
Chapter 1

As Tanya was writing a letter, she realized that she had

forgotten her phone downstairs. She went there and saw

that her phone, which at this point had been obsolete for

about twenty years, showed a low-battery warning, but

this did not concern her because she had never seen it

without such a warning. Upon taking it back upstairs, she

connected to a networking station. Then she used it to

search for the definition of a mathematical concept which

was of no actual relevance to her situation, but about

which she was writing her friend who had previously

asked her about the workings of said concept. That friend

was Robin - or Robert. She didn't know, but she also

didn't need to know because she always called him Rob.

For the past three years, her situation kept getting worse,

but whenever it almost reached a critical point, it started

getting better again for a while. Currently, it was quite

good, relatively speaking. Most importantly, she could

afford power, which meant she could keep her phone

running by charging it most of the day. This phone was a

hand-me-down from her boss, who worked at the

company which makes those phones. Tanya worked in the

production of these phones, but unfortunately had no way

to buy the phones she produced because she couldn't

afford them. She lived close to the company buildings,

which is slightly more expensive, but it was also

necessary because she couldn't afford to travel there

every day. By living close, she was able to simply walk.



Her home was a small apartment on the side of a grey

concrete building with about 30 floors. She lived in one of

the lower ones, which gave her a shorter way down to the

street - but this also meant the only thing she saw out of

her windows was concrete in various forms, although

there was also a plant owned by a neighbor a few floors

up which had vines going down in front of her balcony.

Because no-one really used the balconies, no-one ever

cared to cut it - or maybe people just liked having it there.

After having finished the letter, she decided to open the

windows to let some fresh air in. Because she only had

windows on one side of the house, the wind barely helped

air exchange and so she had to open the windows

frequently or for long spans of time in order to completely

renew the air in her apartment. During good periods, she

could use an electric fan to improve ventilation. Her

apartment stayed much warmer when the air was

changed more quickly and she could close the windows

immediately, but this required the fan - and power. She

had to pay for that power, but sometimes she couldn't do

that. She did not have to pay for heating however, so even

though she wasted a lot more energy in total if she

couldn't use the fan, this was sometimes the only option.

The doorbell rang. Tanya opened. She gave the letter to

the officer outside who she had called using a slightly

yellowed plastic button next to her door. They wished

each other a nice day, and Tanya closed the door. Officers

did multiple jobs in one: They upheld the law, they

delivered the post, they made sure sick people were taken

to a doctor quickly, along with some other, less relevant

tasks like cleaning the hallways.



Tanya then went back to close all windows, but stopped in

front of the last one and looked outside. It wasn't raining,

but she couldn't see the sky so she didn't know if it was

sunny or cloudy because the buildings' shadows being

everywhere made the two look the same for most of the

day.

It was certainly slightly foggy. She wasn't sure if this was

the machines producing particles, or if this was natural

fog made of water. The two looked too similar, and she

hadn't seen water fog very often. Tanya knew that if there

was fog, that meant there was little to no wind however,

and therefore even if it was water fog, it would eventually

become mixed with machine fog.

Tanya opened the fridge, which was luckily currently

running. In it were a number of different items, certainly

enough to choose something she had the most interest in

at the moment: Bread with butter and a very certain kind

of cheese she liked. She was very particular about cheese.

She wasn't quite sure about the bread though: She could

toast it, which she preferred, but that would've cost

power, which was expensive. After some consideration,

Tanya decided not to toast it. This was fine too.

After eating, she decided that because she had nothing

else to do, she would go to sleep. But first, she looked out

of the window for a few minutes and admired the plant of

her upstairs neighbor. She really wanted a plant some day

- but she doubted that she would be able to save up

enough to buy something like that comfortably.



It started raining quite heavily. Tanya liked the rain

because it combined rhythmic, unpredictable, but also

very constant elements of sound. It was a wonderful

combination of relaxing and enticing, while also cleaning

the air outside. That's why she went out of bed again to

open a window slightly. Fresh air could get in, and she

would also hear more of the rain which the wind was

pushing against her windows. She drifted into sleep

slowly, the splashing of the rain in the background.


