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      Prologue


      In her past life, Eluria spent very little time with her mother. They hadn’t necessarily been on bad terms; the woman had just been completely and utterly apathetic toward her daughter. Even the handful of conversations they’d exchanged were hardly those of a parent and child.


      It was for this reason that Eluria would throw herself into researching magic. The child had believed that doing so would surely draw her mother’s attention and praise. It had been such a pure and innocent wish, but alas, it had only served to widen the gaping canyon between them. Such a small child studying magecraft at an adult level and even building the foundations of a new art she referred to as “magic” must have reflected bizarrely in her mother’s eyes.


      The casual conversations between Eluria and her mother had dwindled with each passing day. Because of this, the time she had spent with her father felt much more substantial in the girl’s memories.


      “Dad, I want to read that,” said the girl, pointing at the magecraft textbook her father held in his hands.


      Eluria’s father was hardly ever at home, and any time he had been was spent holed up in his room. She saw him far less often than her mother, but that only made the young girl want to learn more about this man.


      Her father scratched his head with a sheepish smile. “Hmmm... You might not understand what it says, El.”


      “Yeah. I don’t.”


      “I thought so...”


      “But that’s no reason not to read it.”


      “Ah, such wise words...” Her father smiled wryly before placing her on his lap and reading the book out loud for her. Each time she asked about a word she couldn’t understand, he would patiently explain in simpler terms.


      From there, Eluria would spend her days sneaking into her father’s study and digging through his trove of textbooks. Whenever he returned, she would make a point to demonstrate all she had learned in his absence, and her father would smile so happily at her every single time.


      “You’re such a hard worker, El,” he praised with a gentle pat on her head.


      “Mm-hm. I did my best.”


      “You sure did. I never thought,” he mumbled as he craned his neck to look up, “that you’d learn magecraft so soon.”


      Reaching out to the sky above them was a gigantic tree that Eluria had made with magecraft. She had prepared all the catalysts, set them in a precise and synergistic arrangement, and crafted a circle to circulate mana in the correct order. Her efforts culminated in a product she could truly be proud of.


      “With this, I have finally surpassed you, father.”


      The man looked down at her. “And where did you learn to speak like that?”


      “From your books.”


      “Oh, right... You said you finished all my textbooks, so you started reading the others...”


      “I memorized it all too,” said little Eluria, smugly puffing out her chest.


      Her father scratched his head with a crooked smile. “Well, I can’t let my daughter surpass me so easily, now can I? Guess I gotta put my back into it...”


      “Give me your best, brave warrior.”


      “Your vocabulary gets more colorful each time I see you.” Her father chuckled as he placed a hand on her head.


      Then, the very next second, another gigantic tree burst forth from the ground beside Eluria’s, reaching out to the heavens while toppling the surrounding forest. Eluria looked up at her father’s creation as the man himself wore his own smug smirk.


      “Mine’s taller. Guess I win.”


      “Wow...” Eluria murmured. “You’re so childish, dad.”


      “Ugh, I can’t deny it...!”


      “But how’d you do that?” Despite her tender age, Eluria had already studied all the basics and laws of magecraft. What her father had just done was completely outside of any magecraft theory she had learned. “Can you teach me?”


      “Hmmm... Nope. No can do.” As always, her father put on a wry smile. This would be the first time he ever refused to teach her something.


      The young girl indignantly puffed up her cheeks. “So you’re childish and petty,” she said, sulking.


      “Ah, my standing as a father is dropping at record speed...” He sighed and shook his head. “But you see, I think it’s better for you to find out for yourself, El.”


      The girl blinked. “Me...?”


      “Yeah. It’d be a cinch for me to teach you, but then you wouldn’t be able to experience the joy of discovering it yourself, right? So from now on, I think you should direct your efforts into making something new, something different from magecraft...”


      Eluria’s father placed a warm and familiar weight on her head as he smiled gently at the young girl.


      “Something known as ‘magic’...that will grant your greatest wish.”

    

  

  
    
      Chapter One


      “I was the human known as the Hero.”


      “And I was the elf known as the Sage.”


