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      Chapter One: Hello, Brand New World!


      “So, uh, this is a thing, huh?”


      At that precise moment in time, I was standing in the middle of a forest, peering at the outline of a town up ahead that looked like it was straight out of a fantasy movie. I noticed there were two moons shining brightly in the sky above me.


      “And...” I said, turning around to look back at where I’d just come from. “That’s the room with grandma’s memorial altar in it.”


      I took a deep breath and tried to compose myself.


      “Calm down. Calm down, Amata Shiro,” I told myself. “First things first, let’s attempt to get a handle on the situation.”


      This was my first day staying in the house my late grandma had left to me in her will. I’d moved in after quitting my job at a company with, quite frankly, a toxic work environment around the end of the previous month. After cleaning the whole place from top to bottom, and once the moving company had dropped off my boxes and boxes of stuff, I’d set about finding new homes for my belongings. It was then that I’d opened the closet in the Japanese-style room where my grandma’s memorial altar had been placed (it was already there when I moved in), and...


      “I found myself in a fantasy world,” I summed up to myself. “Huh. This makes zero sense. What kind of crazy supernatural phenomenon is this? I’m probably just overtired.”


      I went back to the Japanese-style room, closed the closet door, and headed to the kitchen to make myself a strong cup of coffee. About ten minutes later, I headed back to the other room and went over to the closet again.


      “Aaand...” I said, opening the closet door. “It’s still there.”


      Well, that proved I wasn’t hallucinating. The two moons in the sky shone brightly, their roundness suggesting that tonight was their equivalent of a “full moon.” I closed the closet door once again and went over to the memorial altar to burn some incense.


      “Hey grandma, did you know about this?”


      Though, of course, she didn’t answer. The portrait of her throwing peace signs just smiled at me. She’d gone missing seven years ago, and last month, the authorities had finally declared her dead. Her sudden disappearance had initially been very hard on everyone, but by this time, our family had pretty much come to terms with the fact she was gone.


      “Shiro...” she’d once said to me. “One day, grandma will tell you her secret, all right?”


      But despite saying that, she’d never shared her secret with me. And then she’d disappeared, leaving behind nothing but that picture of her throwing peace signs at the camera.


      “I wonder if this is what she wanted to tell me about.”


      I was reminiscing about grandma when...


      “Hm? Is that...” I said, noticing an envelope poking out of a gap in the memorial altar. “A letter?”


      I reached for it, and as I pulled it out, I saw that it had the words “To my family” written on it.


      “Wait...” I said, realization washing over me. “Did grandma write this?!” I broke the seal and took out the letter inside. “She did! This is her handwriting! Let’s see here...”


      Her letter started with a question. What happens if you follow this path?


      I scanned the contents of the letter, and a little farther down, one particular section jumped out at me.


      I have been hiding something from you all. I am actually a witch. Eighty years ago, I left my own world of Ruffaltio and came to Japan. I apologize for keeping this from you until now.


      I looked up from the letter and took a deep breath.


      “Grandma...” I breathed. “What’s with the sudden info dump?”


      If I’d read this letter before opening the closet, I would’ve thought my grandma had finally lost her marbles, but given my recent discovery, I couldn’t not believe her.


      “Maybe grandma’s still alive in her home world...” I wondered aloud, before immediately suppressing that faint glimmer of hope. “Nah. As if, ha ha. That’s impossible, of course.”


      Seven years ago, she’d already been so frail that she could barely walk and she’d had a tendency to shiver even when she wasn’t actually cold. At the time, I was still in high school, and even back then, I’d already come to terms with the fact that she probably didn’t have long to live.


      “I wonder if she died back in her home world...”


      Either way, she wasn’t here anymore. My vision started going blurry, and I quickly closed my eyes to stop the tears from coming.


      “Now’s not the time to get all depressed about it,” I chastised myself. “I should keep reading.”


