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      Chapter 1: Infancy


      1. I Reincarnated


      I was born with a weak heart and a feeble immune system. Now my life was nearing its end, and I’d never even stepped out of my sterilized hospital room.


      I watched my father and mother as they held back their tears at me leaving them behind far too soon, trying to see me off with a smile...


      I was happy being with you. Thank you.


      Ahh... Looks like my life’s drawing to a close with anticlimactic ease. In the end, I never could walk around or run. I needed people’s help to do everything...and I couldn’t even repay my parents for the love they’ve given me...


      God, oh God...if I can be born anew, please...let me be born with a strong body that will never ever lose to anyone or anything...


      With that wish in my heart, I let my heavy eyelids fall...and greeted...the end...


      “I shall grant you that wish.”


      “Huh?!” I opened my eyes with a start upon hearing that booming voice echo through my mind, only to be blinded by a bright light.


      Wh-What?! What’s going on?! I can’t see! I can’t hear! I can’t feel my arms and legs! Why? How is this happening?! No, make it stoooop!


      “Whaaaa! Aaaaah!” I bellowed out.


      “She’s out safely. Can you hear how healthy she sounds? It’s a girl, sir!”


      And so, on this day, I was born anew—my name was now Mary Regalia.




      A few days passed. With time, I gradually regained my composure. I decided that my next move should be to try to get a grasp of what had happened to me.


      So, umm...what’s going on here, exactly? Okay, calm down. Just stay calm. I remember reading books like this in the hospital. What was it called again? “Regeneration”? Wait, no. It was “reincarnation”!


      Now that I’d calmed down a bit, I examined my body. My hands were small. Little baby hands. There was no more doubting it: I’d been reincarnated with my memories of my past life intact.


      Really... Well, I hope my body’s a little healthier this time around.


      Enveloped by a sense of relief, I fell asleep, my heart beating with excitement over the possibilities of my new life.


      ***


      Ooooh! I can move! This body moves so easily!


      Ever so slowly and ploddingly, I crept along the floor with my baby crawl. Your brave protagonist, Mary Regalia, was now a one-year-old. In stark contrast to the hospital room full of medical devices I’d spent my past life in, this time, I was growing up briskly in a serene, lavish mansion under the watchful gaze of my new parents. So far, my body was perfectly healthy.


      I continued to crawl around impishly, only for a lady in a maid uniform to pick me up and cradle me in her arms.


      Aww! But I wanted to move around some more!


      Between the room’s fixtures, my parents’ attire, and the maids and butlers waiting on us, the place felt like some kind of medieval noble’s mansion, like the ones I’d seen in TV, books, and video games during my time in the hospital.


      Well, we really are nobles, though...


      When I was born, my father happily declared that I was “the eldest daughter of the noble Regalia family!” as he held me. It turned out he was a duke.


      I guess this means I’m a duke’s daughter... It doesn’t feel real. It’s pretty far removed from my life in modern Japan.


      Since I’ve gotten another chance at life while retaining my memories, I’m going to do all the things I couldn’t do before!


      I believed the voice I had heard back then was the voice of God, so I offered my gratitude to the powers that be. Thank you, God... I can’t wait to grow up and do all the things I always wanted!


      As the months flew by, I grew up healthy at a brisk pace. Mary Regalia was now a three-year-old who could stand up, walk, and even talk. My hair, like my mother’s, was long and a shade of silver that bordered on white, and I had alabaster skin. My frilly, high-quality baby dress, not to be outdone, was also pure white.


      Although I tottered around the house, in truth, my motor skills had developed much earlier. I was capable of walking around just a few days after my birth, but I didn’t do so because I realized it would be very strange to see a several-days-old infant walking around. Maybe I knew that because of my memories from my past life... Either way, I limited myself to moving around like a baby so as to not arouse suspicion.


      Considering I’m still a baby, I haven’t been capable of doing very much in the first place, so I don’t think I’ve accidentally done anything too weird...probably?


      As I matured, I grew to learn more about the world I inhabited. This place was nothing like the modern society I knew. I was in a country called the Kingdom of Aldia, and there were swords, magic, spirits, and monsters here. A fantasy world, as it were.


      This is like an RPG! A world like I’ve only ever seen in games is now before my very eyes!


      Well, that said, I’d have been fine with any world so long as I could live in peace. Going on adventures wasn’t really on my priority list. I mean, adventures are dangerous! And this time around, I wanted to live a long life without worrying my parents so I could repay them for all they’d been doing for me. So I couldn’t run headlong into danger.


      So, whenever my parents asked me if I wanted anything, I’d always say I was fine with what I had.


