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    Chapter 1: Elementary School drop out


When I opened my eyes, I found myself in a world of magic.

The faint remnants of memories from my previous life, and the overwhelming sense of unfamiliarity with this body, told me as much.

Refugees who escaped from another world to avoid disaster.

The existence of magic that defied the laws of physics.

These were all things that, in my previous life, existed only in imagination.

In this strange world where science and magic coexisted, I was born as a half-breed.

Every time I looked in the mirror, the sight of my ashen hair seemed to say to me,

“Half of you does not belong to this world.”

In the world of children, where cruelty reigns, even the slightest difference invites strange looks and discrimination.

On the day I first headed to school,

I was secretly worried about how my school life would go, trembling with anxiety, but when I finally arrived, it wasn’t as bad as I had feared.

History tells us that it has been over a hundred years since this world connected with the otherworld.

During that century, bloodlines had mixed so much that there were more half-breeds like me than I had expected.

In fact, there were fewer pure humans, and they were the ones who faced discrimination.

In the countryside, there were more Southeast Asian half-breeds, so it was actually the Korean children who were discriminated against.

The world I lived in was exactly like that.

It was both absurd and troubling to witness children with pointed ears or horns bullying pure-blooded Koreans.

Even now, I could see an elven half-breed bullying a pure-blood child.

“Hey, Kim Dan-bung! I told you to buy me a Jetty drink, so why are you just standing there?! Do you want to get hit again?!”

“I-I don’t want to!! I’m too lazy to go to the store! Y-you go buy it yourself!!”

“A short-lifer talking back? You’re a short-lifer who can only live for a hundred years, and you have time to cry but no time to buy my Jetty?!”

At the girl’s scolding, implying that the boy would be responsible if she had to drink plain milk, the boy burst into tears.

“Ugh…! D-Danbung…!!”

“Shut up!”

The elf girl, who took great pride in being a long-lifer, wrapped her arms around the pure-blood boy’s neck.

It was a typical headlock.

As the boy struggled in pain, the girl dragged him toward the school store.

“Loser~! Short-lifer~! You can’t even buy one Jetty because you only live for a hundred years?”

She dragged him along, bought two Jetty drinks, and left the store.

The boy, led away by the girl, kept casting a longing glance at the banana milk in the fridge, and his pitiful eyes lingered in my mind.

It was truly a miserable sight.

This kind of discrimination was rampant everywhere.

People lived in constant fear of the monsters that could appear at any moment.

With the revival of the aristocracy, titles like Baron of Bucheon were spoken of with seriousness.

Frankly, it wasn’t a world you could call a good place to live.

Still, I was relatively lucky.

My father wasn’t a noble, but he was the president of a company that supplied weapons to the military.

As his daughter, I belonged to a stable class in this era of magic and laws.

By the way, my mother evaporated.

She left home right after I was born, and these days, when I see my father’s balding head, I somehow feel like I understand why.

To adapt to this world, I suppressed my true self and continued with my daily life.

The core of it was that I, an adult, had to go through elementary education again, and it was far from a pleasant experience.

I had long since grown used to being treated like a child, but spending time seriously learning addition and subtraction was nothing short of painful.

As I dragged myself through the sluggish hours that felt like my brain was melting, I eventually reached third grade.

A few more years.

In this world of magic, graduating from secondary education was enough to be considered an adult, so if I could endure just a few more years, I’d be free from this time.

I hadn’t seriously thought about what I would do after that, but surely, anything would be better than this.

“Haa…?”

One winter day, a sigh escaped my lips, creating a thin cloud in the cold air.

“For today’s guest lecture, we have Mage Kim Hye-ji, a third-class mage!”

It was the first time I had ever seen a mage.

As I’ve mentioned before, magic exists in this world.

But not everyone can become a mage.

Only a select few, those with the aptitude, can become mages, and among them, only the truly talented leave their names in history.

I wasn’t sure how prestigious being a third-class mage was, but the pride and self-satisfaction reflected on her face, the arrogance in her every small gesture, gave me a sense of her status.

‘She’s not at the top.’

From the moment a state-certified mage receives their license, they are granted a status equivalent to that of a noble.

Of course, with that status comes many obligations and responsibilities, so usually, they wouldn’t have the time to come to a place like this.

If one did, it would likely be an incompetent low-rank mage or a retired veteran.

Kim Hye-ji seemed closer to the former.

She began a self-centered lecture about how special mages were.

The first mage I ever met was like this, and the thought made my curiosity about magic evaporate, much like the sigh I had just let out into the winter air.

As if sensing my disinterest, Kim Hye-ji turned to me and asked with a smug expression,

“What’s your name, little one?”

“Huh?”

