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      Chapter 1: An Old Country Bumpkin Looks for a Sword


      “Hmm. I’m feeling awfully restless...”


      Several days had passed since the training excursion with the young adventurers and the battle against the named monster Zeno Grable. I finished my usual breakfast at the usual inn, and, upon heading outside, my fingers naturally reached for the empty space at my hip.


      Now then, what do I do about this?


      I was, of course, planning to continue instructing the knights. The guild’s request had been a diversion from this, but now that all the excitement was over, I figured I could return to my original...duties? Yet, even if Nidus wasn’t being exactly open about it, I could tell he was trying to keep me involved with the guild. Porta’s team weren’t the only newcomers, after all. And if what Surena had mentioned was true, they were short on staff capable of training youngsters. But still, dragging this old man out to supervise dungeon attacks? I’d been sweating buckets in the battle against Zeno Grable—I definitely would’ve failed had Surena not been there. Even if named monsters didn’t appear all that often, I wanted to be spared from seeing anything like that again. The lifestyle I desired was slightly more...peaceful. In that sense, being the special instructor for the order wasn’t all that bad.


      “Oops, my thoughts are drifting.”


      I shook my head, trying to clear my mind of all this entanglement with the adventurer’s guild. Right now, I wanted to get a replacement for my broken sword—as soon as possible. I could train with a wooden one, but a swordsman simply had to have a real blade at his hip. I’d spent so many years living that way, so being without a sword made me feel restless.


      “Well... I guess a visit to a blacksmith is in order.”


      I recalled the smith Allucia had introduced me to. He had some nice longswords, which I favored. A longsword was an orthodox type of blade you could find anywhere, even at a smithy out in the sticks. I didn’t travel around all over the world or anything like an adventurer, so I didn’t need something super high quality. Still, given the opportunity, I wanted to upgrade from my last blade. It’d be great to buy something a little nicer...but my wallet wasn’t exactly bursting.


      Surena naturally knew that my sword was broken, and she’d brought up having the adventurer’s guild pay for a new one. I’d refused her, though. Somehow or other, I didn’t want to feel indebted to the guild. This wasn’t because I had a bad impression of them—Nidus and Meigen were good people. No, I simply had scruples over being in their debt. Unlike the order, the adventurer’s guild was clearly a business that saw things in terms of profit and loss. Honestly, I didn’t want to get involved in that world.


      “I wonder if blacksmiths are even open this early,” I muttered as I walked the streets of Baltrain.


      Lucy had picked a fight with me around this time of day, but nothing was accosting me at the moment. I strolled through the sparsely populated townscape while enjoying the calm atmosphere. After walking a while, I spotted a petite woman jogging toward me. When she got close enough to see who I was, she gave me a beaming smile and called out to me.


      “Oh? Master Beryl!”


      “Hm? Curuni?”
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      “What’re you doing out so early in the morning?” I asked.


      “Running! A good body is the foundation for a good knight!”


      Curuni was all smiles. Despite it being near dawn, she was already drenched in sweat. Maybe she’d jogged all the way here from her home in the eastern district. That was a good distance—most people would’ve used a carriage.


      “Did you run here from the eastern district?” I asked.


      “Hm? Yep! Sure did!”


      “Ha ha ha... How energetic.”


      Man, I definitely can’t pull that off. Youth sure is amazing.


      “So, Master, what’re you doing out this early?” Curuni asked, her large blue eyes staring up at me.


      I found it hard to overwrite the mental image I had of her as a little girl, but as a young adult, she was very pretty in her own way. Considering how much older I was, I didn’t have any wicked thoughts, but her unguarded behavior had me a little worried. I kind of felt like a dad. Not that I have any kids...


      “I’m also out for a morning walk,” I answered. “I was thinking of peeking into a smithy somewhere too.”


      “A smithy...?”


      “Yup. A lot happened.” I tapped my hip where the sheath for my longsword would usually be.


      “Ah, now that you mention it...you’re not armed?”


      “Nope—it broke. I need to find a new sword.”


      “Hm! I see!”


      Curuni was getting excited for some reason. Is there really a need for that? Well, picking a sword is a major event for a swordsman. I guess I can understand getting a little fired up. It wasn’t a big deal to me, though.


      “Hmmm, Master’s sword... I’m guessing you’ll get one, like, custom made, right?” Curuni asked.