      Speaking of my parents asking me things, what was strange was that even though they weren’t speaking Japanese, I could understand their language perfectly well. I could only assume I had God to thank for that too.


      “Thank you for everything you’ve given me, God! I’ll live life to the fullest today too!” I declared, looking up to the sky and speaking my gratitude to God. “Ahh, life’s so peaceful... I hope everything stays nice and quiet like this from now on. Oh, no! Did I just jinx it...? Pfft, as if! That wouldn’t happen. I’m so superstitious.”


      As one might expect, I would go on to eat my own words in a most spectacular fashion.


      What happened next can only be described as an unexpected accident born of carelessness. A large pile of stacked-up wooden crates stood before me, each of them large enough for me to fit inside, and they were all coming crashing down toward me. Needless to say, were they to have hit me, they’d have crushed me under their weight.


      Oh no, I have to stop them!


      While I was prudent enough to recognize the gravity of the situation, for whatever reason, I felt compelled to try to stop them from collapsing instead of doing the reasonable thing and getting out of the way. I flung one hand forward to stop the avalanche of crates and slapped the other over my face. I squeezed my eyes shut, bracing for impact, then felt something bump against me...


      Whooosh!


      What I heard next was a loud breaking sound, like the heavy wooden crates had just hit a large wall and shattered. I cracked open my eyes to confirm what had happened, only to be greeted by the sight of the crates all lying shattered and open on the floor. All I’d been doing the whole time was just standing there.


      Huh...?


      What?




      2. Well, I’ve Really Done It Now!


      It had all started about half a day ago.


      “Oh, goodness! So this is where my little angel’s been hiding!”


      As I was walking through the mansion’s corridors, I could hear someone hurrying over (if you could call it that) to me in the distance—a good-looking middle-aged man with a dandy beard.


      “My, father. A fine day to you,” I said with a grin, pinching up the hems of my skirt in a curtsy and greeting my father.


      My private tutor had taught me how to act and speak in a manner befitting a duke’s daughter, though there was still room for improvement. Thanks to my mental age being over fifteen, however, I was a quick learner.


      “Oof!” Father let out a weird breath and looked up at the ceiling.


      My father’s name was Ferdid Regalia. He was the duke and head of House Regalia and a marshal for the Aldian Kingdom.


      “Father?” I cocked my head at his strange reaction, a small invisible question mark floating over my head.


      “Aaach!” father squealed again, clutching his chest.


      Why does this happen every time we see each other?


      “Ahem...” The butler serving behind father whispered discreetly, “Sir, the conversation won’t move along like this.”


      Father smiled, as if to tell the butler he knew, and carried on, “Mary, please follow me. There’s someone I’d like you to meet.”


      “Someone you’d...like me to meet?”


      Like I said earlier, I never asked my parents for much, so they never really insisted on getting me to accept any gifts. However, it seemed father had something in mind today. He picked me up and carried me off in his arms.


      Father, why did you tell me to follow you and then pick me up? Let me walk on my own two feet.


      And so, despite my silent complaints, I sat on father’s muscular arms as he carried me over to our mansion’s beautiful interior garden. He took me to a spot set with a gorgeous desk and surrounded by chairs that offered a complete view of the area.


      There was someone waiting for us there: a lady, seated on one of the chairs and enjoying a cup of tea. Father walked up to her and put me down before her.


      “Mother!” I ran over to her as soon as I was freed from father’s grip.


      “My, Mary, you’re such a spoiled little thing.” My mother, Aries Regalia, greeted me with a kind smile as I wrapped my arms around her knees. She was neither surprised by nor upset about my behavior.


      The wind blew gently by, toying with mother’s silver locks. I was momentarily taken aback by her beauty. As I looked at mother with my large, round, golden eyes, she gently played with my own white locks.


      In terms of looks, I got my mother’s hair (though my hair color was more white than silver) and my father’s golden eyes. My white skin looked pallid and sickly at first glance... At least, it did from my perspective.


      The three of us carried on speaking to each other about nothing much in particular, just like any family would. As someone who used to only be able to communicate with my parents through the curtain of a sterilized room, however, feeling my mother’s warmth was something I never tired of.


      “Ahem... By the way, Aries?” Father cleared his throat. “I was hoping we could introduce her to Mary today.”


      “I’ll call her over, then.”


      Father’s words put an end to my blissful moment with mother. I stepped away from her and looked up at him while she spoke to the head maid, who was waiting behind her. Mother said something that made the maid step out of the room for a moment.


      Puzzled, I stood next to father, but before long, the head maid returned with a small girl in a maid uniform.


      Whoa! It’s a little maid. Her hair and eyes are black. It really takes me back...