      I pulled myself together and read the rest of the letter, which could be summarized in six bullet points:


      
        	The closet led to a world named Ruffaltio.


        	While this other world wasn’t as technologically advanced as Earth, mysterious powers such as magic and something known simply as “skills” were common there.


        	Dangerous monsters unlike anything on Earth could also be found there.


        	There were a lot of different species that could communicate with humans as well as with one another.


        	Grandma had put a magic ring that would allow me to understand the language of this other world in the envelope, and she’d advised me to put it on.


        	She’d also hidden two books from this other world behind the altar, which I’d be able to read once I put on the ring.

      


      That was it. That was all there was. She concluded her letter with the following statement: Don’t hesitate. Once you are there, you will understand everything.


      “Grandma...” I said quietly.


      Like she’d said in her letter, there was a golden ring in the envelope, and as I looked closely at it, I noticed it was gleaming ever so slightly. I then reached behind the altar.


      “Books, huh?”


      There were indeed two books that had been placed behind grandma’s memorial altar, but a cursory glance at them was enough to tell me they were written in a language unknown to me. I couldn’t even decipher the titles, let alone the actual contents of the books. Though, if what was written in grandma’s letter was accurate, if I put the ring on, the incomprehensible language wouldn’t be so much of a mystery anymore and I should be able to read what they said. So I put the ring on the index finger of my left hand and...


      “‘The Book of Equivalent Exchange’ and the...‘The Book of Inventory’?” I read aloud.


      I really was able to read the titles! The Book of Equivalent Exchange was about thirty pages long, while The Book of Inventory was only about a dozen. Even though I could now read the language the books were written in, the contents went pretty much straight over my head—though once I was done reading the first of the books, a voice inside my head said, “You have obtained the skill of ‘Equivalent Exchange.’”


      “Wh-Who’s there?!” I cried.


      I peered around the room, but the only things in it were the memorial altar and the photo of grandma throwing peace signs. What was that I’d just heard? It was super freaky!


      “Hm...” I said, pondering what had just happened. “I don’t really get it, but it sounds like I just got an ‘Equivalent Exchange’ skill, whatever that means. It kinda sounds like something straight out of a light novel or a game...”


      Next, I read The Book of Inventory.


      “You have obtained the skill of ‘Inventory,’” the voice said again.


      “Seems like every time I obtain a skill, I hear that voice,” I surmised.


      A ring that allowed the wearer to understand the language of the other world, a skill called “Equivalent Exchange,” and a skill called “Inventory,” huh? Now that I’d obtained all of these, what was I supposed to do next? To be honest, after quitting my job, I was free to do what I liked. On top of that, I’d taken the company to court and finally managed to get them to pay me for all the overtime I’d worked, as well as compensation for the living hell my former boss had put me through, which meant my savings had almost doubled. I’d been thoroughly exploited by that awful company, to the extent that it had taken a serious toll on my health, and I had no intention of looking for another job until I’d received every last bit of unemployment insurance money due to me. That meant I could take it easy and lead a nice, quiet life in the slow lane for a little while. Or well, that had been the plan right up until I’d learned my closet was a gateway to another world.


      I recalled the last line of grandma’s letter: Don’t hesitate. Once you are there, you will understand everything.


      I crossed my arms and muttered, “So what do I do now?”


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      “Hm, should I go over there or not?” I wondered aloud.


      I imagined myself telling people about my discovery. Oh, by the way, my closet leads to another world. Yeah, there was no way anyone would believe me. And in the highly unlikely event that someone did, my grandma’s house would probably get seized by the government, or the USA, or maybe even the UN. After all, if my house really did lead to another world, and assuming that this other world was roughly the same size as the Earth, it would mean the natural resources of a whole planet were accessible from right here in this house. It would undoubtedly be commandeered by the authorities for the good of the country, perhaps even the world. All of this meant if I ever wanted to tell anyone about this, I’d have to make sure it was someone I could trust one hundred percent. In light of that, I only had one option.