Her sudden question left me momentarily speechless.

The classroom fell silent, like someone had doused us in cold water, and everyone’s eyes were on me and her.

I quickly collected myself and, trying not to let my annoyance show, answered appropriately.

“Cha Yura.”

“Yura, is it? Yura, do you have any magic you’d like to see?”

“Why are you asking me?”

“You seem a little disinterested. If you get to see the beauty of magic today, I think it will make me very happy!”

Sister? 

Please.

Looking at her face, she had to be well past thirty, but it seemed she had no sense of shame.

I was about to snap back at her when I noticed the intense gaze coming from my side. 

Glancing over, I saw my teacher silently pleading, ‘Please, don’t cause trouble.’

Sigh…

We’d be stuck with this woman for at least two hours, and if things got ugly, it would only be a hassle.


So, with the thought that I might as well play along if she showed me some magic, I answered casually.

“Can you make fire or something?”

“Uh… fire can set off the fire alarms, so we can’t use it indoors.”

“Then, how about water or ice…?”

“Haha! That’s easy! After all, I’m a nationally certified third-class mage!”

With that, she raised her hand, and lines of blue light, similar to a computer circuit, began to form as water droplets gathered.

The water in her hand soon formed into something resembling a dolphin, which swam through the air as if performing tricks.

However, the dolphin’s movements were awkward, and its head wobbled as if it might collapse with each forward motion.

“Wow~!”

As a show, it barely passed, but for the children seeing magic for the first time, their eyes lit up with wonder as they exclaimed in awe.

Especially Kim Eliza, who was sitting next to me, her eyes sparkled as she leaned forward in her seat.

But unlike the pure reactions of the other children, I couldn’t bring myself to show any response.

When I saw Kim Hye-ji’s magic,

It felt like ordering Korean food and getting Japanese food instead. 

A sense of something being off.

I don’t know much about magic.

But just as even a beginner cook can tell if sugar was mistakenly replaced with salt, I could sense a similar fundamental mistake in her magic.

‘What’s wrong with it…?’

I opened my palm and visualized the magic circle she had drawn in my mind.

Something was definitely off.

If it were me, I could do it better.

For example, like this…

“What is it? Are you getting interested in magic now? But it’s not that easy to do~”

Ignoring her mocking tone, I focused on the new sensation I felt in my hand.

It was strange yet familiar, like discovering a new limb.

Just as a bird instinctively knows how to fly without being taught, I, too, seemed to know how to use this organ by instinct.

A light, similar but distinctly different from hers, began to flicker in my palm.

“Uh, hey, kid? If you do that carelessly—!”

Just as Kim Hye-ji reached out to stop me, finally realizing what was happening,

The circuit, the magic, completed itself as if blocking her intervention.

With the magic’s completion, the gathered water droplets in the air froze and began swirling in a storm of frost.

It was unpredictable like the wind, fierce like the waves, and I slowly sculpted it piece by piece.

I envisioned a horse.

The head, the body,

The legs, and each joint carefully crafted, assembling it like a model kit, bringing it all together into one.

Soon, a horse about the size of a small pony was complete, and like a slave freed from its master, it pranced through the air, elegantly landing before me.

“Oh my gosh!”

Frost spread across the floor where the horse landed.

Startled, Kim Hye-ji and the teacher scrambled to move away from the encroaching ice.

“…Not bad.”

The completed horse had well-defined muscles, and its expression was lifelike.

I nodded in satisfaction, impressed by the higher-than-expected quality of the figure.

But unlike me, the children remained silent, as if they had been drenched by an unexpected downpour.

While everyone stayed quiet, I pushed my desk aside, walked forward, and reached out toward the horse.

The horse lowered its head, as if asking to be petted, exposing its neck to me.

As I stroked its thick neck, frost formed on my sleeve, but I felt nothing on my hand.

It made sense—since it was magic I had cast, it wouldn’t affect me.

Though it felt artificial, its movements and reactions were just like a real horse.

It was as if there were blood vessels and muscles under the icy skin, sending a lifelike sensation through my hand.

The discomfort I had felt when watching her magic faded a little.

I snapped my fingers, and the ice horse vanished. 

Savoring the first sense of satisfaction I’d ever felt, I closed my eyes for a moment.

The first magic I had ever cast.

The first sense of satisfaction I’d ever experienced.

Today had been full of firsts.

And at the same time, it was the day I resolved one of the dilemmas I had been carrying for a while.


“I’m leaving.”

“Y-Yura?”

I grabbed my bag from the desk and walked out of the classroom.

When the teacher placed a hand on my shoulder, asking where I was going, I turned and said briefly,

“I’m dropping out. Please take care of the paperwork.”



