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CHAPTER ONE-11:57 pm  
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Sometime during the year 2015

She stares at the white numbers of the digital clock as it goes from 11:57 to 11:58.  She groans loudly and sighs as she brushes the empty carton that held donuts a few hours ago, off the bed.  She sits on the edge of the mattress, picks up the phone and quickly dials.  One ring, two rings, three rings then it goes to voice mail.  She hangs up and dials again, is rings two more times before a weak and sleepy voice answers.

"Hello?"

"Mom!” she said quickly to the voice on the other end who is Claire when she is not Mom

"I needed to talk"

"Not so loud, I know why you’re calling and I think we said it all the two other times you called tonight"

"It's 11:59

"This is not a big deal"

"Just stay with me until it midnight for moral support"

"Fine" Mom growls, then mumbles "I am too old for this"

Madeleine breathing becomes faster in anticipation and she is close to hyperventilate when the clock shows 12:00 am

"It's midnight," She said in a whisper.

"Happy Birthday" Her mother said in a low voice

Madeleine is quiet at first then makes a low whimpering sound. "But Mom, now I'm fifty"

"And you didn't instantly shrivel up into an old hag"

"I haven't looked in a mirror yet"

"I'll be over tomorrow. Happy birthday and goodnight for the last time"
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MOM HANGS UP. MADELEINE'S hand goes limp.  She slumps on to the bed and hangs up her phone.  She looks at the clock as it changes to 12:01.

"Now it's set in stone"

She puts her hands in the pocket of her bathrobe and pulls out crumpled candy wrappers and  examines each paper carefully, hoping to find even the smallest piece.  She finds a fragment of something that remembers eating and bites it off with her teeth.  .

“I wonder what's left in the kitchen" She said to herself as she is chews the candy.

Madeleine puts on her slippers and flip-flops her way to the kitchen; she turns on the bright overhead light and opened all the cabinets.  She filled her pockets with the snacks meant for her children's lunches until her robe is bulging with empty calories. She takes a pint of ice cream out the freezer and a bottle of Tums off the counter. She turns off the lights and heads back to her room where she quietly closes the door.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO: NOON THE NEXT DAY
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It was a beautiful Saturday morning; most people were out and about already including the woman huffing and puffing up six flights of stairs to visit her family Claire had spent most of the night before, calming her daughter down about turning fifty.

"One, two, three"

She counts each step as she climbs the last flight of stairs with the heavy shopping bags she had with her, including one that said 'Happy Birthday' on it.  

"Eleven, twelve" She makes it to the top. Claire was sweaty, her mouth was dry and her bags fell on to the floor because her fingers were tingling. She leans against the wall.

"I made it, see what clean living and exercise can do"

Claire opens the door and looks down the long hallway then breathed a heavy sigh.

“I just walked up six flights of stairs, this is a piece of cake" She picks up her bags and goes to the apartment at the end of the hallway.  She props herself up and knocked on the door then waited, she knocked again this time harder then waited.  It took a while before someone answered.

"Who is it?"

Claire couldn't get the words to come out her mouth.

"Who is it?"

All she could manage was, "Open the door"

"Hi Grandma"

The door is opened by her grandson, Michael. He is a gangly fifteen-year old.  He drinks from the soda can he is carrying as he hears her labored breathing and sees the sweat on her forehead. 

"Is the elevator broken?"  Michael asked. Claire grabs the soda from his hand as she brushes passed him and into the apartment.  The place was cluttered with toys on the floor, old newspaper and cardboard ready for recycling and shoes and video games scattered everywhere

Claire makes it to the sofa, dropping her bags before she flops on to the sofa. She didn't bother to move the pile of clothes underneath her. Michael comes in and goes back to playing video games.  She hears lots of shooting.

"What are you playing?"

"New game, it's called "Slayer, Planet 32X, there's more shooting, loud shooting.

"What kind of game is that?

"You have four teams trying to finish the mission first."

"What kind of mission?"

"To take over a new planet that has a powerful energy source.” He smiled

"How do you do that?

"By killing the other team first, "No, no!" he yelled then turned to his grandmother, I’m dead. Are you happy now?”

“Can you talk to me now?”

“Only until I come back to life”

“How long does that take?

