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Naofumi Iwatani, an uncharismatic Otaku who spends his days on games and manga, suddenly
finds himself summoned to a parallel universe! He discovers he is one of four heroes equipped
with legendary weapons and tasked with saving the world from its prophesied destruction. As
the Shield Hero, the weakest of the heroes, all is not as it seems. Naofumi is soon alone,
penniless, and betrayed. With no one to turn to, and nowhere to run, he is left with only his
shield. Now, Naofumi must rise to become the legendary Shield Hero and save the world!

About the AuthorAneko Yusagi was born in Kanagawa. After growing interested in reading and
gaming, Aneko began to write novels. Aneko wrote The Rising of the Shield Hero and began
posting it online. After updating the story daily, an unprecedented amount of readers became
addicted to the rapid pace of the advancing story, and the novel became an online hit. It was first
collected and published by Media Factory in Japan in August of 2013. Aneko Yusagi was
recently quoted saying, "I will rise and find great success in life." --This text refers to the
paperback edition.From School Library JournalGr 7 Up—Naofumi Iwatani is a geeky college
student who is transported to a role playing game-inspired fantasy world where he discovers he
is one of four legendary heroes. As the Shield Hero, having the least impressive weapon, he
begins his adventure with a decided lack of popularity and is betrayed on the third day of his
adventure. Left penniless, alone, and bitter, Naofumi must struggle to survive and has only his
shield to help him save the world. This light novel originated as a web series, and the writing
remains amateurish with a singular lack of proofreading. The dialogue is often unclear,
especially when there are several characters speaking at once, and some characters never even
get names but are simply referred to by their job titles, as though they really are nonplayer
characters in a video game. The world-building and explanation of the story line are severely
lacking, as well. The manga-style illustrations, in color and gray scale, are well done, however,
and show a lot of action and emotion. VERDICT Because of the many typos and the
questionably worded sentences, this confusing novel is not recommended. A much better
choice for fans of this format would be Mamare Touno's Log Horizon (Yen, 2015).—Kelley Gile,
Cheshire Public Library, CT --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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Chapter One: A Royal Summons“Huh?”I’d gone to the library to do a bit of reading.My name is
Naofumi Iwatani, and I’m a sophomore in college. I’m also aware that I am more of a nerd than
the rest of my classmates. Ever since I first became interested in video games and anime and
other otaku pastimes, I’ve given them more of my time than I gave my actual studies.My parents
know this about me, and so they gave up on me early on. Instead, they sent my brother to a
famous prep school in an effort to “secure his future.” But the pressure was too much for him. He
got worn out with all the studying and turned into a troubled teen, dying his hair and yelling
obscenities around the house. For a little while, the whole family was miserable.But then a savior
appeared to save the day: me!He was always scowling and mouthing off to everyone, but I had
an ingenious plan up my sleeve: I suggested he try playing a game, a popular one. It was a
dating simulator, the kind where you get to go on dates with cute girls.“What the hell?”“Just try it!
You don’t have to commit to liking it.”I said that because I knew the real reason he had turned
into such a punk.When we were growing up, our parents had always given me whatever I asked
for—but he had never received the same treatment. He wanted the freedom that I’d always had.
I’m a specialist when it comes to having fun, though, so he was interested in the game I
suggested, if only because he knew I was an authority on fun. He told me this himself later on
down the line.I’ll just skip right to the end: there’s one more otaku in the world now.If you walked
into his room now, you’d see posters and figurines from the very same game I introduced him to.
Not only that, but he also rededicated himself to his studies, got into a great school, and is
apparently at the top of his class.My parents were so happy about my intervention that they
spoiled me even more as a result, so I am currently leading a very free life as a college
student.Okay, so that was a bit of a digression. I had gone to the library to do a bit of reading.My
parents give me an allowance of 10,000 yen every month. The naughty games and magazines,
light novels, and manga that my friends and I go through eat up that allowance pretty quickly. I
have a part-time job that brings in about 50,000 yen a month, which is great, but the various
festivals I take part in during the summer and winter months use all that money as well.My
brother is not the sort of person to go out of his way to participate in a festival, but my parents
rent a room for us near the festival grounds to encourage his participation. Well, whatever. They
have their own lives to live, so they can’t give me all that much money. They try to help cover
tuition and rent, so that’s plenty. So whenever I need to save money, when I don’t have all that
much, I go to used bookstores or to the library to read. If I have free time, I like to play games
online, but if you really want to be good at them, there’s no end to how much time you could sink
into a character.Besides, I consider myself a jack-of-all-trades, and I’m not really the type to
invest all my time in one particular thing. That, and even when I do get into a game, I don’t really
care about leveling up my character. I just end up obsessed with gathering money in the virtual
world. Even as I’m writing these words, I have characters and rare items that I collected up for
sale.Thanks to those sales, I somehow managed to secure free time for myself in the real