 
  
    Chapter 2: Elementary school drop out


1 p.m.

I came home from school earlier than usual.

Returning home at this early hour, I felt a refreshing sensation, as if I were on vacation, wrapping around my whole body.

Like most elementary school students, I, too, loved vacations.

On the last day of school, the thought of finally being free from it made me hum without realizing it.

It’s a bit disappointing that I won’t get to enjoy that joy anymore, but it’s a small price to pay for this freedom.

Should I take a nap first?

As I was about to climb the stairs with unusually light steps, my father poked his head out from the upper floor.

“Yura!!”

He looked startled, as if he had just seen a ghost.

A line of cold sweat ran down his face, and his shirt was soaked, showing how hurried he must have been.

Sliding down the stairs almost recklessly, my father asked me in a breathless voice,

“Are, are you okay?”

“As you can see. But isn’t it your working hours?”

“I got a call from the school saying you dropped out!! What’s going on?! Don’t tell me you were being bullied….”

“No.”

I was a bit of an outsider in class, but it wasn’t to the point of being bullied.

In fact, I think I was rather popular.

The kids quickly distanced themselves because I acted cynical, that’s all.

“Didn’t the teacher say anything to you?”

“They said there was a small issue during an external instructor’s session, but no details…….”

“That person….”

Was it difficult to explain, or was he just too lazy to?

Either way, it was still a dereliction of duty.

“A magician came to school.”

The events that followed meeting the magician.

The first time I used magic.

As I explained everything that happened today, my father’s face turned dazed, as if he had just woken up from a nap.

Honestly, it’s not something that’s easy to accept right away.

But it really happened, and there’s no turning back now.

I have no intention of going back to school.

The reason I went to school all this time was to get the academic background necessary for future employment.

But a magician doesn’t need academic qualifications.

If I can skip the educational process and get straight to employment, what could be better than that?

“You always said you could get a school diploma with some bribe money anyway. So, what’s the point of staying?”

“Well, people know, sure.. but where did you hear that from?”

“Is that important right now?”

“No, no, it’s not important. What’s important is…

“You want to know if I can really use magic, right?”

Mana…

I don’t know if this is the right term, but I pulled out the magic within me and formed a spell.

Maybe because I had already decided on its shape at school, the spell was completed at a much faster speed compared to when it activated at school.

The water droplet floating in the air gradually turned to frost and began to take the shape of a horse.

The first one I created was pony-sized, but this one was now as large as a normal horse.

I didn’t mean to make it that big, but I guess I felt like showing off a little in front of my father.

“It turned out a bit bigger.”

“What? Oh?!”

The horse, radiating frost and a biting cold, galloped down the hallway and stopped in front of us, bowing its head as if to greet us.

My father, interpreting this as an invitation to touch it, reached out toward the horse’s head.

I quickly grabbed his hand, stopping him.

As my father looked at me in surprise, I pointed to the floor.

“Look at the ground.”

The horse had been standing there for less than ten seconds, but the floor had already frozen solid with a thick layer of ice.

What would happen if he directly touched a creature that exuded such cold?

To demonstrate, I took off my hat and threw it at the horse.

The moment the hat, part of my school uniform, touched the horse, it froze instantly.

The frozen hat fell to the floor and shattered like a fragile porcelain dish.

“If you had touched it……!!!”

“Magic is dangerous.”

Had I been a moment too late, I would’ve become an ungrateful child, losing my father’s hand.

There was no problem when I touched it.

After all, I’m the one who cast the spell.

But by that logic, wouldn’t it be possible to ensure that people I designate aren’t harmed?

I placed my hand on the horse’s head and adjusted the spell.

To make sure the designated person wouldn’t get hurt.

As I adjusted it, I conveyed this message to the horse as well.

‘The person next to me is my father.’

……..

‘Never hurt him.’

There was no response.

I didn’t add a feature for that.

But there’s no way a creature I created wouldn’t understand my command.

“You can touch it now.”

“…Really?”

“Don’t worry. If anything happens to your hand, I’ll cut mine off and apologize.”

“…No, don’t do that. It’s better if only my hand gets hurt.”

With that, my father brushed aside his hesitation and reached out toward the horse.

His hand touched the horse’s head.

Fortunately, the spell didn’t fail, and his hand stayed intact.


“It worked. So now, do you believe me?”

Click!

Suddenly, I heard the sound of a camera, and the horse’s body was cut in half.

When I looked up to see what had happened, I found my father leaning against the horse, taking a selfie.

“…Dad, what are you doing?”

“What do you think! I’m taking a picture to brag in the group chat! You want to quit school? Fine, just quit! I’ll find you a magic teacher soon enough!!”

