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    For every service worker who has ever gone to work with a heavy heart, a tired body, or a quiet prayer for strength—

Your work matters. Your presence matters. You matter.

And for Terrence, Devon, Alisha, Maria, Kim, Reggie, and Mr. Daniels—fictional characters who remind us of the real people we meet every day behind the counters, at the doors, and on the floor.

This book is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Be kind, for everyone you meet is fighting a hard battle."— Ian Maclaren
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Chapter 1: The Customer
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The morning before the store opened, the staff gathered in the stockroom, a narrow space lined with tall metal shelves stacked with boxes of perfumes, lotions, and seasonal promotional stands waiting to go out.

The harsh fluorescent light flickered overhead as Mr. Daniels stood near the back, holding a clipboard and his reading glasses, shifting them up and down his nose as he checked the numbers for the previous day.

Alisha perched on a stack of sealed boxes, sipping coffee from a travel mug. Terrence leaned against a shelf, tossing a stress ball into the air and catching it lazily. Maria stood with her arms folded, her hair tied up in a loose bun, while Kim scrolled quickly through her phone to check supplier emails. Devon held a pen, scribbling quick notes in a small notebook, while Reggie stood near the door, arms folded, observing quietly as always.

Mr. Daniels cleared his throat, and the room quieted.

“Alright, team,” he began, tapping the clipboard with the back of his pen, “yesterday’s target was R12,500, and you managed to pull in R13,280.”

A small cheer rippled through the room.

“That’s a solid performance,” Mr. Daniels continued, allowing himself a small smile, “especially with the foot traffic we’ve been seeing. Good work.”

Terrence pumped a fist in the air. “We’re keeping the lights on, people!”

Maria chuckled, “And the shelves empty for us to refill every morning.”

Mr. Daniels flipped a page on the clipboard. “Today’s target is R14,000. We’re going to have a busier day with the pension payouts and the mid-month shoppers coming in. I want us to stay sharp and focused.”

Alisha raised her mug. “So, more perfume spritz ambushes, noted.”

Kim glanced up, “And if anyone needs help upselling the earphones or watches, call me.”

Mr. Daniels nodded, “Speaking of upselling, I need everyone to push club card sign-ups. Every customer you get to sign up for the loyalty program helps us with head office bonuses and keeps the auditors happy. Mention the benefits: birthday discounts, instant points back, exclusive deals.”

“Do we get a gold star for each signup?” Terrence quipped.

“No, you get to keep your job,” Mr. Daniels shot back with a rare smirk, earning laughter across the room.

The laughter faded into comfortable chatter as they started sharing stories about the previous day’s customers.

“Yesterday, a lady tried to return a half-used lotion claiming it made her ‘feel too young’,” Alisha said, rolling her eyes.

Terrence burst out laughing, nearly dropping his stress ball. “Should’ve told her that’s the point!”

Maria shook her head, “At least she didn’t argue about the price. I had a man counting out coins for nappies, and his kid was chewing on the price tag while he did it.”

Kim snorted, “At least no one tried to steal a speaker again.”

Devon looked up from his notes. “Or tried to use an expired prescription for painkillers,” he added softly, drawing a collective groan.

Mr. Daniels listened, arms crossed, a small smile on his lips as his team’s laughter and teasing filled the room. It was moments like this, he thought, that made the long hours' worth it—the sense of family, the small victories, the shared struggles.

“Alright,” he said, clapping his hands to get their attention, “let’s have a strong day. Remember, clear the shelves, keep the customers happy, and push those club cards. We’ll meet again before close to count the day’s takings.”

Everyone began moving, the buzz of energy spilling from the stockroom into the store as they unlocked the tills, arranged the counters, and prepared the store for another busy day.

None of them knew that in just a few hours, Mr. Daniels would get a call from head office about an urgent audit, one that would change their plans and lock them into the store overnight.

And none of them knew that among the faces passing through the glass doors that day would be a man who would remember every single one of their smiles and laughter—and blame them for his mother’s last breath.

At 8:30 AM sharp, the store’s glass doors slid open, letting in a breeze of cold morning air and the scent of freshly brewed coffee from the café next door. The fluorescent lights above hummed quietly, illuminating clean, shining floors and neatly organized shelves that reflected the team’s hard work overnight.

But there was no time to admire their efforts. Within minutes, the store filled with customers browsing, buying, and asking questions. Children trailed after parents, fingers sticky with breakfast syrup, poking at stuffed animals and perfume bottles with wide eyes.

Kim stood behind the cash desk, her fingers moving quickly over the touchscreen register, scanning perfume bottles and beauty creams for a middle-aged woman who kept switching between card and cash, muttering about her coupons.

Maria was at the second register, her warm smile constant as she rang up a father holding a toddler on his hip while balancing a large box of diapers and a basket filled with baby wipes, medicine, and a toy train the toddler refused to let go of.

“Don’t worry, sweetie,” Maria said gently, scanning the toy without taking it from the child, earning a small, grateful smile from the tired father.

Terrence was on the floor near the vitamins aisle, showing an elderly customer the difference between two types of calcium supplements, cracking a small joke:

“I promise, ma’am, this one won’t make you float away.”

The old woman cackled, waving him off, but her eyes softened with gratitude.

At the entrance, Reggie, in his navy security uniform, kept his eyes on everyone while occasionally checking customers’ receipts and bags as they left. He nodded politely, sometimes helping older customers carry small bags out the door, his large, gloved hands surprisingly gentle.

Near the back, Alisha was restocking body lotions onto the shelves, humming under her breath as she lined the pastel bottles perfectly, spritzing the air lightly to freshen the area for customers browsing. She loved seeing the rainbow rows, each product perfectly aligned, a small island of beauty in the store’s bustle.
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