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      And so time passed, and it was the afternoon of the banquet.

After being tormented by Violet, having cubic zirconia and topaz attached to my hair, having my hair put up, having volume stuffed into my bangs, and finally having even a tiara hairpin shoved in, I was barely released.

Because I had to dance, I had chosen even my clothes and shoes according to my own wishes, prioritizing convenience above all else. Perhaps because of that, the passion the maids specializing in adornment poured into setting my hair was fervent.

My head feels heavy. With the padding, the extensions, and all the decorations together, does this not weigh around ten kilograms? At this rate, I will break my neck while doing an aerial turn.

When I complained, Violet and the other maids specializing in adornment unanimously told me not to do things like aerial turns at the banquet.

No, listen, everyone. If I do not do aerial turns, what fun is there in dancing?
“Sisteeeeer!”

Yes, I was wondering why you had not barged in!
I took a ready stance, expecting Rion to body-slam me, but astonishingly, this little one grabbed my waist, lifted me up, and began spinning me round and round.

“You’re beautifuuuuul!”

Hey, hey, hey, hey, my neck is coming off! My neck! I said my neck is going to come off! Just because he grew a little, he lifts me up like an object now!
When I shouted at Jack Brown, who was right beside Rion, to stop the child, he immediately threw a punch toward Rion.

Rion gently set me down, avoided Jack’s attack, then crouched and rose while striking upward into Jack’s armpit.

Jack swung his arm to minimize the impact, then planted his opposite arm on the floor as a pivot and hooked his leg around Rion’s neck.

Because he had twisted his body once before hooking his leg, merely the recoil required to return to his proper posture made Rion’s neck whip around.

A chill ran through me at the thought that if that technique landed properly, Rion would die. But Rion, as though doing capoeira, spun his entire body in the same direction Jack was twisting his neck and neutralized the technique.

“Tsk!”

“Ge–ugh!”

Hey, do not look disappointed. It is fortunate that no one was injured, so why do the two of you look disappointed that you failed to take each other’s necks?
“Please stop fighting…”

“We were not fighting.”

“We have never fought! Sister!”

Yes… If you two say so, then I suppose that is so… I do not know anymore. Fine. I no longer care if you fight, so just fight without getting hurt.
“…”

Come to think of it, is this not something father says often? I see… If you live with Browns for long enough, these words become habitual.
“More importantly, the thing you ordered is finished!”

Mmm… You really made that?
The chain between the handcuffs was too short to dance, so I had screamed that if he could not make this rope longer, he should remove it. Jack said he would lengthen it and bring it back.

Since it was a banquet, I had also said I would not wear it unless the chain was pretty and sparkling rose gold.

He really made it in one day… He really is good with his hands… Damn it.
“Rosieeeee!”

Ack! Enemy spotted ahead!
I had just been about to drag the children along and make a patrol now that preparations to receive the guests seemed complete, when mother, dressed terrifyingly well, appeared in front of me.

Where did she obtain such a pretty dress overnight? Fashion does go around and come around, so perhaps she altered something she wore long ago… Even so, is it not far too well preserved?! What is that black sword with platinum decorations? It is incredibly pretty! Why do I not get things like that attached to me?!
“Rion! Jack! Wedge Breakthrough Formation!”

“Yes, sister!”

“Yes, little miss!”

In any case, I cannot let my ankles be caught here.
As usual, I gave Rion and Jack their instructions and loosened up my body.

What else is there to a breakthrough formation? If you stand at the front, drag everyone along in a rush, and flee, that is a breakthrough formation.
While I prepared, Rion and Jack fearlessly rushed at mother.

Unlike before, mother seemed to recognize these two as opponents she ought to go easy on, so she restrained herself from using lethal techniques on her own.

She exchanged blows with them for a while, then found an opening and pushed both of their chests away with her palms.

To me, it looked like nothing more than a single simple push, but the children rolled quite far backward.

What absurd strength. How can power like this come from a human body?
“Sister! Now!”

“Yes!”

Rion clasped both hands together and served as a springboard, so I stepped on Rion’s hands and jumped. Then I stepped on Jack’s shoulder, jumped once more, and grabbed mother’s shoulder.

