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      Prologue


      “All right, Sora. Here’s your job for today.”


      The “job” handed to me by the familiar client was a backpack large enough to take mountain climbing. It was—without exaggeration—twice as wide as I was, with even more packages secured to it. It almost felt like they were testing my limits.


      As I took hold of the shoulder straps, I could feel the pack’s weight for myself. It was every bit as heavy as it looked.


      Once I got it on, I felt its full weight settle onto my shoulders and down through my body. I didn’t know how strong the average person in this world was, but I’d seen groups of fully grown adults struggling to carry objects of this size before. With that in mind, I reckoned my current strength was probably higher than average...to put it mildly.


      Even so, the pack was probably heavy enough to make me fall over if I wasn’t paying attention.


      “Hey, are you kidding me?”


      “He really lifted it?!”


      “Oh, come on...”


      My client gasped in astonishment as I successfully shouldered the pack, while a few others behind him—probably employees—looked by turns delighted and frustrated. I was guessing they’d placed bets on my ability to hoist the full load, and I had to wonder if they’d tacked on extra weight just to tip the odds.


      “Okay, I’m off,” I said, then took a step.


      Instantly, the crushing weight of the pack vanished, and my hunched-over back turned ramrod straight. This was the activation of my skill, Walking—to never tire no matter how much I walked. When I was originally summoned here to the otherworld, Walking had been the unique skill I was assigned—much to the displeasure of the ones who’d summoned me.


      My straightening up brought out more astonished gasps from the onlookers, but I didn’t stop to listen. I just hurried on my way.




      As I set out, a creature floated its way to my side. It looked like a ball of fur as white as snow. I didn’t know exactly what it was, but I’d been told it was a spirit. Most people couldn’t see spirits, but for some reason, I could...and for some reason, this particular one was following me. I hadn’t figured out why it was doing this yet, but it was harmless enough, so I just ignored it.


      Okay, that’s not quite true. Sometimes I’d glance over at it and find that watching it made me feel more at ease. I’d never had a pet before, but I figured this was probably similar to the way people with pets felt. Its temperamental nature, which it expressed by disappearing for long stretches from time to time, did seem rather catlike...though it looked more like an angora rabbit.


      “Joining me again today?” I whispered. The spirit responded by tumbling playfully through the air around me as it followed.




      The pack given to me by the guild had been loaded with packages for delivery, so my load grew lighter with each one I dropped off. Not that I felt the weight at all while I was walking, thanks to my skill.


      Others reacted like it must have been tough for me, having to cart around heavy loads all day, but I actually felt just fine. I got to enjoy unusual sights, for one thing, but most of all, the additional hidden effect of my skill, “gain one experience point for each step taken,” added an extra thrill to each step of the delivery process.


      See, with every new level of Walking I gained, I received skill points, which I could then use to acquire new skills. Among these were “Appraisal,” “Lifestyle Spells,” “Detect Presence,” and “Sword Arts.” Leveling up increased my stats, too, which meant I was effectively growing more powerful with every step.


      Plus, this world didn’t have convenient forms of transportation like cars and trains. The primary vehicle was the wagon, so the ability to walk forever without getting tired had proven quite valuable in itself.




      I stopped at an item shop on the way, picked up another package, and set out again. It was now around lunchtime, so on the way to my next delivery location, I cut down a street lined with stalls. I called it Stall Street—not its official name by any means, just a nickname I gave it. If someone from my world saw the place, they’d assume it was playing host to some kind of festival.


      Carrying a huge pack would usually make it hard to get around on a busy street, but for some reason, the people here made way for me.


      “Our soup is especially delicious today. Come have a bowl!”


      “Sora, dear, our soup is better than his. I’ll give you a discount!”


      The rival stall owners were jeering at each other again. I couldn’t have been more surprised when I’d learned that they were married. Why don’t they just run a shop together? I’d wondered, but their irreconcilable soup differences had apparently led each of them to run their own business.


      “Feeling thirsty? I’ve got cold fruit water!”


      “Hey, Sora! We’ve got a special on our meat and veggie stir fry today!”


      Stall owners on both sides of the street called out to me, but I just waved in response. As appealing as their offers were, I’d already decided where I was going to eat today.


      When did it get there? The spirit was already waiting in front of the stall I had my eye on. It hadn’t known I was planning to eat there today or anything; it had actually been stopping in that particular spot during each of my trips here the last few days, to gaze at the food cooking there. Almost like it was interested.


      “I’d like two of your latest skewer recipe, sir.”


