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      Chapter 1: An Old Country Bumpkin Goes on an Expedition


      “Ready!”


      “All right, come at me.”


      A young man charged at me with a spirited battle cry, a wooden sword in his hands. That said, it wasn’t the same length as what I or the knights usually used, it was just a little shorter. One day, he would use the real thing, but a wooden sword was actually pretty heavy for those who weren’t accustomed to the weight. Despite its long and slender appearance, it was still a solid lump of shaved wood. You needed a certain level of expertise to be able to properly wield something of that size.


      “Hah!”


      “Mm, much sharper than before.”


      The young man—Lumite Bafang—let loose a diagonal slash. I used my own wooden sword to alter his blade’s trajectory. He’d studied swordsmanship before this, so was just a little ahead of the others, and he’d also kept up with Ficelle’s harsh training, which was coming along pretty nicely.


      “Why, you...!”


      “Hup.”


      Lumite kept his grip on his sword, stepped in closer, and attacked with an upward slash. I kept my eye on his rising wooden sword as I lowered my own to meet it. The sound of wood scraping violently against wood resounded around us.


      In a direct clash, there was no way for him to win against my muscle mass, so I shifted my weight to ward off the blow without bringing it to a stop. It felt better to be able to swing all the way through, after all.


      Just as I mentioned earlier, Lumite’s swordsmanship was looking pretty good. However, that was only in relation to the other students of the sword magic course. As someone who regularly trained with the knights of the Liberion Order, there was no way I would get hit by his sword. It could be a different story in several years, though.


      “Hggh!”


      “Hm?”


      With his training sword held overhead and his torso extended, Lumite forced his body to twist to bring his blade downward. I wondered why he chose to do that. Even if he was scared of a counterattack, he could’ve used his momentum to simply jump backward. And if he’d wanted to stay on the offense, there was no need to twist his body just to pull it off. Unable to read his next move, I went through my options in a fraction of a second. It was dangerous to sink into my own thoughts at this range, so I decided to take a step back. I could take action after seeing what he was actually up to.


      “Hyah!”


      “Oh?”


      And even before I could finish processing that thought, Lumite struck. His sword was clearly out of range. It would have been one thing if I were standing just on the border of his reach, but anyone could tell he was never going to hit me. Regardless, he chose to swing his sword. A wooden sword slicing through empty air always creates a small puff of wind, but what came at me was more than a gust—it was a genuine wave of power.


      “Ooh, impressive.”


      In other words, Lumite had used sword magic. Its power and speed weren’t even worth comparing to the stuff Ficelle used. Anyone with a certain level of combat experience would be able to react and easily dodge it. I had done exactly that by swaying my upper body to the side.


      Still, being able to manifest magic with a proper blade—in an entirely different way from a clashing of wooden swords—was a wonderful thing. It was enough for me to be moved by how quickly his talent was beginning to shine with proper guidance.


      “But the fight’s not over just ’cause you managed one shot.”


      “Ow.”


      His growth was an entirely separate matter, though. Lumite had left himself completely open by using sword magic, so I stepped in and bonked him on the head with my wooden sword. He kept his voice down like the graceful young man he was, but he still yelped.


      Had Lumite’s attack been blindingly fast, impossible to dodge, and a surefire way of bringing down his opponent, then an opening in his guard wouldn’t have been a problem. Perhaps one day it would be all those things, but at present, it wasn’t. He’d left himself exposed after being satisfied with his accomplishment, so it’d been his inescapable fate to be hit with a wooden sword.


      “Th-Thank you for the match,” Lumite said, bowing as he rubbed his head.


      “Likewise,” I said, returning the bow. “Anyway, it’s pretty amazing that you can already use sword magic.”


      I knew nothing about magic, but I didn’t believe it was in any way easy to master. So, manifesting sword magic so clearly—albeit in a very rudimentary form—meant he’d grown at a terrifying rate.


      “I practiced over the break,” Lumite said. “But I definitely find it hard to weave my mana while moving.”


      “I see.”


      The magic institute had been on break during the summer, but that didn’t mean every student had halted their progress. The serious ones like Lumite had diligently continued their studies independent of any lessons held at the institute.


