius’s cape, and a model of my hot air balloon.”


      I thought Caesar wouldn’t be happy to hear that, but to my surprise, he gave me a smile.


      “I’m sure the survey team will have a member proficient in household magic,” Caesar remarked. “It would reflect poorly on them if it got out that they put a viscount’s daughter on door duty while conducting their investigation. They’d be scorned for acting as if they’re understaffed.”


      That’s not surprising. I’m sure alchemists would have a big network of mages they can reach out to. Yay for me! From now on, I’m going to spend my mornings studying—in other words, working on my alchemy projects—and my afternoons with my beloved angels!


      “You look way too carefree, Patience,” Benjamin remarked. “Don’t you get it? Once people see these ancient texts and the copies you made, the court magus is going to zip here from the capital! The court will find out that your household magic isn’t normal.”


      Ugh, why did you have to bring that up, Fluffy? Shut up!


      “I’m sure historians will be rushing here as well, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips chimed in. “After all, being able to restore ancient documents to look practically new sounds like a dream come true!”


      That reminded me of how the king had requested that I visit the royal palace once I was back in Romano. I wonder if he’s going to ask me to repair some important, valuable artifact.


      “I just want to enjoy my summer vacation with my brothers!” I huffed.


      “Your lack of self-awareness is probably the biggest issue,” Benjamin said, scoffing. “Over the summer you’ve created several items that could easily be awarded patents, discovered a passageway to underground ruins, operated the ancient mechanism that opens and closes the door, restored ancient documents, and made copies of them. Honestly, I’m surprised that you’re only a baronetess after all that. Maybe it’s because of your age. You might get promoted to a baroness once you’re a little older.”


      It stung to have all of that pointed out. Since I didn’t know what was considered normal, I’d ended up going overboard with all the magic I’d used in front of others.




      After lunch, it was time for me to engage in some ladylike recreation with Angela in the form of embroidery. Well, it was Angela’s first time, so I was specifically teaching her how to cross-stitch. Once she seemed comfortable with that, I could teach her some basic stitches to embroider her name.


      “May I ask why you chose to join us today?” I asked Aunt Lilianna and Lucene.


      I had hoped this would be a relaxing time with just us girls enjoying embroidery, but my aunt and Angela’s mother had joined us.


      “Well, after seeing your work, I just got the urge to embroider something myself,” Aunt Lilianna replied.


      Right, she was staring pretty intently while I was working on my needle painting. That explains her presence, but what about Lucene? Maybe she doesn’t want to look like she’s slacking when her daughter is working so hard to learn new skills.


      “Do I just stitch along this?” Angela asked. I’d prepared a fabric with a pattern on it for her, and if she followed it, she would be able to stitch a pansy.


      “Yes, that’s right. You can use any colors you’d like. Oh, and don’t forget to use the needle threader.”


      Aunt Lilianna was profoundly impressed by the needle threader. She was by no means old, but I wouldn’t have been surprised if her eyes were beginning to give her trouble.


      “These are so useful!” she exclaimed, so I made sure to do some advertising and inform her that they could be purchased through the Burns Trading Company.


      Despite there being some older members in this girls’ gathering, we managed to engage in friendly conversation while we stitched.


      “Now that you’re a baronetess, I’m sure there will be more gentlemen who’d like to wed you,” my aunt remarked out of nowhere. “However, you should stay away from anyone who is after your hand only for your title.”


      Ugh, not this awkward subject! I feel like this is crossing a boundary.


      I sat there struggling to come up with an answer, and I was soon saved by Count Northcourt, who made a surprise appearance.


      “Oh, I didn’t realize you were embroidering,” he remarked. “I apologize for interrupting.” He then held up a letter and excitedly turned to his wife. “The survey team will be arriving tomorrow, Lilianna!”


      I was now free from discussing marriage with my aunt. Lucene also decided to help with the welcome preparations, so Angela and I were left alone in the parlor.


      “So, who are you interested in, Lady Patience?” Angela asked.


      Whaaaaat?! Angela is interested in romance?! I thought she was too young to want to gossip about this stuff.


      The girl talk that followed was for us maidens’ ears only and a secret from everyone else.




      The next day, the survey team arrived in Northcourt. Given the logistical limits of this world, I’d assumed things would move a lot more slowly. I can’t believe how swiftly everything is happening. Maybe the king was already preparing a survey team to be dispatched before he came to visit.


      The arrival of the survey team didn’t warrant a grand welcome from everyone in the manor, as we had done with the king, but the alchemy club members and Philips happily rushed out to greet the researchers. Since it was their home, my uncle, my aunt, and Samuel were all waiting outside to welcome them too. I retreated to the children’s room, where I waited with my brothers and Angela.


      “I wish you didn’t have to leave today, Angela,” I remarked.


      Angela’s visit had been extended so that we would have two people proficient in household magic available to assist in the event that the survey team didn’t arrive with a household magic user.


      “Me too,” she replied. “I have nothing but fun when I’m here, but I can’t stay forever. I hope you can come visit Satisford some time, Lady Patience.”


      “Me too! I would love to visit!”


      Nassius and Henry were looking out the window and staring at the survey team.


      “Oh, I think that’s the historian!” Henry pointed out. “And that person is probably the alchemist!”


      Can you even tell from up here? Well, I guess he can enhance his eyesight using magic.


      “Your assumptions are biased, Henry,” Nassius chided him. “Just because someone is wearing a suspicious cape, that doesn’t mean they’re an alchemist. Also, just because someone is skinny, that doesn’t mean they’re an academic.”


      Although I was interested in uncovering the power source of the door and the lights, I preferred not to interact with the survey team. Even before Benjamin had pointed it out, I’d been reflecting on how I should have been more careful with using my magic in front of others. Well, I said I’d been thinking about this before Benjamin’s comment, but to be honest, even that was too late to be learning this lesson.


      It also didn’t help that I was working on recreating Magius’s cape and hoped to fly a hot air balloon. The former was originally meant as a gift to Lord Salius to thank him for giving my brothers sword fighting lessons, so I was definitely going to finish it. I also intended to continue working on the hot air balloon, because it was better to test it in the countryside. If I were to fly it in Romano, I would immediately be spotted and face a barrage of questions.


      Wait, this sounds like I haven’t learned my lesson at all! What am I going to do?


      “Look, Lady Patience,” Angela called out. She had joined my brothers by the window. “That person looks quite similar to Sir Henry.”


      Intrigued by my youngest brother’s look-alike, I made my way over to them and looked outside.


      “Blond hair and blue eyes... Those are common features in the Kingdom of Lawrence.” I tried to play it cool, but my heart definitely skipped a beat. After all, the person Angela pointed out really did look similar to Henry, and I couldn’t help but feel like I was seeing what Henry might look like in the future.


      “I feel like he reminds me more of you, sister,” Nassius remarked. “It’s strange, since we are comparing a male to a female.”


      Don’t say that, Nassius! Although, I think I understand what he means.


      Henry’s demeanor was like that of a friendly dog, while the man on the survey team had a more reserved, catlike atmosphere to him. If I had to pick between the two, I was closer to a cat, since I would love to spend my days relaxing at home. That being said, I also liked going out to shops, so perhaps I would be a cat that occasionally took a stroll into town.


      “Could he be a relative?” Angela asked.


      I suddenly remembered Aunt Lilianna had once said that there were many alchemists in the Capecot family.


      “That would be quite the surprise,” I replied.


      Just then, I saw Aunt Lilianna look up at the second floor, and we immediately backed away from the window. After all, it was improper to be looking down at guests from above. Shoot! As their older sister, I was supposed to be in charge—I should have stopped them, not joined them!


      Soon Mary arrived.


      “Count Northcourt would like to see Lady Patience and Lady Angela,” she announced.


      Why are they asking for us both? Does this mean that they didn’t bring someone proficient in household magic after all? Ugh...


      Angela and I made our way downstairs and entered the parlor, both of us being appropriately ladylike.


      “Professor Wolfgang and Professor Geuss, I’d like to introduce you both to Patience Granger, one of my nieces, and Angela Satisford, who is the daughter of another niece.”


      Now that I had been introduced, I lifted the hem of my skirt and curtsied. From there, I learned that Wolfgang was a historian; Philips had been desperately hoping one would be a part of the survey team. The professor was as skinny as a stick, which made me concerned about whether he was eating properly. Since I’d been starving when I first reincarnated into this world, I was quite vigilant when it came to malnourishment.


      Geuss, who had a black cape over his shoulders, was an alchemist—Henry’s assumption had been spot on.


      “I hear you two will be operating the doors!” Geuss exclaimed.


      Wait, they seriously don’t have a mage proficient in household magic on their team?! I can’t be on door duty forever! I won’t have any time to play with my darling angels!


      Perhaps our gazes carried a hint of reproach, because the alchemy professor immediately began to clarify.


      “Not for the whole time, of course! Our mage will be arriving at a later date! However, we’d like to explore the passages as soon as possible!”


      Wow, this guy’s pretty loud. It feels like we have a second Benjamin around.


      “Please try not to raise your voice in front of these young ladies, Professor Geuss,” Wolfgang advised. “Until our mage arrives, we will be relying on their cooperation, so you must treat them kindly.” He had a gentle voice, but when he was speaking, his eyes were locked right onto me. I found him scarier than the loud alchemist.


      “If we may, Count Northcourt, I’d like to begin investigating the tunnels right away!” Geuss exclaimed.


      Doesn’t he know that it’s time for lunch?


      “We will begin immediately after lunch,” my uncle replied. “After all, we still haven’t been introduced to the other members of your survey team.”


      Geuss looked disappointed for a moment, but he quickly got over it. This was Northcourt County, so the best thing for his investigation to proceed smoothly was to avoid upsetting the count.


      “Of course, my lord. I admit that the excitement of getting to see still-functional technology from the Kazarian Empire has made me childishly impatient. Allow me to introduce you to my assistants Michael Collins and Simon Capecot.”


      As they were introduced, the two alchemy assistants got up from their seats and bowed. It seemed Angela had guessed correctly, and Simon was indeed from my mother’s side of the family. He didn’t say anything about it to me, so I also decided to keep my mouth shut.


      It doesn’t matter, since we’re estranged! Hmph!!!


      “I should also introduce my assistant, Yuri McGowan,” Wolfgang said, then he suddenly noticed something. “Why, if it isn’t Philips Cassidy! You participated in the history department’s summer school last year! My other assistant is spending his summer break visiting ruins in the Holy Empire. I’d like you to assist me!”


      The professor’s invitation made Philips leap with joy.


      I guess we’re going to be stuck on door duty until their mage gets here. This sucks! The silver lining was that this meant Angela would be here for longer, which I was looking forward to. After all, I probably wasn’t going to get along with my other cousin, Simon.




      Despite how skinny he was, Wolfgang ate a healthy portion at lunch, so I felt a bit relieved. Even Geuss, who’d wanted to skip lunch to explore the tunnels, cleaned his plate. It was no surprise, since the fresh seafood was absolutely delicious!


      Simon also finished his entire meal. I couldn’t help but be curious about him, so I kept glancing over. He seemed to have no interest in me whatsoever, so at the very least, I wouldn’t be striking up a conversation with him. He also completely ignored Nassius and Henry, which just made him seem obnoxious. Since he was older than us, it felt like he should be more mature about this and be courteous to us.


      My dear angels were unaware that Simon was our cousin, and though it would have been nice if things could stay that way, they would find out in due time. How should I explain this situation to them? Do I just tell them the truth? My mind was so wrapped up in those thoughts that it took me a beat too long to respond to a question.


      “So, will you be opening the hangar door for us today, Dame Patience?” Geuss seemed more interested in exploring than in dessert.


      “Yes,” I said, keeping my reply short. I didn’t feel very talkative when Simon, who was actively ignoring me, was sitting right there.


      “Angela has more stamina than you, so why don’t you two switch places?” Benjamin remarked.


      Even in the presence of esteemed professors, he had no filter at all. That being said, I did agree with him. It was exhausting to walk all the way to the hangar.


      “Well, I...” I knew Angela was afraid of going into the tunnels, so I didn’t outright reject the suggestion, but I made sure my intentions got across.


      I definitely knew some girls in my previous life who were talented at maneuvering conversations like this. I need to be more like them!


      “I guess we have to rely on you, Patience... Maybe we should get a pack frame to carry you on.”


      How rude, Benjamin! I know I’m slow, but come on!


      “Are you unwell, Lady Patience?” Simon asked, suddenly joining the conversation.


      “No,” I curtly replied, figuring it was best to refute that idea.


      “She’s not sick, she just has no stamina,” Benjamin clarified unnecessarily. “That’s why I suggested using a pack frame.”


      You don’t need to tell him that, Benjamin! Look, his brows are furrowing!


      “If your constitution is similar to that of Aunt Julianne’s, then perhaps it would be best for you to be on standby at the entrance,” Simon suggested.


      He’s not wrong that my mother had a weak constitution. Wait, is he worried about me?


      “Hm?” Benjamin was caught off guard by Simon’s words. “Are you related to Patience, Sir Simon?”


      A look of realization appeared on my aunt’s and uncle’s faces—it seemed they hadn’t put that together until now.


      “Why, of course,” Aunt Lilianna chimed in. “Lady Julianne was a Capecot.”


      Nassius’s and Henry’s eyes became perfect circles as they widened with surprise. We’d met several of our relatives from our father’s side of the family, but we were estranged from our mother’s side of the family, so we hadn’t met any of them. Fortunately, the angels were both able to mind their manners and stay quiet.


      “I am capable of traveling to the hangar and back,” I said, bringing this discussion to an end.


      Simon was the only one who appeared unsatisfied with this conclusion, but Geuss seemed like he didn’t want to waste a single second more outside the tunnels, so Simon followed his professor’s wishes.


      I wonder how old he is. I don’t know anything about Romano University, but assuming you can graduate in four years, if he’s working as a research assistant, he’s probably in his twenties. If I’m right, he would’ve been sixteen or seventeen when my mother died. Was he already at Romano University? Well, our families had been estranged for two years when my mother passed, so we might never have met before.


      Nassius and Henry gave me questioning looks—I could tell they wanted to know if Simon was really their relative. Unfortunately, I couldn’t explain things right now because I had to accompany the survey team to the tunnels.


      “Let’s speak about this later,” I whispered to them, then I took off with Angela.


      In the carriage, Angela also seemed like she wanted to ask about the elephant in the room, but I couldn’t get into my family’s complicated relationship with Simon’s.


      Was he actually worried about me? I don’t know him well enough to tell.




      Since it would be boring for Angela to have to wait alone by the door, her mother, Lucene, was keeping her company. The usual tent had been set up for them, along with a table and tea, so they would be just fine.


      “Please open the door, Angela,” Count Northcourt requested. Though he wouldn’t always accompany the survey team, today he was coming along.


      “Open!” Angela incanted, pressing the divot in the boulder with a stick.


      A familiar rumble filled the air as the boulder split half, revealing the entrance.


      “Whoa!” Guess shouted, amazed. “That’s incredible! It’s been over one thousand years since the Kazarian Empire fell, yet this mechanism is still operational! I can’t believe that there was such an astounding archeological site right under our noses this entire time, yet it hasn’t been excavated until now!”


      Wolfgang got on his knees and examined the divot.


      “Let’s proceed,” Geuss declared. “I’m also interested in the mechanism behind the entrance, but I’m more interested in seeing the underground hangar! I also need to get a look at that mural depicting the magic-powered skyship!”


      As a historian, Wolfgang probably wanted to take his time carefully inspecting each section before moving on. He looked irritated by Geuss’s eagerness, but the allure of magic-powered skyships won him over.


      “You’re right,” he replied. “Today, we’ll focus on getting a look at the ruins as a whole.”


      I followed the survey team underground with Mary accompanying me. Mia’s waiting aboveground with Angela, so why can’t Mary just wait there with them? That thought reminded me of something: Mary had been serving my mother since before she got married, and she’d followed my mother to the Granger family from Count Capecot’s household. Does she know anything about Simon? I’ll have to ask her later!


      “Please take my hand, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips said.


      Since the official survey team was here today, Samuel and my brothers weren’t allowed to join the expedition, so they were back at Northcourt Manor. Thus, Bryce was lighting the pathway for us while Philips escorted me.


      Caesar and the others were at the front of the group, leading the way. They’d gotten permission to accompany the survey team as a reward for helping produce the copies of ancient texts, so they were excited to show the survey team what they knew.


      “These lights along the path don’t appear to be using magic stones as a power source,” Geuss remarked. “They’re powered by a system unknown to us!”


      The alchemy professor’s loud voice reverberated down the passages. Judging from the sound of his voice, the majority of the group seemed quite far ahead, but I was already going as fast as I could.


      “There’s no need to rush, Patience,” Bryce assured me. “There’s lots to examine at the hangar, so they’re going to be busy when they get there.”


      Taking Bryce’s advice into account, I slowed down. After all, walking fast made me exhausted more quickly.


      “I must say, I’m worried those professors might get into an argument,” Philips remarked.


      Since he’d been appointed as Wolfgang’s assistant, he was probably concerned for Wolfgang’s sake after the tension between him and Geuss at the entrance. That single interaction had made it clear that Geuss had control of the survey team.


      “The bigger issue at hand is the delayed arrival of the mage,” Bryce argued. “We can’t ask Patience and Angela to be on door duty every day.”


      I couldn’t tell if Bryce was concerned about taking up our time, or if he was just eager to explore the ruins every day and didn’t want our schedules to get in the way of that.


      “I’m sure Professor Wolfgang will also want to research the ancient texts,” Philips remarked, “and they’ll also be investigating the above-ground ruins, so I doubt we will be traveling underground every day.”


      Bryce nodded in agreement.


      “I’m sure the same could be said about Professor Geuss. I imagine he’ll lose his mind when he sees those copies. They’re going to end up fighting over Patience.”


      They both turned to look at me.


      “In that case, couldn’t we simply show them the originals?” I asked. “After all, the copies were meant for Count Northcourt, Sir Caesar, and His Majesty.”


      “Absolutely not!!!” they shouted in unison. It was surprising, since these two almost never raised their voices.


      “I’m sorry for that outburst, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips apologized. “If Professor Wolfgang sees how well you did restoring those documents, he will surely want your talents. I also believe it would be for the best if we kept handling the originals to a minimum. I’m terrified of the losses we might face if those professors end up fighting over the texts.”


      Philips had a point. It wasn’t difficult to imagine them physically fighting over the texts. Would Simon join in and fight for his professor? As a member of the alchemy club, I should be taking Professor Geuss’s side, but Simon’s presence made the situation awkward. After all, I didn’t want to get near him.


      “You really need to be careful, Patience,” Bryce cautioned. “This is Northcourt County, so I’m sure they’ll try to be respectful of the count’s niece. However, once you’re back in Romano, you’ll need to keep your guard up.”


      Which professor am I supposed to be careful of?


      “Be careful of both of them!” they chided me in unison. Apparently they could tell what I was thinking.


      “This is likely one of the reasons why you were awarded your title,” Bryce said. “Being a baronetess means you’re protected by the royal family.”


      Isn’t a baronet a low-ranking noble? Is that title important enough to make a professor act courteous toward me?


      “It is incredibly rare for His Majesty himself to award such a young lady the title of baronetess, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips explained. “Every noble is aware of the significance of this. However, every rule has its exceptions. That is why we are cautioning you to be careful.”


      Pipe down! If Mary hears all that, she won’t let me leave the house anymore!


      I just kept my mouth shut and nodded along.




      Once we got to the hangar, I instructed everyone to stick to the wall, then I opened the ceiling door.


      “How marvelous!” Geuss exclaimed, leaping with enthusiasm.


      Wolfgang was also overjoyed, but he was the type to quietly savor it and soak in the feeling on his own.


      It feels like a mistake that these two were selected for the survey team. Their personalities are complete opposites.


      “Let’s keep investigating the passage up ahead!” Geuss suggested.


      “We need to visit the aboveground ruins first,” Wolfgang objected. “The letter said that the entrance to the former consul’s residence is broken.”


      Geuss scoffed.


      “Your information is outdated, Professor Wolfgang. That door can be opened from underground. Not only that, but stairs appeared that hadn’t when opening the door from the surface, and they came out of the wall!”


      Wolfgang’s hand balled into a fist as he became visibly angered at the fact that Geuss had information he didn’t. Geuss had probably gotten his information from the alchemy club members, because it didn’t seem like he’d heard it before coming here.


      “Well then, let’s keep going!”


      Seriously? We’re walking all the way to the aboveground ruins? In that case, I should just treat this as a stamina-building exercise.


      It was only their first day on-site, yet the survey team’s dissonance was already echoing throughout the tunnels. I hope their mage gets here soon.




      We walked all the way from the hangar to the Kazarian ruins. It’s sooooo faaaaar, I grumbled internally, too winded to say anything.


      “You’re too slow, Patience!” Benjamin whined. “I really feel like using a pack frame would make things so much easier.”


      Once again, Benjamin was bringing up the pack frame. I really didn’t want to be carried around like luggage on someone’s back. He’s not wrong that I lack stamina though. I hope I can work on that over the summer.


      “Pardon my interruption, Dame Patience. If you aren’t feeling weary from the trek here, would you be able to open the door for us?” Wolfgang asked politely.


      Geuss’s eyes were completely fixed on the spot where he’d been told the stairs would appear from.


      “Open!” I incanted while pressing the divot.


      The steps slid out from the wall, and the door on the ceiling opened up. The blindingly bright summer sun lit up the tunnel for a moment, but in the blink of an eye, our surroundings were once again dimly lit.


      “This entrance is in a state of disrepair,” Philips said, explaining our discoveries thus far to Wolfgang. “We stumbled upon it when Nassius, who was investigating the former consul’s residence with me, put his hand on the wall and fell through the hole in the ground.”


      I was reminded of the fear I’d felt when Nassius disappeared, and I shivered.


      “Nassius fell?” Simon asked. “So the steps must have not deployed... Was he injured?”


      Is Simon worried about Nassius? Does he care about his cousin? Even if he does, I don’t like this interrogative tone. Especially after he completely ignored my angels at lunch!


      “This ceiling entrance appears to shut right away,” Geuss remarked, tilting his head in confusion. “How did you save Nassius after he fell into the tunnel?”


      Please keep that information confidential, everyone. Thankfully, the members of the alchemy club and Philips all kept quiet about my weird teleportation spell. Still, it was probably going to come out at some point, since everyone’s valets and guards had also been present at the scene.


      “We should go look at the mural depicting magic-powered boats and skyships!” Caesar remarked. He successfully helped us evade the question of Nassius’s rescue for now, but I had a feeling that we would be pressed on it later.


      Well, if that happens, I’ll just have to tell them the truth: I was frantic after losing my brother, and I prayed to God for help! I mean, that’s technically true.


      While it was definitely an incredibly unusual spell, I actually felt that the biggest issue was that I couldn’t cast it on command. I had a feeling it would only work with Nassius and Henry, so I didn’t want too many people knowing about it.


      As usual, Caesar and most of the others were at the front of the group, leading the way. Wolfgang had requested Philips’s assistance, so this time Mikhail, Bryce, and Arthur were all accompanying me.


      “It’s all right if you go ahead without me,” I remarked to Mikhail.


      Arthur sometimes walked me back to the dorms with Bryce, so this wasn’t anything new for him, but Mikhail had only recently joined the club. He was under no obligation to escort someone as slow as me.


      “I don’t need to,” Mikhail replied. “I’ve already seen the mural countless times. I’m more interested in the power source for these lamps and the doors. I just don’t think they could be running on magic stones...”


      His comments sparked a debate among the alchemy club members at the back of the expedition party.


      “You’re absolutely right!” Arthur replied. “Even the largest magic stone in the world would run out of mana after a millennium. I think that the entrance in the ruins was probably damaged because of the aboveground destruction caused during a battle, which somehow severed the connection between that entrance and its power source.”


      “That sounds plausible,” Bryce said, agreeing. “Perhaps it isn’t completely nonfunctional because the entrance is still connected to the power source in Gaius’s Knoll. That could also be why the lights are so dim.”


      Mikhail stared at the magic lamps in question, which were found along the tunnel pathways at equal intervals.


      “Look, there’s some sort of line between each lamp!” Mikhail shouted, excited by his realization. “Maybe these lines are what connects the lamps to the power source!”


      We all stopped in our tracks and looked up at the ceiling to inspect the lights. Sure enough, the deteriorated parts of the ceiling exposed what looked like electrical wiring from my previous life.


      “Perhaps they have some sort of method to use energy from the sun,” I remarked, thinking about solar energy systems from my previous world. “If these are powered by solar energy, then it would be completely plausible for these technologies to still be operational over one thousand years in the future, at least as far as the power supply goes.”


      Everyone just stared at me in disbelief.


      “I know the sun has enough energy to make water lukewarm, but I can’t imagine its heat is enough to power the doors and lamps,” someone said skeptically.


      My grandma’s house in the countryside had solar water collectors installed on her roof. If I recall correctly, there were even more advanced options for collecting and storing solar energy. It sucks that I don’t know how they work.


      “I hope there are diagrams detailing all of this in that second cabinet,” Bryce remarked.


      Mikhail nodded in agreement.


      “While I share everyone’s aspirations to build a magic-powered skyship, I believe that uncovering this power source is more important. If it’s something that can be utilized in Romano, many commoners will also be able to reap the benefits.”


      Modern magical instruments required magic stones for power, so they were only accessible to nobles and wealthy merchants.


      “You’re right!” I chimed in. “If we had something that could power streetlamps and sewer systems, more people would benefit from cultural advancements!”


      Our little group was in agreement to investigate the source powering the Kazarian devices.


      “I’m surprised you don’t want to research the magic-powered ship first, Mikhail,” Arthur said. “I thought you liked building machines?”


      “A magic-powered skyship sounds like it would require all sorts of machinery to operate,” Bryce added.


      “I absolutely want to look into magic-powered ships in the future!” Mikhail clarified. “However, looking at the size of the hangar and the parts we found, we can estimate that the ship was quite large. Working under that assumption, if we tried to power a skyship with a magic stone, I believe it would require one so massive that it would be nearly impossible to obtain. That is why I think it’s important that we first look into this alternative source of energy!”


      Wow, he makes a compelling argument! Mikhail’s got a good head on his shoulders.


      Because of my slow walking speed, by the time we returned to the surface, the survey team had already departed for the Kazarian ruins.


      “I’m sorry I kept you waiting so long, Angela,” I said, apologizing to her, Lucene, and Mia in the tent.


      “It was no trouble,” Angela replied. “I’m going to shut the entrance now!” She’d gotten quite familiar with operating the door. That said, I still couldn’t wait for the survey team’s official mage to arrive.


