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      Preparing to Become a Noble

      “Dirk, Meinard, I bring magic tools gifted to you by my father, Aub Ehrenfest.”

      The day after our interview with Lord Hartmut, Lord Melchior came to the orphanage’s dining hall. He wasn’t alone—there were several gray attendants and noble retainers with him. I recognized Fran and Monika from the High Bishop’s chambers, and Lady Philine and Lord Damuel from among Lady Rozemyne’s retainers. If only Lord Hartmut and Lady Rozemyne had arrived with them.

      So there are magic tools inside that box, huh? Neat.

      I tried to step forward, curious about the box two of the attendants were carrying, but someone pulled me back. I glanced over my shoulder and saw Delia holding my arm.

      “Dirk...” she murmured.

      Deep down, she was probably still opposed to my decision—but I’d already made my promise to Konrad. I would get a magic tool and become a noble who could defend the temple. Delia was only stuck in the orphanage because she had chosen to protect me. I owed it to her to return the favor, no matter what.

      “They’re here for me,” I said. “I need to go.”

      We had received a message before Lord Melchior’s arrival, informing us that we pre-baptismal children should all stand ready for him. The adults had gone to the workshop to give us some privacy.

      I pulled my arm free of Delia’s grasp and went to the front of the gathered children with Meinard and Wilma. Everyone watched as we exchanged the appropriate greetings. I even heard someone mutter, “Arrogant commoners...”

      “You must choose from among these,” an attendant said as the box was placed on one of the tables and opened. Wilma picked up Meinard so he could see inside, but I was too old for that. I climbed onto a chair instead.

      Inside the box were bracelets, ornate metal decorations, and what appeared to be glass jars. They looked just like the tools the noble children in the orphanage used. Garrick had said that even those with noble blood needed them to actually become nobles. He had gotten really mad during his interview, when Lord Hartmut rejected him for not having enough mana. He was still mad, in fact.

      “Are these the tools for becoming a noble?” I asked.

      “They are tools for storing overflowing mana,” answered Lord Kazmiar, one of Lord Melchior’s retainers. “The bracelet absorbs excess mana that could prove lethal to a child and stores it in the empty feystones here.”


      Lord Kazmiar had pale-orange hair and hooded brown eyes. He was a kind man who spoke and acted a lot like Lord Hartmut—which was fitting, as he was due to succeed the man as High Priest. It was hard to understand what he was saying sometimes, though.

      “Can you become a noble without them?” I asked. “If you have good enough control of your mana, I mean.”

      “One does not learn to control one’s mana until the Royal Academy—and one must be baptized as a noble to even enroll. Not to mention, students need the feystones they dye with these tools for their lessons. One could cleanse and dye feystones during class, I suppose, but it would be exceptionally tough for a child without prior experience.”

      So, um... that’s basically a “no.”

      I had hoped there would be some way around it, but apparently not. Despite having teased me nonstop since Lord Hartmut’s interview, Garrick wasn’t going to be a noble anymore.

      “Kazmiar, choose which of the tools will suit Dirk best,” Lord Melchior said.

      I glanced over at Meinard and noticed he was already wearing a bracelet. One of Lord Melchior’s retainers stood with him, a glove covering one hand. When I looked closer, I realized Lord Kazmiar was also wearing a glove.

      “I wear this to prevent mana contamination,” he explained, waving his protected hand.

      “Are the magic tools not all the same?” I asked.

      “They have different affinities. If the tool you receive does not suit you, then your mana will seep out before it can reach the feystones. Please grip this and count to ten.”

      I wasn’t entirely sure what he meant, but I gave an enthusiastic nod, held the feystone part of the bracelet, and counted to ten. Lord Kazmiar’s narrowed eyes darted between the tool and me. I couldn’t quite tell what he was looking for.

      “Nobles receive these tools as babies, don’t they?” I asked. “If they can’t grip the tool, it must be hard to find one that suits them.”

      “Not at all. Their parents or relatives prepare their tools for them, meaning they are almost always suitable. We need only do this because these tools are from the Sovereignty.”

      “Then why don’t Garrick and the others have tools? Shouldn’t their parents have provided them?”

      “These are special circumstances,” Lord Kazmiar said, avoiding my question. “You and Meinard are already behind. If you wish to be a noble, then you must save as much mana over the next three and a half years as most children would in ten. Meinard has six and a half.”

      I need to save up ten years’ worth of mana?!

      My worries about Garrick and the others were blown away in an instant. The road ahead of me was even harder than I’d expected. Was I going to be okay?

      “If you cannot accumulate roughly seven tenths of the mana expected of a child your age, you will not be able to finish your preparations for the Academy in time,” Lord Kazmiar explained. “Lady Rozemyne will prepare feystones and rejuvenation potions for you, but even then, this endeavor will put a tremendous burden on your body. You cannot afford to waste mana, which is why choosing a tool that suits you is so utterly important. You should be grateful for Lord Melchior’s consideration.”

      “I am grateful. From the bottom of my heart,” I said, repeating one of the many responses we had meticulously been taught without a second thought. Defying nobles wasn’t an option—it was the most important lesson we learned in the orphanage.

      “Meinard has found the tool that matches his affinity best,” Lord Melchior observed. “Kazmiar, what about Dirk?” 

      Lord Kazmiar scanned the tools before him. “As rare as this is, it seems that each tool is equally suitable for him.”

      Lord Melchior and the others in his service said nothing. They merely looked at me, eyes wide with surprise.

      “Every one of these tools suits you,” Lord Kazmiar said, turning his attention back to me. “Why do you think that is?”

      “Um... Because I’m a commoner orphan, maybe? Is it a bad thing?”

      “It is unusual, but not bad. You may use this one.”

      I accepted the tool Lord Kazmiar handed me with polite words of gratitude.

      “Now, you must register your mana with it,” Lord Melchior explained. “I confess, I do not know much about this process, as I received my tool when I was born. Kazmiar, can you help? You have children of your own, correct?”

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      




      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      




















































    
  

    
      Table of Contents

      
        	Cover

        	Preview

      

    
    
      Guide

      
        	Cover

        	Table of Contents

      

    
  OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
I'll do anything to TANE
become a librarian!t N\ \TSN%77/,






OEBPS/image/jnovelclub.png
Jjinove