      “Guess I’m gonna have to keep all this to myself for now.”


      That led me to my current dilemma: Should I go to this other world or not? In the pro column, I had more free time than I knew what to do with, I would have access to the natural resources of an entire world, and perhaps most importantly, in her letter, grandma had written: Don’t hesitate. Once you are there, you will understand everything. Well, that sounded pretty conclusive to me.


      “I guess I really should go, then,” I said. “After all, grandma always used to say I should travel more.”


      I nodded, my mind made up. I would visit the world of Ruffaltio.


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      The next day came, and after making a trip to the nearest home center to buy some outdoor gear, I stood in front of the closet door. Grandma had said in her letter that there were monsters in the other world, so I’d also bought a survival knife, just in case. I was now ready for whatever lay beyond this door.


      “See you later, grandma,” I said, putting my hands together in front of the memorial altar.


      After slipping on the ring grandma had left for me in the envelope with her letter, I opened the sliding door of the closet and stared out at the landscape beyond. One more step and I would be in another world. I crossed the threshold and found myself standing in the middle of a forest. As a test, I closed the door behind me and watched it slowly disappear—then I wished for it to appear again, which it promptly did, just like grandma had said it would in her letter. According to her, the closet door was always behind me, even if I couldn’t see it, which meant I was basically free to cross between the two worlds whenever I wanted. Not gonna lie, grandma’s closet was pretty amazing.


      “Well, time for an adventure!”


      Brimming with enthusiasm, I decided to head for the town I could see on the other side of the forest.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter Two: Town in Another World


      The town was roughly five hundred meters from the edge of the forest and it wasn’t surrounded by any walls or anything, so even a non-resident like me could just waltz straight in without any issue.


      “Wow, what a peaceful little town,” I remarked.


      The streets were lined with brick houses, and as I strolled along, I crossed paths with what I could only assume were some of the town’s inhabitants from time to time, all of them looking me up and down and eyeing my outdoor gear curiously. I tentatively greeted one of them, who greeted me back. Ooh, I thought. Seems like the ring works and I really am able to talk to them.


      Just as I was thinking how exciting this discovery was, my stomach suddenly started growling. It probably shouldn’t have come as a surprise since I’d ended up right in front of a food stall full of delicious-looking meat skewers.


      “Hey there, sonny! Wanna try one of my meat skewers?” the middle-aged stall owner asked me. “They’re nice and cheap.”


      A sizzling sound could be heard as the meat cooked over a charcoal fire. The smell was absolutely mouthwatering. Those would go really well with a beer, I thought.


      “What kind of meat is it?” I asked.


      “Jackalope. And only three copper coins apiece. Whaddaya say? Sounds like a pretty good deal, right?”


      “Sure does, but, uh...” I said hesitantly. “I don’t have any money on me right now. Sorry.”


      “Well, why didn’t ya say that right away?” the man said, not even attempting to hide his displeasure.


      Is that really the kind of attitude a vendor should have? I thought, but I decided not to say anything and trotted away.


      “Damn!” I cursed. “If I only had some money on me, I could’ve eaten one of those skewers.”


      I plunged a hand into my pants pocket and fished out the contents. I had 4,200 yen on me in total, which was the change I’d gotten after a trip to the convenience store shortly before coming here. With that, I could’ve bought myself something extravagant for lunch in my own world, but in this world, I couldn’t even buy a single meat skewer.


      I sighed. “Jackalope meat, huh? If only I could buy some with my yen!”


      And then it happened. The money in my hand vanished and was replaced by some weird-looking coins.


      “Wh-What the hell?!” I cried.


      I had a grand total of 42 coins made out of some sort of brown metal in the palm of my hand.


      “Where’d my money...” I started before it hit me. “Ah! Maybe this is that ‘Equivalent Exchange’ skill thing?”


      I’d lost my 4,200 yen and ended up with 42 brown coins instead. I rushed back to the food stall.


