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      Prologue


      When he was a child, he spent a lot of his time looking at the ceiling—wooden, old, and just about ready to collapse.


      “Mom... I’m sorry...”


      His mother placed a wet towel on his forehead, her face dark and clouded. “Raid... Haven’t I already told you not to push yourself?”


      Such an expression, too, was a familiar sight. Day after day, sigh after sigh, not once did her expression brighten. She always took care not to sigh in her young child’s presence, but that only caused Raid more pain, for he was made constantly aware of just how much of a burden he was in this poor and desolate village.


      The door opened with a creak, followed by the sound of heavy footsteps.


      “Oh... Welcome home, dear,” said his mother.


      “Yeah...” His father’s expression didn’t look any brighter than his mother’s as the man responded curtly to his wife’s greeting.


      “How did your work go today...?”


      “Hah... How else? With just one arm, a single tree’s the best I can manage in a day.” The man hung his head, exhaustion evident on his face. When Raid’s father lost his left arm in the war, he was handed a paltry sum and kicked out of the army in all but name. “Still, it’s better than nothing... I guess all my training paid off somehow. Besides, there aren’t many healthy men in this village, and securing firewood’s a matter of life or death, so the village heads were really thankful.” Smiling weakly, his father set down his bag with a dull thud. Several small and misshapen potatoes rolled over the floor. When he turned to the boy on the bed, his eyebrows drew together. “Raid’s sick again...?”


      “Yes... Gurd found him collapsed in the woods.”


      The man cast his eyes down, silent for a long while before finally breathing out a sigh. “I see...”


      Raid knew he couldn’t blame his father for looking so resigned. For men born in impoverished villages, joining the army was the only way to survive. While the war rapidly exacerbated poverty in Altane, it also provided steady work for those willing to take up arms. However, Raid was too weak to fight in the war. Worse yet, he was too weak to even pass each cruel winter without fear of being snuffed out like a candle in the wind...and surely too weak to waste any of their meager food on. Yet, his parents never abandoned him.


      “Raid, why did you go into the woods?” His father frowned, a hint of irritation seeping into his voice. “I’m sure you know how weak your body is.”


      The boy turned his hazy, feverish eyes to his father. “I wanted to...practice holding an axe...”


      “An axe...?”


      “I can’t become a soldier...so I want to at least help chop wood...” Raid knew that joining the army was beyond him, but he still wanted to help his father, who struggled to chop wood with his only remaining arm.


      A small smile formed on his father’s lips. “I see... Then I’ll teach you once you get better.”


      “Really...?”


      “Yeah. I may be chopping wood now, but I used to wield a much bigger and cooler battle-axe back on the battlefield, you know?” The man placed a hand on Raid’s head and mustered his best smile for the boy. “So make sure to rest up and get well soon.”


      Raid’s mother watched the father and son with a small smile on her lips.


      When he thought back on it, this was one of the few times Raid could recall his parents smiling. Alas, even this meager happiness could not last. The closer winter drew, the more they struggled to get by each day. With hunger setting in, his parents’ quarrels grew more frequent, and soon they began taking it out on Raid as well, raining harsh words down on the young child.


      But to Raid, his mother was still his mother. And to his mother, Raid was still her one and only precious child in this world. One day, with tears streaming down her cheeks, she cried out, “Why? Why are you so weak?!” She was looking at him, her frail child. But she was also lamenting herself, the powerless mother who could do nothing for her poor boy—not even able to stop herself from lashing out at him.


      She must have been at her limit—Raid knew, and he wanted to save her. He was useless, no more than baggage, but he still had one option available.


      “Once you get on that carriage, you’ll never make it back to the village.”


      The children had whispered frightful rumors among themselves—rumors of a slave merchant’s carriage. Parents beset by poverty faced the desperate need to get rid of mouths to feed, yet oftentimes they had no heart to kill their own children. For such cornered souls, this carriage came with the temptation of a far more merciful choice: sell the children off in exchange for some food and coin.


      The children of the village spoke of this in fear, but to Raid, this was his one and only hope. He could save his parents by disappearing. They would no longer have to carry a burden like him. Even if he was worth no more than spare change or a measly scrap of bread, he could finally be of help to them.


      So when the slave carriage arrived one night, Raid ran away from home with the intent to sell himself off before his parents could notice. However, the world would not grant him even this one wish.


