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Juliet Withers, 69 years of age, retired hairdresser, loving mother and devoted widow to her late husband, Roger.

She sighed, imagining how droll and drab her obituary would look if she were to keel over right at that particular moment.

At least she had twenty grand in her savings—more than enough to pay for her send-off, horses and all.

The clock struck half ten in the morning. She knew that, because she'd been staring at it for a full four minutes now, waiting for something to happen.

Waiting for anything to happen, truth be told. Since Roger died, and her son, Barry, moved to London—her three-bedroom bungalow in Spalding, Lincolnshire felt so big, empty and lonely.

Barry would call, from time to time. But she'd raised herself a hard worker, frequent twelve-hour shifts behind the wheel of a forklift. The calls seemed fewer and farther between since he met that bimbo, Sophie.

Not a kind way to think of her potential daughter-in-law, perhaps, seeing as Barry's last call he was elated about their engagement—and her potential pregnancy. But she seemed to have less time for her than Barry did, always rushing them out the door, or off the phone, those rare instances where they did actually speak or meet.

Juliet sighed. Another two minutes had passed.

She could fold the towels again, perhaps? Admittedly, a few of them she did originally with minimal effort, minimal care.

Or perhaps get a start on lunch? Boil the chicken ahead of time, maybe prep some vegetables. The feel of the knife hitting the cutting board as she chopped through carrots was almost therapeutic at times.

Postman should be there soon. She was due another postcard from the donkey sanctuary she'd been donating to. Wasn't particularly worried about donkeys, preferred ponies if anything—but it was something to do.

Mondays always seemed like the longest, slowest days. She had to wonder if this was what retirement was supposed to be like? The world kept turning, days turned to nights, but she was no longer an active participant—more of an observer as life passed her by.

She considered checking the telly, seeing what's on—but why bother? Trashy daytime television, re-runs of crappy cartoons or cooking shows. Her cooking was impeccable already, thank you very much—Roger always said so.

Her soap operas would come on in the evening, but even those started to grate on her nerves now. All the yelling, the fighting, the drama—real life was so much more mundane.
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