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When not alert

The moment we relax is often the moment something goes wrong.

After Abi discovered her backpack lying on the neighbouring building’s platform,
she became especially cautious. Each night before going to bed, she checked every
door and window, making sure they were all locked before allowing herself to sleep.

The repeated routine felt almost ceremonial, a way of leaving her unease outside.

For a long time after that, nothing went missing. Life settled back into a steady
rhythm. Still, on some nights, she heard faint rustling sounds outside. Pulling back the
curtain, she could see silhouettes under the dim streetlight—figures moving like
Spider-Man, using the metal bars to pass back and forth between the tightly packed
buildings, so close they nearly touched. Their movements were smooth and practiced,

almost silent.

Gradually, Abi came to believe that so long the doors and windows were locked,
there would be no problem. The belief was confirmed again and again, eventually

becoming certainty. She stopped worrying about whatever happened beyond the glass.

One morning at dawn, the light outside was still gray and flat. As usual, she

opened the window after getting up, the cool air rushing in. After washing up, she



pushed open the back door and stepped onto the balcony to take in the clothes she

had hung out the night before.

The moment she opened the door, she froze. The balcony was strangely bright—

not warmed by sunlight, but exposed, as if something had been removed.

She bent down to gather the clothes and noticed a thin layer of dust on fabric
that had already dried. Puzzled, she looked up. That single glance left her rooted to the

spot.

The metal railings along the edge of the balcony were gone. They weren’t bent
or loosened—they had vanished completely. She stood there for several seconds
before it sank in, stepping closer, then back, then forward again to be sure. One
careless step and she would have fallen more than twenty meters. She didn’t dare
imagine the consequence. Her mind went blank; the word “stolen” hadn’t even formed

yet.

Those railings were heavy. She remembered when her neighbor had them
installed—several workers laboring from morning until dusk, the shrill sound of
welding echoing through the building, sparks flying, passersby below stopping to look

up. It was work that required strength, skill, and experience.

And yet, overnight, they had disappeared —without a sound. No hammering. No
sparks. No sign anyone had been disturbed. It was as if someone knew every joint,
every stress point, exactly how to dismantle and remove the structure in complete

darkness, working in perfect coordination. A chill slowly crept up her spine.

In that moment, she realized this was not something an ordinary thief could do.
It wasn’t a clumsy act of stealing, but a technical operation, clearly rehearsed. Whoever

did this had professional training—they understood structure, load, tools. People like



that could have worked in daylight, under the sun, using the same skilled hands to earn
a stable living. Yet those skills had been used instead in darkness, in a way that harmed

others.

Once such people choose this path, almost no protection is truly reliable. What
ordinary residents see as security—iron railings, window grilles, heavy locks—are, to

them, merely assemblies waiting to be taken apart.

Only then did Abi understand that the sense of security she relied on had been
an illusion. She had guarded against dangers that made noise and left traces. What
proved impossible to guard against were those who were quiet, skilled, and pushed by
reality into the night. They were not “supermen,” only people with no place for their

abilities in daytime.

The landlord was equally shaken when he found out. Afraid of frightening away
such a dependable tenant, he quickly hired welders. Within days, new railings were
installed, and everything looked the same as before. The night the railings vanished

was soon covered over by fresh weld marks and rust, like a vivid but fleeting dream.

After that, Abi continued locking her doors and windows every night. But the
calm she once felt never fully returned. She had learned that danger does not always
appear where you expect it. Many accidents arrive precisely when you believe nothing
can go wrong. Fortune and misfortune are often inseparable, and rarely announced in

advance.

At times, she still thought of those who moved through the city at night—skilled,
coordinated, making a living in the dark. She found no simple way to judge them. She
hoped only that one day, they might use their abilities in safer, brighter ways, to secure

a living for themselves and a measure of peace for others as well.