      She wore a frilly black-and-white maid uniform. The head maid spurred her to step forward, and she gingerly obliged, stuck out her arms, and bowed politely at a perfect angle.


      “I-It’s nice to meet you, Lady Mary! M-M-My name is Tutte!”


      Look at how flustered she is! She’s a cutie! ♪


      “Starting from today, she’ll be your personal maid,” father appended, perhaps sensing that Tutte’s explanation was insufficient. “She’ll be taking personal care of you at all times.”


      “My...personal maid?”


      Wow, that’s, like...something a rich lady would have. Well, I guess I really am a noble’s daughter, but...


      I looked at the maid again. She seemed to be older than me, but not by much. Mentally speaking, I was probably older than her, though...


      I approached her, my golden eyes glittering with curiosity, and she straightened out her posture anxiously, looking back at me.


      “I’m Mary! It’s nice to meet you, Tutte!”


      I spoke to her not with a noble’s style of speech, but casually, like I would to a friend. I was excited because this was possibly my first time ever speaking to someone my age.


      “Th-Thank you, my lady!” Tutte bowed tensely over and over.


      I immediately took the chance to explore the garden with her.


      “Father, mother, I will be exploring the garden with Tutte. If you’ll excuse us!”


      I regarded her as a friend at once, but neither my parents nor the other maids said anything, so I pulled Tutte along behind me as I left the room.


      “M-My lady, you shouldn’t run like that! What if you get hurt?!”


      No, if anything, the way you run looks much less steady than the way I do!


      I slowed down to walking speed and turned my face to glance at her.


      “How old are you, Tutte?” I asked.


      “Ah, erm, right.” Looking a bit flustered by my sudden question, Tutte took a breath before answering. “I’ll be turning eight this year.”


      If she’s eight, that means she’s five years older than me. Still, she has such a baby face.


      Under my curious, golden gaze, Tutte’s adorable black eyes darted around awkwardly, and a slight pink blush crept over her tanned features.


      She’s so adorable! ♪


      After dealing with calm adults all the time, I really enjoyed her childlike reaction. Knowing she would be by my side wherever I went served to sweep away all the loneliness I’d felt in my past life.


      “Hee hee hee! You better keep up, Tutte! ♪”


      “M-My ladyyyy! Wait for meeee!”


      I ran off again. Hearing her pitiful pleas behind me gave me the impression we were playing tag, which was fun. After running for a while, I happened upon a shed and slipped inside—now we were effectively playing hide-and-seek. Things I couldn’t do in my past life were now trivial tasks that I was both able and allowed to do; the thrill of it spurred me on to do childish, nonsensical things.


      “My lady, where are you? It’s dangerous here!”


      I silenced my breathing as Tutte entered the shed. I lay in wait, biding my time for the chance to pop out and startle her. I was on cloud nine. I was so excited, in fact, that I neglected to notice the poorly stacked, unsteady pile of wooden boxes piled up next to my hiding place.


      “Boo!” I raised my voice and popped out to startle Tutte as she approached, bumping into one of the boxes with a thud in the process. I bolted by without incident, but then I heard the sound of wood snapping.


      “Watch out, my lady!”


      “Huh?”


      Time ground to a halt as I watched Tutte’s pale face move, and I slowly turned to follow her field of vision. An avalanche of crates, each large enough for me to easily fit into, was rushing toward me. If those were to hit me directly, they’d surely crush and squish me!


      Oh no! I have to stop them!


      While I was prudent enough to recognize the gravity of the situation, for whatever reason, I was compelled to try to stop them from collapsing instead of doing the reasonable thing and getting out of the way.


      I squeezed my eyes shut, my body tensing up as I braced for impact. Something bumped into me, and then...


      Whooosh!


      What I heard next was a loud breaking sound, like the weighted wooden crates just hit a large wall and shattered. I cracked open my eyes to confirm what had happened, only to be greeted by the sight of all the crates lying shattered and open on the floor. All I’d been doing the whole time was just standing there.


      Huh...


      What?


      Taken aback by what had just happened, I looked around, trying to grasp the situation. The moment the wooden crates had touched my hand, they were crushed like they had just been rammed against a wall. The contents of the boxes had spilled out and rained down on me. What had felt like soft objects being crushed as they hit me turned out to be solid metallic tools that had been bent out of shape after bouncing off me.


      What?! What just happened?


      I stared at this unbelievable sight with stunned amazement. Nothing hurts... All those things hit me and broke against my body, but I don’t feel any pain whatsoever. What should have been solid, hard objects were like cotton brushing against me. I realized the contents of the boxes were scattered in front of me and that none of them had gotten behind me, like I really was a wall standing in the boxes’ path.


