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Chapter 1: A Chance Encounter with Luqvist’s Healer!




Our traveling party arrived in the Wizardry City of Luqvist. We were there to deliver a letter informing them of the Demon Lord threat. I was excited to see the place—it was home to a school that raised mages, and its streets were filled with lively students. I even met the city’s healer, a young boy.

Unfortunately, I never imagined that meeting him would mean finding him beaten and bullied.

Amako told me before we arrived that Luqvist’s healer was tangled up in something he couldn’t easily get out of, but it was only now that I grasped what she meant—he wasn’t going to be able to help Amako when he already had bullies to contend with.

But who was behind the bullying, and why?

“How . . . ?” I uttered.

I relaxed my hand, which I’d balled into a tight fist, and looked around for answers.

“What happened here?” I asked one of the bystanders.

“Did you only just get here or something? I guess there’s no way you could have known,” answered a man, looking somewhat shameful as he pointed to the boy in my arms. “He’s a plaything for a group of bullies. They put him through this kind of thing all the time because of his healing magic.”

A plaything for bullies? Healers aren’t mages you can just freely use as sandbags outside of training.

“First things first . . . let’s wake him up,” I said.

I gently shook the young healer’s shoulders. I wanted to make sure he could at least regain his senses. Sometimes people might be unconscious but otherwise uninjured.

After a little shaking, the young healer groaned and began to blink back to consciousness. I was glad that he woke so easily—it meant he was probably fine.

“Looks like you’re awake,” I said, putting a hand to the boy’s shoulder. “How do you . . .”

But as soon as the boy’s eyes focused, he quickly brushed my hand away.

“Get away from me!” he shouted.

“Wha?!”

I was shocked by the reaction—by the boy’s refusal—and watched as he looked up at the sky and scrambled to his feet in a panic.

“Dammit! I’m going to be late!” he said.

The boy took off running down the main street.

“Huh? Hey! Wait!” I called, but my words fell on deaf ears.

That was no ordinary level of hurry. Wonder if he had something urgent to attend to?

But all the same, I couldn’t believe that he snubbed me like that. Was that how bad things were? Was that how low his level of trust was?

“Well, what now?” I muttered.

I hoped that I’d have a chance to meet Luqvist’s healer, and my wish was granted. However, the encounter left me ill at ease and a little anxious. I wasn’t the sort of person to just jump in whenever I saw a case of bullying, but I couldn’t just dismiss it as nothing either. I probably didn’t have the power to change the boy’s circumstances, and in this city, as a healer, it seemed like something might end up happening to me.

“Best catch up with senpai first,” I said to myself.

I decided asking senpai and Kazuki was the best course of action. It was much better than just getting lost in my own thoughts. The two of them were on the student council—they probably knew more than I did about this kind of thing. With my mind made up, I was just about to take off when I heard voices calling out to me.

“Hey! Usato-kun!”

“Usato!”

I knew those voices. I turned to find a good-looking couple running toward me—Inukami-senpai and Kazuki.

“Lucky. Guess I don’t have to go looking for them,” I muttered.

Kazuki waved as I walked over. Just as expected, Inukami-senpai was very nonplussed that I’d changed my lodging without telling them.

“Usato-kun! If you’re going to stay with Amako’s friends, then at least take me with you!”

“Don’t get all mad. That would have been impossible. You have no idea what I had to go through yesterday.”

And besides, if senpai had been with me, Kyo would have been frustrated beyond belief. I knew he wasn’t a bad guy at heart, but I really wanted to establish some kind of baseline of trust between us before I introduced him and Kiriha to senpai.

“Anyway,” I added, “aren’t you guys supposed to be at the lodging?”

“Senpai wanted to go pick you up,” said Kazuki, “so I tagged along. And meeting you here has made things easier.”

“Hm? Easier for what?”

Did the school reply to the letter already? Unlikely. We’ve already been told that the decision will take a considerable amount of time and discussion.

Inukami-senpai seemed to spot the question mark floating above my head, and she walked up to me, overflowing with excitement.

“Last night, Headmistress Gladys invited us to watch some classes at school. I wanted you to be there!”

“Class observations, huh?”

