Chapter 9

Upon arriving back home, Tanya went to bed almost
immediately. The journey had been quite exhausting:
Many people, lots of noise, stress, waiting, etc.

After waking up, she started her usual routine and went
outside to go to work. As she was walking under the
balconies, she noticed someone had drawn some text in
blue marker on the underside of one of them: "Thank
you!".

She was extremely happy to read this. It didn't even have
to be aimed at her just walking along. Just seeing
someone be thankful made her really glad - not many
people actually expressed thankfulness beyond a simple
phrase that was often said without any actual
thankfulness in mind.

She continued walking past the doors, through the tunnel
created by the grey platforms above. The road next to her
was wet from the night. It had rained, and that also meant
the fields were going to be foggy, but with water fog.

Tanya stopped for a moment at this point, because she
realized it had been a long time since she'd seen machine
fog the last time. She decided it was because of the
higher amount of wind in the colder months, and
continued walking. As she reached the fields, she noticed
the morning sun was shining on them. The fog banks



scattered the light and illuminated everything, but left
enough sunlight intact to cast a few shadows - and after
the fenced grassy field, there was even an area where the
fog had already lifted and the yellowish sunlight was
casting long shadows of the blades of grass and sporadic
flowers onto the dirt path next to the street.

As she went past the tree next to her path, she looked up
into the leaves. They had mostly fallen already, leaving
behind a barren structure of branches with only sporadic
leaves scattered in-between. The wood of the tree
appeared brown due to the yellow sunlight. Tanya wasn't
sure whether she liked this more. In a way, it did look
nicer, but at the same time it was also a wrong
representation of the true colors of the wood. By default,
it was grey, and the sunlight seemed to, in a way, make
the colors lie.

But after thinking for a little more as she continued on,
she realized that the colors weren't lies - they were just
changing. The color of the wood really was brown - just it
hadn't always been so. Really, if anything, the entire
concept of color was a lie since it was just different
wavelengths of light - but it still was all just some light in
"reality". Her eyes and brain simply interpreted colors
that seemed totally different to each other into it.

She wondered if this use of "reality" was even
appropriate. After all, the world was entirely subjective
and there wasn't really anything differentiating the "real"
from the "imaginary" interpretations in her head. But
there certainly was a difference between real things and
the concepts we build on top of them. Here, she realized
she'd already decided on the solution: The imaginary, the



constructed, was built as a layer on top of the "real" -
where the definition of "real" is always that which was
one layer below the constructed.

But even then, there was of course multiple layers of
reality too, which were, in a way, also constructed. Light
was just electromagnetic waves, which were just photons,
but at the same time also something else she'd forgotten
about.

And then she decided that it didn't matter because
whenever she used "in reality", it was usually clear what
she meant by it - and she could just elaborate if not.

She arrived at work. Helen was already on their way out
of the building. They said Tanya wouldn't have to come in
because a machine up the production line had broken.
She thanked them, but went inside anyway just to be
sure.

Helen was right, and so Tanya went right back outside
and started walking home, wondering about the reasons
for the breakdown - and why a human breaking down was
called incompetence, while a machine breaking down
simply meant everybody could go home.