      “Hm? Ah, you’re the lad from earlier,” the stall owner said. “Did ya bring money with ya this time?”


      “Hey, quick question, pops,” I said to him. “You mentioned copper coins earlier. Is that what these things are?”


      I showed him the coins that had appeared in my hand. He tilted his head to one side in confusion.


      “Well, ain’t it obvious that’s what they...” he started before something clicked in his head. “Ah, I get it now! I shoulda guessed from lookin’ at yer clothes. You’re a foreigner! That’s why ya don’t know nothin’ about the currency here.” He nodded and added, “Yup. Those are copper coins all right.”


      I immediately dropped to my knees. “Hell yeaaah!” I yelled triumphantly. “Pops! Give me two...” I paused and changed my mind. “No, three of those skewers!”


      “Sure thing, sonny,” the vendor said. “Since ya came all the way to our li’l town, I’ll give ’em to ya for eight copper coins.”


      “Thanks! Here you go,” I said as I handed him the eight coins.


      “Thankin’ ya,” he said as he passed me the meat skewers. “Eat ’em while they’re hot, y’hear?”


      “I’m digging in now!”


      My first meal in another world. The skewers weren’t seasoned at all. It’s a good thing I didn’t get that beer, I thought as I chewed on the bland meat.


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      After I was done eating, I decided to experiment a little with my “Equivalent Exchange” skill.


      “So I can transform my yen into the currency of this world, but can I turn these so-called ‘copper coins’ back into yen?” I wondered aloud.


      How was I even able to use this skill in the first place? I’d unconsciously activated it earlier, but there had to be some conditions you had to meet in order for it to work, surely? I placed the coins in the palm of my hand and silently wished for them to turn into yen.


      I looked down at my hand. “Whoa! It worked!”


      Believe it or not, instead of the 34 coins I’d had before, I found myself holding 3,400 yen! Or to be more precise, I had three 1,000-yen bills and four 100-yen coins in my hand. So in summary:




      Japanese yen → This world’s currency.


      This world’s currency → Japanese yen.




      Conclusion: My “Equivalent Exchange” skill allowed me to convert money into the currency of either world.


      Wait, what the hell? Isn’t this skill a little broken? I thought. I took a 10,000-yen bill out of my wallet and tried using my skill again. It promptly disappeared and was replaced by a single silver coin.


      “Huh. It’s not the same color as the ones from earlier,” I mused. “Is it a silver coin?”


      I headed back over to the food stall again.


      “Hey, pops. Can I pay using this?” I said, showing him the silver coin.


      “Ya ain’t got any more copper coins, sonny? I ain’t got change for a silver coin,” he answered with a scowl.


      So it really was a silver coin. Which meant:




      1 copper coin → 100 yen.


      1 silver coin → 10,000 yen.




      I could use my skill to turn my yen into the currency of this world.


      Thinking about it, that also meant if I earned money here, I could transform it into yen as well. What the hell? That’s so cool, I thought.


      “I should probably turn all the money I have on me into this world’s currency for now,” I thought aloud.


      So I did just that. I ended up with two silver coins and 34 copper coins. My 50-yen and 1-yen coins stayed the same though, which suggested that in this country (maybe even in this whole world), copper coins were the lowest denomination. At any rate, judging by the food vendor’s reaction earlier, I probably had more than enough money on me to stroll about town.


      “Well, I’ve got myself some money now, so let’s go for a wander, shall we?” I said to myself.


      And so, I continued my amble around town with the coins rattling in my pockets as I walked. The little town looked like it was surrounded by fields, and beyond that, a forest. A small stream ran through the fields, and I noticed some people doing their laundry in it.


      “Is that what people call ‘life in the slow lane’?” I muttered to myself.


      After walking a little way, I stumbled upon a wide street and what appeared to be a marketplace. This was probably the place that saw the most action in this tiny little town. Both sides of the street were lined with food carts and all kinds of stalls, and from time to time, passersby would stop to see what wares were on offer.