      “We will be late for tea,” Lucene pointed out, so we climbed into a carriage and rushed back to Northcourt manor.


      Arthur, Bryce, and Mikhail returned on horseback, not because they wanted to be on time for tea, but because they wanted to go through the copies of the ancient texts and search for mentions of the mysterious power source.


      I would’ve liked to join the boys, but I had to be at tea with Angela. On the bright side, I would be reunited with my beloved angels and Samuel.




      “I must depart for Satisford soon,” Lucene remarked while discussing whether she should bring Angela back with her.


      Personally, I preferred for Angela to stay, but that would mean she would be stuck on door duty.


      “Of course,” Aunt Lilianna replied. “It isn’t good to be away from home for so long.”


      As they continued chatting, a butler entered the salon with a silver platter in his hand, which had three letters delicately placed on top of it. Oh, I recognize that seal...


      “My, they’re from Her Majesty!” Aunt Lilianna exclaimed. Her eyes and Lucene’s lit up with anticipation. “Samuel! Patience! Angela! Go ahead and open them!”


      I didn’t have to read my letter to know that it was an invitation to the summer palace. During his visit, the king had seemed quite concerned that Princess Jane needed a chance to unwind.


      Samuel quickly read through his letter and reported to his mother.


      “It says to visit the summer palace this weekend.”


      Both Angela’s letter and mine included the same information, the only difference being that mine specified that I bring my brothers along as well.


      “In that case, I shall leave Angela here and return to Satisford for now,” Lucene said. “I apologize for leaving you to handle the preparations for this visit to the summer palace. Unfortunately, we will be hosting nobles in our home, so my presence is required.”


      Aunt Lilianna smiled and insisted that it was no trouble, since Angela would just be tagging along with Samuel, for whom she would have to make the same preparations.


      “I must say, I can’t imagine how much work it must be to host all of these guests, especially now that you also have the survey team here,” Lucene remarked.


      Urgh, it’s all my fault... I’m the one who sent them those drawings of the mural. I had no idea it would become such a huge deal.


      “It isn’t overwhelming like you might think,” Aunt Lilianna assured her. “After all, it gave us the opportunity to welcome His Majesty to our home, and Samuel was awarded the title of baronet. The survey team’s expenses are also covered by the kingdom. Overall, it merely feels like a somewhat more eventful summer than usual.”


      Because of the way that noble relationships operated, there was no money changing hands to cover the costs of my schoolmates’ visit to Northcourt. Instead, once we were back in Romano, each family would repay the Northcourts through material gifts, or through less tangible means such as invitations to soirees. I didn’t really understand this aspect of relationships between noble families, but Aunt Lilianna seemed to be in high spirits, so I figured the Northcourts would be welcomed with generous hospitality at social events this fall.


      As for the survey team, they had been assigned here on official kingdom business, so there was a budget allocated to compensate the Northcourts for the team’s room and board. This was an arrangement that I actually understood.


      “I’m more concerned about when the survey team’s mage will arrive,” Aunt Lilianna admitted. “If they don’t get here soon, the investigation will be a burden on both Patience and Angela. Also, my housekeeper, Marcia, says it will be raining tomorrow. I cannot let Angela wait in that tent while it is raining.”


      Yeah, the investigation should be canceled if it’s raining.


      I was a complete, utter fool to think that I could rest easy. I had no idea that the survey team would discover the copies of the ancient texts, which would send them into a frenzy. If I had known what was about to happen, I would have preferred to explore the tunnels in the rain. Alas, I wouldn’t be so lucky.




      Marcia, the Northcourts’ housekeeper, was spot-on with her forecast. There had been a quiet drizzle all morning. I knew people in my previous life who could predict the weather because their old injuries would ache again. This world had actual magic, so the predictions were usually more accurate.


      “I’m sure the investigation will have to be put on hold for today,” I muttered, I was planning out my day while Mary worked on my hair. I’ll spend the morning studying. After lunch, I can go to the dye studio and make all sorts of things.


      We were visiting the summer palace this weekend, and I wanted to bring along bodyboards and floats. It would seem stingy if we were to insist on hauling them back to Northcourt. So, I figured it would be best to just make some new ones and give them to the royal family as gifts. It was a pretty underwhelming way to thank the king for making me a baronetess, but it was the thought that counted.


      “What sort of floats would Princess Margaret and Princess Jane enjoy?” I asked Mary.


      Angela is usually pretty insightful about these sorts of things. I can ask her at breakfast—or, if a lot of the survey team or alchemy club are there, I can wait and ask her while we’re studying.


      Such frivolous thoughts were all that was on my mind as I headed to the dining room.




      Since my schoolmates’ arrival, breakfast was no longer at a set time, and everyone was free to eat whenever they pleased. That didn’t change things for me, because I’d continued eating breakfast with my sweet angels. Aunt Lilianna was probably having her breakfast in bed today, because she wasn’t in the dining room.


      “Good morning, sister,” Nassius and Henry both greeted me.


      These moments always made me wish I could commute to school rather than live in the dorms. Especially because we could exchange morning greetings while I gave them kisses on their cheeks, thus starting my day with a big serving of bliss!


      “Good morning,” I said to my uncle and Samuel, greeting them after my brothers.


      I guess it’s just us. Maybe everyone else is sleeping in—especially the survey team members. After all, they only arrived yesterday, but they skipped tea and kept investigating the ruins and tunnels all the way until dinner. They’ve got to be exhausted!


      “Good morning,” Angela said as she entered the dining room. Today, she was sporting pigtails in beautiful curls.


      Did Mia do her hair? Angela should’ve been practicing her household magic, since she would be moving into the dorms next year. At the same time, given that she was on vacation, I could understand if she wanted to take it easy. Lucene could also be quite strict, so it was possible that she was relaxing now that her mother had returned to Satisford.


      “Good morning, Angela,” I replied. “Your hair looks lovely today.”


      “Thank you very much,” Angela said with a smile. “I styled it myself, although Mia did tie the bows for me. I was able to curl it thanks to the spell you taught me, Lady Patience.”


      Wow, she’s improved so much.


      “You’ve done an impressive job,” I remarked. “You must have been working very hard, Angela!” When I wasn’t in the dorms, I fully relied on Mary to do my hair. What a diligent girl!


      “Well, I need to be practicing more. After all, I still can’t tie the bows on my own.”


      She’s even cute when she’s being humble! Though I considered myself primarily a shotacon, perhaps I had a soft spot for kids in general.


      “I just remembered, I wanted your opinion on something, Angela. Since we have been invited to the summer palace this weekend, I’m thinking of bringing floats and swimsuits as gifts for Their Highnesses. What floats do you think would be good for them?”


      Angela placed one hand on her cheek and tilted her head as she pondered my question. Wow, she naturally has the mannerisms of a heroine in a shojo manga! I should copy her!


      “I think Princess Margaret would enjoy the flower float, and Princess Jane would like the pegasus float. I’m not very familiar with the princes, so I’m not sure what they would like.”


      That’s fair. I guess it doesn’t have to be anything novel for them to be able to relax on the water.


      “How about a big boar for Prince Keith?” Samuel suggested. “His Highness mentioned that he wanted to participate in the hunt this fall.”


      I decided to go with Samuel’s suggestion and make a big boar, only this one would be bigger than Henry’s. I also wanted to make sure it had better balance and wouldn’t tip over if two people climbed onto it.


      “What about a dolphin for Prince Marcus? There was a book in the children’s room where the main character rides a dolphin and goes on adventures.”
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      He must be talking about the adventures of Triton. Wait, why does the mythological son of the sea god have the same name here as he did in my previous world? Is it a coincidence?


      “That is a great idea!”


      I now had a plan for what floats I would be making: a flower, a pegasus, a big boar, and a dolphin. I was also going to make an extra swan and flower for Angela and myself, since I wanted us to be able to enjoy the water with everyone else.


      I just have to make those floats and some bodyboards, and then we’ll be set! It felt good to have that figured out, and I finished breakfast feeling satisfied.


      The very next moment, the alchemy club members dejectedly dragged their feet into the dining room. The survey team showed up moments later, their invigorated demeanors contrasting with my schoolmates’ depressed dispositions.


      “I’m sorry, Patience!” Benjamin exclaimed. “They know!”


      They know what? We’d done so many ridiculous things that I was at a loss as to what specific thing he was referring to.


      “I can’t believe you restored those ancient texts to look as good as new, Dame Patience!” Wolfgang gushed, nearly jumping down to the floor to kneel in front of me. “You even made exact, word-for-word copies of the documents! Your talents are wasted at the Royal Academy! You must consider transferring to Romano University this fall, so you may join the history department.”


      Philips intervened and pulled the professor back up to his feet. I hope I didn’t cause Philips to lose faith in a historian he admires so much.


      “I think you might have forgotten that nobles are required to graduate from the Royal Academy, Professor Wolfgang,” Philips said. Though it wasn’t direct admonition, his tone was definitely strict.


      “We can figure a way around that!” Geuss chimed in. “Her talents appear to go beyond the restoration of ancient artifacts. Also, Dame Patience is a member of the alchemy club, so she will most certainly be with the alchemy department at Romano University!”


      Geuss reached for my hand, and Simon intervened.


      “Lady Patience is the daughter of Viscount Granger, who is soon to be the headmaster of Romano University,” Simon pointed out to his boss. “Imprudence may lead to a decrease in our laboratory’s budget.”


      I couldn’t imagine my father doing something so bold, but if it was going to make Geuss back down, I was happy to play along.


      “I see, she is a Granger, as in the family of academics! In that case, she must be your cousin! You must recruit Dame Patience to our department, Simon!”


      We’re currently estranged from the Capecots, so that won’t work, professor. Also, I explained all of this to my brothers yesterday after it came up at lunch. Was he so focused on seeing the ruins that he missed that part of the conversation? It’s really awkward that he’s flagrantly discussing our “family ties” like this.


      “I’ve caused you so much trouble with those copies I asked you to make,” Caesar lamented. “I’m so sorry!”


      I honestly didn’t mind the copies, since I was compensated for my work. Also, I agreed with him that the copies were necessary, which was why I’d agreed to help in the first place!


      “Are you certain that your proficiency lies solely in household magic, Dame Patience?” Wolfgang asked, pointing out what I wished everyone would ignore. “I suspect that restoring those documents would require an elaborate spell that would have been beyond the capabilities of Archmage Cromwell himself.”


      “Yes, I am sure,” I replied, firmly denying any other possibilities. “When I was evaluated at the church, only the household magic stone reacted to my mana.”


      That was the truth. I wished it wasn’t—I’d daydreamed countless times about how useful other types of magic would be when it came to making money. I mean, imagine if I had a magic storage chest that could be accessed from anywhere! That’s a classic ability people have in the isekai genre! Well, I technically did something similar with Nassius. Even so, my teleportation only works with my angels!


      “In that case, how did you rescue Nassius from the underground passage?” Geuss asked, circling back to the question from the other day. I should’ve expected the alchemy professor would have something to say when discussing magic. “After all, the door only opens for a moment.”


      “I was only able to save him because I prayed to Estena with all my heart,” I replied. “I simply prayed to have my beloved brother returned to me!”


      That was also the truth. I’d been praying since the very moment Philips told me that Nassius was missing.


      “That’s preposterous!” Geuss grumbled. “You’re saying that praying to Estena saved Nassius?”


      He didn’t seem satisfied with my answer, but that was the truth, so there wasn’t much else I could say.


      “Now that you mention it, I do remember Mademoiselle Patience praying the entire time,” Philips chimed in. “Estena must have heard your prayers!”


      Philips seemed to be deeply moved by Estena’s magnanimity, but no one else was convinced. Wolfgang and Geuss looked particularly suspicious of my explanation.


      “Please take your seats for breakfast,” Count Northcourt instructed everyone.


      I’d been surrounded by the survey team and alchemy club members, but they reluctantly listened to my uncle and took their seats.


      “Please be careful around Professor Wolfgang, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips cautioned me in a hushed voice. “You must also watch out for his assistant, Sir Yuri.” With that, he took his seat.


      Until now, Yuri McGowan had made absolutely no impression on me. The same could be said of Geuss’s other assistant, Michael Collins—perhaps that was because I’d been so preoccupied with Simon.


      Both assistants seemed like ordinary students, and neither of them exhibited any unusual characteristics. Yuri’s hair was a lighter blond than Simon’s, and Michael had brown hair. That was the only real difference between them.


      “If it hadn’t rained, they wouldn’t have had the time to go digging into all of this,” I mumbled to myself.


      I foolishly assumed that once their study of the ruins resumed, they would forget all about me. I neglected to consider how persistent academics could be when investigating a puzzle. That was especially true of Wolfgang, who was skilled at putting together various theories from the most minor of historical artifacts. It was possible that, at this point, he was already aware of my various thoughtless acts of strange magic.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 6: But It’s Summer Break!


      “Will father be able to handle being the headmaster of Romano University?” I muttered to myself. I couldn’t imagine a recluse like my father being able to rein in the behaviors of people as stubborn as Wolfgang or as assertive as Geuss.


      “Is something wrong, sister?” Nassius asked with a concerned expression.


      I shouldn’t be making my brother worry! I’m failing as a big sister!


      “No, I’m all right,” I assured him. “I was only thinking about how much better it is when it doesn’t rain during summer break. Well then, let’s get to studying!”


      We would eventually get to our usual studying, but first, we were going to implement Mary’s stamina-improvement plan and practice dancing.


      “Why are we dancing?!” a certain cousin of ours grumbled, but as soon as he took Angela’s hand, he quieted down and turned red.


      Nassius, Samuel, and I took turns providing musical accompaniment for the dance practice.


      “You’ve gotten so good at leading in dance, Nassius!” I gushed.


      Samuel had been influencing Nassius to strengthen his skills in physical subjects, while Nassius motivated Samuel to keep up with his studies so he wouldn’t fall behind his cousin. I could imagine these two having a long-lasting friendship that continued even when they were adults.




      While we were upstairs in the children’s room, which had transformed into a merry little dance studio, the survey team was downstairs, busily reading through the ancient texts.


      “Please do not touch these documents,” Wolfgang warned. As a historian, even if the texts had been restored through magic, he wanted to avoid the originals being handled as much as possible.


      This conflicted with Geuss’s desire, which was to confirm whether the copies were indeed word-for-word reprints and free of errors.


      “Could you imagine how dangerous it would be if a schematic for a magic-powered skyship contained incorrect information in the copy?! The copy is surely sufficient to review the literary content, so give us the originals!”


      The copy in question was one of the reasons even their assistants were squabbling. Caesar’s copy was only for the members of the alchemy club—and Philips, since he’d helped make it. The king’s copy had been delivered to the summer palace. Thus, the only copy available to the researchers was Count Northcourt’s.


      “The originals will eventually be stored in the royal family’s treasury or the special collections archive at Romano University,” Geuss pointed out. “When that happens, it’ll be much more difficult for us to hold these documents in our hands and study them!”


      Wolfgang was wrapped around the file cabinets, shielding them as if he were protecting his children, while Geuss tried to push him out of the way. Their assistants soon got involved in the struggle, which led to an altercation between the entire survey team.


      Caesar detailed this entire course of events during lunch, including the fact that it had apparently been quite difficult to separate the historians from the alchemists.




      “When I enroll in Romano University, I will not be joining either department,” I remarked at lunch. It was my belated response to the two professors’ offers earlier this morning to join their respective departments at the university. I don’t want to study under either of these guys.


      “You can’t be serious, Patience!” Benjamin exclaimed. “Come on, let’s study alchemy together!”


      I felt bad declining Benjamin’s offer, but I was more interested in actually making things rather than in studying alchemy as an academic subject. I still intended on learning how to design my own magic circles, but I probably wouldn’t need to study anything else for alchemy.


      “I’d like to study to become either an expert apothecary or a high-level bureaucrat,” I replied.


      Caesar furrowed his eyebrows at the mention of my interest in becoming an apothecary. I could only assume he’d failed pharmacy and herbology yet again. You should give up on those, Caesar. Unless you stop spending all your time at alchemy club, you’ll just keep killing your herbs.


      “Are you pursuing a career in the diplomatic service, Mademoiselle Patience?” Philips asked. “If so, we’ll be able to study in university together.”


      Philips’s true passion was most likely history, but becoming a diplomat and visiting historical sites in other countries sounded like it could be quite interesting as well.


      “Yes, that’s true. However, I haven’t decided which path I would like to pursue. I am going to take my time and think about it carefully.”


      “I believe that is a sound plan.”


      One of the things I appreciated about Philips was that he wouldn’t force his preferences onto me. He and Percival were the same in that I could sense they both would like me to become a diplomat. The decision just felt more daunting when considering Percival, since his mother was a woman of great intelligence and beauty and had set a high standard for being the Countess of Moeran.


      I continued chatting with my schoolmates, and eventually the two professors we’d discussed earlier finished their lunches and came charging toward me.


      “I’m leaving this matter in your hands, Sir Caesar, Sir Benjamin, and Sir Philips!” I exclaimed before swiftly getting up and sneaking out of the dining room, using Caesar and my other tall schoolmates as human shields.


      Since it was raining, my angels and Samuel were going to practice sword fighting in the indoor training room, and Angela was going to practice music and embroidery with Aunt Lilianna in the parlor. With my schedule free, I headed for the dye studio.


      As fast as I tried to go, I was still relatively slow, so Mary was able to follow me.


      “First, I need to mix the ingredients to make the floats!”


      Mary probably would have preferred that I engage in ladylike activities and join Angela in the parlor for embroidery and music, but she nonetheless assisted me with my projects. That was especially helpful when combining the slime powder, quartz sand, and goo in the biggest pot available, which was impossible for me to do on my own. We needed that huge pot, which was usually used for extracting dyes, because I had lots to make today.


      “I can’t stop it from getting lumpy when mixing it normally,” I muttered. “When I’m making something, I can just use household magic to perfectly mix the ingredients, but that isn’t a reproducible method anyone else can use for manufacturing. I need to come up with another approach.”


      I hoped to use this float material to eventually make some personal flotation devices, like those that were available on every ship during my previous life—I wanted to make those huge red and white life preservers and life jackets that sailors could use during storms.


      Oh, it could also be good to have inflatable lifeboats in case of a shipwreck.


      Ships here usually had several wooden lifeboats, but those might get overwhelmed by the harsh waves during a storm. It would be safer to have lifeboats made from a more buoyant material.


      I think there’s a way to make sure lifeboats don’t capsize. The design I’m thinking of has a waterproof tarp across the top of it, and it can protect its occupants from waves.


      “It would be nice if we had something like a concrete mixer,” I mumbled to myself. “I should ask Sir Caesar later about making one.”


      I was happy to make small batches of floats, but safety devices were something that would likely be produced on a large scale, so I preferred having a mixer to make the base material. Caesar and Benjamin were both great at developing that sort of machinery.


      Right, I used them as shields back in the dining room. I hope they’re okay. Well, I’m sure the professors wouldn’t harm the sons of a duke and a marquess!


      “I’ll start with Princess Margaret’s float,” I said, planning out loud. “Angela’s is red, so perhaps hers should be pink. Oh, but she’s named after margarets, so a yellow center with white petals could also be nice!”


      I separated the base material into a small pot and a large pot, then I mixed yellow paint into the former and white paint into the latter.


      “Become a flower float in the shape of a margaret!” I commanded. It looks great! I was geared up to keep working on my floats, but I was unfortunately interrupted.


      “I finally found you, Lady Patience,” Simon remarked as he entered the dye studio. “I searched the entire manor before I remembered that my grandmother mentioned Lady Julianne was skilled at dyeing textiles.”


      I guess our grandmother told him about my mother. Maybe she continued to worry about her delicate daughter, even while they were estranged. If that was the case, she should’ve secretly paid for a doctor to come examine her!


      “You...don’t appear to be dyeing textiles,” Simon commented, looking at my projects. “What even are these?!” I shouldn’t have expected Simon to be any different from my club mates—he was just as obsessed with alchemy. Did Geuss actually send him out to look for me?


      “These are floats,” I replied. “They are toys used to float in the water at the beach. I’ve been invited to visit the summer palace this weekend, so I must finish making these quickly.”


      I was trying to hint that I wanted him to leave, but Simon didn’t pick up on that. The way his blue eyes lit up with excitement resembled Henry so much that I couldn’t bring myself to be strict and kick him out.


      “Is that you, Mary?” Simon said. Not only was he staying, but he even dared to strike up a conversation with my attendant.


      “Yes, Sir Simon,” Mary replied. “It seems the young master has grown into quite the impressive young man.”


      Interesting... Well, Mary did originally work for the Capecots, so it’s not unusual that they would know each other.


      “I was so sad when I learned you would be going with Aunt Julianne to Romano.”


      What?! Is there a romance blossoming between them?!


      “That is understandable, since I was your caretaker.”


      Oh, she was just his nanny. Wait, how old is Mary? I didn’t get much time to continue pondering.


      “Darn, he found her!” Caesar shouted, rushing into the dye studio with my other schoolmates. “Professor Geuss intends on writing to the court magus Master Geitz about looking into your household magic. Master Geitz coming here is going to really complicate things. It would be one thing if he came alone, but the church keeps a close eye on his movements.”


      Caesar’s report seemed to remind Simon of his original purpose for coming here.


      “That’s right! If Master Geitz gets involved, this matter will carry much more weight. That’s why it would be for the best if you cooperated with Professor Geuss, Lady Patience.”


      I wasn’t entirely convinced by Simon’s argument. Sure, cooperating with Geuss might prevent him from writing to Geitz, but Wolfgang could still reach out to the court magus.


      “I must finish making these floats before the weekend,” I remarked. “Please do not interrupt me. Also, if either professor writes such a letter, then I will take that to mean they have no further need of my assistance.”


      Their mage can handle operating the door. I’m certainly interested in skyships and whatever is powering those lights and the door, but I’d rather focus on working with my hands and making things.


      “How could you say that?!” Caesar and the others exclaimed, voicing their dissatisfaction.


      “Wasn’t the survey team supposed to bring a mage proficient in household magic?” I pointed out. “Developing a magic-powered skyship is much too grand of a project for me to work on, and I imagine uncovering the power source of those tunnels will also be difficult. I’d like to spend my summer focusing on projects that are within my capabilities.”


      Caesar’s eyes began glimmering with anticipation. He was keeping his mouth shut because Simon was here, but he was probably thinking that I would be making Magius’s cape.


      “You’re right!” Caesar replied. “I’ll try speaking to Professor Geuss!”


      Simon glanced over at Caesar, suspicious of how suddenly he’d changed his tune.


      “As I said, I must finish making these floats before the weekend,” I repeated. “Please do not interrupt me.”


      Despite my effort to kick everyone out, they all stayed. I shouldn’t have expected anything different from a group obsessed with alchemy. It’s nerve-racking to be watched by so many people, but I’m just going to ignore them and work on the floats!


      “Next is the pegasus!” I announced. I mixed white paint into the base mixture while everyone watched.


      “Ohhh, that’s how you made these!”


      You’re interrupting, Benjamin!


      “Become a white pegasus!” I incanted.


      This float was one size larger than Nasisus’s pegasus, and the wings were much bigger, so Princess Jane and Prince Marcus could probably fit on it together.


      “You said that these would be used to float on water, Lady Patience... How does that happen?!” Simon couldn’t tell what the final product would look like, since it wasn’t inflated and he hadn’t seen the other floats.


      “It might be smart to inflate it, just to make sure there aren’t any leaks,” Benjamin chimed in. He was surprisingly diligent about these sorts of inspections.


      “In that case, I’ll leave it to you, Sir Benjamin.” I gave him both the flower and pegasus floats to inflate and moved on to making the big boar and dolphin floats. “Henry’s big boar float isn’t balanced, so it keeps flipping over. I wonder how I can fix that.”


      “Maybe you could adjust the boar’s legs to make it balance better,” Caesar suggested. “You won’t see them, since they’re underwater, but I believe they could add enough weight to keep the float stable.”


      That might work.


      “I will try that!” I replied. I thought back to the illustration of a big boar I saw in the bestiary and commanded, “Become a big boar float!”


      “Is that alchemy, Lady Patience?” Simon asked.


      Is it not?


      “This is just how Patience always makes things,” Benjamin said.


      Isn’t this how you do it too, Benjamin?


      “Well, it’s working, so it must be alchemy.”


      Huh? Why is Caesar also acting like I’ve never done alchemy?!


      “The flow of mana appears different from alchemy,” Simon remarked. “When performing alchemy, the caster will expend mana to exert control over their materials and bend them to their will. However, with Lady Patience’s alchemy, it seems as if the materials are simply transforming into new objects.”


      Caesar and Benjamin each slammed a fist into the palm of their other hand as they shared an aha moment.


      “I see! I’ve always felt that something was different about her alchemy, but now I finally understand! With those observation skills, it’s no wonder that you’re Professor Geuss’s assistant!” Then Caesar turned to me and said, “You really should consider studying alchemy at Romano University, Patience!”


      “Thanks to Sir Simon, I finally get why something always seemed off about Patience’s alchemy!” Benjamin exclaimed.


      You’re both so rude!


      “Does this mean that I am not performing alchemy?” I asked.


      Everyone fell silent for a moment.


      “Not necessarily,” someone replied. “Since you’ve actually been making things, it must be a kind of alchemy. It’s probably just different from the standard modern alchemy we perform.”


      Everyone turned around to see who’d spoken. Until that moment, none of us had realized that Geuss had come to the dye studio.


      “What an interesting item you’ve made,” Geuss said, touching the flower float that Benjamin had inflated to get a feel for it. “This material could be used to make a wide variety of objects... I won’t write to Master Geitz, but even so, you should realize that people will learn of your magic eventually. So, with that settled, will you be operating the door for us tomorrow?”


      Geuss also spoke to Wolfgang and convinced him not to write to Master Geitz, so I decided to continue helping the survey team until their mage arrived. Still, I couldn’t understand why Geuss would make such an effort. I hope the professors haven’t teamed up so they can get me to join them.




      Until the weekend, Angela and I were going to be on door duty. It seemed unnecessary to me to open the hangar door again, but that was what the scholars wanted. It would be too exhausting to accompany them all day, so I only agreed to help until lunch. My afternoon was reserved for playing with my adorable angels!


      “I hope the survey team’s mage arrives soon,” Philips remarked, sympathizing with me. He was once again walking slowly to keep me company.


      “I couldn’t agree more!” I replied. That was how I truly felt. It was already a long walk to the hangar, but sometimes the survey team would insist on going all the way to the Kazarian ruins. It’s so faaaaar!!! Well, I should just try to think of this as a stamina-building exercise.


