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      Jim wakes up one morning into a day of silence. The hustle and bustle of the city is gone - and so are the electricity and motor vehicles that run the world.

      How does he respond? How will the world react when everything has to be done by hand and in-person? Does it have to be a dystopia? Jim’s first days in this new reality could set the tone for years to come.
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      It was the quiet that woke me. Missing from my ears was the hum of the air conditioning, the rattle of the ice maker in the refrigerator, the whir of my fan, and the noise from the traffic outside.

      I threw my cotton blanket and fancy bamboo sheets off my legs. I was suddenly hot and stifling in the room. Dawn was breaking, so I didn’t notice at first how dark it was outside the window. But when I stood up and went to the open to crack it open for some air, I saw that the snake of cars was now a frozen line, headlights dark. Some cars had even slid into the curbs, or each other, before coming to a stop.

      Dark too were the streetlights, the business lights and the billboards. Even the usually cheery blinking lights of the doughnut shop on the corner with its sign flashing ‘Coffee Coffee Coffee’ in neon red letters was dark.

      I stood there staring out the window of my third-floor walk-up on Colfax. Traffic noise from the Denver street was usually constant with cars streaming back and forth from Downtown and buses stopping with their squealing brakes at the stop below to pick up more passengers on their way to work or their way home from the bars.

      People were huddled in little groups around the stopped cars. They seemed to be talking about what had happened, but their voices didn’t carry. They seemed to be whispering, maybe cowed by the suddenly silent street.
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