I remembered that Gladys had mentioned something about that yesterday. She must have noticed the sheer thrill on senpai’s face and was kind enough to organize things that same night.

“Yeah, I’m pretty intrigued too, so I’m in,” I said.

“I knew you’d say that! Come on, let’s go!”

Inukami-senpai took Kazuki and me by our hands and took off toward the school.

“Well, as long as you’re happy . . .” I said, breaking into a smile.

“You look pretty excited yourself, Usato,” said Kazuki.

I laughed.

“Guess I can’t hide anything from you.”

I decided that I’d bring up the topic of Luqvist’s healer with them a little later. I didn’t want to kill the mood by holding things up, and besides, it was fun to do stuff with the two of them.




* * *




Senpai excitedly took us all the way to the entrance of the school of magic. We were standing there, looking around, when Halpha came outside.

“Hello, Halpha,” I said as we walked over to him.

“Good morning, Usato. I hear you stayed at a separate lodging last night. I hope everything was alright?”

“Uh, yeah. . . For the time being, anyway.”

Halpha looked perplexed. He tilted his head slightly, but I simply responded with a smile—I wasn’t about to tell him that the owner of the house I stayed at had chewed me out before outright attacking me.

“Well, I’m glad things seem okay,” he said. “Well then, let’s get straight into the tour, shall we?”

Fortunately, Halpha didn’t seem to think anything else of our interaction, which was a relief. We followed him on a tour of the school and its classes. The school square was entirely deserted—there wasn’t a student in sight. I wondered if it was because morning classes were going on. Perhaps there were no students out and about at this time?

“I wonder what sort of things they teach in the classes here . . . What do you think, Usato?” Kazuki asked.

“Hm . . . I guess the focus is on how to use magic and its practical application?”

I mean, it was called the school of magic, after all.

“Yes, we teach that too,” said Halpha, turning to us, “but because many who come here have their sights set on becoming knights and adventurers, students can learn a wide variety of skills, including martial arts.”

I was impressed—it was a system similar to our home world, where a person could choose to study and learn what was most useful for their future. We walked through a school building, chatting as we went, and found ourselves in a hallway with metal plates on wooden doors. Each had something etched into it, written in the language of the world we now called home. Halpha, leading the way, found the door he was looking for, then turned to us.

“They’re currently doing a lesson on basic magic in this room,” he said. “This is the first subject that any student takes when they enroll here to learn magic. Naturally, I took the class also.”

“Basic magic. Welcie taught senpai and me the basics when we arrived,” said Kazuki. “I’m interested to see how the lessons work here.”

How did I learn my magic? All I remember is just endless running . . . But then again, I guess there were those times when Rose shouted at me. “Feel the magic while you run!” Yep, that’s what she said during my training on how to handle magic.

When I thought about it, however, I couldn’t understand how I’d come out of that training with the ability to use my magic.

“Unfortunately,” said Halpha, “this is not the class we’re here to see today. We’re going to visit my class instead.”

“Your class?”

“Indeed. They just so happen to be doing practical training today, and I’d love for you to see it. I was also hoping you might be willing to take part in it too.”

“Are you sure that’s okay?” asked senpai. “We don’t want to interrupt class.”

“Well, the headmistress herself gave us express permission, and I’m the class overseer, which grants me a certain amount of authority.”

“Overseer? Is that like a teacher?” I asked.

“Put simply, yes,” said Halpha with a nod.

Does that mean that Halpha has the same authority as a teacher or instructor? That’s impressive—he looks about the same age as the rest of us.

“How about you, Usato? Will you be taking part?” Halpha asked.

“Hm . . .”

I thought it would be fine for Inukami-senpai and Kazuki to take part, but I was hesitant. I figured that “practical training” meant practicing attack magic. Even though I could punch and kick things with my healing magic, without the magic, it was just, well . . . violence.

“I’m just a healer,” I said. “I don’t think there’s much point to me taking part.”

“Really? A pity,” said Halpha.

Whoa, hang on. Why does he look so upset? Seeing him all down in the dumps like that makes me feel guilty. But what is he expecting from a healer like me? I mean, as a magic user, I do only three things—I run, I hit, and I heal.

“Looks like the time has come to show your real power, Usato-kun,” said Inukami-senpai with a knowing smile.

