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    On the 15th of every month, children around the age of ten who have manifested basic life magic gather at the church for the Rite of Bestowal. Some are familiar faces, others strangers, all called by name by the priest.

    Each child approaches the altar, encouraged by their parents. The results vary—some rejoice at receiving magic, others are disappointed. Even those who receive their desired magic may cry if their magical power is insufficient. Skills are even more unpredictable, left entirely to the will of the gods.

    One girl, Eileen, kneels at the altar when called. A faint light surrounds her—proof she has received magic or a skill. She is led to the magic measurement plate.

    “Eileen: Water magic, wind magic, crafting skill, sewing skill. Magical power: 53. Offer your thanks to Lord Lanjuel.”

    She prays with a tearful face, clearly disappointed.

    Only those who can comfortably use life magic are eligible for the Rite. Those with magical power below 5 are often sickly—1 or 2 in every 100. Those with 5–8 can barely use life magic—10 to 15 in every 100. Those with 8–15 can use it easily and are eligible for the Rite.

    Today, seven children are participating. I’m finally among them.

    From here, it’s like a gacha game:

    ·         30% receive only skills

    ·         20% receive only magic

    ·         10% receive both

    Those who receive skills gain little magical power. Magic grants more, but it varies wildly—from a maximum of 100 to barely above life magic levels.

    Magical power between 35–55 means limited magic use. Overexertion can lead to collapse, and sometimes death. Even skilled magic users often have only 55–70. Only 4–5 in every 100 become truly proficient.

    One boy, Cloud, from my parish, hopes to be a knight or adventurer.

    “Cloud: Fire magic, lightning magic, barrier magic, sword skill, presence detection skill. Magical power: 68. Offer your thanks to Lord Lanjuel.”

    He got what he wanted.

    Then it’s my turn.

    “Ryan, offer your prayer to the Creator God Lanjuel.”

    I kneel before the goddess statue—not a masterpiece, but a decent effort—and pray sincerely.

    Lord Lanjuel, please grant me magic and skills for a safe and peaceful life.

    I have no desire to be a knight or adventurer. Just a quiet life. A light fills my mind—I’ve received something.

    “Even a poor kid like him gets magic?”

    Cloud’s mocking voice echoes through the church.

    I place my hand on the measurement plate. The priest peers in seriously.

    “Ryan: Healing magic, storage magic, barrier magic, teleportation magic. Skill… Magical power: 25.”

    The church erupts in excitement—until they hear my magical power. Then the cheers turn to laughter.

    “That guy got top-tier magic with only 25 power? Give me that magic instead!”

    Cloud’s bitter voice makes me want to laugh. With 25 power, I probably can’t use magic. But what’s my skill?

    “Father, what’s my skill?”

    “That’s the thing… it just says ‘skill.’ Sometimes the gods make mistakes. Lord Lanjuel is busy, so errors happen. But you do have a skill—if you search, you’ll find it.”

    Seriously, Father?

    I leave the church, disappointed. Outside, people mock and sneer.

    “Wait, kid.”

    “Yes?”

    “Your power is low, but maybe you can use storage magic. I know someone with 32 power who can use it—barely.”

    “I have 25. That’s probably half as effective.”

    “Maybe. But even that has its uses. If you can use it, come see me—I’ll find you work.”

    He hands me a slip of paper. A job broker, it seems. I thank him and return to the orphanage behind the church.

    Back at the orphanage:

    “How’d it go?”

    “Magical power: 25.”

    “Oof. That’s rough. But you got magic, right? What kind?”

    “Healing, storage, barrier, teleportation.”

    Whistles and sarcastic comments follow.

    “With 25 power, you’ll die from magic exhaustion.”

    “That’s because beginners use too much power.”

    “Doesn’t matter. With 25, you’re doomed.”

    “Even practicing magic could kill you.”

    “So, what’s your skill?”

    “I got one.”

    “What is it?”

    “Just ‘skill.’ The priest said the god forgot what it was. Called it a divine mistake.”

    “Seriously?”

    “Unlucky kid.”

    “Yeah, but there are worse off than me. I’ve got a year to figure it out.”

    “How?”

    “No idea. But I’ll try. You’ve got a year too, right?”

    “Hope I get a useful skill. Gotta rely on the gods.”

    “Pray every night.”

    “You didn’t pray enough—that’s why you got 25.”

    Maybe. But I do believe in the gods. Just not the praying part.

    Late at night, I stare at the dirty ceiling.

    Was this punishment? I died of illness in my past life. I remember being Japanese, but not my family’s names. I recall strange boxes that moved and cooked food, but not how they worked. I know my past life was different, but it feels distant.

    I remember anime, light novels, and snacks vividly. Maybe that’s why I’m not too upset about my low magical power—I’ve seen worse in fiction.