world.Okay then, so I was there in the library when all this craziness started.I was looking over
an old bookshelf in the corner that was dedicated to fantasy novels. I think that fantasy has a
history at least as long as recorded human history. I mean, if you really think about it, even the
Bible is a type of fantasy novel.The Records of the Four Holy Weapons ?This really old-looking
book just fell off the shelf. The title was pretty hard to make out, and I guess whoever had been
reading it last hadn’t taken the time to put it back securely. Whatever. Figuring it was probably
destiny, I brought it back to the table, sat down, and opened it.Flip . . . flip . . .It was the kind of
book that starts off by telling you about the fantasy world itself. To sum it up, it seemed to be
about a different world, one with an apocalyptic prophecy to worry about. The prophecy said that
many waves of great destruction would wash over the world until nothing was left. To stave off
disaster and escape destruction, the people would call for heroes from another world to come
and save them—or something like that anyway.Hmm, well the idea seems pretty cliché now, but
something about the book being that old felt, ironically, fresh.So the four heroes each possessed
a weapon.Sword, spear, bow, and shield.I started to wince at the content. I mean, when you
think about it, a shield is not even a weapon at all. Anyway, I started to skim ahead.The four of
them went on a journey to train, gather strength, perfect themselves, and stop the prophesied
destruction of the world.My head jerked. I’d nearly fallen asleep in my seat. It was all too much. I
was yawning, and the book was so old-fashioned. I mean, there were no cute heroines at all. The
only girl was the princess, and she was horrible because she was manipulative and obsessed
with the heroes. She kept casting flirtatious glances at all of them, pitting them against each
other. I wished she would just pick one of them to focus on.The Sword Hero was active and
powerful, the Spear Hero valued and protected his friends, and the Bow Hero would never
tolerate injustice. All the heroes were good people with great personalities. There aren’t many
stories like that these days. You know the kind where all the characters share the protagonist
spotlight?What’s this? The story was shifting to talk about the Shield Hero .“Huh?”I turned the
page and let out an involuntary yelp. All the pages after the introduction of the Shield Hero were
blank. I kept flipping, kept looking them over, but they were all blank white pages. There was
nothing else in the book.“What the heck?”I was thinking over how strange it all was when I
started to feel dizzy.“Huh? What’s . . .” I heard my own bewildered whisper and felt my
consciousness slipping away. I’d never dreamed that I’d be transported to another world.

Chapter Two: The Heroes“Oh wow . . .”I heard the sound of people marveling at something and
suddenly was awake again. My eyes weren’t ready to focus on anything, but I pointed them
straight ahead anyway. There were men in robes, looking at me in awe and apparently
speechless.“What’s all this?”I turned in the direction of the voice and discovered three other
people there. Like myself, they didn’t seem to know what was going on.I scratched my head.I’d
been in the library only moments before, but then . . . why? And just where was I?I flipped my
head left and right and found that I was in a room. The walls were made of stone. Is that what
they call brick? Regardless, I don’t think it was anywhere I’d been before. And it certainly was not