      At the sound of my words, the spirit’s expression brightened... At least, its slightly drooping ears perked right back up, so that’s how I interpreted it.


      “Hey, that you, Sora? Hauling another big load, I see.”


      The fragrant smell of meat made my stomach rumble as I approached. I stopped to get my payment out, but as I was pulling the coins from my pouch, I felt something change.


      “Hmm? What is it?” The stall’s owner, Grey, spoke up in concern as he saw me pause, but I told him I was fine and handed over the money.


      As I took my purchase, I checked my stats out of the corner of my eye. The change I’d felt was in the weight of the pack while I was standing still. I was thinking that the burden seemed to have eased a bit and, sure enough, my Walking skill level had increased, raising my stats along with it. The sight of the steady progress brought a smile to my face.




      I looked around for a place to eat, holding my newly purchased skewers. The spirit was clearly restraining itself from just pouncing on the meat and going to town. Stall Street was a busy place, so I wanted to find a back alley with some privacy. In a residential district filled with short buildings, I found a spot that seemed like a good place to sit for a while, so I sat down to eat there.


      Most homes in this area were one-story structures made of brick. This was a perfectly normal method of house building, but I couldn’t help comparing it to the mostly wooden buildings of my original home. I’d gotten used to it by now, but the medieval-European-style cityscape really made the environment around me feel like another world.


      Of course, it was another world...


      One skewer was for me, and the other was for the spirit. To the rest of the world, the spirit’s eating would look like a skewer gradually vanishing into thin air. That was why I’d gone out of my way to seek privacy.


      In a town we’d previously visited, the people there had celebrated the spirit’s arrival. It must have learned the taste of food from there, because since then it had tried to sample food from stalls, leading to angry shouts and cries of shock from those who witnessed the phenomenon. Apparently disturbed by this reaction, the spirit had gone and hid for a while, only returning to me a few days later.


      I don’t know what it had been doing while it was gone, but ever since its return, it had firmly held itself back from eating without my permission. Seriously, what could have happened there?


      By the time I came out of my reverie, I’d finished the skewer. One meat skewer for lunch might not sound like nearly enough food, but it was actually a big portion—four hunks of meat, each the size of a child’s fist.


      The ability to get such thick cuts of meat cooked up as tender as these said incredible things about the skill of the cook. It almost felt like a waste to sell a dish like this at a stall. The depth of the flavor suggested the use of a base sauce that had been allowed to simmer and enrich itself for years on end. Grey’s latest also seemed to have a secret spice on top of that... I’d learned what it was with my Appraisal skill, but I wouldn’t reveal his company secret.




      I took a brief rest, then decided to return to my afternoon deliveries.


      As I stood, the contentedly resting spirit looked up and met my eyes. Its eyelids were drooping sleepily, but it floated up to my hood and nestled itself inside. It fit perfectly in there, as if it were meant to be.


      Since I couldn’t touch the spirit myself, I couldn’t really explain how it was nestling in my clothing. Was this one of those “mysteries beyond the understanding of science”? I certainly had to appreciate the otherworldliness of it, but I’d have loved to solve the mystery so I could pet the fluffy little critter.




      At one point during my deliveries, I passed in front of the south gate. I frequently went through it myself, and even now it was crowded with adventurers and merchants dressed in traveling outfits. They checked in at the gate and entered the town, and some of them passed coins to a group of people hanging around the gate dressed as mages. They were probably buying the use of the lifestyle spell “Cleanse” to remove the sweat and dirt on their clothes.


      Mages who knew lifestyle spells were the most common kind of spellcaster, but any type of spellcaster at all was comparatively rare. So if you didn’t know anyone who could use that spell, you could pay someone near the gate to get yourself cleaned up. Baths were technically available as well, but practically speaking, they were only an option for people with money. Inns that catered to nobility or big-time merchants might have one, but one night at a place like that would be several days’ worth of expenses for me.


      I wasn’t exactly a bath connoisseur, but going weeks without one sure made you miss them. Nevertheless, they were out of my grasp. The inn I was staying at right now didn’t have a bath either.


      My skill meant that I didn’t sweat very much anyway, but my clothing still got dirty from the road. I’d struggled with that a lot early on, so when I’d found out I could learn lifestyle spells with skill points, I’d pounced on it. Thanks to that, I didn’t have to employ the services of those mages. As reasonable as their prices were, an expense like that could really add up if you had to spend money on it every day.


      When my fellow adventurers would learn that I could cast lifestyle spells, they’d start asking me to clean them off after training. They’d act like I was doing them a favor, but I was really getting something out of it as well: the more I used the spell, the further I increased my skill proficiency.


