Chapter 5

The weekend had begun, and so Tanya didn't have to go
to work. In the morning, she made a cup of tea and sat
down in the upper room next to the window. Outside was
grey as always, but it wasn't raining and the temperature
was milder than usual. She remembered she wanted to go
speak to the person who seemed to have moved in on the
other side of the room, but she waited because currently,
she had no excuse to do so. Really, she did, because it
seemed like they had just moved in, but that wasn't good
enough for her to actually go. She wanted something to
actually start a conversation instead of useless small talk.

As the hot cup of tea was cooling down to a drinkable
temperature, Tanya started drawing plants with a slightly
dull pencil that was on her desk. They weren't plants she
had ever seen before because they didn't populate the
earth, but that didn't mean they weren't real. After all,
she drew them, making them real in the process. The tea
smelled nice, which inspired her because the smell was
very unlike the smells of the usual places she was in - the
factory smelled mostly of plastic, metal, and machine oil;
the streets smelled faintly of exhaust air; and the
apartment usually smelled of old wood and fabric. None
of these smells were ones she particularly disliked, unless
they were strong enough to be harmful, but the smell of
the tea was much more vibrant and foreign.

The doorbell rang. Tanya went downstairs and opened to
see an officer who was delivering a letter from Rob. She



assumed this was the description of how to get to him by
the south-eastern railway, thanked the officer, and went
back upstairs.

Upon opening the letter, her presumption was confirmed:
Rob described the way to the station from her apartment
complex, and told her what to say to inform the officers
that she was allowed to ride for free. She decided to go
there in the afternoon, but now, the tea was more
important.

At noon, she went outside to ask her new neighbor for
salt. Upon looking at the list of names with doorbells next
to them, she saw one had been changed very recently, and
decided that this must be the right one. Tanya rung, and a
few moments later, the lock solenoid started buzzing,
letting her know she was able to enter. She did so. The
stairwell looked similar to the one in her apartment
complex, but slightly dirtier. Really, the two buildings
were nearly identical, which was of no wonder because
they had probably been built within a small time window
of each other.

She walked up towards the apartment she had seen from
her window, and confirmed that she had rung the
corresponding doorbell. After knocking, she was
surprised to recognize the face of her co-worker who
she'd just seen steal a phone the day before. It took her a
moment to comprehend, but she realized that it wasn't a
terribly unlikely thing to happen considering most people
in the settlement of Sanlo worked there. She greeted:
"Hello! Excuse the unsolicited visit,-" - she tried to



guess whether she had to say "Ms." or "Mr.", but couldn't
- "... I wanted to ask you for help: I sadly ran out of salt
today, and so since I saw you seemed to have just moved
in, I might as well ask you and get to know you a bit in the
process!"

"Oh, that's nice! I'm Helen, they/them, nice to meet you!
And yes, I've got salt, come on in!"

Now, Tanya was glad she hadn't guessed and introduced
herself:

"I'm Tanya. How are you liking Sanlo?"

"It's alright. I moved here because it was closer to the
factory. Could use some more color, though. Is the
greyness here as universal as I think it is?"

Tanya nodded. "It is, but you learn to appreciate it.
Color is just a coat, and the underlying objects are just
fine without it. Grey things can still have quite a beauty to
them - and a simplicity, of course."

The two continued talking for a while, and Tanya invited
Helen to a cup of tea some time soon: She said to come
whenever they pleased, she'd open if she was around.
Helen agreed:

"Sounds great! I'd love to see your apartment, it sounds
quite nice with the two floors. I think mine's kind of
boring; there isn't really anything special about it."

"I don't mind. It actually looks better than I expected. I
always wondered why this building was so empty, and I
assumed the apartments were really dirty or
uncomfortable. I think, luckily, neither's the case here,
and to be honest, it doesn't really need to be special
either, as long as you can enjoy living here!"

They continued to talk until Tanya noticed that the
sunlight was getting dimmer and realizing that she'd



forgotten the trip to Galm to visit Rob. Luckily, since the
railway was operating on all days of the week, she
decided to simply move the visit to Sunday. Tanya decided
to go back home and draw some more.

Drawing, to her, meant not only the act of drawing on
paper. It also meant taking a lot of time to look out the
window and think about everything that came to her
mind. Really, the drawing itself was kind of secondary. It
kept her creativity and thoughts flowing, while also
producing nice results, but the most important part was
the time she could use to just appreciate the world
around her or philosophize about whatever came to mind.