      “Whoa,” I said in awe. “This place looks like it’s straight out of a fantasy novel.”


      I spotted a man in heavy armor (an adventurer, perhaps?), and a little way past him stood a lady in a robe who had a crooked staff in her hand. There was even a girl with cat ears! Now that’s what I call fantasy! My excitement level immediately skyrocketed at the sight of them, and I wanted to go over and talk to them so bad—especially the cute cat-eared girl—but there was a slight issue.


      “My clothes really stand out here, don’t they?” I reflected.


      It seemed that outdoorsy clothes, while being considered rather fashionable in Japan, weren’t exactly to people’s tastes here. Everyone kept casting odd looks in my direction.


      “Well, then,” I said. “First things first, I should probably buy myself some new clothes.”


      To do that, however, I’d need to find a clothes store. Maybe one of the stalls around here had what I was looking for...


      As I was peering around, I suddenly heard a voice behind me. “Excuse me...” the high-pitched voice said. “Would you like to buy some flowers?”


      I turned around and saw a little girl who looked to be no more than ten years old. Her eyes were two different colors (which I think is called heterochromia, right?), and she wore a brightly colored sash around her waist. She was holding a flower basket in her hands.


      “Hm? Were you talking to me?” I asked her.


      “Um, f-flowers...” she repeated timidly. “Would you like...”—she paused again before mustering up the courage to finish her sentence—“...some flowers?”

    

  

  
    
      Chapter Three: The Little Flower Girl


      “Would you like some flowers?” she said again.


      There were all kinds of brightly colored flowers in the little girl’s basket, and judging by the sheer quantity she had in there, it looked as if she was having trouble finding anyone who wanted to buy one.


      “Ah, you’re selling flowers, are you?” I asked, crouching down so I was at her eye level. She nodded. “Hm, maybe I should get one, then. How much are they?”


      The girl’s eyes widened in disbelief. Judging by her expression, she clearly hadn’t expected me to answer in the affirmative. “Three, um...” she said, then changed her mind. “T-Two copper coins for one,” she concluded, before adding, “Please.”


      “Two copper coins, huh?” I repeated.


      “Ah, i-is...” she stuttered. “Is that too expensive? Wh-What about just one?” she suggested, seemingly getting more and more panicky the longer she talked to me. Maybe she was anxious because I was an adult.


      “All right,” I said. “I’ll take the yellow one. Three copper coins, right?”


      “Th-Three copper coins?” she said, looking surprised.


      “That’s the price you had in mind at first, right?” I explained. “Then that’s what I’ll pay.”


      “Are you...” she started, before pausing and trying again. “Are you sure?” Her face was fully flushed by this point. Then she seemed to remember to say something she’d forgotten. “Sir.”


      The way she was quivering in fear reminded me of a small animal. Plus, she was obviously struggling with her manners. It was very cute.


      “Yes, I’m sure,” I said. “Though if you think that’s too much, maybe you can throw in some information too, if that’s all right. I’d like to ask you a few things.”


      “Me?” she asked, blinking.


      “Yes, you,” I said, laughing. The girl smiled slightly.


      “Okay. What do you want to know?” she asked, then remembered her manners. “Sir.”


      I took the flower I’d asked for out of her basket and handed her three copper coins before proceeding with my questions. “Hm, there’re a lot of things I wanna ask,” I said. “Let’s start with something easy. Could you tell me your name?”


      “It’s Aina,” she said, followed by the customary “Sir.”


      I laughed. “You can drop the ‘sir.’ There’s no need to be so polite. Besides, it’s starting to make me feel a little nervous,” I said, still chuckling.


      “All right...” Aina said, her expression softening ever so slightly. I wondered if she was starting to feel a little more relaxed in my presence.


      “My name is Amata Shiro,” I said, then thought about it for a second. “Or maybe I should say ‘Shiro Amata’ here? Well, either way, just call me Shiro, all right? It’s nice to meet you, Aina.”


