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			Miye Lee was born in Busan in 1990. After graduating from the Busan National University School of Materials Science and Engineering, she worked as a semiconductor engineer at Samsung Electronics. Her debut novel DallerGut Dream Department Store published entirely funded through a crowdfunding service in Korea in 2020 and has since drawn many enthusiastic responses and favourable reviews.
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			Sandy Joosun Lee is a translator and interpreter based in Seoul. Her translations include Won-pyung Sohn’s Almond (HarperVia, 2020). She also works in animation, translating and developing animated content, which includes The Witcher: Nightmare of the Wolf (2021) and Star Wars: Visions (2023).
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			Praise for the DallerGut Dream Department Store duology:

			 

			‘Readers can’t get enough of this enchanting story.’

			The Sun

			 

			‘In a world where sleep can sometimes be elusive, Miye Lee’s charming debut novel is a delightful journey into a fantasy realm where dreams make everything better.’

			Daily Mail

			 

			‘This delightful story transcends Penny’s experiences to be about so much more. A comforting story of dreams, lives, and the ways people process all that reality offers them.’ Kirkus 

			 

			‘A charming foray into the land of sleep. This is an excellent choice for a gentle book club read.’

			Library Journal

			 

			‘These days I’m reading a book called Dallergut Dream Department Store and when they talk about the dream department store I can see it in my head. I imagine I’m shopping there as I read.’WONWOO, member of the K-Pop group Seventeen

			 

			
			

			‘Whimsical and sweet . . . All things are possible in Lee’s captivating world.’Shelf Awareness

			 

			‘I read this and it was so much fun! The people in this book go to the DallerGut Dream Department Store in their dreams . . . It was so much fun when I imagined it! The writer of this novel must be brilliant, because this world was so creative. You need to read this too!’ YUGYEOM, member of the K-Pop group Got7

			 

			‘The writer who wrote about dreams is now achieving her dreams. A dream-like story happened in the publishing world resulting in this becoming a bestseller after its initial e-book publication.’

			The Dong-A Ilbo

			 

			‘The author who revolutionised the world of Korean fiction is also influencing and changing the broader realm of Korean literature now.’

			Maeil Business News Korea

			 

			‘This book has the unique ability to evoke both tears and tranquility. A perfect read for moments of exhaustion and the yearning to escape reality, it possesses the power to mend weary hearts.’

			Insight Korea

			
			

			 

			‘DallerGut Dream Department Store provides empathy and comfort to readers who have found it increasingly difficult to dream in the midst of the painful realities of life.’

			Opinion News

		

	
		
			
			

			Prologue:

			DallerGut’s Attic

			The night is deep, but Penny and her parents are wide awake. They live together a kilometre south of the DallerGut Dream Department Store, where Penny works at the front desk. Tonight, they’re having a late-night dinner to celebrate her first work anniversary.

			‘You’ve adapted to the job so well over the past year. I’m so proud of you, Penny. This is our gift for our baby girl.’ Penny’s dad wrestles with a stack of books tied with twine, trying to put them on the dining table. They are all self-help books and essay collections tailored to those just starting out in their careers.

			‘Well, I don’t know if I’ll have time to read all these, unless my day magically extends to forty-eight hours,’ Penny says, untying the twine ribbon. ‘I do have good news. After a year at the department store, I’m officially a government-approved member of the dream industry!’

			‘Oh! Does that mean . . .?’

			‘Yes! They’ll give me a pass to the Company District in the west. I’ll be having a one-on-one salary negotiation tomorrow. Maybe that’s when DallerGut will hand me the pass! I think it’s finally sinking in that I work at the dream department store.’

			
			

			‘Look at you. I’ve been jealous of people commuting to the Company District all my life, and my own daughter’s going to be one of them . . .’ Penny’s dad looks at her, his eyes brimming with emotion. She has her father’s eyes.

			‘Well, I think it’s much more impressive to work at the department store than in the Company District,’ Penny’s mom chimes in, wiping some cream sauce from her lips. ‘So, what will you be doing in the district?’

			‘I’m not sure. Maybe meeting with the dreammakers as part of our off-site work? I’ve been there to see Yasnoozz Otra at her mansion. There are a lot of dreammakers and production studios, so maybe I’ll run errands here and there.’

			Penny recalls visiting Yasnoozz Otra, one of the Legendary Big Five, to pick up her dream, ‘Lives of Others (Trial Version)’.

			‘Can’t believe our baby girl is all grown up now . . . But stay out of trouble this time, okay?’

			‘Yes, my dear. No more big mistakes like last year. Always stay on your toes.’

			Penny nods, her stomach beginning to twist. Her parents have been nagging her more often lately. It all started when the police called, and her mom happened to pick up the phone. They were looking to verify the suspect behind a stolen Flutter bottle, and Penny had no choice but to share the details of how her Flutter had been stolen at the bank. Ever since then, her parents’ pestering has been so intense that her ears hurt, and she’s made a mental note that she should never share what happens at work with her parents.

