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Introduction
Barbie's been called a pampered princess and a bad influence on girls for too long. It's time to set the record straight. Introducing The Funny Side of Barbie, a collection of 101 very funny and completely true stories of the off-the-wall things kids have done to Barbie and her friends over the years -- from disastrous beauty makeovers to voodoo to sex-change operations. I’ve gathered these stories from Barbie collectors, baby-boomers, teenagers, moms, and all sorts of folks around the country. Barbie's been through so many mishaps she makes Lara Croft, Tomb Raider look like a Girl Scout. "Pampered princess?" No way!
My thanks to everyone who contributed to this book, and let’s hope Barbie forgives us all.
-- The Editor
BRING ME THE HEAD OF BARBIE ROBERTS
Decapitation stories
"When I was about five, I was standing in the bathroom brushing Barbie's tangled, matted hair and I pulled a little too hard with the brush. Her head popped off and landed in the toilet. It fell so far back I couldn't see it, so I figured it was just gone (I wouldn't have stuck my hand down there for anything anyway). Most of my Barbies were headless and naked, so this was just one more headless Barbie to add to my collection. Later that day the toilet started overflowing and my Mom plunged and plunged and still couldn't figure out why the toilet was clogged. A plumber had to come out and dislodge Barbie's head. I never said a word." – MV, Oklahoma
***
"My friend really hates his sister, so he stole her Barbie doll and stuck her upside down in a blender and turned it on. Her head got all cut up in a million pieces and he gave them to his sister for a present." – Benjamin Higgins (the Editor's nephew).
***
"Once a bunch of my cousins and I were being watched by an elderly lady while our families attended a funeral. The girls were playing with Barbies and the boys were doing boy things. Us girls decided to go downstairs and try and get a snack out of the babysitter. While we were gone, the boys snuck into the bedroom where we had been playing and pulled off all our Barbies' heads, hung their bodies from the ceiling fan and turned it on. When we got back to the room all our Barbies were swinging around and around and around." – MV, Oklahoma
***
"My older daughter beheaded her Barbies and buried them in the yard somewhere, and my boys blew them up with fire crackers. Barbie never dated Ken (too wimpy), just G. I. Joe. -- K.C.
***
"My sister Ellen and I each had a beautiful bubble-cut Barbie doll. Mine was blonde; Ellen's was brunette. One day, Nana's poodle got hold of Ellen's Barbie and chewed off the lower half of her face. Ellen was heartbroken. We held a tasteful funeral (a shoebox on a roller skate), with all our other dolls in attendance, and buried Barbie's head in the backyard. But we kept her body, because Ellen had a plan. We put on our coats and hats and headed for the neighborhood toy store. We went to the Barbie section, where there was a stack of boxed Barbies. I stood as lookout while Ellen stealthily opened one of the boxes marked 'Brunette Bubble Cut,' pulled the doll's head off and stuffed it into her coat pocket. We walked casually out of the store, raced home and "re-capitated" Ellen's Barbie. Mom never noticed. I wonder if anyone bought the headless doll we left behind." – The Editor
***
"Me and Ben got a Barbie doll and we took all her clothes off and pulled her head off and flushed it down the toilet." -- Jonathan Higgins (the Editor's other nephew).
***
"When I was young and Barbie was new, only my sister's best friend down the block could afford one. A common folk remedy for a sore throat at the time was to rub 'Vicks' on the child's throat and safety pin a piece of flannel around the neck to keep it warm for the night. My sister was having her tonsils taken out and her friend was very sympathetic of her ordeal. She used a piece of thread to wrap around Barbie's neck and when tightened, cleanly decapitated her doll. Most of the neighborhood thought it was hysterical, her mother certainly didn't agree." -- Gail Sprague, Beecher, IL
***
“Once when I was little my big brother popped off my Barbie’s head and stuck it on the car antenna. I was way too short to get it so we drove around with a nasty looking Barbie head on our car. It was very sad.” – Anonymous
***
“The “swivel-head” Barbie had a plastic ball inserted into her neck that allowed her head to be cocked at any jaunty angle you chose. Many times my little six-year-old sister, while brushing Barbie’s hair, got a little rough and dislocated the ball from Barbie’s neck, thus breaking the plastic around the edge. Since the head could not be replaced properly, my sister shoved Barbie’s severed head back on until the head was all the way down to the shoulders, creating a no-neck Barbie. This was during the height of popularity for the TV show, ‘Dallas.’ So, when my sister used her Barbies to play Dallas, this no-neck Barbie always played the part of Ewing granddaughter Lucy (portrayed by Charlene Tilton, who, it seemed to my sister, didn’t have much of a neck herself). Our mom guffawed when little Sis introduced her to her ‘no-neck Lucy doll.’” – J.S.