    I’ve got a year until I leave the orphanage. Time to use my knowledge. First step: find my magic reservoir. I’ve heard it’s just above the navel—a hazy spot. Sounds like the novels.

    Six months ago, my parents died searching for herbs to cure my fever. A fellow adventurer told me. I was delirious, but I remember the landlady’s face.

    She was kind while I was sick, but kicked me out once I recovered, citing unpaid rent. She packed my things and sent me to the orphanage, selling the rest.

    I remember crying siblings and a high fever. I recall strange dreams—tall buildings, moving boxes, oddly dressed people. I couldn’t dismiss them as dreams.

    After settling in the orphanage, I realized those dreams were memories of Japan. I understood my body and the world better. I had no memories of Ryan before the fever—only my past life.

    Reincarnation, magic, and a world stranger than fiction. I knew how things worked there, even if I couldn’t use them now.

    I decided my life would be shaped by the Rite of Bestowal. I didn’t have much knowledge, but I had hope.

    The result was a disaster—but maybe I can make a comeback using what I know.

     

     

     

  
    

    To earn money for the orphanage’s meager meals, I helped out at the homes of church members or accompanied adventurers on sunny days to gather medicinal herbs.

    Although the area around the town was said to be safe, adventurers still kept watch while we kids diligently picked herbs.

    A day’s earnings amounted to two or three copper coins—three was rare—but I had to work to help cover the cost of food at the poor church.

    At night, I’d crawl into bed early and try to calm my mind to search for a mana pool.

    Though most nights I’d pass out instantly from exhaustion.

    Still, after a month, I managed to find a mana pool.

    Since I kept falling asleep at night, I began searching for mana pools during chores at believers’ homes or while running errands whenever I had a spare moment.

    From here, I started testing whether the magic manipulation I’d learned from anime and light novels was real.

    Eventually, I could move mana at will, and I decided to believe in the phrase: “Magic is imagination!”

    There were 11 months left until I’d be kicked out of the orphanage. I needed to learn magic to survive in this world.

    Healing magic might attract nobles or wealthy merchants—and possibly get me kidnapped.

    Barrier and teleportation magic wouldn’t earn me a living, so I trusted the broker and began practicing storage magic.

    The broker had said, “Come see me once you can use magic.”

    Magic uses imagination and mana—maybe it’s about channeling it?

    To do that, I had to practice extracting mana. But how exactly?

    I’d forgotten a lot, so recalling things I’d casually seen or read was tough.

    I regretted not watching anime or reading light novels more seriously.

    Going to bed early meant waking up early, so I practiced extracting mana before everyone else woke up.

    I’d heard that running out of mana could leave you unable to move, so I started by dividing my 25 mana into five parts.

    I kneaded the mana, tore it into chunks, made five, then combined them again and repeated the process.

    Once I could do that, I practiced releasing mana from my arm—but that was tricky.

    After daily practice, I finally managed it and realized something:

    Where exactly was I supposed to release mana for storage magic?

    I decided to ask someone who could use storage magic and went out on a rainy day when I had no work.

    On Pashurelt Street stood Orson’s shop, surrounded by burly men and many wagons.

    I’d heard about storing ale barrels with magic and thought it was a broker’s place, but it turned out to be a transport company. Storage magic would be useful there, and wagons made sense.

    Storage magic wasn’t commonly granted, and few would choose to be transporters.

    I’d mistaken it for a job broker’s office.

    “Hey kid, what do you want?”

    “Um, I received storage magic during the Rite of Bestowal, but my mana is only 25. I was told to come here if I wanted work, and I was given this.”

    I handed over the slip of paper I’d been given.

    “Huh, so the old man was recruiting during the Rite. Follow me.”

    He led me into an office-like building where the old man was.

    “Dad, the kid you gave that slip to is here.”

    “Hmm, who was that again?”

    “Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten. He says you told him to come if he got storage magic.”

    “Oh, that kid. So, have you learned to use it at all?”

    “Not yet. I came to ask someone who can use storage magic how they learned.”

    “Got it. Is Baltzar around?”

    “I think so. I’ll go check.”

    The man was quick on his feet and looked like the old man—probably his son.

    Soon, a scrawny man was brought in.

    “You’re the kid who wants to know about storage magic?”

    “Yes. I received the magic, but I only have 25 mana. I’m still at the orphanage and want to learn to use it.”

    “25, huh? That’s tough. Do you know what a mana pool is?”

    “Yes, I can move mana now.”

    “That’s impressive. If you can do that, try expanding your mana pool and imagine throwing something into it. I was told to do that and practiced every day until I could. It varies by person, but give it a shot—even with low mana.”

    “Thank you. I’ll try.”

