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No harm.

 
It was one of those rather small, but quiet ‘cities’ that cling to their old glory days. It was one of those places crammed with all those magnificent churches, columns and museums. These served as  public lighting especially after dark, due to the vehement activism of cultural heritage people. Such a density of picturesque history provided a great opportunity to those, who lived there and knew some English, to boast now and then to eager American tourists that this or that building is older than the United States. It didn’t have to be true necessarily, because the tourists bought it anyway. But you know, apart from these little mischiefs, people there didn’t do any harm in general. Everyone stuck to their own business, a pleasant place to live in, right? 

You could meet  old people sitting in the cafés in the morning, sipping  mint tea, recalling their youth and scorning the current generation. Honestly, how would the whole bunch of  coffee places survive, if they didn’t get any money out of a customer for half a day? Around noon of course, they didn’t need the oldies anymore, they could do nicely with white collars seeking a quick lunch. You know, the place looks somewhat more up to date with them. In the evening, all those students, looking for any place to sit together, filled all the pubs and clubs  and so the city drew its people in and breathed them out of its insides with a steady pulse, day by day.


This evening wasn’t any different, there were a few people shuffling their feet, waiting for a tram to stop at the rather small, but distinguished, square in the centre. They waited for the vehicle to gulp them all, and mix these strangers within its insides into the late-evening-workday-soup. There was a girl in her twenties pacing towards the stop to join the shufflers. She was wearing a mustard colour bonnet at the side of her head and newspapers under her arm on which the handbag was hung. She had to clutch all these attributes which were supposed to make her look intellectual not lose them, clumsy. As she arrived, she scanned the place and fixed her sight on the lighted board-map which  was indicating all the nearby monuments. At the left centre of it, there was a bunch of curly red hair that made its owner look even more fragile than she would want to. Katherine approached the board and saluted teasingly:
‘Good evening Mademoiselle Anna.’ 

The red head turned, swinging its locks, ‘Oh, hey Kath! I didn’t see you.’
‘I can see that,’ said Katherine, laughing to herself, and adjusted her bonnet. Sorry for the lag Ann, I couldn’t call you anyway, hard up ...for a change. When’s the tram coming? I can’t see the figures properly.’
‘Tram’s gonna be here in  five mins I guess, always a bit delayed like you,’ chuckled Anna, and went on: ‘So how was your study, eh? You smuggled the paper out again, any news, something serious happened?’
‘Oh come on, Ann. I Didn’t have time to finish it. I wish they didn’t close the library so early, one has to help oneself a bit then. And besides, the paper makes me look pretty intelligent, if you didn’t notice,’ said Katherine in a mocking posh manner, gesturing snobbishly. ‘But listen, here’s what’s happened: ‘Young Man Drowned Last Tuesday in the River After Policemen ‘not allowed’ to Rescue Him. What do you say to that Annie?’
‘Student, I bet,’ said Anna, frowning. 
‘Yeah, Faculty of Sciences, undergraduate. And guess what Anna, it happened just five mins from my place! Would you believe that? Listen, 21-year-old Thomas Walden died after falling over the bridge into the river while returning with his sister and her friend from a party...’ Anna cut  in, shocked.
‘What do they mean, not allowed to rescue him?’
‘Wait, getting there,’ said Katherine and read quickly on: ‘Police were called to the scene by his sister, 23-year-old Julia Walden.’ ‘After some shouting at my brother to swim nearer to the edge, the policemen said they could not enter the water for health and safety reasons,’ ‘reported Julia.’ ‘Soon after, I lost sight of him,’ at this point, Katherine looked away from the paper, pretending to be bored by the matter and went on summing up the event: ‘And so on and so forth, wept Miss Julia as if she was staring into a Shakespeare tragedy, ... there’s some alcohol in the blood in the story too, so that’s it.’

Anna looked at her friend disapprovingly: ‘How can you be so cynical about it, Kath. I thought it’s their job, for heaven’s sake!’
‘I don’t know what I would have done in their place. The guy was stone-drunk I bet, better one drowned than three. Well, at least I'm glad that I didn't know him,’ responded Katherine, musing.
‘The tram’s coming Kath, let’s get on. There’s plenty of space in the evening, that’s cool, at least we can sit down.’ 

The artificial, and strangely happy and composed instruction voice informed passengers to the ringing of the tram signal:

----------The door is closing----------

The girls found seats quickly as the tram started to move noisily. Katherine brought back the subject, eager to parade all her opinions:
‘Anyway, I bet he was showing off, how else could he fall over that rail? He must have been having the time of his life. Well, shit happens,’ she finished for herself.
‘Hmm, I guess you're right Kath,’ sighed Anna. ‘If only people stopped underestimating alc.’
‘Oh, come on Anna, who was dancing on the bar the last time?’ asked Katherine sharply, raising one eyebrow in a comic way.
‘Ok, ok, but turn the volume down, will you? Not everyone in the car needs to know about it,’ said Anna in a lower voice, looking around.
‘No worries Mademoiselle, only a few workhorses leaving job notoriously late, some muttering weirdo, another student kicked out of the library perhaps, plus some homeless folk after the next stop, to complete the dream team. That won’t ruin your reputation Annie, believe me.’

The people in the tram looked much like Katherine described them, the majority worn out, hardly anybody talking, except one man around forty, who was sitting near the door, facing the front. He was a bit bulky, wearing a jacket over a grey sweater, apparently drunk.
‘I, I am a good man, a good man. ...You know, I, I help people even. That’s why I am a good man, a good man. But sometimes it’s, it’s hard. ...Sometimes it’s not easy. Why anyone doesn’t help me. Don’t you know, Madam?’ He leaned over his seat towards a middle-aged woman who was about to leave. He almost fell off his place and at the last moment readjusted himself back, as if he was doing the reverse of the motion, then he continued with his monologue.  ‘Madam is leaving, good night Madam ...’