      I held out my right hand, which Aina stared at for a while, before finally shaking it.


      “Nice to meet you, Mister Shiro.”


      “Okay, this next question is going to be a bit of a weird one, but...” I said tentatively. “What’s the name of this town?”


      She looked puzzled. “The name of this town?”


      “Yeah. As you can probably tell by my clothes, I’m not from around here. I’ve just arrived in town and there’s a bunch of stuff I don’t know,” I told her. “So I was hoping you could maybe tell me a little about this place and its customs.”


      “Oh, so that’s how it is!” the little girl said. “Okay, lemme see...”


      Thanks to Aina, I was able to learn lots of new things about this world. I found out that this little town was called Ninoritch, and it was situated in the Giruam Kingdom, relatively close to the border. She also told me about how the currency of the country worked. As I understood it, there were three types of coin here: copper, silver, and gold. One silver coin was equal to a hundred copper coins, and a hundred silver coins in turn made one gold coin. The townsfolk apparently earned—on average—about eight silver coins a month, and the vast majority didn’t have any gold coins to their name. If my earlier calculations were correct, a gold coin was the equivalent of one million yen, meaning having one of those would be the same as walking around with a roll of banknotes in your pocket. So it was really no surprise that most people didn’t carry that much money around on a daily basis.


      “So the average monthly salary is eight silver coins, huh? Ah, wait a minute,” I said, thinking of something else I wanted to know. “How many days are in a month here?”


      “Thirty days,” Aina answered. “Is it different where you’re from?”


      In this world, a year was split into twelve months and each one had exactly thirty days—though there were also two more days tacked on right at the end of the year, as well as two more where the people paid their respects to the dead, and these additional days weren’t officially part of any month. Altogether, that brought the total number of days in a year in this world to 364. Oof, so close! I thought. It’s only one day off from our world!


      I’d also been right about this stall-filled part of town: it really was a marketplace. Unlike marketplaces in my own world, though, as long as you notified the town hall of your activities, absolutely anyone could do business here, even a child like Aina.


      “Hm, I see. So if I go register at the town hall, even I can open a shop here?” I asked.


      “Yeah, I think so,” Aina said.


      “Interesting,” I said, pondering this. “Well, that’s some pretty good news!”


      That meant I could work as a merchant in this world. Maybe bringing products in from Japan and selling them over here could be a good way of making some easy money. I’d have to ask Aina for more details. But first...


      “Hey, Aina. Can I buy some more flowers?”


      “Huh?” she said, looking surprised by my request.


      “About...” I said, before pausing to consider how many I should buy. “About ten more should be enough.”


      Aina was speechless. Hey, Aina, stop looking at me like I’ve grown a second head! I thought. She opened and closed her mouth a few times before managing to find some words.


      “Mister Shiro...” she said slowly, “you’re joking, right?”


      “Of course not,” I assured her. “I want to put some flowers in my room for decoration, and I can’t have just the one, can I? It’d look so lonely.”


      Grandma used to love flowers. I intended to put them on the memorial altar, and I was sure she’d be much happier having Aina’s flowers on there than ones from the local florist’s. As a look of comprehension appeared on Aina’s face, I took ten flowers out of her basket. A single flower cost three copper coins, which meant I owed her 30 coins.


      “Here you go,” I said. “30 copper coins.”


      The coins made a clinking noise as I handed them to her.


      “That’s so much money...” she said in amazement, and her eyes immediately started welling up with tears.
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      It wasn’t a huge amount of money to me, but to a child like Aina, who was forced to work despite her young age, 30 copper coins (which was 3,000 yen, remember) must’ve seemed like a massive sum. After all, back when I was a kid, I’d also thought anything above 1,000 yen was a pretty substantial amount of money.


      “Thank you, Mister Shiro,” she said, looking genuinely grateful.