the library.I looked at the floor. It was covered in geometric patterns that had been painted in
some sort of fluorescent material. There was also an altar of some kind. It looked like something
magical and straight out of a fantasy.We were standing on the altar.Wait a second. Why was I
holding a shield?I was holding a shield. It was feather-light and fit my hand perfectly. I couldn’t
figure out why I was holding it, though, so I went to put it down, only to find that I was unable to
do so. It was like it was stuck to me.“Where are we?”Just as I was wondering the same thing, the
man next to me, the one carrying a sword, asked some men in robes.“Oh, heroes! Please save
our world!”“What?!” the four of us shouted in unison.“What is that supposed to mean?”But the
appeal of the robed men sounded familiar, like something I’d read on the Internet.“There are
many complications in this situation, but to offer a simple answer to your question, we have just
completed an ancient ceremony and summoned you four heroes.”“Summoned?”Yes, that was it.
There was a really good chance that it was all some prank, but there seemed nothing wrong with
hearing them out. Besides, it’s more fun to be pranked than to prank someone else anyway. I
don’t mind that sort of thing. I think it’s fun.“Our world teeters on the brink of destruction. Heroes,
please lend us your strength,” said the robed men, bowing very deeply to us.“Well, it wouldn’t
hurt to . . .” I began to reply, but the other three guys spoke up quickly.“I don’t think so.”“Yeah, me
neither.”“We can go back to our world, right? We’ll talk about your problems after that.”What? Did
they think it was okay to speak to someone like that? Someone that was bowing to us out of
desperation? Why couldn’t they save their conclusions until after they’d heard the bulk of the
situation?I glared at them in silence, and soon the three of them were looking me over. What
were they smiling about? We could all feel the room growing tense.What jerks! I bet they were
actually happy to be there. Think about it. What if it were true? They’d get the chance to have
adventures in another world. It’d be a dream come true! Sure, it’s a cliché, but still, couldn’t we at
least hear them out?The guy with the sword looked like he might have been in high school. He
pointed his sword at the robed men and nearly shouted, “Don’t you feel any guilt for calling
people into your world without their permission?”“Besides,” said the guy with the bow, “even if we
save you and bring peace to your world, you’ll just send us back home, right? That just sounds
like a job to me.” He was glaring at the robed men.“I wonder how much you’ve considered our
opinion on this. I wonder how it could be worth our while. Depending on how the conversation
goes, keep in mind that we might end up enemies of your world.”

So that’s how it was. That’s what they wanted. This is when they try to figure out their standing
and demand a reward. Well, they certainly were an outspoken, confident bunch. I felt like I was
somehow losing to them.“Yes, well, we would very much like you to speak with the king. He will
discuss future compensation with you in the throne room.”One of the robed men, apparently
their leader, leaned against a very heavy-looking door until it opened, at which point he pointed
in the direction we were to go.“Whatever.”“Fine.”“I don’t think it really matters who we talk to, but
whatever.”My outspoken companions complained as they left the room in the direction indicated.
I didn’t want to be left alone, so I followed them out.We walked out of the darkened room and



down a hallway made of stone. How should I describe it? The air felt fresh . . . and I can’t think of
any other words for it. Vocabulary has never been my strong suit. We were able to steal a glance
through a window, and the scenery took our breath away.The clouds were high, high in the sky
for as far as you could see. There, below us, a town spread out from the building we were in. All
the houses were lined up neatly, just like one of those European cities you’d see featured in a
travel brochure. I wanted to pause for a minute and take it all in, but there was no time. We were
hurried past the window and down the hall, and soon enough we arrived at the throne
room.“Huh, so these kids are the four holy heroes?”An important-looking older man was sitting
there on the throne. He leaned forward as he spoke. He didn’t make a good first impression on
me. I just can’t stand people who condescend.“My name is Aultcray Melromarc XXXII, and I rule
these lands. Heroes, show me your faces!”I somehow managed to resist the urge to yell, “We’re
already looking at you!” But I caught myself just in time. I guess he was in a position of authority,
and he seemed to be a king of some sort.“Now then, I shall begin with an explanation. This
country—no, this whole world—is on the brink of destruction.”It seemed like a rather regal
introduction. The other guys with me spoke up. “Well, I guess that makes sense, considering
you’d call for us from another world.”“Yeah, figures.”I’ll try to summarize the king’s story.There
was a prophecy about the end of the world. Many waves would appear, and they would wash
over the world again and again until nothing remained. Unless the waves were repelled and their
accompanying calamities avoided, the world was doomed. The prophecy was from long ago,
though the time it spoke of was now, this very moment. There was also a large and ancient
hourglass called a dragon hourglass that would signal the times. The dragon hourglass
predicted the arrival of the waves, and its sands began to fall one month ago. According to
legend, the waves would come in one-month intervals.In the beginning, the citizens of the land
mocked the legends. However, when the sands in the dragon hourglass began to fall, a great
calamity visited the land. A fissure appeared in the country, Melromarc; a fissure to another
dimension. Terrifying and horrible creatures crawled out from it in great numbers.At the time, the
country’s knights and adventurers were able to repel the advance of the creatures, but the next
wave was prophesied to be even more terrible.At this rate, the country, having no way to ward off
the impending disaster, was doomed. Considering the situation nearly hopeless, the kingdom
decided to summon heroes from another world.That about sums it up.Oh, by the way, it seems
like the legendary weapons enabled us to understand the language of that world.“All right,” said
one of my companions. “I think I understand where you’re coming from. But does that mean you
are basically commanding us to help you?”“Seems all fine and good . . . for you.”“I agree. All this
sounds pretty self-centered to me. If your world is on the road to destruction, just let it burn. I
don’t see what it has to do with us.”I could tell by the condescending giggle he struggled to hide
that he secretly thought that this was all really cool.Well it was my turn to speak up next. “As they
have said, we don’t have a responsibility to help you. If we dedicate our time and lives to bringing
peace to your kingdom, do we get anything besides a ‘thanks and see you later’? I mean, I
guess what I really want to know is if there is a way for us to get home. Could you tell me