      The final box lost all its momentum and fell down slowly, landing lightly against my palm. Without thinking about it, I firmly lifted up the box.


      With one hand.
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      3. I Bawled!


      It was a sight beyond belief: a little girl was deflecting falling wooden boxes like a brick wall, easily lifting up one of them with a single hand.


      What’s going on? Somebody tell me what’s going on!


      Unable to keep up with everything happening, my mind blanked out as I held up the box. But then, Tutte’s voice pulled me back into reality.


      “M-My lady...”


      I hurriedly threw the box away and turned around flusteredly to face Tutte. But as soon as I did, I was stunned. The moment I turned to look at her, Tutte took a step back, her face washed over with...terror. Rejection.


      In my past life, people pitied my sickly state, so I saw plenty of faces colored by pity and sorrow—but never rejection. No one would visit my hospital room just to reject me, after all. Even in this life, all the people I’d interacted with were the family and servants who cherished me.


      So, the way Tutte was looking at me now, her features twisted by fear, felt like a fist clutching my heart.


      “Um, I...”


      I have to say something, anything! But, I mean, I didn’t know I could lift these kinds of weights either!


      My thoughts were running around in circles. In the meantime, servants had begun rushing into the shed, having heard the commotion. When they realized what had happened, they immediately checked that I wasn’t hurt and took me to my room; I couldn’t stop the horde of adults from carrying me away. I give up on trying to figure this out.


      A few hours passed. I was sitting on my bed all alone, staring into space in the middle of the night while everyone else was fast asleep. I hadn’t stepped out of my room once since the incident. I don’t want to see anyone. Especially not Tutte...


      The thought of being looked upon with such terror made me freeze up. She must think I’m a monster. She hates me now... I never knew rejection could be this scary...


      I stared up at the ceiling, a self-deprecating smile playing over my lips. But then, I heard a knock on the door.


      “Um... My lady...?” I heard Tutte’s voice on the other side of the door.


      Once more, I felt a tight grip squeezing my heart. “D-Don’t come in! Leave me alone, please!” I bolted out of my bed in a hurry and locked the door. I realized what I was doing, but I couldn’t stop myself. My young heart couldn’t think of anything else to do.


      “M-My lady...I understand that y-your anger is...justified, but...” I heard Tutte mutter.


      Huh? My anger?


      Tutte’s unexpected words gave me pause. I brought my ear to the door and listened.


      “When it happened, I...I should have thrown myself in front of you to shield you from the danger, my lady...but I was just... I was so scared, I couldn’t move...”


      What is she saying? If she’d jumped in to protect me, she would have just gotten herself seriously hurt!


      I hadn’t quite shaken off my typical citizen mentality from my past life yet, but I was a noble, and she was a commoner. What’s more, she was under my employ, which created a clear disparity between us.


      “I...!” Tutte raised her voice momentarily. “When...When you were born, and the master told me I’ll be looking after you, I felt like I’d found my purpose in life for the first time. And in the three years since, I’ve studied so much to be of use to you...”


      Her voice became more feeble as she continued to speak. “But I... When push came to shove, I froze up... No. I was so afraid of getting hurt, I couldn’t take a single step forward...”


      Silence settled over us for a moment.


      “My lady...I realize how presumptuous it might sound, but please, please give me a second chance. Allow me...to stay by your side... Please...”


      That final “please” was more muffled than the rest. Was she holding back tears?


      I’m so stupid. I was only thinking about myself. I was like that in my past life, but I was so occupied with just staying alive that I couldn’t think about what other people felt.


      Tutte is just as anxious as I am. She regrets not being able to protect me, thinks that I’ve become disillusioned with her, and probably fears she’ll lose her place...


      “My lady... Please let me stay by your side...”


      All the fear and emotion had finally reached a breaking point, and Tutte’s voice became choked with tears.


      Three years. For three years, she dedicated herself to studying for my sake. Thinking back on it now, why did I think she was scared of me? If she were, why would she be here in front of my room now? She wasn’t the one rejecting me. I was the one rejecting her, for fear of being rejected!


      My realization made me terribly ashamed of my actions. Before I knew it, tears were welling up in my eyes. Just how small and self-centered can I be?


      “I’m sorry, Tutte... I’m so sorry... I’m so sorry I scared you...”


      Without a second thought, I opened the door and tearfully apologized to the girl standing before me—and Tutte, who’d been hanging her head and holding back her own tears, looked upon my pitiful apology with confused eyes.


      That night, the sound of my weeping and repeated apologies echoed through the mansion, baffling the grown-ups. As for the matter of Tutte seeing me crushing and lifting up those boxes...