      I did value taking a breather when it was time to rest, though. It was pretty hard for me to continuously exhaust my stamina and strength at this age, so I rested when I could. Still, back in my youth, I’d swung my sword pretty recklessly. I didn’t want to force this generation’s youngsters to do the same, but it was admirable when they did so.


      “Aww yeah! I win!”


      “Ugh! That’s unfair! You have way more muscle!”


      “I mean, not much I can do about that...”


      As such thoughts went through my mind, another match seemed to have come to an end not too far away from where Lumite and I were standing. It was Nesia and Fredra. They, too, had continued their personal training at their own respective paces without taking a break.


      It looked like Nesia had come out on top. Fredra was complaining, but there really wasn’t much that could be done about the difference in muscle mass between boys and girls—not to mention the fact that Nesia was blessed with a powerful physique.


      “Now, now, sword magic exists to overcome that advantage, remember?” I told Fredra. “You’re just getting started.”


      “Mrgh... If you say so, Mr. Beryl...”


      In an artless confrontation, the one with more muscle generally won. Technique existed to make up for that handicap. From that perspective, sword magic was amazing—if you mastered it to a certain degree, of course. Still, it had the potential to easily overcome such disadvantages. Allucia and Surena made up for such a difference without relying on any sort of projectiles, though. Man, Henblitz would totally win against either of them in arm wrestling, and yet... Technique truly was deep and mysterious.


      “Hiyaaaah!”


      “Gh!”


      There was one more pair having a match—Mewi and Cindy. Cindy was making full use of her excess energy to remain on the offensive. Her swordsmanship was still a little unreliable to count on in actual combat, but handling a nonstop barrage of attacks from someone who never got tired was still tough work.


      Mewi was fending her off well. She’d always been the agile type, so dodging all of Cindy’s attacks must’ve been relatively simple for her. However, she was still too inexperienced to link her evasive maneuvers to counterattacks. That was a simple deficiency in technique and knowledge—she just didn’t know what to do.


      “Hmph!”


      “Bwah?!”


      “Oooh.”


      And just as I figured Cindy would win by draining Mewi’s stamina, Mewi drove her wooden sword into Cindy’s ribs with a sharp thrust. She’d splendidly spotted a gap where she could attack. Damn, that looks like it hurt.


      “You okay, Cindy?” I asked, running over to her.


      “G-Gah...! I-I’m totally fine!” she sputtered.


      She didn’t look fine at all. Mewi didn’t have much muscle, so I doubted any bones were broken, but a thrust to the ribs with a wooden sword would definitely hurt, especially if one hadn’t built up a resistance to blows. Having stamina and being tough were two different things. Frankly, it would be weirder to be okay after taking a hit from a wooden sword. All of the knights of the Liberion Order are weird, huh? Well, maybe that tenet is only correct for those who live by the sword.


      “Mewi, I’m impressed you saw an opening and got in a hit like that,” I said.


      “Hmph...”


      I received the same reaction as ever. She was like this at home too, but it was especially prominent during sword magic classes. I was used to it though—I didn’t pay it any mind. This was just who she was. If her attitude was bound to put her in a bad situation, I was ready to say something about it, but so far, that didn’t seem likely.


      “Now then, how are they doing over there?” I asked, turning to look at the dozens of students doing practice swings with Ficelle.


      Due to the incident with Vice Principal Brown before summer, the number of students attending the sword magic class had risen significantly. Even with the passing of summer and the beginning of fall, the number hadn’t changed much, and there didn’t appear to be many dropouts. There’d been a couple, but there wasn’t much that could be done about that.


      As for me, I didn’t say much about how Ficelle conducted her class, nor did I come to the institute often. Summer break had, of course, paused my visits, so it really had been a while since I’d been here.


      “Master, I’d like you to supervise these kids. I’ll go over the basics with the others.”


      Those had been Ficelle’s first words to me today. Naturally, the five students who’d attended her lessons from the very beginning were noticeably ahead of the dozens who’d joined later. To add to that, those five were the elite who’d endured Ficelle’s unreasonable practice-swing hell. So, she had come up with a plan to do something about that gap. In short, the one guiding the students would change based on their progression.