      My Walking skill was truly versatile.


      Other things I spent skill points on were Sword Arts—allowing me to wield a blade despite my amateur status—and Dimension Spells, which gave me access to the Storage spell that was useful on adventures. I was hoping to someday learn Alchemy so that I could make my own potions, as well as the Cooking skill so I could eat delicious food even while I was out on the road.




      I ended up finishing my deliveries for the day earlier than expected. Leveling up had probably increased my walking speed, which was okay because I could move as fast as I wanted when I was working by myself. Now I just had to report back to the guild, and I’d be done.


      I looked up at the sky and saw that the sun was still high. My usual policy was to return to the inn before it got dark, but it looked like I still had plenty of time today. I was just thinking about whether to take on an additional delivery job when...


      “Sora?” A sudden voice interrupted my thoughts.


      I turned back and saw two girls standing there. Well, I say “girls,” but they were more or less the same age as me.


      I waved back and started walking toward them. As I did, the towering symbol of the royal capital, the castle, came into view behind them.


      I knew more people now, and things were going better for me thanks to my skill. Still, life had been pretty rough when I first got summoned.


      The sight of that castle brought the memories back to me in vivid detail...

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1


      “You, who have answered my call... Welcome!”


      As my vision cleared, I found myself in a place I’d never been before. Last I remembered, I’d been on the train heading to my high school, but now my school bag was gone, and my uniform pockets were empty... Ah, except for my handkerchief. That was still there.


      Before me stood an extravagantly dressed older man. He was quivering in excitement, his arms outstretched dramatically...and was that a crown on his head? He was surrounded by a group of men—large, middle-aged, and bearded—who themselves were flanked by armor-clad, knightlike men who eyed me cautiously.


      I, meanwhile, was surrounded by people dressed...well, similarly to me. School uniforms, business suits, casual outing wear... There were seven of us in all; three men (myself included) and four women. The others all seemed disoriented, and some even looked uneasy.


      I couldn’t remember answering anyone’s “call,” so I was thinking that we’d actually been dragged here against our will somehow or other.


      “Where are we? And who are you?” asked one of the men—a student like me, I suspected—taking a step forward.


      One of the knights moved in response, but the central figure raised a hand to stop them. “This is the Kingdom of Elesia, and I am its king. I brought you here with Otherworldly Summoning, a secret technique handed down through our kingdom.”


      After this, he proceeded to subject us to a long-winded monologue. The long and short of it was that summoned people were gifted spectacular skills, which they were expected to use to slay the revived Demon King.


      The student asked if defeating the Demon King would return us to our world, and the king responded that the Demon King’s magistone should allow us to do so. The magistone was similar to a heart in a human, so...


      He wants us to kill a guy and steal his heart? I thought incredulously.


      The king’s men stressed to us that they couldn’t be completely sure of this, because they were just working from old records that described heroes using the magistone to return home.


      “Now, heroes,” the king declared. “Say the words ‘open status’ and reveal to us your powers!”


      I heard whispers of ‘open status’ around me and joined in obediently enough. My own recitation of the words made a translucent, panel-like display appear before my eyes, looking a bit like a status screen from a video game. Surprised, I looked around at the others, but I couldn’t see their screens. However, they were focusing so intently on the air in front of them that I assumed they were seeing a similar screen to mine.




      Name: Fujimiya Sora / Job: Jobless / Level: None


      HP 10/10 / MP 10/10 / SP 10/10


      Strength: 1 / Stamina: 1 / Speed: 1


      Magic: 1 / Dexterity: 1 / Luck: 1


      Skill: Walking / Effect: Never get tired from walking




      “What’s with these stats?” I murmured, but my mind was racing. Am I...cannon fodder? Can I even beat the weakest monster in this world? And even though I was a student in my old world, now I’m jobless?! Is it because I haven’t done anything yet? And how come I don’t have a level? Is this just how everyone starts off, or do I literally not have one? If I don’t have one, does that mean I have no hope for improvement?


      “Has everyone checked?” cooed an old man in a cloak standing next to the king. “Then kindly take turns touching the crystal, if you please.” He gestured to a crystal atop a fancy dais and explained that it would make our stats visible to others.


      One by one, the others proceeded to step forward and touch the crystal.


      First came the student in the orthodox school uniform, the one who had first spoken to the king. He was followed by a slightly sleepy-looking woman in casual clothes, a young woman dressed professionally in a suit, and then her opposite—a man whose suit looked positively silly. The next to touch the crystal was a girl in a blazer-style school uniform with long black hair down to her waist, followed by a timid-looking girl whose hair was in a bleached-brown bob.