      “No, no, not at all. I don’t give it that much thought.”


      Perhaps having hit a good stopping point for her morning run, Curuni walked at a casual pace next to me, and we continued chatting. A custom-made sword was exactly what it sounded like—everything from the length of the blade, the balance, the materials used for the hilt, and so on were made as ordered. People naturally had different arm lengths, hand sizes, and hip positions, which meant that the ideal weapon was unique to every individual. Taste played a large part too, of course. Altogether, it wasn’t all that rare for a swordsman to have a thoroughly personalized sword.


      Ordering a custom blade obviously came with a ridiculous price tag, though. You had to meet with the blacksmith more than once, working out the details thoroughly as you went. For each custom order, you could expect a huge amount of time, effort, and money to vanish into thin air.


      “Aww, what a waste,” Curuni said.


      “So you say, but I don’t have that much money.”


      Having been kicked out of my home in Beaden, I was paying for board at the inn every day. Apparently, I’d gotten a good discount for being a long-term resident, but I couldn’t leisurely waste money. Not that buying a new sword was in any way a waste...but I couldn’t be excessive.


      “For now, I plan on just taking a look around,” I said.


      “That so? Well, I hope you find something you like! Ah...” Curuni trailed off like she suddenly remembered something.


      “Hm? What’s wrong?”


      “Oh, um, I need to get my sword sharpened. I totally forgot...”


      “Ha ha ha, you’re the same as ever.”


      During her time at the dojo, she’d been rather forgetful and had always been in a fluster. It made me feel warm inside that this part of her hadn’t changed over the years. As a knight, though, she probably needed to be a little more put together...


      “Oh right! How ’bout you come along after training today?!” Curuni asked excitedly.


      “Hm? You have some place in mind?” Allucia had already introduced me to the order’s recommended blacksmith, but there were likely others around here.


      “Mr. Balder’s place!” Curuni exclaimed.


      “By Balder...you mean that Balder?”


      “Yeppers!”


      Hmm. Haven’t heard that name in a while. Never thought he would really be running a smithy. My, how the years fly by. Now I’m starting to get excited.


      “Sounds promising,” I said. “Let’s drop by after training, then.”


      “Righto!”


      Now then, that was enough chatting—both Curuni and I had to devote ourselves to training. Swordsmen could only grow through constant effort. Well, I guess that applies to pretty much any art.


      ◇


      The Liberion Order’s training hall was rarely empty—at any given time, a good number of knights could be found practicing there. The order didn’t have a fixed schedule for when people trained, so each knight came by whenever they were available and motivated. Of course, there were fewer people around as it got later into the night. Knights preferred early mornings and early evenings. My schedule as an instructor wasn’t set in stone either, so I showed up sporadically when I had the time. At most, I made sure I was there throughout the morning until just past noon.


      Allucia had mentioned that since I’d arrived, more knights had started dropping in for daily training. This brought me great joy as an instructor. Knights were serious and honest, and a person who dedicated themselves to swinging their sword was sure to improve over time. As for what I did specifically, well, I observed the knights’ swordplay, gave them advice, participated in mock battles, and other instructor-like things. This wasn’t the dojo, so we didn’t have everyone gather and go through basic forms or anything. Knights weren’t violent people by nature, but because they pursued further strength, many tended toward asking for more practical guidance, like mock battles. It was a fresh experience. They also truly listened to any advice I gave, so there’d been hardly any problems to date.


      “All righty! Let’s go, Master!”


      “Yeah, yeah, after we get changed.”


      Having finished her daily training regimen, Curuni once more struck up a conversation with me while drenched in sweat. She really did get sweaty a lot... Well, being energetic was a good thing. Just as we’d discussed this morning, I was planning to visit Curuni’s blacksmith after training. I hadn’t expected much from her suggestion at first, but once I learned that it was Balder, my expectations had soared.


      “Master, may I accompany you as well?”


      “Allucia? Well, sure. I’ve got no reason to say no.”


      Allucia had also been instructing the knights and was glistening with exertion much like I was. Another sweaty person joins the conversation... I didn’t really mind her tagging along, but was there a point? I couldn’t think of one. Not that I was going to admit that.


      “When it comes to selecting your sword,” Allucia said, “it’s only natural to check that the blacksmith has the skills to forge the highest quality blade possible.”


