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CHAPTER 1 
Chirrrrp, chirrrrp, chirrrrp. There it went again. Like a prehistoric bird had flown into her bedroom. Chirrrp, chirrrp, chirrrp. Harsh sounds disrupting another night’s restless sleep emanated from the small object barely visible among the Kleenex, books, and clutter that occupied the surface of her bedside table. Barbie’s hand flailed wildly in an attempt to put an end to the noise. She resented the intrusion and yearned for the dignity of waking up naturally. Yet without it, she knew she might sleep for days, or years, or forever. That thought soothed her.

She closed her eyes and pictured her petite delicate body, clothed in crisp dark purple silk pajamas, lying on white satin sheets surrounded by fluffy pillows in a king-sized round bed. Bright sunlight filtered into the room creating rainbows upon the wall as it reflected off a Baccarat vase filled with two dozen fresh white roses. A young, virile, gorgeous hunk slept soundlessly beside her. Stretching seductively, she smiled while slowly opening her eyes.

“Damn, damn, damn,” Barbie mumbled as reality dawned. And her day started like every day did, with despair and melancholy vying for her attention.

She stared at the bed’s other occupant, who as usual, dominated more than his share of the mattress and covers. Curled up in a fetal position, mouth agape, Ken sounded more like an idling motorcycle than a human, and it set her nerves on edge.

Neither young, virile nor gorgeous, Ken had occupied the same spot every night for the last twenty-three years. His hairy midsection protruded from under the sheet. He wore his thinning grey hair long on top, in a futile effort to disguise a shiny bald spot that began to plague him a couple of years ago. Now the strands lay inert on the pillow like lifeless snakes.

Petite or delicate did not exactly describe Barbie’s 5’9,” big-boned frame that carried more than its share of extra weight. Holey white cotton underwear mysteriously clung to her hips by one tiny elastic thread that managed to stay intact through endless wash cycles. Her twenty year old ‘st ll craz aft all these ye rs’ tee-shirt, provided a sad commentary about her wardrobe and her state of mind. Though some letters had worn off, the sentiment was accurate. 
Like a virus, Barbie believed she caught a permanent case of the crazies soon after her marriage. For a few brief moments after the inhospitable alarm had jarred her awake, she believed she could be that sleek girl in bed with a gorgeous guy. That was definitely crazy.

In the dark and stuffy bedroom, the ordinary queen-sized bed had rumpled mismatched cotton sheets; a picture of a blue Smurf on one pillowcase, and a half-embroidered flower on the other. A blue vase held a bouquet of hairbrushes, pencils with broken points, and a dried out ballpoint pen or two. If turned upside down, a collection of buttons, coins, paper clips and rubber bands would trickle out instead of water. 

Incredibly, Ken continued to sleep. He took the snooze button literally, and before the alarm completely shut off his snoring resumed. That ability both amazed and irritated her. For twenty-three years, he had set the alarm to go off an hour and a half early in order to exercise before work, but had not once risen to it.

She mumbled and grumbled on her way to the bathroom. “The beauty fairy definitely did not visit you last night, Barbie Anderson,” she said to the creature in the mirror with puffy red eyes. “You forgot to take off your Halloween mask.” The shape in the glass responded by sticking out its tongue.

Ignoring the ogre in the mirror, she brushed her teeth and splashed water on her face. Although in the last couple of years her hair began transforming from a mousy brown color to more of a rat grey hue, its wildness had not lessened. Her hands worked to flatten it with little success. She put on Ken’s old navy-blue bathrobe, tied the belt and shuffled downstairs to the kitchen to make coffee like she did every day. 

She had no reason to believe that this particular Thursday would be any different from any other of the approximately 8,395 days of her marriage. 