      Their stats were displayed to the onlookers one after another, and with each job title revealed—Fencer King, Sorcerer King, Paladin, Swordmaster, Saint, Shaman—the king, the old man, and everyone around them let out shouts of joy. Along with fervent whispers of each job title came cries of astonishment at the levels displayed, ranging from a high of Level 50 to a still-impressive low of Level 30. Each profile also revealed multiple skills, the highest having around ten or so different ones with the lowest still having around six...


      I decided to check my own stats again...and cringed internally. This is a little too cruel, isn’t it? The feeling just got worse as I sensed the expectant gazes turning toward me. But there was no going back now, so after taking a few hesitant steps forward, I resigned myself to my fate and touched the crystal. It buzzed with static for a moment, then revealed my stats as it had done for the others.


      Everyone in the room, including my fellow summonees, were stunned into silence at the sight...in the worst possible way! It felt like someone had just dumped a bucket of cold water over the whole celebration.


      “What kind of stats and skills are those?!” the king cried.


      I know, right?! I agreed internally. I’m thinking the same thing! Give me a mulligan here!


      But just as the whispers and my own feelings of inferiority were about to break me, I happened to look at the text on my status panel again.


      “Eh?”


      Something there had changed.




      Skill: Walking Lv. 0


      Effect: Never get tired from walking (earn 1 XP for every step)


      XP Counter: 21/1000


      Skill Points: 0




      This extra information hadn’t appeared on the crystal’s display, but now I could see it on my own panel. Was it saying I could raise my level just by walking around? But if I didn’t have a level, what was the XP counter for? Was it related to the “Lv.” number next to the Walking skill?


      The XP counter currently read “21.” Had it counted the steps I’d taken to walk up to the crystal? I couldn’t be fully sure, but I thought it was about that many. And then there was the question of those “skill points”...


      By the time I pulled myself out of my thoughts, I noticed that the room around me had grown quiet. I looked up at the king, who didn’t meet my eyes. I moved my gaze to the man in the cloak, who also looked away.


      At long last, the king spoke. “Erm... Well, we did manage to summon six Chosen Heroes, so...let’s celebrate! Heroes, this way to your welcome feast!”


      Six, huh? Guess I didn’t qualify?


      My fellow summonees didn’t look happy with the idea—some seemed actively worried, while others just kept their eyes down—but in the end, they couldn’t help but get dragged along. No matter how impressive their job titles and levels might have been, they had all come here from a peaceful society. They weren’t prepared to fight back against a crowd of armed and armored knights.


      I stayed behind in the room along with a single knight, who walked up to me, quietly whispered, “All right, come on,” then began walking without waiting to hear my response.


      In the end...you guessed it, I was kicked out of the castle.


      I was marched to the front gate and told to wait there, which I did for thirty minutes under the watchful eyes of the guards. Eventually, a rather fancy carriage pulled up. I was shoved inside, and it started rolling along.


      I wasn’t told where it was headed, and the curtains on the windows stopped me from seeing outside. Are they going to throw me in prison or something? I wondered.


      Escape would be impossible, though. I was flanked by two burly knights, with two more sitting across from me. And even if I could get away, where would I go? The knights’ metal armor chafed against me each time the carriage hit a bump.


      At last the carriage stopped. I was told to get out and got unceremoniously ejected.


      As my feet hit the ground, I looked back and saw an open gate towering above me. Through it I could see a well-tended road lined with expensive-looking houses leading up to a grand castle.


      As I just stood there, staring at the sight in awe, one of the knights finally came out of the carriage and tossed a small bag at me, calling it a “farewell gift.”


      I managed to catch it and checked the contents: two shining silver coins and ten copper ones. I had no way of knowing whether that was a lot or a little, but when I looked back at the knight, he was wearing a mocking grin.


      Do I detect a little spite in there? I thought.


      The knight got back on board and, soon enough, the carriage drove back through the gate, which slowly closed behind it.




      “People are the same no matter what world you’re in, I guess...”


      Thinking about how jerks were jerks the multiverse over, I reassured myself with the knowledge that I’d probably never see those people again, then turned my eyes to the town...and was greeted by a sight like none I’d ever seen before.


      I just gasped, so taken aback that I couldn’t even speak. All the negative emotions I’d been carrying with me were blasted away in an instant.