      “Yeah, yeah,” I said. “Calm down, okay?”


      Welp, here comes Allucia’s hopeless side. Let’s chill out a bit, okay? Allucia had been using the farewell sword I’d given her this entire time. There were countless swords out there that were better, but she obstinately refused to get a new one. She probably had an interest in weapons, and given her position as the knight commander, I would’ve preferred that she carry a better, nicer-looking blade. Perhaps this was just a form of parental meddling, but given the opportunity, I wanted Allucia to pick out a brand-new sword too...though that hope was very likely a waste of energy on my part.


      “Okay, then. Let’s meet up outside the office once we’re all changed,” I said.


      “Understood.”


      “Righto!”


      So, we were now going to visit Curuni’s blacksmith as a group of three. The visit was just to pick a sword for little old me, so this lineup made me as restless as ever. I have got to get used to people staring at me. What a pain.




      “Thank you for waiting.”


      “Thanks for waiting!”


      As expected, a man like me was changed and ready before the two women. I waited a while in front of the office until Allucia and Curuni came outside. Curuni was, as usual, dressed in a casual outfit that was easy to move in. Allucia, while not quite dressed flashily, wore something that really highlighted her body’s lines. Wasn’t she embarrassed? Well, if she was fine with it, then it wasn’t my place to say anything. Curuni carried a blade that was shorter than my old one or Allucia’s. This was probably the shortsword that needed sharpening. The weapon suited her petite frame quite well.


      “Shall we get going?” I asked. “I’ll leave the navigation to you.”


      “Okay! Mr. Balder’s place is in the central district.”


      I didn’t know the way, so Curuni took the lead. We walked for a while, and then Allucia turned to me.


      “Master, I suppose you’ll be choosing a longsword again?”


      “Yeah, that’s the plan.”


      I was very familiar with the weight and length of a longsword, so I hadn’t even thought about switching to something else after all these years. Frankly, it would be pretty hard to get used to a new weapon at this age. My lack of explosive strength had been made evident in the battle against Zeno Grable, but I wasn’t in a position to fight against such monsters to begin with—that had been an entirely irregular event, and I prayed that I never got thrown into the powder keg like that again. Well, as long as I remain the special instructor for the order, I shouldn’t end up in situations like that.


      We continued walking through the central district, which was different from the tumult of the western district but still had a certain energy in the air. I definitely saw a lot more people in stiff-looking outfits. Many organizations that were pillars of the country had their headquarters in Baltrain, including the Liberion Order and the adventurer’s guild, so these people were likely part of one such organization. Strictly speaking, the guild wasn’t under any nation’s jurisdiction, but they’d integrated themselves all over the world. Every country relied on the guild, especially when it came to maintaining public order, though the degree to which they did so differed.


      Now that I thought about it, I wondered where the magic institute was. I didn’t really have any business there, but I wanted to complain to Lucy’s face. If I have time later, I’ll look into it and pay a visit.


      “Here we are! Right over there!”


      “Hmm.”


      After walking for a while, we found ourselves in front of a typical house that’d been remodeled into a smithy. The large sign hanging over the door was emblazoned with the shop’s name—Balder’s Smithy. Simple and right to the point. Curuni opened the door energetically and the three of us went inside.


      “Mr. Balder!” Curuni yelled.


      “Ooh! Wel...come... Oh, Curuni.”


      “Mrgh! What’s with the rude greeting?! I’m totally a customer here!”


      “Gah ha ha! Sorry! Sorry!”


      A somewhat old man with firm muscles came out from the back to greet us. He had a dry and mature voice. His short silver hair and well-trimmed beard gave off a somewhat dapper impression. His burly biceps were visible beneath his short sleeves, and his pecs stood out clearly, even through his clothes. The man’s large body certainly didn’t match his age...in a good way, that is. He was older than me and younger than my dad.


      “Oh, I see you’re with Lady Citrus, and... Ooh?!”


      After glancing at Curuni and Allucia, his eyes stopped on me.


      “Long time no see, Balder.”


      “If it ain’t Master Beryl! It’s been a while!” Shock and joy were clear in his voice and expression. “How many years has it been? How’ve you been doing?”


      “I’ve been getting by,” I responded. “It’s good to see you in good health, Balder.”


      “Yeah. You can tell just by looking at this body!” he exclaimed, flexing his biceps.