    “Kid, if you can store this box, come back. I’ll hire you with decent pay.”

    The box was just over a meter—too small for a wagon, but too big to carry by hand.

    “Okay, I’ll practice hard.”

    So I had to expand my mana and imagine placing something inside.

    That wasn’t in any anime or light novel.

    Back at the orphanage, I tried expanding mana instead of kneading it and imagined storing a dish I held—but after a week, nothing happened.

    Wait, not eight days—this world’s week has six days.

    It’s similar but slightly different, which is annoying.

    A month has 30 days, with five weeks of six days each.

    There are 12 months, so a year has 360 days—easy math.

    The currency is a pain: iron, copper, silver, gold, and large gold coins.

    Iron coins are 100 darla—sounds familiar, like 100 yen.

    Copper is 1,000 darla, silver 10,000, gold 100,000, and large gold 1,000,000 darla.

    I’ve never even seen a gold coin, let alone a large gold one.

    Sometimes Ryan’s memories and mine get mixed up, and people at the orphanage think I’m weird.

    They say, “If pushing doesn’t work, try pulling,” but I don’t know how to pull mana.

    If expanding it doesn’t work, maybe I’m doing it wrong—but I don’t know what else to try.

    One sunny day while gathering herbs, I had a flash of insight.

    A bag! Expanding mana didn’t work, but maybe shaping it like a bag would.

    While picking basic potion herbs, I shaped my mana like a bag and imagined storing the herb.

    It disappeared.

    I grabbed a pebble and imagined storing it—it vanished too.

    I wanted to jump for joy, but I was still working. Practicing magic would get my pay docked.

    I kept picking herbs until sunset and returned to town with a full sack.

    Back at the orphanage, I lay in bed and practiced storing and retrieving pebbles in my mind.

    I hadn’t noticed before, but when I thought about the storage space, the stored items appeared in my mind.

    Nothing came to mind when storing, but afterward, I could visualize them.

    It was strange, but I stopped overthinking it—magic is magic.

    The real issue was how much I could store. I had no way to test it.

    If I couldn’t store much, I wouldn’t get hired and might end up in a terrible job.

    I didn’t want to be worked to the bone and starved every day.

    If that happened, I’d have to become an adventurer—but I’d need a way to protect myself.

    I wanted to learn barrier magic. It seemed doable with imagination, but I couldn’t show it to anyone yet.

    The problem was skills. The priest said I’d find them if I searched.

    I prayed to Lord Lanjuel for magic and skills to live a safe and secure life.

    If I couldn’t use magic and became an adventurer, I’d need combat and survival skills—which didn’t sound safe or secure.

    So maybe something like danger sense would help me escape.

    Barrier and teleportation magic were perfect for defense and escape.

    But the priest wouldn’t give me answers.

    He hadn’t received magic himself and didn’t believe I could use it with only 25 mana.

    Even during the dinner after the Rite, he showed no interest in my magic.

    He was a good man, but he followed routines and didn’t seek change.

    He prayed to Lanjuel and lived by the church’s rules.

    Maybe I thought this way because of my memories from the other world.

    It felt like I was pushing Ryan’s thoughts aside.

    I probably died of a high fever, and somehow connected with Ryan—but that sounded like something out of a light novel, so I stopped thinking about it.

    Either way, I had to survive in this world.

    I imagined a shield—like an anime subspace field—but called it a “shield” for simplicity.

    Following the rule of channeling mana through imagination, I made one easily.

    But it used three of my five mana chunks.

    That meant I could only use it once, maybe twice before collapsing from mana exhaustion.

    So I began practicing how to use less mana.

    I split my mana into ten parts and tried making a shield with six, then five.

    The only private place was the toilet, so I practiced daily by making shields the size of the door.

    I kept practicing mana control, storage, and shield creation.

    Luckily, storage magic didn’t consume mana.

    By the time I could make a shield with four mana chunks, the year had changed and spring was in the air.

    I could now make shields with four out of ten mana chunks and use storage magic—though I didn’t know the capacity.

    With a few months left until my departure in May, I went to Orson’s shop to see if I could get hired. If not, I’d become an adventurer.

    At Orson’s shop, the old man saw me and asked, “So, can you use it now?”

    “Yes. I’m not sure how much I can store, so please let me try.”

    He led me to a warehouse filled with goods.

    He pointed to a box like the one he’d

     

  
    

    One by one, he stored wooden boxes and barrels of varying sizes into his storage magic. But when he tried to retrieve an item to test the next one, it came out in the same orientation it had been stored in, which was quite mysterious.

    It would certainly be inconvenient if something stored upright came out upside down, but still—it was strange. He gradually increased the size of the items to test his skill, but when he tried a box about 1.3 meters tall, he pretended to fail while chanting “store” to disguise his true ability.