      Raid and Eluria stood side by side as they revealed the whole and unfettered truth to their two friends.


      “We reincarnated a thousand years into the future, and now, we’re engaged.”


      It sounded so absurd and ridiculous that it could be easily laughed off as a joke. However, Wisel and Millis simply nodded and said in perfect unison, “Okay. That explains a lot.”


      They had accepted it so easily that Raid and Eluria found themselves blinking at one another. “You really believe us just like that...?” Raid asked.


      “I’ll answer that with a question of my own,” said Wisel. “Why did you think we wouldn’t believe you?”


      “Uh-huh...” Millis nodded blandly. “You two are clearly too extraordinary. In fact, I’m relieved there’s an explanation for it.”


      “Exactly. Although I don’t know how you got so strong, it’s just a relief to know that you two gained such insurmountable strength from your own pasts, and not from—I don’t know—some wild mutation or something.”


      Raid and Eluria honestly didn’t even know if they should be flattered or offended.


      “So, Raid,” Millis continued. “You said you were called ‘the Hero’? What’s that mean?”


      Wisel hummed. “From the sound of it, I’m guessing it’s a title similar to the Sage...”


      “A thousand years back, there was a nation called Altane,” Raid explained. “They were always at war with Vegalta over land and resources and whatnot. The only one who could fight on even terms with the Sage—”


      “—was the Hero, Raid Freeden,” Eluria finished with a smug puff of her chest. From how eagerly she piped up, it seemed like she’d been wanting to say that for a while now.


      But as expected, Wisel’s and Millis’s reactions weren’t very promising.


      “Altane...? The Hero...? I can’t say I’ve heard of either.”


      “I mean, I know what a hero is,” Millis said with a thoughtful hum. “But if you were strong enough to contend with the Sage, then shouldn’t you be in the history books too?”


      “I agree with Ms. Millis. Wars involving the Sage have been recorded in our history. Even if that country Altane eventually fell into ruin, wouldn’t its name or stories at least come up here and there?”


      “About that...” Raid nodded. “We’ve done a bit of digging, and Altane definitely isn’t mentioned anywhere. The battles we remember have either been altered or erased entirely.”


      Raid and Eluria could recognize several of the battles that were recorded in the history books, but there were incongruities whenever Altane was involved. The inciting incident and the general flow of events remained the same, but Altane would often be replaced with another nation entirely; in some cases, the war itself was completely left out. They had tried to find discrepancies between the personal collection of the Caldwin estate, the instructor-only documents at the Institute, and even the history textbooks in public circulation, but it was all the same.


      “For what it’s worth, there is one story I learned about from Eluria and the headmaster. Turns out the elves know about the Hero.”


      “Ohhh. What kind of story is—mngh?!”


      “That part doesn’t matter.” Eluria pinched and pulled Millis’s cheeks with a dark look on her face. It seemed the girl was still pretty embarrassed about that love story.


      “O-Ohay...?”


      In any case, the fact of the matter was that the story was simply known to the elves. Even then, they only seem to see it as an old fable or folktale at most, with zero historical or factual value.


      “So now,” Raid continued, “we’re trying a different approach: looking into specific fields. Things like the technical advancements of magic gear or changes in manabeast ecology... There might be discrepancies in each field’s history or how the information’s been passed down.”


      Wisel hummed. “I see. That would be right up my alley then.” The Blanche family had been magic artificers for generations and had even crafted magic gear for the royal family in the past. There was a possibility that somewhere along the line, they had gotten their hands on confidential information and somehow managed to pass it down.


      “Um...” Millis meekly raised her hand. “Is there something I can help with...? Although it feels like I’m just The Ordinary Civilian of our group...”


      “Well, there will be times we’ll need an ordinary civilian’s point of view.” Raid shrugged. “Also, your hometown of Norberg, where you frolic with your sheep besties, was part of Altane back in our era.”


      “Wow! Could it have been a bustling city back in the day?”


      “Nah. Even back then, it was all just mountains. It was also something of a secluded land that only a very few nomads stopped by from time to time.”