      He really was healthy. It felt like illness and injury were foreign concepts to him.


      Allucia seemed somewhat taken aback by our exchange. “Master, are you acquainted?”


      This was a perfectly reasonable question from her perspective. Allucia and Balder’s time at the dojo hadn’t overlapped, so it made sense that she didn’t know.


      “Yeah. It’s probably surprising, but he’s also one of my former pupils.”


      Balder Gasp—I remembered him very well. After all, among the many pupils I’d taught, he’d been the only one older than me. He’d attended our dojo at the same time as Curuni and Ficelle, which was why Curuni was so friendly with him. Allucia had come afterward, so she didn’t know him.


      As an aside, in Beaden, the dojo was pretty well-known, so being a pupil there was a point of connection for people. However, in Baltrain, hardly anyone knew about the dojo, so talking to people about one’s training there was pretty meaningless.


      Now, back to Balder. He’d attended our dojo for just over a year. His goal hadn’t been to perfect his swordsmanship, so he hadn’t stayed for very long. He’d knocked at our doors, hoping to understand how it felt to swing a sword—this, he’d said, would enlighten him on his journey to become a blacksmith. He was older than me but still filled with such curiosity and an insatiable thirst for knowledge. It’d left me really astonished.


      That was why he’d swung a sword—not to learn techniques, but to figure out what made a swordsman choose a certain blade. Honestly, I’d spent more time giving him lectures about what factors made a weapon suitable for a swordsman. He’d paid the tuition fee, so I’d had nothing to complain about. Still, the sight of him staring from a corner of the dojo as the other pupils eagerly swung their swords over and over was still fresh in my mind. Balder had been the only one like that. Though, of course, he’d participated in our training too.


      “You really set up your own shop,” I said. “Congratulations.”


      “Yeah, thanks. It was a pretty rough road.”


      Balder proudly gazed around his shop. It was fairly small but still looked nice. I owed a lot to blacksmiths because of my profession, so I was capable of distinguishing whether the people working the smithy were properly doing their jobs. The cramped walls of Balder’s shop were lined with all sorts of weapons, and judging by appearance, each one was very well maintained. It was easy to imagine how sharp they were. This gave me a small glimpse at his skill.


      “So?” Balder turned to us. “I assume you came here ’cause you need something.”


      “Yup! Sharpening for me!” Curuni answered immediately.


      We could leave my sword for later. I was honestly just tagging along.


      Balder nodded. “Let’s take a look-see.”


      “Here ya go.”


      Curuni removed the shortsword from her waist and handed it to Balder. He drew it from its sheath and stared at the blade for a while.


      “Curuni... You serious?” Balder sighed. “Buy a new one.”


      “Waaaah?! Why?!”


      Everything had a life span, even weapons and armor. Much like my longsword coming to a sudden end, the day would come when a blade became unusable (though it was pretty rare for swords to break as cleanly as mine had). My sword’s demise had been an accident and nothing more—it would’ve been impossible for anyone to predict that. However, barring unusual circumstances, a blacksmith could judge a weapon’s life span.


      “Is her blade busted or something?” I asked.


      “Hmm, not exactly,” Balder answered. “Several chips along the cutting edge are too deep. Sharpening won’t fill them in.”


      “Ah, I see.”


      This was less a problem of life span and more an issue with the wielder’s technique. Well, that’s pretty common. Weapons weren’t all-purpose, and there was a proper way to use each one. To cite an extreme example, slamming the flat of the blade against your opponent could never cut through them, no matter how sharp the sword was—that technique prevented the blade from functioning at its full potential and rendered the weapon useless.


      If used properly, tools—especially weapons—could be used for a surprisingly long time. Swords were meant for fighting, so they were made to be very durable. There were three main reasons a blade might get chipped like this: the sword was reaching the end of its life, the wielder tried to cut something not meant to be cut, or the swordsman’s skills didn’t match the weapon.


      “Curuni, did you try to cut something weird?” I asked.


      “Why would you think that?!” she protested. “I’ve only ever used it for training and combat!”


      Training and combat, huh? Neither option excluded the possibility of her trying to slice through something strange, but I decided to leave that topic alone for now.


      “I’ve witnessed her swordplay,” Allucia chimed in. “I don’t believe she’s been swinging it that recklessly.”


      “Hmm...”