      “Oh? What’s a kid doing out here on his own so late at night?”


      He had tried to cut through the woods to avoid the villagers’ eyes, but a lone man called out to him. The face beneath the hood was illuminated by the moonlight: a gentle smile and a touch of sleek silver hair peeking through.


      Raid regarded the man with caution. “Don’t tell the villagers,” he said.


      “Hm... I’m not so sure about that. It’s dangerous at night. Besides, your parents must be worried.”


      “Even then, I have to go. For them,” Raid muttered as he gazed at the carriage’s light in the distance. “If I become a slave, mom and dad will get paid... I can finally help them.”


      “Did you decide that for yourself?”


      “Yeah. So please keep quiet about this and let me go.”


      The man stroked his chin for a moment, his eyes trailing over the boy. “A Hero or a Sage,” he said suddenly. “Which do you want to be?”


      Raid stared at the man in bewilderment. “What...?”


      “It’s an important question. Your answer will greatly affect your future.” The man casually drew his eyes away from him and to the light of the slave carriage. “You’re a smart kid. You understood your powerlessness, figured out the best option available to you, and took action to help your parents.” His gaze fell back to Raid. “So even if you get on that carriage and sell yourself off, someday you will be treasured. People will praise your profound wisdom and come to hail you as the Sage. But...”


      The man peered down at Raid, his deep, ocean-blue eyes shimmering under the moonlight. “If you were granted the choice, what would you want to be?”


      Raid already had his answer.


      He had always hated himself for being so weak, loathed himself for being so helpless.


      “I...want to be a hero, stronger than anyone else,” he answered with clenched fists. “I hate that I cause nothing but trouble for my parents. I hate that I’m too frail to even help my dad. I’m just so weak and helpless, and I hate it... I hate it all!” Tears welled up in his eyes, gushing forth along with the emotions he’d been suppressing.


      The man quietly smiled and nodded. “But it’s tough, you know, being a Hero. Your mom, your dad, and everyone in the world will fear you and your immense power.”


      “It’s still better than being weak,” the boy mumbled.


      “No, it’s not,” replied the man, his voice taking on a sharper tone for the first time. “I know a child just like you—a child who sought strength to pursue her ideals. She became stronger than anyone else...and turned the whole world into her enemy. After all that, she ended up alone, wallowing in despair.” The man’s eyes looked far away, as if gazing at some distant future. “That child dreamed of peace and happiness for everyone around her. She hoped with all her heart...but we used her. We used her, and we even designated her as ‘evil’ without ever understanding her true feelings.”


      A pained, bitter smile twisted the man’s lips, like a sinner harboring his regrets. Then, he cast his eyes down and gazed at Raid once more. “Even then, do you still wish to become a Hero?”


      “If I can, then yeah.”


      “Wow. You really gave that a lot of thought...”


      “I’m weak. I wouldn’t know how that strong child feels.” Raid fell ill from the tiniest bit of activity and could hardly even grip an axe. A weakling like him wouldn’t understand the troubles of the strong. “So I want to become strong. I can understand those who are weak like me, but not those who are strong like that child.”


      Raid was born weak and couldn’t do many things that others took for granted. “Normal” people never understood how he felt, and that only pained him even more. So Raid knew, at least, how sad it was to be all alone.


      “So if I could become just as strong as that child, if I could come to know her...” Raid looked up at the man, his eyes wide and clear. “I’m sure I’d want to be friends with her too.”


      The man looked at him, momentarily stunned to silence, before huffing out an airy laugh. “Ha ha... I see now. That’s why you’ll make ‘Hero’...” he mumbled, his voice trailing off as he broke out into a bright smile.


      The man quietly stood. “Then you’d better not get on that carriage. You should become a Hero.”


      Raid frowned. “I told you—I’m weak, so I can’t.”


      “It’s all right. Keep training every day, and it’ll all work out,” the man promised as he held his hand up facing Raid. “For the Heroes,” he whispered, “have entrusted all their hopes onto you.”


      That was the last thing Raid heard before he lost consciousness that night.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter One


      At this point in the year, the students of the Institute had long settled into their morning routines. Today, however, something was amiss: Raid sat in his classroom, elbows propped on the desk while stifling a huge yawn.


      Wisel raised a brow. “What’s wrong, Raid? Didn’t get enough sleep?”


