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Author's Note

	On the Island Where the 0.001% Interest Rate Stopped

	For some, 9 a.m. is just another ordinary morning spent nodding off on the commute bus. But in a living room in Azabujuban, Tokyo, it's the hour when the silent drums of war begin to beat. A neatly set breakfast table, the sound of her husband shuffling his shoes, and teacups piled in the sink. Behind this shell of peaceful daily life, Satoko Watanabe stands before three monitors, apron tied.

	This novel is the story of all of us living in an era where diligence cannot alleviate poverty. Bank interest rates at 0.001%. The desperation of Japan's middle class, trapped in the 'swamp of negative interest rates' where assets lose value the more you save, has transformed ordinary housewives into warriors known as 'Mrs. Watanabe,' shaking the global foreign exchange market.

	Satoko stands in line for supermarket time sales to buy eggs just 10 yen cheaper, while simultaneously battling London hedge funds across monitors where billions of yen change hands. To her, exchange rate charts aren't mere numbers—they represent her family's future, her children's tuition, and the last support line holding her crumbling household together.

	Amidst the verbal interventions of the state's immense power and the cold onslaught of algorithmic trading, they unite through messengers, building an invisible support line beneath the market. Dancing her final 'last dance' with her life on the line, straddling the strange border between gambling and investment, Satoko's figure asks us living today:

	"Is the ground beneath your feet secure? And toward what beat does your heart race?"

	We invite you into the relentless pulse of the yen.


Chapter 1.  Bloomberg on the Dining Table

	The morning in Azabujuban begins with refined stillness. Beyond the veranda, the glass facade of Roppongi Hills reflected the morning sunlight, gleaming sharply.

	"I'll be back. I might be a bit late tonight because I have a client dinner."

	Her husband Kenichi said, adjusting the heels of his leather shoes. Satoko followed him to the entrance and bowed respectfully toward his back. Kenichi would never dream that the smartphone hidden in his wife's apron pocket was vibrating at one-second intervals.

	The moment the door closed, Satoko quickened her pace. The sink was piled high with Noritake tea cups and plates used by the family just moments before. She mechanically finished the dishes with practiced skill. Tossing aside her rubber gloves, she headed for her own 'sanctuary' in the corner of the living room, hidden behind an elegant partition.

	As she pressed the power button, three curved monitors lit up one after another.

	8:55 AM.

	The central monitor displayed a waterfall of real-time data from the Bloomberg terminal. To the left, Reuters news headlines scrolled; to the right, the yield curves of major global government bonds were intricately intertwined.

	Satoko still wore her apron. The incongruity between the apron, still carrying the scent of mackerel she'd grilled moments ago, and the monitors where billions of yen changed hands. She loved this dissonance.

	9:00 sharp. The Tokyo foreign exchange market opened.

	"It's begun."

	The previously static charts began convulsing. Candlesticks representing the USD/JPY exchange rate fluctuated wildly, leaving long tails. 150.21 yen. A slight decline from yesterday's close, reflecting a weaker yen.

	Satoko's eyes scanned the data rapidly. This morning's remarks from the Bank of Japan (BOJ) Governor had been more dovish than expected. The market interpreted this as a signal that 'interest rate hikes are off the table for the time being,' and speculators began dumping the yen again.

	She tightened her grip on the mouse. Satoko was no ordinary housewife. Among the 'Little Giants' of the market, the Watanabe wives, she was the surfer riding the biggest waves.

	Click, click.

	With the familiar clicking sound, a $5 million yen-sell/dollar-buy position was executed from her account. It was a high-stakes gamble with maximum leverage. Even a 0.1 yen move in the exchange rate could mean a year's salary for the average worker, but her heartbeat remained calm.

	A small pink Post-it note stuck to the monitor beside her.

	[4 PM: Supermarket Time Sale - Eggs: 1 tray per person]

	The 9 PM trader who grips and shakes the lifeblood of the global economy, and the 4 PM housewife queuing to buy eggs just 10 yen cheaper. Satoko lifted her teacup, standing on that strange boundary. A single tea leaf stood upright in the still-warm water.

	In Japan, they say it's a good omen. A faint smile spread across her lips. Today, the Tokyo market seemed likely to be kind to her.

	 


10:15 AM. The chart's movement grew peculiar. The dollar/yen exchange rate, which had been climbing at a gentle slope, suddenly halted before the resistance line at 151.50 yen and began to tremble slightly. The market held its breath. Like a forest just before a giant predator appears, an ominous silence hung over the flow of data.

	Satoko's brow furrowed. "It's too quiet."

	At that moment, red letters flashed on the Reuters news terminal, delivering an urgent breaking news alert.

	[BREAKING] Japanese Finance Ministry official states readiness to take 'decisive action' against excessive volatility in currency markets.

	Satoko's heart sank. It was the government's 'verbal intervention'. The moment the words were spoken, the candlestick in the center of the screen snapped vertically downward. The number that had pointed to 151.50 yen just a second ago plummeted as if screaming.