      “You will be visiting the summer palace this weekend, correct?” Philips asked. “I wonder if the professors will fight about the copies again while you’re gone...”


      Philips was acting as one of Wolfgang’s assistants, so some distance had grown between him and the alchemy club members, who were reading the texts for their own curiosity. It didn’t help that while they were familiar with each other, they hadn’t been friends prior to this summer, given that they were from different clubs.


      “What if you give the first cabinet to Professor Geuss and the second to Professor Wolfgang? When they are finished going through them, they can switch.”


      Philips and Bryce—who’d been holding a lantern for us—both sighed in response to my suggestion.


      “That would be ideal. However, neither professor seems to understand the concept of compromise.”


      I can tell that from the atmosphere at the tunnels and ruins. Both professors shared a desire to investigate the mechanism operating the door, but they approached this mystery in completely different ways. In fact, when we arrived at the hangar, they were in the middle of another argument.


      “We must find the source of whatever is powering the door,” Geuss argued. “The door at the ruins seems to be broken, so we should investigate the entrance at Gaius’s Knoll!”


      Geuss’s reasoning made sense. I agreed that the door at the ruins was probably broken—it had likely been damaged during some ancient battle that had occurred there. However, Wolfgang’s background as a historian gave him a different perspective.


      “Destroying a functioning system from the Kazarian Empire would be an act of violent recklessness!” Wolfgang fumed, his thin body trembling with anger.


      Their priorities were at odds: Geuss wanted to uncover the secrets behind the systems, while Wolfgang wanted to preserve the artifacts themselves. Their assistants had also joined the squabble, glaring at their respective professor’s opponent.


      “Is there any way to investigate the mechanism without destroying it?” I muttered under my breath. I simply meant to think out loud, wondering if there was something similar to nondestructive testing from my previous world. My mumbling made everyone turn to look at me.


      “If there is, I’m sure there wouldn’t be any issues!” Geuss barked.


      He’s like Fluffy Senior.


      “Well, if you could actually do that, then I would appreciate it as well,” Wolfgang chimed in.


      Huh? Are you all expecting me to come up with a solution?


      “You’ve done it again, Patience!” Benjamin said, patting me on the shoulder.


      Wait, seriously?! Now I’m supposed to figure this out?!


      “What if we begin by seeing where those cables on the ceiling connect to, Lady Patience?” Mikhail suggested.


      I appreciate you, Mikhail! You’re the only one who’s giving me useful help!


      “That’s an excellent idea, Sir Mikhail!” I replied. “Let us follow the cables!”


      And so, we decided to focus on the cables running between the magic lamps lining the ceiling of the underground passages. The rest of the group began hounding Mikhail to explain what cables we were talking about.


      Shut up!


      “Could everyone please quiet down?!” My words always came out proper thanks to OG Patience.


      Everyone immediately shut their mouths, and I could finally concentrate. The most important part of this investigation was going to be how clearly I could visualize nondestructive testing.


      What’s the best way to find where these cables lead? X-rays? No, radiation would be dangerous. Maybe an ultrasound?


      The only nondestructive testing methods I knew were from media when they were used to investigate Buddha statues and bridges without destroying them. For our purposes, I would attempt to trace the cables back to their power source at Gaius’s Knoll...


      “Oh! The cables seem to come together in that direction!” I said, pointing. Wow, magic is so strange. I could see where the cables led, almost like they were neon lights.


      “They must be above the hangar!” Benjamin barked.


      “Yes, that is where they appear to converge,” I replied. “The power source seems to be diagonally above the hangar. I can see a faintly glowing mass there... Is anyone else able to see it?”


      Everyone glared at me.


      “How do you see them glow, Patience?” Caesar asked, his eyes incredibly earnest. “Please, teach me!”


      “Um, do you understand how vibrations create sound? Different things respond to sound waves in unique ways. For example, boulders respond to sound waves differently than those cables, which are not something naturally occurring within these tunnels. I simply followed that unique response.” That’s basically how echolocation with ultrasound works, right?


      “Where did you learn such a concept, Dame Patience?” Geuss asked.


      Is it not common knowledge in this world that sounds are just vibrations in the air?


      “I am in the music club, so I am always thinking about resonance,” I replied. “I also may have read about this phenomenon in a book.”


      Everyone here was a noble and was either a former or current student at the Royal Academy. In other words, they all had some level of musical education.


      “That’s true!” Arthur chimed in. “Sound is created when you pluck a string, which creates vibrations in the air!”


      I’m glad he got it so quickly! I think that’s basically correct. The specifics might be different, but I don’t have a smartphone to look up that information. This is the best I can do.


      Everyone fell silent, seemingly lost in thought.


      “I get it!” Benjamin exclaimed. “You follow the echoes of the vibrations!”


      What are you doing, Benjamin?! I feel a lot of mana building up!


      “Hold on!” Caesar yelled, frantically stopping him. “With the mana you have, you’ll end up destroying the whole roof!”


      “He’s right,” Arthur said. “You need to be precise, like plucking a single string on an instrument... Oh, that must be it!”


      Perhaps Arthur got a hang of the technique so quickly because he was proficient in earth magic.


      “Teach me how you did it, Arthur!” Caesar begged.


      Everyone else also focused on Arthur’s explanation.


      “First, the most important thing is visualization. Imagine sending out a minute blast of mana, as if you’re plucking one of the strings on a lute. Then, you keep following the path of whatever that mana bounces off of!”


      Arthur’s explanation seemed to make more sense to everyone than mine did.


      “I can see it now!” Mikhail exclaimed. It made sense he was the next to pick up on it, since he’d been focused on the cables for a while.


      “I can see it as well, Lady Patience!” Simon shared.


      I guess since Mary considered him a cute “little master,” I can be a little happy for him.


      “I still can’t see it, but you say that the power source is over there, right?!” Geuss exclaimed. “Let’s try digging to that spot from aboveground!”


      “No, you might break something!” Wolfgang said in protest.


      “What if we just investigate the system from aboveground, Professor Geuss?” Simon suggested. “We could map out the cable network.”


      Both professors agreed to Simon’s suggestion. Wolfgang also seemed desperate to find some way to research this power source.


      “I will finally be free from door duty,” I muttered to myself.


      Caesar chuckled.


      “Many people here still can’t see the cables. Also, those who can see them probably don’t have as clear of an image as you do. I’m sure you’ll be asked to continue assisting.”


      Apparently, Caesar only had a blurry image of the cables. Perhaps his visualization of the ultrasound wasn’t clear enough.


      “The investigation of these sites is going to take quite some time,” I remarked. “It will be troublesome if everyone doesn’t learn how to do it themselves.”


      Wolfgang and Geuss both shook their heads.


      “The future headmaster’s daughter is quite the scary little lady,” Geuss remarked.


      “Indeed,” Wolfgang agreed. “We must all be careful of her.”


      How rude! I’m going to start ignoring you both!


      For some reason, everyone was laughing. Hmph!!!




      After we returned to the manor, I used a tuning fork, which we used to tune the hanon, to help the others strengthen their visualization of sound waves.


      “Please try to overlay your mana onto the sound of the tuning fork,” I instructed.


      Simon and Caesar had both had trouble getting a clear image of the cables, so they were earnest in their effort to improve. Of course, the two professors and the other assistants were also following along.


      “You’re so smart, Patience!” Benjamin said, complimenting me. “Using the tuning fork made it really clear!”


      Aw, he must be happy that he finally succeeded!


      “Hmm... I sort of understand, but I still want to dig up that area!”


      Geuss was as unrelenting as ever. Well, we probably won’t be able to confirm if the power source is there without some digging.


      “If we can acquire this skill, it will be revolutionary in investigating historical sites,” Wolfgang remarked to his assistant, Yuri. He seemed to still be having trouble. “You must work to acquire this skill as well, Yuri!”


      “You must overlay your mana onto the vibrations created by the tuning fork, professor,” Philips said, staying with the history professor and doing his best to help him.


      Philips is always so nice.


      Wolfgang turned red from how hard he was concentrating, but eventually he jumped up excitedly.


      “I saw it!!!” he exclaimed.


      Good grief, that took a while. Though some people didn’t have as clear of an image as others, eventually everyone was somewhat able to see the cable network.


      “Starting tomorrow, I’ll be able to play with my brothers!” I remarked with joy.


      I would hate to waste another day of wonderful weather stuck underground. If it’s sunny tomorrow, we should go to the beach!


      “Get it together, Patience!” Benjamin barked, chiding me. “This is no time for playing! We have to investigate the power source!”


      I’ll leave that to the survey team. After all, that is their job!




      The next day, the weather was again wonderful, but I still had to accompany the survey team once more. It was truly unfortunate, given that it was a perfect day to go for a swim at the beach. Even Count Northcourt was joining us because he was interested in the mysterious power source.


      We traveled on horseback, and both the stick-thin Wolfgang and Geuss, with his strange cape, skillfully rode their horses. Mary was riding along with one of Count Northcourt’s guards. Darn, I should’ve done the same thing! There was quite a steep incline on the way to the ruins from the knoll, which made it a taxing ride for a beginner.


      “I can hold your reins, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips said, offering to help. He deftly controlled his own horse while holding on to the reins of mine and leading the way. I could see why Russell had invited him to join the riding club.


      I thought back to when Lady Eugenia had held my horse’s reins, and Philips was doing just as well as she had. My opinion was that of a complete novice, though, so it was possible that I was mistaken.


      “I believe we have almost reached the area that is above the hangar,” I said. “I only just realized it, but we have neglected investigating the surface until now.” The hangar was located roughly halfway between the tunnel entrance at Gaius’s Knoll and the former consul’s residence. “We should be able to spot the area right away, because it will be devoid of any soil or fallen leaves.”


      The first time we’d opened the hangar ceiling door, an avalanche of soil and leaves had come raining down from above. That had probably exposed a massive, man-made boulder similar to the one by the knoll entrance.


      “Hey, everyone!” Benjamin called out. “I think it’s over here!”


      “It appears they’ve found the hangar door,” Philips remarked.


      The rest of the group could have begun inspecting the area, but for some reason, they waited for me to join them.


      “Look at this, Patience!” my uncle said as he lifted me off of my horse.


      “This must be the ceiling of the hangar,” I remarked. “The artificial boulders surrounding it appear to be buried under a lot of soil and leaves.”


      The Kazarian ruins were uphill from Gaius’s Knoll. Further, both areas had trees, but there were none in this area. Therefore, we concluded that the trees in this area had been removed to avoid blocking sunlight.


      “Move, soil and leaves!” I incanted.


      The ceiling door of the hangar, which we suspected to house the power source, appeared as a massive boulder on the surface and was surrounded by several other man-made boulders. I used my magic to remove the dirt and leaves covering up those smaller boulders. If we were in Romano, I would’ve taken all this with me to use as topsoil for our gardens.


      “Are you using earth magic?” Geuss asked.


      I’m pretty sure I’m not, since only the household magic stone reacted to my mana.


      “It appears these boulders were buried under a significant amount of soil,” Wolfgang commented. “Perhaps unearthing them will allow more power to flow into the underground passages.” Given his vast experience with historical sites, Wolfgang was adept at making these sorts of inferences.


      Though the system might not operate in exactly the same manner as the solar generators from my previous life, I suspected that the underground lights and passage entrances were powered by solar energy. It was unnatural how there were no trees in the area. As soon as I moved the soil and leaves out of the way and tried using my ultrasound magic again, the neon glow of the cables became extremely vivid. Geuss still appeared to have trouble with nondestructive investigation methods, but even he noticed through echolocation that the cable network had become more visible.


      “If we could see whether the underground lamps are brighter, then we would know that these boulders are part of the power source...” Geuss remarked before glancing over at me.


      What, you want me to go all the way back to Gaius’s Knoll, open the door, and walk all the way back here and open the hangar from underground?


      “Is there no way to open the hangar from aboveground?” Count Northcourt asked. Perhaps he was worried for my physical well-being.


      We all searched the area, but alas, there were no suspicious divots or protrusions.


      “For now, let’s all return to the entrance. Patience can open it up for us, and we’ll confirm whether the lamps are brighter.”




      We had to travel downhill to get back to Gaius’s Knoll. This is so much scarier than going uphill!


      “Don’t worry!” Philips reassured me, holding my horse’s reins once more.


      Thanks to him, I managed to arrive back at the knoll in one piece. Phew, that was exhausting.


      “Open the door, Patience!” everyone called out to me. Once again, they had been forced to wait for me to arrive.


      I should’ve had Angela come here today. She’s actually good at horseback riding.


      “Open!” I commanded while pressing the divot. The entrance seemed to open more smoothly than usual, but that could just be because repeated use had moved all the surrounding dirt and leaves out of the way.


      “Wow, it’s so bright!” I exclaimed. I didn’t even need to go into the tunnels to see that the dark passages were now brightly lit. That said, we were still going inside.


      “It’s bright enough that we won’t need our own lamps to navigate the tunnels,” Philips remarked. Even though we could see where we were going, he still continued escorting me.


      “Those boulders surrounding the hangar door really were the power source!” Geuss exclaimed, energized by this revelation. “Let’s head back and investigate them!”


      I wasn’t going to tag along for that. After traveling downhill on horseback, I was both mentally and physically exhausted.


      “I will be returning to the manor now, uncle,” I quietly informed the count. Despite my efforts to remain unnoticed, Wolfgang and Geuss didn’t miss a single thing I said.


      “Without your presence, we won’t be able to make any progress on our investigation of the power source, Dame Patience...” Wolfgang murmured reluctantly. He apparently was still having trouble seeing the cable network.


      “Are you really going to leave after we made such a significant discovery?!” Geuss shouted in disbelief.


      “I’m sorry, but I’m not very fond of horseback riding, so I’ve become quite tired.”


      Simon looked worried, perhaps because he kept comparing me to my mother, who’d had a weak constitution and died young.


      “You shouldn’t push yourself, Patience,” my uncle advised. “Please return to the manor. I’ll have some guards escort you back!”


      Count Northcourt was often blinded by his desire to investigate the tunnels and ruins, but he took my request to return seriously. Of course, that could just be because he didn’t want to get yelled at by Aunt Lilianna if I passed out, and not out of actual concern for me.


      Three guards, including the one who had been helping Mary get around, accompanied me back to the manor.


      “Are you feeling all right, my lady?” Mary asked. She’d gotten off her horse first and rushed over to mine.


      I was still on my horse, waiting for a mounting stool to be set up.


      “Yes, I’m okay,” I replied. “Traveling up and down the hill just made me nervous, which tired me out. I also simply didn’t want to go on another round trip to the hangar.” Some could say I was being lazy, but I was truly exhausted. “I’d like to rest in my room, so please bring me some tea.”


      It was almost time for lunch, but I wanted to rest more than anything. I’d been anxious while on horseback, and I was quite parched, both of which contributed to me being spent.


      Once I was in my room, Mary brought me some cookies and tea, and I helped myself to a small amount of them before lying down.


      “Please let my aunt and brothers know that I’ll be resting a bit.”


      I really hate horseback riding. If I ever get invited to a hunt, I’m going to decline the offer! I seriously need to learn how to say, “No!” With that thought in mind, I drifted into slumber.


      Being young was truly wonderful. All it took was one nap, and I recovered from my exhaustion.


      “Are you all right, my lady?” Mary asked. She was in a chair beside my bed.


      “Yes, I’m fine now. Did you have lunch, Mary?” She nodded, but I wasn’t sure if she was being honest. “What about the survey team and my uncle?”


      Mary shrugged.


      “I only know that a guard came by earlier to collect some packed lunches and return to Gaius’s Knoll,” she reported. “I find it strange that some boulders could be a significant discovery.”


      I guess they all got too excited and decided to stay. Coming back first was definitely the right choice. I wouldn’t have had the energy to eat lunch and continue investigating.


      “Oh, is Angela operating the door for them?” I would’ve felt bad for Angela if that had been the case, but thankfully it turned out they were keeping their investigation aboveground.


      “It is almost time for tea,” Mary informed me. “What would you like to do?”


      I learned that my angels had gone horseback riding with Samuel and Angela. I should probably be practicing riding more, but right now I wasn’t looking to ride a horse again anytime soon.


      “I will go downstairs and have tea.” I’d probably worried Aunt Lilianna by skipping lunch, so I didn’t want to cause her any more concern.


      “Are you feeling all right, Patience?” my aunt asked immediately upon my arrival.


      “Yes, I am. A short rest was all I needed to be refreshed.” Nassius and Henry both looked worried, so I gave them each a kiss on the cheek and told them, “I’m all right!”


      “You get tired because you’re bad at horseback riding,” Samuel said.


      You’re not wrong, but couldn’t you be a little nicer, Samuel?


      “I should have gone in your place, Lady Patience...” Angela remarked in a regretful tone.


      “You are definitely better at riding than I am, but I wanted to see the power source of the tunnel system myself,” I replied, assuring her that she had nothing to feel sorry about.


      Well, now that I’ve seen it, I’m not raring to go back.


      We now knew that the boulders surrounding the hangar door were something like solar panels that collected energy. There was a battery located somewhere diagonally above the hangar, where that energy was stored. That energy was used to illuminate the tunnels and operate the entrances.


      “You discovered how the entrance is powered, sister?” Nassius asked, his eyes sparkling with excitement.


      “Yes, we did. There are man-made boulders on the surface surrounding the hangar door. They take in sunlight and use that energy to operate the doors and light the underground lamps. Oh, you should also know that I cleared the dirt and leaves that were covering up the boulders, and the lamps are now much brighter.”


      “I want to see that!” Nassius, Samuel, and Henry all exclaimed in unison.


      Even if it was for my precious angels’ sake, I couldn’t bring myself to go back to the ruins today.


      “If we can uncover how that power source works, it will probably help many people!” Nassius pointed out.


      Ugh, how am I supposed to turn them down now? He’s absolutely right!


      “We’ll have to wait for uncle to return. You’ll need his permission to go,” I said.


      Samuel pouted, clearly unhappy with that. Thankfully, Aunt Lilianna stepped in.


      “The survey team is an official unit that has been dispatched by His Majesty. You cannot accompany them without your father’s permission.”


      She was right. Even Caesar and the others were only allowed to accompany the survey team because they’d been granted permission due to their help in making copies of the ancient texts.


      “Will father allow us to join them?” Samuel asked, which made his mother smile. He had really changed from when we first met, back when he hated learning.


      “If you ask sincerely, I believe he will,” Aunt Lilianna replied.


      It was also for the best that Count Northcourt allowed Samuel to join, given that he would eventually succeed his father as count. This investigation was likely to continue for some time, so Samuel should learn as much as he could about it.


      “Would Henry or I be able to go, sister?” Nassius asked, his gray eyes clouding over with disappointment. Henry had also sadly shrunken down. I couldn’t just sit here and do nothing.


      “I will also ask uncle to allow you both to join,” I said. “As long as you promise not to bother the survey team, I’m sure he would allow you to accompany us.”


      A smile returned to their faces. I guess I’m going riding again tomorrow. Not only would I have to be there as my brothers’ guardian, but now that I was rested, I found myself wanting to look into the solar energy system. I can’t ignore something with so many possible benefits!

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 7: Tension Within the Survey Team


      I’d been ready to never go horseback riding again, but the very next day, I once again found myself on a horse. My angels want to see the power source. I don’t have any other choice! Today wouldn’t be as bad, since we didn’t have to keep traveling back and forth from Gaius’s Knoll.


      “Would you like to ride along on someone’s horse, Patience?” my uncle asked. After seeing how terrible I was on horseback, he’d become worried about me. “Oh, I’ve got it! Can someone take the reins of Patience’s horse?”


      I was now riding with a soldier walking alongside me while holding my horse’s reins. It felt like those horse-riding experiences available during my previous life.


      “I apologize for the trouble,” I said to the guard. I felt bad that he had to hike up the hill while everyone else easily cleared the incline thanks to their horses.


      “It is no inconvenience, my lady,” the guard replied. “This area is quite steep, and it would be terrible if you fell off your horse.”


      Perhaps the guard was in excellent shape, because he seemed completely unbothered by the trek uphill. Having the guard beside me turned out to be better than being led by someone else also on a horse—the additional sense of stability helped calm my nerves.


      “Are you doing all right, Mademoiselle Patience?” Philips called out in a concerned tone.


      “Yes, I’m fine,” I assured him, raising my voice slightly. I would’ve preferred to get closer to him before replying, but with the guard on foot, I couldn’t get too close to Philips. “Please go ahead without me.”


      Not only did I have a guard leading me to the power source, but there were many more guards at the rear of the party. I don’t think I’ve seen any monsters around Gaius’s Knoll. I wonder if they’ve been hunting them since before we got there.


      “You’re here at last,” my uncle said. “Are you doing all right?”


      By the time I arrived, everyone had already gotten off their horses. My uncle helped me off my horse, a trivial delay which Geuss nonetheless seemed to find unbearable.


      “I can see that those artificial boulders are connected to each other, but I can’t see much past that,” he began griping before my feet had even touched the ground. “I’d like you to map out the connections, Dame Patience!”


      Can’t you wait a few more seconds?! I wanted to scold the professor, but I decided to hold my tongue and be cooperative since he’d allowed my brothers to tag along.


      “All the artificial boulders are connected to that glowing spot over there,” I explained. “From there, the lines connecting them travel down to the underground tunnels.”


      Geuss handed me a sketchbook, and I made a rough sketch of the layout. The massive boulder that corresponded with the hangar ceiling was surrounded by eight artificial boulders. There were lines connecting all the boulders to the glowing box, which then led deeper underground.


      Yeah, this really reminds me of solar power systems and power lines from my previous world. I have no way to tell, though, if this is actually solar power or if this system is converting sunlight into mana or something. I couldn’t imagine a conventional solar power system would survive a millennium, so the most logical conclusion was that there was some magic at work.


      “So this is how it’s laid out!” Geuss exclaimed. His volume was not friendly to my eardrums. “In that case, the power supply must be buried over there!”


      Simon and Michael, both being researchers of alchemy, had it written all over their faces that they wanted to dig up the power supply. If Geuss ordered them to dig, they would probably do it without any hesitation.


      “Digging up the power supply carries the risk of destroying it, Professor Geuss!” Wolfgang argued, spreading his arms out wide to block Geuss from the area where the glowing box was located.


      “If we unravel how this power system operates, it will be a monumental discovery!!!”


      Geuss wasn’t wrong, but I didn’t like that they were headed straight for another fight.


      “How were you able to tell all of this just from looking at it, sister?” Nassius asked with a puzzled expression. Right, I haven’t taught him about the nondestructive testing method.


      “You send out a very small blast of mana, similar to plucking a lute string. That mana will pass through the same type of material at the same speed, but if there is something else mixed inside, it will react to that. If you focus your mana on the areas where there are reactions, you will be able to see the layout clearly.”


      I tried to be much more thorough than last time, since I was passing on knowledge to my beloved little angels. As I was explaining, Caesar and Benjamin came closer and listened in. I thought you guys knew how to do it already. I’m trying to teach Nassius and Henry, not you two! You’re both tall, so you’re blocking my angels’ view!


      “Watch Nassius!” I said, ducking between my schoolmates to get past them. It was time for a hands-on lesson—after all, Nassius learned best by seeing an example. “You send out your mana like this!” I cast the spell so that it would make an audible blip, so that he could hear it happening, à la the sonar on submarines from my previous life.


      “Ummm, I can only use wind magic, so I will try it with that... Oh, I can see a line between those two boulders!”


      Nassius had a knack for magic, so he grasped the spell right away.


      “I can’t see it, sister!” Henry fretted.


      Oh no! I wonder if it’s harder for him since his proficiency is in physical enhancement. Don’t worry, your big sister will take care of it. There’s no need to look so sad!


      “You can do physical enhancement magic, right, Henry?” I stood behind him and placed my hands on his shoulders as a gesture of encouragement. “In that case, focus on channeling your mana to your eyes while staring at the space between the two artificial boulders. Do you feel like something else is there, inside the soil?” Then, I focused my attention on him.


      “Oh, I can see a glowing line!” Henry exclaimed. “All of those lines gather at a spot that’s super bright! It’s almost like a magic lamp!”


      My hands were still on his shoulders, and I could feel his joy coursing throughout his entire body. He’s just too cute! I wrapped my arms around him and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.


      “You seem like you know a lot more than when you were teaching us,” Benjamin grumbled.


      What are you talking about? Of course I’m going to treat you differently than my sweet, precious angels.


      “I can’t see it either, Patience!” Samuel exclaimed. I decided that he deserved a proper lesson as well, since he was Nassius’s friend.


      I proceeded to guide Samuel through the process, completely unaware that Simon had been watching the entire thing with a look of disbelief.


      “Is that cluster of light a bunch of magic stones, sister?” Nassius asked. “The cluster seems like it is gathering mana through the smaller boulders.”


      While I was busy teaching Henry and Samuel, Nassius appeared to have been intently inspecting the cable network.


      “I agree,” I replied. “I believe that the system is absorbing some kind of usable power through sunlight, which gets stored in that glowing box. However, I’m not sure if there’s a spell converting the energy into mana, or if the supply mechanism applies force to convert it to usable power.”


      “Forcing the energy to become power?” Nassius tilted his head, confused. “I understand the sunlight becoming mana, but what is this ‘force’?”


      Um, how do I explain this? I can see how it would be hard to grasp physics in a world with actual magic. Now that I’m thinking about it, I don’t think we’ve ever learned much science at the academy.


      “Force is what makes things work,” I explained. “There are plenty of examples of force in our daily lives. When force is applied to the food we eat, it becomes energy to move our bodies. A growing flower uses force to take energy from the sun, which it uses to bloom. Force is what moves energy to create light and sound. With a magic lamp, the magic circle would be the ‘force’ that allows the lamp to use the mana stored in the magic stone.”


      Nassius seemed to understand, but Henry seemed lost.


      “For example, burning firewood makes a room warm, right?” I said, continuing to explain. “When we feel warm, that is because the force of burning the wood sends energy into the air. Sunlight also contains energy. I believe these artificial boulders are collecting the sun’s energy, and the glowing box applies a force to it, which turns it into a source of power that the tunnels can use.”


      Henry suddenly remembered the magic stone that he’d purchased in the town.


      “Oh, so that glowing box is like a magic stone! It’s the magic stone powering the lamps underground, right?”


      Oh, he might be right!


      “That’s a very good observation, Henry,” I said, praising him. “The glowing clump might be a mana accumulator, or more specifically, a group of replenishable artificial magic stones.”


      Benjamin, who’d been listening in on our conversation, suddenly interjected.