When I spun around in midair and landed, cubic zirconia and topaz fell from my hair, but apologizing to Violet was something for later.

When I tried to wrap the chain between my handcuffs around mother’s neck and pull, mother apparently thought I was attempting a chokehold. She grabbed the chain and tried to force a gap open with strength and escape.

Of course, if she thought I would use only such a one-dimensional attack, she was mistaken.

“Object designation! Attack formula! Release!”

“Kyaaaaaack!”

The electrical conductivity of gold is 71.8! Moreover, rose gold is a copper alloy!
Of course, there was no safety device for me on the handcuffs, so as much as mother went “Kyaaaack,” I also went “Kyaaaack.” But there was a decisive difference between mother and me.

Namely, I have comrades!
“Rion, Jack, run, run! Let’s go quickly!”

“Yes, little miss!”

“Yes, sister!”

Whew, now I can finally wander around with some peace of mind. Behind me, Violet was furious and shouting what I intended to do about my hair ornaments, and mother was sobbing heavily because “Rosie would not play” with her… But honestly, that is none of my concern. I am going to have fun. It has been a long time since so many people gathered, and I can dance too. How nice is that?
Today was party time from the daytime, through the night, until a new sun rose.

If I belonged to Di■ney, I would have started singing at this point.

I would have sung something like, “Tonight is the dance party for the first time in a year, shall I do the blues, shall I do the cha-cha-cha.” Though I’m just going to dance all of them.
“Ah! One! Two! Cha-cha-cha!”

On the way there, since I’m bored, I’ll just pull off a cha-cha-cha.
I took Rion’s hand and danced the cha-cha-cha in the corridor leading to the dance hall.

For moving in a straight line, nothing beats the cha-cha-cha.
The steps carry me forward wonderfully, forward and forward.

Already, I raced through the corridor by dancing while exchanging greetings with the invited guests filling the banquet hall. On the way, I saw a short little pink fellow who looked completely out of harmony with a dance party, so I worried that the child had perhaps lost their mother and father and spoke to them. Astonishingly, the identity of the little one was His Highness the fourth Imperial Prince of the empire across the sea.

“You were still at our house?!”

When I genuinely shouted in surprise, the short pink fellow chased after me, saying he would kill me. I immediately climbed onto Rion’s back and fled.

 

It’s a party! A party!
The sun went down, and the dancing began in earnest!

The formal invitations I sent alone numbered more than 300. Once the partners, accompanying family members, and collateral relatives who showed up on their own without even receiving invitations were all gathered, around a thousand people swarmed through our house and created a scene of revelry.

Half of the main building excluding the work areas was opened, lights glittered in the dance hall and garden, the carriage parking area was bursting, the servants were busy, and alcohol and food were carried in without end.

It was already beyond the level of calling it a party. It was simply a festival. Even looking back over the past several decades, not even the royal family had ever held a banquet of this scale.

Of course, Duchess Roxburg had returned home after 20 years, so it was certainly an exceedingly joyful event. But I had wondered whether it was all right to gather this many people and indulge in such revelry during wartime… Instead, public sentiment stabilized.

It seemed the people judged that if Roxburg was playing around like that, then the country had not yet reached the point of being in danger.

Well, if the country fell, the ones who would be first to take their property and flee would be Roxburg. If we are sitting firmly in place and idly enjoying ourselves, that would probably be reassuring instead. Should I say we are treated as some kind of reassuring totem as long as we do not leave the country…?
“Lady Rosaliteeeee!”

Oh my, who is this? Is that not Janet?!
After Duchess Dorothy dragged her away, I thought she would never be able to come to our house again. I did not expect to see her face again this quickly.

Thinking she probably intended to dance with me again, I repeatedly stroked the lady who came running over in a trouser suit and asked how she had been.

Janet answered that she was only able to come here after offering 10 “Good Child” stickers.

Mmm… Yes. I’m extremely curious what a “Good Child” sticker is, but I shall deliberately not ask.
“Lady Rosalite, have you started your first dance? If not, I shall claim it!”

“Now, now. The main person of the banquet has not danced yet. How could I move my feet first? And we have to mind the order. Does Glen not come first for me?”

“Then I will be second!”

“That is already promised. Is Rion not quick?”

“What about third?”

