Chapter 18

As she got back to her apartment, she was greeted by an
officer in front of her door who gave her a letter from
Rob.

She went inside and opened the envelope before taking
out the folded piece of paper and unfolding it. Rob wrote
that he was a bit worried for Tanya since she hadn't really
written him in a while and the talk over the phone had
been so short.

Tanya first wanted to write back an angry letter
explaining she needs time for herself sometimes and that
she was ill, but then she decided against that because it
would only be more exhausting. Instead, she ignored it for
now because she didn't have the energy to answer.

Although she realized this was probably at least in part
because her sleep schedule was quite messed up, she
didn't really want to do anything about it. So she went to
make a cup of tea - but then she realized she didn't have
enough money for that. She always kept two piles of
money in a drawer: The left one was that which she could
still spend, the right one was that which she had already
used, but not given away yet. For example, rent,
electricity, and other monthly bills. She regularly checked
how much to transfer due to electricity and water use,
and now, using much more would slowly start to get more
of a problem. Her raise would only actually do anything
once next pay day rolled around, but she had forgotten



that and started to use more electricity anyway. She
would have to cut back for the rest of the month.

She was frustrated, and she wanted to eat or drink
something. But her fridge was also almost empty. She
realized she could ask an officer to buy some things, but
that would cost a fee and she also didn't want to do
anything, even ask someone for help.

Normally, when she was frustrated, she would just go to
bed, but today, she didn't want to do that. Tanya just
wanted to do nothing. Not even look anywhere, or go
anywhere, or look nowhere, or go nowhere.

The frustration slowly turned to anger.
So she made a cup of tea anyway - strong tea, even.

As she drank it, her frustration didn't improve much, but
it improved enough for her to realize that she could
probably only afford very bland meals for the rest of the
month now.

She didn't care because she was still way too angry to.