			
			

			Tonight, Penny endures another relentless storm of nagging. She offers familiar assurances like, ‘Don’t worry, Dad,’ and ‘I said I’m not that stupid, Mom.’ By the time she finishes her meal, she feels exhausted.

			‘You two enjoy the rest of your dinner. I’m heading back to my room.’

			 

			Penny dumps the stack of books on to her desk. Her bookcase has no room for these new additions. She contemplates for a moment, then pulls out the practice test workbooks she once used when applying for jobs.

			‘It’s time to go, guys,’ says Penny resolutely, bidding farewell to her old books.

			Penny opens one of the test-prep books she never finished. If her answers were erasable, she could resell it, but all the questions have been underlined with bold pen strokes. Disappointed, she flips through the pages until her eyes reach the last question she solved. Her furry, big-clawed Noctiluca friend Assam had helped her with the question when she was preparing for the department store interview on the second floor of her favourite café.

			 

			Q. Which dream and dreammaker won the Grand Prix at the 1999 Dream of the Year Awards by a unanimous vote?

			a. ‘Crossing the Pacific Ocean as a Killer Whale’ by Kick Slumber

			
			

			b. ‘Living as My Parents for a Week’ by Yasnoozz Otra

			c. ‘Floating in Space Gazing Down on Earth’ by Wawa Sleepland

			d. ‘Teatime with a Historical Figure’ by Doje

			e. ‘An Infertile Couple’s Dream Foretelling the Birth of Triplets’ by Babynap Rockabye

			 

			The question instantly transports Penny back to a year ago. She perfectly recalls the answer.

			‘It’s “a” – Kick Slumber’s debut work at age thirteen,’ mutters Penny with a confident smile, placing the book back down with a thud.

			Thinking of that day at the café, prepping for the interview, the events of the past year flash through Penny’s mind. She basks in the deep sense of achievement from the most fulfilling year of her life. Now, she feels adept at her front-desk job, more confident than ever, and enriched with valuable lessons and experiences.

			Penny organises her bookcase, humming to herself, blissfully oblivious. Little does she know that she’s merely scratched the surface of what truly transpires at the dream store. With excitement and a bit of trepidation, the night of her work anniversary comes to a close.

			 

			DallerGut finds himself in the comfort of his attic room, situated atop the department store he proudly owns, a deluxe wooden building that hosts an array of dreams on each floor.

			
			

			The attic is secretly tucked away above the discount section of the fifth floor. From outside the building, it doesn’t look much like a place to live, with its pointed triangular roof and tiny windows. Inside, it turns out to be much more spacious, but it’s still a modest residence for someone of DallerGut’s celebrated reputation. People often ask if he ever dreams of living in a luxurious mansion like the famous dreammakers or the other big store owners, but DallerGut does not intend to leave the cosy attic, which he has decorated to reflect his tastes and interests. More than anything, he quite enjoys the commute to his office on the first floor, which takes him less than three minutes.

			The attic is uniquely arranged with four beds in the centre. Their headboards face each other, each with a different bedframe, mattress height and bedding material. A custom-made canopy gracefully descends from the ceiling, enveloping the four beds so that whichever bed he sleeps in feels equally comfortable and open.

			The unique set-up allows DallerGut to choose a different bed based on the mood and dream he wants to experience each night. It was, without a doubt, the biggest investment of his modest life. By contrast, everything else in his room appears to have been left unattended and neglected. The ageing cabinetry has started to warp, making it challenging to open its doors. After repeated haphazard fixes, most of the appliances don’t work well. The faded paint has long been peeling from the stained window frames. Even the sensor in front of the attic door turns on and off erratically. But DallerGut remains indifferent.

			
			

			Earlier this evening, DallerGut had left work early and come to find solace in his attic. Now, clad in his pyjamas, he sits on the edge of the lowest bed, engrossed in a stack of more than thirty letters that have arrived throughout the week. Some lie open and scattered across the bed.

			 

			The Biggest Young Minds of the Company District Join Forces!

			 

			‘Duo Dream’ by Researcher-Turned-Dreammakers Currently In Development

			 

			‘Sleep Tight. See You in My Dream’ Becomes a Literal Reality!

			 

			Dear Mr DallerGut,

			We are honoured to offer you the exclusive sales rights to our newest title . . .

			 

			The DallerGut Dream Department Store is always flooded with exclusive offers for newly released dream products. Dreammakers send letters to DallerGut even before their dream is complete, hoping to leverage the prospect of a deal with the prestigious DallerGut to attract potential investors. But DallerGut knows better than anyone that such dreams usually end up stuck in development.

			Bored, he rips open the last letter. When he realises that this is the letter he’s been eagerly waiting for, his face lights up.