      “Ah... So I was always fated to be born a country girl...” Millis gazed wistfully into the distance, likely envisioning her ancestors frolicking with the sheep long ago.


      “A secluded land isn’t too bad,” said Eluria.


      “As if my current hometown wasn’t secluded enough...!”


      Eluria patted the girl’s shoulder in consolation. “That’s not what I meant. It’s in those sorts of places that we might find some cultural knowledge like we did with the elves. You know, stuff like poems and dances that were passed down through tradition.”


      Since the elves had successfully passed the information down by oral tradition, it was very possible that something similar had happened in other secluded tribes and groups. At the very least, they might be able to find some clues from artifacts like the journal that Raid’s standard-bearer had left for his descendants. Of course, their chances were slim at best, but they couldn’t let even the faintest of clues slip by if they wanted to find a flaw in the information cover-up this hypothetical third party had orchestrated.


      “We’re really shorthanded for all the information gathering and analysis we’ll be doing,” Raid said. “That’s why, once we knew we could trust you, we told you the truth. We wanted to ask for your help.”


      “I’m flattered that you decided you could trust us...” Wisel’s expression turned grim. “Still, this is definitely something you should tell only those you trust.”


      Millis nodded. “Well, reincarnating from a thousand years ago certainly isn’t the sort of thing just anyone would believe...”


      “It’s not just that. I’m talking about how harm might come to those who learn the truth, especially since it’s looking like this was an intentional scheme.”


      There was already one suspicious sign that hit close to home: the armored dragons that had appeared in the middle of the Institute’s exam. The incident itself remained shrouded in questions, and the culprit was still at large. Not to mention that armored dragons should have been extinct—but now, they’d crossed through time and appeared in this era, just as Raid and Eluria had.


      “Yeah... Eluria and I did hesitate ’cause of that. We were worried we might be dragging you two into our mess.” Wisel and Millis were their friends, but they also had nothing to do with their past. They didn’t want to drag them into trouble. Despite that, they’d ultimately chosen to reveal the truth. The reason was simple.


      “But we figured we’d be able to keep you both safe,” the pair finished in perfect sync.


      “Such reassuring words...!” Millis grunted.


      “Right... I guess our safety’s good as guaranteed just by having the two of you around.”


      Even by modern standards, Raid and Eluria were monstrously strong. Together, they would be able to face whatever threat came their way. It wasn’t hubris; this decision had been made based on their own past experiences and abilities.


      “We even have Alma on board,” Raid added. “I’ll explain things to her, so you two can rest assured you’ll be okay.”


      “Oh! Is this why you and Ms. Alma have been kind of close lately?” asked Millis.


      “Yep. Alma’s ancestor was my subordinate standard-bearer.”


      “Oho! What a relief!” Millis grinned from ear to ear while, for some reason, patting Eluria on the shoulder. Eluria’s only response was a curious tilt of her head, so Raid figured he didn’t need to pay her outburst any mind.


      “In any case,” he continued. “Sorry for pulling you into this, but we could really use your help.”


      “Don’t worry about it,” Wisel assured. “I’ve been curious about your powers since we met. Besides, this might help me come up with some new magic gear.”


      “Leave the moral support to me! I won’t be letting my few precious friends down so soon!” Millis cheered.


      Eluria smiled fondly at them both. “Thanks, you two.”


      Just as they wrapped up their discussion with Wisel and Millis, the classroom door slid open and Alma wandered in while letting out a huge yawn. “Class is starting,” she drawled.


      Trailing behind her was a woman with striking brown hair tied neatly into a ponytail. She looked oddly familiar.


      Raid raised a brow. “Wasn’t she in charge of our entrance exam...?”


      “Yeah.” Eluria nodded. “I remember she explained all sorts of stuff to us. She was nice.”


      Alma walked up to the lectern, the brunette in tow, and clapped her hands together. “Hey, pay attention now! You don’t wanna miss your new teacher’s very fun introduction, do you?”


      “H-Huh? It has to be fun...? Should I pull a dove from my sleeve or something?!”


      “Don’t be ridiculous,” Alma scolded, landing a chop on the woman’s head.