“Oh, okay.”

“But Yura! Let’s take one together! When else can I brag about my beautiful daughter becoming a magician? Do you have any other magic? The flashier, the better!”

I’m truly fortunate to have such an understanding parent.

At least for now, I genuinely thought so.

***

Someone once said that the most precious gold in the world is not gold itself but the ‘present.’

You can exchange time for money, but no matter how much money you stack to the sky, you cannot buy back even a second of time.

What is truly valuable is not mere material possessions, but the flow of time that can neither be grasped nor seen.

The most precious thing in the world.

I have now obtained it.

It was a morning just before winter vacation.

Normally, I would be at school, but what filled my vision now wasn’t the faces of snot-nosed kids, but the lovely ceiling of my own home.

The spotless white ceiling brought me a sense of unparalleled satisfaction.

With a smile naturally forming on my lips, I rose from the bed, only to realize my hand had unconsciously reached for my backpack.

I quickly wiped the smile from my face.

Last night, I had resolved not to do this when I woke up, but habits ingrained over years don’t fade so easily.

I glanced at the backpack hanging on the chair and left the room.

Maybe it was because I had used a lot of magic at my father’s request yesterday, but I felt more tired than usual.

Yawning lightly as I crossed the threshold, I saw that the clock had just struck noon.

“I slept in.”

I headed downstairs to the dining room and sat at the table.

Sitting alone, the already long table felt even larger and more empty than usual.

“Auntie, could you prepare some food?”

“What would you like to eat….?”

“Just a bit of side dishes and the soup from yesterday, please.”

“…Yes, young lady.”

The housekeeper cast a slight glare at me as she retreated to the kitchen.

It wasn’t an outright rude glare, but just enough to be noticeable.

Many older people looked at someone like me, a half-blood, with disapproving eyes.

It didn’t sit well with them to see someone who didn’t even look like a pure-blooded Korean living in luxury.

I couldn’t say I didn’t understand their feelings.

Half-bloods like me only started to emerge prominently about thirty years ago, so the elderly probably had their own thoughts on the matter.

Even though it had been a hundred years since the great upheaval, the sentiments of the Korean people, who had been a single ethnic group for so long, couldn’t be expected to fade easily.

“…Ridiculous,” I muttered to myself.

Pure-blooded Korean?

It reminded me of that bizarre mustached art student in Germany and the atrocities he committed.

Seeing the way pure-bloods were discriminated against at school made me wonder if one day Korea might produce someone like that too, though when that would happen, I didn’t know.

“…Miss, your food is ready.”

While lost in thought, Mrs. Kim brought the meal to the table and set it before me.

A spoonful of steaming seaweed soup instantly chased away the cold that had been lingering in my body.

A warm meal after sleeping in late.

Nodding in satisfaction as the warmth spread from my stomach, I glanced out the window just in time to see a snowflake settle on the window frame.

“The first snow.”

Snowflakes gently falling as I relaxed at home.

What a truly magnificent sight.

Admiring the scenery that made me think of poetry, I turned to Mrs. Kim and asked,

“Auntie, do you know what sex is?”

“…Pardon?”

“This right here—this is sex.”

A fine phrase, one that could be considered a truth of life.

With just a bit more refinement, I could even have it carved on my tombstone for future generations to ponder.

But it seemed Mrs. Kim didn’t appreciate the humor in my words.

She glared at me once more before leaving the room.

After finishing my meal and returning to my room, I began working on my hobby—sculpting clay.

There was internet in this world too, but because it wasn’t deemed suitable for children, I wasn’t allowed a smartphone or a computer.

Even without seeing it, I could imagine that the internet here wasn’t any better than the chaotic one on peaceful Earth.

Since the internet was off-limits, my hobbies naturally gravitated toward analog activities.

Sculpting was one of the few hobbies I had.

Sometimes I made people or animals, and other times I crafted forests or ruined cities.

Mostly, I created robots from the anime I remembered from my past life.

I found making them more fun than I expected, and I ended up filling my room’s walls with them.

As I fiddled with the clay, trying to shape something new as I had over the past few days, the sound of a car engine from outside caused my hands to freeze.

It seemed my father had returned.

‘But it’s not time for him to be back yet.’

Feeling a bit confused, I washed my hands in the bathroom and left my room.

As I stepped into the entryway, I met my father, who had just walked in.

“Welcome home, Father…”

My voice trailed off as I caught sight of the girl who followed him in.

A girl wearing a wide-brimmed hat, like something out of a fairy tale witch’s wardrobe.

She was taller than me, an elementary schooler, but small compared to an adult. 

Yet the moment I saw her, I felt an inexplicable sense of pressure.

Her exotic appearance, caught between East Asian and Western features.

