Chapter 10

Upon arriving back home, she made a hot cup of tea and
took it upstairs to look out the window and maybe draw
some. Nothing had really changed in the street: It was all
still the same grey concrete as it had been the last few
days. But it felt a little different. She wondered why she
hadn't noticed it during the weekends, but the morning
sun's yellowish light was enough to make every bit of the
street slightly warmer in color - even though the light
couldn't get through far down enough to be visible
directly.

As she finished the cup of tea a while later, she noticed
the yellow hue was gone and it had gotten darker. She
wondered why and decided it was probably clouds,
meaning there might come rain soon.

The rain came, and Tanya thought about what it would be
like to stand on the edge of rain. Surely it wouldn't be
possible for very long since the clouds move, but she
wondered what that moment would be like: One half of
your clothes getting wet, while the other stayed dry. Then
she realized it wasn't something she needed to wonder
about - she knew. Not only could she imagine it well
enough to be relatively certain, she'd also experienced it
when she forgot to remove her clothes before showering a
few years ago. After all, one side of her went under the
shower first.

Thinking about this made her realize a shower might be
quite enjoyable right now, and so she went downstairs



and into the small bathroom next to her kitchen.

When Tanya had finished showering, she decided to go
watch the rain. She sat down next to the balcony and
looked outside. Persistance of vision made it look like
light-grey strings were falling from the sky. The balconies
left and right were a darker grey than usual because they
were soaked with water. The street below could barely be
seen despite her apartment being on one of the lower
floors. The light had also diminished. But she could dimly
see Helen's apartment opposite hers being illuminated.
She wondered what they were doing and tried to look
through the rain, but it was too dense to see the opposite
building clearly enough. In a way, that was also
comforting. Nothing to be seen meant nothing that
required her attention. The drops, the patterns they
formed, and everything in between would be there just as
they were now even if she wasn't there.

As the rain was still audibly pounding against the floor of
her balcony and her walls, she decided she'd write a
poem about it. She'd usually write Rob in such moments,
but for some reason she didn't feel like it and so she
didn't do it.

After finishing the poem, she decided to send it to Helen
because she'd gotten their phone number when she'd
visited. Shortly after, Helen responded by complimenting
the poem and inviting Tanya to come over and talk a bit.
Tanya wasn't quite sure:

"I'd love to, but last time we talked you said you'd like
to come here next time - that would work for me too! But



it's no problem if you don't wanna do that since it's such
bad weather"

"Oh right, you had this cool two-floor apartment, right?
I don't mind the weather - rain's just like a shower after
all, and we don't avoid showers because water rains down
on you in them..."

"I'm not sure the two are equivalent, but let's talk about
it when you're here!"

Tanya thought about it and really, they were only
equivalent in that both dropped water onto you. What was
more significant was the temperature - and, of course,
you usually had clothes on in the rain, and usually avoided
that in the shower because wet clothes can get
uncomfortable. It wasn't really anything bad, but it was
still nicer if they didn't get wet because it could get cold
and was impractical.

Of course, the temperature usually was just a slightly
unpleasant sensory experience and so not really-

The doorbell rang. She went and pressed the button to
activate the buzzer and let Helen into the building.
Shortly after, the other doorbell rang and she let Helen
into her apartment.