    He was shown similar boxes and measured their size against his own height, sometimes succeeding and sometimes failing with boxes around 1.3 meters.

    “Never reveal your full hand”—a line from an anime, but a wise one. So he decided to keep his true abilities hidden.

    With healing and teleportation magic training ahead, it was best to appear weaker and conceal anything that could cause trouble if discovered.

    “What’s your name?”

    “Ryan.”

    “The guy I introduced earlier, Baltzar, can store four large barrels of ale. He gets a guaranteed one silver coin per day and 20% of the delivery fee as take-home pay. You’re about half as capable, so your daily guarantee is six copper coins.”

    “I only got a few changes of clothes and a little money when I left the orphanage. Can I get paid daily?”

    “Everyone here gets paid daily. There’s a hut behind the laborers’ rest area with bunk beds—free to use. But you can’t go out delivering dressed like that, so I’ll buy you clothes and shoes. However, the delivery fee’s 20% will be settled monthly, and I’ll deduct the clothing cost from that.”

    “Yes, please.”

    With his living situation secured, he felt relieved and returned to the orphanage, promising to come back on his graduation day in May.

    Back at the orphanage, Anju was waiting. She said she’d been granted earth magic, healing magic, and cooking skills.

    Right, it was her turn this year.

    “Judging by your face, your magic power must be low.”

    “Yeah, it’s 42. You only have 25, but you can use storage magic, right?”

    “You know a lot.”

    “I asked the priest, and he said you could use a bit of storage magic, so you went to some shop to get a job.”

    So the priest leaked it, despite his efforts to keep it secret. Well, once he started working, people would find out anyway. But healing magic—he couldn’t use that.

    “So you want to ask me about healing magic? I don’t know, and I can’t use it.”

    “I know that. I want to know how you managed to use storage magic.”

    “I just kept trying what I’d heard until it worked. But don’t get your hopes up—storage magic can’t even hold a bed.”

    “How big can it store?”

    “About 1.3 meters. Anything bigger doesn’t work, no matter what.”

    “Teach me how. Even if I can’t do major healing, curing headaches or stomachaches could earn me some pocket money.”

    “If you’ve got cooking skills, wouldn’t apprenticing under a chef be faster?”

    “You’re so dumb. Listen, lots of people have cooking skills. But a chef who can also heal minor illnesses or injuries stands out.”

    “True. If someone cuts themselves with a knife, you could heal it right away.”

    “Exactly. That earns me money and respect.”

    “You’re pretty sharp.”

    “What about you?”

    “I got hired. So I’ve got food and a place to sleep.”

    “Then teach me what you learned before you leave.”

    It wasn’t anything special, and it was common knowledge, so he figured it was okay to share. The priest didn’t seem interested in Anju anyway.

    “I’ll teach you, but don’t tell anyone.”

    “Fine, but you learned it from someone too, right?”

    “You got healing magic, and the priest didn’t say anything, right?”

    “Yeah.”

    “Why do you think that is? Actually, you already know.”

    “Because I can’t use magic.”

    “Exactly. With 42 magic power, they assume healing magic is impossible. Same with me.”

    “You’ve only got 25, way less than me.”

    “But when I said I could use storage magic, the priest just said, ‘Hope you get the job.’”

    “Of course. He cares about us.”

    “You’re too naive, Anju. If you can use healing magic, you’ll be exploited.”

    “Exploited? Why?”

    “There’s no one here who can use healing magic. If they find out you can, the priest will do everything to keep you here. So leave, train as a chef, and practice healing magic in secret. For now, just learn where your magic reservoir is and practice controlling it. Also, if you start using healing magic, the Healing Mage Guild will get involved.”

    “Ugh, don’t say scary stuff.”

    “Just be careful who you heal. Don’t go curing people left and right.”

    “Now I’m starting to think getting magic wasn’t such a good thing.”

    “Let me show you something useful. Watch closely.”

    He nodded, and a tiny flame the size of a pinky tip floated in front of Anju’s chest.

    “What’s this tiny flame?”

    “Just watch quietly.”

    He created two more flames beside it. Anju’s eyes widened in surprise, and after a while, she noticed—

    “Why aren’t they disappearing?”

    “I infused them with magic power. Making them small was just a trick. I can make flames as big as your head too.”

    “You weren’t granted fire magic, right?”

    “It’s called life magic. Once you learn to control magic power, you can do things like this.”

    “So what? It’s just a tiny flame.”

    “You fool. Even a small flame can burn someone. It’s a tool for self-defense. Once you find your magic reservoir and learn to control it, I’ll teach you how to use magic.”

    “So you think you’ll be able to use magic?”

    “Not yet, but I believe I will.”