      “Oh, that?” Tutte said with a smile. “That wasn’t a surprise. I mean, I’ve heard tales of the master lifting up boulders twice his size when he was only five years old. It only makes sense you would be capable of the same.”


      It seemed Tutte didn’t see the whole incident take place and only spotted me lifting up that last crate. She was under the impression that the rest of the crates had been crushed by hitting the floor in front of me. It only made sense she’d come to that conclusion, given I was harmless and the boxes were all scattered in front of me. Still...


      You did that when you were five years old? I’m impressed, my father... I guess this is a hereditary thing? Or maybe not...? I mean, it’s not like I went through training or anything...


      The truth of what my power was would go on to be revealed later down the line.




      4. Oh, Bother


      Hey, it’s been a while. This is Mary Regalia, now six years old. In the time that passed since that incident, my bond with Tutte had grown deeper. Three years had passed by before I knew it, and I was still growing steadily. And my goals for the future?


      Longevity! Uneventfulness! A good life!


      But the older I was getting, the more a certain issue was becoming more pronounced, causing concerns in my daily life.


      As I was enjoying my teatime one peaceful afternoon, the handle of the cup I was holding broke off with a dry clink.


      “Are you all right, my lady?!” Tutte, who was standing at my side, peered down to confirm I hadn’t been hurt.


      “Not to worry, dear Tutte.” I waved my hand in front of her soothingly. “I suppose I just gripped the cup too hard when I put it down and broke it by accident.”


      After confirming that my pale fingers were unblemished and unharmed, Tutte sighed in relief.


      “Oh, thank goodness. But really, my lady, again? As soon as you put force into your fingers, you break cups left and right. Is this some kind of technique you learned in your past life?”


      “Nobody would want a technique like this!”


      As we spoke, Tutte skillfully disposed of the broken cup and brought over a new one. She was very much used to me breaking things by now.


      Since Tutte was my constant companion, I decided not to hide anything from her and told her about myself. When it came to my power and my memories of my past life...even though I didn’t want to hide things from her, I wasn’t sure whether she’d believe me at first. However, when I came clean, Tutte’s response was...


      “Oh, my. You remember your past life? That’s wondrous! That’s just what I’ve come to expect of you, my lady!”


      Well, huh. I’m not sure what kind of expectations you have of me, but if you’re not going to doubt me, I suppose I’ll just take the compliment.


      Getting back on track, though, I’d come to realize since that incident that I’d been blessed with surprising physical strength—and by “realize,” I mean that I became keenly aware of how this blessing was actually a curse. If I applied even the slightest bit of force to anything, I ended up breaking objects.


      Up until then, I’d been unconsciously holding back because I never knew how strong I was, but it seemed that now that I did, I could never go back to that kind of unnatural, subconscious restraint.


      “How hard should I pull on this door’s handle so it won’t break...?”


      I had to constantly be cautious, which made me do things a bit slower and more carefully than everyone around me. If my strength were the outcome of me training and getting incrementally stronger, I would’ve been more aware of my limits and would have been able to better control it. However, since I got all this power without even realizing I’d had it, I lacked awareness about my capabilities, so most of the time the reality of how strong I was just wouldn’t settle in.


      My strength was one dangerous weapon. I felt like I was walking around with a gun pointed at everyone around me that could go off at any time. I need to learn how to properly move my body and control my strength, or it could very much be a matter of life and death. With that in mind, I decided to ask father to teach me self-defense.


      “A cute flower like you doesn’t need to learn martial arts. Besides, if anyone tries to hurt you, I’ll hunt them down and slaughter their family and friends before they can lay a hand on you. ♪” Thus spoke my dangerous father with a calm, collected smile, leaving me unable to petition him any further.


      I considered just trying to keep myself in good shape and controlling my strength that way, but things weren’t that simple. Being a duke’s daughter, there was always someone watching over me or wanting to fuss over me, be it a servant or one of the various guests who visited our manor.


      “You give off quite a presence, my lady. You have this air of mystical transience to you. I wish you’d be more aware of that,” quoth Tutte. She seemed so amazed with me when she said it—and her face had become so very rosy—that I couldn’t bring myself to retort.


      As a result of all this, I was still trying to figure out some measure I could take to resolve the issue, and in the meantime, I’d have to spend my days dreading what I’d break next. I needed to rely on Tutte to handle most matters for me, which ironically meant my strength made me seem very frail and helpless.


      Worse yet, my past life as an ill girl meant I was predisposed to letting other people take care of me. Thanks to that, my father, with his warrior’s mentality, became intensely overprotective, calling me such dangerous things as “a fragile, frail flower to be cherished” without batting an eyelash and making no attempt to train me.