      If I hadn’t known better, I might have assumed it was a costume parade. The people walked the street carrying swords and staves, wearing the kind of armor I’d only seen in fantasy stories or wide-brimmed hats like witches in storybooks. Seeing the exotic outfits filled me with a strange sensation, like I’d stepped into a video game.


      The buildings were also made of brick or stone, giving me the momentary impression that I’d traveled back in time. It had a medieval European vibe, the kind of architecture I’d only ever seen in books or on websites.


      But though I stared for a while in fascination, I was brought back to reality when I realized that a lot of them were looking at me the same way.


      At first I assumed it was just the sight of a single raven-haired young man among all the fair-haired individuals, but looking between their clothing and mine, I realized I must have stood out like a sore thumb. I guess my school uniform did set me apart...


      I immediately began to walk, trying to put as much distance between myself and that spot as I could. As I did, I started mulling over the situation I’d found myself in, struggling to get my heart to stop racing and think practically.


      First, I’ve got to figure out how much my money is worth—how far will it get me? If the answer is “not far,” I’ll have to find another way to make money. 


      Second, I’ve got to find a place to stay. An inn, I guess? I’m a little scared about camping out...


      Some of the people I’d passed were dressed casually, but many of them carried weapons. If one of them ambushed me in my sleep, I’d be dead before I knew it.


      Last...I’ve got to get basic information about the world I’m in now.


      Suddenly, I found myself slowing to a halt. “Something smells delicious... What is it?” I started craning my neck around, my legs carrying me unconsciously toward the source of the pleasant aroma.
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      “Hey, kiddo. If you’re not gonna buy anything, kindly step aside.” It was the stall owner, mad at me for standing and staring.


      I hadn’t thought I was especially hungry, but I still wanted to eat. I couldn’t fight that alluring smell.


      That said, this seemed like a good chance to find out exactly how much my money was worth. “Is this enough for one?” I asked, holding out one silver and one copper coin.


      Oof, he didn’t take that well...


      The stall owner was squinting at me suspiciously. “There’s no way I’ve got change for a silver, kiddo. Pay with the copper and you’ll get eight commons in change.”


      I gave him the copper coin and got back one skewer and eight “commons.” I had lots of questions, but I decided I should try the skewer first... Or so I was thinking, but I found myself hesitating.


      It looked like ordinary meat on a stick, and other people around me were eating them, so they clearly weren’t poisonous. But...I’d once seen a TV show where the host ate some meat from a stall in a foreign country, only to get a rude awakening later when they learned what the meat was.


      For some reason, I couldn’t get that sight out of my head. I’d bought food from a stall without even thinking, but was it really okay to eat? It certainly smelled delicious, and my brain was commanding me to eat it, but my hand refused to obey.


      The man running the stall watched me with a scowl, clearly finding my behavior suspicious.


      What to do? What to do? I thought nervously, but there was no one around to help me.


      Just then, my eyes fell on a part of my still-open status panel.




      Skill: Walking Lv. 1


      Effect: Never get tired from walking (earn 1 XP for every step)


      XP Counter: 149/2000


      Skill Points: 1




      My level in “Walking” had increased, which had earned me a skill point. I could now see a list of skills available to learn. I noticed the skill at the top of the list—“Appraisal”—and chose it before I could think twice.


      I was shown a pop-up message:




      Are you sure you want to buy this skill with skill points?




      Yes, I answered in response—mentally, of course.


      I then used the skill and a message popped up in front of me:




      [Wulf Meat Skewer] Edible monster meat. Quality: Good.




      Skills can do this?! I thought in amazement. Some of those words would require further investigation, but the knowledge restored life to my paralyzed hand, at least.


      “Wow, that’s good,” I found myself whispering. The meat was more tender than it looked, and each bite filled my mouth with more delicious juices. The thick sauce it was coated in made it even more delicious.


      “Ah, you could tell?” Though I hadn’t meant to speak the words aloud, they’d clearly brought a big smile to the man’s face.


      Seizing upon this chance, I said, “Yeah, I’ve never had this kind of meat before, but it’s good. What is it?” I already knew, but I asked him just to be sure.


      “Oh, that’s wulf meat. Of course, I could use the meat of normal animals, but monster meat just has that special something. And then there’s our house sauce. People say it’s the best wulf meat sauce they’ve ever had, you see...”


      That one little question had gotten him bragging his heart out. I decided to stay quiet and eat while he went at it.


      Once he was done, he was in a completely good mood, so I decided to ask him more about the money here. My question seemed to surprise him at first. Then he gave me a once-over, seemed to decide on something, and explained.