			
			

			Dear Mr DallerGut,

			Thank you for the event pitch deck. We are very intrigued and would be delighted to join.

			Our team will soon forward a list of items we can sponsor.

			 

			Sincerely,

			Bedtown Furniture

			 

			This event, which DallerGut considers the biggest event he’s ever held, has been his sole focus lately. Set to take place in the fall, it is an ambitious plan he has not yet shared with his employees.

			Fortunately, he has been receiving positive responses from potential corporate sponsors. At this rate, things may take shape soon, and he may even be able to share the exciting news with his staff in a few months.

			After reading the last letter from Bedtown Furniture, DallerGut stands up to stretch his back. He can’t bring himself to clean up all the letters strewn across the bed.

			‘When will it get easier to organise . . .? Well, I’ll do a mass clean-up over the weekend.’

			He puts off cleaning and stands in front of the bookcase that he had custom-made to cover the entire side wall, looking for something light to read before sleeping. At eye level are a series of yearly journals, organised chronologically.

			‘Oh yes, I should read our customers’ journals before the event. Should come in quite handy.’

			
			

			He selects one. The journal is an old-fashioned bundle of loose sheets bound together with a coarse string. The cover is made of thick, rough cardboard, stained with time. A title scrawled carefully on the cover in black ink reads ‘Dream Journal, 1999’ in DallerGut’s own handwriting. He has always loved crafts and calligraphy, anything handmade. By comparison, he struggles with anything even slightly technological. Everyone at the DallerGut Dream Department Store knows that he does not pair well with machines, even simple ones like printers.

			DallerGut slips under the blanket of the bed closest to the entrance, holding the worn-out journal. The fluffy texture of the bedding embraces him from head to toe. But before he has flipped through more than a few pages, drowsiness overtakes him. He rubs the corners of his eyes with his long fingers, trying to fight sleep, but his body keeps conceding. He’s spent all his energy today doing the legwork for his big secret event, on top of the usual tasks in the store.

			‘I miss the good old days when I used to have infinite energy . . .’ DallerGut sighs, which turns into a yawn as his eyes water. A good night’s sleep is a much better option right now. He has a packed schedule tomorrow with one-on-one salary negotiations.

			 

			Deciding to catch up on the journal later, DallerGut places it on his round bedside table, leaving the pages wide open so he can continue where he left off. With a gentle tug of the light switch’s long string, he turns it off and falls asleep as soon as his head hits the pillow.

			
			

			Now, the only sounds in the dark attic are those of DallerGut’s low, deep breaths and the steady ticking of the clock. The faint moonlight from the window spills into every corner of the room, and a breeze comes through the cracks in the glass. Just then, the broken sensor light by the entrance flickers on. Its crimson glow clashes with the moonlight from the window, shining like a spotlight on the very part of the journal that DallerGut left unread.

			 

			August 20th, 1999

			Just woke up from a dream and I feel like I should write everything down before this vivid sensation disappears.

			In the dream, I was a gigantic killer whale. I was heading further and further from shore, out into the vast sea. The salty water rushing through my nose in painful, gasping breaths, the fear of being caught in waves and not making it out alive . . . these were not my main concerns. I’m most impressed by the overwhelmingly immersive nature of the dream.

			Kick Slumber’s dream offers freedom, not the precarious kind that leaves you without footing, but that feeling of safety we all desire. The deeper the sea, the more I felt like I was at home, in my element.

			I felt the muscles running from my dorsal fin to my tail. I slammed the tail down hard and lifted it back up, instantly picking up speed. The surface of the water was now the ceiling of my world, unfolding from beneath my white belly, and my world was deeper than the sky.

			
			

			I could see, although I didn’t need to. I could already feel the world with my other senses. I leaped to the surface on impulse. The word ‘impossible’ never crossed my mind. My perfect hydrodynamic body breached the surface of the ocean and soared valiantly, cutting through the air.

			Suddenly, a tingling sensation swept through my body, one I wasn’t sure belonged to me. I started to worry about my previous self that I had left at the shore. I tried to continue swimming, releasing my thoughts into the roaring waves.

			‘This is where I belong.’

			As I grew used to the heightened senses, I began to wonder if I had been a killer whale all along. Then, I came to a state where I was neither a killer whale nor a human, where the worlds overlapped and separated from each other. That’s when I woke up from the dream.

			It feels like an inevitable destiny that I dreamed of the debut work of the thirteen-year-old Kick Slumber at this moment and time. This genius boy may well become the youngest Grand Prix winner this year.

			But I guess I will never witness that myself . . .

			Anything more than this would be too dangerous . . .

			 

			
			

			That is all that is written on that page. Just then, the broken sensor light goes out, and darkness descends on the attic once again.