Her light green hair, reminiscent of nature itself, and her pointed ears, indicating her race.


Her witch-like outfit exuded a powerful claim: “I am a magician.”

“Is this her?”

“Yes, it is,” the girl, who looked about middle school age, replied as she stepped forward.

It had been about six days since my father declared he would find me a magic teacher.

And today, for the first time, I met my magic master.



 
  
    Chapter 3: Ferry greenwood (1)


“Hmm…”

The girl, who had been standing before my father, approached until she was so close that our skin might touch if she took another step.

Then, she slightly bent her knees and gazed at me intently, as if she were observing something fascinating.

In her clear, transparent green eyes, my face was reflected.

If I had only seen her eyes in a photograph, I would have simply thought they were beautiful. 

But now, staring into them, I felt something indescribable, like a pressure weighing down on me.

It’s not uncommon for people to look at me.

Even if my opponent is a magician, there’s no reason to feel particularly nervous.

But her gaze was different.

Behind those purely beautiful eyes, there was something. 

Something I hadn’t yet reached.

“…Are you just going to keep staring at me?”

As if to hide my unease.

“I would like to keep staring. You’re cute, after all.”

“Everyone in the neighborhood already knows I’m cute, so there’s no need to mention it.”

“You’re an amusing one, aren’t you? Seems like you’ve got a good sense too.”

Though I didn’t know what had pleased her, the girl smiled contentedly and shifted her gaze from me to my father.

“Is this really your blood? Half of it, at least? There’s no resemblance at all.”

“Of course! The day my wife disappeared, I was worried, so I did a genetic test. There’s no mistake!”

“You even had a test done?”

As she said this, the girl glanced at me again.

Her eyes seemed to ask if I was okay, but I didn’t feel any shock.

It was only natural for him to doubt the loyalty of a wife who had abandoned her husband and child.

“Well, at least now you won’t be kicked out for not being his daughter later on. What a relief.”

The girl, staring at me with an incredulous expression, spoke.

“Right. It’s better for a magician to be this shameless. If you’ve got talent, even an eccentric personality gets excused as the whims of a genius.”

“You must hear a lot of people calling you whimsical, then.”

“See? You’re a cheeky one. Just like I thought.”

“Do you not like cheeky students?”

“I hate students who are only cheeky. But if they’ve got talent, that’s a different story.”

With that, the girl extended her hand.

“Free magician. Ferry Greenwood. I don’t know if you’ll be my student, but I look forward to working with you.”

Her hand, white as alabaster, was smooth and soft.

Just as I was about to take her hand, something felt off, and I hesitated.

“Yura?”

My father, who stood behind me, was sweating nervously. 

I stood there, quietly staring into her eyes. 

Her clear, transparent eyes, sparkling as she smiled, held no trace of emotion.

However, there was definitely something in that hand.

I could feel, intuitively, that there was something there that I couldn’t see.

‘This isn’t exactly strange…’

But even so, it didn’t feel right to fall into such an obvious trap.

At the same time, I was curious.

If there was magic on this hand, how had she hidden the flow of ether?

More importantly, what kind of magic was on that hand? 

And what kind of spells did a magician like her wield? 

My curiosity wouldn’t stop.

“Pleased to meet you.”

Driven by curiosity that overcame my pride, I shook her hand.

The moment I did, a sharp pain shot through my palm.

“Ouch!”

It wasn’t enough to throw off my posture, but the unfamiliar sensation made me frown.

“As expected, there was something.”

“Just a childish prank of a spell.”

The effect of the spell was just a brief sting.

Looking at my palm, there was no wound.

It was only that I had been caught off guard by an unfamiliar kind of pain.

‘I saw the magic earlier when I shook her hand.’

For sure…

I tried to recall the hazy form of the spell as I began to weave my own magic.

When the magic finally gathered at my fingertips, Ferry spoke with an impressed tone.

“So, you weren’t lying when you said you could see ether.”

“Ether?”

“The power you and I handle. Some people call it mana, others magic power, but most often it’s called ether. Remember that.”

“…Got it.”

Ether.

It was a word that felt oddly familiar.

“…When we shook hands earlier.”

“Hm?”

“I don’t know if this is the right way to say it, but I saw the ether trigger when we shook hands.”

It was like a loaded bullet being fired.

The magic hadn’t been visible, but it was clearly ready to activate in her hand.

The magic I had just imitated worked in the same way, so this had to be true.

“So, the magic didn’t activate after we shook hands; it was prepared beforehand, right?”

“…That’s right.”

Ferry nodded in agreement, as if urging me to continue.

Even if there’s magic, it’s not strange that there’s a way to hide it.

The question is how.