----------The door is closing----------

The girls stared at the man uneasily, wondering if they should feel afraid.
‘There we go Ann, now he’s gonna tell us all his sad life story that he’s got on the program for today’s boozing. I'm glad we’ll be off soon.’
‘Pretty much, if only he stopped burbling,’ said Anna, looking a bit scared.
‘I know ...’ The murmuring of the man grew louder, he pronounced every sentence with a certain effort:
‘I woulda be a good man if somebody helped me. ...Jolly good firemen I was. Trained. I went for that boy. I did, really, ‘twas me, I rescued him. I coulda be professional, they said. They said, I could. But I quit. Why I quit? ...If I was good, I woulda saved that boy. Why nobody helped me? He was dead. But I am a good man, you see? A good man ...’ 

The tram approached another stop and its noise cut in to the monologue:

----------The door is closing----------

‘I hope he is not getting off with us,’ said Anna, seeing that the man didn’t even attempt to leave.
‘He doesn't have a clue, where is he getting off, I guess. Let’s leave and better not look at him, or else he might follow.’ As they approached the exit, the man leaned over to them:
‘Good night, young ladies ... I, I wished them good night, I did ...Good man, I am. If only someone helped me, a little bit. I woulda be good man. If someone wished me good night, maybe ...just a little bit.’

The girls hurried out when the tram’s door opened, Katherine pushed Anna from behind slightly, eager to be away from the man’s voice.
‘You see? I said better not look at him, let’s be quick,’ she murmured quickly, a bit nervous.

----------The door is closing----------

The man shifted himself back to his position, facing the front again. He began to be a bit sleepy but still continued rather audibly, as if he did it on purpose:
‘I am ...good to people, you see? I am a good man. If only I didn’t, didn’t drink so much. I have a family, even, had family. I was a fireman ...coulda make it professional. If somebody helped me, a bit, maybe...’ He went on in a pathetic voice until all the passengers gradually got off and the tram reached its terminus:

----------Terminus, please exit the vehicle----------

Everybody left, but the man remained seated, unaware of the surroundings. The driver shut the door of his cabin and looked at the man who, unable to move much, stared at him blankly, his arms hanging grotesquely by his sides.
‘Hey man, leave now. Don’t you hear me? Everybody’s gone.’

No reaction.
‘Get out, I say! Are you deaf? It’s the last stop, you moron!’

The man got up as if he had just remembered where he was. He grabbed the pole by the door and supported himself. As he was stepping off the tram, he resumed his talk again, but this time having no audience, barely audible:
‘Good night, Sir ...I told even the driver good night. I am good man ... used to be a jolly good fireman. ...till, till I quit. Now, I am free, free to go wherever I want...’

He staggered in the direction of the city centre again as if to prove public transport useless. After a while, he vanished out of sight in the shadow of the trees, still murmuring to himself.

‘Mornin’, Bob,’ said the young policeman, grinning at his older colleague who was still looking sleepy as he took his uniform out of his closet, apparently annoyed that he had to serve the morning shift with this over-positive guy.
‘Don’t you start, Martin. I fucking hate morning shifts!’
‘Get your uniform on, Bob. We’re gonna walk your grumpiness off. ‘Let’s get round the centre first and then we’re gonna walk it through.’
‘Yeah, better not start by that homeless lot,’ said Bob, a bit less grumpily.
‘Take it easy, Bob. It’s just another morning, nothing’s gonna happen anyway...’

The two of them set off to one of the streets that led round the centre. Soon they reached the edge of the park that closed around the north part of the city.
‘Ok. Let’s check through it and then we can cross the centre to the south and back,’ suggested Martin.

They walked for a few minutes, talking the time away, apparently the only way  to make their shift a bit entertaining. Suddenly, Martin stopped in the middle of a sentence and pointed to a boulder partially surrounded by  bushes.
‘Someone is lying over there, Bob.’ 
‘I see Martin, I bet that sleeping beauty is still stone drunk, let’s kick him out.’

As they approached, Bob called at the reclining man mockingly, to wake him up:
 ‘Good morning, Sir! I am afraid your lordship will have to leave his residence,.’

No response, no movement.
‘Deaf, that moron, we’ll have to pick him up.’        

Martin grabbed the man’s jacket and pulled him by his shoulder, turning him towards himself. A  few leaves were tangled in the grey sweater, then he looked at the man’s face, shocked:
 ‘Oh fuck, Bob! ...He, he’s finished.’
‘The hell with morning shifts,’ gasped Bob and leaned over, examining the body.
‘Look, he’s choked himself. Must have been lying here all night ...Holy shit.’ ‘This is no good, newspapers gonna snap this up, make a nice story of it and drag us in, with all their bullshit about the failure of police responsibilities. I can see the contents already: He was a good man in general. He did no harm...’

Hey there, I'm Markéta Byrtusová and this is the fifth year I keep studying English Literature, still alive, so feel free to try too. What I love about literature is the fact that it makes incredible connections between divergent issues. What I hate about it is that from time to time you have to read some "praised classic" that turns out to be crap, no offence Mr. Dickens. 
I started writing two years ago, when I attempted to help my friend out with a Gothic story assignment. However, since literature geek life is inevitably going to bend your back, I balance it out by climbing, dancing and snowboarding. So here is a little end note advice: Read and move to your heart's and spine's content, my dear intellectuals.