			The unknown dreamer’s entry in the open journal, along with DallerGut’s old furniture and all his clutter, creates an eerie atmosphere. It stands in stark contrast to the dream department store downstairs, bright and lively twenty-four seven, with customers stopping by to do their dream-shopping.

		

	
		
			
			

			1.

			Penny’s First Salary Negotiation

			Days have flown by since the New Year, and it is now the last Friday of March. The savoury scent of simmering onion milk from the food truck floats through the cool evening breeze, permeating every little street corner. The comforting smell reminds dream-shoppers of relaxing underneath a warm blanket with only their heads poking out into the cool air.

			The DallerGut Dream Department Store lobby is still buzzing with customers. The night-shift employees start arriving, but Penny, now a second-year employee at the front desk, is in the staff lounge located on the right side of the entrance, waiting for her turn to negotiate her salary.

			With a sturdy push, the arched door swings open, revealing the staff lounge. Penny sits with a few other employees, including her old friend from school, Motail, who works on the fifth floor. Despite its modest size, the lounge is a treasured haven for employees.

			The unique yellow lighting, the cushions with loose stitches, the low humming of someone talking, the sound of someone pulling up a chair, and the gentle whirring of the small refrigerator and copy machine. It all feels like home. To Penny, the lounge is like a clubhouse or the common rooms where she used to spend the bulk of her time during college.

			
			

			Perched on an armchair, Penny turns to Motail, who’s sitting next to her. ‘Is it our turn soon?’ she asks.

			‘After Myers is Speedo, then me, then you. We’re almost there.’

			‘Thought it would be over by the end of our shift. It’s a little past that now.’

			Penny stretches overhead, glancing at the clock on the wall.

			‘Well, you know DallerGut’s always busy, and today is no exception. He seems especially swamped these days. I would’ve picked up some toast from Kirk Barrier’s Bakery had I known it would run this late.’ Motail clucks, patting the round belly that protrudes from beneath his snug sweater.

			Still, they sit patiently, waiting their turn, because salary negotiations only come around once a year. This marks Penny’s first. She shrugs her shoulders with pride, relishing the feeling of being a true grown-up, but she doesn’t actually expect a raise.

			It was around this time a year ago when the Flutter bottle incident happened. Penny is still reeling from it, but the culprit was caught recently, and the stolen bottle has been confiscated. She was overjoyed by the news at first, but then when she learned that Speedo was the one who had caught the culprit, and she’s had to endure his smug You’re welcome look every time she runs into him. Still, it’s a big relief that a potentially unfavourable factor in her salary negotiation has been removed. Regardless, she doesn’t feel the need to ask for more.

			
			

			 

			Under a rustic chandelier dotted with crystals sit Summer and her manager Mogberry. Like her colleagues on the third floor, Summer wears a personalised work apron – a creation of her own, one hem loose and hanging longer than others. Across from Summer, Mogberry’s cheeks glow with a thick layer of blush. This was probably an attempt to mask her natural flush during the negotiation, yet it only draws more attention to her under the warm yellow light. Having already concluded their salary negotiation, the two munch on snacks, showing no intentions of leaving the lounge any time soon. The large snack basket, which at the start of the day was filled with luxurious treats like Calm Cookies, now holds only a handful of plain coin-shaped chocolates.

			Summer has laid out a set of cards on the wooden table for a personality test and has been posing a series of questions to Mogberry.

			‘Now, let’s see what we’ve got! Mogberry, you are a Passionate Campaigner! A “First Disciple” type. This is the third time you’ve got the same result.’

			Mogberry’s eyes twinkle. She nods passionately, clearly satisfied with the result. ‘I should do it again and see if I get it a fourth time!’

			Summer twitches her long nose, visibly uncomfortable.

			The personality cards are inspired by the story of The Time God and the Three Disciples, and the idea is to match people with whichever one of the three disciples’ personalities that they most resemble. It started out as a bookstore’s beginning-of-the-year freebie with any purchase over ten gordens. But its design sparked an appetite for collecting, causing a shortage. Penny has been eager to get her hands on a set of her own through a second-hand marketplace; she even considered paying a premium for it.

			
			

			‘Motail, care to try out the test?’ asks Summer, spreading the cards again. She seems to be growing tired of dealing with only Mogberry.

			‘No, thanks. I’m sure mine will be the “First Disciple” type anyway. I consider myself to be forward-thinking,’ Motail responds cheerfully, as he sweeps up the last of the chocolates from the basket, handing some to Penny before he sits back down. ‘Penny, you said you live with your parents, right? Don’t you need to give them a call and let them know you’re coming home late?’ he asks, peeling off the silver wrapper of the chocolate.

			‘I already did. I told them to eat dinner without me.’

			Penny doesn’t mind the idea of spending extra time in the staff lounge after work. She is excited to swing by the deli on her way home and grab a fat chicken-no-veggie sandwich to eat while watching a late-night TV series. There’s no rush for her to get home early, especially when it means avoiding the barrage of questions from her parents about how her salary negotiation went, whether she was scolded by the boss, or if she did anything wrong with the customers.