    That’s why he disliked perceptive people.

    He told Anju to find her magic reservoir, while he began training to double his magic power to 20. His goal was to divide his magic into 25 parts. If he could double 10 to 20, he believed he could double that again.

    He planned to divide his magic into 40 parts and see how many were needed to create a shield. Once he could do that, he’d reduce the amount to find the limit and determine how many times he could cast magic.

    He was getting used to wrapping his body in magic, and his senses—hearing, smell, sight—were becoming sharper.

    He couldn’t test his physical strength, though. If an orphan showed abnormal strength, it would draw attention.

    He didn’t care about fame or fortune. He just wanted a safe, peaceful life. His dream was to live as a modest citizen, owning a house in town and enjoying a comfortable life.

    Anju said she could divide her magic into small portions, so he asked how much.

    She proudly said she halved it, then halved it again, and again, and once more.

    So two, four, eight—if she did the same with the other half, that’s sixteen. She could divide her magic into 16 parts—better than him. But she had more magic power to begin with.

    Since she had healing magic, it would be bad if she could heal easily with large amounts of magic. Ideally, one unit of magic wouldn’t be enough, and she’d need two or three to activate healing magic.

    If she halved her magic four times, she’d get 16 parts. Doing that twice would give 32 parts—but it was complicated.

    He told Anju to halve her magic four times and remember the final size. Then he taught her to release one unit at a time.

    “Why go through all that trouble?”

    “Think about it. If you suddenly start healing people easily, they’ll see you as useful, and your future will be ruined. You’ll be healing minor cuts and headaches, not serious injuries. Do you want to be owned by nobles or rich merchants? You’re a girl—you could end up as someone’s mistress.”

    “No way! I’d hate that!”

    She shivered with goosebumps. Most people wouldn’t want that fate, so she’d be safe for now.

    Despite what he told Anju, he decided to divide his magic into 40 parts instead of 20.

    He tried making a shield with 40 parts, but counting 16 units each time was ridiculous, so he gave up.

    He switched to using 8 units from a 20-part division, then subtracting one to make a shield. But that was annoying too, so he bundled 8 units and shaved off bits to adjust.

    Sometimes he compared it to a 10-part division to check how much magic was needed.

    As his graduation day approached, Anju asked him to teach her the words used for healing magic.

    That’s when he remembered—she also had earth magic.

    He’d been so focused on hiding her healing magic that he forgot. If she learned to use earth magic, she’d quickly master healing magic too.

    “Anju, before learning the chant, you need to learn how to release magic.”

    “Release? What’s that?”

    “Magic needs magic power.”

    “Obviously. That’s why we were granted magic and magic power.”

    “Right, but to use magic, you need to chant and release magic power at the same time. If you just say the chant without releasing magic, nothing happens.”

    He taught her how to release small units of magic, and she picked it up easily.

    She must’ve gotten used to manipulating magic through practice.

    He told her to start by releasing one unit, then two,

     

  
    

    
      “Listen, forget about healing magic for a while. I’m going to teach you the basics of earth magic now, but make sure no one sees you.”
    

    
      “Why?”
    

    
      “Because if you can use earth magic, people might suspect you can use healing magic too. And if you master earth magic, healing magic becomes easier. Plus, earth magic can be used for offense, defense, and even building a shelter for the night.”
    

    
      “Really?”
    

    
      “It takes a lot of practice, though. First, try creating a fist-sized stone. The chant is… ‘My name is Anju. With the power of Lord Lanjuel, I call upon the strength of the earth to fulfill my wish.’”
    

    
      “That sounds made up.”
    

    
      “It is. Just memorize it for now. If you use magic without chanting, people will ask questions. Say it’s an internal chant if asked, but be ready to explain it. You don’t want people getting too curious—it’ll be a hassle later.”
    

    I find teaching you a hassle too, but by teaching, I’m reaffirming my own magical knowledge.

    Having just recovered from illness and lost my parents, I was thrown into an orphanage, confused and disoriented.

    Only Anju cared for me and helped me through those times.

    It’s not just a debt of gratitude—back then, both Ryan and I were lost, knowing nothing about this world. He truly saved me.

    
      “I’m leaving here tomorrow, but I’ll come back occasionally to continue teaching you. Make sure you’re ready.”
    

    
      “Got it. You better come back!”
    

    When I stopped by the Olson Trading Company, I was taken straight to a shop that catered to adventurers.

    The sign read “Adventurer’s Shop,” just like Ryan remembered. It felt nostalgic.

    They gave me boots, a full outfit, and some spare clothes. I was handed a receipt for 280,000 Darla.

    
      “That’s your debt to the shop. It’ll be deducted from 20% of your delivery fees, so don’t forget. For the next three days, you’ll work with Baltzar. Learn the ropes during that time. You won’t be paid, but do you have money for food?”
    