As usual, senpai was talking crazy to me. I found it kind of reassuring.

“Come on, senpai,” I said. “I can’t use attack magic like you and Kazuki. All I can do is punch and kick things.”

“Yeah, but those punches and kicks are brutal. At your level, it’s no different from magic,” she said.

Wait, is she trying to say that I’m inhuman now?

Whatever the case, my healing magic wasn’t any different from ordinary physical attacks, and I wasn’t keen on showing it to people who used true and proper magic abilities.

“I dare say we’ve spent enough time talking. Shall we be moving along?” said Halpha, spinning around and walking again.

I couldn’t help but wonder why Halpha looked so disappointed when I said I wouldn’t take part in the practical training. I mean, wasn’t it best to show off the heroes’ magic rather than mine? I was just a nobody, after all. Did Halpha have some specific reason for wanting me to take part?

“Maybe I’m just reading into it too much . . .” I muttered.

We walked through a neat hallway and out into the open air. We’d left through a big set of doors and arrived at another open square. Now we’d finally get a chance to check out the school’s classes.

Students were firing magic at their own individual targets. The first student I saw was a young boy holding his palm out toward a round white target that was hammered into the ground.

“Burn!” he cried as a fireball leaped from his hands.

Next to him, a girl put her hands on the earth and let out a battle cry. Stones were sent flying out from the ground below.

This was nothing like the sense of freedom that I got from the school square the previous day. The energy and the determination—it was completely different. Senpai was . . . Well, she was over the moon. She was so impressed that she was trembling. She turned to me and poked me hard in the shoulder.

“Look, senpai,” I said, “I get that you’re happy, but please stop poking me.”

To be honest, it was annoying as heck.

“Kazuki, please,” I begged, “do something about her, please!”

Kazuki laughed. He seemed to be enjoying it.

“Impossible,” he said. “Hang in there, Usato.”

Kazuki had left me for dead, so I just let the overly excited Inukami-senpai keep poking me. Halpha led us to a place where we could look out over all of the students. Then he turned to us.

“This is the class I’m assigned to,” he said. “However, as we have some lower-grade students training with us today, I should make it clear that they’re not all my classmates.”

“Lower-grade students? Oh, now that you mention it, some of the students do look young.”

When I looked more closely, I saw that the practicing students had observers by their sides—students that were perhaps two or three years younger. Then something caught my eye.

“Hm . . . ?”

In a corner of the square, there were a couple of people I’d seen before.

That’s Kyo and Kiriha. Are they in Halpha’s class?

Kiriha was firing blades of wind through her gauntlets, cutting her target over and over. Meanwhile, Kyo was throwing kicks to create wind blades of his own, sending diagonal slices into his own target.

“Wind, huh . . . ?” I muttered.

It was really cool. Kyo must have noticed me watching them because he suddenly looked shocked and said something to Kiriha. When she looked over, I waved at her. Her eyes bulged out of her head in shock, but she managed a short wave in reply.

“You know those two, do you?” asked Halpha. There was a hint of surprise in his voice.

I didn’t want him getting the wrong idea, so I simply nodded. Halpha looked strangely impressed.

“What is it?” I asked.

“I’m just surprised,” he replied. “Kyo and Kiriha rarely interact with humans. They’re rather curt and rude if you even try to speak with them.”

So that’s the sort of people they are at school, huh?

I turned to look back at the two of them when Inukami-senpai, who seemed to have finally calmed down, tapped me gently on the shoulder.

“Are those two Amako’s friends?” she asked.

Her question was a whisper to make sure Halpha didn’t hear.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

“Ugh, I love the ears. Introduce me later?”

“No,” I said with a smile.

After everything I’ve done to gain their trust, I’m not going to have you shatter it into pieces with your hyperactive personality. I know it’s going to hurt you—believe me, I know—but you’re just going to have to be a little more patient, senpai.

“What?! But why?!”

Senpai was still shaking me by the shoulders when Halpha turned to us again.

“Well then,” he said, “shall I introduce you to everyone?”

In so saying, Halpha’s kindly voice grew suddenly sharp and cold.

“Assemble!” he shouted.

Both the older and the younger students responded immediately, running over to Halpha. We were suddenly a target for all their curious stares.