      This world had five kinds of coins: commons, coppers, silvers, golds, and platinums. The exchange rate was ten commons to one copper, a hundred coppers to one silver, a hundred silvers to one gold, and a thousand golds to one platinum.


      The stall operator, who’d introduced himself as Grey, went on to say that most regular people went their whole lives without ever seeing a platinum; they were mainly used by royalty, nobles, and the biggest merchants. “Ordinary folk like us rarely even see a gold coin,” he added.


      “So this is pretty cheap for how delicious it is,” I mused.


      “‘Cheap but delicious’ is our selling point. Though that’s true for anyone running a stall... Gotta say, I haven’t seen you around here before, kiddo. Where’d you come from?”


      “Pretty far away, I guess? I was brought here in a carriage.”


      “A boy of means, eh? And based on what you look like, I’d say you’re from outside the kingdom? Ah, sorry to pry...but that clothing of yours is gonna get you unwanted attention. Not safe to walk around like that.”


      “Oh, really?”


      “Yeah, there’s some bad people out there. Even here in the capital, as close to the king as we are.”


      “What should I do?”


      “Best move’d be to buy some normal clothes from a shop. A silver should buy you a whole outfit with some change left over, I’d reckon. As long as you don’t go too pricey, of course.”


      He gave me directions to a clothing shop, and I thanked him and left, feeling pretty full and satisfied from just the one skewer.




      In the end, my quest to buy clothing somehow left me with more money than I’d started with. How? To put it simply, the owner of the shop had liked the feel of my uniform fabric so much that he’d bought it off of me. I didn’t know what to tell him when he asked where it was made.


      He’d ended up interpreting my uncertainty in negotiations as reluctance to sell, and so he jacked up his offer to three gold coins. I really had no idea whether I was being ripped off or getting a bargain, but if Grey was to be believed, three golds was a lot of money.


      I’d ended up with an outfit that made me look like your average townsperson...other than my dark hair and eyes, which I at least hadn’t seen on anyone else in town just yet.


      While at the clothing store, I asked about different inns, weighed their reported quality against their prices, and chose one that hosted a lot of adventurers and traveling merchants while offering cheap but good food.


      ◇◇◇


      The next thing I knew, it was morning.


      I seemed to have fallen asleep while thinking things over. Just being in an unfamiliar environment apparently tires you out a lot, psychologically speaking.


      I walked up to the window and gazed out over the town. “So it wasn’t a dream...” I muttered to myself.


      I couldn’t deny that I’d sort of hoped I would just wake up, but...


      This is reality, I told myself. There’s no two ways about it.


      The king’s men had said I couldn’t go home until the Demon King was defeated, but something about their attitude and the way they explained things had made them seem far less than trustworthy. That meant I had no obvious way of getting home, so I decided I’d better focus on what to do next instead.


      I used Appraisal on an object in the room that looked like a lamp, and the explanation popped up over it.




      [Enchanted Lamp] A magic item. It consumes magistones to create light for a limited time.




      These “skills”...they were abilities that didn’t exist in my old world. If I had the power to walk forever without getting tired, that meant I could go wherever I wanted. Even just here in town, the scenery was so different from anything I knew. The areas outside the town might hold things I’d never seen or experienced before.


      “That’s right. I didn’t ask to be brought to this world, but as long as I’m here, I might as well look around.”


      I turned my eyes back out the window. The Kingdom of Elesia’s capital was designed like a circle with the castle at the center. The closer you got to it, the taller and grander the buildings became, and the farther you moved to the outer edge, the humbler they got.


      Clouds drifted through the early dawn sky above me. I’d looked up at the sky last night and seen two moons there, and for the first time, the idea that I was in another world had felt real.




      The inn I was staying in was a comparatively cheap one near the city’s outer edge. It was two stories tall, with a dining area on the first floor. One night’s stay with morning and evening meals cost ten coppers. (In fact, it would normally have been a little more than that, but reserving ten days in advance had scored me a small discount.)


      My attempt to pay with a gold had earned me an annoyed scowl from the proprietress, but since it was my first time, she managed to accommodate me. It seemed like golds really weren’t something you saw in everyday life here.


      She’d told me that I could make change at the merchants’ guild, but they charged a processing fee to nonmembers. Maybe it would be best to spend my golds quickly at any shop that would take them? But it might be hard walking around with too much spare change...


