"You can't work here"

"You can't work here", the man behind the table said. "Let me tell you a

story about a girl, 12 years old, who wanted to work in a factory producing shoes", the man started. I'm wondering what he's going to tell me now, because i'm not a girl neither 12. Well i'm short and have a childlooking face but next month i'm turning 14. My parents said always "you're our Baby no matter your age.

The man, prevents looking into my face, which was supported by bis long black hairs, which Covers his right Side of his face, goes on talking.

"She looks like a 18 year old girl. I asked for her ID card, but she doesn't have one. Well, i had to prove it and wasn't shore how." "i don't understand your problem. I'm turning 14 in one month and i'm not a girl." "Listen, just listen. I tried everything and at the end i found people who knows her and told me she's 12. You know if someone gets to know, that we employe underaged people we will get problems with the law. After i told her, she can't work here she left my office crying. I thought all problems are away, but i didn't know, that the problems started now."

I didn't get what he want. "which problems?"

"her brother and father came to my office and started destoying everything.'my daughter need this job', the father said. No one in our family can work. I couldn't give her the Job. Now, i've got the consequences."

"which consequences?", i asked. Silence. "which consequences?", i repeated.

"please go!" "why?" "go!", he shouted at me. I dodn't move.

He moved his chair backwards. I was scared he will stand up now and chuck me out, but what happened then was unbelievable. He rolled in my way in a wheelchair. "leave my office!" I left without turning back.
