Bedtime

The announcer says, “some of the images you are about to see may be distressing.” Immediately, four pairs of eyes abandon everything – the knitting, the newspaper, the games – to fasten their eyes on the screen. 

Like a trembling hymn, like a frantic prayer, the film reveals the gray stench of mass graves and the deathly appearance of the survivors. Pell-mell, dazed faces, blood, broken souls and bodies. Hiroshima and Auschwitz are not just a vague whisper, a distant breath from the past century. It continues today: everyday horror and death, covered in blood.

The announcer returns with the stock market index, a political statement, the weather.

“You should go to bed, Sarah, it's bedtime.” 

“Dad, what does ‘distressing’ mean?” asks the little girl as she gets up.

She remains planted beside the television. A smiling young woman is about to announce the winning lottery numbers. The parents rush for a piece of paper, write down and check the numbers. Meanwhile, the son takes this opportunity to devour a bowl of ice cream in the kitchen. Once again, the tickets they bought that morning haven’t paid off, and the father can hardly hide his disappointment. 

“There’s no way I could be so unlucky! And you – what are you still doing here? It’s past your bedtime.”

Sarah heads straight for her bedroom. Tomorrow she is going to look up the word “distressing” in the dictionary. And also the word “unlucky,” if she remembers. 