			 

			
			

			Minutes later, the wooden arched door barks open. Penny assumes it’s Vigo Myers, coming to call out the next name after his own meeting wrapped up quickly. To her surprise, it’s Speedo.

			Speedo is the manager of the fourth floor, which showcases dreams for when you’re napping. He’s a high performer with a quick temper and a long ponytail. Dressed in the same jumpsuit he wears all year round, he holds several thick files as he scopes out the people in the lounge.

			‘Myers not done yet?’

			‘No, I think it’ll take a while,’ Penny answers reflexively, but instantly regrets drawing Speedo’s attention.

			‘Oh, Penny. Am I making you jumpy? I know you’re utterly grateful that I caught the Flutter culprit for you . . .’

			‘No, I’m fine.’

			Speedo plops down on the edge of the couch, giving Penny a generous look that says, I know you’re too embarrassed to admit that I make you nervous.

			‘By the way, Mogberry, how did the renovation go?’ asks Penny, changing the topic after giving Speedo an awkward smile in response. ‘You said you put extra care into the windows.’

			Until recently, Mogberry has been commuting to work from her sister’s house while her own home gets renovated. Her sister happens to live near Penny, and the two have often bumped into each other on their commute. Mogberry mentioned the other day that the renovation was complete.

			
			

			‘Oh, you remember! That’s right. I love my new windows! I took a big leap of faith and made them extra wide. I can see all the way to the Dizzying Downhill to the west! Such a nice view. Especially when the weather’s good.’

			‘Then you must also see the train going in and out of the Company District! Amazing!’

			‘That’s exactly why I wanted it. I’ll be lazing around the house on my days off, watching people go to work in the Company District, which doubles the fun,’ Mogberry responds excitedly, almost as if she’s been waiting for Penny to ask. Taking advantage of this distraction, Summer starts packing the personality test cards into their case, seeming grateful that Mogberry’s attention has waned from them.

			 

			From the main street where the DallerGut Dream Department Store and numerous shops are located, the large residential area in which Penny lives extends to the south. To the north soars the Million-Year Snow Mountain, home to Nicholas, famously known as Santa Claus. In the east, an upscale neighbourhood accommodates celebrities like Yasnoozz Otra, along with their personal dream production studios. Lastly, to the west lies the Dizzying Downhill, infamous for its sheer, ­dizzy­ing drop.

			Descending into a valley and then ascending a steep climb to the west sprawls a vast area where large dream production studios operate. They call it the Company District.

			The route to the district is too rugged for cars or subways, and taking a detour around the challenging terrain would make the journey exceptionally longer. Typically, the Company District workers take the exclusive express commuter train, which goes back and forth to the district dozens of times a day, moving along rails laid uphill and downhill.

			
			

			‘Hey, Penny and Motail, you’ve never been on the train before, right?’ Mogberry asks.

			‘Actually, I have,’ Motail rebuts. ‘Once. I heard they don’t really check passes for out-of-town guests in pyjamas, so I took a test ride in pyjamas with my friends from the neighbourhood, just to see. It only lasted about ten seconds before I got caught by the train driver.’

			The commuter train to the Company District is not for the public. You need to have a form of identification to prove that you work in the dream industry, like a district employee ID card or a dreammaker’s licence. Even employees at the DallerGut Dream Department Store have to work for over a year to get the pass.

			‘But haven’t you been working at the dream store for more than a year now?’ Summer asks Motail, neatly arranging all the cards back in their case.

			‘Yes, my first work anniversary was last summer. But the pass is distributed to everyone in March, so I had to wait until now. Penny, you said you barely turned one year just in time?’

			‘Yes, as of yesterday. I was lucky. If I’d been hired a day later, I would have had to wait another year.’ Penny places a hand to her chest with a short sigh of relief.

			
			

			‘Looks like these kids are finally going to get a taste of the infamous Civil Complaint Centre,’ Speedo, who has been quiet, suddenly chimes in. He’s been shaking his legs nervously, flipping through his files at a frightening pace.

			‘Oh, stop those legs – and that nonsense,’ Mogberry scolds him.

			‘Nonsense? Mogberry, you know what it means to have a pass to the district. This is not for a joyride or a field trip to the dream production studios.’

			‘Of course I know that. But it doesn’t have to be that serious.’

			‘It’s not a joyride or a field trip to production studios?’ Motail seems shocked.

			‘You’re too optimistic, kid. Speedo’s right. Your pass is mainly for the Civil Complaint Centre, located in the Company District Central Square.’

			‘We’re not allowed to go inside the production studios, then?’ Motail wraps his hands around his head in despair.