      “Oh, bother... I never knew restraining my strength could be so difficult.”


      “That’s because not everything is made to accommodate your strength, my lady. But more importantly, the Oracle Rite is coming up next year. It would be quite the disaster if something were to happen when you meet the other children. My, with your strength, you could blow a child’s head off by flicking them on the forehead!”


      “St-Stop describing me like I’m some kind of monster! I’m not that strong... I...think...?”


      The Oracle Rite. When children turned seven, they were to visit the temple, where they would receive a revelation from God. It was a grand event meant to reveal one’s potential. The oracle informed one of their capabilities with martial prowess, intellect, and magic, directing children to what they should study in the future.


      I suppose I’ll be focused on martial prowess, then. That should give me an excuse to get father to teach me martial arts.


      I optimistically looked forward to this important event next year. But I still didn’t know that what the oracle would reveal would exceed my every expectation.




      5. To the Temple I Go!


      Hello! This is Mary Regalia, now seven years old. A year had passed by as I struggled, to no avail, to control my strength. I’d become a dignified lady (if you will), and I’d even learned a bit of magic to help me in my daily life. Tee hee! ♪


      Allow me to explain how the magic in this world worked. All the people in this world had mana in their body to some extent, but that didn’t mean everyone was a wizard like in video games. Mana wasn’t the same as magic, and even if one had mana, they had to study in order to use it to cast magic. Said studying cost money, of course, so most practitioners of magic were nobles.


      Incidentally, that kind of “day-to-day” magic I used allowed me to turn magical tools, like lights, on and off, or to create fires that can activate stoves. That kind of theoretically simple magic anyone can use was collectively called first-order magic.


      Magic in this world had been divided into eight grades, and once a person had reached the second order, they could use the kind of offensive magic I knew from video games.


      Take, for example, types of magic that can create fire: the first-order fire spell would only start a small fire; a second-order spell could be used offensively; a third-order spell would reinforce the second-order spell’s offensive potential; a fourth-order spell would evolve the magic into a “blaze” spell, which would then be further reinforced on the fifth order; a sixth-order version would then be classed as an “explosive” spell, which would be further reinforced on the seventh order.


      This is a bit of a roundabout explanation; it was all taught to me by my private tutor, which I then contextualized to myself using video game terms. The tutor did praise me for catching on quickly.


      You might ask, then, what an eighth-order spell does. Eighth-order magic was untrodden territory, and while its existence was known, it was a thing of legend that no one had actually achieved, so it could not be explained.


      Incidentally, first-order spells were said to be usable by all, but second- and third-order spells were only usable by skilled adventurers and wizards, as well as monsters. Fourth- and fifth-grade magic were only used by heroes, champions, and archmages—the kinds of people who would be protagonists in myths and stories—as well as demons, spirits, and angels.


      Magic on higher orders wasn’t usable by humans, it seemed. Sixth- and seventh-order spells were used by beings that exceeded human knowledge, like dragons, archangels, and the Dark Lord.


      It’s all so fantasy-style! ♪ It’s exciting! ♪


      Returning to the present, though, I was currently putting on a dress with Tutte’s help—not the kind of dress I would wear around the mansion, but a fancier dress meant for an outing.


      Hmm, this is one expensive looking dress. I feel like I’m definitely going to tear it up by accident... Ahh, at this rate, I’m going to be a useless girl who can’t function without Tutte to handle things for me...


      I watched on as Tutte briskly and skillfully put the dress on me, dejected at my inability to do things on my own.


      Be strong, Mary! The Oracle Rite is ahead, and based on what it tells me, I should be able to lead a regular old life...right?


      I felt my confidence plummet, my assertion gradually turning into a doubt. Still, I had to try to stay positive!


      “Excuse me.” A butler knocked and opened the door as Tutte was finishing putting on my dress and some other ornamentation. “My lady, the carriage is prepared,” he informed us.


      “Understood,” Tutte replied without glancing at him, occupied with combing my hair. The butler accepted her reply without any argument and left the room.


      “It’s finally time...” I took a deep breath and checked my reflection in the mirror. A tuft of my bright white hair had been braided on both sides and tied back, and my bangs were fixed in place with a hairpin. My silk dress was white enough to match my alabaster skin, and it was decorated with laces, frills, and pretty embroidery.


      It’s finally the day. Today, I will be meeting other children my age! Ooh, I’m so nervous...!


      I never got to spend time with other kids my age in my past life, but today, we would all gather in one place for the Oracle Rite. Today was only a gathering for nobles, so it wouldn’t be all the kids my age in the area, but I figured there would still be a considerable number of children. Honestly, that was what interested—and concerned—me more than the Oracle Rite itself.