      “Owww!”


      The students watched the oddly comical scene with perplexed gazes.


      “Anyway...” Alma cleared her throat. “As you all know, a few days ago, an unknown party unleashed manabeasts into the exam grounds, attacking the students. Because of that, it’s been decided that additional instructors will be assigned to each class.”


      “I’m Philia Theresia, a first-class magician. It’s nice to meet you all.” The woman, Philia, bowed her head in greeting.


      “I’m still gonna be your instructor, but in case of emergency, I’ll need to go out to assess the situation and give orders as a special-class magician. So, Philia will work as my assistant and take care of the class whenever I’m away.”


      “I’m nowhere near as good as Al, but I hope—ow!”


      “Keep your chin up. Aren’t you a first-class magician? And don’t call me that here.”


      “Oh, right... I guess we aren’t students anymore, huh? Sorry about that, Al... Yowch!”


      Alma kept landing chops on Philia’s head each time she opened her mouth. They seemed to be good friends.


      “All right, Philia. The headmaster’s a-callin’, so I’ll leave the rest to you.”


      “O-Okay... I’ll do exactly as you taught me yesterday, Al!”


      “Sure, sure. And I told you to quit it with the nickname.” After leaving Philia with one last chop, Alma beckoned Raid and Eluria over. “Raid, Eluria, you two have also been summoned. Come with me.”


      “All right. Off we go, I guess.”


      “Raid, what do you want for dinner tonight?”


      “Me? Hm... My stomach’s calling for some meat.”


      “Mm. Okay. I’ll have fish, then. So we can go halfsies.”


      “You two are way too used to this already...” Alma shook her head in exasperation as she led them out the classroom.


      ◇


      Raid and Eluria had been to the headmaster’s office a few times already, but this was the first time they had been welcomed by such a bizarre sight. The moment Alma opened the door, the young girl was already prostrating herself before them.


      “I AM SO VERY TERRIBLY SORRY!!!”


      “Uh...” Raid stared down at her. “Headmaster, where is this coming from?”


      “I don’t want to be scolded anymore, so I’m starting with an apology!”


      “Right... But could you explain why you’re apologizing?”


      “Promise me first that you won’t get mad, Raid! I swear I did my best! I really, really, really tried to convince them that you weren’t at fault, even while everyone was glaring daggers at me!!!” With tears in her eyes, Elise slammed her hands on the floor like a child throwing a tantrum, effectively destroying whatever dignity was left in her image as the headmaster.
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      Looking down at the poor girl, Alma scratched her head and sighed. “Well, the higher-ups have been giving her a tough time after that last incident.”


      “Ah... I guess I did finish the exam with a pretty big bang,” Raid said.


      The instructors had struggled against the armored dragon because of its ability to nullify magic, and even a special-class magician like Alma had suffered a significant drop in her magic’s effectiveness. The manabeasts had undeniably been a huge threat. However, that didn’t change the fact that Raid had essentially flattened the surrounding topography along with them. It wasn’t at all strange for that sort of display to garner some sort of backlash; Elise had likely negotiated on his behalf over that issue.


      “You two did go a bit overboard, but Raid, you protected both the students and the teachers, while Eluria, you worked with Alma to evacuate everyone to safety. Taking all that into account, I proposed that the royal family reward you two in some way...” Elise rubbed her eyes and bowed her head once more. “But both the royal family and the Magicians’ Association rejected the motion...”


      Raid shrugged. “Well, I would never have expected them to agree.”


      In this world of magic elitism, the Magic Kingdom of Vegalta stood as a prominent force, while the Magicians’ Association served as the representative organization that managed all magicians. There was no way they would acknowledge Raid.


      “If it comes out that someone who can’t use magic wielded some unknown power to fell those manabeasts—that not only the instructors but even a special-class magician struggled with—then the very foundation of this world could be shaken to the core.” Raid could understand why he had been denied a reward. For the royal family and the Association, the best and safest choice was to grant it to Eluria, who had already been acclaimed as the Sage’s Reincarnation from a young age. “A commoner with an unknown power...and unidentified manabeasts that appeared out of nowhere. There must have been a few who insisted I was the culprit and just orchestrated the whole incident for my own benefit.”