			‘Of course not! The only places you’re allowed are the Civil Complaint Centre and maybe the Test Centre upstairs, period. That’s where we have painful meetings with the dreammakers to address complaints that come in.’

			‘What is the Civil Complaint Centre?’ Penny asks.

			‘Better to see it for yourself than hear about it from us. I vividly remember the first time I followed DallerGut to the centre. It’s a place you can’t avoid if you’re in the dream business, but it’s a place you want to avoid if you can help it . . . Well . . . It’s an uncomfortable place.’ The corners of Mogberry’s eyes droop sullenly.

			
			

			‘The customers you kids have seen are all smiles, but wait until you see the complaints coming into the centre. You’ll realise, yet again, how great this Speedo is. Just look at all these complaints I had to resolve for the nap dreams I sold last year!’ Speedo compliments himself and gestures at his hefty stack of files.

			‘Speedo, did you compile a whole year’s worth of complaints as leverage for the salary negotiation with DallerGut?’ Mogberry’s jaw drops in surprise.

			‘That’s correct, Mogberry. I printed all of them out and put them in a binder so DallerGut could see just how much work I put into it. Want to see how many of these are plain absurd? I can understand a complaint like, “My classmate made fun of me for sleep-talking while dreaming in class.” What I don’t get is a complaint like, “I can’t sleep at night because a dream I had during the nap was so much fun that I overslept until the evening.” I mean, what do you want me to do? They have no idea how many nights I’ve spent dealing with this . . .’

			‘And all those hours and devoted hard work led you to becoming the manager of the fourth floor, isn’t that right? Not everyone gets to be named a floor manager at the DallerGut Dream Department Store. That’s an incredible step for your career,’ says Summer, cupping her chin in her hands, with a hint of both admiration and jealousy in her voice.

			Penny can barely understand half of what Speedo is saying in his stream of rapid-fire speech, but what she knows is that he’s probably the only one who can handle that much work.

			
			

			‘I reckon the salary negotiation will literally be a negotiation for you floor managers. You guys seem so far away from us. And here I was, ready to just say yes and sign off on whatever DallerGut offers.’ Penny suddenly feels overwhelmed by the thought of the meeting, knowing her turn is close.

			‘Don’t worry. DallerGut wouldn’t expect much from a one-year-old newbie like yourself. Instead, he’ll be curious about your plans for this year.’ Summer comforts Penny.

			‘My plans . . . Can “Doing my best at what I’m doing now” be considered a plan? You know, like guiding the customers at the front desk, managing the inventories, and doing what Weather asks me to do. Besides completing those duties, I’ve never given much thought to anything else.’

			‘That’s a wonderful plan in and of itself. But won’t you get bored? I’d go stir-crazy if I had to complete the same tasks in the same spot of the store every single day,’ says Motail, his back stiffening at the thought.

			‘But you don’t seem bored at all working on the fifth floor.’

			Motail is notorious for being the most boisterous dreamseller in the discount section. He bounces around, sometimes frightening customers out of their wits, spewing his sales pitches incessantly. But even Penny wants to purchase a discounted dream immediately when she sees Motail in action.

			‘Motail, do you have a plan about what to leverage in your salary negotiation?’

			‘Yes, I do. A grand one, indeed.’

			‘Like what?’

			
			

			‘In my opinion . . . It’s time the fifth floor had its own manager.’ Motail lowers his voice as he leans fully into the armrest of Penny’s chair, lest anyone else hears him. ‘Look at Mogberry. She is young, but she’s already a manager. Maybe I can be fifth-floor manager one day. As you know, I have quite a knack for picking out good products. And while it might be premature to reveal my ambition already, maybe someday . . .’ Motail clenches his fist confidently, like a kid performing at a speech contest.

			Motail’s words are not a bluff. He does have an eye for identifying products that would sell well. The new releases he recommends may not be huge hits, but they perform well enough to consistently run out of stock. At the end of the year, when DallerGut gifted the employees with coupons for whatever dream they liked, there was a saying among them: ‘If you don’t know which dream to pick, pick the one Motail picks.’

			‘You’re right. You do have a keen eye for good products.’

			Penny is mildly shocked by Motail’s ambition, but she tries to cover it up with a compliment. Seeing a coworker of the same age planning to get ahead is a source of both anxiety and motivation.

			Why hadn’t I realised this before?

			Penny has vaguely assumed that this year will be the same as last year. But she can’t just do what her boss Weather, the first-floor manager, tells her to do forever. She can no longer expect a grace period as a new hire, assuming that things will effortlessly fall into place. The realisation hits her that she might lag far behind others who have plans of their own, like Motail. Her mouth goes dry, her initial excitement about the pass to the Company District giving way to a harsher reality.

			
			

			The lounge door opens again, and this time, it actually is Vigo Myers. The manager of the ‘Daily’ section on the second floor, Myers always wears a stoic expression, so his salary negotiation outcome remains a mystery to everyone.