anything about that?”“Hmmm . . .” The king shot his vassal a sidelong glance. “Of course we are
planning on compensating you all for your efforts.”The heroes, including myself, pumped our
fists in celebration. Yes! Phase one of negotiations was complete.“Naturally,” continued the king,
“I’ve made arrangements to support you financially and also to provide you with whatever you
may require in thanks for your efforts on our behalf.”“Oh yeah? Cool. Well, as long as you’ll
promise us that, I don’t think we’ll have a problem.”“Don’t think you’ve bought us off. As long as
we aren’t enemies, I’ll help you out, though.”“Agreed.”“Me too.”Why did they all have to act so
superior all the time? Think about where we are! Do you really want to make an enemy of the
king? Still, I guess it was good to get all the particulars out of the way in advance rather than risk
losing everything down the road.“Very well then, heroes. Tell us your names.”Wait a second—I
just noticed something. Didn’t all this sound similar to the book I’d been reading in the library?
The Records of the Four Holy Weapons?A sword, spear, bow . . . and, yes, a shield.Even the
four heroes were the same. Could I have somehow gotten pulled into the world of that book? I
was starting to mull these things over when the kid with the sword, the Sword Hero, stepped
forward and introduced himself.“My name is Ren Amaki. I am 16 years old and a high school
student.”The Sword Hero, Ren Amaki. He was an attractive young guy. His face was handsome,
and he was relatively short, maybe 160 centimeters. If he cross-dressed, you’d mistake him for a
girl in an instant. His face was so composed. His hair was black and cut short. His eyes were
sharp, and his skin was white. Overall, he gave off a cool impression like a quick, slender
swordsman.“All right, I’ll go next. My name is Motoyasu Kitamura. I’m 21 and a college
student.”The Spear Hero, Motoyasu Kitamura. He came off as light-hearted and kind, something
like an older brother. His face was at least as well kept as Ren’s—the type of guy who was sure
to have a girlfriend or two. He was probably around 170 centimeters. His hair was pulled back
into a ponytail. I normally don’t like ponytails on men, but it seemed to suit him. Overall, he
seemed like a caring older brother.“Okay, my turn. I’m Itsuki Kawasumi. I’m 17 and still in high
school.”The Bow Hero, Itsuki Kawasumi. He looked like the calm, piano-playing sort of character.
How do I explain it? He seemed vain, and yet, at the same time, he held some unrevealed
strength. There was something indefinite about him. Something vague. He was the shortest
among us, probably somewhere around 155 centimeters. His hairstyle was slightly wavy, as if it
had been permed. He was like a soft-spoken younger brother.Apparently we were all Japanese. I
would be pretty surprised if any of the others turned out not to be, anyway.Oh, my turn already?“I
guess I’m last. My name is Naofumi Iwatani. I’m 20 years old and a college student.”The king
looked down at me condescendingly. I felt goose bumps crawl up and down my spine.“Now then.
Ren, Motoyasu, and Itsuki, correct?”“Your Grace, you’ve forgotten me.”“Ah yes, pardon me, Mr.
Naofumi.”So the old guy was a little slow on the uptake. But you know . . . I was still feeling
somehow out of place among them all there. And now he forgot to include me in such a short
list?“Now then, heroes, please confirm your status and give yourselves an objective
evaluation.”“Huh?”What did he mean by status?!“Excuse me, but how are we supposed to
evaluate ourselves?” asked Itsuki.Ren sighed loudly like he couldn’t be bothered to explain it to