      “R-Right! There were! But I denied it with all my—”


      “But there’s no clear proof of that. The only things they can be certain of are that I protected the students and instructors, and that I decimated the surroundings, so they probably decided to call it even with the positives canceling out the negatives. I’m sure they didn’t want to waste any more time on such a discussion with the culprit still at large anyway.”


      “Ummm... That is how the whole discussion wrapped up...”


      “Personally, I have no objections. If I did, people would demand an explanation concerning my powers, which I unfortunately cannot do at the moment. Not to mention that raising an objection in this situation would only worsen their impression of me.”


      “You’re taking all the words right out of my mouth!!!” Frustrated at the conversation getting away from her, Elise slammed her hands on the floor once more. Such a young girl, yet she already carried so much discontentment in her life. “But... Are you really okay with that, Raid?”


      “Of course. I’m already plenty grateful that you defended me throughout it all, Headmaster.”


      “But Eluria...” The headmaster hazarded a sideward glance. “She looks incredibly not okay with this!!!”


      As Elise said, the girl’s cheeks were puffed out in clear dissatisfaction. “Then I don’t need the reward either,” Eluria grumbled.


      “Huh...? Um, I think that’ll cause trouble for a lot of—”


      “They can give me credit. But I don’t need to be rewarded or commended. I’d feel like I stole Raid’s achievement if I accepted.”


      “Why not?” Raid shrugged. “You should take what you can get.”


      “Nuh-uh.” Eluria turned her face away with an indignant harrumph.


      Sensing that the girl wasn’t going to compromise on this matter, Elise cleared her throat and nodded. “All right. I’ll tell them exactly that, then. Also, there’s one more thing that’s been decided with regard to you, Raid.”


      Elise smoothed her expression as she moved to the next topic. “The royal family and the Association cannot deny your strength, but it is too unprecedented to officially acknowledge at present.” No matter how evident his strength was for all to see, it was hard to accept him as a magician while the nature of his powers was shrouded in mystery. “So, they’ll be launching a detailed investigation in order to decide whether to treat you as a magician or to create a new classification for your abilities.”


      Raid narrowed his eyes. “Could I ask you to elaborate?”


      Elise nodded. “Your instructor, Special-class Magician Alma Kanos, will be in charge of assessing and studying your power. Additionally, since the Institute exams are currently magic-centric, the Association will prepare separate exams for you.”


      That could only mean one thing: since they couldn’t afford to acknowledge Raid’s power if it wasn’t magic, all they had to do to return him to obscurity was give him an unpassable exam.


      “All your exams hereafter,” Elise declared, “are to be administered by special-class magicians.”


      Special-class magicians were the pinnacle of all present-day magicians. They could wield tenth-stratum magic and had used their overwhelming strength to subjugate ultra-sized manabeasts.


      As a magician herself, Elise understood just how difficult it would be to face such powerful opponents. Her face twisted in frustration. “I objected till the very end. It was clear as day they had no intention of ever acknowledging—”


      “Understood. Those conditions are acceptable.”


      “I’m still talking!!!”


      “I never expected an easy ride. My backer, the head of House Caldwin, ordered me to prove myself in a way that would silence those who underestimate me. And...” Raid flashed the headmaster a daring grin. “She also told me to show them all who’s boss.” In his past life, Raid had always welcomed powerful foes. He was the Hero, a monster of unparalleled strength, but the top was a terribly lonely place. That was why he was so strongly drawn to the Sage—because she could rival his strength. This was a core value of the human known as Raid Freeden—something that had never changed, not even a thousand years later. “So, a special-class magician should suffice as my opponent.”


      Elise gulped, overwhelmed by Raid’s brazen gaze. She turned to Eluria, who’d remained silent all the while. “A-Are you okay with this, Eluria?”


      “Mm... I have something to say.”


      “Yes, of course you do! After all, if Raid fails, House Caldwin’s honor will be—”


      “I want to fight special-class magicians too.”