      Well, Curuni had studied at our dojo—she wasn’t likely to be careless as a member of the order. I’d also observed her training, and I hadn’t seen her trying to force victory with brute strength. All in all, I concluded that there had to be a different reason for the damage to her sword.


      “You say all that, but, Curuni, you don’t normally get chips like this,” Balder insisted. “How’ve you been using this thing?”


      “Normally! Totally! Normally!”


      “Now, now.”


      I tried to calm Curuni as her discontent flared. We weren’t here to bully her, and we weren’t going to get anywhere by prodding her for faults. Hmm. It’s hard to imagine, given her build, but maybe...


      “Curuni, how does it feel when you use a shortsword?” I asked.


      “Hwuh?” She froze for a moment, not quite sure how to react. “How does it feel...? It’s nice and light, I guess?”


      “That’s it,” Balder and I said in unison.


      “Huuuh? Wh-What do you mean?” Curuni asked.


      “A simple conclusion,” I answered. “Shortswords don’t suit you.”


      This made the most sense. To state the obvious, everyone had a different weapon they were good at wielding. There were, of course, many kinds of weapons aside from swords too. It sounded simple to find something that fit a person’s style, but it was actually pretty difficult. This was also a completely separate problem from getting a custom-made weapon. To put it plainly, getting something custom-made meant taking a specific weapon type and tailoring it for one’s body and technique. However, a person had to first identify the correct weapon—it was meaningless for someone who specialized in using spears to order a custom-made sword. Curuni hadn’t been this strong during her days at our dojo, so she must’ve grown a lot upon joining the order.


      “If you can’t even feel the weight of your weapon, there’s no way you can swing it around properly, yeah?” Balder sighed, folding his arms. “That’s probably why you’ve been feeling sluggish lately.”


      I nodded. “Yeah. I’m thinking the same thing.”


      “Hrmm...”


      It was no exaggeration to say that Balder had attended my dojo precisely to give advice like this. In that sense, it looked like he hadn’t wasted his time. Anyway, Curuni feeling sluggish was an entirely different matter, but judging by her reaction, he wasn’t entirely wrong about the reason. Weapons only functioned when you could feel some adequate weight, which offered feedback. Though, being too heavy was no good either. Every individual’s ideal weight and balance was different. In my case, a longsword was perfect. In Curuni’s, a shortsword obviously wasn’t the answer.


      “Balder, can I take a look at your swords?” I asked.


      “Sure, browse all you want.”


      I perused the weapons on the wall, searching for something that would suit Curuni. If a shortsword was too light, the same probably went for a longsword. Though they were named differently—“long” and “short”—these blades weren’t actually all that different in length. In terms of pure weight, a spear or axe would be candidates, but Curuni’s movements were optimized for swordplay. I couldn’t deny the possibility of hidden potential within her, but it would be hard to dig those traits out at this point. I didn’t personally know anything aside from swordsmanship anyway. Besides, swords were a staple for knights...probably.


      I turned down candidates in my head one after the other. Then, my eyes fell upon a sword. I picked it up.


      “Oh, how about this?”


      “Huh? Like, seriously?” Curuni asked, taken aback by my choice.


      “Just try holding it for now,” I suggested.


      “Uh... Sure.”


      It was large, very large, and the huge blade was highlighted by a blunt ricasso right above the hilt. This was a two-handed sword commonly referred to as a zweihander. Efficiency, taste, and compatibility couldn’t be determined without actually trying new things, and Curuni had a lot of physical strength despite her small frame—it was possible this kind of weapon suited her.


      “Hup... Like this?” Curuni asked anxiously, holding the zweihander in a fighting stance.


      “Yeah. Doesn’t seem all that bad,” I remarked.


      Our dojo pretty much only had one-handed wooden swords. Curuni still used a shortsword, so her taste had likely been informed by her days training at the dojo. So, I understood her bewilderment at suddenly being recommended a two-handed sword.


      “How does it feel?” I asked.


      I wasn’t trying to force it on her or anything. At most, my goal was to find her a suitable weapon, so if this didn’t jive with her, we simply had to look for something else.


      “Hmm... It’s not light, but not exactly heavy either,” she answered.


      “Mm. Not bad, then.”


