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         24 Libero-diapers – Baby Soft, organic Hipp babyfood – Banana and rice pudding, 12 organic eggs, and a packet of 20 Green King cigarettes, confirmed her suspicions that it was Lise from Venus Road. She had recently given birth to a child, a son, and she always bought organic food and lived a healthy life. The cigarettes were probably for her husband. He rarely shopped. She did not even have to look up; the smell of Orange Blossom gave her away.

         “That’ll be 179.95 kroner.”

         “Why the hell don’t you just say 180,” Lise grumbled. She put her card in the slot and typed her code quickly as she hid it with her hand so the next person in the line could not see it. Liv Løkke thought the shiny, skin-colored nail polish was probably organic too.

         She was already scanning the next items. Cold cuts from Pålækker, a carton of butter from Kærgården, a Carlsberg six pack, liver pate from Stryhns, a glass of jam from Den Gamle Fabrik, and a can of Whiskas cat food…almost exclusively Danish brands. She held out her hand without looking up, as she said the final amount. Old Verner always paid in cash; he did not bother with credit cards, or with that modern silly idea that old people had to learn to use a computer. The government does not even know how to use it, he said.

         Every day she thought about how predictable people were. Their habits exposed them. Their purchases exposed as much about them as their trash. She observantly noted the names of the brands, because that meant a lot, too. Some brands made cheap items; others cared more about the quality. The people who bought the expensive brands were often more well-educated, had better jobs, and earned more. Or they just did not care about their budgets. She enjoyed the red faces of young boys buying condoms. They usually hid them under a bag of candy or something like that. They rarely came in anymore. Either they stopped using protection, or they had started buying them online, so they did not have to face her. She had always bothered them by winking or telling them to have fun. It always looked like they shrank several sizes, but why was having sex so embarrassing? Or using protection? It did not make sense to her.

         Maybe it was because she had no experience with any of that, especially since she did not have a boyfriend. She was too fat to get a boyfriend. That was what her beautiful, slim mom had said when Liv cried about how all her classmates had boyfriends and taunted her for not having found anyone.

         “Lose some weight, and you’ll probably find him,” she always said.

         And she had tried. Diet after diet, but nothing had helped. Finally, she had just gotten used to being chubby - as she had decided to call it, and being single. If her body was all that mattered, she would rather be alone anyway.

         The cash register made a beeping sound for every item she scanned; the sound of her daily life. Suddenly it stopped. The laser could not read the barcode. She tried scanning the item repeatedly. It happened several times a day. The barcode had been placed in a way so it could not be read by the scanner. She heard her costumer’s impatient sigh. He was busy. Like everyone else in line. She had not seen him before. Maybe he just came in to get a packet of Prince Cigarettes and the newspaper. The barcode was curled up, so she had to type it in manually.

         While she read it, she saw the headline: Brutal hit-and-run kills police officer. She typed the wrong numbers and folded out the newspaper, as if she needed it to read the barcode. There was a photo of him, and she suddenly started shaking. She typed the wrong numbers again. The line became longer and longer, and frustration started spreading. People coughed and cleared their throats. A few people went to another, shorter line, but more people approached her line.

         “Why the fuck don’t you open another register?” A muscular type from her line roared. She pretended she did not hear him. She had no influence on that. This always happened during lunch break, because many people went shopping at exactly the same time as many of her coworkers went for their breaks. Several people started whispering in annoyed voices. An older woman in a fake fur coat shook her head at her, as if she was accusing her of being incompetent at her job. Liv knew her. She had never liked her.

         “Does it really have to take such a long time! Are your fat fingers too short, huh?” the costumer snarled. He looked nice in a gray suit and a tie under the open suede jacket. A businessman from one of the big cities, she guessed.

         She squeezed her eyes together as she looked at him. She felt a tic at one of her eyes. That usually happened when she was nervous, angry, or hurt. The third time was the charm, the code was approved. He paid with his credit card and disappeared with his cigarettes, his newspaper, and a short snort.

         Thankfully, the next costumer was Vigga Thomsen, her neighbor.

         “You shouldn’t pay attention to people like that, Liv. Obviously he doesn’t know who you are.” She smiled, which caused even more creases to appear in the wrinkled face under the modern haircut, which seemed almost too young for her. So did the red lipstick, the earrings, and the large necklace. You could not hide your age with modern bling.

         Liv tried to give her a natural smile. The woman’s pitying look annoyed her. Here she sat, the poor fat girl with no family or education. All she could do was sit here. She bet that was what she was thinking behind the façade. Vigga had been an administrative officer in a bank her entire life; at least, that was what she had entertained everyone with at the neighborhood shindig. Liv had only been there for a short time. She did not know anyone in her neighborhood, and she agreed with herself that she did not need to either.

         “Who is she, then?” the skinny, middle aged man with the square steel-rimmed glasses and the comb-over behind her asked.

         She had not seen him either.

         “Well, I’ll tell you! She’s the town hero!” Vigga Thomsen nodded and looked at her; the smile was still present on her red lips. “Can I tell him, Liv?”

         “It’s been such a long time,” she answered, embarrassed.

         “That doesn’t matter.”

         Vigga turned to the curious man. Everyone knew she was the gossip queen of the entire town. She was probably really enjoying telling the story to someone who did not already know it.

         “Four years ago, Liv saved her eight year older brother out of the flames of their burning house. There was a horrible gas explosion. He would’ve died if she hadn’t been there so quickly to provide first aid. And so well. She was only fifteen years old back then.” Vigga’s eyes almost shone with motherly pride as she looked at her again.

         “That’ll be 230 kroner, Miss Thomsen.”

         The stranger smiled and nodded approvingly, but he did not comment on the story. He almost seemed like he did not care. Luckily. He only bought a package of rye bread from Kohberg and liter of milk from Arla…nothing to help her make an analysis. She was tired of being called both the hero and the poor soul of the town. Of course, hero was fine. She was finally appreciated after the accident. She had even gotten a medal from the old town hall building in Randers. She had always thought it looked like a castle. Classmates who used to mock and bully her, suddenly looked up to her. They said hi to her in the street. Life was easier. But the pain in her chest had not disappeared.
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