***
“One of my sisters got mad at the other and buried all her Barbie dolls' heads in secret spots in the woods behind our house. So we had a whole army of headless plastic ladies." – Brenna Hoover, Aurora, CO
***
“When I was little I yanked off my Barbie’s head and stuck on a head from a dinosaur puppet. I bet I created the first Barbie-saurus Rex!” – Nadya E. (The Editor’s niece).
***
“One bright and balmy summer morning in 1962, I found my blonde bubble-cut Barbie sitting on top of my bureau, headless. When I went to my older brother and demanded, “Where’s my Barbie’s head?” he sang, ‘Somewheeeeeere, over the rainbow. . .’ For about a week I kept grilling him and each time was treated to another refrain from Judy Garland. In the meantime I rolled up a piece of Silly Putty, carved eyes, a nose and a mouth in it and stuck it on Barbie’s neck. At long last my brother grew tired of his own sadism and brought me the head of Barbie.” – The Editor
***
“I was having my favorite soup (tomato) for lunch. Suddenly my brother entered the kitchen and approached the table, holding his hands behind him and grinning in an evil way. “Want me to spice up your soup?” he asked. Before I could reply he whipped out my Barbie from behind his back, pulled her head off with his teeth and dropped it in my soup. I was still screaming long after he ran out of the kitchen.” – J.L., Hudson, NY
***
HAIR-RAISING TALES
Barbie's hairdos -- and don'ts
"My sister used to be a health care auditor, and worked on a lot of children's hospital audits. In going through the surgical records, she noted that one little girl had been admitted to the hospital complaining of stomach pains. Subsequent X-rays revealed what appeared to be a grapefruit-sized tumor in her stomach. Surgeons removed what turned out to be a giant hairball. It turns out the child had chewed off and swallowed the hair off a dozen Barbie dolls, and her mother had never mentioned it to the pediatrician." – L.S.
***
“I think I was about four years old, and I was visiting my Grandma and Grandpa. I dragged my poor Barbie with me wherever I went, even at the breakfast table. My Grandpa loved having Tabasco on his eggs, and he kept a little dipping bowl of it next to his plate for his toast, which he would then use to wipe up his plate. Barbie and I weren’t much interested in breakfast. Instead, I was making her dance across the table. Well, four-year-old dexterity being what it is, as I was making her do one particularly wild spin, she slipped out of my hands and dived headfirst right into Grandpa’s Tabasco dipping bowl. Grandma put her right under the tap (and a very irritated Grandpa got himself a clean dipping bowl and fresh sauce), but we couldn’t get the red out. She was forever after a screaming redhead.” – Dawn L. Bobby, Idaho
***
"My mother had a desk lamp back in the mid sixties that looked a lot like the old style bullet-shaped hairdryers in my grandmother's beauty shop. I used to take my Barbies to the "beauty parlor" and sit them under the lamp (turned off) to dry. One evening my little four-year-old brother got into my Barbies and put one under the "dryer" -- only the lamp was turned on! It melted a large hole all the way through Barbie's head! It stunk up the whole house for days!" -- Joann, Westfield, Massachusetts
***
"My 7 year old daughter has a strange fascination for washing Barbie's hair in toothpaste!!!!!" -- Louise Whiteley, Dewsbury, United Kingdom
***
"My sister Jamie and I always loved playing with our Barbie dolls. Jamie, who is three years younger than myself, was a little rougher than I was, though. One day, when she was about 3 and I was about 6, Jamie decided her Barbie doll "Nancy" should have red hair. So Jamie marched into the bathroom and managed to get hold of a bottle of Mercurochrome. I followed her and was horrified to see her remove the lid and dump the orangeish-red liquid all over 'Nancy's' head. I wrestled the bottle away from her and tried to rinse the medicine out, but as I did so, my mama walked in and saw me holding a red-stained doll, with a bottle of Mercurochrome in the other hand. She immediately jumped to the conclusion that I had dyed 'Nancy's' hair red, and I was the one who was punished! Today, after a lot of washings, 'Nancy's' hair is mostly blonde and the red stains on her face have been removed, miraculously, by baking soda and water. But though the evidence has long disappeared, I will never forget the day Jamie decided to become a Barbie beautician." -- Christie Evans, Florida
***
"I had just washed my Bathtub Barbie's hair and wanted to speed up the drying process, so I used my mom's blow-dryer. I got bored waiting, so I left Barbie on the toilet tank, arranged the dryer next to her head and went off about my business. When I got back a half hour later, not only was Barbie's hair completely dry – her face had melted." – Ashley B., St. Louis, MO