“I can’t figure out how she blocked the ether from being visible. So, could I examine your hand for a moment?”


“Go ahead.”

Ferry extended her hand.

I examined it closely, but there was no sign of anything attached or any trace of something that had been there.

Maybe I just couldn’t find it, but judging by her expression, that didn’t seem to be the case.

“See anything?”

“No. Could it have been there but disappeared?”

“No, that’s not it.”

“Then…”

The next thing that came to mind was magic.

When casting a spell, there’s a way to…

It was certainly possible, but the idea of using magic to conceal another magic didn’t quite make sense to me.

There’s a saying that you hide a tree in the forest, but magic isn’t a tree.

If you used one magic to hide another, the remnants of the ether left behind by that magic would give it away.

“So, this can’t be it either, right?”

“Yeah, at least from what I know, there’s no magic that can conceal the flow of ether.”

“Then… could it be that the color of the ether was changed?”

“The ether was definitely there, even if it wasn’t visible. I felt it, which is why I hesitated to take her hand. So….”

I raised the ether with my hand.

The principle of magic lies in manipulating ether.

If one could manipulate ether to cast magic, it might also be possible to change its color and blend it into the surroundings.

I dimmed the intensity of the light.

Thinking of clear water, so transparent that you can see the bottom, I carefully adjusted the color.

Finally, what I created was a completely invisible, colorless ether.

As I manipulated it into a spell, the result was a colorless magic that bore no visible trace.

“Is this how it feels? It’s my first time trying it. What do you think?”

At first, it was simply a way to pass the time.

Recently, for some unknown reason, the number of monsters crossing over to Earth had diminished.

This meant Ferry’s workload had also decreased.

With her free time, Ferry had received a call from Cha Yushin, Yura’s father.

“What? Your daughter used magic?”

Up to that point, it wasn’t all that unusual.

However, the ability to see ether—Ether Sight—changed things.

It was a rare talent, possessed by only a few.

It’s not impossible to acquire through training, but it relies heavily on one’s innate sense. 

Most people unlock this ability on their own, before even learning it formally.

Ferry wasn’t interested in prodigies, but geniuses were a different matter.

For the first time in a long while, her interest was piqued.

Even if she didn’t become a teacher, meeting such a gifted child early on would be no loss.

With that thought in mind, she prepared for any potential risks and made her way to Korea.

“Is this how it feels? It’s my first time trying it. What do you think?”

When Ferry finally met Yura,

She saw a girl with eyes that could see through any magic.

With each new spell she created, her ideas were far beyond the ordinary.

To the average person, she must have seemed like a god.

After all, it was she who first pioneered the realm of archmage.

From then on, whenever a child with exceptional talent appeared, people began to refer to them as “the child of God.”

It was both a title and a wish.

A wish that they, too, would become a magician as extraordinary as she had been.

Even if they didn’t reach her level, people prayed that they would at least achieve greatness as magicians.

To whom did they pray?

Ferry found it amusing.

The way people treated another human as though they were a god, worshipping and adoring them, was laughable.

However, when she finally met the woman herself,

Ferry understood.

Standing before her was a being who had reached the pinnacle of magic, not just of the past era, but also of the present.

Endless abyss.

Vast skies.

Expansive oceans.

Many words came to mind, but none could compare to the boundless depth of her power.

Archmage Majir.

The feeling Ferry had when she first saw her was now emerging from this child who had only just begun to learn magic.

A still small and fragile force, like a sprout.

It was not a mere premonition but a certainty.

Ignoring the jealousy that sprouted in her heart, Ferry forced a weak smile and muttered.

“…Maybe you’re the child of God.”

“Huh?”

“There’s such a thing. Yushin.”

“Ah, yes!”

Yushin, who had been nervous the entire time, finally snapped to attention and approached Ferry.

His neck was drenched in sweat from how tense he had been, and Ferry, in an unusually gentle voice, tried to reassure him.

“The contract is for one year. The salary was ten billion won per month, right?”

“Y-Yes, that’s correct, but…”

“Ten billion?”

Yura couldn’t help but blurt out in surprise at the outrageous sum.

No matter how you looked at it, it seemed far too much.

However, the truth was, the price had been drastically discounted due to their acquaintance.

Originally, it would have been at least a hundred billion.

In fact, making a request in the first place was nearly impossible without a certain level of fame.

“Let’s change the terms. I won’t take the money. But in exchange, the contract will be extended to five years.”

“…Excuse me?”

“You heard me. No salary. The contract lasts five years. And don’t tell anyone about this kid. At least, not until three years have passed. Understand?”

The sudden statement left Yushin dumbfounded, unable to even nod at what should have been good news for him.