      “Yeah,” Raid mumbled. “I don’t usually dream, but I had one this morning, and I just can’t seem to shake the sleep off...”


      Beside him, Eluria bobbed her head. “Raid was floaty this morning.”


      “How unusual,” Millis mused. “So, Lady Eluria, you took the helm today?”


      “No. I was also floaty.”


      “What a severe shortage of brain cells,” Millis whispered, aghast.


      “It was horrible,” Eluria agreed, slumping glumly. “Raid was so floaty, my milk tea was about five degrees cooler than usual, my bath was two degrees too hot, and he only prepared my uniform but forgot my undergarments.”


      Millis’s eyes gleamed with pity. “Oh, Raid... You work so hard every morning...”


      “But thanks to that work,” Raid said, “I’ve gotten very good at handling Eluria’s floatiness.” By classifying her floatiness into levels, Raid was now able to spur on her awakening with great efficiency. His efforts had truly paid off.


      “So, what kind of dream did you have?” Wisel asked.


      “Oh... I know it was something that happened in the past, but I can’t really remember.” The memories were decades old, of a much harsher time in his life, so they were fragmented at best. In fact, his memories before he started training himself weren’t very clear. In any case, there wouldn’t have been much to remember anyway, living in an impoverished village just struggling to get by each day.


      “Hmph... This isn’t the time to be idly chatting about dreams and whatnot.”


      The four friends turned to find Fareg, arms folded with his usual haughty expression. Beside him were a ponytailed girl with black hair and a short boy with brown hair.


      “It’s been a while, everyone.”


      “This is extremely belated, but thank you so much for saving us before.”


      Fareg’s two attendants were finally back in their uniforms, standing by his side for the first time in a long while.


      Raid nodded. “Ah, that’s right. Valk, Lucas, you two are back starting today.”

    

  

  
    [image: insert1]
  

  
    
      “Yes. Thanks to you, we are able to return to our classes.”


      “Lady Caldwin and Lord Freeden, we truly cannot thank you enough. Of course, we also extend our sincere gratitude to Lady Lambut and Lord Blanche for administering first aid.”


      “Well, I get that you’re thankful to those two, but we didn’t really do much,” Wisel said.


      “Uh-huh. The instructors took over as soon as Lady Eluria transported us.”


      “Not at all,” Valk insisted, her voice solemn and tone prim. “We were told that had we not been given first aid, my arm and Lucas’s leg might have sustained lasting damage. It is all thanks to you two that we are able to come back so soon.” She curtsied and humbly lowered her head.


      Beside her, Lucas nodded firmly. “Precisely as Valk said. We have been ordered by the head of House Verminant to see to it that Lord Fareg graduates without incident. Had we sustained lasting injuries, we would not have been able to fulfill the master’s orders.”


      Fareg huffed. “I can graduate perfectly fine on my own capabilities, thank you very much!”


      “Yes, well...” Valk sighed. “As you can see, the master had every reason to be concerned that Lord Fareg would wind up on his own, hence why we were placed by his side. So of course, House Verminant is extremely thankful to you all.”


      “So that’s why you two stuck with him...” Millis nodded, face flat. “I had a feeling that was the case.”


      “It makes so much sense, I can’t even feign shock,” Wisel agreed.


      “Hang on!” Fareg snapped. “Didn’t you say you enrolled with me because we’re childhood friends?!”


      “We just didn’t want to deal with your whining,” said Valk and Lucas in perfect unison.


      Fareg held his head in dismay. “Agh... I can’t trust anybody in this world...!” Hearing such harsh words from his own attendants seemed to have hurt even this hardheaded young nobleman.


      In contrast, a warm smile formed on Lucas’s lips. “We were worried that this exasperating young master of ours would end up all alone, so we exerted our utmost for a speedy recovery...but it seems our concerns were unfounded.”


      “Indeed.” Valk nodded, expression similarly fond. “He told us many things about you all whenever he came to visit. We were honestly surprised to hear him talk about other people for once.”


      “H-Hey! Didn’t I tell you not to say that in front of them?!”


      “Goodness, pardon me. Very well then. I shall refrain from telling them how you came back from training and praised Lord Freeden to the high heavens, saying, ‘He can’t use magic but he has the most fascinating ideas.’ My lips are sealed.”