us. “You mean to say that you all haven’t figured it out yet? Didn’t you realize it the moment you
arrived here?”Oh come on. He just knew everything. Was that it? I guess he was some kind of
genius.“I mean,” he went on, “haven’t you noticed any weird icons hanging out in your peripheral
vision?”“Huh?”But since he mentioned it . . . if you looked off vaguely toward the edges of your
field of vision, there were little marks there. I could see them, too.“Just focus your mind on that
icon.”I did, and I heard a soft beep, just like I was sitting in front of a computer, and the icon
expanded to take over my field of vision. It was like opening an Internet browser.Naofumi
IwataniClass: Shield Hero LV 1Equipment: Small Shield (legendary weapon)Other-world
clothesSkills: noneMagic: noneThere were still quite a few things listed, but I decided to ignore
them for the moment. So this is what the king meant by status? Wait. Just what the hell was all
this? It felt like I was in a game.“Level 1 . . . That makes me nervous.”“Good point. At this rate,
who knows if we’ll even be able to fight at all?”“What is all this?”“Do these things not exist in your
world, heroes? You are experiencing status magic. Everyone in this world can see and use
it.”“Really?”I was amazed at how normal everyone seemed to think it was, this numerical
expression of your physical body.“And what are we supposed to do? These numbers seem
awfully low.”“Yes, well, you will need to go on a journey to further polish your abilities and to
strengthen the legendary weapons you possess.”“Strengthen them? You mean these things
aren’t strong right from the get-go?”“That is correct. The summoned heroes must raise their
legendary weapons by themselves. That is how they will grow strong.”Motoyasu was spinning
his spear and thinking. “Why don’t we just use different weapons while these ones are bulking
up? Seems smart to me.”That did seem like a good idea. And besides, I was stuck with a shield,
not even a weapon in its own right. I’d better get another weapon.Ren cut in to clarify. “We can
work all that out later on. Right now, we should focus on improving ourselves, just like the king
has asked us to do.”It was so exciting! We were heroes summoned from another world! It felt a
little like manga, but any otaku worth his salt would jump at a chance like this. My heart was
pounding in my chest, and I couldn’t get myself to calm down. It looked like the other heroes
around me felt the same way.“Are we going to form a party? The four of us?”“Wait just a moment,
heroes.”“Hm?”Just as we were preparing to set out on an adventure, the king spoke again. “The
four of you should set out separately to recruit your own companions.”“Why is that?”“According
to the legends,” he began, “the legendary weapons you possess will interfere with one another
should you form a party. Both your weapons and yourselves can only grow when you are apart
from one another.”

So that’s how it was. That’s what they wanted. This is when they try to figure out their standing
and demand a reward. Well, they certainly were an outspoken, confident bunch. I felt like I was
somehow losing to them.“Yes, well, we would very much like you to speak with the king. He will
discuss future compensation with you in the throne room.”One of the robed men, apparently
their leader, leaned against a very heavy-looking door until it opened, at which point he pointed
in the direction we were to go.“Whatever.”“Fine.”“I don’t think it really matters who we talk to, but



