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Foreword – unsweetened edition


This is not a guide.


This is a survival log.


Written between rental rejections, deposit thefts, and the slow death of my sanity.


I didn’t write this because I made it through with grace and gratitude. I wrote this because I nearly set fire to a viewing invitation that said:


“Unfortunately, we’ve selected someone else.”


So here it is, my collection of emotional support chapters. For everyone who’s ever begged for a place to live, only to be treated like they applied for royal inheritance.


No motivational quotes. No five-step manifesting hacks. Just the raw truth about what it feels like to be crushed by the housing system and still show up, day after day, to beg for square meters like they’re Pokémon cards.


If that’s you: welcome.


You’re not alone. You’re not crazy.


You’re just a normal human in an absurd game.


And if we can’t win?


At least we can laugh. Loudly. And maybe slightly bitter









For those brave enough to keep reading.


Charming – Tiny, broken, smells like trauma.


Cozy – No doors. No space. No privacy.


Efficient layout – Toilet in the kitchen.


Digital Nomad Paradise – Not a single drawer. No oven. One sad cactus.


Well-maintained – Paint covers mold. Slightly.


Long-term tenant wanted – Until someone richer swipes right.


Deposit – A non-refundable donation to your landlord’s next vacation.


Flexible move-in date – We haven’t built it yet.


Quiet neighborhood – Ghost town meets chainsaw symphony.


Real estate agent – Middleman between your despair and someone else’s profit.


Natural light – One dirty window facing a wall.


Pet-friendly – Unless your pet is alive or has feelings.


References required – Even if you've never missed a payment in your life.


Ideal for couples – Only if they never argue or move at the same time.


Shared flat – A game of hygiene roulette with strangers.


Fully furnished – Five mismatched chairs, a lamp from 1998, and a ghost in the wardrobe.


House with garden and low maintenance – Thorn jungle with broken hose and the ghost of a lawnmower.


Balcony with sea view – Also visible: 6 highways, 14 pigeons, and your neighbor’s laundry.










Welcome to the Madhouse



Congratulations.


You’ve made it past the application forms, the emotional damage, and that one agent who still hasn’t replied.


You’re here.


In this book.


Which is already more permanent than half the rentals you applied for.


This isn’t a guide.


This is group therapy in paperback form.


A place for the emotionally displaced, the rentally rejected, and the slightly unhinged, in the best way.


So, take off your shoes (unless your landlord charges for floor wear), grab a beverage you can’t afford, and make yourself at home, metaphorically, of course.


Because in here,


you’re among your own kind:


The housing-hunted.


The legally looted.


The perpetually ghosted.


Welcome to the madhouse.


We saved you a spot on the waiting list.
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Chapter 1 – House Hunting as Humility Training


Before we even get to the viewing… oh, sweet naive you… there's a whole level of digital dungeon crawling no one warns you about.


It begins with scrolling through hundreds of listings across ten different platforms. You develop a nervous twitch every time a new tab open. The descriptions blur into one: “Cozy,” “Charming,” “Compact”, all euphemisms for “hasn’t seen sunlight since 1993.”


Then comes the begging phase. You don’t apply; you plead. You composed heartfelt essays about why you’d like the privilege of possibly being considered for the opportunity to maybe, one day, see the flat in person. And if the stars align and someone does reply, you’re not rewarded with a viewing…oh no.. but with a document request list that makes the CIA look like casual hobbyists.


Bank statements. Work contracts. Sometimes your blood type. Maybe a baby photo. Privacy laws? That’s so 1900s.


Most of the time, you hear nothing. Radio silence. The digital equivalent of a door slammed in your face by the void.


If you do get a reply, it’s usually to inform you that the viewing round is already full, and you didn’t make the cut. You start celebrating emails that just contain a “no” …because at least they acknowledged your existence.


And then, out of 100 applications, comes the holy grail: One actual viewing.


That’s when the real fun begins.


You step into a flat with the charm of a 1980s basement. Thirty-seven pairs of shoes outside the door. The agent looks you dead in the eyes and asks:


"So, why should it be you?"


Because I breathe? Because I didn’t burst into flames upon seeing the kitchen? Because I haven’t screamed yet?


Here’s the thing: house hunting is not a logistical task. It’s an emotional wrecking ball with a schedule. You carry your résumé like a shield as you enter rooms whose wallpaper has seen more than you ever will.


The other applicants aren’t enemies, they’re silent comrades. Each wearing the same haunted smile. You nod at one another like shipwreck survivors trying not to eat each other. Yet.


And then comes the inevitable: “Unfortunately, we must inform you...” as if you’d proposed marriage to the property.


All you asked for was a roof. In exchange for money. In monthly installments.


If you make it through this without losing your sanity or your will to live, you’ve already earned your home. Even if it’s a 28m2one-room apartment with a crooked shower and a view of the neighbor’s trash.


Namaste, brave residential warrior. You may not have gotten the flat, but you just unlocked a whole new level of inner strength. You learn to spot the red flags before even clicking.


“Open-plan bathroom”? That’s a toilet next to your pillow.


“Urban vibe”? It’s above a kebab shop with nightly drum rehearsals.


“Alternative layout”? A staircase to nowhere and a shower in the hallway.


Every listing becomes a decoding exercise. You develop a sixth sense for bullshit.


And still, like the fool you are – you hope. You picture yourself lighting candles, sipping tea by the window, hosting dinner parties (for a table you’ll never own because it won’t fit).


You dream in Pinterest boards and IKEA catalogues.


But this isn’t a dream. It’s The Bachelor, and you’re handing out roses to properties that ghost you.


Eventually, you begin to change.


You stop reading full descriptions. You scroll with dead eyes.


You become suspicious of natural light. You mistrust balconies. You start asking philosophical questions like: “Does a kitchen have to have a stove to be a kitchen?”


You thought you were a confident adult.


Now you’re just a well-dressed beggar with a PDF résumé and mild attachment issues.


Each rejection chips away at something sacred: the belief that effort equals reward.


But here’s the twist:


You keep going.


Because even in this absurd circus, you still believe in the possibility of home. Not perfection. Just somewhere that doesn’t actively offend your soul.


And if that’s not faith – I don’t know what is.


End of Chapter 1


Reader Comment #1


"I thought I had self-respect, until I found myself elbowing seven people for a 23m2shoebox with a window. Thank you for this chapter. I feel seen. And mildly ashamed."


– Lisa, 34, has seen more floor plans than dates since 2021


Reader Comment #2


"My favorite part was the blood type joke. They actually asked me for a reference letter from my last landlord. You know, the one who ghosted me. In my own flat."


– Max, 41, currently living in an old camper. Voluntarily. Mostly.


Further Thought


If applying for a viewing requires more documents than a mortgage, then the housing market isn’t just broken, it’s delusional.
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