In his place, Yura, his daughter, was the first to speak up.

“Aren’t you busy?”

“It’s fine these days. If something comes up, I’ll just take you along.”


“What about my opinion?”

“Does a student talk back?”

Obeying the teacher has been the proper etiquette passed down since ancient times.

Talking back like this would have been unimaginable in the past.

“Let’s go now. Pack your things.”



 
  
    Chapter 4: Ferry Greenwood(2)


“…Pack up?”

The sudden instruction to pack left me quite flustered.

I didn’t know what had happened while she had been deep in thought, but now she looked as if she were being chased by someone.

It wasn’t that I opposed Ferry’s suggestion.

Though the mansion’s grounds were large, it wasn’t suitable for practicing magic that involved loud noises.

Before that, practicing magic in an ordinary residential area, which could cause significant damage to the surroundings, was out of the question.

Therefore, if she suggested moving to a more suitable location for training, I had no reason to object.

However, being told to prepare for departure so abruptly was startling.

Could something have come up that she couldn’t talk about?

It seemed I wasn’t the only one caught off guard by the sudden change, as my father, who had only just regained his composure, asked cautiously,

“Isn’t this too hasty?”

“Hm?”

“No, no! I don’t mean to meddle in matters I know nothing about, like magic! It just seems that Yura might need some time to prepare herself…”

“Oh, now that you mention it, I suppose it was a bit rushed.”

“Pardon?”

Ferry nodded as if confirming there wasn’t an immediate reason to relocate.

“I guess I got too excited and lost my cool. You’re right; it was a bit hasty. But it’s just that exciting.”

“…I don’t think pedophilia is acceptable, though.”

“I wasn’t talking about that kind of excitement, you brat!”

Ferry clenched her fist as she said that.

It seemed my new teacher was someone whose fist moved faster than her words.

Internally vowing to be more careful with my words from now on, I continued,

“I was just surprised by the sudden command to pack. So, will I really be away from home for five years?”

“If you want to come back home, you can always drop by. I don’t plan to keep you away for holidays or birthdays.”

Was it not as far as I thought?

According to her, it was about an hour’s drive from here.

It wasn’t exactly close, but it wasn’t so far that I couldn’t come back.

“I thought magic training would take place deep in a forest or something, like a secluded retreat. But I guess that’s not the case?”

“…You seem to have some weird misconceptions. Just because I’m a pureblood doesn’t mean I’m from Pangaea.”

“Oh, really?”

Some long-lived races like elves aged so slowly that it was hard to gauge their age by appearance.

Since she was an exceptional magician, I had just assumed she was from Pangaea, but apparently not.

“So, where are you from then, teacher?”

“Yeosu, Jeollanam-do.”

“What? Really?”

“Of course not. I’m from Texas.”

Texas?

That was unexpected.

Wait, could this elf be a redneck?

A redneck elf.

It sounded like a joke, but if you think about the way elves are often portrayed in media, it wasn’t entirely incomprehensible.

Elves, who rejected outsiders and looked down on other races.

Both spent a lot of time outdoors, so if there were similarities, that would be it.

That amusing thought made me laugh without realizing it.

Ferry, not missing my laughter, asked in an annoyed tone,

“What’s that laugh about?”

“Well, just like how you were excited to take me on as a student, I’m also thrilled to become your disciple, so I laughed out of joy.”

“Oh, you can be cute when you try, huh?”

Ferry laughed as she said that.

I thought I had managed to brush it off, but it seemed I wasn’t off the hook, as she pinched my cheek.

“Senseni, it hurts!”

“It’s supposed to hurt. Got a lot to pack?”

“Beeerryy?”

I didn’t have much to pack, just a few changes of clothes.

Aside from that, maybe a few tools for crafting?

When I informed her of that, Ferry, intrigued, told me to show her to my room.

“This is my room.”

Clutching my cheek, which still felt stretched from the pinch, I led her to my room.

Upon entering, Ferry saw the models I had displayed on one side of the room and, seemingly impressed, exclaimed,

“You’ve got quite the craftsmanship! Animals, people… What’s this? Is it supposed to be a golem?”

“It’s something similar. Do you think being good with your hands is an advantage when learning magic?”

“Hm… It’s a chicken-or-egg situation, but imagination is more important than dexterity.”

“Imagination?”

“Magic is about using ether to bring the images in your mind into reality. Drawing a magic circle or reciting a spell is just a shortcut in that process.”

Thus, imagination was one of the indispensable elements of magic.

Come to think of it, it was always like that whenever I tried to imitate magic.

When I imitated Mage Hyeji Kim’s magic, I envisioned a horse running across the plains.

When I mimicked Ferry’s magic, I traced the circle, recalling the lingering pain in my hand.