      This had also made me realize that, since my “parting gift” had been two silvers and ten coppers, I’d be almost out of money by now without that last-minute windfall from the clothing shop. I couldn’t imagine any decent person would give out such a measly parting gift, but then, I guess I shouldn’t have expected decency from people who kicked me out like that. And based on the way that one knight had been acting, I had a feeling he might have pocketed some of it...


      Still, probably pointless to think too hard about it.


      I would just keep burning through money at this rate, so I had to find a way to earn some for myself. Given the price of my lodgings and the stall food, the gold coins gave me quite a bit of leeway, but you never knew what life might throw at you. This was another world, after all.


      “First, I guess I’ll need some kind of ID...” I mused to myself.


      The proprietress had told me that I’d be in trouble without one. In particular, I’d have to pay a fee every time I left and reentered a town, and in some towns this could be quite a lot of money. They might even take you into custody to check your criminal record. An ID was something like a guarantee of your forthright standing, she explained; if you did commit a crime, it was confiscated.


      When I showed surprise at this explanation, the proprietress looked at me suspiciously. She must have wondered why I knew so little about how to enter towns, given that I was currently inside one...


      “And the fastest way to get an ID is to join a guild...” I recalled her saying.


      The most basic one was the adventurers’ guild. Even if you didn’t have any special skills, they’d register you for a fee. There were also guilds for alchemists, healers, merchants, mages, and a few others, but you had to have special skills to enroll in a lot of those.


      “Adventurers’ guild...yeah, that’s definitely an otherworld standard...”


      Alchemy and various kinds of spell categories were on the list of skills I could acquire, and I definitely wanted to learn them after I’d investigated the world a bit more. Practical concerns like guild membership aside, how many times had I watched anime and movies wishing I could do awesome things like cast spells? Now I was in a world where people learned those things as a matter of course.


      Open status, I thought, making my stat sheet pop up. I’d run a few tests yesterday and learned that I could bring it up without speaking aloud. It would then stay open until I wished for it to close. It was also set up to automatically move out of my line of sight when I was walking, and I had to wonder who had designed it with that particular convenient feature.


      Walking around town a bit before arriving at my inn had increased my level even further.




      Name: Fujimiya Sora / Job: Jobless / Level: None


      HP 60/60 / MP 60/60 / SP 60/60


      Strength: 50 (+1) / Stamina: 50 (+1) / SPeed: 50 (+1)


      Magic: 50 (+1) / Dexterity: 50 (+1) / Luck: 50 (+1)


      Skill: Walking Lv. 5


      Effect: Never get tired from walking (earn 1 XP for every step)


      XP Counter: 452/6000


      Skill Points: 4




      Learned Skills


      [Appraisal Lv. 2]




      Some good progress here. My XP counter had indeed ticked up as I’d walked, with my level increasing each time it rolled over. For now, it looked like the XP required to reach the next level went up by 1000 every time.


      Each increase in level had raised my stats by ten as well, and I also now had a (+1) after each of them. Maybe the numbers in parentheses represent some kind of job-related modifier? I wondered.


      I also seemed to be gaining one new skill point per level. The only reason I was one short was because I’d spent a point to acquire the Appraisal skill.


      I’d also learned that there were two ways to increase the level of these learned skills: proficiency and skill points. Proficiency increased with each use of the skill in question, with the number of proficiency points required to reach the next level going up each time. I’d managed to raise my Appraisal level this way. When I tried to raise its level with skill points, I’d been asked to spend two skill points to reach Lv. 2 and three skill points to reach Lv. 3, suggesting I had to pay as many points as the level I wanted to reach.


      The last mysterious thing on the sheet was...probably the “Job” entry, but the options there were all grayed out and unselectable. I guessed I’d need to fulfill some kind of conditions to unlock them. The jobs on the list included Fencer, Mage, Alchemist, and so on, with no sign of my fellow summonees’ fancier titles like Fencer King or Sorcerer King.




      I think that just about covers everything I learned yesterday... I thought, bringing my reflections to a close.


      It was at that exact moment that my stomach rumbled. I looked out the window again and saw that the sun was up now, with a few scattered figures walking here and there along the street.


      Breakfast was bread and thin slices of meat along with salad and soup. It was lighter and less salty than the previous night’s dinner. I was told that the evening meals were more heavily seasoned because it was important to recover all the salt you’d burned off throughout the day.


      This breakfast was as bland as could be, and it couldn’t be called tasty by any stretch. The bread was also tough and had to be dipped in the soup to be edible. But this must still have been considered pretty good for the price, because the others there were eating it without complaint.


      I guess this is just standard for this world, I told myself.


      After finishing my meal, I went back to rest in my room. Not long after, I decided to head out.


