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The Morning the Television Disappeared

Mr. Cripes Blimey slept like an old man who had spent a very long time becoming old.

His body rested beneath the blankets with the careful heaviness of something that had travelled many years and finally stopped at the edge of the day.

His breathing was slow.

His hands, marked by time, lay quietly beside him.

His face carried the landscape of a life already lived.

Every wrinkle had a story.

Every line had travelled somewhere.

His hair, or what remained of the memory of his hair, had disappeared long ago, leaving behind a head that shone gently whenever the light found it.

Mr. Cripes Blimey slept without knowing that the world had changed.

Outside his house, the morning arrived.

The birds began their conversations.

The trees moved with the wind.

The ordinary machinery of existence continued.

The world did not announce important moments.

It simply allowed them to happen.

Inside the small house, Mr. Cripes Blimey turned in his sleep.

He dreamed of things that belonged to another time.

Things he could no longer clearly remember.

Faces.

Places.

Voices.

Perhaps even hair.

Then, slowly, he woke.

His eyes opened.

For a moment he remained still.

The room was familiar.

The ceiling.

The walls.

The quiet.

Everything was where it should be.

Mr. Cripes Blimey reached toward the small table beside his bed.

His hand searched.

Nothing.

He frowned.

His fingers moved again.

Still nothing.

The remote control.

He always kept the remote control there.
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