      I hope it all goes well... I thought to myself, half wondering if that thought in and of itself might be jinxing me, and made my way to the entrance with Tutte, where the carriage awaited me.


      ***


      The temple was atop a sloping hill to the north of the capital city. Its majesty gave the impression that it was less a place to be lived in and more of a gigantic piece of art. As I caught sight of it from the carriage’s window, I felt my heart beat loudly.


      This kind of feels like I’m going to school for the first time... Not that I would know what that feels like.


      As I was overcome by a mixture of stress and anxiety at the prospect of meeting new people, the carriage carrying me slowed down to a halt.


      It’s finally time...for my debut!


      “We’ve arrived, my lady.” Tutte stepped out of the carriage and prepared a step stool for me.


      I glanced at her as she stood at the carriage’s side, her preparations finished, and I faced the door while trying to calm my nerves. The moment I stepped outside, I heard a slight commotion. My eyes fell on what looked like a group of children my age and their own attendants. At least, I thought that’s what they were, because before I could find the courage to meet their gazes, I’d lowered my eyes to the floor.


      Oh, gosh, I’m so stupid! Aren’t I a duke’s daughter?! I wish I could be more up-front like the ladies in books and on TV!


      But still, at this point, I felt too awkward to raise my head and look at them after doing this. I ended up stepping off the carriage with my head low, and in a predictable turn of events, I missed the last step and tripped.


      Oh, noooooo! If I try to brace myself, I’ll end up punching a hole into the ground! But what if I end up tumbling down too hard?!


      I started to panic and flail my arms around, but Tutte pulled me up by the arm so I didn’t tumble over.


      “Th-Thank you...” I whispered to her as we walked forward. She continued to support me, relief apparent on her face.


      Ahh... I was this close to making myself look like a clumsy girl...


      The people looking at me walk in with my dejected expression seemed to believe I was a fragile girl who needed to be protected, but I was rather oblivious to this as I wearily let Tutte pull me along.


      6. The Oracle Rite


      I entered the temple and passed through the large door deeper in. I found myself in a large, silent, and solemn room with a tall, wide domed ceiling. I let Tutte lead me along, trying my best to look as inconspicuous as possible.


      Why would I want to be inconspicuous, you ask? Well, it’s because I realized that the way I looked stood out.


      You see, looking at the other kids, I couldn’t mask my surprise. The first thing that popped out to me was their hair colors: most of the children had black, golden, or brown hair, albeit in differing shades and hues, but no one had silver or white hair like mine. Their eye colors were all quite varied too; some of them had the same eye color as me, so perhaps their mothers were originally from another country.


      Also, everyone’s skin was slightly toned and healthy-looking, which made sense considering the Kingdom of Aldia had strong sunlight and a warm climate year-round. Why don’t I have a tan? I spend time outside, but for some reason, my skin is white as snow...


      So, yeah, looking at the other kids made me realize that my appearance stood out from the rest. It was making me feel a bit awkward, so I tried to hide in the corner and not draw any attention to myself. In the end, being a duke’s daughter did make people steal some curious glances at me, but no one really tried to approach me any further.


      “Now then, we shall commence the Oracle Rite,” began an acolyte as they called the room to order. “Once your name is called out, please step forward and place your hand on the Oracle Jewel.”


      At the back of the spacious temple were several staircases leading up to a faintly glowing, glittering crystal pedestal. The order in which we were to approach the pedestal was influenced by noble society’s internal hierarchy. Houses that sought to stand out would go first, while houses that didn’t wish to make as much of a show of themselves would go in the middle, and then the children of smaller houses would go later... The order was decided by those kinds of considerations. Whether a house’s preferences were respected was mostly decided by their influence.


      “Incidentally, Tutte, when’s my turn?” I asked.


      “I believe you’re to be last, based on the master’s request,” Tutte replied. “He said something to the effect of ‘Going last will make her shine the brightest.’”


      Son of a biscuit! Father, I never asked for this! I don’t want to stand out like this...


      I closed my eyes and sighed deeply. Meanwhile, the Oracle Rite began, and the children were called up one by one to the pedestal.


      I watched a child nervously touch the crystal. It lit up faintly, releasing a glow that was a mixture of red, green, and blue. The kid then closed their eyes and stood there for a moment. Before long, they opened their eyes and stepped down from the pedestal with a pensive expression.


      “What were those lights?” I asked.


      “They’re a gauge of the strength, intellect, and magic of the person who touched the Oracle Jewel,” Tutte explained. “The thicker the color and the stronger the glow, the better a person’s abilities are.”