      That was only possible with both me and Ficelle here, but it was efficient. We couldn’t toss those who couldn’t even properly do practice swings into training bouts. Likewise, we couldn’t keep those who’d finished learning the fundamentals in an eternal loop of doing nothing but the basics.


      Even the novices Ficelle was teaching now would be able to participate in training bouts eventually. When that happened, I would no longer be needed here, and I’d only be able to contribute my skills as a sparring partner like I was doing with Lumite now. That, or I could come in to mix things up. I was capable of teaching swordsmanship, but nothing about magic.


      That said, I had no intention of ever losing in these bouts at the magic institute—I would continue to win right up until their graduation. Even if they used sword magic like Lumite had, I refused to accept a loss. I would hold back appropriately but never let my guard down.


      Of course, I’d never once taken part in a mock battle with the intention of losing, but my feelings on the matter had been amplified ever since I’d won against my dad. The reality of that fact had come to me very slowly. I’d beaten my father and was now aware of my own strength. It wasn’t until the carriage ride back to Baltrain that I’d come to the realization: I want to live with my head held high. But to counter that, I’d also developed a desire to refrain from becoming arrogant or haughty.


      I had to change my perception of myself from “not weak” to “strong.” Naturally, I wasn’t going to claim to have reached the pinnacle of swordsmanship, and I planned to continue to devote myself to my art. I didn’t want to be conceited—it was beyond pathetic to sit back and bask in my own strength. I hadn’t dedicated my life to swordsmanship just to brag about it.


      So, I planned to remain modest without being self-abasing. That was easier said than done, though. Even after I’d defeated the man I’d seen as the ultimate swordsman, the scenery around me hadn’t changed drastically. In other words, my outlook on life couldn’t be so quickly altered. Was this something I had to consciously focus on?


      I pondered all manner of things as the five students I was supervising took a break, but as a temporary lecturer here, I couldn’t stand around endlessly worrying about my own problems. I continued watching Ficelle shouting directions to her students as she swung her wooden sword.


      Suddenly, something came to mind.


      “Oh yeah, are you the only one who can use a little sword magic now?” I asked Lumite.


      “No,” Lumite said. “All the others can get it to manifest too.”


      “Is that so? Pretty impressive.”


      It seemed he wasn’t the only one. Well, this was the magic institute—and the sword magic class at that—so getting it to manifest meant they were at the starting line. However, I hadn’t seen any signs of sword magic in the other kids’ bouts. Maybe it was just hard to weave mana while on the move, much like Lumite had mentioned.


      “Hm? Does that mean you can do it too?” I asked Mewi.


      “Well...technically...”


      Lumite had said “All the others.” That had to include her too.


      Mewi using sword magic... Oh man, I kind of...really want to see that. She would probably refuse if I asked her to show me at home, so I couldn’t let this chance pass me by.


      “I see. I’d like to check what all of your sword magic looks like so far.”


      If I’d said I only wanted to see Mewi’s sword magic, I would’ve been showing my partiality. That would be a poor move as an instructor. It was better to demonstrate an interest in everyone’s sword magic. I wasn’t lying either. The growth of the next generation was always worth celebrating—I was just borrowing Henblitz’s words, but he was exactly right.


      I was going to have them show me the proof of their growth right here and now.


      “Not that I really mind,” Nesia said, “but it ain’t all that impressive.”


      “That’s always how it is at first,” I told him. “But that doesn’t mean you should postpone showing it to others until you’re completely satisfied with how it looks, right?”


      “Well...you got a point there,” he conceded.


      He seemed somewhat reluctant to show off his amateur sword magic. I understood this feeling well, but he couldn’t refuse to do so forever. It was embarrassing to show off an underdeveloped technique—I felt the same way. However, worrying about that too much would hamper your ability to improve. In my opinion, so long as there wasn’t a reason to intentionally conceal a technique, showing it to others was a perfectly viable means of polishing it to a shine.


      “Looks like they’re going to need a bit more time anyway,” I said, glancing at Ficelle’s students. “Okay, how about you all line up side by side and shoot one spell each?”