      “What an absurd hypothesis! But...at the same time, it actually makes a lot of sense!”


      While Benjamin was shouting much too loudly for how close he was, Caesar was mumbling something to himself and pacing in circles. Then he suddenly made his way toward me and picked me up.


      “You’re amazing, Patience!” he howled with excitement. “Your ingenuity is on par with the legendary alchemist Rubens! This has reaffirmed what I’ve always known: You’re meant to be an alchemist, Patience!”


      Blinded by his excitement, Caesar had unwittingly begun spinning me around in circles. I feel like a teddy bear being manhandled. Stop spinning me!


      “Please let Patience go, Sir Caesar,” Count Northcourt said, cautioning him. “She may end up feeling dizzy.”


      Thanks to my uncle, Caesar finally put me down. Count Northcourt seemed quite surprised by Caesar’s enthusiasm, which was understandable given that he’d only ever seen Caesar behave like a proper duke’s son should. He wouldn’t have been so shocked if he’d seen how Caesar had reacted when I revealed I was trying to re-create Magius’s cape.


      “You must share your thinking with the world, Patience!” Caesar insisted. “This is a revolutionary discovery not only for the Kingdom of Lawrence but for the entire world!”


      “What is this ‘force’ you’ve been discussing, Lady Patience?!” Geuss hollered, barging into our conversation. Thanks to all the commotion that Benjamin and Caesar had stirred up, the troublesome professor was now involved in this too. He’s got the ears of a hawk!


      “It is something I came up with to explain the power supply to my brothers,” I said, desperate to avoid digging the hole I was in any deeper. I already have enough to deal with!


      Unfortunately for me, Simon had been listening in on my discussion with my angels from the very beginning.


      “Lady Patience suggested that those artificial boulders absorb the energy in sunlight, and that area over there applies force to convert it into mana,” Simon explained to his boss. “She believes that the cluster of light over there is a group of artificial magic stones that can accumulate mana and be replenished.”


      I really screwed up! Not realizing that Simon had been listening was quite the blunder on my part. At least with Caesar and Benjamin, I’d built up enough of a rapport with them that they were more likely to believe my bluffs.


      “I’ve never heard of such an idea before!” Geuss barked. “And yet, I cannot imagine there would be any better way to explain this phenomenon!”


      First Caesar and Benjamin attracted Geuss with their volume, and now Geuss drew Wolfgang’s attention with his booming voice.


      “What is the reason for all of this commotion?”


      I want to run far, far away from here.


      “That bright cluster might be an artificial mana stone!” Geuss reported to his colleague. “The idea is that it accumulates mana and can replenish the energy it uses! If that were true, then that would perfectly explain how the tunnels are powered!”


      Wolfgang was shocked at first, but he immediately objected to Geuss’s claim.


      “Do you have any proof that the power supply is such a fantastical device? Perhaps you are simply accepting this hypothesis because you want a reason to dig it up.”


      I had no proof whatsoever. I’d simply thought of solar power systems and batteries from my previous life, then applied the same principles to mana and magic stones.


      “We should get going,” I said to my brothers. “If we don’t leave soon, we won’t return in time for lunch.”


      Samuel was at Count Northcourt’s side, so it was possible he would stay. Regardless of what everyone else was doing, I wanted out of here as soon as possible. Everyone was focused on the professors’ argument, so I attempted to use this opportunity to sneak out. Alas, someone got in my way.


      “Don’t run, Patience!” Benjamin shouted, catching me.


      “My! What a terrible thing to suggest. I am simply trying to return to the manor so I can make sure my brothers are fed.”


      In an even worse turn of events, Benjamin had stopped me long enough for the professors to realize I was trying to escape.


      “I would very much like to hear your detailed thoughts on this matter, Dame Patience,” Wolfgang said. His tone was polite, but his gaze suggested that he wasn’t going to let me leave, no matter what.


      “What is this force that you were speaking of?” Geuss asked, barraging me with more questions before I could even respond. “And what of these replenishable artificial magic stones? How does one even come up with such a hypothesis?”


      I wish I could just google stuff on my smartphone. It’s really unfortunate.


      “That was all a story that I, a mere child, made up to provide my younger brothers with some sort of explanation. I have no basis for any of it.”


      That’s technically true! I don’t have a reason to believe any of this stuff works like technology from my previous life, and I just made it sound like it could apply to magic stones!


      “Where did you come up with this idea of a relationship between force and energy?” Wolfgang asked. “I’ve never once heard of anything remotely similar to your hypothesis. You even came up with this idea of nondestructive testing. Is there secret knowledge in the Granger family library that I’m not privy to?”


      It was true that our library was ridiculously extensive and magnificent for how poor we were, but I was pretty sure there weren’t any special secrets hidden within it. My father’s going to be the headmaster soon. Can Wolfgang just pester him about this instead?


      “I couldn’t say,” I replied. “I haven’t read every text in the library, but I have read through a significant amount of it. Perhaps all of that reading taught me to think creatively.”


      As I stood there cornered by the professors, my uncle appeared and unknowingly saved me once more.


      “Is everything all right?” he asked. “It is almost time for lunch, so I suggest we retire to the manor for now.”


      Thank God! I’m safe now. So I thought, but I should have known that I wasn’t going to get off that easily.




      We all returned to the manor for lunch, possibly because it would be nearly impossible to bring packed lunches up on that steep hill. Well, technically the guards had succeeded in bringing them up the hill yesterday; however, apparently it had been incredibly difficult to eat because of the incline. The seating options were virtually nonexistent. Technically, you could sit on top of the hangar ceiling, but there was something unsettling about sitting on top of a surface that you knew could split open. I’d heard that half of the group had traveled down to Gaius’s Knoll to have their lunch.


      The survey team seemed prepared to return to the site after lunch, but I was determined to go swimming with my angels. It’s such a beautiful day! We have to go to the beach! Such carefree thoughts went through my head as I ate my lunch, completely unaware that this peace I’d been afforded was simply the calm before the storm.


      “Hey, Patience,” Samuel whispered to me. “I feel like the survey team members have been staring at you a lot.”


      Ever since the survey team had arrived in Northcourt County, we children had all been sitting together in our own group. In fact, Caesar and my other schoolmates also sat together, as did the survey team members. We were all nobles, and no one dared to act inappropriately in front of Count Northcourt, but the survey team was definitely glancing over at me frequently throughout their meal. It was quite obvious, and I’d noticed long before Samuel mentioned it.


      “More importantly, would you like to go swimming this afternoon?” I asked. “It’s the perfect weather for a visit to the beach.”


      “That’s a great idea!” Samuel excitedly whispered back.


      “My, we’re going swimming?” Angela chimed in. “I’m looking forward to it.”


      “Yay, swimming!” Henry cheered.


      “You must keep your voice down, Henry,” Nassius cautioned.


      We children had been speaking quietly, and this conversation had nothing to do with the survey team, who were seated at the head of the table. At this point, I could only assume that the professors had been cursed with superhuman hearing.


      “I would very much like you to return with us after lunch, Dame Patience,” Geuss requested. I felt bad turning him down, but there was no way I was getting on a horse again today—even with someone controlling the reins on foot. Wolfgang seemed to pick up on my unwillingness and changed his approach.


      “If you will not be returning to the site, perhaps we could simply get together here at the manor,” the historian suggested. “I would very much like to hear your ideas about force, energy, and these replenishable artificial magic stones. After all, I haven’t gotten a proper overview of the details.”


      Wolfgang was pushing quite hard. Ugh, middle-aged men are not my thing. Also, I don’t want to be stuck inside when it’s such a beautiful day out! I’m on summer break, for crying out loud!


      “Are you trying to corner Dame Patience, Professor Wolfgang?!” Geuss snapped, committing a faux pas by raising his voice.


      Aunt Lilianna raised a brow.


      “Is there something wrong?”


      “No, no,” Wolfgang assured her in a temperate tone. “My apologies, Countess Northcourt. I was simply hoping to hear more about Dame Patience’s incredible hypothesis.”


      “You say that, but I know what you’re actually planning on, Wolfgang!” Guess shouted in an accusatory manner, flaring his nostrils. Perhaps this sort of behavior was why alchemists had a bad reputation.


      I need to reflect on my own behavior too. Next time, I won’t just blurt out whatever idea comes to my mind.




      The Northcourt butler must have been waiting for the right moment, because he suddenly appeared with a silver platter in his hand, which was presented to the quarreling professors. On top of the platter was a letter.


      Geuss accepted the letter and looked through it.


      “Wonderful! It appears that our mage will finally be joining us!”


      Judging from his behavior, it had probably felt restricting that he was at the mercy of my and Angela’s schedules when it came to whether he could enter the tunnels. I’m so glad we won’t be on door duty anymore.


      “However, we still do not know whether our mage will be able to operate the door,” Wolfgang pointed out after reading the letter himself. He was as careful as ever. “This letter says nothing about the mage’s capabilities in household magic.”


      I’m sure it’s fine and everything will work out! I thought with an optimistic attitude. Given the state the Granger family was in when I reincarnated into this world, I would have gone crazy by now if I hadn’t been actively trying to think positively and stay relaxed. That being said, I did reserve my right to be scrupulous when it came to our food stores.


      Ugh, I forgot about all the summer crops I was planning to grow! I definitely don’t regret coming to Northcourt with my angels, but I feel like I’m falling behind. I’ve definitely been prioritizing my fun, leisure-focused projects.


      Since I was already right by the ocean, this was a great opportunity to stock up on sea salt, which I could bring back to Romano to use for food preservation. I’d just thought of a new method for sea salt production, and I was excited to immediately try it out this afternoon.


      “I know you’re planning to make trouble again, Patience!” Benjamin suddenly exclaimed.


      Darn, he’s got a good nose for this stuff. I’m just going to make some salt for personal use.


      “My, I would never intentionally cause trouble!” I replied. “You make me sound so rowdy. I am simply planning to test out something at the beach.”


      Benjamin put his fork and knife down and silently mulled something over before responding.


      “In that case, I will join you at the beach!”


      What?! He would have a better time investigating the power source with the survey team! It’ll be difficult to test my idea if Benjamin is there.


      “Very well, I will be going swimming this afternoon as well!” Caesar suddenly chimed in. “We should take advantage of being so close to the beach.”


      Now Caesar’s joining?! Before I could process that, Arthur, Bryce, and Mikhail all declared they would be accompanying us to the beach.


      “Please allow me to accompany you as well, Mademoiselle Patience,” Philips asked.


      Even Philips wants to be there?! It appeared Benjamin’s comment had piqued everyone’s interest in what I might be up to.


      “It is really something quite minor,” I insisted. “I am simply going to test an idea I had, so I believe your time would be better spent returning to the site of the power source.” The alchemy club members and Philips all stared, clearly suspicious of my assertions, and I cracked. “That being said, you are, of course, welcome to spend your afternoons however you’d like...”


      I should be safe to make sea salt. It shouldn’t be cause for alarm, since the king is familiar with the concept through Prince Richard’s project.


      “May I accompany you all to the beach as well, Lady Patience?” Simon suddenly asked. Maybe he doesn’t want to be the only cousin who isn’t going. That shouldn’t really matter though, given that our families are estranged. “It’s a bit embarrassing to admit, but Capecot does not have any beaches, so my swimming skills leave much to be desired.”


      “Do you have clothes to swim in?” I asked. I preferred he not come, since anything he saw or heard would get back to Geuss.


      “I can lend Sir Simon my swimsuit,” Court Northcourt said. “I think it should fit all right, since we’re roughly the same height.”


      Why’d you have to meddle, uncle?!


      “I gratefully accept your offer, Count Northcourt.”


      Now the other assistants were asking to join as well. In fact, Wolfgang’s assistant Yuri was insisting that he come to the beach no matter what, which was probably just what he thought Wolfgang wanted him to do. I suggested it was perhaps ill-advised, since they wouldn’t have swimsuits, but Michael and Yuri both assured me that they would be fine swimming in spare clothes and wouldn’t back down. They definitely had the stronger argument, since everyone here had also been swimming in spare clothes until recently.


      “You must take care not to get sunburnt, Patience,” Aunt Lilianna said, giving me beauty-focused advice. Despite her concerns about my skin, she believed it was healthier for the boys she was looking after to be out at the beach rather than holed up underground, so she was pleased by this turn of events.


      I let Mary know that I could change into my swimsuit on my own and asked her to head to the dye studio, where I wanted her to start cleaning some pots. As soon as I got changed, I left my room to join Mary in the dye studio and helped her wash the big pot she’d started cleaning.


      “Become clean!” I incanted. I did the same for two small pots, which gave me three sparkling clean pots. I’m going to get myself some sea salt, I thought with a giggle, feeling positively giddy.


      We made our way to the carriages, which had already been loaded with a plethora of floats. It was cumbersome to deflate and reinflate them every time we went to the beach, so we’d left them inflated.


      “What are these?!” Michael exclaimed, startled by the floats. He was visibly intrigued by them, which was expected given that he was an alchemist.


      “These are floats and body boards that Patience made,” Samuel explained to him, performing his duties as a host.


      Simon and Michael immediately fixed their gazes on me; their intent stares felt piercing. I’m pretty sure Simon was there when I made some of these. Maybe he didn’t see them after they were inflated though.


      “Is this material made of slime powder?” Michael wondered out loud while inspecting the floats.


      “I believe so,” Simon replied. “I think it’s a combination of slime powder and silicon. However, there must be some other component that gives it this texture.”


      Their spot-on observations were indicative of their skills as research assistants in the alchemy department of Romano University, but they weren’t able to figure out the final component: the sticky goop.


      “May I ask what this is made of, Lady Patience? Have you already applied to patent this material?”


      Despite addressing me as “lady” and acting so distant and formal, the way he didn’t hesitate to ask such questions was quite impudent. I mean, I wouldn’t mind if he’d just been ignoring me alone, but he keeps trying to cozy up to me while completely ignoring my brothers. They’re his cousins too! Humph!


      “Yes, the Burns Trading Company has submitted the application on my behalf,” I replied, giving in to my resentment. “While there is no harm in answering your questions, isn’t it more enjoyable to solve a challenge on your own?” With that, I walked away.


      My mean-spirited response was not only the result of Simon’s behavior toward my brothers, but also the fact that he was Geuss’s spy. I had no obligation to show him kindness, but it was also difficult to be completely cold to him, since Mary had a soft spot for him. If he’d just been friendlier to Nassius and Henry, I would’ve been willing to extend him kindness.


      Soon after, we boarded the carriages and departed for the beach.


      “You seem a little tough on Sir Simon, Patience,” Samuel said, getting involved for some unknown reason.


      Was I really so brusque that even Samuel picked up on it? I feel like I was much more cordial than I needed to be.


      “Do I? Well, the Capecot and Granger families are estranged, so I believe I am being plenty generous in my demeanor toward him.”


      Samuel burst out into laughter.


      “I didn’t know you had it in you to pick on someone, Patience! I’ve never seen you be mean like that!”


      Stop it, Samuel! Now Nassius and Henry are both staring in shock!


      “My sister did not pick on anyone,” Nassius objected. “She merely suggested that Sir Simon take the time to think of the answer. She’s previously done the same with both Sir Caesar and Sir Benjamin.”


      You’re so sweet, Nassius! If Samuel weren’t here, I would’ve kissed him on the cheek, but I didn’t want to embarrass him.


      “I agree with Sir Nassius,” Angela said, also defending me. “You are mistaken, Sir Samuel. Sir Simon only asks Lady Patience questions about matters that would benefit him. She has no duty to respond when he is being selfish. Not only that, but he has continuously ignored both Sir Nassius and Sir Henry since the day he arrived! If anyone is being rude to their cousins, it is Sir Simon.”


      Samuel fell silent, and I was glad that he was dropping the subject, but Henry looked a bit sad. It probably stung that we couldn’t get along with someone who was so clearly our family—after all, Simon and Henry looked nearly identical.


      “You see, Henry, the reason Sir Simon hasn’t been friendly toward us is because father openly opposed the former Marquess Copperfield’s discriminatory views, and the Capecots serve the Copperfield family,” I explained. “However, I have heard that the new marquess is not a noble supremacist and is aligned with His Majesty in his views, so I am sure that our families will one day reconcile. Until that happens, though we are still cousins, Sir Simon is not allowed to be friendly with us.”


      Henry took a moment to process that explanation and eventually nodded.


      “I hope we get to be friends with Sir Simon one day!”


      He’s just too cute! He’s getting a hug and a kiss!


      “Yes, I hope so too,” I replied.


      “You two already have a cousin: me!” Samuel said, pouting.


      Nassius and Henry both laughed.


      “You’re right,” Nassius agreed, high-fiving Samuel. Though it wouldn’t logistically work, Henry tried to join in.


      Even though I’d previously tried to explain the circumstances to my brothers, it felt like the elephant in the room had finally been addressed. Perhaps Samuel’s inability to read the room had some benefits.




      We eventually arrived at the beach and were set to spend the afternoon swimming, aside from one small problem—Geuss, still in his usual black cape, and Wolfgang, dressed in a suit, were both inexplicably at the beach as well, sitting under the tent and drinking juice.


      Aren’t you two in Northcourt for business?! Go back to your survey team duties!


      “Sir Simon said his swimming needed improvement, but he seems quite skilled,” I grumbled, somewhat venting my frustrations to Mary.


      “That may be because there is an expansive river in Capecot,” Mary replied with a chuckle. “I suspect he learned to swim while playing in that river.” It was obvious that she had a soft spot for Simon.


      So, why was I venting to Mary instead of relaxing on a float in the water? Well, Michael was using my swan, Yuri was using the flower, and Simon was using the pegasus. They’d all gotten scooped up while I was bodyboarding with my sweet angels. Angela had more stamina than me, so she was still having fun with the other children, but I was too tired to continue. I’d love to be relaxing on my swan float right now! Who steals a girl’s float?!


      “So, Dame Patience, would you kindly explain the relationship of force and energy to us?”


      I’d completely missed the reason the assistants had conspired to keep me out of the water. It was only once Wolfgang asked me that question that I realized why Yuri had chosen to use Angela’s flower float over simply swimming in the water.


      “How did you come up with your hypothesis of the power supply being replenishable artificial magic stones?” Geuss asked right after. It was no wonder that Michael and Simon had also staked their claim on the other floats.


      “Force causes a transfer of energy, which enables matter to do work. People are able to move and think because we consume food and use force to transfer energy from the food into our bodies. Given those concepts, I simply hypothesized that the artificial boulders consume sunlight, and that through some application of force, the energy from the sun is transferred and stored in the artificial magic stones. Now that I’ve answered your questions, please release my swan float.”


      Geuss whistled with his fingers, and Michael climbed off his float while Simon and Yuri leaped off their respective floats and into the water. Is my father going to survive being headmaster when he’s got to worry about crafty professors like these two? I’m really worried for his sake! He won’t be immediately fired, right?


      I climbed onto my swan float and anxiously thought about my father’s new job.


      “It will be more important than ever to make sure we have a stockpile of food,” I mumbled to myself, thinking out loud while isolated on the water. “Even with this upcoming job, I can’t bring myself to fully rely on his employment. We might have another severe winter, like when I first reincarnated here. I vowed back then that I would never let my brothers go hungry or freeze, and I intend to keep my word!”


      I climbed off my float and returned to shore. I called out to Mary, who was under the tent, and asked her to get me the pots we’d brought to the beach.


      “What are you planning to do out here on the beach, my lady?” Mary asked. “Are you going to make sea salt? If so, you would also need a stove.” Mary had learned the overview of making salt last year when I’d been working with Prince Richard, and she seemed puzzled that I hadn’t brought a stove with us like I’d done back then.


      “I’m actually going to test out a different method today,” I explained. “Could you please help me fill the large pot with seawater?”


      I’d prepared two small pots in lieu of buckets so we could work together. Mary and I proceeded to fill up the large pot with seawater.


      “I command the salt to collect in this small pot!” Just like I’d incanted, some salt appeared in the pot I was holding. “As I suspected, I believe it will be more efficient to first evaporate some of the water and concentrate the seawater. However, this is only for personal use, so I think this is more than adequate!”


      Once we stock up on salt, I’m going to ask Eva to make more salt-pickled cabbage and tomato sauce for our pantry! I could just be imagining it, but I feel like the extra minerals in sea salt make food taste better than when you cook with rock salt!


      “I knew you were making trouble, Patience!” Benjamin hollered while running toward me.


      “You are going to give people the wrong idea,” I grumbled.


      Even Caesar joined in, and he snatched my pot out of my hands. He proceeded to pinch some salt between his fingers and lick them only to immediately spit it out with a scream.


      “Salty!!! Wait, this is salt!”


      Ye— Wait, he didn’t know before he licked it?!


      “I worked with His Highness Prince Richard last year at the summer palace to produce salt from seawater,” I shared. “My assistance was rewarded with a scholarship to Romano University and my recent peerage of baronetess.”


      Caesar buried his head in his hands and crouched down.


      “Patience! Did His Highness come up with this method for separating the salt and water? I’m suspecting he didn’t...”


      Yeah, this definitely isn’t a method that’s meant for the general public.


      “You are correct,” I replied. “The method we developed consisted of using large, flat pans to heat the seawater. We wanted to develop a method that did not require the use of magic!” There had been some improvements made upon that basic process, but that was the gist of our sea salt production method.


      Caesar stood back up and faced me, locking his gaze firmly onto me.


      “In that case, His Highness is not aware of the method you just used to produce this salt, correct?”


      “I would imagine so. I did suggest that we could hire a mage to try extracting the salt with magic, but he laughed and said we could not waste the talents of a skilled court magus on salt making.”


      Caesar and Benjamin both let out deep sighs.


      “Of course you can’t!” Benjamin scolded me. “No one would dare ask Master Geitz to make salt! Anyway, how’d you do it?!”


      Pipe down, Benjamin! I’d finally gotten the professors off my back, but Fluffy’s roars had distracted them from their discussion about my hypothesis. They’re both looking over here!


      “It was just alchemy! I separated a compound into its individual components. Isn’t that alchemy?”


      Perhaps my response was not satisfactory, because I now had the president of the alchemy club glaring at me.


      “I’ve been suspicious of this for some time now, but I think your alchemy is different from ours, Patience,” Caesar declared. “Rather than alchemy, this seems more like transfer magic, just on a small scale.”


      Whaaat?! That wasn’t alchemy?! This revelation was utterly bewildering.


      “Does that mean I have to quit alchemy club?” I asked. “I was really looking forward to flying a hot air balloon at the Festival of Verdure next year...” That’s pretty disappointing. Alchemy club is so much fun.


      “No way!” Benjamin replied after laughing at me. “You’re the star member of our club!”


      Despite knowing that it was a compliment, his words didn’t quite make me feel better. In fact, I felt like I was now officially recognized as one of the weirdos.


      “Could you do that again, Patience?” Caesar asked.


      I was already planning on doing this several times over, because I had nowhere near enough salt to fill our pantry with preserved foods.


      “If you help collect the seawater, I will be happy to show you as many times as you’d like.”


      Caesar and Benjamin both accepted my offer, and it was only after they’d begun fetching water for me that I realized it was perhaps rude of me to make the eldest sons of a duke and a marquess do such a menial task. That thought didn’t bother me for long, since they were strong enough to carry the big pot and fill it directly with seawater.


      “I command the salt to collect in this small pot!”


      There was now more salt in my small pot, but we still had a long way to go. My minimum goal was to collect enough salt to fill the large pot twice over.


      “This water is fresh!” Benjamin shouted after dipping his finger into the large pot and tasting the contents.


      Of course it is! What else would remain after extracting salt from seawater?!


      “That’s incredible! It’s completely drinkable!”


      Wait, don’t drink that! I haven’t purified it, so don’t blame me if you end up with a stomachache.


      “What is the reason for all of this commotion, Mademoiselle Patience?” Philips asked, arriving with the other members of alchemy club. They had also been drawn over by all the hullabaloo Caesar and Benjamin had caused.


      Wait, why are my angels heading this way? Samuel and Angela are with them too!


      I’d failed to complete my little test quietly, and now I’d taken my angels away from their precious fun at the beach.


      “You’re making salt, sister?! I’ll help you!”


      “I’ll help too, sister!”


      Ahhh, Nassius and Henry are just too cute!!!


      “I would love to have your help,” I replied. “Eva is going to need this salt to preserve the food we’ll use to get through winter, so it’s great that you’re both helping.”


      Nassius and Henry ran off to fetch water, and upon seeing them waddle while struggling to bring the large pot back, Philips and Bryce stepped in to help.


      “I think it may be a bit too heavy for them,” Philips remarked.


      Aw, I was hoping to have some silly, lighthearted fun with my angels while making salt together.


      “I wanted to help...” Henry said, clearly saddened by this turn of events.


      Philips and Bryce had only taken over in an attempt to help, so they seemed troubled as to how they should respond.


      “We still have a lot more salt to make, Henry,” I said, trying to comfort him. “Next time, we’ll bring two medium pots for you and Nassius. You can use those to fill up the big pot.”


      Henry immediately lit up with a beaming smile.


      “Okay!”


      What an absolutely adorable angel!


      Seeing his brother perk back up made Nassius smile as well.


      “I command the salt to collect in this small pot!”


      Now the small pot was filled halfway with salt. If I can get two big pots’ worth of salt, we should have enough that we won’t need to buy any.


      I was so busy thinking about preparing for winter that I hadn’t noticed Geuss was standing right beside me. Where did he come from?!


      “That was transfer magic cast at a small scale,” Geuss declared. “It was not alchemy!”


      As one might expect from a professor of alchemy at Romano University, he immediately discerned what magic I was actually using. I’d been under the impression that I was doing alchemy this entire time, but Caesar had said my magic was different from theirs. That was now proven to be true, which was a bit disappointing.


      “Transfer magic?!” Being a major history buff, Philips was audibly ecstatic about this discovery. “The grand spell said to be used by Archmage Cromwell was also transfer magic!”


      “Just as I’d suspected, the spell you used to save young Nassius must have been transfer magic as well!” Geuss declared loudly, his enthusiasm increasing his volume. “Dame Patience is the first user of transfer magic we’ve seen since Archmage Cromwell!!!”


      Because of all the ruckus Geuss made, Wolfgang had now joined us. Great, more trouble.


      “I heard someone mention Archmage Cromwell,” he remarked, only to immediately be distracted by the pot of salt. “Did you make this salt from seawater?!”


      “She did indeed!” Geuss answered for me. “This is why Dame Patience must join the alchemy department!”


      “No, no. With her abilities to restore and preserve ancient texts, Dame Patience is much better suited for the history department.”