“Usually, when we have shared training sessions like this, it’s a chance for the lower grades to learn magic by watching their seniors. Today, however, things are a little different,” said Halpha, his voice stern. The students lined up in front of him were clearly nervous. “We’re lucky enough to have three of Llinger’s emissaries with us today. They’re here to see our school. They are more experienced and capable than any of us here, so do make sure you’re on your best behavior.”

Halpha’s explanation didn’t convince everyone, and there were a few sets of eyes that looked at us with suspicion—that is to say, looked at me with suspicion. On top of that, one of those sets of eyes belonged to Kyo. But I wasn’t surprised—anybody would be suspicious if they saw an ordinary teenager like me standing behind the stunning duo that was Kazuki and senpai.

“That guy in the white! He’s the one that Kiriha punched yesterday!” said someone from among the whispering students.

Yesterday? What were they talking about? If they meant what happened around noon, then there was ill will behind the comment. And as expected, several students seemed to get the wrong idea about the word “punched” and stabbed me with suspicious stares.

“Er . . . What happened yesterday?” asked Kazuki.

I face-palmed.

“It was a misunderstanding . . .” I groaned.

I mean, I guess I only had myself to blame, but in that situation, of course someone was going to see me. Still, as long as Kazuki and senpai didn’t think anything more of it, that was a win in my books. Just as I was beginning to relax, however, one of the lower-grade students spoke up.

“Excuse me,” said a young, high-pitched voice. “If those three are stronger than all of us, then may we have a magic demonstration?”

The voice belonged to a young girl with her hand raised. Her hair was arranged on either side into pigtails, and it was clear by her face that she was dubious of us.

“Just as expected . . .” whispered Halpha in a voice I just barely caught.

His tone of voice was so calm and cool that it was almost as though he’d seen the girl’s question coming.

“So what you’re saying,” he said with a sigh, “is that you won’t respect them until they show you what they’re capable of. Is that right?”

Halpha turned to us slowly.

“As you can see, it looks as though they’d like a demonstration, so—”

“Ooh! Me! Let me!” cried Inukami-senpai. “Just point me at a target!”

Oh, my little pig-tailed friend, you made one big mistake. You opened Pandora’s box. Senpai is a girl who is way, way, way too excited to be here.

Halpha let out a strange little laugh at the sight of the animated Inukami-senpai and gestured for her to go right ahead. I covered my face with my hands in embarrassment.




* * *




The training was very simple. All you had to do was hit the magic-resistant targets with your magic. When I thought back to what I’d seen, I realized that although the students had damaged their targets, none of the targets had been destroyed—the targets must have been really durable against magic attacks.

“Hm . . . this wooden sword is hella awkward . . .” muttered senpai.

“It’s specially made to withstand magic, so please do the best you can with it,” said Halpha.

Senpai was going to use a weapon for her magic, so she was given a wooden sword. Actually, anything was permitted—you could attack unarmed, wield a sword, or even equip gauntlets. You could also just use raw magic as well, which made it feel like a shooting range with an “anything goes” approach.

Inukami-senpai stood in front of her target. Behind her, the students waited with bated breath to see what kind of magic she was going to use.

“Hey, Kazuki,” I said.

“Hm?”

“Do you think she’ll hold back?”

“Of course. She’s our senpai.”

I would have been relieved if he hadn’t looked away as he spoke.

“But whatever she does, she’s not going to let them just treat you like a weakling.”

“She’d do that . . . for me . . . ?”

“That student didn’t know anything about you, but that didn’t stop her from shooting off her mouth. Senpai and I aren’t letting it show, but we’re pretty mad about it, you know?”

I was touched that they were thinking of me.

I turned my gaze back to senpai. She excitedly readied herself, waving her sword in a circle as she pulsed with lightning.

“Hey, wait a sec,” I said. “Wait a sec.”

I was touched, sure, but that didn’t mean Inukami-senpai had to go all out on the training target. I was just about to say something, but Inukami-senpai took off.

She reached the target in the blink of an eye and was suddenly standing right in front of it. Her sword was filled with electricity, like a bow ready to be fired, and she plunged it into the target.