“Oh dear. As it turns out, even the heir to Duke Vienarre is attending today.”

“…What about fourth?”

“Well… I asked Luke first myself, so I cannot very well back out now…”

“What about fifth?”

“You truly are persistent.”

“What about fifth?”

“Duke Roxburg.”

“What about sixth?”

“Duchess Roxburg.”

“What about seventh?!”

“Right! The seventh has no promise!”

“I’m happy with that! Lucky seven!”

Yes. I’m very glad you are happy.
I introduced Janet to the girls from our collateral branches and resumed patrolling the banquet hall.

That little pink-haired brat over there was searching for our Aster with fire in his eyes, so Aster must have hidden somewhere. I had not seen her at all since morning.

The moment she woke this morning, she whispered to me that she could not let the pink-haired one discover her, so she would hide and protect me. Then she slipped away and had not made even a trace of a sound since… How many talents does this child intend to keep hidden? I thought the child had no aptitude, but she can hide herself without even making breathing sounds? Will will covet her, will he not?
“Jack Brown.”

“Yes, little miss.”

“Do you know where Aster is hiding?”

“It makes me furious, but I do not know either.”

What exactly is this child Aster? Considering how the quantity of the banquet food that was laid out suddenly decreases, from time to time, she is certainly somewhere around here…
“Hey!”

Ohh, isn’t this feisty voice that of Four-breadth Princess? I should hurry and go receive Four-breadth Princess before the mini-boomer remarks start.
I expected Four-breadth Princess would come out of boredom if nothing else, as long as Four-breadth Princess had not been drinking. But I did not expect Four-breadth Princess to come dressed up this much and accompanied by guards… Wait?
The closer I got to Four-breadth Princess, the more my eyes naturally went toward John.

What is with this tall, handsome man? This is the most handsome John Brown I have witnessed in my life.
“Hey, John Brown.”

“Yes?”

“Hey! Why are you ignoring me?”

“Why did even you come out dressed like this? What is this on your head? Did you put something on it? Did you style your hair?”

“No, well…”

“Hey! Rosalite Roxburg! Can you not hear me talking?!”

“These clothes too. They are formal clothes I have never seen you wear ordinarily. Did you have them newly made?”

“No, that’s not it… They’re clothes I wore once at the appointment ceremony and never wore afterward…”

“This mini-boomer never greets me first!”

Aaaagh! My shin! That little runt kicked me in the shin again!
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      Holding my aching leg, I hopped, then grabbed and pulled along the hand of His Highness fourth Imperial Prince Nerva, who was looking for Aster in a corner over there.

I was not in a position to smack Four-breadth Princess, so there was nothing for it but to take revenge this way.

“Now, now, Four-breadth Princess, do not get angry. I brought you a friend your age, so the two of you have fun together.”

“Hey! You think I am a joke! Where did you bring a child who looks as though they only just graduated from kindergarten!”

“You have been nothing but irreverent from before! I treated you with respect because you are Lady Aster’s master, yet how could you bring this palm-sized young lady as my counterpart…!”

Ah…
I had expected that whether a defeated imperial prince of another country fled to ours or not, the two of you had been so uninterested in each other that you had never even exchanged greetings.

But this is enough to make even me embarrassed. What am I supposed to do? I have to explain. Ha… I cannot exactly not explain either. My heart hurts. I mean it sincerely.
“Although he looks somewhat different from the portrait we are familiar with, this is Prince Nerva Tianus Largole, and he is four years younger than Four-breadth Princess.”

“…”

“…”

“And Four-breadth Princess is the honorable first Imperial Princess of the Alain Kingdom.”

“…”

“…”

The two looked at me once, then at each other once, sighed deeply, and rubbed their faces. They looked as though they had many thoughts.

Deep regret must be steeped in those thoughts. That is why you should not scam people so much with portraits.
Princess Grace looked exactly like her portrait if she only removed her glasses, so it was not quite at the level of fraud, but Prince Nerva went too far even considering everything.

It was edited too much. Who would think that portrait and this person were the same person?
“Ah… um, in person you are much… better.”

“Ha… well, you look very… young.”