      Ugh, I’m so tired of hearing them bicker. I’ll decide my own future, thank you very much!
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      I tipped over the large pot and dumped out all the water, which hit the ground with a loud splash.


      “I command salt to collect in and fill up this large pot!” My frustration clouded my judgment, and I ended up doing something a bit reckless. I could feel mana rapidly leaving my body.


      “Are you all right, sister?” Henry asked with a concerned look.


      I tried to smile and assure him I was fine, but the dizziness was overwhelming.


      “Don’t push yourself, Patience!” Benjamin chided me. He rushed to support me, but the pot was too heavy, so I still stumbled over. “Someone grab the pot!”


      The large pot was now filled to the brim with salt, and Caesar grabbed it from my hands and passed it on to Bryce.


      “I don’t even know where to begin,” Caesar said, then he turned to face the professors. “In any case, I must remind you both that Patience was bestowed the peerage of baronetess by His Majesty. Please take a moment to think about what that means, professors.” Caesar was speaking not as a club president or alchemy buff, but as the eldest son of Duke Burns. His words carried weight and caused the professors to fall silent.


      “You said we were going to make salt together, sister...” Henry mournfully muttered.


      I didn’t forget about that, Henry! Well, technically I wasn’t thinking about it in the split second that my anger took over, but I remember now, so it hasn’t been forgotten!


      “This still won’t be enough to prepare for the winter,” I assured him. “I absolutely intend to have both you and Nassius help me. I won’t do that spell again—it’s too exhausting.”


      “Yes, sister! I’ll help you!”


      His cheerful response was so cute that I couldn’t help but pull him in for a hug.


      “I think we’re dealing with something that’s way more important than preparing salt for the sake of food preservation!” Benjamin exasperatedly exclaimed.


      I don’t care to hear the opinions of someone who’s never experienced starvation! Wow, I just snapped twice in a row. Am I becoming short-tempered?

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 8: Court Magus Master Geitz


      While I didn’t condone people giving in to their anger, I was relieved that the professors had stopped following me around since I’d snapped at the beach. They’d probably come to their senses—after all, I was just a little girl with shallow knowledge, while they were university professors. My thoughts likely seemed silly to them. Whatever the case, I was glad to be left alone. Good riddance!


      “I heard that the survey team’s mage will be arriving tomorrow,” Angela remarked. “After our visit to the summer palace this weekend, I will have to return to Satisford.”


      Angela and I had grown quite close, so it was sad that she was leaving.


      “I will visit you in Satisford before summer break is over!” I declared. “I’d love to meet your brothers, and I also want to visit the markets!”


      “Ames just turned six, and the other two are still babies, so you wouldn’t be able to play with them,” Angela informed me. She sounded confused that I wanted to meet her brothers, given their young ages.


      The rules around children here are one thing I just can’t get over. Kids under ten are at their cutest! Oh, maybe it’s just logistically difficult to spend time with them because they’re with caretakers. Still, I want to meet them, even if I can only meet Ames!


      “You are very sweet to your brothers, Lady Patience. You take very good care of them.”


      Well, that’s mostly because we were too poor to have a caretaker. OG Patience would also look after the little angels.


      “Yes, I do. Perhaps it was because I spent all my time with them in the children’s room.”


      Didn’t Angela also have to stay in the children’s room until she was ten? Were things different for her?


      “I spent time in the children’s room as well, but I always studied in a different room,” Angela shared. “My brothers were always so loud, and I couldn’t concentrate on my studies.”


      When Angela was nine, Ames would have been five, and the youngest two would have been even younger infants. I could see how the children’s room would be too chaotic to study in.


      “Now, I have my own room! When you visit, we can work on embroidery and play the hanon together! I’d like to have tea with you as well.”


      Wow, Angela’s so feminine. If we have tea, the conversation is definitely going to steer toward the topic of romance.


      It was a bit more fun to discuss romance with Angela than it was with Princess Margaret. At least with Angela, I could also ask her about her own crushes, and she’d give me useful advice.


      “That sounds wonderful!” I replied.


      We made plans for later in the summer break, blissfully unaware that the mage coming from the royal capital was going to be not at all the kind of person we’d expected.


      “The carriage from Romano will be arriving soon!” someone yelled from downstairs.


      It was morning, so I was in the children’s room studying with my brothers and cousins, and there was a lot of ruckus downstairs.


      “I guess the mage is here,” Samuel remarked. “I probably need to go and welcome them.”


      Wow, he’s really become mindful of his role as the heir to Northcourt.


      “I wonder what kind of person they will be,” Angela said, curious about the new arrival. “It was mentioned before that a substantial amount of mana is required to operate the door. Perhaps the survey team’s mage is a noble lady proficient in household magic.”


      “If she’s a noble lady, then that wouldn’t make her too different from us,” I remarked. “I would expect an actual adult. Oh, we can sneak a glance from over here.”


      When the majority of the survey team had arrived, we’d been watching from a window in the children’s room upstairs, which Aunt Lilianna had reprimanded us for with a terrifying glare. So, this time we were watching from behind the people who were officially welcoming the mage. Yes, as you might infer, we had indeed made our way outside to join the welcome party. After all, we’d been waiting for this for so long.


      The mage was accompanied by personnel from the Ministry of Magic. They exited the carriage first, and one extended his hand to help the first mage step out.


      “Please allow me to introduce Madam Lumeanise Hartridge,” the staff member announced.


      She was quite mature in age, which made me a bit concerned for her well-being. She was a plump woman with blonde hair that had mostly turned silver. Can she walk all the way to the hangar? She’s definitely in no shape to travel to and from the Kazarian ruins.


      There was another person in the carriage, one who was wearing a mage’s cape with the hood pulled over his head. What a weirdo, wearing a hood in this heat. Geuss was quite a strange character, but even he didn’t put up his hood like this person.


      “What are you doing here, master?!” the staff member exclaimed with shock, the color draining from his face as he recognized the hooded individual. “The itinerary didn’t say you would be here!!!”


      Was there some kind of mix-up?


      “Who is it?” Geuss asked, walking up to the mysterious person with Wolfgang. Upon seeing his face, they both immediately became flabbergasted. “What are you doing here, master?!”


      “We requested a mage proficient in household magic to join us, Master Geitz,” Wolfgang remarked. “The prowess of a court magus is not what we needed!”


      Master Geitz stepped out of the carriage and flipped back his hood using the tips of his fingers. He was much younger than I was expecting a court magus to be. I’d imagined him to be an old man with a long, white beard. In reality, Master Geitz had platinum blond hair and steely blue eyes. He was quite tall, and judging from the way he carried himself, he seemed to be physically fit.


      “I can use household magic, so I meet your requirements,” Master Geitz pointed out. “Were you really going to exclude me from such an exciting discovery?”
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      Wow, he’s definitely going to be a formidable character. Despite the gentle tone he spoke with, it was clear that both Geuss and Wolfgang were at the court magus’s mercy.


      “That may be true, but we need a mage to operate the door to the ruins,” Geuss responded. “For you to be away from Romano for an extended period of time would be—”


      Before he could finish, Master Geitz shot Geuss a glare, and the professor immediately shut his mouth.


      Ugh, I don’t like dealing with these types. I need to get out of here! I grabbed Angela’s hand and slowly, quietly began stepping away from the welcome party. Count Northcourt, Aunt Lilianna, and Samuel were all busy greeting their guests. As soon as we made it past the doors, I ran all the way up to the children’s room.


      “Was that person a court magus, Lady Patience?” Angela asked. “He was quite young. I’m surprised by how handsome he was. Also, I’m a bit worried about the other person, Madam Hartridge.”


      The elderly noblewoman in question could likely handle being on standby at Gaius’s Knoll, but I doubted that she could withstand the trek to the hangar or the Kazarian ruins. On another note, I was a bit worried about Angela’s taste in men. Master Geitz seemed like he had a terrible personality, which stood out to me much more than his appearance.


      “I believe there is one other person who was sent here,” I replied. “One of the staff members with them mentioned that there was a different name on the itinerary. I’m sure that Master Geitz only came because he is interested in seeing the underground passages.”


      “What a peculiar person,” Angela remarked with disbelief.


      Urgh, you could say the same about me, I thought, wincing from the stray bullet I’d caught.


      “I hope that other person is younger than Madam Hartridge,” Angela continued. “It wouldn’t feel right to send her into the tunnels.”


      I felt the same way. I didn’t have any stamina, so those trips were exhausting.


      I could only assume that the new arrivals would be joining us for lunch. I was worried about Madam Hartridge’s health in terms of participating in the survey, but I didn’t have any concerns about the lady herself—after all, she seemed like a peaceful noblewoman. My concerns were with Master Geitz; I was already not a fan. Nassius’s gray eyes were cute, but there was something too intense about Master Geitz’s silvery blue eyes—it felt like he could see right through everything.


      Moments later, Mary arrived in the children’s room with an announcement.


      “The countess has instructed Sir Henry to take lunch in the children’s room today.”


      Henry had continued to eat lunch with us even after the survey team had arrived. In fact, the only time he hadn’t joined us was during the king’s visit. He’s probably not allowed to sit with us because Master Geitz the court magus is here. If the other mage were here instead, I’m sure it wouldn’t have been a problem for Henry to eat with us. I hate Master Geitz even more now!


      “Poor Henry, having to eat alone,” I remarked. “I’m actually not feeling very well today, so I will have lunch in the children’s room with him. Please remember to bring two meals, Mary.”


      Mary looked puzzled for a moment, but that confusion quickly disappeared, and she replied affirmatively. Perhaps she was concerned for my well-being, or she could tell I was feigning unwellness and didn’t mind.


      “You two should both eat in the dining room,” I said to Nassius and Angela. “I seem to be a bit fatigued from the consecutive days of excitement, so I will leisurely enjoy my lunch here with Henry.”


      Nassius took my words at face value, but Angela appeared to realize that I was simply trying to avoid Master Geitz. She’s such a perceptive girl.


      “Very well,” Angela replied. “I will let Aunt Lilianna know of your plans.”


      Aunt Lilianna was technically Angela’s great aunt, but she didn’t like how old that title made her sound, so Angela still referred to her as her aunt. I’d encountered similar situations in my previous life—I’d had nieces and nephews, but I didn’t ask them to call me “auntie” because of how old it made me feel.


      “Are you all right, sister?” Henry asked, worried about my health.


      I’m okay. I just want to eat here with you.


      “I’m fine,” I assured him. “I’m just a bit tired. Also, I wanted to eat with you, Henry.”


      Henry reacted with a relieved smile. Ugh, he’s such an angel! He’s making all of my exhaustion disappear!


      The others left, and not long after, Mary returned with two servings of lunch.


      “It’s the first time we’re eating together, just the two of us!” Henry excitedly remarked.


      I hadn’t thought about it until now, but he’s probably right, I mused while enjoying a relaxed lunch with my youngest brother.




      Once I finished my lunch in the children’s room with Henry, I began to think about my afternoon. It was another day with great weather, so I would have loved to go to the beach. Unfortunately, I didn’t know what Samuel would be doing, so I had to consider alternatives.


      Henry also seemed to be thinking about his plans for the afternoon.


      “Will Samuel be joining the survey team?” he asked. “I wonder what Nassius is going to do.”


      Given that Samuel was the heir to Northcourt, it would be understandable if he were to accompany the survey team’s first expedition with their mage. Will Nassius be allowed to go with them too? I couldn’t even make an educated guess because I had no sense of how important a court magus was.


      The only other time Henry hasn’t been allowed to eat lunch with us this summer was when the king was visiting. If Master Geitz stays for a while, Henry might have to keep eating alone. That would be awful! I hope that lousy magus goes back to Romano soon!


      “If Nassius joins the survey team, we can have Angela join us here, and we can all play karuta.”


      If the beach was off the table, my next choice would be to spend time with Angela doing embroidery or having tea, since she was leaving tomorrow. But I couldn’t leave Henry alone.


      Oh, singing together might be fun too! As long as the survey team is out of the manor, we could do that after playing karuta.


      “Karuta is so much fun! I think Lady Angela will enjoy playing it as well!”


      What a good point, Henry!


      The karuta set I’d made focused on teaching the players about prominent historical figures. Perhaps another set that was all about proverbs could also be nice to have. If I make a set that’s meant to teach young children how to read, I wonder if Angela’s brothers would be able to play with us.


      Such thoughts occupied my mind, and it wasn’t long before Nassius and Angela finished eating lunch and returned upstairs to the children’s room.


      “Count Northcourt has requested that both you and I accompany the survey team on their expedition,” Angela informed me. “I let him know that you weren’t feeling very well, Lady Patience... However, the court magus was insistent that you come because it was his first time visiting the tunnels. I’d initially thought well of him because of his pleasant appearance, but he was just as aggressive as you suspected, Lady Patience. I must get better at assessing the character of gentlemen.”


      Given how accurately Angela had picked up on my distaste for Master Geitz through small changes in my demeanor, I couldn’t imagine her getting any better at reading people.


      “If that is the wish of Count Northcourt, then I do not have a choice. Will Nassius and Henry be joining us as well, or have they been asked to remain here?”


      I’d prefer it if they could come with us, but I don’t think Henry cares as much about the ruins as Nassius does.


      “If it’s okay with our uncle, I’d like to go as well!” Henry said. “I want to watch the ceiling of the hangar open!”


      The ceiling door of the hangar opening up was indeed quite impressive to watch, so it was understandably exciting for a young boy.


      “In that case, I will ask for his permission on your behalf,” I replied.


      I mean, I’m going to be accompanying the survey team despite feeling “under the weather,” so my uncle should accept these terms at the very least.




      “Of course Nassius and Henry can tag along,” my uncle said. “Also, Master Geitz mentioned that he had several things he’d like to discuss with you. I believe his questions may be related to the time Nassius went missing at the ruins of the former consul’s manor.”


      Master Geitz was turning out to be as big of a pain as I’d initially suspected. I’d really rather not rehash that incident again. I didn’t realize having a court magus around was going to be so annoying.


      “I was so focused on getting Nassius back safely that I do not remember much about that incident,” I replied. I thought it would be best to have my uncle’s protection while trying to deal with Master Geitz, so I tried to emulate Angela and play the part of a gentle noble lady. “I’m afraid I won’t be able to help him. Whatever shall I do?”


      Benjamin, who’d been listening from a distance, let out a stifled laugh. How rude!


      “You must have been in quite a panic after losing Nassius,” my uncle said, validating my position. It seemed like he would be able to side with me if it came to it, and hopefully that might satisfy Master Geitz and convince him to back down. “For today, Master Geitz would like to open both the entrances at Gaius’s Knoll and the former consul’s manor. I’d like Angela to go to Gaius’s Knoll and show Madam Hartridge how to operate that door, and I’d like Patience to go to the Kazarian runs.”


      Are we going to start uphill at the ruins or downhill at the knoll? I wondered, tilting my head. Just then, Master Geitz arrived.


      “It is a pleasure to meet you, my lady,” he said. “I am Geitz.”


      Master Geitz was not only older than me, but being a court magus made him of a much higher status—despite these facts, for some reason, he introduced himself to me with a kind demeanor. He was indeed a formidable opponent.


      “Master Geitz, please allow me to introduce you to my wife’s niece, Patience Granger,” Count Northcourt said. “She has been working with Angela Satisford to operate the doors leading to the underground passages.”


      Angela and I both lifted our skirts and curtsied. You don’t have to tell him all that, uncle.


      “Hm, so you must be the Lady Patience who discovered the entrances to the tunnels,” Master Geitz remarked. “That would mean you are also the older sister of young Nassius, who fell through one of the doors. Everyone seems uninterested in why Nassius fell through that door, but I’d like to look into the reason.”


      Realization hit me like a ton of bricks. Why indeed had Nassius fallen through that door??? The reason we’d succeeded in opening the door at Gaius’s Knoll was because I’d incanted, “Open!” while Philips had pressed the divot. As far as we knew, Nassius had simply placed his hand on the divot before he’d fallen through the door—no incantation required.


      “Nassius has been bestowed the gift of wind magic, but he appears to also have a minor proficiency in household magic,” Master Geitz remarked, looking over at Nassius, who was at a bit of a distance from us discussing something with Samuel.


      “His evaluation at the church only indicated a proficiency in wind magic,” I remarked. I’d initially hoped to avoid speaking to Master Geitz, but I couldn’t keep my mouth shut when we were talking about my beloved younger brother.


      “Those lousy disks used by the church are not precise enough to recognize elements that a person only has a trace proficiency in,” Master Geitz disparagingly grumbled. “Furthermore, you should absolutely ignore the words of any fools who look down on your household magic.” Master Geitz proceeded to wink at me as if to show that he was an ally, but I wasn’t ready to let my guard down around him yet.


      I don’t know if I can trust someone who’s comfortable being so openly critical of the church. Right, Caesar warned me about this. Fortunately, my conversation with Master Geitz thus far had just been between the two of us, so I probably didn’t have to worry about anything getting back to the church. Even so, I didn’t want to get any more involved with him. He reeks of danger!


      “Nassius’s household magic gives off the impression that he awakened to those skills later than his wind magic,” Master Geitz commented. “Perhaps he manifested it after being in close proximity to your household spells. Nassius possesses incredible talent in regard to certain aspects of magic.”


      That makes sense, given how he’s the type to learn by example. Despite how much distaste I’d already been feeling toward Master Geitz, hearing him acknowledge Nassius’s abilities made me feel slightly more favorable toward him. Am I really that easy to win over? Also, was he really able to gather all of that just by looking at Nassius? Are court magi actually legitimately impressive?


      “I assure you that I am on your side, Lady Patience,” Master Geitz said with a chuckle. “There’s no need for you to be so cautious around me.”


      Hmm, I definitely don’t like him, but I guess court magi are pretty incredible in terms of their skills.


      “I was hoping you might open the hangar door and the door to the consul’s manor. Would you be able to assist us, Lady Patience?”


      The fact that he kept speaking in such a polite, humble manner despite being much higher above me in the social hierarchy made me feel very strange. Perhaps this mismatch was a product of the first impression he’d given off—that of a dictator who’d always gotten his way—and the gentle tone he spoke with as if to curry favor with me. I couldn’t help but keep my guard up.


      “If that is your wish, then I would be happy to assist you,” I replied brusquely.


      Once again, I was going to be traveling between Gaius’s Knoll and the Kazarian ruins. I’ll just think of all this traveling as exercise to increase my stamina!




      We first proceeded to Gaius’s Knoll by carriage. I was riding with Angela, Nassius, Henry, Mia, and Mary. It was a slightly tight squeeze for five of us to share a carriage, but it was a short ride from the manor to the knoll, so it was easily tolerable. Samuel was traveling with Count Northcourt, Master Geitz, and Madam Hartridge. Must be tiring, being the eldest son of a noble.


      “Tomorrow is our visit to the summer palace,” Angela pointed out. “I will have to make sure I properly explain the procedures to Madam Hartridge.”


      I don’t think you have anything to worry about, Angela.


      “Mater Geitz will be around as well, so I’m sure they will be able to figure it out for themselves,” I assured her. “If anything, I don’t think our presence is required at all.”


      “Perhaps,” Angela replied with a tilt of her head, not entirely convinced. “I must say, I was surprised by how polite he was when speaking to you, Lady Patience. During lunch, Master Geitz was arrogant, even toward the professors. He is truly a strange character.”


      He’s probably a wolf in sheep’s clothing, just like I thought! Although, I don’t know why he’s being so duplicitous. As those thoughts drifted through my mind, Angela’s imagination kicked into high gear.


      “Perhaps Master Geitz fell in love with you at first sight, Lady Patience!” she suddenly suggested. “That may be why he is acting so kind toward you!”


      Nassius and Henry both became wide-eyed with shock.
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      Angela then let out a deep sigh.


      “I have a tendency to judge gentlemen by their appearances over other factors. At this rate, I won’t be able to find myself a proper partner.”


      Through the conversations we’d had related to love lives and romance, I’d already come to suspect that Angela was easily swayed by good looks.


      Gosh, she’s only ten yet she’s already thinking about marriage! Am I maybe behind on thinking about this stuff?


      I was going to turn twelve this year—an age that would’ve been considered a complete child during my previous life. These sorts of issues always made me lament not having a mother—especially because my father was useless when it came to giving romantic advice. Maybe my angels’ marriage proposals are going to be handled with a similar level of carelessness. That would be no good. I need to stop him!


      I became so lost in my thoughts that before I even knew it, we’d arrived.




      By the time we reached Gaius’s Knoll, Count Northcourt, the survey team, and my schoolmates had all already arrived.


      “If it would be all right with you, Madam Hartridge, we would like for you to be on standby at this entrance,” Wolfgang asked politely. His formality was understandable, given that Madam Hartridge was clearly older than he was.


      “Yes, that should be fine,” she replied. “I only need to be shown how to operate the door.”


      Wait, why is everyone in the survey team looking at me? Am I supposed to show her? Didn’t my uncle say that Angela would handle the knoll? I looked over at my cousin, who awkwardly twiddled her fingers as if she didn’t want to outright refuse. Wow, I wish I could do that too. Hey, the great Master Geitz has come all this way from Romano, so why don’t we just let him handle it?


      “Angela—I mean, Patience! Could you please show Madam Hartridge how to operate the door?” Even my uncle was pushing the responsibility onto me.


      Seriously?! There’s a court magus right there! I can understand why he wouldn’t want to force Angela to do this, but this is uncomfortable for me too!


      “It’s very simple, Madam Hartridge,” I said. “You simply press this divot while chanting, ‘Open!’”


      I was doing my best to speak very politely to the gentle noblewoman, but Master Geitz was ruining the vibe by making a ruckus right beside us.


      “Hurry up and open the door!”


      Man, he doesn’t care about anyone else, does he! If he can’t wait, why doesn’t he just open the door himself?!


      “My apologies, Madam Hartridge,” Master Geitz said, suddenly changing his attitude. “I shouldn’t have rushed you. Please continue as you were.”


      What’s going on? Did he sense that I was criticizing him? Wait, can he read minds?! I’ve been thinking such rude things! I might be in hot water!


      “So, I just need to say, ‘Open’?” the noblewoman asked me.


      That’s right. Good luck! Now I’ll finally get to cut ties with this door!


      My excitement was short-lived because Madam Hartridge was unsuccessful. Why won’t it open?


      “My! What shall we do?” Given that she’d come all this way to do this specific job, Madam Hartridge became audibly anxious about her failed attempt.


      “It will be all right, Madam Hartridge,” I assured her, then repeated my instructions. “You simply press the divot and say, ‘Open!’” I opened the door as an example of how it operated, and the boulder rumbled before splitting in two.


      “So the boulder really does split in two!” she remarked with astonishment. Perhaps she’d been unsuccessful because she couldn’t visualize the boulder splitting apart to reveal an entrance.


      “Closing it works the same way,” I explained. “You simply press the divot while saying, ‘Close!’”


      With another deep rumble, the two halves of the boulder slid together, shutting the entrance to the tunnels. Madam Hartridge was stunned and spent several moments just staring at the massive rock.


      “So this is what I will be doing... Will I be able to do that?”


      Her single failure seemed to have put her in a negative mindset. This is no good!


      “What motion do you usually use to open a door, Madam Hartridge?” I asked.


      The elderly noblewoman thought for a moment before responding.


      “Well, if it were a sliding door similar to this boulder, I would open it like this.” Then, she mimed pushing a door aside.


      “In that case, please try reciting the incantation while pushing the divot with your right hand and making that movement with your left hand.”


      “All right, I’m going to press it with my right hand while pretending to open a door with my left,” she mumbled to herself. “Then, I say, ‘Open!’ Oh, it worked!”


      The familiar rumbling filled the air, and the boulder split in half and slid apart.


      “Yes, it did! You did very well, madam!” I made sure to compliment her work, because I wanted her to be confident in her ability to operate the door.


      Master Geitz was shaking his head as if he were disappointed with how long that took. Please stop!


      “Please join us over here, Madam Hartridge,” Angela said, inviting the elderly noblewoman to their usual table. The shy, awkward girl from earlier was nowhere to be found. “We can sit here while we wait for the rest of the team.”


      I couldn’t blame her for feeling more comfortable now. I definitely wouldn’t want to be teaching someone a household spell in front of Master Geitz—or, I should say, I didn’t want to, and yet I had been forced to do it anyway.


      “Please prepare some tea, Mia!” Angela requested.


      She and Madam Hartridge were in good hands with Mia, so I joined Nassius and Henry, who’d been waiting for me, and headed underground. Even if I insisted we were fine, Mary was going to tag along, so I just accepted it. She’s never going to let me go alone, is she?


      “It’s become so much brighter!” Nassius remarked, excited by the significant change. The formerly dark tunnels were now brightly lit.


      “We won’t have to worry about tripping anymore!” Henry said.


      Henry tripped?! Is he hurt?! I panicked for a moment before realizing that with his proficiency in physical enhancement, Henry wouldn’t have had that problem. I listened properly and learned that Geuss and Wolfgang were the ones who had tripped. That wasn’t surprising, given their ages. That’s what you get for immaturely trying to outspeed each other in low-visibility underground tunnels!


      Though they usually accompanied me, today I asked that Philips and Bryce go ahead of me with Master Geitz. Today, I had two little knights to escort me. Nassius held his hand out to help me go up any stairs we came across. Henry would always realize a second too late and rush to offer me his hand as well. The flustered look on his face when the realization hit him was just indescribably adorable!


      “Could you please walk ahead of us and let us know of any stairs or inclines, Henry?” I asked.


      “Yes, sister!” he cheerfully replied. A bright, energetic smile suited him much more than any look of disappointment. With the way he excitedly obliged, I couldn’t help but see him as a puppy wagging his tail. Ugh, he’s so cute no matter what he’s doing!




      By the time we arrived at the hangar, Master Geitz had heard about all the objects and documents that had been moved out of the room and appeared quite miffed.


      “I was under the impression that you were a historian, Professor Wolfgang. Perhaps I was mistaken,” Master Geitz snarked.


      Wow, what an obnoxious comment. I get that preserving a site is important, but we didn’t know if the doors leading underground would suddenly stop working. These tunnels were also much darker at that point and looked way less operational!


      I didn’t want to interact with Master Geitz, so I just stood close to the wall with my brothers and listened to Wolfgang and Geuss explain their reasons for moving everything out of the hangar. I also used the sonar spell and sent out pulses of mana to kill time. Wait, what’s that?!


      “I can see a cable running down the wall behind you, Nassius.” I pointed out. “That wasn’t here before...was it?”


      We’d walked past the hangar several times since the aboveground generators had been cleared of dead leaves and soil, but this was the first time since then that we’d spent a substantial amount of time here. I’d just been using my sonar spell to take my mind off how annoying the conversation between Master Geitz and the two professors was, only to discover a mysterious cable behind Nassius.


