
Chapter 2

The next day, as Tanya was preparing to go to work, it

was still raining. She went upstairs and grabbed her bag,

putting her water bottle into the holder as she went back

down to go outside. While the rain had been very

comforting in the evening, it was now about to cause

great discomfort because Tanya needed to walk the

distance to work. This would take her certainly enough

time for her clothes to get wet.

The streets were grey and wet. The cold was starting to

creep into her jeans already, but under her jacket, she

still felt the warmth of inside. A few splashes of color

could be seen on the balconies of the apartments above

her. The street was quite narrow, considering the amount

of apartments nearby, but it didn't need to be bigger

because most people did not have cars. Most people had

already left for work and Tanya was a bit late. She didn't

mind; she liked the empty streets. They were calmer that

way.

The rain was dripping down from the balconies and

flowing onto the street from the sidewalks. The sidewalks

were darker than the street; little skylight fell through the

dripping concrete platforms above her head. No-one

could be seen, except for a car disturbing the water.

Tanya realized she had been standing for too long, so she

started walking.

As she left the houses behind, she walked towards a

grassy field which seemed almost greyed out by the rain.



There was a fence around it. Tanya didn't know the

purpose of the fence, and speculated it might be space

meant for a new building. This was wrong, but it kept her

mind busy as she walked on the patchy dirt path next to

the road, and the true purpose of the fence was irrelevant

anyway. She reached the tree near the side of the road

and remarked that the ground below was still mostly dry,

which she disliked because her jeans were now wet and

dry ground might stick to them. But that didn't happen

and she continued walking. After a few more minutes, she

had arrived at the phone factory.

She was to turn her phone off at the entrance to make

sure confidential information stayed confidential. She did

not turn her phone off because she did not have it with

her. The battery wouldn't last for the day anyway.

The building was about ten stories high and made of

brick. The entrance was in an inwards corner. On one

side, there was the long management and design section,

on the other was the wide manufacturing facility. Upon

arriving at the entrance, Tanya pushed a button and

showed a plastic card to the receptionist, who pushed a

button letting her enter into the warm entrance room.

From there, she went towards a door reading "Employees

only". She pushed the handle and entered the narrow

corridor behind, leading into the manufacturing facility.

This was a shortcut she had only recently been told about.

After greeting her manager and being told she was to be

on time, she went to the assembly line and told her co-

worker that he could go now. They wished each other a

nice day and he left as Tanya started assembling phones.



Her jeans were still wet, but she stood near a heat

exhaust and so warm air was drying her legs.

There were multiple floors of assembly lines. She only

knew the floor she worked on. Next to her work area

stood a large machine the shape of a funnel that

penetrated the floor and ceiling. There was scaffolding

around it. The room had enough scaffolding for her not to

be able to make out the other machinery. She saw a

person walk up some metal stairs towards a flashing light

and wondered why they walked so quickly.

The assembly can be described approximately like this:

She was to insert the battery, connect a cable, connect

another cable over the battery, lay the phone down on a

machine, push a button, take a back cover, then push it

onto the back of the phone before laying the phone onto a

conveyor belt. Although she could instead pocket the

phone, she decides not to because there are cameras and

it would be illegal to do. If the cameras weren't there, no-

one would notice one new phone going missing, but the

cameras were there, and so someone would notice the

phone going missing.

She repeated this process for a few hours until a

coworker came and took over her place.

Upon going back outside, she asked the receptionist why

she isn't offered one of the hundreds of phones she

produced today since her current one was extremely

obsolete.


"Can't you buy one from your wage?"


"My wage isn't sufficient for that. I could if I had a

higher one."




"Well, I can't help you there. Personally, I agree

employees of a phone company should have decent

phones, but I'm not the boss here."

She understood that, and in fact she learned nothing new

in this exchange of words, but she was glad to have talked

to somebody about it, and especially that this somebody

was of the same opinion as her. They wished each other a

nice day and Tanya returned home.

It had stopped raining. The ground was still wet, the air

still fresh, and the field looked green this time. The leaves

of the tree were still dripping.

As she arrived near the settlement, she saw that the top

of the buildings were covered in fog, and decided it was

most likely water fog. The fog seemed to block the

sunlight, and she realized that what she was thinking

about could also be called a cloud. Really, water fog was

just a cloud, but on the ground. The concrete was still wet

for the most part, but the dripping was increasingly

sparse as she walked below the towers of balconies.

At one point, the entire sidewalk was encased in concrete

because the street had been built too wide and so a

building was built on it. The top of the sidewalk was made

of what used to be balconies, but now they were

essentially an endless, regular sea of platforms upon

platforms between two buildings and the only thing they

could be used for was viewing the small imperfections in

the concrete wall of the other building. Tanya wondered

how she would feel if she had this view out of her

building's windows, with nothing but another building's



concrete, but decided to drop the thought because it was

uncomfortable.

She was about to open her apartment complex's door as

she heard her name being called.