      “Hang on, Valk. That’s not right,” Lucas piped in. “Didn’t Lord Fareg say, ‘He’s not only strong but even observes those around him very well. Good on Caldwin for finding such a good man,’ or something along those lines?”


      “Oh, he’s said both and so much more. I’ve honestly lost track of it all.”


      “Please, stop...! I can’t— I can’t take any more!” Fareg cried, rolling on the floor while holding his head. Suffice it to say his childhood friends knew exactly which of his buttons to press. “You’re still my attendants... Do you think you can just talk to me like—”


      “Oh, apologies, we seem to have forgotten to report,” Valk brazenly cut in. “Just the other day, the master recalled our assignment.”


      “That’s way too late! You should’ve mentioned that much sooner!” Fareg snapped.


      “After hearing reports of Lord Fareg’s recent activities, the master judged that he was no longer likely to end up on his own. Thus, we may now return to our usual dynamic.” With that, Lucas gave a big nod as his face slackened into a bright and comfortable smile. “Jeez, the master sure gave us a tough gig this time around, huh, Valk?”


      “You said it,” Valk agreed with a huff. “I was contemplating punching our young master myself back when he pointed his magic gear at Ms. Lambut in the cafeteria. Such a hopeless case, really.”


      “I know! He’s acted up like that so many times since we were kids, then always came crying to us that he couldn’t make any other friends. He just never learns, does he?”


      “Stop digging up stories of my childhood!!!” Fareg screamed yet again.


      “He has truly been far too rude to you all,” Valk said, casually ignoring Fareg’s wails. “Please rest assured, Lucas and I will ensure it never happens again by sharing with you the young master’s top one hundred most embarrassing childhood stories.”


      “Ooh, which should we start with?” Lucas grinned. “Maybe that time he wet his bed and was so embarrassed that he came crying to me in the middle of the night, begging to swap bedsheets? Or maybe that time he charged into the bath because he thought you were a boy, then got spanked by his wet nurse till his butt turned bright red?”


      “AAAAAAAAAAHHHHH!!!” Fareg began bashing his head over the ground, each childhood story backing him farther into a corner both mentally and emotionally. The dynamic of these three childhood friends was getting clearer by the second.


      “In any case,” Valk continued, “we hope you can get along well with our young master, however problematic he may be.”


      “Oh, actually, would you prefer we speak formally like earlier?” Lucas asked.


      “I’d say nah,” Raid replied. “Eluria and I don’t mind. As for Wisel and Millis, you’ll be teammates for the integrated exam, so you’d best get comfortable around one another now.”


      “Then don’t mind if I do.” Lucas beamed. “Thanks again, everyone!”


      “We will do our best to pull our own weight,” Valk said with a light bow.


      With these two, plus their mentally battered young master beside them, their team for the integrated exam was finally complete.


      “Speaking of,” Lucas said. “We’ve heard from the young master that we’ll be part of your team, but are you sure it’s okay...?”


      “As retainers of House Verminant, we are confident that we can hold our own...” Valk frowned. “However, over the past month, we have failed to keep up with our training as we focused on recuperating.”


      Unlike the simulation exam, the integrated exam would be held with magic institutes from across the land. A generous two weeks were allocated for it, but there wasn’t much leeway when factoring in the exam preparations and the travel time to the host institute.


      However, Raid and Eluria had already factored Valk and Lucas’s addition to the team in their plans while teaching. “We’ve heard about your magic from the kid,” Raid said. “The roles were also decided under the assumption that you two wouldn’t be at a hundred percent yet, so no problems there.”


      Eluria nodded, confidently clenching her fist. “Raid and I discussed things, and everything looks good.”


      Raid was in charge of their team’s general strategy, while Eluria made the minute adjustments and optimizations with her input as a magician. There was no doubt they would be able to operate as a proper unit. That said, there was just one thing that was entirely up to them:


      “As long as you two work like your life depends on it,” Raid and Eluria finished.


      Valk solemnly gazed into the distance. “I see now. This must be why the young master returned as a tattered rag every day.”


      “Looks like we’re destined for the same fate soon...” Lucas chuckled dryly.


      It was unfortunate that they’d have to exert themselves so soon after recovering, but given the time constraints, cramming couldn’t be avoided.


      Raid shrugged. “Eluria and I will be getting pretty busy over there, preparing for our special exam and conducting an investigation, but we’ll find time to look over your form and give you advice, so don’t sweat it.”