	151.20... 150.80... 150.10!

	It was a plunge of over 1 yen in an instant. The $5 million position Satoko held plunged into deep red territory in the blink of an eye. The unrealized P&L figure displayed in the bottom right corner of the monitor turned red, then shaved off millions of yen with every blink.

	"You're going to be a real pain in the ass, aren't you?"

	Veins bulged on Satoko's knuckles. Cold sweat trickled down her back, soaking her apron. At this very moment, hedge fund managers worldwide were likely panicking and hitting the sell button. If she lost here, it was over.

	But Satoko knew. The finance minister's words were like a sharp blade, but the actual dollars available to intervene in the market were limited. This was a battle of wills. An invisible war between the colossal power of the state and the nameless 'Mrs. Watanabes'.

	She suppressed the tremor in her mouse-gripping wrist. An ordinary housewife would have liquidated her positions and fled immediately, but she understood the market's nature.

	"Not yet. If it's not real intervention, this is just a temporary spasm."

	Instead, she placed her finger over the 'additional buy' button. The so-called 'averaging down'. It was a strategy bordering on gambling: accepting losses to secure more volume at a lower price, thereby lowering the average cost. The ticking of the clock on the living room wall sounded unusually loud. Tick, tock, tick, tock.

	149.85 yen. Even the psychological support level of 150 yen had collapsed. The margin maintenance ratio in her account was plummeting toward the danger zone of 100%. If it fell just a little further, it would trigger a 'margin call (forced liquidation)'. Satoko's entire fortune—no, the emergency fund she'd stashed away from her husband and part of her son's college tuition—was in danger of vanishing like dust.

	Satoko closed her eyes and took a deep breath. The scent of the lemon-scented dish soap she'd used just moments ago while washing dishes tickled her nostrils. Ironically, that everyday smell brought her back to cold, rational clarity.

	She opened her eyes and shouted. "Now!"

	Satoko poured all her remaining available funds into catching the falling knife.

	Thirty seconds later, the plunge stopped as if by magic. While the panicked sellers hesitated, the bargain-hunting buying from 'Mrs. Watanabes' like Satoko began to support the market. A long lower wick formed at the chart's bottom, and the numbers started to rise again.

	150.05... 150.40... 150.90.

	It was a rebound. The profit and loss window, which had been stained red, slowly turned green again. Only then did Satoko release the mouse and sink deep into her chair. Her trembling hands lifted the cold teacup, but the tea had already grown colder than her own fever.

	Then, a rustling sound came from the entrance. Kenichi's voice called out, perhaps returning to retrieve the documents he'd forgotten.

	"Satoko, I left the document envelope behind. Is it in the living room?"

	Satoko shut down the monitor at lightning speed and slammed the partition shut. Then, as if nothing had happened, she adjusted the knot on her apron and stepped out into the living room. Her face bore no trace of the trader who had just fought a battle worth hundreds of millions of yen.

	"Oh my, honey. You're such a scatterbrain. Here it is, on the sofa."

	She handed over the documents with a faint smile. Behind her, the heat from the now-off monitor still radiated. Satoko's war had only just ended its first round.

	 


After Kenichi closed the door and left, Satoko stared blankly at her reflection in the black screen of the monitor. It was too calm, too exhausted, to be the face of a woman who had just fought beneath a waterfall of exchange rates.

	She hadn't always been 'Mrs. Watanabe'. Fifteen years ago, upon marrying, what she held in her hands were seven passbooks and a meticulously kept household account book.

	"Satoko, we just need to save diligently. Japan is safe, isn't it?"

	Kenichi, a section chief at a mid-sized company, said it like a mantra. Satoko believed him too. She carved out living expenses from her husband's monthly salary, hunted down supermarket time sales, and wore clothes she had altered from past seasons. She saved like this for ten years. But one day, the balance in the bankbook she suddenly opened betrayed her.

	0.001%.

	That was the deposit interest rate at a commercial bank. Even leaving 10 million yen untouched for a whole year earned a mere 100 yen in interest. It wasn't even enough to buy a triangle rice ball at a convenience store. Meanwhile, prices crept steadily upward. Electricity bills rose, milk prices rose, her son's cram school fees rose. The more diligently she saved, the more the value of her savings eroded. Her family was slowly sinking into the 'swamp of negative interest rates'.

	The decisive moment came five years ago, when his mother needed hospital expenses. When he urgently needed cash and withdrew his fixed deposit, the interest he received after taxes wasn't even enough for a single meal.

	'An era where diligence doesn't save you from poverty.'

	That night, beside her sleeping husband, Satoko opened a foreign exchange (FX) trading site for the first time. The structure involved selling yen, taking advantage of Japan's low interest rates, and buying currencies like the Australian or New Zealand dollar that offered higher rates, profiting from the interest rate differential (swap points). That was the basis of the so-called 'yen carry trade'.
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