Chapter 4

After returning from work a few days later, Tanya saw
that Rob was waiting for her in front of her apartment
complex again, right next to the old glass door. After
exchanging small talk, Rob gave his thoughts on her
letter: He had the same question before but no idea how
to answer it either. After a short pause, Tanya ignored his
unsatisfactory answer and asked:

"I've been wondering how you get here actually, it
doesn't seem like you drive... I don't see any car here...
And Sanlo is pretty far away from you over in Galm, so I
doubt you walk here."

"I don't drive. It'd be too expensive. Well, I kinda do
drive, but not by myself. I take the train! The south-
eastern railway passes through both of our cities... Or,
settlements."

"Oh? I haven't really heard much about it so far. Is it
affordable?"

"It is, but I work there so I don't need to pay and I bet I
can have you drive for free too if you want."

Tanya was surprised: "Wait, you've never told me you
worked for them! Weren't you looking for a job?"

"Oh I am, but that's because the job is only once every
two days, and I need something to fill the other days."

This made sense to Tanya. She asked if she could come
visit him some time. He agreed and told her that he would
send her a letter soon and detail when and how Tanya
should get to her settlement's railway station. After



talking some more about how their day was, Tanya went
inside and they parted ways again.

Tanya wondered why Rob had come just to talk to her for
such a short time, but decided that he had probably
simply been bored.

An officer knocked on her door, and when she opened,
they gave her a letter from the phone company. Since she
had been working there for so long and never caused any
negative attention, she got a raise. It wasn't a big raise,
but it was certainly enough for her to make some tea. Hot
tea.

When the kettle was done and started whistling, she
poured herself a cup and, as she was drinking, wondered
if her talk with the receptionist had anything to do with
this. If it did, maybe she should be more direct with what
she wants or needs in the future, she thought.
Immediately, she corrected herself: She doesn't like
saying "need". There wasn't really anything else that she
needed, just things that would make her life more
comfortable and therefore she wanted them. She looked
outside. It wasn't raining. It was however getting quite
late and the street lights had just turned on. Their light
was cold as ice, slightly bluish, and not very bright. She
wondered why the light was decided to be this way, or if it
was even decided at all. It might just have been the
cheapest option.

One of the four street lights at the intersection was still
broken, but it still did not matter because the others were
enough to make everything out. A lone car drove by
surprisingly quietly, but leaving behind a trail of machine



fog. Her windows were closed, so it didn't matter. Despite
noticing its presence, she hadn't seen the car itself
because the concrete of the many balconies was in the
way. Her balcony was slightly different than usual. A small
piece of the concrete had cracked and fallen off. She
opened the door for a small moment to take it inside and
wondered why it had cracked. Upon closer inspection,
Tanya realized she couldn't tell and that it didn't matter.
But she wanted to speculate, and so she guessed that it
was cracked by water freezing inside the wall of the
balcony.

She looked out of the window more. Nothing else had
really changed. Her chair was slowly starting to fade to
grey again, which she didn't mind. Tanya couldn't see into
the apartments on the other side of the street, the ones
that looked so empty. One of them was lit up for the first
time in a while. She couldn't make out much because the
yellowish light was too dim to look inside through the
dirty window until it was perfectly dark outside. This
would take a bit longer, after all the street lights had only
just come on and it was still bright enough to see the
endless grey balconies on the other side of the street.

After the sunlight had diminished further, she could
finally see inside the other apartment. There was a person
sitting in front of a desk towards the wall, visibly thinking.
Tanya wondered what the person was thinking about, and
at first decided that it didn't matter, but then decided that
actually, it did, because she wanted to see if she could get
to know them and maybe help with something. She wasn't
sure how to communicate with the other person though,
and so she just observed them for a while.



She decided that she would ask the person for some salt
tomorrow, and when bringing it back, ask what they were
doing last evening since they seemed to be thinking with
great concentration.

The next day, Tanya went by the fenced grass field again
as always, but noticed that the grass had been cut. This
meant the field was going to be used for something, or
maybe not and the owner simply wanted to cut the grass.
In short, either it was going to be used or not. In short, it
existed.

Tanya wondered why she kept speculating so much about
things she had no idea about and then came to
conclusions that meant nothing. She decided that the
reason didn't matter however, because she found it
entertaining and thought it might be useful to do one day,
because there was a chance it might lead to an actual
conclusion in the future.

She walked by the tree, and because she was a little bit
early today, she sat down at the bench below it. What she
saw wasn't very interesting, but she liked what she saw: A
large area full of fields. There were no plants growing,
only the stubble of the previous harvest. A bird was
picking seeds from one of them. She decided it was
beautiful, and went on to wonder why someone had put a
bank below a tree with no sidewalk leading up to it.

Upon closer thought, she realized that the reason was
right in front of her: The view looked nice, and so



someone decided they wanted a place to sit here and
made it happen.

She got up and continued to go to work. Upon checking
in, she saw her co-worker put one of the assembled
phones into their bag. She wasn't quite sure if she should
judge this action, if she should say something. Surely it
would give her good standing, but in turn she would have
made the life of a co-worker worse by a significant
amount. She decided to stay quiet and act as if nothing
happened, and also that she wasn't going to judge it
because she'd had the same temptation a number of times
when thinking about her current phone. What Tanya did
do is remember the face of the co-worker in order to
possibly talk to them later because she really wanted to
speak to them for a reason she couldn't quite
comprehend.



