Chapter 6

As Tanya went to bed, she realized the tea she'd been
drinking so much of would make this a little difficult. She
wasn't really used to caffeine, so the small amounts in the
tea sufficed to make sleeping difficult. She got back up,
went downstairs, and poured herself a glass of water.
Then, she went back up and sat down in front of her
window. It was probably a full moon, or just not quite dark
yet.

It was foggy outside - tick fog. She couldn't quite see the
intersection. This was normal because of her balcony
blocking some of the view, but the fog made it nearly
invisible apart from the lights. She couldn't quite
remember which of the lights was broken, and it seemed
like all were now working again. But she might just be
seeing things in the fog. She also couldn't really make out
more than 4 balconies in either direction. The platforms
further away were melting into the fog. The fourth was
already almost one with it. Where she'd normally see
further down the street, there was now a soft yet
unmoving barrier. It felt like she could see to infinity in
the fog, but at the same time like she was looking at a
wall directly in front of her.

Tanya wasn't quite sure why. It was probably the removal
of any and all details. An actual wall would still have
slight imperfections. The fog however was perfect. There
wasn't a single point of sudden deviation. Of course, the



lights created slight gradients, but at no point was any
deviation sudden enough to judge distance.

She took comfort in the perfect grey infinity. The fog
covered all complexities, leaving just a blank sheet. There
was nothing to judge, no instabilities to worry about, and
no pressure to see. Just four balconies in each direction,
and a plant.

Upon closer inspection, the plant seemed to hang in front
of a void and displaying a complete inversion of what was
around it. It created a sort of pressure simply by being
different. This was completely unlike her normal opinion
on it: The overwhelming sameness made it stand out so
much that it was almost uncomfortable now, like it was
ruining the perfection. But at the same time, the plant
was beautiful, and she really liked its intricate patterns
and marveled at its complexity. She wasn't quite sure
whether to like the deviation of the plant against the void
or not.

After some more thinking, she noticed she was finally
getting tired. But before going to sleep, she wanted to
finish this train of thought. Really, she could just accept
the pressure it created by being different and appreciate
the wonderful details it had, while also enjoying the
relaxing effect of the fog around it. The fog reminded her
of images she saw online titled "liminal spaces". They
seemed to be characterized by asking nothing of the
viewer; by being completely without pressure. Those
areas were simply there, without the need to worry about
them, judge them, or even think about them at all. Maybe



the one disturbance the plant created was fine. She could
enjoy the blankness, the calmness of the fog, yet also
think about the plant. Or she could just ignore one of the
two, or even just-

"Actually, the plant and the fog are just as beautiful as
the respective other.", Tanya mumbled. It was such an
important thought that she felt the need to say it out loud.
Really, having nothing asked of you except for a beautiful
thing is wonderful. It was probably even the most optimal
state of being. Sure, it wasn't quite as relaxing as nothing
at all, but Rob was kind of right: "You're not living if the
growth of a plant is enough to amuse you." - While she
didn't agree the growth of a plant was too insignificant,
she did agree that this applied to the fog. A life consisting
exclusively of relaxation was a life with no thoughts, and
might as well not be life at all. She wondered if Rob
simply didn't pay enough thought to plants and maybe
that was why he found them too insignificant. For her, the
plant was definitely enough: With all its complexities, it
was enough to think about for hours. And with a little
creativity, she could even philosophize about it, just like
she had been doing for a while now. But now she had
reached a conclusion, and so she finally went to bed.

She woke up slightly later than usual, but felt well-rested.
Soon after eating a small breakfast, she started reading a
book about the history of music; but soon after starting,
the pain of not having listened to any for many years
became so unbearable that she put the book to the side
and decided to draw plants instead.



The reason Tanya hadn't listened to music for over five
years was actually quite simple: The copyright to all
music was held by a large corporation, and they did not
allow listening to any without paying a hefty subscription
fee. Independent musicians were rare too - they had
either been bought up, suppressed, or had difficulty even
getting into music in the first place since practicing an
instrument wasn't easy if you couldn't listen to music in
order to learn. Musicorp, as the company was called,
didn't want people learning to play, and so they also did
not allow any of the artists who worked for them to teach
anyone. By now, many people weren't even interested in it
anymore because they had never really been able to listen
much. Music seemed to be dying out slowly, and so the
prices went up even further to keep profit and investors
happy, creating an endless cycle of higher and higher
prices.

As noon was approaching, Tanya went downstairs to make
some food. She ate noodles with a wonderful sauce her
mother had taught her how to make before she moved
out. Upon finishing, she cleaned the dishes, put them
back into her drawers, and started reading Rob's letter
again to make sure she'd pack everything right.

After packing her backpack, she went outside and started
walking towards the intersection, over which one light
was still burning. It seemed the broken light was now
permanently on instead of being permanently off. The
power going to waste here was probably enough to heat
up tens of cups of tea, but she decided not to worry about
it now and continued walking towards the train station.



