Never make a joke twice

Hilda was waken up by the clock alarm. She reluctantly got up from the bed and opened the window, sensing the dull air that were drawn draw into the living room. It is a Friday. The sky is as dusky as usual. “The last working day of this week.” Hilda said to herself. Nothing seemed different or excited. 
Her husband, Chris, used to work at the line of production. His everyday work was to fill vitamin C pills in medicine bottles. As soon as he retired from his job, he became obsessed with fishing.

While Hilda was preparing breakfast, her husband was burnishing his fishing gears. Oh dear! How could it be! They are suppose to be a model couple, so caring and considerate to each other. They sure used to be. But after 30 years marriage, everything became everydayness. He thought that if he was working on something really important, he might had solved few big problems for he world. They would have arguments for a tiny thing, which may result in a ‘cold war’ between the couple. Hilda wanted her husband to pay some attention to her, sharing some of her housework, or pick her up at her working place from time to time, instead of just fishing.  For Chris, he believed that he deserves the long holiday, after decades of boring work.

The Friday went on smoothly. Hilda packed her things, and prepared to leave. When she was in the lift, and just pushed the button to the ground floor, the lift was stooped. She tried every buttons in the lift, but nothing happened. She realized that she was confined in the lift. As she usually clocked off 15 minutes later than her colleagues, everyone in this building has gone. She managed to get her phone in the darkness, dialled to her husband.

“Darling, come to help me! I am trapped in the lift…”
“I don’t believe you.” 

That’s what she heard, before her cell phone shutdown automatically. The battery was died.

While Chris received the call from his wife, he was in a coffee, talking about some political things, which is his favourite things other than fishing.  “It is not the first time she did this. She has done it twice. “Chris said to himself. He remembered clearly. When the first time she said she was trapped in the lift of her working place, she simply wanted him to give her a pick up, as she felt being ignored by her husband. 

When the second time he received her call, telling him that she was trapped in a lift, he was in a fishing trip with his friend, and expecting a huge haddock. He immediately went to his wife working place, but it turned out to be similar joke. This time, Chris hadn’t spoke to his wife for a whole week.
Chris back to their home. Although his wife wasn’t at home at that night, Chris felt nothing strange. She would sometimes go back to her parent’s home when they are in a ‘cold war’. He had long desired for a ‘vacancy.’ Another day has gone. 

It is the Saturday morning. He went to a lake to fish. It takes him the whole day, and finally he got a 70 centimeters long haddock.  When he came back, he realized that he has to cook by himself that night, as his wife was still absence.  

“ I should have invited some of my friends today. I want share them with the fish.”
Another day has gone. It is Sunday. He is considering that he should probably give a call to his wife. But selfish prevented him from doing this. The sunset very early. After his dinner, he began to clean his utensils. He went to his bed early that night. 

 While he was failing into asleep, he thought he saw a his wife in the dining room. Under the faint light of his beside lamp, he thought she was cleaning something like utensils. “where have you been? “Chris wanted to asked, but he could not even speak. He suddenly felt the chest distress, which makes him of extreme difficulty to breath, and his limps seems flow in front of him. He struggled awfully to get rid of this condition. He trembled sharply, and finds himself in the armchair in front of his dining-table. A branch of sunshine lay on his face. He realized it is the Monday morning. The utensils on the dinning-table remained as being used. The dream made him uncomfortable, or even a trembling a little. He immediately realized that his wife, the woman who lived with him for 30 years had been out of touch with him for three days. He promptly dialed Hilda’s mobile phone, wanting to make an apology to her, and persuade her to come back home, but there was only a mechanical voice that the phone is powered off. He trembled again. Could she really be trapped in the lift? How could she live in the lift for three days? He is too frightened to ponder about it. He rushed out of his house, called a taxi.

One hour later, he arrived at his wife’s working place, and a group of first-aiders around his wife, doing some emergency treatment.