***
"My mother was a beautician and I thought it would be easy to change my blond-haired Western Barbie to a red-haired Barbie. So what did I use? -- RED FINGERNAIL POLISH!!! Needless to say, it dried and it just looked horrible, but I kept playing with her anyway." – Shawnie, NJ
***
"When I was probably about 10 years old, I was playing with one of my favorite Barbies (Malibu Barbie). She had extremely long hair. Well . . . it was winter, and I was in the kitchen pretending she was flying, and she slipped out of my hand, flew across the room, and landed right on top of a kerosene heater, and it was on! Needless to say, her long flowing hair was singed right off her head! I was so upset! I think I cried for hours. She looked like she had a really bad experience at the hairdressers after that incident!" --Tasha
***
“I got tired of my Barbie’s pale blond hair color, so one day I filled a cup with orange water color paint and stood Barbie upside down with her head in it for a couple of hours. The result was a Barbie with a marbleized blend of blond and orange hair as stiff as Brillo, a very ‘punk before its time’ look.” – I.A., Chappaqua, NY
***
"I guess it was about the late 80's. I was into giving my dolls makeovers, and I wanted a redhead Barbie. I wrapped her face and body with a towel and dyed her hair with fake blood from our Halloween costume box." -- Vanessa Stearnes, Arlington, TX
BOSOM FRIENDS -- AND ENEMIES
Stories of Barbie's beleaguered bustline
"I vividly recall my distress over Barbie's lack of nipples, or "breast freckles" as I used to call them (I wasn't allowed to say nipple). Anyway, I took some of my mom's Coty 24-hour red lipstick and promptly gave every Barbie I came across some nipples so they wouldn't have this rather puzzling physical disability. Seriously . . . who would want to go through life without breast freckles? Mercy!" – Katz, New Orleans, LA
***
"When I was a little girl I was a tomboy. I did not like dainty things. I got my first Barbie (this was the pony tail version) and she was so womanly, and I did not really care to have her sticking out all over the place. So I took her outside and proceeded to perform what may be the first boobectomy. I used my father's vise to hold her secure and I used his hacksaw to get the job done. I must say, it was not a pretty sight and my mom was none too happy. However, Barbie was able to wear that G.I. Joe shirt with no problem. I also thought Ken's feet were too big and not very nice so I cut the toes off -- same tools. By the way I'm not or have ever been institutionalized in my life." – Dee G, Mesa, Arizona
***
"My sister and I tried to make Kens out of our Malibu Barbies by cutting their hair and bashing them into the sidewalk to crush and flatten their chest! EGADS! Must be karma though, because of all this bustline bashing, I was not bestowed with a bustline myself in real life! Ah, nature got her revenge, and my Barbies, although maimed, still have more to write home about than me!" -- Lori BC
***
"I used to pretend my Barbie dolls were warriors in the jungle and they were naked except for these ornate broaches they wore as chest shields. The fancy warrior princesses had the sparkly gem stoned ones, and the subservient warriors had the lesser shields across their chest comprised of dull plastic stones. The shields were held in place by the pin poked into one side of the chest." – Lori BC
JUST SOME SWEET TRANSSEXUALS
Gender-bending experiments
"I was faced with a typical childhood problem: an uneven number of Barbies and Kens. In fact, I didn't have any Kens at all. This being the 90's, I realized there was a simple solution to my problem: give one of my Barbies a sex-change operation."
"Always the gentle surgeon, I first poked a hole in my Barbie's head, and carefully injected her with rubbing alcohol (although as far as I know, rubbing alcohol in the brain does not numb pain). Her figure presented the largest problem, so I took her outside and set fire to her chest. When all that was left of her once 36DD bustline were two gaping blackened craters, I blew out the fire. She looked truly hideous, so I chipped away any protruding edges, and filled the holes with flesh-colored wax."
"I then chipped away at her waist to produce a rough surface, and filled her in with wax there as well, to produce a rather masculine figure (note: throughout this entire procedure, Super Glue proved invaluable). I couldn't do anything with her legs, but I decided they could be hidden in a pair of baggy slacks. Her feet were sliced at the ankle and bent into reasonable shape, and wax-filled shoes were glued to them."
"This Barbie had long blond hair, and I wanted my new Ken to have short brown or black hair. I cut Barbie's hair with the kitchen scissors, and colored it (and her scalp) with black permanent marker. I wiped off all her makeup with nail polish remover, and then redrew her face with an extra fine marker, giving her dark eyebrows and a pale mouth."
