Compartment Complex

The woman in 10-8 was pacing again. Her silhouette gliding anxiously, casting long shadows back and forth across the bright amber panel of her window. What this time? wondered Observer, is it your son? Has he not come back yet? 
Observer was sitting on the roof outside the window from which he usually watched the apartment building across the train tracks, perhaps half a kilometre away. He had removed the screen from his window so that he could crawl out onto his second floor roof, with his notepad and his binoculars. He carried a detailed diagram of the building that he had drawn himself, complete with the simple numerical system by which he sorted the windows. The diagram also contained a Key of the residents that belonged to each window, as well as a separate sheet of more detailed descriptions. And of course there were the records he kept. 

10-8 was one of his favourites. She had lived there since he had started watching. She was a single mother, (or so he believed, having never seen a father-shaped silhouette) of a teenaged son, who came home late and kept her up, pacing, worried. Observer had seen him out on the apartment balcony with other young men, smoking and talking loudly, and spitting off the edge. 
Still pacing, noted Observer.

15-17 was an interesting one. It appeared to be a problematic flat, in the middle of the top floor of the complex, perhaps rundown or infested or water damaged. Observer had seen eighteen different tenants move in and out again. The most noteworthy of these had been the acrobat, who would swing up from the balcony onto the fire escape and from there onto the roof to practice her various routines. Now 15-17 appeared to be the home of a depressed (and depressing) artist, who would climb the fire escape to the roof in a far less graceful fashion, and sit near the edge, painting and watching the trains go by. He was perched there now, amongst the various chimneys billowing steam from the building’s boiler room, looking rather introspective. Really, thought Observer, just jump already. We both know the quality of that flat isn’t getting better anytime soon. 
13-12 was the home of an elderly couple, who kept their Christmas lights up all year, and when Christmas actually rolled around, would mount a giant illuminated cross to their balcony. 

14-2 was the home of three college students. 16-9 was dull, as was 11-6, which hadn’t had any lights on for the past few months. But 5-11...

5-11 was lovely. Observer spent most nights watching 5-11. At first it had been one of the boring ones, with fluorescent light bulbs and minimal activity. Then he moved in. Observer had watched him looking out of his window, gazing into oblivion. He kept houseplants perched along the windowsill and the balcony railing, he played violin, he dressed well and was awful at mounting his Christmas lights. He hadn’t been anything special, but still Observer had found him somewhat charming in his silly, distant little way. Observer had noticed he seemed rather lonely, spending days at home, occasionally with multiple silhouetted dinner guests milling about, but they always left. None of the other shapes that entered 5-11 grew familiar, just him. It seemed like the only thing that brought 5-11 any solace was tending the plants on his railing. Then, at 1600h on the 28th, the balcony door of apartment 6-12 was inadvertently left open, and a fat ginger tabby cat had escaped.

Observer liked animals. Some of the tenants kept them (like in 7-4, which had a fish tank in the window), but his favourites were the pigeons who lived in the building. His diagram contained arrows of different coloured ink showing their various circular flight patterns. Observer had never seen this particular pet before. In fact, he had barely noticed anything about the tenant in 6-12, as her curtains were always drawn. But the tabby cat escaped, and wandered out onto the balcony railing, wobbling slightly. This had drawn Observer’s attention, and he panned over to the balcony with his binoculars, watching as a young woman in pyjamas ran out to retrieve it. Observer had noted that the pigeons were on their blue-ink flight path, and that would mean, any second now, they would be coming around the west corner…

It had happened so quickly, Observer had barely had any time to adjust his field of view to capture the scene of the Fatcat leaping towards the sweeping flock of pigeons as they flew past. Luckily for Fatcat, 5-11 had been watering his plants at the right moment. He dropped the watering can reflexively, and had caught Fatcat (who had missed the pigeons entirely) with skinny outstretched arms. The watering can had plummeted into the chasm of the tracks below, as 5-11 looked up to see an astonished 6-12 leaned over her railing.

Since then, 5-11 had two tenants, (three if you count the Fatcat, and sixteen if you count all of his plants). 5-11 had been Observer’s absolute favourite. He had seen the blurred outline of him proposing to her, and had watched her excited shadow bouncing up and down and jumping to hug him around the neck. He had watched as some new tenant moved into 6-12. He had watched as she had given him a new watering can as a birthday gift, had watched their shadows become one as they kissed. He had watched their lights go on, and off, and on, and off again, knowing they would always be on again eventually. They drank tea on the balcony in the mornings together, and Observer liked to imagine the things they would speak to each other about. And how lovely their conversations are, no doubt, thought Observer as he gazed longingly at their amber light, How very lovely...
Just then, Observer was snapped from his revery as a loud smack sounded in the distance, closely accompanied by several terrified screams.
Oh, thought Observer, 
15-17 finally jumped.
And he made a note.
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