      I had them all face an empty space on these ridiculously vast campus grounds. A part of me wanted to face their magic head-on, but it probably wasn’t ready for practical use. I was confident I could dodge their attacks, but it would be unwise to do so and put a damper on everyone’s mood. Though, it would be somewhat problematic if the five of them surrounded me and fired at once. I wasn’t confident I could dodge at all in that case. Unleashing their magic toward empty space would be best for everyone.


      “I’m pretty sure you’d be able to dodge even if we all attacked you at once,” Lumite said jokingly.


      “I might be strong compared to you kids, but I’m not superhuman...”


      No matter how strong I’d become, some things were physically impossible. I wouldn’t be able to do anything against a hail of projectiles being launched from five people surrounding me. Maybe if I tried really, really hard, I could weather the storm. But such a feat wasn’t worth trying in the middle of a lecture at the magic institute. That was basically a dance with death.


      “Hgggh... Okay! I’m good enough to mo— OW!”


      “Cindy, don’t push yourself...” I said.


      Cindy tried to force her body to move, but a thrust to the ribs wasn’t something she could just walk off and ignore. If these kids were planning to join the battlefield in the future, they would have to get used to pain to a certain degree. Still, very few people would be able to move around freely after that. I decided to teach her how to chill the wound afterward. It would be difficult to get some ice, but a towel drenched in cold water would do the trick.


      “Okay, let’s have a look.”


      Cindy was going to need time to recover, so I got the other four to ready their wooden swords. It was weird for a man who knew nothing about magic to observe their sword magic. Maybe Ficelle would get angry about this later. But it was just one time, so hopefully she would forgive me.


      “Hmm!”


      After I gave them the signal, they each began weaving their mana at their own pace. As was to be expected, they were extremely sluggish compared to Ficelle. A vague hint of power I could somehow or other see was gathering around their blades.


      Yup, this definitely isn’t practical in an actual fight. They were sure to be attacked while gathering their power. And even if they were spared, their target could run away with ease. In all likelihood, it was a little faster to simply gather mana and fire it without the sword. They looked to be having a hard time due to the extra process of gathering their mana around a blade. Ficelle had once described the act of shooting magic as easy, but expanding its effect and maintaining it was very hard.


      “Hah!”


      The first to finish was Lumite. He’d used it in his bout against me, even though it’d left him completely open. He was probably the best at it among this group. The wave from Lumite’s sword traveled for about five meters before vanishing. It must’ve been too difficult to maintain beyond that point.


      “Raaaah!”


      “Hyah!”


      Next were Nesia and Fredra. Nesia’s sword magic looked stronger than Lumite’s, but it only flew for about two or three meters. His strike seemed to have more destructive force, while Lumite’s had range. Fredra’s, on the other hand, was a long and thin wave that flew even farther than Lumite’s. This one didn’t appear to have much force behind it, but it had plenty of range. Each student was basically using the same type of sword magic, but it was amusing how they all had their own quirks.


      “Hmph!”


      Last was Mewi. She was technically capable of using sword magic, but she was likely the least skilled of the bunch. She seemed to have had a hard time gathering her mana around her blade.


      “Ooh?”


      Also, her sword magic was somewhat different from the others. Their magic had been somewhat yellow and nearly colorless—very similar to what Ficelle had used against Lono Ambrosia, but on a far smaller scale. Mewi’s was clearly red.
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      Hang on, is that actual fire? Not only was the color clearly different, but I could sense a faint heat emanating from it.


      “Oh man, you’re all amazing,” I told the group. “This’ll definitely be an asset once you can use it in an actual fight.”


      Well, setting my interest in Mewi’s magic aside for now, I had to praise all of the students. Focusing entirely on her would show my partiality, so I needed to withstand the urge. At any rate, I thought I’d already had a good idea about a wizard’s strengths, but seeing it again now was still very impressive. It also reinforced how much Lucy and Ficelle towered above others by being able to perform such feats with casual ease. It didn’t change the fact that the students training here were all very talented, but it really highlighted how much of a genius Ficelle was.


      “I mean, I get it being strong and all, but I don’t feel like I’m ever gonna be able to use it on the move...” Nesia grumbled.


      “Ha ha ha. I suppose you just have to keep practicing,” I told him.