      “Come over here, Nassius! You too, Henry!” Before Nassius and Henry could turn to look at the wall, I grabbed their hands and pulled them closer to me. I’ll start openly sobbing if I lose Nassius again!


      “What’s all the commotion about?!” Master Geitz snapped while glaring at us; he’d already been irritated with the professors, after all. But then just as he’d done before, he suddenly changed his demeanor and smiled, which was arguably more terrifying than his glare. “What did you find over there, Lady Patience?”


      “I’m not sure,” I replied. “It seems like a door to another room.”


      What I was actually seeing reminded me of automatic doors from my previous world. I definitely hadn’t seen this one before. Hasn’t the survey team been here several times since I was last here? Maybe they just never used the sonar spell.


      “Is there something there?” Wolfgang asked. He had difficulty with the spells meant for nondestructive testing, so he wasn’t able to see the door. The rest of the survey team fell silent and concentrated in an effort to see the door.


      “This wasn’t here before, was it, sister?” Henry asked. He’d succeeded in seeing the door by using his physical enhancement magic.


      “Thank you for saving me, sister,” Nassius said. “I might have gotten trapped in another strange location.”


      If you ever disappear again, I’ll come save you, Nassius! That said, please don’t go missing! I was so terrified I thought my blood would freeze solid.


      “I see. If I use mana to enhance my vision, I can indeed see some unusual lines... I understand Lady Patience being able to see this outline, but I’m surprised that both Nassius and Henry can see it as well. In fact, it appears that the entire survey team has the ability to perceive this door.”


      Master Geitz seemed unable to make comments without being rude. I didn’t fault him for having confidence in his own magical abilities, but he’d spoken as if everyone else was beneath him, which made it surprising that they could see the door as well. Ugh, I really don’t like him!


      “Even Professor Geuss can detect it, as can the assistants and the academy students. Humph, I can only assume that Lady Patience graciously taught you all this spell.” Master Geitz turned to me and continued with an admonition. “You have no obligation to be giving away such an esoteric spell to others, Lady Patience!”


      Why is he talking as if I’m in the same tier as he is?! I don’t want to be! Please leave me alone!


      “We can discuss that matter at another time,” Geuss said. “More importantly, Dame Patience believes that this outline is a door to another room. In that case, we must try opening it!”


      The entire group gathered at the wall and searched for a way to open the door. For some reason, Master Geitz was investigating right next to me.


      “You need to be more cautious, Lady Patience,” he said, chiding me. “You must work on having the proper mindset of a magus.”


      Why is a court magus lecturing me?


      “You may end up being my successor, so you must get your act together.”


      Hm? What the heck is he talking about?!


      “I am not enrolled in the academy’s mage track, Master Geitz,” I informed him. “I may have received certificates of completion in both pharmacy and herbology, and I may have obtained a novice apothecary’s license, but I am in the civil service track and home economics track. Oh, I’ve also taken alchemy and magic circles, but that does not change the fact that I am not a mage-track student.”


      Master Geitz was stunned for several moments, then he responded with an outburst.


      “What nonsense is this?! What do you stand to gain from the home economics track?! That track is meant for girls who only care about dressing up and attending balls! The civil service track is another useless course of study! It is meant for men who fail in both the knight and mage tracks and have no other choice.”


      What horrible things to say! Does he have some personal beef with the civil service course? I bet that back when he was a student, a cute girl in the home ec course turned him down because she didn’t want to be with a weirdo from the mage track, then got together with a guy from the civil service track. I can see why she’d turn him down—he’s got a horrible personality!


      “You’re thinking something rude, aren’t you, Lady Patience?” Master Geitz huffed. “While it is quite vague, I can get a sense of your thoughts.”


      You’re the one who’s rude, Master Geitz!


      “With the incredible talent and magic you have, why aren’t you enrolled in the mage track, Lady Patience? Are you enrolled in the home economics track so you can gain the affections of a certain young nobleman? If that is your wish, I will ensure that you can marry any person of your choosing! Just enroll in the mage track, and I will make it happen!”


      Yeah, Master Geitz is a total weirdo with no common sense. Who in their right mind would say something so rude to a noble lady?!


      “That is completely unnecessary!” I insisted. He probably wouldn’t understand if I tried to decline his offer politely, so I needed to be clear. I’m going to hit him in the face with my refusal!


      “I’m shocked! I cannot believe that there is a noble lady who would decline such an incredible offer! You’re quite unusual, Lady Patience.”


      You’re the one who’s unusual!!! I don’t know how important a court magus is, but I absolutely would not want to be set up by this guy! Am I just completely oblivious to what’s normal in this world? Besides, even if I’d agreed to his offer, wouldn’t the other person have a right to decline?


      “In that case, would you like to marry me? I cannot imagine there are many people who would want to marry such a strange girl like you, so this is surely a great offer for you. Personally, I think it would be quite interesting to be at your side.”


      Why was I being subjected to this horribly disrespectful and arrogant proposal? I want to cry...


      “Absolutely not! I will only get married to someone I have feelings for!”


      At some point, my uncle had made his way over to us, probably because he was worried that I was arguing with a court magus.


      “That’s such a waste, Patience!” Count Northcourt mumbled.


      Excuse me?! Am I not allowed to refuse?! Wait, do court magi make a lot of money? No no no no no, I need to stop this line of thinking! I’m not going to let wealth be the deciding factor in who I marry!


      “I cannot believe that I proposed for the first time, only to be declined. It is no problem—you are still quite young, so you likely have an idealized vision of what marriage should be. You aren’t calculating, which I actually find endearing as well.”


      Was Master Geitz truly unaware of how insane and rude he sounded? If so, he was possibly hopeless.


      It was only then that I realized the rest of the survey team and my schoolmates had stopped investigating to listen to our argument.


      “Everyone get back to searching the wall!” Master Geitz ordered.


      Well, that’s one decision of his I can get behind. It’s way more important to search for a way to open the door than it is to listen to a court magus and young girl squabble.




      Everyone was back to intently studying the wall, looking for a way to open the door we’d found. I also ended my conversation with Master Geitz, which was going nowhere, and used my sonar spell.


      “I believe there is indeed a room behind this door,” I remarked. “However, it seems to be fairly small compared to the hangar.”


      “What an interesting way to detect a room!” Master Geitz raved, clapping his hands together with enthusiasm. He immediately proceeded to imitate my method. For what it was worth, his magical skill was definitely impressive.


      Master Geitz sent out a pulse of mana, and the outline of the door became clearly illuminated with a neon green glow.


      “Everyone step back!” he barked.


      First he orders everyone to search the wall, and now he’s demanding that everyone get away. Who does he think he is? Uh...well, actually, it might really be better for everyone to step back.


      As the members of the survey team desperately searched for some sort of mechanism to open the door, I thought back to how the door had reminded me of automatic doors from my previous world, so I looked up and began searching for a motion sensor near the ceiling.


      “Could that be what opens the door?” I said, pointing at it.


      “That must be it,” Master Geitz replied. “Hm? It appears that the line connecting it to the door is severed. Perhaps it will work once it is reconnected.”


      I should’ve expected as much from a court magus, but Master Geitz was truly talented. Just by seeing me use my sonar spell, he’d been able to copy it, and then he’d been able to determine that there was a severed connection between the door and the sensor. Even if I found him detestable, I couldn’t deny his abilities.


      “O severed connection, which hinders passage, I command the link to be repaired, permitting ingress to the room concealed since the rule of the Kazarian Empire!”


      Master Geitz used a proper incantation, which was the very kind of spellcasting I wasn’t a fan of. It just makes you sound like a wannabe edgelord!


      “The connection is now repaired,” he announced. “Now then, how do you suppose this door can be opened, Lady Patience?”


      If this operated like an automatic door, then walking under the sensor would trigger the door to open. I looked up at the sensor and used the angle it appeared to be installed at to guess where I might need to stand to trigger it.


      “I believe that standing there may open the door,” I said, pointing.


      The arrogant court magus proceeded to the very spot I was pointing at without any hesitation.


      “Master Geitz!” my uncle called out in an attempt to stop him.


      “I am all right, Count Northcourt,” Master Geitz said, holding his hand up to signal that my uncle didn’t need to stop him. “However, I do not know if I could say the same for others.”


      Wow, he sure is confident. Maybe that’s why he’s a court magus—he might actually be that good.


      Master Geitz stood under the sensor, and the suspicious part of the wall slid open like a door.


      “Whoa! The wall moved! There is a room back there!”


      Geuss and Wolfgang, who’d been keeping their distance, ran up to be at Master Geitz’s side.


      “The air inside here is incredibly stale and has a foul odor,” Wolfgang pointed out. “Could you please clean the air, Dame Patience?”


      Just as the history professor had pointed out, the air reeked of mold, which was to be expected since the room had been closed off for over a thousand years.


      “Become clean!” I incanted, purifying the air. My angels are going in there, and I can’t let them breathe in dirty air!


      “What a simple incantation,” Master Geitz remarked. “You really should enroll in the mage track and learn how to craft more impressive incantations. That said, the efficacy of your spell is remarkable.”


      The very thing the court magus wanted me to study was one of the reasons I hesitated to enroll in the mage course—coming up with those long incantations was way too embarrassing.


      Maybe this was a break room for the people working in the hangar, I thought as I scanned the small space. Isn’t that a toilet over there? It looks like it was walled off by hanging fabric around that corner of the room. Unfortunately, the privacy curtains for the bathroom seemed to have disintegrated, but there remained what appeared to be a track for curtains to go on, so my theory was probably correct. Aside from the bathroom, the room was furnished with what looked like a bed, a table, and some chairs.


      “There’s something on the table!” Simon suddenly exclaimed.


      “Don’t touch it!” Geuss shouted back.


      “Out of my way!!!” Master Geitz demanded, shoving others aside while dragging me with him to the table.


      On top of the table was a mountain of papers that had been left chaotically strewn about.


      “You were the one who restored and preserved the ancient texts with magic, right, Lady Patience?” Master Geitz asked. “Please use the same spell on these documents. If you don’t, they will all crumble into dust.”


      Huh? You’re a court magus. Why don’t you do it yourself?


      “My capabilities with household magic are limited to simple tasks, such as opening doors,” he said, as if responding to my thoughts. “Please, Lady Patience! Even our movements have the potential to disturb the documents!”


      Rushed by Master Geitz, I proceeded to use my magic.


      “Become clean!”


      “That’s it?!” I heard someone complain about my incantation, but I paid no mind to them.


      It wasn’t as draining as the time I’d restored the file cabinets and the documents contained within them, but I still ended up using a significant amount of mana.


      “My! Your incantations are atrocious, but your spells have incredible effects!”


      Leave me alone!!!


      “Are these safe to handle now?” my uncle asked, as if he hadn’t already experienced this with the previous batch of texts I’d restored. Well, I couldn’t fully blame him for being cautious, because these documents had been more weathered due to being strewn about a desk.


      “Lady Patience simultaneously cast a restorative spell and a protective spell, so they are perfectly safe to handle, of course!” Master Geitz declared. “When it comes to these sorts of spells, Lady Patience is several times more skilled than I am.”


      Wow, he can actually compliment people?


      With the stability of the documents clear, Master Geitz proceeded to pick up some of the papers.


      “What do they say?!” Geuss and Wolfgang exclaimed together. They drew closer, trying to take a peek, but Master Geitz quickly lifted the documents into the air and away from them.


      “There’s no point in leaving these papers here, given that everything else has already been moved out of the hangar. We’re taking them all!”


      Despite how much grief he’d given the professors about moving the contents of the hangar, Master Geitz appeared to have changed his mind now that he wanted to take his time reading through the documents.


      “So, what do the documents say?” Wolfgang asked once more, desperate.


      Master Geitz smiled.


      “When your team discovered the texts in this hangar, I only got to read about the discovery in a report sent to Romano. I think you can handle waiting a little bit, no?”


      Ugh, what a nasty personality! He’s picking on the survey team just because he only got the survey team’s reports and not the full documents.


      “Please don’t glare so harshly at me, Lady Patience,” Master Geitz whined. “I didn’t even get to read the copies you made! His Majesty has kept them with him at the summer palace. And the originals are all still here in Northcourt, so I alone was excluded from viewing them!”


      Is he a child?! Yeah, I guess I can sympathize a little bit with the fact that he didn’t even get to look at the copies, but that doesn’t excuse his current behavior!


      “Does that mean you intend on hoarding these documents for yourself?”


      Master Geitz shook his head.


      “Of course not! Once I have read through them I will return them to Count Northcourt. What happens after that depends on the count, of course.”


      I looked up at my uncle, who was nodding in resigned agreement. I guess this is fine?


      “Oh! I would also be agreeable to letting Lady Patience first make copies of the documents, if I could observe the process.”


      Wow, both options serve to benefit him. I’m surprised he wants to watch me make copies though.


      “It was only a moment ago that you were warning me about carelessly sharing the details of my magic with others, Master Geitz,” I pointed out.


      “This is a different situation,” he argued. “I only advised you to be cautious because you indiscriminately shared details about your magic with anyone and everyone. I am a court magus, so I am not just anyone.”


      Yeah, I think we are too fundamentally different to ever get along.


      “I would appreciate it if you could make copies of these documents as well, Patience,” my uncle said, and I couldn’t say no to him so easily. Not only had he given me a lovely summer with my dear angels, but he’d welcomed Caesar and my other schoolmates into his home.


      “I’d like my own set of copies as well!” Master Geitz said.


      “I believe you could prepare your own copies, Master Geiz,” I replied coldly. I’m sure he could do it if he watched my process.


      “You really have no idea just how unconventional your magic is, Lady Patience. The copies you’ve made couldn’t be done by just anyone.”


      For some reason, Caesar and Benjamin were enthusiastically nodding in agreement with Master Geitz’s claims. On top of that, though Caesar wasn’t asking out loud, I could tell from the pleading look on his face that he wanted his own set of copies as well.


      I don’t know how many copies I’m supposed to make. I guess that’s up to my uncle to figure out.


      “Bring us some boxes to transport these documents!” Master Geitz demanded, haughtily ordering around the survey team. That wasn’t to say his decision was wrong—it was definitely not a good idea to carry a bunch of loose ancient documents all the way back.


      “There isn’t anything else to look at in this room,” he remarked. “We should proceed with opening the hangar ceiling door, then head to the former consul’s manor and open the door there.”


      Both the survey team and my schoolmates wanted to argue that they should investigate the toilet’s mechanism, but they were unable to disobey Master Geitz and resigned themselves to looking into it at a later time. Ugh, this guy is endlessly selfish!


      “You mentioned that you could open doors yourself, Master Geitz,” I said, reminding him of his earlier statement. He’s supposed to be here in place of one of the survey team’s mages, so he should just open the doors himself!


      “I feel like you are particularly harsh with just me, Lady Patience,” he responded. “In any case, opening the hangar ceiling does seem interesting, so I’d like to try it myself!”


      It should have been obvious why I was harsh with him—he’d come here without clearing it with anyone, which was now causing trouble for everyone involved. He might be an incredibly important member of the Lawrencian court, but I couldn’t imagine him being so high in status that this level of selfishness was excusable. While I continued to internally complain about him, Master Geitz proceeded to use another one of those incantations that he undoubtedly thought was so impressive.


      “O grand doors that allowed for the passage of the Kazarian Empire’s skyships to the heavens, I command you now to open unto us!”


      Ugh, it’s so long. You could totally just say “Open!” and be done with it. Whatever, it’s fine. Not only did it open, but Henry also looks really excited, so I can forgive it.


      “Wow, what a cool incantation!” Henry gushed.


      It’s okay. He’s still young, so it’s not his fault if he’s impressed by that sort of thing.


      Now that we’d confirmed Master Geitz could open the door, I figured that I could return to the manor—or, at the very least, I could return to Gaius’s Knoll and have tea with Angela and Madam Hartridge under the tent. We were currently waiting for the boxes to transport the documents, and I decided I’d return with the boxes.


      “Will you two be going to the consul’s manor?” I quietly asked Nassius and Henry. “I am planning to return to the entrance at Gaius’s Knoll.” Dealing with Master Geitz is emotionally draining.


      “Are you feeling all right, sister?” Nassius asked, ever the sweet child. “Earlier, you said you weren’t feeling well. I will accompany you back to the knoll.”


      You don’t have to take it so seriously, Nassius. I was faking it to get out of lunch.


      “You don’t have to do that,” I insisted aloud. “Mary will be with me, so you have nothing to worry about. Also, when I get back to the surface, I will be with Angela. I’d like you to stay with everyone and work with Samuel to look after Henry.”


      I could tell from the excited look in his eyes that Henry was desperate to continue. He also seemed strangely fascinated by Master Geitz’s weird incantations.


      “You were absent from lunch due to your condition,” Simon suddenly chimed in. “If you are unwell, I will accompany you.”


      Ugh, I don’t want to be stuck with Simon either. Our relationship is so uncomfortable—he keeps worrying about me, but he also acts like we’re not family. It would be so much easier if he would just ignore me outright.


      Despite my attempts to keep my conversation with my brothers quiet, now that Simon had joined in, Master Geitz noticed and interjected as well.


      “Whaaat?! You’re leaving, Lady Patience? I wanted you to help me uncover the mechanism that makes the stairs appear by the consul’s manor entrance... You must not like me.”


      Darn it, he knows! Oh, right—he said he can kind of tell what I’m thinking. Wait, now he’s going to my uncle! How dare he play dirty like that!


      “‘Could you please ask Lady Patience to come along with us?”


      I’d rather be having tea with Angela! My uncle glanced over at me and we made eye contact, so I shook my head to let him know how I felt while playing up how exhausted I was. After all, I’d found the small room, purified the air, and restored and protected the ancient texts, so I’d used up quite a bit of my mana. Mary was also standing beside me with a worried look, which seemed to seal the deal for my uncle. Unfortunately, his decision was not in my favor.


      “In that case, I shall carry Patience there myself!”


      No, uncle! That’s not what I wanted!


      “Thank you, but that won’t be necessary,” I replied.


      I’d rather walk than be carried! Jeez, is a court magus really so important that they get to be this inconsiderate toward others? Boo!

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 9: I Can’t Stand Master Geitz


      Nassius, Henry, and I made our way to the former consul’s manor at the Kazarian ruins by traveling through the underground passages. Because the Kazarian ruins were uphill from Gaius’s Knoll, we had to travel up an incline, which combined with the stairs made for a physically taxing trek.


      “I will lead the way,” Nassaus said. “Please give me your hand.”


      Going up steps was tiring enough on its own. Unfortunately, I’d also been emotionally drained from talking to Master Geitz, so even with Nassius helping me, the whole trip was quite exhausting.


      “Are you all right, Lady Patience?” Simon asked, unaware that his presence was only sucking up more of my remaining energy.


      When I get tired, I accidentally snap at people who don’t deserve it, so I’d rather not be around others. Well, Mary and my angels are exceptions to that, of course. Wait, it’s not that I snap at people—I just lose the ability to hold my tongue and suppress all the complaints that pop into my head. If I snap at Simon, it’s because I’m frustrated he won’t acknowledge that my sweet angels are also his cousins, so in his case it’s deserved!


      Thankfully, we arrived at the ruins before I lost it at Simon. I probably would’ve been justified in getting a bit snippy with him, but I didn’t want to do that in front of Mary, since he was important to her. If Simon and I argued, Mary would likely start panicking.


      “You’re late, Lady Patience!” The source of my emotional exhaustion was making a fuss.


      He already knows how to open the door, so he could’ve just done it on his own.


      “I’ll have you know, I was waiting for you to get here so we could figure out the mechanism together, Lady Patience!”


      It seemed like Master Geitz could fully read my thoughts. If he can read minds, why isn’t he more considerate of other people’s feelings?!


      “It’s just obvious what you’re thinking based on the look on your face,” Benjamin remarked. “You should be more careful, Patience.”


      Had it really been that obvious that I didn’t like Master Geitz? Perhaps it would be in my best interest to put on a mask and act pleasant toward the court magus.


      “Lady Patience appears to be quite fatigued, so I will open the door!” Master Geitz announced.


      See! I knew there was no point in my coming all the way here! That realization just made me feel three times as tired as I’d been a moment ago.


      “O great portal that allowed for passage into the manor governed by the last consul of the Kazarian Empire, I command you now to open unto us!”


      Just as his previous ones had been, Master Geitz’s incantation was protracted and cringeworthy. He still had a box of ancient texts we’d found earlier tucked under his arm. Wolfgang was so worried about the safety of those documents that he was practically attached to the court magus at the hip, which made Master Geitz look even more ridiculous as he cast his spell.


      I found the whole sequence of events asinine, but that didn’t really matter because Master Geitz was successful. He even got the steps of the hidden staircase to pop out. Just as it had during our previous visits, in the blink of an eye the door shut and the steps retracted back into the wall.


      “It appears that the power source for this door is in disrepair,” Master Geitz commented. “However, it is partially operational... We must look into this, Lady Patience!”


      You’re a court magus, aren’t you? Figure it out on your own! As much as I wanted to tell him off, the other members of the survey team, my schoolmates, and my uncle were all staring at me with anticipation, and I succumbed to the pressure.


      “I see that it is partially connected to the power source for the hangar ceiling, which I suspect is the reason it is not completely nonoperational,” I remarked. “I believe that its main source of power was part of the aboveground ruins, which are now destroyed.”


      I used my sonar spell and detected a cable connecting the door at the ruins back to the area of the hangar; it had several deteriorated sections.


      “If we can repair the connection, I believe the doors and the stairs may be operational for longer periods of time,” Master Geitz hypothesized aloud.


      Good point! Master Geitz repaired the other cable, so I’ll leave this to him!


      “Uh, what are you waiting for, Lady Patience? Restorative spells are your specialty!”


      Ugh, he wants me to do it?


      “You successfully did it yourself earlier, Master Geitz,” I replied, trying to refuse the responsibility.


      “I was only able to connect those lines because it was a short gap, so I could use ferromancy,” Master Geitz argued. “I cannot repair a connection that spans such a significant distance.”


      Really now? Humph. I’m pretty sure he could do it.


      “Please repair the severed connection, Dame Patience,” Geuss pleaded.


      “Um, what about preserving the current state of the site?” I asked. Given Wolfgang’s repeated attempts to leave structures undisturbed, I couldn’t imagine he would want me messing with things.


      “While I would like to preserve the site as it is, I am also curious about how the mechanisms here functioned during the reign of the Kazarian Empire. In other words, I am torn between my desires to preserve the site and to learn about the past.”


      I guess being a historian can be pretty complicated. What’s the best course of action here? I decided to leave the final decision in the hands of the lord of this county, Count Northcourt.


      “How would you like to proceed, uncle?”


      Geuss and Wolfgang immediately turned their attention toward my uncle and stared at him intently.


      “If it is possible, then I would like to repair the system. Could I trouble you for your help, Patience?”


      I nodded affirmatively to my uncle, which seemed to irk Master Geitz—perhaps he didn’t like that I’d refused the same request when it had come from him. However, it was in my best interest to interact with him as little as possible, so I simply ignored him.


      “Connect!” I incanted, repairing the weakened sections of the power line.


      “Your incantations are always atrocious, but your spells themselves are very effective,” Master Geitz rudely commented. “Well then, let us test the door!”


      Leave me alone! My incantations are short and to the point!


      “O door that has awoken from a millennium of slumber, I command you to open unto us!”


      Did his incantation get shorter?


      The ceiling door opened and the steps slid out of the wall, and they didn’t close or retract immediately like they had been doing before.


      “Now that this entrance is working, we can investigate both the ruins and the tunnels in this area!” Wolfgang cheered.


      “Once again, I must insist that you study alchemy at Romano University, Dame Patience!” Geuss said, recruiting me for his department for the umpteenth time.


      “Lady Patience will study magic and become my successor, Professor Geuss,” Master Geitz announced, firmly refusing the professor’s invitation on my behalf. “It would be of no use to her if she were to focus entirely on alchemy, considering it is only one branch of magic.”


      The court magus spoke so confidently that I could only assume he had ignored all of my previous efforts to decline his own offer.


      “Patience is going to follow in your footsteps?!” my uncle asked, visibly overjoyed.


      No, I won’t!


      “I am not enrolled in the mage track, nor am I considering that path for my future,” I said. I’d been doing my best to say no, but it didn’t seem to have any effect. Does Master Geitz not know what “no” means?


      “You are quite stubborn and selfish, Lady Patience!”


      Excuuuuuse me?! That’s rich, coming from the king of self-serving behavior himself!


      “Do you just not know what it means to be a court magus, Patience?” Benjamin interjected.


      Hmm? I guess maybe I don’t.


      “You’re really skilled when it comes to academics,” Benjamin declared, “but you’re lacking a bunch of common sense and general knowledge.”


      “Common sense is something you don’t have either!” Caesar retorted.


      He was right about Benjamin...but it was also true that my father lacked a lot of common sense, and that deficiency had probably gotten passed on to me. All I had to go off was what young OG Patience had learned. The only exception was my social etiquette, which was perfect thanks to my mother’s training.


      “Maybe that’s one of the pitfalls of the academics-focused Granger family,” Benjamin continued. “Wait, don’t tell me you don’t even know the difference between a court magus and a court mage!”


      “Well, students who graduate from the mage track at the Royal Academy are eligible to sit for the novice mage’s exam,” I said, thinking out loud. “Of those who pass, some will go on to serve the court. Those individuals are known as court mages... Wait, what is a court magus?”


      Everyone let out deep sighs of exasperation, the only exceptions being my sweet angels and Samuel.


      “Right now, Master Geitz is the only court magus in the Kingdom of Lawrence,” my uncle explained. “He is an incredibly prestigious member of the court. You must be more careful in how you speak to him.”


      I had no idea he was so important! I guess just acting pleasant won’t cut it! I need to immerse myself in the role of a good-tempered noble lady who actually respects Master Geitz!


      “There’s no need for such caution, Count Northcourt,” the court magus insisted. “His Majesty and Lady Patience are the only people who tell me what they honestly think. I do not wish to lose such a valuable and rare connection. I have grown exhausted of all the flattery and lies I hear every day.”


      His exact age was unclear, but he seemed to be on the younger side, especially for a position as exalted as that of court magus. Master Geitz was probably surrounded by sycophants seeking to take advantage of his youth to manipulate him. I could sympathize with his situation, but I still preferred not to get involved with him. Leave me out of this!


      “Since this entrance is now operational, I will stay here at the ruins,” I announced. “Traveling back to Gaius’s Knoll using the tunnels is quite exhausting.”