"In the end, 'Ken' still had a rather feminine nose, and not the loveliest of features, and had to remain fully attired at all times, but he was still a lot more attractive than some of the guys I've dated." – Nadya E., Kingston, New York
***
"I used to dress Ken in Barbie's clothes all the time. I remember one of my favorite outfits for him was a Barbie negligee that was a yellow stretchy-satin with black lace trim that fit him almost perfectly! I was probably about 8 or 9 at the time." -- Sioux, Ontario, Canada
***
“Coming to the conclusion that Ken was too wimpy to be Barbie’s boyfriend, we never did purchase Ken dolls. Instead, we ‘made’ our own boyfriends for Barbie. First we would use dolls that were bigger than Barbie, like the Cher doll, or Tuesday Taylor. We would give them haircuts and use a stick to scrape the makeup off of their faces, and we had to pluck out Cher’s eyelashes. After a brief period of playing with them, we got bored. After all, Cher never did come with flat shoes, and Barbie got sick of going out on dates with a barefooted man, so we decided to make boyfriends out of the Barbie dolls.”
“We cut their hair and scraped off the makeup with a stick but it was still awkward for Barbie to have a boyfriend with a bustline as big as hers; steroids were not fashionable at this time. So we beat them on the driveway until their boobs caved in! We could get them as flat as G.I. Joe and it didn’t cost a penny. Now Barbie could be Bobby. We dressed them like men and had some pretty rough looking dudes for Barbie to choose from.” – Jen Darby, Joliet, Illinois
***
"In 1964, my love of Barbie became mingled with my love of The Beatles. I had all four Beatle dolls, and my sister Ellen and I often played “Beatles Concert”, having our Barbies and Littlechap dolls swooning over John, Paul, George and Ringo, much to the dismay of our poor conservative crew-cut Kens."
"One day we entered our bedroom to find that our older brother, Ed, had used our dolls to stage a little concert of his own. The heads of John and George were stuck on naked Barbie bodies, with the guitars placed right over the dolls’ pelvic areas. (Paul and Ringo were mercifully spared). The newly "Transsexual Beatles" were propped up on the bureau, or “stage,” while our other dolls, their arms lifted in adulation, prostrated themselves at their feet."
"My sister and I doubled over and laughed so loud we failed to hear our mother’s approaching footsteps."
'What is going on here?'
"There was Mom, standing in the doorway in her housedress and apron, looking absolutely aghast."
'Who did this?' she demanded.
'Uh . . . we don’t know, Mom. We came in and found it that way. Honest!'
'Those dolls look extremely vulgar! You two fix that up this minute! And I’ll certainly have a thing or two to say to your brother!'
Mom turned on her heel and stormed away. We proceeded to restore our dolls to their natural state, but as soon as Mom was out of earshot, we nearly fell to the floor in helpless giggles. Ed paid for his deviant musical production by being confined to his room, where he doubtless spent the afternoon cooking up further schemes. In retrospect, I think he was ahead of his time, having staged a doll version of The Rocky Horror Show. – The Editor
***
"Recently, I acquired a vintage Ken from his plastic hair incarnation in the early 1960's. I had found a beat-up fuzzy hair Ken, but somehow, he lacked the overall goofishness of the second one. My brother James remarked that Ken was almost as thin as Barbie, and could in all likelihood fit into her clothes. So, you realize what I then had to do next. Ken now sits on my shelf wearing a lovely reproduction evening gown from the era, and a wig borrowed from the Miss Barbie set of the 1960's. Now I am much better at accessorizing, so I gave him Solo's crystal necklace as well as a stunning blue feather boa." – Sarah Zamberlan
***
“Just for a goof I decided to change my Ken into a Barbie. First I stuck a Fashion Queen Barbie wig on his head. It wouldn’t go down all the way so Ken ended up with a semi-beehive. Then I colored his eyelids and lips with Crayola crayons, and crammed his body into one of Barbie’s dresses, which only worked because I didn’t button it. Her shoes wouldn’t go on his big feet, so I gave up on that idea. As a finishing touch, I stole two of my brother’s marbles and stuffed them into Ken’s bodice. He looked stunning, and you’d never have guessed he’d had glass implants.” – K.V., Houston, TX
BEAUTY AND THE BEASTS
Barbie's run-ins with house pets
"When I was growing up, my friend, Cheryl and I would send our Barbies out on 'trips' -- up in trees, in the mailbox, in bushes, that kind of thing. Cheryl's dad raised rabbits. I honestly don't remember whose idea it was, but one of us decided Barbie should go on a trip inside one of the rabbit's cages, a big old buck rabbit. He ate off half of Barbie's face." -- Joan L., Bolingbrook, IL