      Upon leaving my room, the proprietress asked me what kind of room tending I wanted for my nights there. I told her that just a change of the sheets would be fine.




      “Guess I’d better learn some things first,” I said out loud. I really was talking to myself more often these days.


      There were no maps in the town, so I’d have to find my way around by asking for directions. But each time I thought about asking someone, I ended up chickening out. Before I knew it, I found myself in sight of a certain stall.


      “Hey, if it isn’t Sora. Almost didn’t recognize you. Here for a meal again?”


      “Sorry, I just had breakfast at the inn.”


      “Did you, eh? Well, you can’t eat when you’re already full. What’re you up to today?”


      “I’m looking for the guilds.”


      Grey told me that the guilds tended to be on the main roads, and there was no way to miss them. All but a few of the guilds tended to keep separate from each other as well, because they were rather territorial.


      “After an ID, eh? What kind of job are you looking for, Sora?”


      “I’ve got pretty good stamina, I guess. I’d like to try a variety of things too.”


      “A variety of things, eh? That might be hard if you don’t have the right skills. Guilds often won’t let you in without ’em.” This matched what I’d heard at the inn. “If you’re not sure, I’d recommend the adventurers’ guild. They’ll give out monster-hunting and material-gathering quests...even delivering packages around town, I think? Either way, you’ll probably find something that suits you there. You also don’t need special skills to register, and an adventurers’ guild registry won’t stop you from joining any other guilds.”


      “Oh, really? Sure, thanks. I’ll start by hitting up the adventurers’ guild, then.”


      I decided to take Grey’s advice and go to the adventurers’ guild. Now I just had to ask for more details on different topics as they came up.


      I walked down the path he’d laid out for me and looked up at the big building I’d arrived at. The sign out front said it was the adventurers’ guild. It wasn’t written in Japanese, but I could still read it—I could see both the original words as written and a kind of speech bubble with the Japanese translation floating on top of it, almost like a subtitle.


      My image of an adventurers’ guild was a wretched hive of scum and villainy. Even though Grey had recommended it, I was still nervous.


      I took a deep breath and stepped inside...


      I had assumed it would be crowded, but there weren’t that many people there. There was a reception desk at the front, and the left wall was completely papered over with notices, with just a few gaps here and there where they’d been taken down, like missing teeth. A handful of people stood in front of that wall, discussing something.


      It was then that I heard a loud clamor, looked in the other direction, and saw what appeared to be a dining hall...except it looked like the apparent adventurers sitting around the tables there were holding tankards. I felt like I’d seen something similar at the inn last night.


      Are they...day-drinking? I wondered, staring in disbelief.


      One of the receptionists seemed to notice me standing there and called out cheerfully, “Welcome to the adventurers’ guild! Is this your first time with us?”


      I walked up to the reception desk in response. It was a long table, split into several sections, presumably to deal with multiple people at once, and a few of the receptionists were already occupied with adventurers. After listening in on their conversations for a minute, I realized they weren’t discussing business; they were just hitting on the receptionists.


      I had the sudden idea to use Appraisal on one of the adventurers, but I only got a pop-up text reading “unable to appraise.” I tried the same thing on a receptionist and got the same result. So I apparently couldn’t appraise humans, though I wasn’t sure if that meant it was actually impossible to appraise people or if my level just wasn’t high enough.


      “Hi, there. I’d like to register with the guild.”


      The receptionist nodded and launched into an explanation: her name was Michal, she was fifteen years old, she’d been working as a guild receptionist for one year and had only just graduated from her initial trial period...


      “Er, right... Can I get an explanation of the guild?” I stressed.


      She flushed in embarrassment and proceeded to explain.


      The adventurers’ guild had six ranks—S, A, B, C, D, and E—with S as the highest rank and E as the lowest. To increase your rank, you needed to take on quests, and you’d be penalized if you failed to complete one. To ascend to Rank A and higher, you had to take a test. You could get as high as Rank A just by doing standard quests, but to reach Rank S you had to do multiple assigned quests and also get a guild master’s recommendation.


      There seemed to be other, more complex rules to it, but the most important thing seemed to be that each rank had its own set period during which the adventurer had to take at least one quest. If they didn’t, they might be demoted or be forced to reregister. I made a mental note to be careful of that.


      “Please take one of the quest forms tacked up on the wall and fill it out here at reception. If it’s an ongoing quest, you can just tell me the long and short of it. Gathered materials should be tallied up at the sales counter over there. Was there anything about my explanation you didn’t understand?”
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