      “Tch. It’s gonna be a damn long road...”


      So he said, but I doubted he’d ever been under the impression that sword magic would be easy to master. He spoke with a sharp tongue, but his expression didn’t show the slightest hint of desperation. I’d also spent years cultivating the techniques I now used. Life wouldn’t be so hard if techniques were that easy to master. That was sure to apply to both swordsmanship and magic.


      “I can teach you the movements that your swordplay is based on, but you’ll have to listen carefully to Ms. Ficelle and your other teachers when it comes to mana and magic.”


      Put another way, there was nothing I could teach them regarding anything related to magic. This was one fact that couldn’t be overturned by any amount of effort. I really looked up to the capabilities of wizards and would’ve loved to know more, but I’d long given up on that.


      “If anything, I kinda wanna get just one hit in against you using only my sword,” Nesia remarked.


      “Ha ha ha. If you want to do that, you’ve got a ton of catching up to do,” I said.


      “Haaah... This road seems even longer...”


      It really was like Nesia to want to get one up on me without relying on wizardry. Sticking to the initial impression I’d always had of him, he seemed more like a swordsman than a wizard by nature. If his talent for magic had never manifested, perhaps he would’ve ended up aiming to be an adventurer or knight. He simply had that much martial spirit in him.


      At any rate, even though I found his aspirations admirable, I had no intention of losing—I couldn’t lose for, at minimum, the next fifteen years. I’d be sixty at that point, and this seemed like a good enough goal. My dad had set aside his sword before turning sixty, but a part of me thought it’d be nice to surpass him. And he was still plenty strong, even after retiring.


      “Master, we’re at a good stopping point too. It’s about time for the end of class.”


      “Oops, it’s already that late?”


      That was when Ficelle came over to us. It seemed it was about time to wrap things up. Time spent chatting and crossing blades was so fulfilling that it made the minutes fly by. The students who’d had the fundamentals driven into them via practice swings looked totally exhausted. They all had a proper talent for magic—as was true of all students in the institute—so it was rather rare for them to possess any knowledge of swordsmanship...or rather, any combat technique that involved moving the body. If anything, Lumite and Nesia were clear exceptions.


      Even though they were doing no more than practice swings, constantly raising and bringing down a heavy wooden sword was pretty rough at first. That said, those who were incapable of that wouldn’t even be able to get started with sword magic, so I hoped they’d stick it out and try their best.


      “I only caught a glimpse, but you’ve all got a ways to go,” Ficelle said to the students. “You need more training.”


      “N-Now, now...” I said.


      I was wondering if she could be a little gentler about it. They’d studied for far less time than Ficelle and I had. If they’d had enough skill to be able to shock us in such a short time, they would be surpassing genius level and shooting right into the realm of the superhuman.


      “Also, you’re as bad at converting your mana as ever, Mewi,” Ficelle added sharply, having properly seen that last display of sword magic.


      “Erk...”


      “I noticed the color was different,” I said. “Does that make it shoddy?”


      “Mm-hmm. Very shoddy,” Ficelle confirmed, pouring salt on the wound.


      Maybe it’s my fault for asking. Sorry, Mewi. It’s too much to ask for Ficelle to carefully consider her words.


      Mewi fell silent. She wasn’t crying or wailing about it, so maybe she could tell that Ficelle had no ill intent.


      “Well, it’s not exactly bad, per se.” Ficelle had corrected herself, likely sensing the awkward mood. “But she can’t convert her mana into anything but fire. It’s really clumsy.”


      Thinking back on it, Lucy had manipulated an enormous variety of magic—fire, lightning, water, ice, and even other magics I couldn’t comprehend, like the one that had taken out Twilight in an instant.


      Even if it wasn’t fair to compare Mewi to Lucy, being incapable of using magic for anything but fire did seem like a bit of a waste. I wondered whether this was something that could be changed with training or if it was decided at birth.


      “But it’s really high output magic,” Ficelle added. “That part’s amazing. Still clumsy, though.”


      “Hmph...” Mewi huffed.