      “An investigation?” Millis tilted her head. “Is there something going on in Palmare?”


      Their upcoming integrated exam was set in Palmare, a small country on the continent’s eastern coast. Aside from facing the vast eastern sea, it was also home to rivers both above and below ground, as well as many lakes. The abundance and variety of these bodies of water had earned it the nickname of “Water Capital.” It was also famous as a tourist destination in the eastern region.


      However, Raid’s eyes were set elsewhere. “Just so you know, we’re not going sightseeing,” he told Millis. “Eluria and I are going to investigate west of Palmare.”


      Millis frowned. “But isn’t west of Palmare...just a ginormous desert?”


      “And a ton of ruins.” Eluria nodded.


      Wisel’s ears perked up at the word, his eyes widening in realization. “I see. You’re going to investigate the past, aren’t you?”


      “That we are,” Raid affirmed.


      A thousand years ago, the eastern region of the continent had been unified under Altane. Now it had been wiped off the map and some of the finer topography around the region had changed, but that desert region was unmistakably where Altane’s imperial capital once stood—a shift that seemed unnatural in Raid’s eyes. Granted, the capital was never blessed with thriving flora or fauna, and what little they had was often mowed down for land development. Still, it was hard to believe the entire area had transformed into a desert within a millennium. Hence, there was a high chance the dramatic change was someone’s effort to cover up Altane’s existence.


      “Ms. Alma has been there once herself,” said Eluria, “but we don’t want to miss anything, so we’ve decided to take a closer look ourselves.”


      “Besides,” Raid added, “we’re taking a separate exam, so we can get that over with quickly and free up our schedule. Then we can investigate more.”


      “Get it over with...?” Millis balked. “Um, your exam is going to be handled by special-class magicians, isn’t it?”


      “Eh. We’ll manage,” said the couple.


      “You’re brushing off the era’s greatest magicians like specks of dust!” Millis lamented, vehemently shaking her head.


      Meanwhile, Fareg knit his brow. “A desert region with lots of ruins... Are you talking about Libynia Desert?”


      Raid turned to him. “Oh? You know about it?”


      “Of course I do. Libynia Desert is the largest manabeast-infested land in the eastern region. Investigations there have stalled because of the harsh environment, and use of large-scale magic is also prohibited due to the risk of damaging the ruins... Moreover, there have been many sightings of unidentified manabeasts.” Fareg turned to Valk and Lucas with a grimace, likely recalling the armored dragon they’d encountered during the simulation exam. “Besides, Libynia Desert is not solely under Palmare’s jurisdiction; it’s jointly managed and monitored by its adjacent territories. Even a special-class magician can’t easily gain permission to enter. Perhaps with status like mine or Caldwin’s, you could manage, but then you’d still need months for the whole process.”


      “Oh, you don’t need to worry about that,” Raid said as his gaze slid to the front of the classroom. Alma was leaning against the door, letting out a huge and leisurely yawn. The corner of Raid’s lips quirked up. “You see, we happen to have some pretty powerful aces up our sleeves.”


      ◇


      Raid and Eluria followed Alma out of the classroom and into a drawing room. The moment they stepped inside, Eluria was swept away at lightning speed.


      “ELURIAAAAA!!!” Princess Kris squealed, nuzzling her cheek against the girl’s. “Ahhh! So soft, so squishy! All hail Eluria’s puffy cheeks!”


      “All hail my puffy cheeks...” Eluria mumbled, staring blankly at the ceiling, resigned to her fate. Raid thought the princess had only been so enthusiastic last time because it had been their long-awaited reunion, but now it was looking like this was just her standard greeting for her dear friend.


      “Um... Excuse me, Your Highness.” Alma stared at the bizarre creature before her and cleared her throat. “Could we move on to our discussion?”


      “No, give me a moment! I’ve yet to replenish my stock of Eluria-ness!”


      “Ah, okay. Then let’s just proceed as is, shall we?”


      “But Ms. Alma...” Eluria trembled, looking to her teacher and seeking salvation. “My cheeks... My cheeks will die...!”


      “Believe in your puffy cheeks and hang in there,” said Alma with a shrug. “Anyway, you’ve gotten permission to enter Libynia Desert, right, Your Highness?”