Yes. Reflect on yourselves plenty, and from now on keep your mouths in check too. While you are at it, keep your feet in check. Whenever you are bored, you kick my shin, and it hurts enough to kill me.
While the two awkwardly exchanged names, the main person of the banquet finally appeared holding father’s hand.

When mother appeared atop the marble staircase she herself had banged and clattered away repairing, the conductor played gentle music, and applause and praise did not cease the entire time the two walked toward the dance hall.

Most of it was things like, “The first-class administrator has returned,” and, “Roxburg’s next 20 years are a smooth road.” Though every once in a while, I could hear words praising mother’s beauty too.

…Only a very little.
“…!”

Moreover, somehow, this is rather…
John, who had abandoned the princess and was trailing behind me, did not look normal.

W-what is that dazed face? He looks exactly like some innocent young man who, after becoming a working adult, meets the student teacher who had been his first love again and blushes while reminiscing about the good days…
“…”

Huuuk! Come to think of it, this guy said mother was the prettiest! John, do you like my mother?!
“Do you like my mother?!”

“Lower your voice. Liking someone is not a crime, is it?”

Why do you like a married woman, you idiot?! Why of all people do you like the person with the least possibility in the entire world?! Are you not going to marry?! Because you are not marrying, everyone lined up beneath you is not marrying either! No wonder he came dressed up tremendously well!
While I smacked John’s back, out of bewilderment and exasperation, father’s lengthy speech ended, and the first dance of the dance party began.

In accordance with father’s tastes, it turned into a tango right from the start.

This is not the time for me to be doing this. I have to find Lord Glen…
“Haaa…”

I had to find Lord Glen, but I could not take my eyes off mother and father.

You met again after twenty years, yet your coordination is tremendously good. Oh, I am jealous. Look at that waist bend. It is art. Meeting someone whose dance coordination matches yours that well is a blessing too. Tsk. Come to think of it, when I danced the imperial tango in Largole, Lucy-Lucy and I matched hands and feet perfectly. If things between the countries had not already gone as far as they could go, we could have met every now and then and danced. What a shame.
“Lady Rosalite.”

Ack, Lord Glen! I was absolutely not thinking about another man while leaving you there!
Feeling guilty for no reason, I prepared to make my voice sweet and looked at him.

Ah, how cute. Lord Glen is wearing a giant ribbon. A giant ribbon. Lord Glen, wearing a giant blue velvet ribbon matched to the color of my dress, was exceedingly cute. No wonder, strangely enough, they stuck a tiara in my hair today and brought me a lively dress too. Were they trying to make it obvious that he is in charge of the children in this house?
“Glen, you are extremely cute today. Usually you look like a hydrangea soaked in rain, but today you are as cute as a forget-me-not.”

“D-do not tease me.”

“When have I ever teased you? I am merely saying what I see.”

I dragged Glen over to John and Jack and asked whether the lord did not look very fresh and cute like a forget-me-not today.

The two agreed with me, saying my words were entirely correct.

See. I told you I was right.
“Please stop. Because Lady Rosalite is their superior, Jack and Lord John have no choice but to follow what you say.”

“Surely not? Did you two just lie to humor me?”

“No? Lord Glen looks completely like a forget-me-not, though?”

“To be honest, I agreed even though I do not know what a forget-me-not is.”

“Ah, you know that one. The flowers are smaller than hydrangeas, all clustered together, and cute.”

“Ah, that one. If what I am imagining is correct, then Lord Glen certainly resembles a forget-me-not.”

See, I told you I was right!
When I laughed triumphantly, Glen lowered his head deeply, then pulled me out to the center of the dance hall. The music flowed and flowed, and at some point became a waltz.

I gave Glen, who said he had prepared a great deal for this day, one final check.

“If it becomes difficult in the middle, tell me at any time. There is no one who will blame you.”

“I am all right. I practiced a lot.”

Hm, hm. How admirable. Even though his leg is uncomfortable, he practiced because he wanted to play with me, is that it? This waltz is much harder than it looks. You have to keep your balance too.
After watching Glen toss his cane to Jack, I moved closer to Glen than usual and tightly wrapped an arm around his waist.

This puts us somewhat farther from the basic posture, but Glen will be more comfortable this way.
Father and mother were still dancing and doing a killer waltz, while we, in our own way, took our steps crawling along.