      “I told you, it’s no big deal,” I insisted. “To be honest, I should be the one thanking you for these beautiful flowers.”


      Aina giggled. “I’m glad you find them beautiful.”


      She gave me a little smile as tears ran down her face.


      “Oh, by the way,” I said. “Could you tell me where this town hall is? And what it is I have to do there so that I can open up a shop?”


      She wiped her cheeks and her smile got a little brighter. “Sure!”


      “Thanks. Well, then,” I said. “Where do I have to go?”


      “I’ll take you there,” the little girl said enthusiastically. “It’s this way!”


      “Oh, for real?” I hadn’t expected her to offer to walk me there.


      “Follow me!”


      She hopped off in the direction of the town hall and beckoned me to follow her, so I did.


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      “Here’s the town hall!”


      The town hall turned out to be a two-story brick building right in the middle of town, and according to Aina, you could just walk on in there even if you weren’t a resident. I followed her inside and started going through the process of getting permission to open up a shop. It was all relatively simple. First, I had to write my name on a form, and state how long I intended on doing business in the town. Then, I just had to inform them whether I was planning to work as a roaming street peddler, or if I wanted an assigned spot in the marketplace, or if I wanted a proper brick-and-mortar store. Street peddling would cost me three copper coins a day, whereas an assigned spot would cost me 10. If I wanted a proper store in the town, though, things were a bit different. The only option there was to sign a ten-day contract, which required a payment of three silver coins.


      I decided to go for the “assigned spot in the marketplace” option, and for the time being, I set my period of trade as five days. I filled out the application form accordingly. It would cost me 50 copper coins for five days, which worked out as 1,000 yen per day. Compared to the price of a spot at one of the flea markets in Tokyo—about 3,000 yen a day—it was really cheap.


      According to the town hall employee I spoke to, the mayor was the one who’d come up with the idea. As Ninoritch was situated in a relatively remote corner of the kingdom, the mayor had hoped that making rental costs cheaper here than everywhere else would attract merchants and tourists, and in turn, help the town to grow. On top of that, the area was patrolled regularly in order to ensure a safe environment for all. If you asked me, this mayor sounded like a pretty smart cookie.


      “All right, done. Have I missed anything?” I asked the town hall official as I handed her the completed form.


      Thanks to grandma’s ring, I was even able to write in the language of this world. How cool is that?


      “Mr. Shiro Amata,” she read aloud. “You have applied for an assigned spot in the marketplace for a period of five days. Is that correct?”


      “Yes, that’s right,” I confirmed. “Though I might ask for an extension if I manage to turn a profit.”


      “Oh, that is good news!” she said delightedly. “After all, if your business does well, it will also benefit our little town. I pray for your success. Well, then. Everything seems to be in order. Good luck!”


      “Thank you so much for your help,” I said.


      And just like that, my shop was registered. It’d only taken roughly fifteen minutes. All right! Now I just need to decide what I’m going to sell, I thought.


      I decided to head back to the marketplace for the time being.


      ◇◆◇◆◇


      Aina and I were back where we’d started. The process had gone really smoothly, and starting tomorrow, I would be able to set up my shop! Or well, my stall, I should say. So what I needed to do next was...


      “Time for a spot of market research, I think.”


      To put it simply: I needed to find out what would appeal to the people of this town, and what was already on the market.


      “What are you going to sell, Mister Shiro?” Aina asked. She seemed very curious about what a traveler like me would have to sell.


      I laughed. “I filled out all that paperwork, but I’m not really sure what I want to sell yet.” I thought for a moment. “Oh, hey! Maybe you can help me! Do you know what kind of things sell well around here?”


      “Um...” she said, pondering this. “A lot of ‘ad-vent-you-rers’ come through here, so stuff for ad-vent-you-rers sells pretty well, I think.”


      It was true that there were quite a lot of people dressed like anime and game characters at the market. I guessed these must be the adventurers Aina was talking about. I figured most of the other vendors probably targeted them as well.
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