      Princess Kris smirked. “But of course! I’ve already sent notice of your short-term investigation to Palmare’s government and the adjacent territories.” The princess smoothed her smug expression before she continued, “In their efforts to suppress manabeast attacks, the adjacent territories expend tremendous funds on monitoring the desert and stationing their own magicians to guard the area. None of them would dare turn down the chance for several special-class magicians to step in and do away with some of the manabeasts.”


      Manabeasts, compared to other wildlife, caused horrendous damage to human settlements. Not only did they harm people and property, but the reconstruction, compensation, and aid needed after the damage was done led to continuous long-term expenses. Hence, magicians were deployed around Designated Danger Zones to prevent manabeast attacks. However, magicians were limited in number, cost more than ordinary patrol guards, and were still needed in other Designated Danger Zones.


      Moreover, when it came to Libynia Desert, it wasn’t a simple matter of sending in magicians to hunt the manabeasts. They would have to move within the harsh environment with limited supplies and safeguard the unexplored ruins. The manabeasts in the area were relatively intelligent, so the magicians would have to keep a constant eye out for counterattacks and retaliation until the very end. With many factors at play, the desert wasn’t an easy location to step into.


      However, special-class magicians could easily brave all these conditions.


      “If several special-class magicians cull the manabeasts in the desert,” Princess Kris continued, “the adjacent territories would finally get some breathing room. They could even conjure new countermeasures depending on the investigation results and spare funds.”


      Special-class magicians were on a completely different level when it came not just to power and knowledge, but also to applying those skills in the field. They could handle the strongest of manabeasts and knew their way around the harshest environments. Even a post-investigation surprise attack would mean nothing in the face of their decisive precision. Clearly, they were the right people for the job. The only reasons these personnel had never been sent to investigate Libynia Desert before were because there was a very low chance of the desert manabeasts breaching into human settlements, the current measures were sufficient, and the limited number of special-class magicians had been scattered around, prioritizing other Designated Danger Zones.


      “Raid Freeden possesses a yet unknown power, and Eluria Caldwin’s limits have yet to be fully grasped. For these two exceptional students, two special-class magicians have been invited to dispense their exam...” Princess Kris smiled. “With Alma Kanos, your class instructor, that completes the investigation team of three special-class magicians. A quite satisfactory lineup, no?”


      “Well, you’ve certainly played your cards very nicely... Still, it’s almost scary how you wrapped all the adjacent territories around your fingers so quickly...” Alma shuddered.


      “For the most part, I’ve simply made good use of the royal family’s status. Nonetheless, I will have you know I’ve taken part in my fair share of projects and plans. Could I pride myself as a royal without the ability to persuade and move the people?” Princess Kris proudly held her head up, but she soon lowered it to glare at Alma. “And I take it Raid and Eluria will be accompanying you on your investigation?”


      Alma smiled. “Hmm? I’ve just unofficially hired two porters, that’s all.”


      “No need to make excuses before me. I’ve long noticed that you’re involved with them in some way. Besides, if Eluria must accompany you, then I can simply order you to protect her with your life.” Princess Kris pulled Eluria closer and squished their cheeks together. “And you will never be pardoned if you so much as allow a scratch on this adorable face!”


      Alma shrugged. “On cheeks that puffy? She’d probably be fine.”


      “Certainly! When you put it that way, I feel much more assured!”


      “Your expectations are too heavy for my cheeks...” Eluria drooped, thoroughly discouraged by the ridiculous exchange.


      “Oh...” Then, Alma turned to the princess once more. “Speaking of, Your Highness, who are the two other special-class magicians participating?”


      “The pair who preside over Legnare,” she answered. “It seems they’ve been planning to cross over to this continent for a separate investigation. The Magicians’ Association has relayed to us that they are to conduct Raid and Eluria’s exam in between this business.”


      “Ugh... They just had to choose the tricky ones, didn’t they?” Alma grumbled, creasing her brows.


      Raid turned to her and asked, “Tricky? Not just strong?”


      “Hm... I think Eluria could give you a better answer.”


      “Mm... If they’re magicians from Legnare, then ‘tricky’ does fit.” Eluria visibly grimaced, a rather rare expression on the girl. “Magic originated from magecraft, but Legnarian magic has incorporated a unique eastern practice called ‘sorcery.’ It has its differences from the magic we use on this side of the world.”


      Raid hummed. “Oh, right... We’re actually involved with Legnare now.”
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