      By high output, she likely meant the amount of mana involved or how much could be converted into fire at once or something. I really didn’t have a clue, so I could only let my imagination run wild in that regard. If I could sense mana, maybe I could’ve provided some advice, but there was nothing I could do about that. It didn’t seem like a sense you could acquire through training.


      “So...she’s really gifted but unpolished,” I said.


      “You could say that,” Ficelle agreed noncommittally.


      Having the talent for something and being able to skillfully demonstrate it seemed similar but were very different matters. To use an example that made more sense to me, even with a talent for swordsmanship, there were those who were completely devoted to offense. There was a clear difference between talent and skill—skill was something to acquire over time. In that sense, Mewi definitely had talent dormant within her, but she had yet to awaken it.


      It was up to her instructor’s preference whether to force that talent out or to develop it slowly. Failing to awaken it at all meant the instructor was inadequate. Seeing that she was actually capable of creating fire from mana, Mewi definitely had a talent for it, but it was up to Ficelle and the other teachers of the institute to do something about that, not me. To repeat myself over and over, I knew absolutely nothing about magic, so there was very little I could do.


      “Ah.”


      And as I pondered over such things, a familiar dong, dong resounded in the air. It was the bell signifying the end of class. As always, I had no idea how this sound was being produced or where it was coming from. It was probably some type of magic. The world of magic’s awfully deep. I can understand why Lucy and other wizards are so eager to research it.


      “That’s it for today,” Ficelle said, addressing the students. “Good work, everyone.”


      “Thank you for the lesson!”


      And with that, today’s class was over.


      Since I’d taken a break for all of summer vacation, it really had been a while since I’d been at the magic institute. I was glad to see that everyone had grown in their own ways. I was especially delighted that Mewi was steadily mastering the fundamentals of sword magic. As an instructor, I couldn’t have favorites, but even so, it was probably fine to be secretly delighted.


      Her swordsmanship was still immature but steadily improving. Partially due to the environment she’d grown up in, she had no restraint. This was a good thing—she never avoided hitting her opponent with a wooden sword. Honestly, that was pretty important for learning any martial art. It was good to be considerate, but that could sometimes be a flaw. Well, in Mewi’s case, she was also lacking in terms of manners and decorum. We just had to make adjustments to that little by little.


      “Oh man, I’m really looking forward to it,” I muttered.


      “Hm? To what?” Ficelle asked.


      “Seeing the next generation’s growth.”


      The students of the sword magic course weren’t really my pupils. If anything, they were Ficelle’s. Still, they were the next generation, and I was helping them grow. Walking my own path of swordsmanship was fun, but it was even better to be able to oversee their progress. This was definitely what made being in a position to guide and teach others worthwhile.


      ◇


      “Morning, everyone.”


      “Good morning!”


      Yesterday, I had gone to the magic institute for the first time in a while, and today, I was back at my main job as a special instructor at the order’s training hall. I basically split my time up—eighty percent here and twenty percent as a temporary lecturer at the institute. This meant I was very busy; however, the sword magic class was only an hour long, and I wasn’t in the order’s training hall all the time. I was only on the clock for four hours or so. This was a little harsh on my stamina, but my working hours were on the short side compared to a normal job. Combined with my above-average pay, this life was unimaginable compared to my days in the countryside teaching swordsmanship and doing some farming on the side. It was, of course, nice to have money to spare, but that didn’t mean I wanted to work every day from morning to evening.


      In hindsight, I found myself in a blessed environment, and I had Allucia to thank for that. She was far busier than I was, though. I wanted to do anything I could to reduce the burden on her.


      “Now then, time to give it my all for another day.”


      I wasn’t speaking to anyone in particular. These words were for myself. Unfortunately, I was incapable of thinking, Well, I beat my dad, so I’m already the best. There’s no need to try anymore. It was difficult to claim that I’d reached the summit of swordsmanship simply by narrowly defeating my aging father. There were surely plenty of strong people out there who I knew nothing about. I wasn’t conceited enough to claim I could win against all of them.


      However, the problem now was what to aim for. I couldn’t think of anything at the moment. I’d spent many long years thinking my dad was the ultimate swordsman. Even now, that was still true. But I’d beaten him. I wasn’t sure whether this gave me confidence yet, but a win was a win. As a model for manhood, my dad was still my goal, but I had no idea who I could set my sights on as an even higher peak for swordsmanship.


