
Chapter 19

The next day, Tanya felt much better already. She wasn't

sure why. Normally, a cold took much longer to go away

for her, but this time, it was quite quick.

Since she'd ran out of food for the most part, she took the

brown bag made of thick fabric she bought as a teenager

and went outside. The store was quite close, only a few

streets from the building she inhabited.

She walked under the balconies as usual, but now, she

was a little bit scared one would fall down. The chance of

this happening was almost zero, but her feelings didn't

care about mathematics. However, she soon decided the

chance of one falling down was no more than it had been

before, and that getting hit by a car was far more likely,

which made her fears go away.

The streets were empty. Not many people were outside

because the factory was still closed and it was early in the

morning. The light was reddish, and it was still almost

entirely dark below the hundreds of platforms.

Upon arrival, she entered the small store building. It had

been in the same building for decades or even centuries.

The building was the only one with only two floors in

Sanlo she knew.


Inside, the single cashier greeted her. No other cashiers

or workers were to be seen because no-one was buying

anything this early. Tanya put a lot of noodles and some

ingredients for a cheap sauce into her bag, and went to



the check-out. As the cashier greeted her again and

scanned the items, Tanya noticed a small tear in his shirt

that had been there since last time she visited the store.

After paying for the items, and without a word, she gave

him some money. He thanked her, and gestured she come

with him to one of the shelves. There, he took a bottle of

very expensive sauce and put it in Tanya's bag.


"Take this. And don't worry about the cameras, I'm the

one who monitors them. They didn't want to pay another

worker to do that."


"Thank you so much, but you didn't have to do th-"


"Just like you didn't have to give me this fiver and these

two coins."

Another person entered the store and the cashier had to

go back to the register. Tanya went back home,

wondering if what just happened was morally justifiable.

Upon arrival, she had come to the conclusion that indeed

it was, because the job should pay enough to be able to

afford a new shirt from time to time. By taking something

from the job in return, the cashier took some of the value

that should have been his in the first place.