Good, good. Move back. 
“Here, put your weight on me.”

He seemed to be following well enough, so when I tried to add a little technique and did an across, Glen grabbed my waist and groaned while supporting me.

His struggling expression was so funny that I chuckled. He grumbled with a sulky face that I always teased him.

No, well, it is not that I am deliberately trying to do that. It is because you are cute. Cute. It is not as though I ever ordered him to be born as such a cute creature.
“He went and became cute on his own, so you cannot blame me.”

Since I was already teasing him, I subtly checked the people around us and brought my face close to Glen’s ear.

When I made a “mwah” sound and kissed his earlobe, Glen startled and dug his nails into my shoulder.

And perhaps they had ultimately seen that sight while passing by, because mother and father sent me gazes saying I was disgusting.

“Does that child want to live like that?”

“How did that child grow up like that?”

Having received head-on a gaze mixed with various emotions, I dragged Lord Glen, who had frozen with his nails still dug into my waist and shoulder, toward the edge of the dance hall.

Jack had prepared a chair there in advance and was also holding a fan to cool Glen down.

I left the rest to Jack and went looking for someone for the next dance.



My second dance partner, Rion, asked me for a swing dance, saying he would finally resolve the resentment from back then.

I could feel deep resentment from Rion as he told me that, on the day of my social debut, he actually knew how to swing dance but missed his opportunity because he was pretending to be demure.

No, how long ago was that already, and you have still been holding onto it? Once a Roxburg holds a grudge, it lasts a lifetime. Anyway, unmistakably Roxburg.
I spun and spun with Rion, sometimes even doing aerial turns, and swept through the dance hall in every direction. Then I made gestures of challenge and provocation toward mother and father, who were still continuing to dance.

With the combination of Rion and me, perhaps we could even beat mother and father in a dance battle.

We nearly went as far as fighting through dance, but the conductor of our mansion abruptly cut the music off, so the battle did not happen.

What a fellow sensitive about dance fights. Is he saying he will not permit the sight of his music being used for something like a dance battle? Anyway, artists really do have remarkable tempers.
I sent Rion away with regret and took the hand of the elf-like young man from Vienarre. He again badmouthed Duchess Vienarre to me, then begged and begged me not to mention his father in front of her.

Apparently, even though the duchess pretends otherwise, it is a matter she is tremendously conscious of… And lately, she has slowly started to suspect that perhaps he truly did run away, so it has become a severe complex for her… Yes, well, there is nothing I can do except be careful about that from now on.
Even after I let the heir of Duke Vienarre leave my hand, mother and father were still dancing nonstop, and I snatched Luke and danced a passionate jive.

I love this part where you take the step and then raise your hand… Ta-da! Because it is exciting, I can add plenty of improvisation too.
When I made a commotion in front of Luke, my one and only son frowned, saying I was clanking noisily, then showed interest in the thing around my neck and the things fastened to my hands.

He said he had watched people’s reactions while looking around the banquet hall alone, and apparently the gathered people thought the chain and handcuffs I was being forced to wear were accessories.

Now that things have come to this, would it not be good to get one step ahead and secure jewelers and goldsmiths? Above all else, would this rose-gold color not become popular?
Trusting the discerning eye of the president of Roxburg Department Store, I promised to give full support so we could pry the alloy recipe out of Jack and mass-produce it.

If we produce rose gold, then now that things have come this far, let us make Rose Gold Day too. Give rose gold instead of roses to the person you love. Kyaa, that catchphrase is killer. This item will work. Let us go. Go, go. We can make a fortune.
As the piece neared its end, feeling regretful, I grabbed Luke’s shoulder and leapt, landing in my son’s arms, then spread my arms with a “Ta-da!” Then Luke gave me that usual nagging again.

“You’ll get hurt!”

Good grief, I keep telling you I will not get hurt. Have you ever seen me get hurt while dancing?
At the same time Luke grumbled and put me down, I gave mother a high five and switched partners.

This time father is my opponent? Hehe. I cannot let my guard down.
“I shall learn a move from you, Your Grace.”

“There is not much time left for you to learn. Enjoy it to your heart’s content.”