      “Eluriaaa! I don’t need any more headaches right now, I beg you!!!”


      “I really enjoyed sparring with Ms. Alma... If the others are just as strong, then I’ll be able to see all sorts of magic. It sounds fun.” Eluria huffed, eyes sparkling as if a switch had been flipped within her. As they said, birds of a feather flock together. “Raid, let’s share.”


      Raid considered it a moment. “Oh... Wait, that’s perfect. There are nine special-class magicians, and one of them’s already monitoring me, so that leaves four of them for each of us for our quarterly integrated exams. Wow, it all works out.”


      “A genius idea, if I do say so myself.”


      “Wait... Your headmaster is right here in front of you... Don’t just make your own plans...!” Elise wailed, still kneeling on the ground. Such a young girl, yet her suffering truly never seemed to end.


      Alma hummed. “Well, it’s true that a bunch of restrictions aren’t enough for Eluria. Besides, since she’ll certainly become a special-class magician in the future, it might be better to have her gain some experience now...” She trailed off, glanced at the girl on the floor in pity, and sighed. “Any more and Elise’s stomach might just burst. How ’bout we excuse ourselves for now?”


      Elise whimpered. “Thanks... You know, I got some nice meds from my doctor recently...”


      “Take care of yourself. We don’t want a stoned little lady for our headmaster.” Alma gave Elise’s head a few pats before leading Raid and Eluria out of the office.


      The three walked down the hallway in silence for a while.


      Then, Alma suddenly spun around with a grin. “Well? I did pretty good, didn’t I?”


      Raid smiled and nodded. “Yeah. Great job.”


      Alma let out a smug huff. “What can I say? Just doin’ my job as the descendant of the Hero’s subordinate.”


      “How are you related to our new instructor?”


      “Philia was my classmate here at the Institute. I can guarantee her skill and trustworthiness. At the very least, we can count on her if something happens.”


      “All right. Looks like you found us someone good.”


      Raid had given Alma two tasks for the meeting: to volunteer as his observer and to find someone trustworthy to be her assistant.


      The first task was simple. After all, Alma was already the obvious choice for the role. She could easily observe him up close in class, and as a special-class magician, she could also be trusted to handle any unforeseen accidents that might occur due to his unknown abilities. And since Raid wasn’t the Institute’s only problem—what with the culprits behind the manabeast incident still at large and their goal and numbers still unknown—their choices were essentially limited to special-class magicians or other such capable and trustworthy personnel who could flexibly handle any situation. This gave Alma the chance to push for her own recommendation for the second task.


      “With you as my observer, it won’t look suspicious for us to start interacting more,” Raid said. “A special-class magician should have much more access and be able to move around more freely.”


      Alma nodded in agreement. “Even members of the venerable House Caldwin can’t easily access confidential information and investigation details, after all. Just leave the digging on this side to me.”


      Raid smirked. “Sure. I’m leaving it all to you.”


      “Yes, yes. As you wish, Your Excellency,” Alma said, grinning.


      Eluria watched the two and nodded to herself. “Now that I think about it, you were always good at commanding people, Raid.”


      “I was the general, after all. Besides, a certain Sage was working real hard to raise up an army of magicians. I needed to efficiently move everyone around to keep up.”


      Eluria clapped. “Yep. That’s why you’re amazing.”


      Alma cleared her throat. “May I continue?”


      “Why’d you even stop?” Raid asked.


      “’Cause you two went off to your own little world.”


      “The heck?”


      “Raid, she must be talking about a new magical theory on special multidimensional spaces.”


      Alma’s eyes narrowed. “Yeah... Okay. I think I’d better keep talking.” She sighed. “For now, it looks like the Institute’s decided how to handle you, Your Excellency. I’ll need to report any progress on my investigation of your power, so I’d appreciate it if you could tell me what you know...”


      “I just ate my meals and trained my body, and here I am.”


      Alma stared blankly at him. “Uh-huh... Yeah. I think I understand how Elise feels now.”


      Eluria had said something about his mana not fitting within the standards, but they had no idea why, so Raid was honestly unsure what to tell her.