			‘Your turn,’ says Myers to Speedo, who marches off to DallerGut’s office with his thick stack of files, resolute. Myers is about to follow him out when Mogberry stops him.

			‘Hey, Myers, you should also try the personality test! It tells you which of the three disciples you are most like. I’m curious which type you are.’ Mogberry casually pulls the cards back out of the case.

			‘Not interested. You know there can’t be just three types of people,’ Myers responds apathetically.

			‘Don’t be stubborn. It’s just for fun. Then, how about you, Penny?’

			‘Me? Yes. Sure.’ Penny has been lost in thought and answers before she realises what she has agreed to.

			Excited, Mogberry moves closer to Penny and lays out the cards on the table. A total of twenty-five cards are presented in rows of five, each with a different, beautiful decoration. The corners of the cards have design elements that connect with the cards laid out diagonally from them. You pick up a card based on your answers to each question and stack them on top of one another. The last card you end up with will determine your personality type.

			
			

			‘At least they made it look nice,’ Myers says, in contrast to his former lack of interest. Instead of leaving the room, he stands behind Penny, glancing at the cards.

			‘Now, shall we start? After you answer all my questions, you will end up with one of these three cards.’ Mogberry repeats the lines she had heard Summer say quite a few times and points to three colourful, translucent cards placed in the bottom row.

			The leftmost card features the back of an old woman reaching for a radiant light, interlaced with dangling fruits, which is towards the card’s border. The woman clearly represents Babynap Rockabye, the dreammaker of conception dreams.

			The middle card has tiny crystals sparkling like stars in a dark, cave-like place, with a tiny man reaching for one of the sparkles. The third card shows a man who’s the spitting image of DallerGut, standing in front of the dream department store.

			Just when Penny is about to ask who the second card represents, Mogberry picks it up and flips it over so Penny can’t see the painting.

			Mogberry starts the test, holding a sheet of questions.

			‘Do you often find yourself lost in the past when you’re alone?’

			‘Uhm . . . Yes, that tends to happen.’

			‘Do you believe your past has a significant impact on you?’

			At the second question, Penny is reminded of Speedo’s discomfiting smile, which has been bothering her lately. ‘Yes.’

			‘Okay. Do you find joy in exploring new things rather than settling into a daily routine?’

			
			

			‘No . . . I don’t think so.’

			With each question Penny answers, the cards that were once spread out begin to coalesce into one. Eventually, Penny finishes answering the last question, and Mogberry slowly turns over the last remaining card.

			‘You are . . . A gentle thinker! A “Second Disciple” type. The first among us!’

			Penny takes the card from Mogberry’s hand and examines it closely. Along the top border of the picture is a small passage from The Time God and the Three Disciples. Penny knows it well.

			 

			The Second Disciple believed that holding on to the memories would make them forever happy without remorse or emptiness. The Time God granted the Second Disciple the past along with the power to forever cherish all old memories.

			 

			‘By the way, who are the Second Disciple’s descendants?’ Penny asks what has been on her mind throughout the test. ‘The story says they hid deep in the caves. No one knows what happened to them afterwards?’

			‘Well, it’s more like no one these days is interested in finding out. It’s ancient history. And you only discovered last year that Babynap Rockabye is the descendant of the First Disciple. Everyone knows DallerGut is the descendant of the Third Disciple, but that’s only because the dream department store has been passed down for generations. Rumour has it that the Second Disciple’s descendants are making dreams in secret – or that they have all died out. But I’m not so sure.’

			
			

			‘Atlas,’ Myers spits out as soon as Mogberry finishes.

			‘I’m sorry?’ Penny asks.

			‘The name’s Atlas. The descendant of the Second Disciple,’ Myers blurts brusquely, then yanks the door open. ‘Well, I’d better get going. You guys should, too. Don’t bother sticking around here. If you’re done, go home.’

			Just as Myers leaves, Speedo comes rushing in, his salary negotiation complete. His meeting was as quick as a restroom break. Motail, who is next in line, stumbles out of his seat for his own meeting.

			Shortly after, Penny leaves the lounge herself and paces in front of DallerGut’s office, waiting for her turn. The lobby is full of out-of-town customers in pyjamas, some of them stopping by on their way home from work.

			Penny’s personality test results float around in her mind like dust motes. Motail would have got the future-minded ‘First Disciple’ type. If his goal-orientated and driven traits are inherent, what are my strengths as a ‘Second Disciple’ type? How can the Second Disciple’s ability to ‘cherish any memory for a long time’ be useful? Penny wonders. All that comes to mind is how it might help in a memorisation-heavy exam. Penny agrees with Myers that people can’t be categorised into just three types, but her mind keeps wandering. In fact, she gets so lost in thought that she doesn’t notice the door opening. Motail has come out from his salary negotiation, and looks puzzled to find Penny in a daze by the door.