Her movements were so fast that at first the watching students weren’t even sure what was happening. However, when senpai ran her sword through the target, they realized she had unleashed an attack.

“Huh . . . ?” uttered one student with a goofy befuddlement.

His reaction didn’t surprise me though—I’d gone through training with Rose, and even I struggled to follow senpai’s movements.

“We’re not done yet!” senpai uttered.

Senpai left the sword in the target and stepped away from it. The sword was still pulsing with electricity, still building up, and still sparking even away from her hands. Inukami-senpai held her hands up, and with a supremely satisfied expression, she said—

“Boom!”

Electricity flew from her hands the moment she spoke. It struck the sword, and the sword and target exploded in a blinding flash of light. A few seconds later, as everyone’s dazzled eyes began to refocus, we realized that both the target and the wooden sword were gone—they had been incinerated.

Going overboard much?!

Who told her to go that far?! And what even was that crazy magic attack anyway?! That would turn a person into dust! There’d be no trace of them!

The observing students had been rendered entirely speechless. As for Inukami-senpai, she simply ignored the puzzled looks surrounding her, crossed her arms, and nodded in a way that said, Job well done.

“Beyond expectations,” said Halpha, unable to hide his surprise. “How about the two of you?” he asked Kazuki and me. “We still have plenty of time. You’re welcome to give a demonstration in the same way as Suzune.”

“I can’t use magic in any way remotely similar to that . . .” I said.

“In practical training, you can do whatever you like, whether it be with a sword or no weapon at all. As long as you’re using magic, even a punch is considered a magical attack.”

I couldn’t put my finger on why exactly, but Halpha was clearly putting pressure on me to take part. Still, my mind was already made up. More than anything else, outdoing senpai’s performance was one heck of a hurdle to have to jump.

“All the same, I think Kazuki should go instead of me,” I said. “My magic lacks impact.”

“Hm . . . If you ask me,” said Kazuki, “your magic is all about impact, but . . . alright. If you don’t want to go, then I may as well give it a try.”

I’m so sorry for pushing this on you, Kazuki. But what impact are you even talking about? My magic is anything but impactful.

“Please go right ahead and use the target next to Suzune,” said Halpha. “And don’t worry if you destroy it completely. Would you like a weapon?”

“No, I think I’ll just use magic,” said Kazuki, walking over to his target.
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Suzune returned to where Halpha and I were standing. She seemed to recognize that many of the students still had their eyes on her, and the satisfaction had yet to leave her face.

“So Kazuki’s up next,” she said. “Usato-kun, you’re not going to give a demo?”

“No way,” I replied. “Not after what you just did. What do you want me to do? Punch a target into dust?”

Senpai giggled.

“Well, it’s not like you can’t, right? Compared to an armored demon, an unmoving target is a cakewalk.”

I didn’t really know how to respond to an out-there comparison like that.

At that moment, Kazuki cast three bullets of magical energy about the size of table tennis balls. It was his light magic—a powerful and rare magic that had the students buzzing with more chatter than when it was senpai’s turn. Nonetheless, Kazuki’s gaze never left his palm—he focused on the bullets of light.

“I haven’t seen this before,” said Inukami-senpai.

“Remote-controlled magic . . . if he falters for a second, those bullets will dissipate,” said Halpha, his voice filled with awe. “His control is remarkable. Such subtlety—I hope the rest of the class is watching carefully.”

Even I was surprised to find out that magic was something that could be controlled remotely like this. I had thought that with magic like Kazuki’s and mine, it would dissipate once it was separated from us.

Could I do that if I worked hard enough? It sure would be handy to be able to heal people from a distance with something like healing bullets.

“Fire!”

With a wave of his hand, Kazuki’s magic bullets flew toward the target. Even as they flew, the bullets were still under Kazuki’s control, and they sped straight toward the target, coming to a halt just above it.

“This magic is dangerous, so . . . go downwards!”

Kazuki brought his hand down, and the three bullets rained down on the target below at unbelievable speed. Kazuki’s spell didn’t have the impact that senpai’s did—and you might even call it simple—but I was left with the impression that it was much more dangerous than senpai’s spell. The magic bullets hadn’t blown the target up, but they had pierced right through the target before driving into the ground below.