      It was pretty impressive to hold a two-handed sword and claim it wasn’t heavy. When did Curuni turn into a muscly power type? Honestly, forgetting about swords and going right for a halberd or poleaxe might suit her, which was a somewhat frightening thought. Seeing her like this, a shortsword probably hadn’t felt heavier than a twig to her, which explained why she hadn’t been using it properly.


      “This, um, ricasso? I think? It really stands out.” Curuni shifted her hands on the hilt, trying out different grips.


      “Yeah. The way you use this is a little different from most two-handed swords.”


      Unlike normal two-handed swords, a zweihander had a blunt section near the handle called a ricasso. By using it as a fulcrum, it was possible to wield this sword like a halberd. Altogether, a zweihander had a wider breadth of tactical applications than the typical sword.


      “It suits you and all, but if you want it, you’ll have to pay up,” Balder said, pointing out the obvious.


      He couldn’t just go around handing out weapons for free. As a blacksmith, this was, without a doubt, his livelihood. I wondered how much the sword would cost. I’d recommended the zweihander casually, but given the current mood in the room, Curuni’s choice had been made. Was that really okay? Maybe I should’ve given my suggestion more thought.


      “Ah, right. How much?” Curuni asked.


      “Let’s see...” Balder said, thinking it over. “I’ll give you a discount—eighty thousand dalcs. That’s as low as I can go.”


      “Mrgh... I don’t have enough on me,” Curuni responded, grimacing.


      The dalc was the local currency in Liberis. It depended largely on where and how luxuriously you lived, but a hundred thousand dalcs a month was enough to live a comfortable lifestyle out in Beaden. Eighty thousand dalcs... Considering the type of weapon and the quality, that was pretty cheap. But Curuni had only come here to get her sword sharpened. She was likely being honest that she didn’t have enough money on her. All in all, it was a lot to spend at once. Still, it was a good price for a brand-new weapon. Definitely discounted.


      Incidentally, I was paying three thousand dalcs a night for the inn I was staying at. I had it booked long-term, so this was apparently quite the discount too. Maybe I should’ve just rented a house. I’ll have to give it some thought.


      “Oh well. Wait here a sec.”


      The moment he heard Curuni didn’t have enough, Balder vanished into the back of his workshop. He came out a moment later holding a zweihander with a somewhat shorter blade.


      “You can take this one for twenty thousand.”


      “Huh?! Really?!”


      “That sure is cheap,” I said, taking a good look at the zweihander. From what I could see, it didn’t have any defects. There weren’t any visible chips, and it looked nice and sharp. “Why sell it for so little?” No matter how I looked at it, this blade was worth more than twenty thousand.


      “Ah, I made this thing a while ago just to test things out,” Balder explained. “It’s something like a prototype. The blade is pretty short, yeah? But it’s just gathering dust in the back. If Curuni is gonna use it, I’ll let it go for cheap.”


      “I see.”


      This was a pretty rare occurrence, but it did happen. All craftsmen strove to hone their skills. Advertisement and such could draw in business, but a blacksmith’s income largely revolved around their skill. So, after forging all sorts of things to hone their abilities, they would inevitably end up with odd items—things that were fairly good but that the smith was reluctant to sell because of emotional attachment. If the item in question was poor quality, a smith wouldn’t hesitate to scrap it, but if it was well-made, then the item went into a sort of limbo. I’d received such swords from the blacksmith in Beaden too.


      “The blade being shorter might actually work out better,” I commented. “Curuni is awfully short.”


      It was extremely cheap for a sword and of decent quality—this was a good combination of factors for one trying out a new type of weapon. What’s more, the relatively short blade for a zweihander turned out to be a bonus. Curuni was short, so it would be difficult to handle an excessively long blade.


      “Gotcha! Then I’ll take it!” Curuni decided.


      “Sure thing. Thanks for the business.”


      And just like that, without really questioning it at all, Curuni quickly settled on a zweihander as her new weapon. I was the one who’d recommend it, but was that really all right? I was a little worried.


      “Ah, by the way, Allucia?”


      “Yes? What is it?”


      Suddenly coming to a realization, I turned to Allucia. She’d been observing the swords on the wall. Apparently, she really did have an interest in blades. If only she’d buy herself a replacement already...


      “Um, is it fine to use a zweihander in the order?” I asked. “Everyone usually uses a longsword, right?”


      Allucia used a longsword, and judging by Henblitz’s swordplay, that was also his forte. Pretty much all the other knights trained using standard wooden swords too. In short, they favored longswords. It would feel weird to have one person among them using a zweihander.