			
			

			‘Penny, you okay?’

			‘Oh, you’re done. Yeah, I’m good.’

			‘Well, then. Go ahead.’ Motail gently holds open the door for her. He seems to be in a good mood. His salary negotiation must have gone well.

			‘Thanks, Motail.’

			Penny walks into the office, where DallerGut greets her with a wave. He’s sitting behind his desk, wearing a black-and-white knitted sweater, which bears a striking semblance to his semi-curly, grizzled hair.

			‘Sorry to keep you waiting for so long. Please, have a seat.’

			‘No worries, DallerGut.’

			DallerGut dons a pair of thin-rimmed reading glasses. He looks more insightful with the glasses on. Despite his impeccable appearance, his office resembles his more modest, down-to-earth side. The troublesome old printer is flashing its red light, and the large desk is cluttered with bundles of paper waiting for DallerGut’s approval, old diaries turned upside down, and bottles of unfinished drinks.

			‘Some people find comfort in a little bit of clutter,’ DallerGut says nonchalantly, as if he can read what’s on Penny’s mind. ‘I don’t suppose you’ll need a Calm Cookie today?’

			‘Of course not.’ Penny smiles, calm in pretence.

			‘So here we are. The first salary negotiation for you, as an employee for the front desk on the first floor. Shall we take a look back at last year?’

			DallerGut starts searching his desk for a piece of paper that must have Penny’s information. As he pulls it out from under the pencil holder, he elbows one of the leftover beverage bottles and nearly knocks it over. Luckily, Penny, who was watching the bottle anxiously, quickly catches it before it tips over. She picks up the old diary with her other hand, saving it from nearly being soaked.

			
			

			‘Thanks, Penny.’

			‘You’re welcome.’

			Penny puts the diary back on the desk. The front cover reads, ‘Dream Journal, 1999’. She recognises the now-familiar handwriting.

			‘“Dream Journal, 1999” . . . This is your handwriting. Do you keep a dream journal, DallerGut?’

			‘Oh, no, it’s not my journal. I just made a cover for it to look like one. I wanted to keep a record of the dream journal entries the out-of-town customers wrote after they woke up. I’ve been meaning to read it in my downtime, but I still haven’t had the chance.’ DallerGut smiles as he nudges the journal with the tip of his index finger.

			‘The outside customers keep dream journals?’

			‘You know how Dream Pay Systems allows you to see short reviews from the customers? This would be an exceptionally long and detailed version.’

			‘Keeping a journal about your dreams . . . How amazing! But it wouldn’t be easy for an ordinary customer to remember their dreams.’

			‘Yes. It seems as soon as they wake up, they jot down anything they can possibly remember before the memory fades. But it’s rare, and that is what makes these dream journals so precious – and why we collect them every year like this. I don’t think there’s anything more valuable for people like us, working directly with customers.’

			
			

			Penny wonders what kind of dream journal entries the customers might have left back in 1999. But DallerGut quickly tucks it away in the desk drawer.

			‘Sorry about the tangent. We should be talking about you today, not the customers.’

			DallerGut picks up the paper full of scribbles and begins to pore over it. Penny swallows hard, nervous about how he’ll evaluate her performance.

			‘Let’s see. Weather says you’re quite dependable. Muth from the evening shift also shared with me that he loves your efficiency. And there’s nothing more important than the opinions of the colleagues working closest to you.’

			Penny, relieved, silently thanks Weather and Muth.

			‘Oh, I have something for you.’

			DallerGut rummages through his bottom desk drawer and hands her a lanyard with a small badge.

			‘DallerGut, this is . . .’

			The badge has a unique texture that gently shimmers. Engraved on its surface is the clear inscription, ‘The DallerGut Dream Department Store – Penny’.



OEBPS/font/BemboBookMTStd-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/CenturySchoolbook.TTF


OEBPS/image/Return_to_Dallergut_Headline_demy_tpb_title_page.png
RETURN TO THE
DALLERGUT DREAM
DEPARTMENT STORE





OEBPS/font/Calibri.ttf


OEBPS/image/9781035412785.jpg
\

_ RETURNTO THE _
DALLERGUT DREAM*
' DEPARTMENT STORE;






OEBPS/image/author.jpg





OEBPS/font/CenturySchoolbook-Italic.TTF


OEBPS/image/Return_to_Dallergut_Headline_demy_tpb_title_page1.png
MIYE LEE





OEBPS/font/BemboBookMTStd-Italic.otf


OEBPS/font/BemboStd-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/font/GillSansStd-Italic.otf


OEBPS/font/GillSansStd.otf


OEBPS/font/BemboBookMTStd-Bold.otf


OEBPS/image/Wildfire_finallogo_v2.jpg





OEBPS/image/translator.jpg





OEBPS/image/1.png