“So, you could say that the ability to imagine what you want to create, and the skill to make it concrete, are crucial to magic. There’s plenty of training related to that.”

“For example?”

“If you want to master elemental magic that takes the form of animals, or transformation magic that lets you turn into an animal, it’s important to deeply understand the animals.”

That’s why old magicians used to raise animals or dissect them for research.

“Nowadays, it’s a bit different. What’s it called… fur, fur-something? They wear animal costumes and imitate animals for research. They even gather together wearing animal suits, apparently.”

“…..”

“That doesn’t sound like research no matter how you think about it.”

Even if such a method really helped in honing magic skills, I couldn’t imagine myself doing something like that.

“I’m not doing that.”

“Really? I heard it’s effective. Anyway, if you want to live as a magician, you should seriously think about what type of magic you want to study. Having a goal makes you want to climb higher.”

“What kind of research are you doing, teacher?”


“A spell that guarantees a 3-star character in every gacha pull. I’ve succeeded halfway. Now, I just need to figure out how to avoid getting IP banned by the game company.”

If such magic existed, I would want it too.

Wait, does this world have gacha games as well?

“Well, it’s a distant topic for you right now, so take your time thinking about it. There’s something more important.”

“More important, you say…?”

“Your form of address. From now on, call me ‘Master,’ not ‘Teacher.’ If you call me ‘Teacher,’ you die.”

“What’s the difference between the two?”

“There’s a huge difference. No matter how you dress it up, a teacher and student relationship is still just between strangers.”

It’s a transactional relationship bound by money or obligation, meaning there’s no personal bond.

But a disciple and master are different.

In the world of magicians, formally establishing a master-disciple relationship meant becoming family.

“From the moment you officially become my disciple, you’re part of my family. Now you understand the difference between a teacher-student relationship and a master-disciple relationship?”

“Yes. If my master is in trouble, I must drop everything and go help. Isn’t that right?”

Ferry smiled broadly, nodding as if I had given the perfect answer.

“Correct. And of course, it works the other way around too. If anything happens, just mention my name. Anyone who picks a fight with you is picking a fight with me.”

In other words, I had joined a martial arts sect.

Thinking of it that way, I finally understood what Ferry had been talking about.

Throughout history, magicians formed power structures through master-disciple relationships, and the groups formed by these bonds came to be known as “schools.”

Over time, these schools transformed into modern magical institutions, like universities, but the meaning of the master-disciple bond hadn’t changed.

“When you become a capable magician, I’ll introduce you to my master. Then you’ll truly be initiated into our school.”

“You had a master as well, Master? What kind of person is he?”

“In a word, a whimsical human.”

“A temperamental person, then.”

“…Yeah, a pretty temperamental one. I can’t wait to see what he thinks of you.”

Ferry said, standing up.

She glanced back at me as I sat on the bed.

“Well, I’ll be going now. I’ve never taken on a disciple before, so I don’t know how well I’ll do… but let’s make it work.”

The next day at noon.

With my luggage packed, I stood at the front door, looking at my father, who was on the verge of tears.

Even though it was a distance I could easily travel back from, my father, for some reason, was crying as if we were parting for good.

I felt both happy and a little embarrassed since my master was watching.

“Anyone would think I was emigrating or something. Why are you crying?”

“I’m just so proud thinking that my daughter is finally becoming a real magician! Don’t worry about me, I’ll visit often…!”

“Honestly…”

“Don’t visit too often; it’ll disrupt her training. Once or twice a month is enough.”

“What?! How could there be a law preventing a father from meeting his daughter?”

“There is, right here.”

When Ferry raised her fist, my father could do nothing but nod in silence.

He had likely learned firsthand how painful that fist could be.

As I picked up my bag and stepped outside, the sharp winter chill greeted us.

Though my father wanted to escort me outside, Ferry snapped at him, irritated, and he had no choice but to stay inside.

“Why is your dad always so dramatic? He was like that before, and he still hasn’t changed.”

“He’s just a very loving person. But how are we getting to your house, Master?”

I looked around, wondering if we’d be driving, and noticed a sports car I’d never seen before parked nearby.

The green sports car, as if asserting that its owner was indeed an elf, left me stunned. That’s when she spoke.

“I usually drive, but today is a momentous day since I’ve taken on a disciple for the first time. So, we’re going by traditional means.”


“Traditional means?”

“Yes, this.”

As Ferry raised her hand to the sky, a loud roaring sound tore through the air, and from far away, a broom came flying toward us.

Grabbing the ridiculous-looking broom, which had two bicycle seats attached to the handle as if prepared specifically for this day, Ferry said,

“Off, we go.”
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