whatever.”My outspoken companions complained as they left the room in the direction indicated.
I didn’t want to be left alone, so I followed them out.We walked out of the darkened room and
down a hallway made of stone. How should I describe it? The air felt fresh . . . and I can’t think of
any other words for it. Vocabulary has never been my strong suit. We were able to steal a glance
through a window, and the scenery took our breath away.The clouds were high, high in the sky
for as far as you could see. There, below us, a town spread out from the building we were in. All
the houses were lined up neatly, just like one of those European cities you’d see featured in a
travel brochure. I wanted to pause for a minute and take it all in, but there was no time. We were
hurried past the window and down the hall, and soon enough we arrived at the throne
room.“Huh, so these kids are the four holy heroes?”An important-looking older man was sitting
there on the throne. He leaned forward as he spoke. He didn’t make a good first impression on
me. I just can’t stand people who condescend.“My name is Aultcray Melromarc XXXII, and I rule
these lands. Heroes, show me your faces!”I somehow managed to resist the urge to yell, “We’re
already looking at you!” But I caught myself just in time. I guess he was in a position of authority,
and he seemed to be a king of some sort.“Now then, I shall begin with an explanation. This
country—no, this whole world—is on the brink of destruction.”It seemed like a rather regal
introduction. The other guys with me spoke up. “Well, I guess that makes sense, considering
you’d call for us from another world.”“Yeah, figures.”I’ll try to summarize the king’s story.There
was a prophecy about the end of the world. Many waves would appear, and they would wash
over the world again and again until nothing remained. Unless the waves were repelled and their
accompanying calamities avoided, the world was doomed. The prophecy was from long ago,
though the time it spoke of was now, this very moment. There was also a large and ancient
hourglass called a dragon hourglass that would signal the times. The dragon hourglass
predicted the arrival of the waves, and its sands began to fall one month ago. According to
legend, the waves would come in one-month intervals.In the beginning, the citizens of the land
mocked the legends. However, when the sands in the dragon hourglass began to fall, a great
calamity visited the land. A fissure appeared in the country, Melromarc; a fissure to another
dimension. Terrifying and horrible creatures crawled out from it in great numbers.At the time, the
country’s knights and adventurers were able to repel the advance of the creatures, but the next
wave was prophesied to be even more terrible.At this rate, the country, having no way to ward off
the impending disaster, was doomed. Considering the situation nearly hopeless, the kingdom
decided to summon heroes from another world.That about sums it up.Oh, by the way, it seems
like the legendary weapons enabled us to understand the language of that world.“All right,” said
one of my companions. “I think I understand where you’re coming from. But does that mean you
are basically commanding us to help you?”“Seems all fine and good . . . for you.”“I agree. All this
sounds pretty self-centered to me. If your world is on the road to destruction, just let it burn. I
don’t see what it has to do with us.”I could tell by the condescending giggle he struggled to hide
that he secretly thought that this was all really cool.Well it was my turn to speak up next. “As they
have said, we don’t have a responsibility to help you. If we dedicate our time and lives to bringing



peace to your kingdom, do we get anything besides a ‘thanks and see you later’? I mean, I
guess what I really want to know is if there is a way for us to get home. Could you tell me
anything about that?”“Hmmm . . .” The king shot his vassal a sidelong glance. “Of course we are
planning on compensating you all for your efforts.”The heroes, including myself, pumped our
fists in celebration. Yes! Phase one of negotiations was complete.“Naturally,” continued the king,
“I’ve made arrangements to support you financially and also to provide you with whatever you
may require in thanks for your efforts on our behalf.”“Oh yeah? Cool. Well, as long as you’ll
promise us that, I don’t think we’ll have a problem.”“Don’t think you’ve bought us off. As long as
we aren’t enemies, I’ll help you out, though.”“Agreed.”“Me too.”Why did they all have to act so
superior all the time? Think about where we are! Do you really want to make an enemy of the
king? Still, I guess it was good to get all the particulars out of the way in advance rather than risk
losing everything down the road.“Very well then, heroes. Tell us your names.”Wait a second—I
just noticed something. Didn’t all this sound similar to the book I’d been reading in the library?
The Records of the Four Holy Weapons?A sword, spear, bow . . . and, yes, a shield.Even the
four heroes were the same. Could I have somehow gotten pulled into the world of that book? I
was starting to mull these things over when the kid with the sword, the Sword Hero, stepped
forward and introduced himself.“My name is Ren Amaki. I am 16 years old and a high school
student.”The Sword Hero, Ren Amaki. He was an attractive young guy. His face was handsome,
and he was relatively short, maybe 160 centimeters. If he cross-dressed, you’d mistake him for a
girl in an instant. His face was so composed. His hair was black and cut short. His eyes were
sharp, and his skin was white. Overall, he gave off a cool impression like a quick, slender
swordsman.“All right, I’ll go next. My name is Motoyasu Kitamura. I’m 21 and a college
student.”The Spear Hero, Motoyasu Kitamura. He came off as light-hearted and kind, something
like an older brother. His face was at least as well kept as Ren’s—the type of guy who was sure
to have a girlfriend or two. He was probably around 170 centimeters. His hair was pulled back
into a ponytail. I normally don’t like ponytails on men, but it seemed to suit him. Overall, he
seemed like a caring older brother.“Okay, my turn. I’m Itsuki Kawasumi. I’m 17 and still in high
school.”The Bow Hero, Itsuki Kawasumi. He looked like the calm, piano-playing sort of character.
How do I explain it? He seemed vain, and yet, at the same time, he held some unrevealed
strength. There was something indefinite about him. Something vague. He was the shortest
among us, probably somewhere around 155 centimeters. His hairstyle was slightly wavy, as if it
had been permed. He was like a soft-spoken younger brother.Apparently we were all Japanese. I
would be pretty surprised if any of the others turned out not to be, anyway.Oh, my turn already?“I
guess I’m last. My name is Naofumi Iwatani. I’m 20 years old and a college student.”The king
looked down at me condescendingly. I felt goose bumps crawl up and down my spine.“Now then.
Ren, Motoyasu, and Itsuki, correct?”“Your Grace, you’ve forgotten me.”“Ah yes, pardon me, Mr.
Naofumi.”So the old guy was a little slow on the uptake. But you know . . . I was still feeling
somehow out of place among them all there. And now he forgot to include me in such a short
list?“Now then, heroes, please confirm your status and give yourselves an objective