“Looks like that battle against the Black Knight taught Kazuki his weak points, and he’s found a way to cover for them,” said Inukami-senpai.

“Y-Yeah . . .” I muttered in reply.

I can’t believe that the two of you have developed such ruthless spells.

It seemed that the heroes’ demonstrations had impressed the students and rid them of their doubts. They now looked up at Kazuki and Suzune with awe.

“I didn’t mention it earlier,” said Halpha, “but these two fought at the front lines in the battle against the Demon Lord’s army not so long ago. They are not to be taken lightly. And of course, neither is he.”

Are you really going to do me like that, Halpha?

All of the eyes that were locked on Kazuki and Suzune suddenly shifted to me. Whispered voices came with them.

“What sort of magic does he use?”

“He looks weaker than the other two, no?”

“Yeah, but maybe he’s, like, more than meets the eye.”

I wasn’t sure how I felt about people railing on me like that just based on my appearance. Fortunately, Kazuki didn’t hear any of that.

“Um, what kind of magic does he use?” asked one of the students, pointing at me.

Halpha glanced at me from the corner of his eye. He probably already knew how the students would react once he told them. I had a feeling that I knew too—I’d just seen what this country thought of healers with my own eyes.

I let out a sigh. It looked like I had no choice. Senpai and Kazuki had revealed their magical affinities, so now I had to reveal mine too. Trying to hide it was useless. I straightened my collar and took a step forward.

“I’m a healer,” I said, “with Llinger Kingdom’s Rescue Team.”

Now, let’s see how everyone reacts. I was forged through irrational training and abuse—a few jeers aren’t going to hurt me.




* * *




Halpha brought Usato and his two friends to class. Kyo and I were in the middle of training when they arrived. Usato waved at us. Unsurprisingly, Kyo didn’t react, but I waved back—I just made sure that nobody else noticed.

At first, I wondered why they’d even come, but then I remembered that Halpha had told us we’d have visitors. Now I knew who those visitors were.

Halpha introduced the heroes and Usato, then told everyone that they were battle-hardened and much stronger than us. There was a provocation in the way he spoke—it was clear his words would elicit a reaction. Our class was full of those types.

I didn’t know how strong Usato’s friends were, but I knew that when it came to Usato, they probably couldn’t beat him. I was a beastkin, and he was as strong as me, if not even stronger. He could heal any wound in an instant. If we were facing off against each other for real, I could cut him as much as I wanted with my wind blades, but he would just keep healing himself so long as he had magic. All the while, he would be attacking me with that crazy power of his.

That was like a nightmare.

But because of what had happened yesterday, everyone was skeptical of him. And because of me, Mina—a notorious problem child of the lower grades and a noble’s daughter—got all fired up. I hadn’t expected that at all. That girl was rotten to the core. She and her little gang members had been bullying a healer for some years now. Because of her family name, the school did absolutely nothing about it.

That girl. She was going to embarrass the heroes if their magic wasn’t up to her expectations. Everyone around Mina knew what she was doing, but nobody tried to stop her—they were probably scared of standing up to her. I didn’t do anything either. I wasn’t going to say anything to anyone in class though. And though I could have said something to Halpha, in this situation, he wouldn’t stand up to her either.

All the same, it turned out that Usato’s friends were no slouches. Far, far from it. I’d never seen such destructive lightning magic in my life. Then there was the expert control that Usato’s other friend had over his rare light magic. I was literally shocked into silence. But of course, they were going to be amazing—they were the Llinger Kingdom heroes that Amako had told me about.

If only that was where it ended. If only that was enough for everyone, and we all went back to our training. But everyone changed the moment they heard Usato’s words.

“I’m a healer,” he said, “with Llinger Kingdom’s Rescue Team.”

And of course, it wasn’t a good change. I could see Kyo freaking out about it next to me. Our class was full of hotheads. All they cared about was who was the strongest. I would never belittle healers of healing magic, but everybody else in the class—who knew nothing of Usato—all thought healing was for wimps and weaklings. As expected, the trolling started immediately.

“Ugh, just a healer . . . even I could wreck him.”

“Battle-hardened . . . probably by running around with his tail between his legs, no?”

“Am I supposed to believe he’s strong?”
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