      “There are no particular restrictions in that regard,” Allucia explained. “A longsword is bestowed to each knight upon joining the order, but it’s ceremonial at most.”


      “I see...” It seemed it wasn’t really a problem. That was a relief.


      But...hang on, Allucia. If the order gave you a sword, then why not use that one instead of the old one from the dojo? Can I tell her that? No? Well, maybe the sword given by the order wasn’t suited for combat, and more for ceremonies or festivities.


      “Ah, Master, Master!” Curuni called out to me in delight, accepting the sheathed zweihander from Balder.


      “Hm? What’s up?”


      “This is my first time using a two-handed sword. Can you, like, teach me a bunch?”


      “Oh, sure. I’ll teach you the basics.” Sending her off on her own with nothing more than a zweihander would leave her stumped, after all.


      “Sorry, but we don’t got room for that here,” Balder said.


      Ah, so he didn’t have a space for practicing. This was the central district, so land price was at a premium—having enough room to swing a zweihander would mean paying far more.


      “All right, then let’s use the order’s training hall,” I suggested.


      “Sure! I’ll be in your care!”


      There were surprisingly few places in Baltrain where one could freely swing a sword around. The order’s training hall and the one in the adventurer’s guild were the only spots I knew of. You couldn’t exactly brandish a sword on the street.


      I’d been the one to recommend a two-handed sword, but I hadn’t really mastered one myself. My knowledge of the longsword could be applied to its general use, but still...


      “Please wait a moment, Master.”


      Curuni’s business here was done, so I was ready to head off to the training hall to teach her the basics, but Allucia suddenly called me to a halt.


      “You still haven’t chosen a sword for yourself,” she said.


      “Oh, right.”


      I totally forgot. Thanks, Allucia.


      “Hmm? A sword for Master Beryl?” Balder asked. His ears pricked up, and I couldn’t overlook the suspicious glimmer in his eyes.


      Cut that out! I just want a normal sword!


      Balder’s keen gaze fixed on the empty space at my hip. “Oh yeah. I see you don’t have one on you.”


      “Aaah, things happened. Mine broke.” There was no point lying about it. It had, in fact, broken. Not that I’d expected it to.


      “I doubt you misused it or anything,” said Balder. “Had an accident?”


      “Something like that.”


      Balder let out a hearty laugh.


      Hey, it actually was an accident! How else would you describe jamming a sword in a named monster’s mouth only to have a black rank adventurer dice up the blade along with said monster’s head?


      “Anyway, a longsword, right?” Balder inquired. “We’ve got those, but won’t it make more sense for you to get something custom-made?”


      You’re saying the same crap as Curuni! I’m fine with a normal sword!


      “Well, I don’t exactly have money to spare,” I said. “I’m fine with buying a blade off the shelf.”


      This wasn’t a lie, though I had to admit—a custom-made sword was an enticing prospect. Any swordsman would want to own such a weapon at least once. However, I found it questionable whether I was skilled enough to be worthy of wielding one. I also didn’t have the money or time to spare on such an investment. Well, actually, I probably do have the time.


      Balder nodded. “If you say so, I won’t keep insisting. But still...”


      Time for me to shift the conversation slightly. “Honestly, I feel like Allucia needs a custom-made sword more than I do.”


      I was a bit pleased that she was still using my farewell sword, but it really was just a mediocre blade that’d been forged out in the sticks. One could hardly claim that it was suitable for the knight commander of the Liberion Order. I hadn’t given her something worthless, but considering her status and skill, her stubbornness on this point was hard to stomach.


      “No, I already have my sword,” Allucia insisted.


      Balder stared at her flatly. “So she says.”


      Aaand that was the problem. Allucia largely listened to whatever I had to say, but this was one instance when she obstinately refused to back down. What spurred her to act like that? I couldn’t understand.


      Balder shrugged. “Well, no point trying to convince someone when their mind’s made up. C’mon, I’ve got plenty of longswords. Pick any you want.”


      “Sure, thanks.”


      The reason I didn’t want a custom blade differed from why Allucia refused to use anything but my farewell sword, but there was one commonality between us: nobody else could force us to bend. Recognizing this, I simply had to give up on trying to convince her.