      The walk back would be downhill, so it was less physically demanding, but going down the stairs was anxiety-inducing and required focus, which made it mentally draining. The guards could probably make it back to Gaius’s Knoll in the blink of an eye—with my slow feet, I would get back quicker if I just waited here for a carriage.


      “In that case, I shall stay here as well,” Master Geitz said. “I have yet to visit the Kazarian ruins, and it would be terrible if someone were to kidnap Lady Patience. I make an excellent bodyguard.”


      Part of the reason I wanted to stay here was to get away from him! Ugh!


      “That won’t be necessary,” I replied, politely declining his offer. “My brothers will be here to protect me.”


      For the second time on this outing, my words made everyone sigh.


      “You don’t have enough regard for possible dangers, Patience,” Benjamin chided me, speaking for the group. “If someone wanted to kidnap you, they would easily take Nassius and Henry as hostages. If you want your brothers to stay safe, you need to think before you act.”


      Benjamin had a fair point. I thought about what I would do if my beloved angels were ever taken hostage, and my hair stood on end. I have no idea how far I’d go to hurt anyone who harmed my brothers, which scares me a little...


      “While I agree with what the male student said, I am sure that anyone who would dare to harm your brothers would face a fate one hundred times worse than whatever they had done,” Master Geitz remarked. “You seem much more vengeful than I am, Lady Patience.”


      The rest of the group seemed put-off by me after that comment. I couldn’t blame them, because I wouldn’t want to interact with a noble lady deemed to be more vengeful than the court magus.


      “My, what a rude thing to say, Master Geitz! As long as my brothers are safe, I have no plans of ever casting attack spells. However, if something did happen to them...” I turned to my brothers. “You both must be careful. If something ever happens to either of you, I fear that I would stop at nothing to avenge you—even if that meant making an enemy of everyone else in the world.”


      I can’t use real attack spells, but I could definitely hurt people using household magic.


      “We will be careful, sister,” my brothers replied in unison.


      Ugh, they’re so adorable!


      “These children also appear to have unique skills,” Master Geitz said. “I believe that Nassius’s strange household magic is a result of Lady Patience’s influence. Henry appears to be proficient in physical enhancement, yet I still see traces of Patience’s magic having affected him as well. His magic is by no means ordinary.”


      It seemed completely natural and expected for my sweet angels to be influenced by my magic. After all, to me, they were the two most important people in the entire world. Is that not how it works?


      “Brocon,” Samuel rudely commented under his breath. Despite how quietly he’d said it, everyone heard him.


      “I see! In order to obtain Lady Patience, I must first win over her brothers!” Master Geitz turned to face my angels. “Nassius! Henry! I will provide you both with magic instruction!”


      What?! That’s completely unnecessary! I wanted to decline his offer, but I could feel everyone staring at me with imposing gazes that screamed, “Don’t refuse!!!” That caused me to hesitate a moment, which in turn led to my defeat.


      “Do you really mean that, Master Geitz?” Nassius asked, his eyes sparkling with excitement.


      “Yay! Thank you very much!” Henry cheered.


      Their reactions were to be expected, given that they’d heard moments ago that he was the best mage in all of Lawrence. They’d already come to admire the weirdo.


      “Is that all right, sister?” Nassius asked, seemingly aware that I wasn’t fond of Master Geitz. His worried gray eyes sealed my fate.


      “Yes, you both should learn from him,” I replied. My biggest flaw was perhaps how weak I was in the face of my brothers.


      “With that settled, please lead the way to the mural, Lady Patience!” Master Geitz requested. “I’ll be relying on you both as well, Nassius and Henry.”


      “Yes, Master Geitz!” they enthusiastically responded, once again in unison.


      As we made our way aboveground, I thought back to how worried the professors and ministry officials had seemed that Master Geitz had left Romano. I hope the king summons him back.




      Nassius and Henry were absolutely thrilled to show Master Geitz around the Kazarian ruins. I found my brothers’ willingness to trust the court magus incredibly endearing, but at the same time, it was slightly concerning.


      If I could, I would have preferred to be sitting restfully somewhere and waiting for a carriage to take us back to the manor. However, I was afraid that if I left them alone, Master Geitz might cajole my brothers into helping him win me over, so I decided to accompany them while they toured the ruins.


      “The mural depicting the magic-powered ships is located in that building,” Nassius said, directing Master Geitz to the location in question.


      What a proper, well-spoken boy! I’m so proud of him! If we were in my previous world, he would’ve made for an excellent tour guide.


      “Please take my hand, sister!” Henry said, offering his hand to help me step inside the crumbling building.


      “Thank you,” I replied. What an adorable gentleman!


      If Master Geitz weren’t here, I would have been having a wonderful time exploring the ruins with my beloved little angels. Instead, as if I didn’t have enough to worry about, Wolfgang, Yuri, and Philips also joined us.


      “It would be terrible if you tripped while keeping that box tucked under your arm, Master Geitz,” Wolfgang pointed out. “My assistant would be happy to hold it for you.”


      Indeed, Wolfgang was still attached by some invisible chain to the box of ancient texts that Master Geitz had been carrying around. Apparently, separating them was impossible.


      “Please step back, Professor Wolfgang,” Master Geitz said. “You may have seen this mural countless times by now, but this is my first time viewing it!”


      I’m sure it’s annoying for Master Geitz to have Wolfgang standing so close to him this whole time.


      “Why don’t you have Sir Yuri hold on to the box for you, Master Geitz?” I suggested.


      For a middle-aged man like Wolfgang, it was probably exhausting to be following Master Geitz so closely while worrying about the contents of the box. I also didn’t feel good about my brothers watching the professor desperately plead with Master Geitz for so long.


      “If you are worried about the box, I can make sure that Yuri is always within your view, Master Geitz,” Wolfgang insisted. “Please do not hold it vertically or at an angle!!!” He was keen on keeping the box perfectly level, which was understandable.


      “I cannot trust your assistant, Professor Wolfgang,” Master Geitz replied. “He could be planning to swipe the texts from me.”


      Um, don’t those documents belong to Count Northcourt?


      “In that case, what if you were to have my friend Sir Philips hold on to the box, Master Geitz?” I proposed. “He is only temporarily assisting Professor Wolfgang, and I can vouch for his character.”


      The court magus furrowed his brows and adopted an incredibly troubled expression.


      “I think you are overly trusting of others, Lady Patience. Yet you are extremely guarded toward me and me only.” After mumbling that grievance, he handed the box to Philips. “I’ll leave this box in your hands until we return to Northcourt manor. Once we’ve returned, I’ll want the box back.”


      It seemed like rather than finally giving in, Master Geitz had simply gotten tired of carrying the box around.


      “You must keep the box completely level, Philips,” Wolfgang insisted. His comment brought to mind the possibility that the court magus had gotten fed up with how closely the professor had been following him around.


      I feel bad for putting Philips in this position. Now he has to deal with Yuri’s envious stares and Wolfgang’s nagging!


      “My, this mural is incredible. Yes, I see—there are skyships and oceangoing vessels, both powered by magic. This further confirms just how advanced the Kazarian Empire was.”


      Master Geitz was closely inspecting the mural, while the rest of us kept our distance. He would randomly crouch down or move from side to side, so we would be in his way if we got too close.


      I stared at the mural from my slightly distant position, and it began to wash over me just how strange it felt that Kazaria, an empire that had fallen one thousand years ago, was more technologically advanced than we were. I guess there were similar mysteries in my previous world, like how the Egyptian pyramids or the Mayans seemed incredibly advanced for their time.


      “I wonder if the magic-powered ships used a power source similar to the tunnels in place of magic stones,” Nassius pondered aloud. What a smart observation!


      “There may have been massive dragons that produced proportionally massive magic stones,” I remarked. “However, sunlight is much more consistently available, so it may have been harnessed for power.”


      Henry seemed confused by my response.


      “If they used sunlight, they wouldn’t have been able to fly at night, sister,” he pointed out. “Also, wouldn’t the doors not work at night? Wouldn’t that have caused trouble for people?”


      Henry’s just too cute! He thought through my theory and came up with an excellent question!


      “What a great point, Henry. Indeed, it would be troublesome if the ships and doors weren’t operational at night. Think back to the artificial boulders, and where all the sunlight they collected went. Do you think that energy could have been stored somewhere?”


      “Oh, that big glowing spot!” Henry said, recalling the battery-like mass where all the electrical lines met.


      “I now understand why you called them replenishable magic stones, sister,” Nassius remarked. “At night, the systems use the energy that was stored in the artificial magic stones during the day!”


      I’m glad they both understand! My angels are both geniuses! Such cute, smart angels deserve kisses! I was clearly busy bonding with my brothers, yet a certain someone decided to interrupt.


      “Your hypothesis is truly incredible, Lady Patience!” Wolfgang exclaimed. “You absolutely must write a paper on this subject!”


      Master Geitz had been obsessively inspecting the mural, but all the ruckus the professor was making caused the court magus to turn his attention to us. I suddenly had a terrible premonition, and a shiver ran down my spine.


      “I’ve been hearing bits and pieces of an interesting conversation,” Master Geitz commented. “What are you discussing over there, Professor Wolfgang?” He was learning—he’d realized it would be easier to get answers from Wolfgang than from me.


      “Dame Patience previously discovered what is likely supplying power to the underground passages,” Wolfgang explained. “She was sharing her hypothesis of the mechanism behind the power source.”


      Wait, he didn’t give any specifics! Is he leaving that to me?!


      Before pressing me for details, Master Geitz’s first reaction was childish anger.


      “Why is this the first I’m hearing of this?! Not a single person has mentioned that you discovered the power source for the underground systems! In fact, I don’t think it was mentioned in the survey team’s reports either!”


      Wolfgang began grasping for excuses, including the weak claim that he was still writing that report and had been too busy to finish it. Well, he definitely had time to come bother us at the beach! He had time to order his assistant to steal our floats! Yeah, my resentment for stealing those floats runs deep!


      Master Geitz raised a hand, signaling for Wolfgang to stop coming up with excuses. Then he turned to me and smiled.


      “What did you find, and what are your thoughts about your discovery, Lady Patience? Since most of your conversation was with your brothers, I didn’t catch much of it. I would love to hear more about this power source!”


      Master Geitz was emitting an extremely overbearing aura. I bet a court magus has a crazy amount of mana. No wonder he feels so intimidating.


      “Perhaps it would be better for you to see the power source yourself,” I replied. “Oh, look! The carriages are here.”


      The carriages had arrived at the perfect moment, and Mary was standing by one and calling us over.


      “It’s time to return to the manor,” I said to Nassius and Henry.


      Master Geitz can ride separately with Wolfgang, Yuri, and Philips. I’m sure he doesn’t want to let that box out of his sight.


      “I knew it! You are cold toward me, Lady Patience!”


      I ignored the fussy magus and boarded a carriage with Mary and my brothers. Even though I had blatantly ignored him, Master Geitz climbed aboard our carriage too.


      “What about the ancient texts, Master Geitz?” I asked.


      He smirked victoriously as he showed me the box, which only made me feel exasperated. I guess he got the box back from Philips before climbing into our carriage.


      “It’s a bit cramped, but it’s a short trip, so that shouldn’t be a problem,” Master Geitz remarked.


      If he hadn’t forcibly joined us, the four of us would have had plenty of room to ride comfortably back to the manor.


      Nassius, who was sitting beside me, got up and joined Mary and Henry on the seats across from me. Then Master Geitz sat next to me, as if that were somehow the obvious choice. He’s so irritating!


      “Wouldn’t you be more comfortable with Professor Wolfgang and the others? I imagine it will be quite boring to ride with girls and children.”


      Most guys would probably choose to ride with Wolfgang, but neither convention nor my insinuating remarks seemed to matter to Master Geitz.


      “Not at all. I think it is much more exciting and fun to be with you, Lady Patience. Also, I am very interested in hearing your thoughts about the power source.”


      I’d been hoping he would ride in the other carriage precisely because I didn’t want to talk to him about that.


      “Could you please explain it to me once more, sister?” Nassius asked.


      Are you asking for Master Geitz’s sake? Wow, that’s a level of considerateness I wouldn’t expect from someone raised by that father of ours. I’m so proud of you!


      “This is purely my own speculation, so please do not give any serious weight to my ideas, Master Geitz,” I prefaced. “There are eight artificial boulders sitting above the underground hangar. There are lines that connect all eight boulders to one spot. I thought it was possible that the boulders collect some form of energy and store it in that spot.” That was probably good enough for a simplified version of the explanation.


      “The boulders collect energy from sunlight and store it in the artificial magic stones, which are replenishable! Right, sister?” Nassius’s summary was much better than mine. He’s so smart!


      “Do you have any proof that the system of boulders is what powers the entrances and the lamps?” Master Geitz asked.


      “Yes, we do!” Henry energetically answered. “More than half of the surface of each boulder was covered in soil. Our sister removed all the dirt and leaves covering them up. After that, the magic lamps became much brighter! Before that, the lamps were so dim that we had to bring our own magic lamps to see where we were going!”


      I was pretty sure that we’d discussed all this back when we were gathering the newly discovered batch of ancient documents from the hangar. Perhaps Master Geitz hadn’t been listening.


      “In that case, the tunnels must have been quite dark. So that was why they’d decided to move all the documents and items they’d found out of the hangar... Before discovering the power source, it was possible that the doors would suddenly stop working at any moment. I suppose they didn’t have much of a choice.”


      What are you blabbering about?! There’s a box of ancient documents you carried out of the hangar sitting on your lap at this very moment! And you weren’t even in the same situation as they were! Ugh, I can’t stand him!


      “So, is our next stop going to be the power source?”


      I wanted to let out a deep sigh of exasperation, but that wasn’t very ladylike, so I suppressed the urge.


      “Yes, I believe my uncle and the survey team will be showing you around that area,” I replied. My plans were to have tea in the parlor!


      “What? You make it sound as if you won’t be joining us, Lady Patience.”


      He was absolutely correct. There was no way I was going horseback riding alongside someone so exhausting.


      “Indeed, I will not be going,” I replied. “The path to the power source is on a terribly steep incline.”


      Master Geitz fell silent. What’s wrong with going with the others?


      “I wanted to hear about your ideas while being there onsite...”


      No matter what Master Geitz said, my answer was going to be a big fat no! There was absolutely no way I was going to travel uphill on horseback when I was already so exhausted.




      Master Geitz very much wanted to visit the power source above the hangar with me, but I was in no mood to go up that hill on a horse, so I was firm in my refusal to join him. Count Northcourt, the survey team, and my schoolmates all went with him, so I was sure he’d be fine.


      Meanwhile, I was back at Northcourt manor having tea with Angela and Aunt Lilianna in the parlor. Madam Hartridge had said she was tired from all the carriage traveling she’d done today, so she was resting in her room. Samuel and my brothers had decided to join the others at the power source, and while I missed them, it was nice to have tea with just the girls in the family.


      “Do you know if we will be visiting the beach tomorrow during our visit to the summer palace, Lady Patience?” Angela asked.


      I didn’t know our plans, but I was going to bring our floats, bodyboards, swimsuits, and beach sandals just in case.


      “I believe our schedule will be decided by Her Majesty,” I replied. I quickly moved on to another subject, because I had an important question for my aunt. “How long will Master Geitz be staying here, Aunt Lilianna? We will be visiting the summer palace tomorrow. Would he be returning to Romano the day after that?” Though I was doing my best to hide it, there were subtle hints in my tone that suggested I wanted him to leave as soon as possible.


      “My, it is impolite to ask a guest how long they plan to stay, Patience,” my aunt remarked.


      I know, but he’s such a pain to deal with!


      “I heard from Sir Samuel that Master Geitz proposed to Lady Patience,” Angela revealed.


      Why is that cousin of mine such a gossip?! He must have told Angela about it when they got back to the knoll! I’m going to give him some extra lessons after we get back from the summer palace! On another note, when did Samuel and Angela get so close?


      “What?! The court magus Master Geitz proposed to you?! What wonderful news! You’re very popular, Patience.”


      I wouldn’t describe what Master Geitz had said to me as a proposal—it was closer to an insult! After all, he’d basically said that he’d do me a favor and marry me because I was too weird for anyone else to marry.


      “Master Geitz simply made an unfunny joke,” I insisted. “Even if it were real, I have already declined his offer.” Proposals needed to be handled carefully. I would absolutely hate to put off responding only for my lack of response to be mistaken for acceptance.


      “My, what a waste!” my aunt exclaimed, reacting the same way her husband had. I’d expected nothing less from the loving couple.


      “Is Master Geitz’s position in the court really so high ranking, Aunt Lilianna?” Angela asked, always the curious researcher.


      “Why, of course he is. Master Geitz is the only court magus in the kingdom, and he is also the head of the Ministry of Magic.”


      Seriously?! That guy runs the Ministry of Magic? My sympathies are with the others employed at the ministry. Wait, my government textbook didn’t mention anything about this. I’m pretty sure the Ministry of Magic is led by the minister of magic. Also, I’m pretty sure the Ministry of Magic is responsible for granting patents for magical instruments made using alchemy. The government textbook for the Royal Academy was basically like a high school level textbook from my previous world, so it had been quite simple to study and memorize.


      “The minister of magic handles day-to-day management and operational tasks, and he reports to Master Geitz,” Aunt Lilianna explained. “The only person who can give orders to Master Geitz is His Majesty.”


      Now that she’d mentioned it, I had a vague recollection of the pesky magus saying something similar. I think I remember him saying that the king and I are similar in some way, but I could be mistaken.


      “That must be why he is so self-centered!” I exclaimed.


      “My, Patience! You cannot say something so insolent about Master Geitz,” my aunt scolded me.


      “If Master Geitz had not taken the place of the second mage, perhaps Madam Hartridge wouldn’t have to strain herself so much,” I commented.


      She seemed like a nice noblewoman, but that had little bearing on the fact that she didn’t look like she could walk to the hangar and back. Now that we can enter the tunnels from the Kazarian ruins, they might get more done if they requested to add another mage to the team.


      Currently, everyone—including the survey team—was at the mercy of Master Geitz’s whims. Well, we did find that other room, and we got the ruins door to start working... Wait, is the investigation of the tunnels actually making a lot of progress? Maybe there is a benefit to having Master Geitz here. Well, if the survey team got another mage, that person could potentially explain the concepts of force and energy to the others on the survey team! Such baseless expectations filled my head as I enjoyed my cup of tea. Alas, I had woefully underestimated how annoying that nuisance of a magus could be.


      “There is a messenger here for you, my lady,” a butler said as he entered the parlor, visibly regretful that he had interrupted during teatime.


      “My, what could this be about?” Aunt Lilianna wondered out loud. “Very well, please show them in.”


      The messenger who entered was a guard of Northcourt, whose massive body had shrunk down in a dejected manner. It was the same guard who had held my horse’s reins for me when we’d first gone looking for the power source.


      “Ummm... Master Geitz is requesting that Lady Patience join him and the others.”


      Master Geitz hadn’t even had the decency to at least write a polite note. He was just summoning me there through this guard.


      “Well, that is quite troublesome,” Aunt Lilianna remarked.


      “I walked the entire length of the passageway from Gaius’s Knoll to the Kazarian ruins, so I’m quite exhausted,” I explained. “I am also not very skilled at horseback riding, so I am much too tired to travel up that hill.”


      As I said this, I tried to communicate with Angela through glances, signaling to her that I didn’t want to go.


      “Patience has indicated that she is quite tired,” my aunt responded to the guard. “Please pass that along to Master Geitz.”


      I expected the matter to be settled, but the guard continued, clearly uncomfortable to be in this position.


      “Um, well, I was also instructed to let Lady Patience know that her brothers have also requested she join them...” The guard did not appear to be fond of Master Geitz’s attempt to manipulate me to go.


      I was infuriated by his plan. How dare he use my love for my angels against me?! I won’t forgive him for this!


      “Really? Well, if Nassius and Henry are asking for you, you mustn’t keep them waiting,” Aunt Lilianna remarked. Both she and Angela seemed surprised by my reaction. Is my hair standing on end like a cat trying to intimidate someone? I tried to pat my hair down and get it back into place. We don’t need more kitties—Fluffy is enough.


      “Shall I go in your stead, Lady Patience?” Angela offered.


      She’s such a sweet girl!


      “Angela definitely has the better riding skills between you two,” Aunt Lilianna chimed in.


      Why are they both trying to keep me here? Are they worried I’ll behave rudely toward Master Geitz?


      “Thank you, Angela. However, I have a feeling that Master Geitz is not summoning me because he needs household magic,” I explained. “I am confident he only wants to hear my thoughts about that power source.”




      We traveled to Gaius’s Knoll by carriage, where I got on horseback and the guard led my horse by the reins as we made our way up the steep hill. Perhaps the horse could sense my annoyance, because it kept shaking its head and making the guard’s job more difficult despite the fact that it was usually a well-behaved horse.


      “Behave!” I commanded with magic, and the horse calmed down. I wasn’t going to risk falling off my horse while going up such a steep hill.


      Eventually, we somehow made it to the power source. I could feel everyone’s eyes on me, but I did my best to ignore their gazes. I was too busy to deal with them anyway, because I first needed to be lifted down from my horse, after which I would check in with my brothers.


      “Why did you ask me to come here?” I asked both of my brothers.


      Nassius averted his gaze, and Henry just appeared clueless. It seems like neither of them summoned me here.


      “You’re finally here, Lady Patience!” Master Geitz greeted me.


      Nassius’s guilty reaction was probably because he knew that the court magus had used their names to get me to come here. He seemed embarrassed that he hadn’t prevented it from happening.


      “You did nothing wrong, Nassius,” I assured him. “You’re all right, okay?” I gently pulled him into a hug and kissed him on the cheek.


      Now, Master Geitz is a different story. I won’t ever forgive him for putting such a sad look on Nassius’s face!


      “The messenger you sent to bring me here said that my brothers had asked that I join them. Yet it appears they did not request my presence. Since there is clearly no need for me to be here, I will be leaving now.”


      I’d only come here for my brothers’ sake—well, some part of me knew that it was most likely a lie, but still, that had been my reason for agreeing to make the trip out here.


      “Don’t leave, Lady Patience!” Master Geitz pleaded. “You’ve already come all this way, so why don’t you stay and study the power source with me?”
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      I could hear Master Geitz saying words, but I didn’t care to pay him any attention.


      “Would you two like to return with me?” I asked my brothers. I could feel everyone staring judgmentally because I was ignoring Master Geitz, but I wasn’t going to let it get to me.


      “No thank you, sister,” Nassius replied. “We will be returning later with Samuel. Um, also, I believe Master Geitz asked you something. Don’t you need to respond?”


      If someone besides Nassius had asked me that, I might’ve snapped and admitted, “I’m deliberately shunning him!” However, I wanted to be a good role model for my angels—I’d always considered that to be a mission the original Patience had charged me with.


      “You used my brothers to summon me here, Master Geitz,” I said. “Please never do that again.” The court magus seemed like the type who wouldn’t learn unless I sternly reprimanded him, so I made sure my tone was clear.


      “There’s no need for you to get so angry, Lady Patience. I’m sure that Nassius and Henry both would actually like to discuss their thoughts about the power source with you.” Master Geitz didn’t seem even the slightest bit sorry for what he’d done, which was quite vexing. “In fact, I believe that Nassius’s hypothesis is based on what he learned from you.”


      Wait, what did he say? Nassius came up with a hypothesis? I wanted nothing more than to coldly ignore everything the maddening magus said...but I also really wanted to know about my brother’s idea. As a compromise with myself, I instead asked Nassius directly for details.


      “What did you come up with, Nassius?”


      “I’ve been thinking about what you said this whole time, sister. I kept wondering how the artificial boulders could absorb energy from sunlight and send it through the connecting lines to the replenishable magic stones. Then I realized that it was perhaps similar to how we use magic.”


      I don’t think I fully understand what he means. But there’s nothing to worry about! As his big sister, I’m going to expend every bit of energy I have to comprehend his hypothesis!


      This was a world where magic was real. I used household magic daily, but I’d never thought about how I was actually powering my spells. All that the thin, flimsy magic theory textbook had to say on the matter was that all forms of magic were a gift that was bestowed upon us from Estena.


      “Magic is fueled by taking in mana particles from the air around us,” Master Geitz explained. “Those mana particles accumulate in our bodies, and spells are activated using that stored mana.”


      What?! This is all news to me!


      “We did not learn about any of this in magic theory,” I admitted.


      “The school of magic theory taught at the Royal Academy is based on the Church of Estena’s scriptures,” Master Geitz said, shaking his head in a resigned manner. “Estenaian doctrine claims that all forms of magic are a gift bestowed upon people by God. However, the existence of mages predates the emergence of the Church of Estena, so that is an unreasonable assertion. I truly believe it would serve you to study magic at Romano University, Lady Patience.”


      I finally understood the full weight of Caesar’s warning about Master Geitz—the court magus had no hesitation about openly claiming that the church’s doctrine was illogical. Master Geitz is a menace!


      I turned my attention away from the heretic and focused on my brother.


      “So, you learned about the way we use magic from Master Geitz, then hypothesized that the power source operates in a similar manner? I’m so impressed, Nassius!” My sweet angel is a genius! “Your hypothesis is that sunlight is like the mana particles in the air, the artificial boulders are like our bodies, and spellcasting is the force that converts sunlight into usable energy, right? That’s an amazing hypothesis!” I wrapped my arms around Nassius and gave him a big hug.


      “Well, Nassius simply extrapolated from what I taught him,” a certain someone annoyingly muttered, but I was too busy praising my brother.


      “Following that line of thinking, how do you suppose the artificial boulders actually absorb mana particles from sunlight?” Geuss asked.


      Wait, even Geuss knows about mana particles? Maybe they only teach Estenaian magic theory at the Royal Academy, but what you learn at Romano University is different.


      “You must not discuss these ideas with others, Patience,” Count Northcourt warned with a serious expression. “The same goes for you three, Samuel, Nassius, and Henry. You must be careful of what you say around others.” Then he turned to face Master Geitz and Geuss. “This is not a topic that should be discussed with children. After all, the church is fiercely critical of the research being conducted at Romano University.”


      Though different from magic, science had sometimes been in a similar position in my previous world; there had been periods in history where scientists were persecuted if their research didn’t align with orthodoxy. I get it, but I want to know the truth!




      For some time now, I’d had the impression that the Granger family wasn’t very religious. After what I’d learned today, I began wondering whether the Kingdom of Lawrence as a whole was on good terms with the Church of Estena, which turned out to be quite unclear.