    
      “I received 20,000 Darla, so I’m fine.”
    

    
      “20,000… We donate a fair amount to the church, but that’s still too little.”
    

    
      “I was told I’d get less since I already have a job lined up.”
    

    Back at the shop, I was given a vest with the Olson Trading Company’s name. It’s a pullover vest, and I was strictly told not to lose it.

    Wearing a uniform means you’re part of the organization—it’s a symbol of affiliation and trust.

    When Baltzar arrived, he received instructions from Olson and headed to the warehouse.

    
      “Today we’re moving goods from the warehouse. We’ll be running, so keep up.”
    

    
      “Okay. Are we going far?”
    

    
      “Just around town today. You might leave Felcana eventually, but for now, you’ll work locally.”
    

    The cargo was luxurious furniture—not something you’d haul on a wagon.

    The warehouse staff handed us a delivery slip and muttered, “From Brost, huh?”

    Brost is just before the royal capital, east along the Gilbert Highway.

    If the goods came from Brost, it means we handle deliveries in town.

    Baltzar touched the furniture, and after a moment, it vanished.

    It was my first time seeing someone else’s storage magic—watching such large items disappear was surreal.

    Baltzar tapped my shoulder and started running—fast.

    Not quite a sprint, but without magical reinforcement, I’d be left behind.

    I thought riding a horse would be faster, but remembered only nobles and their associates can ride through town.

    Baltzar occasionally glanced back while running smoothly.

    He didn’t seem to be using magic, yet his speed was impressive.

    We arrived at a grand mansion on Oranjue Street and went around to the back gate.

    
      “We’re here to deliver goods from Brost.”
    

    Wearing the Olson vest meant we didn’t need to introduce ourselves.

    After a short wait, someone came to guide us. Baltzar showed the documents and entered the mansion.

    
      “Wait! Is that kid from the same shop?”
    

    
      “Yes, he’s a new apprentice.”
    

    
      “Then he waits here.”
    

    Baltzar nodded and followed the guide inside, leaving me awkwardly standing there.

    With nothing to do, I looked at the building—a four-story structure, likely a merchant’s residence or shop.

    Ever since waking up in a different body after a serious illness, everything has been confusing.

    Ryan’s memories didn’t include such mansions, and the future looks tough.

    Baltzar returned, bowed to the staff, and showed me the delivery slip.

    At the bottom was a signature: “Frimlan Trading Company, Steward Welsh.”

    
      “Always get a signature on the delivery slip’s blank space when handing over goods.”
    

    Before returning to the shop, we stopped at the market to buy food—thankfully.

    
      “Ryan, you’re not sweating. Can you use magical reinforcement?”
    

    
      “Yes. My parents were adventurers, and my mother was a mage. They taught me how to handle and channel magic. I was disappointed when I was told I had only 25 magic power on my blessing day, but I trained hard and learned to control it.”
    

    Though I heard it from someone else, not my parents.

    
      “Can you teach me how?”
    

    
      “Sure. Do you know where your magic reservoir is?”
    

    
      “Kind of. I practiced expanding it to use storage magic, but haven’t done much since.”
    

    
      “Thanks to you, I managed to use storage magic too. I’ll teach you everything I know.”
    

    I taught him how to sense his magic reservoir and manipulate it.

    
      “Interesting. I’ve heard of magic reservoirs, but didn’t know you could do that. I was just told to imagine expanding it and putting things inside. The guy who taught me didn’t know much either.”
    

    
      “Yeah, I was lucky my mother was a mage. Once you can move magic freely, you can reinforce your body by spreading it throughout.”
    

    
      “That’s possible? I’ve never heard of it.”
    

    
      “People don’t share such secrets easily—it gives them an edge.”
    

    
      “Is it okay to tell me something so important?”
    

    
      “You helped me avoid becoming an errand boy for adventurers. This is my way of repaying you. But spreading magic through your body must be done lightly and evenly. Using too much causes imbalance and nausea.”
    

    
      “Got it. I’ll practice sensing and moving my magic. By the way, does reinforcement improve strength or senses?”
    

    
      “It varies, but I’ve noticed better reflexes and awareness. I ran with you and barely felt tired. I haven’t tested strength yet.”
    

    We spent 10,000 Darla on food, enough to avoid shopping for a while.

    Storage magic is a blessing—warm meals anytime, thanks to it.

    The workers’ rest hut had six bunk beds along the walls and two long tables—simple but enough for twelve people.

    Four residents were already there, their beds messy and cluttered.

    I claimed a top bunk and cast a powerful cleaning spell.

    Now that I can use storage and reinforcement magic, the next step is barrier magic and identifying my skills.