      “Eluria, what’s your take on His Excellency’s power?”


      “Hm... If I had to say, it almost seems as if Raid’s body became abnormally strong in order to withstand the peculiar mana that manifested within him.”


      Alma narrowed her eyes. “In other words, his robust body is a byproduct of his mana?”


      “Yeah. That’s why Raid is purely a strong human.”


      “I don’t think just any ‘strong human’ changes the map...”


      “Well, that wasn’t pure physical strength... Still, from what I could tell, Raid just drew his mana out, coated the sword in it, and swung with all his might. It was neither magic nor even magecraft—just mana.” Eluria nodded as she slowly shared her thoughts. “But looking at it another way, that means his mana alone was just that dense and complex. Mine was inferior in density, which is why it was being drowned out.”


      “Inferior...? Even the Sage’s mana lost against his?”


      “Yeah. At the very least, his mana must be mostly composed of an unknown type, one that is far denser than any of the six mana branches presently known, and has also never been discovered by me or any magician throughout the past millennia.”


      Mana quality could be classified into six branches: red, blue, green, yellow, black, and white. A human’s mana took on these qualities—a minimum of one and maximum of six—and only by assembling a color-compatible formula could a spell be cast. These were the basics of basics in magic theory. No new branch had ever been discovered in the millennia since magic was invented.


      Raid scratched his cheek. “It sounds pretty grand when you put it that way...but it’s been nothing but a nuisance to me.”


      “Yeah. I’d feel the same way in your shoes,” said Eluria.


      “Really?” Raid replied. “I think you’d manage something. I mean, you can even use Polyaggregate Expansion.”


      “I don’t think so. It’d be a huge task just to extract the mana needed for a specific spell, and it wouldn’t even activate if any unnecessary mana got into the mix.” It would be like filling a small palette with a huge mess of paint, then trying to load your brush with only one color.


      “Seriously? If you can’t do it, then there’s no hope for me.”


      “Also,” she added, “I think your mana isn’t natural to your constitution.”


      “You mean...I wasn’t born with it?”


      “Yeah. Didn’t you say you were sick a lot as a child in your past life?”


      Raid had mentioned that he was often bedridden from fevers. Frustrated, he kept training his body and falling sick over and over... After repeating that cycle again and again, his body had become incredibly tough.


      Alma turned to her, eyes wide. “Could the fevers have been conformity responses to foreign mana...?”


      “That’s my working theory,” affirmed Eluria.


      “If I recall correctly,” Raid mumbled, “that’s the thing where you suffer temporary adverse reactions when incompatible mana is introduced into your body, right?”


      “Wow, what a surprise! You’re such a diligent student.” Grinning, Alma patted Raid on the head.


      Mana was said to be power generated by the circulation of blood in the body. Although all humans had the same major blood vessels, the precise position, shape, and pathing of the finer veins differed from person to person. The unique combination of those specifics were what determined each individual’s mana quality.


      When mana of differing quality were introduced into one’s blood through things like transfusions, the human body would show a mild adverse reaction to the unfamiliar mana. This reaction would only be temporary, and in time, blood circulation would color the foreign mana with the body’s natural mana, gradually conforming to the body’s constitution.


      “Fevers are a main symptom of those adverse reactions. The chances are high,” Eluria noted.


      “I get the logic...” Raid shook his head. “But it just doesn’t make sense.”


      “Yeah. It’s weird.”


      Everything happened to Raid when he was a young child. Back then, Eluria had already completed her magic theory, but it hadn’t been shared with the world just yet. Magic itself had yet to become known to the common public.


      Not to mention...


      “That would mean someone fed your body foreign mana.”


      His body had shown an adverse reaction to mana that didn’t belong to his body—this was undoubtedly the work of a third party.


      Eluria hummed. “I’ve seen reports that say being fed foreign mana in your childhood, when your blood vessels are still growing and forming, triggers a change in mana quality rather than conformity.”


      “I’ve read similar stuff too.” Alma nodded. “Apparently, transfusing a substantial amount of blood into an injured child has resulted in changes in mana quality.”
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