Aaaah, what is with that loaded remark? You are not going to retire immediately just because mother came back, are you? Right? You are not going to leave me in this hell and slip out all by yourself, are you?
When I became desperate and asked one thing after another, father merely laughed ambiguously and would not answer at all.

“No. You cannot go. Not for at least another ten years. Just kill me instead!”

As I poured out whatever came to my mouth, father apparently disliked my final remark and grabbed my ear in the middle of the dance and massaged it.

He said his heart felt as though it would drop, so I should stop saying that damned thing about dying…

Mm… I see. So when father heard I might die, it felt as though his heart would drop. Actually, when father’s heart stopped, I thought my heart stopped too. Then how about we call it even?
I had only just started warming up my mouth when mother was already beside me waiting for her turn. Father expressed his intention to yield and handed my hand over to mother. Mother excitedly kicked off her shoes and hugged me tightly.

“Do you know how to dance the man’s part too?”

“Of course! There is nothing I did not try during the 6 years I spent seducing Eddie!”

Yes… Truly… How admirable… More importantly, I cannot breathe. Please hold my waist more gently. I am going to suffocate to death!
Perhaps my struggling in her arms was funny, because mother laughed loudly and spun me round and round while holding me.

As I was trying to persuade mother to at least follow standard steps, the familiar voice of a wrinkled old geezer sounded from the enormous entrance of the dance hall.
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      “Daaaughter… Daaaughter!”

What is this? Is that not Sir Sage’s voice? But why does his voice sound like he could not even get a bowl of thin gruel to eat? Did you people not go to the original and true Magic Tower?
Startled, I looked toward the entrance of the dance hall. The great mages, looking like beggars, were barely walking inside while supporting themselves on wooden sticks.

“Daaaughter… My daaaughteeer…”

Oh dear, I feel like I should answer him.
I wanted to run over immediately while calling him “papa,” but there was someone whose mood I could not help watching.

Mother… If I called Sir Sage “papa” in this situation, what kind of catastrophe would be waiting afterward?
I was afraid. When I imagined mother spilling murderous intent everywhere while asking why Sir Sage was “papa” when perfectly fine father was right over there, my knees went weak.

That is right. Father was easy to deal with, so I freely called Sir Sage “papa.” But shrinking before mother is the heart of a daughter.
“Uncle Sage?”

But astonishingly, mother reacted first.

Mother even stopped dancing and stared at Sir Sage, while the great mages in their beggar-like state also discovered mother and made a fuss.

“Old hag, that child over there, is that not your puppy?”

“Oh my, puppy! My puppy!”

Madam Serena Kim happily came running over in her beggar-like state.

Mother switched on her usual mode where murderous intent poured out everywhere. It was frightening, but this did not seem to be my fault, so I felt relieved and took one step backward.

A splendid party hall, fragrant people wearing pretty clothes, and two beggar-like great mages in the middle of it. For father, who was hosting the party, this could only be an exceedingly unpleasant situation too, so mother’s anger was tremendous.

“Old hag. Do you know what happened to our Rosie because you went around protecting that insane woman again?”

Huh. It seems the reason was not on father’s side but mine?
Well, I received all the hints and merely failed because I did not understand Serena and Celine well enough.

I do not think she needs to be that angry… But if I interfere for no reason and sparks fly toward me, that will be frightening, so I should stay still.
“No, the thing is… As for the matter with the child you spawned, we knew the circumstances and were doing our best too…”

“Shut up, old hag! This is all because of you people, so what are you so proud of that you are running your mouth!”

Angry mother is frightening. She’s frightening enough that the roughly thousand people who had been laughing and chatting all closed their mouths at once.
Madam Maria Roxburg grabbed the decorative sword attached to her dress.

I inwardly shrank back, wondering whether she intended to stab Serena to death with that. Fortunately, the situation did not head toward the worst possible outcome.

Mother



























































      
		

	OEBPS/image/tmbcover9.png





OEBPS/image/typotmb9.png
ooooo





OEBPS/image/170.png
CHAPTER
ONEHUNDRED
ANDSEVENTY





OEBPS/image/editiologo.png





OEBPS/image/172.png
CHAPTER
ONEHUNDRED
ANDSEVENTY-TWO





OEBPS/image/171.png
CHAPTER
ONEHUNDRED
ANDSEVENTY-ONE





