
Chapter 11

Tanya and Helen quickly started talking about rain and

showers. After a minute or two, Helen understood Tanya's

point and agreed.

Tanya wasn't really used to people just changing their

mind when presented with arguments, especially when

the arguments were of philosophical nature. But she liked

not having to argue endlessly, so there was no reason to

complain.

After talking some more, Tanya showed them around a bit

and the two talked about various things around the

apartment.

Upon sitting down again, Tanya asked what machine had

broken that made the entire production line freeze. Helen

answered:


"I'm not sure. No-one really informed me - but what I do

know is that the housing press had a bunch of blinking

lights. So I suspect the plastic housings could no longer

be made."


"Weird, didn't they have two of those machines until

recently?"


"Still do! They're both broken. One broke Thursday, the

other today."


"Oh, so that's why the line was slower the last few

days!"




"Yeah, that seems to be why. I do wonder why the

machines broke though."

Tanya didn't know the reason. She made sure to mention

that the reason didn't matter because the precise reason

had no effect on either of their lives.

"You seem to be quite into philosophy, are you?"


"Yes, sort of. I don't really read any books on it, but I

love thinking about everything and the reasons why we do

the things we do. But that's probably just what philosophy

is, so yes!"

Helen mentioned that they'd also been interested in

philosophy, but never really had the time to think about it

themselves much. Tanya explained that she simply did it

whenever she was doing something that didn't require

much thought - for example, working in the factory. Helen

was surprised she could do multiple things at once like

that, but said they'd attempt it as well soon.

When Helen was gone again, Tanya realized she'd almost

completely forgotten about the rain during the time they

were there. She wasn't quite sure if that was a good

thing. The rain was comforting and relaxing, but at the

same time there was a negative aspect to it that she

couldn't quite put into words. She decided to think about

it while watching it.

Upon closer inspection, there really wasn't anything

negative about it as long as she wasn't outside with

clothes unsuited for wet weather. The rain did many good



things, like watering the plant a few balconies up, and

just being, in a way, beautiful. It was one of those things

that just had a natural beauty to them. It also allowed her

to look at and hear something that was entirely relaxing

yet not boring.

She started looking at the plant. Water was running down,

dripping from one leaf to the next and running along the

slightly green stem. Tanya found it extremely relaxing:

The water running and dripping down consistently yet

slightly randomly and creating a reflective, cold film. The

plant didn't seem to mind the temperature.