      I didn’t believe my dad was the best in the world, but I didn’t know any swordsman who was clearly stronger than him. You might ask, “Well, doesn’t that make you the best?” but I didn’t feel like that was quite right either.


      To bring up a recent example, I didn’t believe I could win against Lucy. Maybe I could beat her by catching her by surprise at close range, but that applied to basically any opponent. Surprise attacks were the ultimate battle tactic.


      Getting back on topic, I hadn’t given up on aiming for the summit of swordsmanship, but I’d suddenly lost my guidepost to accomplishing that. Incidentally, mastering swordplay to the extreme didn’t necessarily mean becoming the ultimate swordsman. It was pretty hard to explain. Lucy was probably in the same boat. She was studying to push the limits of magic, but she didn’t seem to have any fixation on being the ultimate wizard.


      That was the same way I wanted to reach the summit—I had no desire to become the strongest swordsman in the world. I mean, it sounded kind of neat, but it was more of a curiosity than a goal.


      However, the troublesome part was that perfecting swordsmanship inevitably came with strength. If only it were a scholarly pursuit. The accumulation of technique and knowledge in that case would have nothing to do with physical strength.


      “Hmmm...”


      I sank deeper into thought as I watched the knights before me engage in intense mock battles.


      Man, where exactly is the summit? What’s the view like up there? In all likelihood, nobody knew. None had ever reached the peak. My dad was supposed to be ahead of me on that path, but I’d overtaken him before I’d realized it. Now I either had to figure out a new goalpost or find my way based purely on my own efforts.


      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      

      
    




















































  

OEBPS/Images/Cover.jpg
P

S

RONOLD COUNTRYA /

Ilustration





OEBPS/Images/Insert1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Characters.jpg
CHARACTERS

BERYL
GARDENANT

An old man who taught swordsmanship
at a rural dojo. He left home to accept a
post as a special instructor for the
Liberion Order. After defeating his father
Mordea in a match, he is beginning to see

his swordsmanship in a new light.

A girl who has started
living with Beryl. She has
a talent for magic and is
now attending Liberis’s
magic institute.

Lucy
DiAMOND

Though she looks like a
child, she’s actually the
commander of Liberis’s
magic corps.

She immerses herself in
the research of powerful
wizardry day and night.

FICELLE
HARBELLER

Beryl’s former pupil and
the young ace wizard of
the magic corps. She’s
capable of wielding both
swords and spells, and
she’s also Mewi’s teacher.
Naturally, she has great
respect for Beryl.

SHUESTE

NG L — \

<Swnl
Warren’s little sister and
the eldest daughter of
House Flumvelk. She
provides Beryl with the
best of her hospitality
during his stay in
Flumvelk.

ArLLucia
CITRUS

=/

Beryl's former pupil.
She’s the proud knight
commander of the
Liberion Order and is
known by the nickname
Godspeed. She has
tremendous respect for
Beryl.

WARREN
FLUMVELK

Flumvelk’s young margrave.
He invited Beryl and Allucia
to a noble party.






OEBPS/Images/Story.jpg
Beryl Gardenant, a self-proclaimed “humble old man,” is a sword
instructor at his dojo in a rural, backwater village. One day, his former
pupil Allucia—who’s climbed the ranks to become the young knight
commander of the Liberion Order—summons him to serve as the
special instructor for her knights. After some time in the capital, the
Backwater Swordmaster’s reputation starts to spread.

When Beryl gets a letter from his father Mordea requesting that he
visit Beaden, he travels to his home village with Mewi, Henblitz, and
Curuni. Once there, he helps out at the dojo and goes on a monster
hunt, ultimately living his life as usual with his sword at his side. The
day before Beryl returns to the capital, his father challenges him to a
one-on-one sparring match.

There’s no way I can win.
With such thoughts in mind, Beryl reluctantly accepts, and after the
two swordmasters clash...he discovers that he’s surpassed his father

without even realizing it.

The Backwater Swordmaster’s recognition of his own strength is
changing, and a new chapter of his life begins.