    Skills like sensing presence, concealment, and stealth are vital for safety.

    Detection helps spot threats early and escape—risky but useful.

    Appraisal would let me live comfortably in town, so maybe that’s better.

    Lying in bed, I tried sensing presence—but with no one around, I gave up.

    At dusk, the residents returned. Big, rough-looking men who didn’t seem to like me—probably jealous of my storage magic.

    Their greetings were curt: “Yeah,” “Hey.”

    
      “Kid, your spot’s awfully clean. If you can use cleaning magic, do mine too.”
    

    
      “Sure, but just this once.”
    

    
      “What? Show some respect to your seniors.”
    

    
      “We’re all here to earn. If someone does something for you, it’s only fair to pay them.”
    

    
      “Tch, stingy brat.”
    

    
      “Then let me try your first-time service.”
    

    Sensing an opportunity, I gave him the full treatment.

    First, I had him stand and cast two cleaning spells. Then two more on his bed.

    
      “Wow, your life magic is impressive.”
    

    
      “Right? Now, lie down—I’ll give you a refresh spell. Next time, it’ll cost five iron coins.”
    

    
      “Refresh, huh? I’ve heard of it. Trying it for free is a treat.”
    

    He lay down excitedly. I used a tiny sliver of magic—1/20 of my reserve—for the refresh spell.

    
      “Ooooooh… fuuuuuu… this feels amazing!”
    

    
      “Hey! Don’t make weird noises. You’re standing up now.”
    

    
      “How do you feel?”
    

    
      “So light… like all my fatigue vanished. Kid, I want this again tomorrow.”
    

    
      “Is it worth paying 500 Darla for?”
    

     

  
    

    After I gave the three men a special first-time service, the first old man, intrigued by their reactions, demanded the same treatment. Seeing the three refreshed men moaning strangely and then relaxing comfortably on a clean bed with satisfied expressions must have piqued his interest.

    I decided to give this old man a thorough service and make him a regular customer to earn some money. Though it was the same Clean and Refresh service as the others, he ended up making the loudest noises, which made the others uncomfortable.

    On the second day, I was tasked with pickup and delivery within the city. I received a slip with the pickup address and headed out. The package was heavy and tightly wrapped, so I couldn’t tell what it was. I got a signature on the pickup slip, kept one copy, and delivered the other with the package to the recipient, who signed the receipt after I placed the item on the entrance floor.

    After finishing work around noon, I had a late lunch at the market. I learned that on days without work, I’d receive a meal allowance of 3,000 Darla. For long-distance jobs, I’d travel by shared carriage and receive 10,000 Darla to cover hotel and meal expenses, separate from the carriage fare.

    There’s a decent amount of work, so I won’t go hungry, but apparently, there are times when I might have no work for about a quarter of the month.

    The meal allowance on off days is meant to prevent storage holders from quitting. Even though the packages are small, they’re heavy or bulky enough to require someone with storage magic. Using a horse-drawn cart would require at least two laborers and incur maintenance costs for the horse and cart. So having someone who can transport heavy items alone is valuable.

    Having a quarter of the month off might be tough, but it’s perfect for practicing magic and skills, which I welcome.

    The refreshed and glowing old men went to work with bright smiles, and their drastic transformation from the previous day led to a barrage of questions. By the time I returned to the company, the curiosity had shifted to trial requests.

    One by one, the available workers came to the break room to receive my Clean and Refresh service. The burly old men kept moaning strangely, causing quite a commotion.

    As a result, Mr. Olson came to investigate and, after hearing the situation, reduced the Refresh service fee to 200 Darla. In exchange, whenever I came to work and performed even one Refresh, I’d receive a 3,000 Darla bonus on top of my daily wage.

    Mr. Olson said it was a small price to pay if it helped everyone recover and work harder. He even tried the service himself, made strange noises, and was laughed at by everyone.

    I’ve become independent and accustomed to deliveries, but a new problem has arisen. Now that I can openly earn money through Refresh, I’m collecting 20 to 30 iron coins daily, which is a hassle. Even though I store them magically and weight isn’t an issue, having piles of iron coins is inconvenient.

    When I consulted Mr. Olson, he advised me to register as an adventurer. Apparently, there are occasional jobs involving transporting wild beasts. With an Adventurer Guild card, I wouldn’t need to pay to enter or leave the city, and it would be convenient for guild-related tasks.

    Mr. Olson belongs to the Commercial Guild, and since I work for Olson Trading Company, I hold an ID issued by him. However, his ID is from the Commercial Guild, while mine is personally issued by him, making it less useful in other cities.

    He suggested I open a bank account by presenting both the Adventurer Guild card and the company ID. I could deposit my iron coins there, and any adventurer rewards could be transferred easily between the guild and the bank without hassle.

