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Small World 
 

It was about eleven or twelve in the evening. I was walking down the street through 

omnipresent raindrops. Cold breeze was blowing in my face. Every now and then I closed my eyes 

and let myself be carried away with its lightness. I was jealous. Wind has never felt happiness or 

sadness. It didn’t care what is right and what is not. Everyone was blessed with its gentle touch that 

night, even if I wished to be cooled most of all people in Opava.  

I passed the stone clock getting closer to my target with every step I took. Suddenly I lifted 

my head and looked at the stars. 

“Thank you, Universe!” I shouted. 

I was not surprised by the sneers of other people who saw me. With my eyes closed, 

enjoying the moment, I simply continued walking.  

I recalled her face – her blue eyes, and couldn’t suppress a light smile. I loved those unique 

moments of life which were just clichés for most people. It was enough for me to be in the presence 

of one person, just for a couple of seconds, and in my mind I wished to exist eternally -trapped in 

time, just quietly observing that beauty. 

Not far behind a shoe shop I went through an arcade and then entered Pilsen restaurant. It 

was not hard to find my target. I skillfully pulled out a revolver caliber twenty-two and pointed it at 

the bartender. Five and a half millimeter wide projectile waited for my order. All guests fell silent 

wondering what would happen next. They thought I was a murderer or a robber, maybe just a fool. 

They might have been right. I decided to steal that night but I did not desire money. 

There was fear in bartender’s eyes, the last reflections of life. It was clear that I had come to 

murder him and he did not object at all. He knew it would have been pointless. I looked daggers at 

him deliberately prolonging the last second of his life. The restaurant customers were perfect 

observers - bystanders who did not have a need to lift a finger. 

“What am I?” my voice flew through the restaurant. Nevertheless, there was no answer. 

Most people would call me murderer and perhaps they would be right. However what if I 

added that the person which I was going to execute had killed in cold blood the only person that 

really mattered to me? Would I vindicate myself? Would I suddenly become a better person? I 

smiled. Would I have the right? 
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As ambient silence deepened, my anger grew stronger. Emotions flowed to the surface and I 

did not know how to stop them. Perhaps I did not want to stop them at all. 

Boom! I made a hole in bartender’s head and he tumbled on the ground. Blood squirted out 

a meter away and finally the scream of the surrounding people made me feel like I was not the only 

person in the restaurant. 

What makes our world small is the fact that people often look at a piece of paper and do not 

see the potential hidden behind the white space. 

I stepped up to the motionless body and turned it around with a slight kick so I could look 

into the bartender’s face one more time. I smiled again. 

The fact that I can calmly leave... 