evaluation.”“Huh?”What did he mean by status?!“Excuse me, but how are we supposed to
evaluate ourselves?” asked Itsuki.Ren sighed loudly like he couldn’t be bothered to explain it to
us. “You mean to say that you all haven’t figured it out yet? Didn’t you realize it the moment you
arrived here?”Oh come on. He just knew everything. Was that it? I guess he was some kind of
genius.“I mean,” he went on, “haven’t you noticed any weird icons hanging out in your peripheral
vision?”“Huh?”But since he mentioned it . . . if you looked off vaguely toward the edges of your
field of vision, there were little marks there. I could see them, too.“Just focus your mind on that
icon.”I did, and I heard a soft beep, just like I was sitting in front of a computer, and the icon
expanded to take over my field of vision. It was like opening an Internet browser.Naofumi
IwataniClass: Shield Hero LV 1Equipment: Small Shield (legendary weapon)Other-world
clothesSkills: noneMagic: noneThere were still quite a few things listed, but I decided to ignore
them for the moment. So this is what the king meant by status? Wait. Just what the hell was all
this? It felt like I was in a game.“Level 1 . . . That makes me nervous.”“Good point. At this rate,
who knows if we’ll even be able to fight at all?”“What is all this?”“Do these things not exist in your
world, heroes? You are experiencing status magic. Everyone in this world can see and use
it.”“Really?”I was amazed at how normal everyone seemed to think it was, this numerical
expression of your physical body.“And what are we supposed to do? These numbers seem
awfully low.”“Yes, well, you will need to go on a journey to further polish your abilities and to
strengthen the legendary weapons you possess.”“Strengthen them? You mean these things
aren’t strong right from the get-go?”“That is correct. The summoned heroes must raise their
legendary weapons by themselves. That is how they will grow strong.”Motoyasu was spinning
his spear and thinking. “Why don’t we just use different weapons while these ones are bulking
up? Seems smart to me.”That did seem like a good idea. And besides, I was stuck with a shield,
not even a weapon in its own right. I’d better get another weapon.Ren cut in to clarify. “We can
work all that out later on. Right now, we should focus on improving ourselves, just like the king
has asked us to do.”It was so exciting! We were heroes summoned from another world! It felt a
little like manga, but any otaku worth his salt would jump at a chance like this. My heart was
pounding in my chest, and I couldn’t get myself to calm down. It looked like the other heroes
around me felt the same way.“Are we going to form a party? The four of us?”“Wait just a moment,
heroes.”“Hm?”Just as we were preparing to set out on an adventure, the king spoke again. “The
four of you should set out separately to recruit your own companions.”“Why is that?”“According
to the legends,” he began, “the legendary weapons you possess will interfere with one another
should you form a party. Both your weapons and yourselves can only grow when you are apart
from one another.”“I don’t really understand all that, but if we stay together, we can’t level up,
right?”Huh? Everyone found instructions for their weapons. We all began to read at the same
time.Attention: the legendary weapons and their owners will experience adverse effects if they
fight together.Caution: it is preferable that the heroes remain separated when possible.“I guess
it’s true then . . .”But why did all of this sound so much like a game? It was like I’d been
transported into a game. Anyway, games don’t feel this real, and there were real humans living



