
Chapter 3

She looked around, scanning the area for someone who

could've called her name. It seemed like there was

nobody around, but after a moment, Rob entered her view

from behind a truck. The truck had yellow and red text on

it designed to grab attention and tell Tanya to buy

something, but she ignored it because it was most likely

no longer available, and she probably couldn't afford it

either.

Rob greeted her and asked how she was.


"I'm fine. You?"

"Good to hear. I got your letter from yesterday and

decided I should come visit you once again! I've been

waiting for a while already... Oh, I hope I'm not disturbing

of course!"


"You're not. Sorry for the wait."


Rob waited for Tanya to continue, but she didn't.


"C'mon Tan, why are you talking so little?", he asked.

Tanya didn't respond.


"Is something wrong?"


"Not really, I'm just exhausted. Wanna come upstairs?"

Rob agreed, and the two went into Tanya's apartment.

She went into her upstairs room and laid her bag on the

floor. She started looking out the window into the grey

surroundings. The plant on the balcony was greener than

usual. She decided it was probably because of the rain.

She could hear a noise from outside, but did not care to

parse it because it did not need to concern her. The



building on the other side of the street seemed weirdly

empty still, but this wasn't new. She suspected the

apartments were either really expensive or really rotten,

or both.

She continued looking outside. The colorful truck was

gone; the plant was now the only colorful thing she saw

outside. Her balcony's floor was still wet, but she could

see a lot more light was coming down and decided the

sun was probably shining and reflecting off of the top

floors. Her thoughts were then interrupted by Rob calling

her name.


"Oh, sorry Rob, I got lost in thought again."


"No worries! Do you have some kind of drink?"


"I can make you a tea if you want. Which kind?"


"I prefer black tea."


And so Tanya made a cup of black tea. She herself drank

water because it did not require heating.


"So Tanya, what have you been up to?"


"Not much. I've just been assembling phones and...

actually, what have I been doing?" - She realized that she

hadn't really done anything apart from her work in long

enough for it to feel weird.


"That doesn't sound like a very fun time you're having."


"Oh, I actually quite enjoy it. Having nothing to do is

very nice. I can usually just lose myself in my thoughts or

the things around me. There's nothing new, but I take

comfort in the fact that there's things in the first place,

and that they haven't really changed for the worse. In

fact, things have been changing for the better. The plant

hanging down from some apartment upstai-"


"Tanya."


"What?"




"You're not living if the growth of a plant is enough to

amuse you."


"That's not true! Not for me, at least.", Tanya asserted.


"It is. And thank you for the tea, but I have little time

left and need to go again. I still have to-"


"I don't need to know. You can go if you want to, it's not

my business to judge why you want to go."


Rob argued: "I don't just want to go, I need to go."


"Whatever. Send me a letter some time soon!"


"Will do! Bye!" - and he left.

Tanya decided that the growth of a plant was amusing,

and that that did not mean anything about her life was

wrong. The plant was an intricate organism and it did so

many things. Not only that, but it also looked very nice.

She appreciated it a lot, regardless of the simplicity she

thought Rob was reducing it to.

She went back up into her upstairs room, where she had

also put her bag. There, she unloaded the bottle and the

little pieces of paper she drew on while the machine

applied glue to the phones so that the back plate could be

glued on. Then she opened the door to her balcony that

had been unused for what she decided was way too long.

The chair on the balcony was still a bit wet, and it looked

dirty. She had never really paid attention to it before, but

now she thought it was really not that bad of a chair and

so she grabbed a towel and cleaned it before sitting down

in it.

She still couldn't see anything colorful apart from the

plant, but she didn't mind. The repeating balconies on the

buildings looked exactly the same as hers, apart from her



chair being white instead of the dusty grey of the others.

And of course, her sitting in it.

It started raining again, and because the wind was now

blowing away from her balcony, she stayed dry. She

listened to the noise. Somehow, the sound of individual

falling drops was indistinguishable, yet still different

enough to be able to produce a rhythm.

The wind changed the falling of the rain not just in sound,

but also in shade. She could see sections of the rain which

were denser. The denser areas could then be divided into

more categories. Some areas reflected the sky, some

reflected the surface of the street, which was much

darker than the sky.

She went back inside.

The brown walls of her apartment had a similar pattern as

the rain in the wind, but stationary. She brushed against it

and felt the tiny hairs of the wallpaper that probably used

to be regarded as extremely luxurious against her finger.

This altered the pattern. The pattern came to be through

the different orientations of the tiny hairs. Turning a

single one would have no effect, but all of them at once

make remarkable patterns and could probably cause the

mood of the entire apartment to change if she decided to

brush them. But instead, she looked at the street outside

and enjoyed the view of the grey, rainy street.

There were wires hanging between the windows of two

apartments on opposite sides of the road. Tanya also



noticed a person in black clothing standing near the

corner of one of the buildings, at the intersection. She

didn't see who, and it didn't matter. The intersection was

lit by three street lights at night, but there was a forth

light that did not work. Everything was lit up enough for

there to be no reason to repair it, and right now it was lit

up by the sun as well anyway. The wind started shifting

again and the rain was now back to pattering against her

window like it had yesterday. It was rhythmic, which she

liked. It also made her apartment much more cozy

because of the highly unpleasant, cold, and wet weather

outside making everything that was warm seem extremely

cozy in comparison. She was aware of this and started

wondering why she didn't see it as cozy when there was

no rain. She decided to write a letter to Rob about it.