    It made sense—banking is the easiest solution, and since I roam the city, visiting the Commercial Guild is convenient.

    On an off day, I headed to the Adventurer Guild. The swinging doors, just like in anime and light novels, got me excited. But in reality, I simply greeted the receptionist and asked to register.

    “Ryan, haven’t seen you lately. Found a job?”

    “Yes, I’m working for Olson Trading Company as a courier.”

    “A small kid like you doing courier work? You won’t earn much just running errands.”

    “I can use a bit of storage magic. So I’m not fully qualified, but I get paid decently.”

    “Oh, like Baltzar then.”

    “Does Mr. Baltzar come here often?”

    “Sometimes. When adventurers defeat big monsters, they request pickups. Though most requests come from mid- to low-ranked adventurers.”

    “Hey Ryan, haven’t seen you around. So you became a courier?”

    “Yes, I switched jobs since I can use storage magic. By the way… that magic pouch…”

    “What, surprised I have a magic pouch?”

    “No, just curious about the unique design. Was it expensive?”

    “Hmph, a brat like you couldn’t afford it.”

    My parents used to say he was a nasty guy, and they were right. I’ll let it slide for now, but I won’t forget.

    He and his buddies laughed while glaring at me with sharp eyes, whispering about my potential to use storage magic. They didn’t know I could sense magic, so I heard everything clearly.

    I attended the newcomer orientation in a large room upstairs. I skipped the herbal samples part since I already knew them from helping out. At the end, I placed my hand on a crystal ball to check for criminal records and touched a magic measurement plate.

    “Magic power: 25. You’ve been granted four types of magic, but your magic power is so low people say it’s a divine mistake. Surprising you can use storage magic.”

    “On the day I received my magic, Mr. Olson invited me to visit if I could use storage magic. I went to learn how to use it and met Mr. Baltzar, who taught me the trick so I could start working.”

    “So Baltzar taught you, huh?”

    “Yes, but it was tough.”

    I received my guild card—naturally, a G-rank, the lowest of the low. There are five rank names but eight actual levels:

    
 | Rank | Name | Notes | S | Platinum | Noble treatment
 | A | Gold | —
 | B | Silver (Level 2) | —
 | C | Silver (Level 1) | Can receive designated requests
 | D | Bronze (Level 2) | Considered full-fledged; subject to mandatory summons
 | E | Bronze (Level 1) | Barely full-fledged; most common rank
 | F | Iron (Level 2) | Automatically promoted after one year
 | G | Iron (Level 1) | New registrants

    The gap between S and G is enormous. I don’t plan to become a full adventurer, but I’d at least like a Bronze Level 1 card. This rusty Iron card is depressing.

    I noticed something odd on the back of the card—a line drawing of my face, my name, and registration city “Felkana,” followed by unfamiliar text: “¼ Black Dragon, ¼ Foxkin, ¼ Elf, ¼ Catkin.”

    “What’s this, ma’am?”

    “Oh, that crystal ball you touched? It reveals more than just criminal records—it also shows your racial lineage. You’re quite the mix. But you look completely human. Usually, mixed blood shows some physical traits.”

    I see. My parents had slightly animal-like ears, but it doesn’t matter now. Whatever my lineage, it’s irrelevant—I’ll forget about it.

    After registering, I dashed off to the Commercial Guild.

    The Commercial Guild building on Lucreil Street is a massive four-story structure. As expected, a guard blocked my way at the entrance, but when I showed my Olson Trading Company ID and Adventurer Guild card and said I wanted to deposit money, he let me in.

    At the reception, I presented both IDs and requested to open an account. Olson Trading Company is affiliated with the Commercial Guild, so one ID would suffice, but Mr. Olson advised me to show both since I also take adventurer jobs.

    My cloth sack was stuffed with iron and copper coins—probably around 40,000 to 50,000 Darla. The cashier looked annoyed as he took the sack and checked its contents.

    After a long wait, he called my name. “46,800 Darla. Here’s your Commercial Guild card. Use this from now on,” he said, tossing it onto the counter.

    What a rude guy. Maybe I’m just bitter because I’m a small-time depositor.

    Don’t take out your frustration from dealing with wealthy clients on me. I didn’t say anything, but I picked up the card, looked at the man’s face, then glanced at the fancy customers and smirked. His forehead twitched with anger, but maybe he should learn that mocking others invites the same treatment.

    Now I earn 6,000 Darla daily plus a 3,000 Darla bonus, and 2,000–3,000 Darla from Refresh services. I’m making more than I expected.

    If Anju’s magic training goes well, I’ll teach her Refresh too so she can earn money. If used wisely, she can hide her healing magic and still make a living.
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