      I shifted gears and began looking at the longswords decorating Balder’s walls. There were plenty of them, but they all looked very similar. The blades were largely eighty to a hundred centimeters long. They all had about the same thickness—more slender than Surena’s broadswords—and they all weighed about the same, which was a heft I was very familiar with.


      “Hmmm.”


      I picked up and inspected one after another. None were bad. Every sword was sharp and well-balanced. When compared to the ideal of a typical longsword, I could find nothing to complain about, and my senses told me that these were in no way inferior to the swords I’d seen at the order’s official purveyor.


      “They’re nice,” I mumbled. “Each one has a splendid edge.”


      “Well, yeah. I do this for a living.”


      Hmm. I kinda feel like any of these will do. They were all made with quality in mind and all very similar—in a good way. I did, of course, have an interest in weapons other than the longsword, but I wasn’t going to train myself to use something else after all these years.


      “Do you have any recommendations?” I asked Balder.


      “Can’t really say... The longswords here are all pretty much the same.”


      His answer was roughly what I’d expected. A longsword’s forte was versatility, and it was useful in all sorts of situations—this was the defining feature of shortswords too. Any weapon with a specialty would be given a different name. In other words, longswords were completely mediocre.


      “If you’re having this much trouble picking one, shouldn’t you, like, go with a custom-made sword after all?” Curuni interjected.


      Her new zweihander was a little too large to hang at her waist, so she was using a strap to carry it on her back. The juxtaposition between her petite stature and the huge sword was kinda cool. It was still unclear whether she could use it properly, but appearances were important to a knight too. Of course, I had no idea whether the order would accept her wielding it.


      “I haven’t really thought about it...” I mumbled. “Hmm, maybe I’m still influenced by my old sword.”


      My beloved broken sword hadn’t been a masterpiece, but it’d served me quite well, and I’d gotten used to it over the years. Maybe I was still unconsciously attached to it.


      “You do become bonded to a weapon you use for years,” Allucia agreed.
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CHARACTERS

BERYL
GARDENANT

An old man who taught swordsmanship
at a dojo in the countryside. He left home
to take up a post as a special instructor
for the Liberion Order. Hes very humble,
but his swordplay can be seen as a work
of art. He loves ale.

FICELLE
HARBELLER

Beryl’s former pupil.
She’s the young ace
wizard of the magic
corps, capable of
wielding both swords
and spells.

Naturally, she has great
respect for Beryl.

CURUNI
CRUCIEL

Beryl's former pupil.
She’s always full of
energy and is a bright
spot for the order.

She respects Beryl
from the bottom of her
heart.

A juvenile delinquent
who picks pockets at
night.

It seems that she has

special circumstances...

SURENA
LYSANDRA

Beryl’s former pupil.
She’s attained the
highest rank possible
within the adventurer’s
guild: black.

She has respected Beryl
for many years.

Lucy
DiAMOND

ike a child,
but she’s actually the
commander of Liberis’s
magic corps.
She immerses herself
in the research of
powerful wizardry day
and night.

Beryl’s former pupil.
She’s the proud knight
commander of the
Liberion Order.

She has tremendous
respect for Beryl.

BALDER

£
Beryl’s former pupil.
He has a hearty
personality and works
in the capital as a
blacksmith.
He has intense respect
for Beryl.
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Beryl Gardenant, a self-proclaimed “humble old man,” is a sword
instructor at his dojo in a rural, backwater village. In his younger years,
he dreamed of glory as a master swordsman, but those days are long
behind him.

Guess I'll just continue quietly passing my days like this.

One day, as he idly ponders such thoughts, his former pupil
Allucia—who’s climbed the ranks to become the knight commander of
the Liberion Order—uvisits him.

“I recommended you for a position as a special instructor to the order.”

Still bewildered by her statement, Beryl departs for the capital. There, he
reunites with several of his accomplished former pupils one after the
other: Surena, who has attained the highest rank of adventurer, and
Ficelle, the young ace of the magic corps. What’s more, he even becomes
acquainted with Lucy, the commander of the magic corps.

“They definitely don’t need me anymore...”
With such thoughts in mind, Beryl continues his unfamiliar new life in
the capital. During this time, his well-trained swordsmanship earns him

much trust, and he even defeats the named monster Zeno Grable.

And with that, Beryl’s reputation as the Backwater Swordsman continues
to grow day by day.