“Not long”

"Where is your mother?

"In bed"

"It's noon"

"It's her birthday, she's depressed" Michael goes back to his game

"Tell me about it, she called me at midnight, babbling about it like I could stop it from happening. I mean, if I could stop anyone birthday from coming, I would stop my own." Claire takes a drink from the can.

Michael starts laughing "Now you're babbling Grandma"

"If she is still in bed, how do you know she's depressed?

"She came out for a few minutes to get ice cream"

"Why would she come out for just ice cream?

"Maybe she's having a threesome with Ben and Jerry" Michael keeps playing.

"I'll ignore that, did she say anything?"

"I don't know"

"She must have said something"

Michael became irritated, "I wasn't listening"

"Think"

"I don't remember"

"MICHAEL!"

“GRANDMA” He yelled back   “You just got me killed again” The teen stops playing. He looks at his grandmother and she stared at him, he could tell she was going to keep asking questions "Okay, okay.  "She was mumbling 'Oh My God" over and over"

Michael goes back to his game as Claire sits up. "I'd better check on her." Claire stands up slowly and realized something was missing. "It's very quiet in here, where are the girls?"

"In the kitchen making a cake for Mom"

"Alone?"

"It's just pretend"

Claire knows it's time to see what her granddaughters are up to. She has one more question for Michael. 

"Have they had breakfast?"

"I gave them what I was having"

"What was that?

"Poptarts”  

Claire hurries to the kitchen, where she finds her twin seven year old granddaughters, Amy and Ivy giggling away as they poured milk and cracked eggs into a bowl. Both girls have flour in their hair and all over their pajamas.

"Hi Grandma, we're making a cake for Mommy" Amy smiles at Claire.

"Do you want to help us?"

Each girl has a large spoon and both are mixing in unison as flour, milk and bits of egg splash over the counter and on to the floor.  Claire goes over and grabs hold of their hands

"Stop, stop, you're making a mess"

"We didn’t do it Mommy did "

"She was making her cookies so she could sell them”

Claire looked around, “She left the kitchen looking like this all night?”

The little girls nodded, “Can we cook now"

Amy and Ivy try stirring their batter but Claire holds on to their hands.

"No more"

"But it's Mommy's birthday and we want to make her a cake" Both girls said with sad faces.

"I know, but you need to have breakfast first". "We can’t work on an empty stomach"

"We ate already" said Amy.

"We had Pop Tarts, Michael gave it to us" said Ivy.

“I heard about Michael’s breakfast. Now we will have Grandma’s breakfast”

"We have to make the cake now"

"No, Grandma’s breakfast first, then cake after I check on Mommy "Now go watch television while I make breakfast”

"Can we watch cartoons?"

"Sure, go watch cartoons"
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BOTH GIRLS RAN OUT screaming to watch TV, leaving grandma to clean up their cake mess.  It was difficult to tell which part of the kitchen was the regular messy kitchen  

from her daughter trying to start a business from home and little girls mess from trying to make a cake.  Claire fills the sink with bowls and spoons, wipes off the

countertop and spreads paper towels on the floor to soak up the milk then she swept up the sugar on the floor.

She was looking through the cabinets for a frying pan to start cooking when she remembered about her daughter.  She walked through the living room where the girls were watching television and Michael was still playing video games. Claire went down the hall to her daughter’s bedroom.  Standing outside the door, she knocked and called out but could not to be heard over the television on the other side of the door.

"Madeleine" There's no answer, “it’s your mother” She knocks harder

No answer again, Claire slowly opens the door.  The room is unexpectedly bright with sunlight.  

"I'm surprised you're not in total darkness" Claire is squinting from bright light.  
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"THE BLINDS ARE STUCK" Her daughter is seated in the middle of her bed and didn't look away from the Shopping Channel on the television.

Madeleine is Claire's youngest daughter, recently divorced and hoping to start a business from her home but wasn't having much success.  

"Stuck?"  Claire goes to the window, slowly closes the blinds.

"Oh look at that" She said with surprise. Her mother comes near the bed and takes inventory of what she saw.  "Fruit snacks, Cheetos, M&M's, Fruit by the foot.  It looks like you raided the children's lunch boxes"

"I did" Madeleine still doesn't look up.

Claire
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