Chapter 20

Work was still not back. Something was still broken.
Tanya didn't know what to do. She went into the entrance
hall to get a free coffee. She returned back to her
apartment. She looked out the window. She saw people.
She was sick of seeing people and not talking to people.
She went outside.

"“The people" were a small group, clothed mostly in black
and dark grey. One was using a phone.

"Hello there!"

"Hello ma'am. What do you want?", one said.

"Oh, I just wanted to ask if you know why the factory is
still shut down..."

"I don't think anyone 'round here knows. Though I
heard there was sabotage at play. There's even a rumor it
won't ever open again."

"If that rumor is true, Sanlo is in big trouble though,
right?", Tanya asked with a slight flutter in her voice.

"Well, an area outside town is being turned into a
parking lot, so something might be built nearby. Next to
the fenced field. You know which?", he answered.

"I do. But isn't the field a bit too small for a building
with a par-"

"No no, not ON the field. Next to it.", another
interrupted.

"And if that turns out to be nothing, so be it. Sanlo
dying would bother nobody, it's a horrible place anyway.",
the first one asserted.



Tanya didn't think so. Sanlo wasn't a horrible place, it
only seemed like one at first glance. Over time living here,
she'd grown quite attached to it. But she didn't say that,
and thanked the bunch for the information.

"Our pleasure! Have a g'day."

Back inside, Tanya reflected on the conversation. She
didn't really like how short it was, but she also realized
that a longer one would have been impossible. They just
didn't really have anything with her in common, except
for living and working here.

But at the same time, the conversation didn't go badly. It
was actually quite productive, and no disagreements were
had. She phoned Helen.

Helen said they knew something was planned, but not
where. Tanya told them, and Helen was quite surprised:
"Wait, they want to build a prison this close to a
settlement?"
"A PRISON?!"

Tanya was shocked. Not only did Helen know what was to
be built, but that thing was a prison - or, corrective
facility, as the law called it.

"I need a moment to process that."

"Yeah, I'm not sure how I feel about it either. People like
me were criminalized for our very existence in the past.
Knowing this alone is enough for me to have a certain
distrust towards criminal law and punishment. I guess
that is over now, luckily. But still..."

"Yeah I don't trust the law either, it allows for way too



many immoral things to happen even though it is
technically meant to prevent them. Anyways, I'll talk to
you later. Bye!"

"No worries, bye!"