      Romano was home to an architecturally magnificent Estenaian church, which was the very place that my brothers and I had undergone our proficiency evaluations and gained the ability to use magic. It was entirely possible that Lawrencians only relied on the church for these evaluations and had no interest in the church’s teachings.


      While studying world history, I’d learned that the Holy Empire of Estena had committed countless immoral acts over the past thousand years. The empire had worked behind the scenes to incite wars while also directly having a hand in the destruction of other countries. Through its various machinations, the empire had conspired to resurrect the Kazarian Empire. They had ended up failing miserably, and the present state of the Holy Empire of Estena was a tiny country, its territory limited to the original Kazarian capital of Rianne and some of its surrounding areas.


      “Lady Patience?” Master Geitz called my name to get my attention. “Please stop wasting your energy thinking about the likes of the Holy Empire of Estena and instead concentrate on the power source.”


      I’m engaged in some serious thinking here! Ugh, what’s his problem?!


      Perhaps Master Geitz was partially correct that this was a waste, because the Kingdom of Lawrence surely had various plans in place to deal with Estena, and they didn’t need little old me to find a solution to dealing with the church or the empire. I’ll leave that problem for the adults to solve!


      “I would like to remove one of the artificial boulders and one artificial magic stone and study them,” Master Geitz declared.


      Uh, I doubt that’s allowed.


      “That would be incredibly problematic, Master Geitz!” Wolfgang argued, desperately trying to stop him.


      “Even if you removed them, I would assume the entire mechanism would continue to work as long as the remaining ones are still connected,” Geuss chimed in. “If we could study a boulder and a magic stone, we would most certainly make some unprecedented discoveries!”


      Geuss had always been on Team Dig, so he was on Master Geitz’s side.


      “Umm, this is Northcourt County, so perhaps it is best if no one makes any decisions on their own,” I suggested. Although I’d learned just how high-ranking Master Geitz was in Lawrence, I still believed he wasn’t exempt from going through the proper channels.


      My uncle silently thought for a moment before responding.


      “Well, I would have to first obtain His Majesty’s permission to consider such a proposal before I could make any decision.”


      That’s a good point. There’s a nonzero chance that removing a boulder or a magic stone could break the whole mechanism, which would be an absolute nightmare. These structures might be in Northcourt County, but they’re incredibly significant pieces of history. I completely understand why my uncle doesn’t want to take any risks.


      “There’s no need for such tediousness!” Master Geitz argued loudly.


      Geuss affirmed the court magus’s position, while Wolfgang fervently objected. The squabbling devolved, and tensions spiked to the point that either side could explode at any moment.


      “We’re going to the summer palace tomorrow, right, sister? Couldn’t we ask His Majesty then?”


      Henry’s innocent question saved the day.


      “That’s right!” Count Northcourt enthusiastically responded. “I will have Samuel deliver a letter to His Majesty.”


      With that, it had been decided that we couldn’t dig anything up today. Master Geitz didn’t hold back his complaints.


      “How can you all be so cavalier about this?! Are you earnestly suggesting that we wait when there’s such a magnificent mystery to solve right in front of us?!”


      Yeah, I am! It seemed like Master Geitz couldn’t be away from Romano very long, so I understood his frustration and desire to move quickly, but I was in complete support of my uncle’s decision. Also, it probably didn’t help the magus’s case that I was still mad about how he’d used my angels to lure me here.


      “Couldn’t we remove just one of these artificial boulders, Lady Patience?” Master Geitz begged. He made a desperate effort to persuade me, but I wasn’t going to risk breaking the entire system.


      Well, if the circuitry is similar to electrical wiring from my previous world, I guess you could remove one boulder and bridge the gap with an additional connection. But this is a different world, so it might not work that way.


      “You do think it’s possible, don’t you?!” Master Geitz exclaimed joyfully.


      Shoot! I keep forgetting that he can get a vague sense of what I’m thinking! That was careless of me!


      “Do you really think it would be safe to remove one of the boulders, Patience?” Benjamin asked.


      Please don’t insert yourself into this conversation. I don’t want things to get any more complicated!


      “If we could remove some parts of the system and study them, we could possibly uncover the mystery of this power source!” Geuss began proclaiming at the top of his lungs. “Such a discovery would benefit all humanity!”


      I was now surrounded by two people who had no sense of volume, and I was getting a headache.


      “I have already decided that this matter must be presented to His Majesty,” my uncle insisted.


      I thought that would shut down further discussion, but that was naive of me. My uncle spoke again.


      “So, Patience, do you really think it would be safe to remove one of the boulders? What brought you to that conclusion?”


      Seriously? Why is my uncle asking about it too?


      I proceeded to ponder whether electrical circuits existed in this world. Sewer systems existed, which was how we had toilets, but I wasn’t sure if magic stones had something similar. I wonder if they maintain the lamps at huge mansions and around the palace by just placing magic stones in each individual lamp. The lamps at the Royal Academy all run on their own magic stones. They’re almost like everyday batteries from my previous world.


      “There are cables extending from the power source to the doors and lamps, which is how the power is supplied to them,” I explained. “For example, there is a cable connecting the entrance at the consul’s manor to the power source here. That cable had several deteriorated sections, which was why there had been very little power supplied to that entrance. Now that the cable has been repaired and the two are properly connected, that door is fully functional. Therefore, I suspect that if the gap created by removing an artificial boulder is closed by establishing a new connection, the system may be unaffected.”


      Everyone was listening intently to my explanation, and I could only hope that they were keeping in mind that this was all just my own speculation.


      “See?” Master Geitz exclaimed. “We can absolutely remove one of the boulders and one of the magic stones! We can conduct our research without damaging the system!”


      While I agreed that removing one of the boulders would likely be fine, I wasn’t so sure about the magic stones. Going off what I knew from my previous life, removing one battery from an object that required multiple to operate made it stop working.


      “I am not sure if the same could be said about the replenishable magic stones,” I objected. “When using magic to detect the magic stones, they only appear as a single glowing mass, so there is nothing that indicates whether it would be safe to remove one of them.”


      Master Geitz thought for a moment.


      “In that case, I will need to do some more research before we proceed. Tomorrow, I will travel with you to the summer palace.”


      Whaaaaat?! We’re going to the summer palace for a playdate with the royal children!


      “Oh, um, it was my understanding that those without explicit invitation were not permitted to visit the summer palace,” my uncle said, clearly distressed by Master Geitz’s sudden decision to tag along.


      I wasn’t happy about this either. Of course, what we did was up to the queen, but I was looking forward to swimming—that was why I was bringing the swimsuits and floats. Also, I hadn’t forgotten about the genuine concern the king had expressed for Princess Jane. I really wanted her to have the opportunity to let loose at the beach and just enjoy herself.


      “I suppose you are correct... In that case, I will have a letter delivered as well!”


      Now that I was thinking about it, there had been many significant developments since the king’s visit. We’d discovered the power source and cleaned up the soil and leaves that had been affecting the supply of power to the doors and lights. The underground passages were now significantly brighter. Master Geitz had also helped discover the small room connected to the hangar, and we’d fixed the entrance at the consul’s manor.


      “I would like to have the survey team’s report delivered as well!” Wolfgang exclaimed. “You’ve prepared the report, right, Yuri?”


      “In that case, I’d like my report delivered as well!” Geuss shouted. He turned to Michael and Simon and asked, “The report is ready, right?”


      Wow, being a research assistant must be a lot of work, I thought, observing them as if I weren’t involved in any of this. That notion was immediately proven to be wrong.


      “You are against destroying such a valuable historical site, right, Dame Patience?! Please tell His Majesty that you are against their idea!” Since he and his team wouldn’t be going to the summer palace, Wolfgang was trying to convince me to lobby for the preservation of the site.


      Obviously, Geuss wasn’t going to stay silent about that.


      “You believe that the removal of a single artificial boulder wouldn’t harm the overall system, right, Lady Patience?! Please explain your thinking and position to His Majesty!”


      Why don’t you both just argue your positions in your reports?! Just then, I noticed that Nassius was being cornered by Master Geitz. I need to save him!


      “You have the ability to use household magic, Nassius. What if you were to try opening the door, just once? If you succeed, you will be able to help out your dear sister.”


      Is he seriously trying to use me to manipulate Nassius? Well, it’s true that Nassius being able to use household spells would be convenient. In fact, it’s pretty much a necessity to live comfortably in the dorms... Wait, if our father will be commuting to Romano University every day, couldn’t Nassius just get a ride with him? Then Henry won’t have to be alone at home!


      My train of thought got derailed, and I ended up being too slow to stop Master Geitz.


      “Yes, I would like to try!”


      It seemed like Master Geitz had successfully won over Nassius already. I would have felt much better if my brother instead continued to take after Philips.


      “Henry, your physical enhancement also appears to be special,” Master Geitz remarked. “I’d like to see it in action, so we should have a sparring session when we return to Northcourt manor.”


      Wait, they’re going to practice sword fighting together?


      Master Geitz was quite nimble, so I’d suspected that he was physically fit, but that wasn’t proof that he was a skilled swordsman. He’s a court magus, right? Is he any good at sword fighting?


      “You are really easy to read, Lady Patience,” Master Geitz remarked. “Perhaps our ways of thinking are harmonious in some respect. In any case, you should know that I graduated from the Royal Academy with stellar grades, and both sword fighting and horseback riding were mandatory courses.”


      Soon after, the professors, their assistants, and my uncle left to prepare their reports to be delivered to the summer palace tomorrow. For some reason, my schoolmates, Samuel, my angels, and I all gathered at the entrance at Gaius’s Knoll with Master Geitz.


      “Go on, Lady Patience! Show us how the door is operated! Make sure to watch carefully, Nassius!”


      You could just open it yourself! I was annoyed with Master Geitz...but it was true that I would happily open the door hundreds of times if it would help Nassius.


      “Open!” I incanted, pressing the mechanism in the divot with my hand. Now that I knew where it was, there was no need to use a stick. “Was that helpful at all?”


      Master Geitz suspected that Nassius had initially fallen through the entrance at the consul’s manor because he’d unconsciously used household magic. However, I couldn’t imagine that Nassius had been commanding something to open. I’m pretty sure it was just some sort of accident.


      “Please shut the entrance, Lady Patience. All right, it’s your turn to try opening it, Nassius!”


      Master Geitz was pressed against Nassius’s back. Um, why are you leaning against him like that?


      “Try to match the flow of your mana to mine,” Master Geitz instructed.


      Nassius had an incredibly serious look on his face, and I grew worried that he was pushing himself too hard. Is he okay?


      “Open!” Nassius incanted while pressing the divot, and with a loud rumble, the entrance opened up.


      “You did it, Nassius!” I cheered. “That was incredible!”


      Nassius didn’t seem as excited. In fact, he seemed a bit confused.


      “I think that was Master Geitz who opened it, not me. It felt like I was simply in sync with his mana.”


      Wouldn’t that defeat the purpose of getting Nassius to open the door? I turned to Master Geitz and shot him a glare, but he simply reacted with a chuckle.


      “You really are skilled, Nassius. You have nothing to worry about. Try it alone this time. I’m sure you will succeed.”


      With a determined look, Nassius pressed the divot once more and issued a command.


      “Close!”


      The boulder rumbled as the two halves slid back together.


      “You really did it, Nassius!” I exclaimed before pulling him into a hug.


      “Yes, I feel like I somehow grasped the feeling of doing it. I’d like to try opening it again.”


      Don’t push yourself too hard! I wanted to caution him, but how could I say anything when he looked so determined?


      “Open!” Another rumble. “Close!” And another rumble.


      “You’ve completely mastered operating the door,” Master Geitz remarked. “I’d like to see whether you could cast some of the other spells that Lady Patience uses.”


      Caesar and my other schoolmates had been watching from a distance. I thought I saw them sighing, only to realize too late that they were actually preparing to shout.


      “That was amazing, Nassius!” Benjamin roared.


      You’re too loud, Fluffy!


      “Could we learn to operate the door as well, Master Geitz?!” Caesar asked, clearly desperate to learn.


      You have nothing to worry about, Caesar. Once Master Geitz returns to Romano, I’m sure they’ll send the mage that was supposed to come here. Even if Nassius and I aren’t available, you’ll still be able to visit the tunnels.


      “Hmm... I’m not sure. Oh, you, with the red hair! With some effort, I think you might be able to do it.”


      Everyone turned their attention to Mikhail. “Um, me? I have absolutely no idea how I would even attempt that.”


      You’re the one who mentioned it, so you better teach him, Master Geitz!


      “If Lady Patience teaches you, you might succeed in opening it one day.”


      For some reason, the great and mighty magus was completely abdicating instructional responsibility to me. My other schoolmates all turned their attention to me with pleading looks that suggested they wanted me to teach them as well.


      “Oh, I almost forgot!” Master Geitz interjected. “I think Henry could open the door as well! I believe his physical enhancement has been influenced quite a bit by Lady Patience.”


      Henry turned to face me, his eyes glimmering with anticipation as he gave me a pleading look that screamed, “Teach me!” You know all my weaknesses, don’t you? How could I say no to those puppy dog eyes? Of course I’ll teach you!


      “Let’s try opening it together, Henry!” I wrapped my arms around him from behind, and we pressed the divot together.


      “Open!” Henry incanted, and the boulder split in two. “Close!” The boulder came back together. We repeated that several more times.


      “I’d like to try it by myself, sister!” Henry seemed to have grasped the sensation of casting the spell, and he wanted to challenge himself to do it on his own. He’s such a boy!


      “Go ahead. I’m sure you can do it, Henry!”


      With a serious expression, Henry pressed the divot.


      “Open!” he incanted. The boulder rumbled, and in a moment the entrance was open.


      “You did it!” Nassius cheered, and he pulled Henry into a hug.


      “You did so well!” I said, wrapping my arms around both of them.


      Nassius and Henry are such talented, adorable, amazing angels!


      I wanted to enjoy this moment between us siblings for a bit longer, but I was distracted by deeply envious stares.


      “I want to learn too, Patience!” Samuel exclaimed. His sentiment was shared by Caesar and the rest of my schoolmates.


      “None of you are even remotely prepared to receive instruction from Lady Patience,” Master Geitz huffed. “If you want to learn from her, you must first make an effort to learn on your own!”


      Only a moment ago Master Geitz had told Mikhail I would teach him how to open the door, yet now he said this? It seemed like he was irked that he was the only one who couldn’t learn from me. He’s so immature!


      That being said, I was grateful that Master Geitz had rebuked them. If it weren’t for him, I might have ended up spending the entire latter half of my summer break giving lessons in household magic. But that was all I was grateful for!


      I was at a total loss as to how to deal with Master Geitz. Can’t he just return to Romano already? I have a grim feeling that our fates are somehow intertwined, and I’ll never be fully rid of him... No, I mustn’t follow that bizarre train of thought! This is a world with magic, so anything is possible!


      I was supposed to enjoy my summer break having fun with my brothers, but the path I was going down suggested it might end with a focus on investigating historical sites. I would really hate it if that was how my summer ended.


      END

    

  

  
    
      Afterword


      Thank you for reading the sixth volume of In Another World with Household Spells.


      When Patience first arrived in this world, she lived a deeply impoverished life where she was constantly cold and her meals consisted of bland soup and hard bread. Now, Patience has been awarded the title of baronetess, and her father even has a job lined up.


      Summer break will be ending soon, and while she no longer has to be worried about her family’s financial situation, the fall semester will pose a new challenge in that a foreign royal will be studying abroad in Lawrence. How will that affect Patience’s life at school?


      Until now, Patience has mostly concerned herself with earning enough for her household and worrying about her brothers. From now on, she’ll need to spend more time thinking about herself.


      I hope you continue to follow Patience’s story.


      Rika
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      Bonus Short Story


      Caesar’s Special Summer Vacation


      My name is Caesar Burns, and I am a second-year senior-division student at the Royal Academy, where I am also the president of the alchemy club.


      Much to my dismay, social norms dictated that nobles had to return to the territories they governed during the summer. To make matters worse, I was the eldest son of Duke Burns, which meant I had even more responsibilities than some of my peers.


      Benjamin, whose family lived next door to us in Romano, had been at our house since this morning to complain about having to return to the Priest March.


      “We don’t really have any choice,” I said, trying to assuage his grievances. “I do at least plan to be back in Romano by early August—no, by late July.”


      “It would be great if I could just do that, but it sounds like I’m going to be forced to tag along on a patrol of the northern forests...”


      Benjamin was proficient in fire magic, so he was probably being sent out to help hunt treants. While I sympathized with the fact that he was losing his summer break, the Burns Duchy had its own problems that I needed to deal with. I didn’t have the capacity to think about the issues in others’ territories.


      “Let’s both take care of everything that needs to be handled so we can return to Romano as soon as possible!” I spiritedly declared.


      “Yeah!” Benjamin cheered in response.


      Maybe we really will be able to return by early August.




      This year, my parents and I all returned to the Burns Duchy together. My mother wasn’t fond of traveling north in the winter, so she would rarely leave Romano. To make up for her absence in the cold months, she spent nearly every day of the summer hosting tea parties and banquets for the nobles who served our family. These social gatherings were always exceedingly tiresome.


      The various nobles in attendance would introduce me to their daughters and nieces, but it all felt like such a chore since I knew that my parents would ultimately choose my future wife. In any case, there was nothing more boring than having to converse with a noble lady who had no understanding of alchemy.




      By the time I finally returned to Romano, it was already the end of July.


      Has anyone been visiting the clubroom? I bet Benjamin is also going to be returning soon.


      I was relaxing in my room, exhausted by the long trip back from the duchy, when our butler arrived with an envelope in hand.


      “We received a letter addressed to you, Sir Caesar.”


      Hm? Who could it be from?


      Most nobles returned to their respective territories during the summer, so people usually didn’t send mail addressed to their Romano residences until late August.


      “Oh, it’s from Patience!” I exclaimed. “I remember her mentioning that she would be spending summer break in Northcourt County... Wait, there are ruins from the Kazarian Empire? In Northcourt? Whoa! This is a magic-powered ship!!!”


      This letter transformed my bland summer into a special, exhilarating break from school.


      “Has Benjamin returned yet?” I wondered out loud. “I’m sure Patience would’ve sent him a letter too.”


      The very next moment, I heard Benjamin shouting from our entryway. I know we’re cousins, but those are some pretty poor manners.


      “Sir Caesar!” With Patience’s letter in his hand, he waved excitedly while shouting for me. “Let’s go to Northcourt!!!”


      “Before we can make any plans, we’ll first need to get Count Northcourt’s approval,” I pointed out. Benjamin seemed so excited that he was liable to take off at any moment, and I needed to keep him here. Just then, Benjamin dropped his letter. “Hm? What’s this?” I said.


      My eyes were drawn to the sketch of the magic-powered ships that Patience had included with her letter to Benjamin. However, my cousin suddenly started making a ruckus.


      “They had magic-powered skyships!!!”


      Yes, yes, I know. It’s very exciting, but... I definitely shared Benjamin’s enthusiasm for this new information, that wasn’t why I was so interested in the drawing. This drawing is exactly the same as the one Patience sent me.


      Patience had received a certificate of completion in art, so I had no doubt that she was a competent artist. However, this was something different—I sensed a trace of mana on the paper.


      “I almost forgot, but Patience also wrote to Bryce and Philips!” Benjamin informed me.


      I understand why she’d write Bryce, since he’s also in alchemy club, but why did she write Philips? I probably wasn’t hiding my confusion very well, because Benjamin proceeded to answer the question I hadn’t asked.


      “Philips and Patience became friends because they’re both in the civil service track. He’s also a major history buff, so she probably invited him to tour the ruins.”


      They’re classmates, huh? I’d feel more comfortable if it was just the alchemy club gathering in Northcourt, but a history buff would probably know a lot about investigating historical ruins.




      We wrote back to Patience, and soon after we all received invitations to visit Northcourt County. Bryce and Philips planned to travel together, while Benjamin and I decided to also share a carriage ride to the county.


      “I heard Patience’s brothers are with her in Northcourt County,” Benjamin remarked.


      Both of us were only children, so we had no experience with siblings. However, judging from the way my other classmates spoke of and interacted with their siblings, I couldn’t imagine it was common to love one’s siblings as much as Patience did her brothers.


      “Yeah, I remember Patience being excited about getting to show her brothers the ocean,” I replied.


      Benjamin and I couldn’t help chuckling as we thought about how intensely Patience cared for her brothers.




      We’d departed Romano quite early in the morning, so we were set to arrive in Northcourt County around noon.


      “Look, Sir Caesar!” Benjamin exclaimed while sticking his head out of the window. “Those must be the Kazarian ruins! Could we stop by for a moment?”


      He really needs to learn how to stay calm.


      “We sent messengers ahead of us, so I’m sure Count Northcourt is waiting for us,” I reminded him.


      Just as I’d expected, Count and Countess Northcourt were both waiting outside to welcome us. Once we greeted them, Patience eagerly introduced us to her brothers. Nassius seemed like a smart boy. The Grangers were a family of academics, and Patience was incredibly gifted, so her brothers were surely just as intelligent.


      Benjamin was making a fuss about how he wanted to visit the ruins immediately, so I tried to calm him down. Thankfully, Bryce and Philips arrived soon after, so we could finally head out to the ruins.


      Benjamin really needs to learn some manners, I thought as we took off.




      “This must be it!” The mural on which Patience had based her drawing of the magic-powered ships was now right before our eyes. “I can’t believe how advanced the Kazarian Empire was!”


      I thought about all the incredible spells and alchemy that must have been lost to that long period of wars and chaos that followed the empire’s decline; it sent a shiver down my spine.


      That night, I asked Count Northcourt if we could stay at his manor for the remainder of our summer break and if I could compensate him for all the costs of investigating the ruins.


      “I appreciate the thought, but I cannot accept that,” he replied at first. However, he agreed to lend us his soldiers to assist with the investigation, so I kept pushing until he gave in.


      With all of that settled, we were now free to explore the ruins to our hearts’ content.




      The very next day, we began investigating the ruins. Philips, who was in the history club, wanted to look around the manor of the last consul of the Kazarian Empire, while the members of alchemy club set out to get a closer look at the mural.


      “It is time for lunch,” we were told, so we returned to Northcourt Manor for a break.


      “We should keep investigating! Who cares about lunch!” Benjamin complained during our trip back.


      Starting tomorrow, we should see if they can pack lunches that we can bring with us.


      One factor we hadn’t considered was Patience’s influence. She was a prodigy when it came to alchemy, and over the summer she’d developed a water-repellent material and created flotation devices in the shapes of a swan, a flower, and a big boar. Not only that, but she’d developed a water-repellent coating that she’d used to make us swimsuits and sandals! And so, rather than returning to the ruins, we spent the afternoon swimming at the beach.


      “What are these float things made out of?” I wondered out loud.


      The rest of us alchemy club members tried to come up with an answer, but we were at a complete loss.


      “I’m sure that there’s quartz sand and slime powder in it, but what makes it so soft and flexible?” After a while, we collectively gave up on figuring it out on our own and went to Patience to get an answer.


      “I used the mucus of giant poison frogs,” she revealed.


      We all immediately became deflated by that unexpected answer. I never would have imagined that the secret ingredient of such an amazing substance had come from a detested monster found in nearly every territory and hunted regularly. Patience always managed to take everyday, common items and make something incredible out of them. It was exactly this sort of genius that led to the alchemy club being dragged around by her.




      Our investigation eventually led to a major discovery, which was indirectly thanks to Patience. That day, Patience actually hadn’t accompanied us to the ruins. We knew that Nasisus had joined Philips in his inspection of the former consul’s manor, but we were suddenly informed that he’d disappeared. We all immediately began searching for Patience’s brother.


      “Where could he have gone?” I wondered aloud.


      Though it was possible that Nassius had wandered off somewhere on his own, all of us highly doubted that was the case. We’d only spent a handful of days with him, but we all knew that he was a considerate and careful boy. Philips, who had been with him, seemed to feel responsible for the incident and had turned completely pale.


      “I will let Mademoiselle Patience know what has happened!” he announced.


      Wouldn’t that just cause her unnecessary concern? I thought, but at the same time, there was a part of me that also felt like it might be a good idea to have her here.


      Despite her hatred of riding on horseback, upon hearing that her brother was missing, Patience rode back with Philips to the ruins.


      “Please step aside,” she said.


      We did as we were told and moved out of her way. What is she planning now? Before I could even come up with a guess, Nassius suddenly appeared in her arms. What in the world?! Was that a transfer spell?!


      Patience pulled Nassius into a tight embrace before cleaning him up with some household magic. He seemed to have sprained his ankle...which she also somehow treated with household magic.


      Things became even more exciting once we learned that Nassius had fallen underground into a tunnel! Not only that, but the tunnel had been faintly illuminated! It had been over one thousand years since the fall of the Kazarian Empire, yet somehow the underground lamps were still functioning.




      When spending time with Patience, I never knew what could happen next. She’d say, “Open!” and an entrance leading underground opened up. She’d say, “Become clean!” and crumbling, tattered documents became as good as new. Seeing all she could do, I asked Patience for a once-in-a-lifetime favor.


      “I’d like you to make me copies of those ancient texts,” I said.


      Patience agreed on the condition that Count Northcourt permitted it. Once he did, she made those copies for me. She seemed to be unaware of just how valuable and rare her various spells were. Count Northcourt reported the discovery of the tunnels and the documents to His Majesty, who eventually dispatched an official survey team to explore the tunnels.


      Professor Geuss, whom I deeply admired, and Professor Wolfgang, whom Philips revered, both arrived from Romano University, and they proceeded to get in heated arguments regarding how they should go about their investigation. The official team’s exploration got off to a rough start.


      Their bickering wasn’t even the biggest issue with the professors. It was quite troubling how they focused on Patience’s abnormal abilities. All the intrigue surrounding the big discovery led even the court magus Master Geitz to visit Northcourt, and he likewise directed his attention to Patience and her unusual magic.


      We’d already made so many remarkable discoveries this summer, including the ruins, the tunnels, and the diagrams of the magic-powered ships, all of which Patience had facilitated.


      “We should make a hot-air balloon!” she’d suggest one minute, only to turn around and suddenly say, “I made a prototype of Magius’s cape, but I haven’t tested it out,” the next minute.


      Back at the Burns Trading Company, Powell was completely enamored by Patience’s water-repellent fabric. With so many plates spinning in the air, I could only hope that Patience wouldn’t die of being overworked.


      Patience’s list of achievements continued to grow, and she was bestowed the title of baronetess by the king. It would be terrible if some money-hungry idiot were to set his sights on her!


      For better or for worse, the past several weeks had been full of extraordinary developments. In any case, one thing was clear: Thanks to Patience, this was turning out to be a special summer where I would never have to worry about being bored!
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