here, so I guess it was still a reality of one kind or another. Still, the system reminded me of a
game nonetheless.The instructions for the weapons went on at great length and detail, but there
wasn’t enough time to read them right then.“So you think we should try to form our own
parties?”“I will attempt to secure travel companions for you all. Regardless, evening draws near.
Heroes, you should rest for the night and prepare for departure on the morrow. In the meantime, I
will find companions for you from the village below.”“Thank you very much.”“Thanks.”We all
thanked the king and retired to our own rooms for the night.
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Apteral, “"4 stars for the story, not the execution.". First off, before you read anything else, this is
the only English version of this book. If you want to read it, the issues I talk about are just things
you're going to have to put up with. I'm giving this 4 stars for the story, not the execution. The
execution is horrible. What happens to the main character, how he deals with it, and his unique
"dark" take on everything happening around him is what makes or breaks this story. Get past the
main character's uniqueness, and everything else is about what readers of the genre (otaku gets
thrown into a game/fantasy world) will expect. Aside from that, Aneko Yusagi has some very
poor writing habits. Any time there is a detail that they feel the reader needs to know about, but
which wasn't mentioned earlier, instead of editing things so that that information shows up where
it should, the author just has Naofumi break into whatever else he was doing to say: " By the way,
such and such means such and such" or "For your information, I did this other thing earlier."
Another thing that really bugs me is that whenever anyone says anything are there ever any
direct indicators as to who is saying what. There's no He said,"blah blah blah" or She
asked,"What the blah?" You have to infer who is saying what every single time. This is
manageable with two people or less, but becomes impossible in most instances where three or
more people are talking.Also, for some reason the publisher decided every instance of "Naofumi-
san" needed to be changed to "Mr. Naofumi", even though the book is rife with Japanese-isms.
Also typos. Plenty of them. A quick read-through by a fluent speaker before sending the book to
the printers should have caught them. Guess they couldn't be bothered.”

ChibiNeko, “Addicting to read. I got into this LN due to having read some of the manga, which
gave the impression that some of the content was condensed or left out due to time/space
constraints. There's also the consideration that I just wanted to know what happened next and
the LN were further along than the manga was.What stands out most in all of this is that our
protagonist has an incredibly hard time of things due to certain events and rather than keep a
chipper outlook, he actually goes the opposite direction. He goes dark. Super dark, to the point
where he's openly cold to others - and that's not even counting the people that he actively hates.
It's pretty understandable given that he was coming into a world that at best thinks he was a joke
and at worst thinks that he's a criminal or useless.The plot here moves along pretty quickly and
while at times this does feel a little clunky, it doesn't take long to immerse yourself in the world.
My only notes here would be that if people think that this book was fun, they should check out
the later volumes, which are definite page turners. I ended up getting the Kindle version of these
despite normally preferring my LN in paper format, so I just want to say that the books are pretty
well adapted. The images show up wonderfully, if you were curious.”

Oh hi mark, “weird s pacing issues. i have been getting into light novels and thought since i love
the manga and anime of this id give it a shot, i can 100% recommend it, i will say tho dont go for



the kindle version as they have a weird spacing problem through out the volume they keep s
eperating the first w ords throughout the v olume and tbh it gets r eally annoying and it really t
akes you out of reading it, i w ould suggest getting t he books as this is really does get a nnoying
but aside f rom that one problem i would defo recommend the book series”

Xodus, “More please!. Ever read a story about someone summoned to another world, so that
they can help save it, and whilst having adventure after adventure everything goes their way
easily and people adore them and sing their praises?Sure you have. I've read hundreds like
that.This story is not that story.Without giving away spoilers, if starts off similar to those other
stories but then quickly takes a darker road, as the main character has to struggle against
persecution on a daily basis. This is a main character that ends up hating everyone and anything
in this world he has been summoned too.His hatred and need to survive leads him to resort to
choices that your traditional hero from other stories would never even contemplate.The
difference and believable scenario was excellent, and I loved every minute of binge reading
volume 1 and 2, begrudging every moment I had to put down my tablet to do something else
(like go to work, eat, sleep etc).Now I am waiting for volume 3 and 4 to be released on
digital.Please give me more!”

JTG, “Great Fantasy. A great twist on the transported to another world fantasy sub-genre, not too
heavy and fun in the way it plays with some of the tropes. The novel adds a little more depth than
the Anime series.”

Lutga, “A great translation of a fascinating fantasy work. Definitely one of the better light novel
translations I've read recently. At first, this seems like just another 'stuck in a fantasy world' type
stories, but it's the warmth and detail given to both the world and its characters that really help
mark this book out as a level above a lot of the similar fare out there at the moment. A really
distinct, old-school adventuring vibe that far exceeded my expectations.”

The book by Aneko Yusagi has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 2,024 people have provided feedback.
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