      So, if it glows a hard red, that person excels in strength, and the brighter it glows, the stronger they are?


      “Ooh... I’m surprised you know that, Tutte,” I said.


      “I went through the Oracle Rite myself,” Tutte said with a shrug.


      “Oh, really?” True enough, she’s five years older than me, so it makes sense that she’s gone through the rite before me. I’d forgotten about that. I wanted to ask her how it went for her, but I decided against it. It was probably a very private matter, and intruding on that would have been boorish of me.


      “I understand the glowing part, but why do they just stand there for a while?” I asked.


      “That’s because they’re hearing God’s words,” Tutte said.


      “Huh?! You can hear God’s voice?!” That was something a modern girl like me found very hard to believe, so I ended up raising my voice despite myself.


      Tutte cocked her head quizzically, as if to ask “Yes, what of it?”


      God must be active and tangible in this world. For all I know, He may have even manifested in the world in the past. That’s a fantasy world for you!


      The children went one after another, each of them touching the pedestal that shined in multicolored lights. It gradually made my eyes flicker.


      As I watched, I could feel my pulse pick up. Isn’t it almost my turn? How much longer is it? I looked around restlessly. I couldn’t tell how many children were left before me because they weren’t lined up. Everyone was standing wherever they pleased, only stepping up when called, and the children who’d already finished the rite weren’t leaving, so I couldn’t tell how many were left before it was my turn.


      My confusion ended up being short-lived, however. After an hour had passed since the first child stepped up to the pedestal, a visible difference in attitude began to develop between the children who were already done and those who weren’t. Once I’d noticed that, I realized only a handful of people were left besides me, and my pulse picked up once again.


      I can’t mess this up... I’m not going to hold the pedestal too hard and smash it, am I? If that happens...I’ll be done for...


      My turn drew closer by the minute, and with it, my simple nerves started growing into overwhelming concern. I was starting to suspect everything I saw, and most of all, I was doubting myself.


      Ahh... If I’d known about this, I’d have practiced holding a crystal ball or something... I mean, I don’t think I’ll crush it, but what if I crack it? Ah, what do I do, what do I do?! My hands are shaking from the stress!


      What I believed to be the last child ahead of me had their name called, and a few minutes later, they returned to their place.


      I-I-I-Is it finally my turn?! I crossed my fingers nervously, hoping for a miracle. Never count out the power of a modern girl’s good luck charm!


      “Next, Mary of House Regalia!”


      At the sound of that call, I feel my heart explode with stress. Noooo! I can’t believe the modern girl’s good luck charm let me down!


      I stiffened like a block of wood, and Tutte looked at me concerned, her eyes asking me what was the matter.


      Oh, what’s the point of worrying anyway?! I’m a duke’s daughter, for crying out loud! I need to pull myself together!


      I steeled myself, looking up and stepping forward. But just then, the heavy door to the temple opened with a screech, and several attendants in knight’s attire ran into the room.


      “The Aldian Kingdom’s first prince, His Highness, Prince Reifus, has arrived!”


      The atmosphere within the temple tensed up at once. The people standing by the doors moved to the room’s corners at once. I, however, was so tense that I ended up freezing in place halfway to the pedestal.


      A single figure walked into the temple, knights in tow: the first prince of the Kingdom of Aldia, Reifus Lukua Dalford.


      The sight of him made everyone look on in fascination—especially the girls. He was dressed in an outfit of white and blue, and his fair, slender limbs moved elegantly with every step he took. His golden hair was smooth as silk, and his blue eyes were profound and beautiful enough to draw you in. Although he had the delicate face of a young boy, his dignified expression nonetheless imbued his features with an air of nobility. The very image of a prince!


      I had no idea the kingdom’s prince was my age. That having been the case, then, it stood to reason he was participating in today’s Oracle Rite.


      With him being a royal, and probably very busy as a result, he was able to arrive late and also got to cut in line. No one complained, though—he was royalty, after all. The crowd circled behind him, allowing the prince to pass as he walked in my direction.


      Oh, no, I should make way for him too... Despite my panic, my thoughts were catching up to what everyone else was doing. I decided to move, but then...I felt my body slump.


      Oh, no! I actually screwed up!


      As I tried to move away, my feet tangled because I wasn’t used to my shoes, and I tumbled to the floor.


      “Whoa, there...” spoke a gentle voice.


      As those words reached my ears, I felt someone catch me. Wait. Who just caught me? Don’t tell me it’s...!


      I moved my eyes up fearfully, dreading to even raise my head, only to find myself gazing straight into the prince’s face.
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