***
"I remember when I was a little girl and I was visiting at my Granny's house. Of course I had a FAVORITE Barbie and she was wearing a beautiful white wedding gown. I was playing with her on the back porch and must have left her there when I went inside for my nap. When I came back out, the neighbor's German shepherd had chewed up my Barbie, head and all, not to mention the horrible things done to the dress! Her head was completely torn in half and parts of her body were missing totally. Fortunate for me, my Granny made it all better. We buried her in a shoebox out by her strawberry patch. I always did miss that Barbie." -- Connie W., Lake Mattamuskeet, NC
***
"When I was about 11, I had a pet rabbit that would roam around my room (he was litter box trained). I always used to leave my dolls out, including Barbie. When I got home from school every day, one of my girls was missing at least one of their hands and both of their feet! I wrapped most of them up so that they looked like they had broken their legs and arms in a horrible car accident, until my parents decided they should buy me new dolls, because it sounded very morbid!" -- Jeri V, McKinney, Texas
***
"My family once had this dog, a poodle. He would get mad when we left the house. He would go under my bed and savage my Barbies. The ones he couldn't tear their heads off, he would chew up their hands and feet. I had MANY late 70's dolls with totally disfigured hands and feet. Their necks also bore the marks to where he pulled them off." – Ginger Swenson, Eastern Kentucky
***
"Our German Shepard ate a Barbie shoe once. We waited for him to, well, download and we picked it out. Now THAT, my friend, is a horror story." -- Jerilynn Jacobson, Dracut, MA
***
"I once had a Barbie doll, and I was outside playing when it started to rain. Since the tree was Barbie's house, I put her in her house, and when I came back the next day, she was gone. The dog had chewed her up, but my mom told me 'Daddy borrowed her.' Soon enough, here came Dad with a replacement doll, but you know daddies don't usually pay attention to detail. This new doll looked very different, so I was told Barbie'd had a 'make over.'" -- Kettacina Thoma, Red Cloud, Nebraska
***
"At ages 5 and 6, one thing my sister and I enjoyed was playing with Barbie dolls and pets. Since we lived on a farm, we had many pets -- chickens, three dogs, and two hamsters. One day, my sister and I decided that Barbie and Skipper wanted to visit the zoo to see the tamed hamsters. 'Come one, come all, and see the amazing Softy and Fluffy!' we cried as Barbie and Skipper arrived in their pink corvette to see the amazing teddy bear hamsters do death-defying tricks, such as climbing their ladder and running in their exercise wheel of fire.
Barbie and Skipper began watching the show, but the hamsters stopped their circus activity and came to the bars, curious of the two tiny people before them. Since the hamster cage was on the floor, Softy and Fluffy could only see people's feet. My sister and I became bored of the hamsters just staring at the Barbie dolls, so Barbie and Skipper fell to the ground exhausted of their day out while we left to bother the chickens outside."
"A few hours later, my sister and I returned to our own bedrooms to find something else to do. After several steps near my toy chest, I heard my sister scream, 'Rhonda'! I quickly ran to her room, and looked down where my sister was pointing. Barbie's hair was in the hamster cage, and so were bits and pieces of Barbie's forehead. I snatched Barbie from the hunger monster's grasp, hoping it wasn't too late."
"We decided Barbie needed an emergency brain surgery. My sister ran to get a Band-Aid, while I went to find Mom to tell her the horrible situation. Her reply: 'Softy needs Pepto-Bismol!' Upon returning to my sister's room, Barbie made it through surgery, although she will always be lightheaded, and Doctor Mom fed Softy the pink icky medicine."
"After that incident, my sister and I knew why adults tell us not to feed the animals." -- Rhonda Barfknecht, Elmore, MN
***
"Wouldn't you know it? It happened to the best-selling Barbie of all time -- the long-long-haired blonde "Totally Hair" Barbie. She wasn't only a personal favorite of mine; she was also an accomplished model. At local craft shows, she helped me successfully sell my hand-crocheted doll creations. Dresses displayed on her sold quickly."
"On the day of this horror story, I was outside on a lawn chair, in the early autumn, Western Pennsylvania sunlight, putting the finishing touches on a red, strapless number- a cocktail dress with a rose at the waist, set off with a white ribbon. I was using 'Totally Hair' to fit the sewn-on snaps. I set her down to run inside and answer the phone."
"Four minutes later, I was back. I saw NO doll, NO dress, nothing, but I heard the distant clink of the bell on the collar of my neighbor's dog."
"I took off for his yard. Yep, there he was, contentedly chewing on the doll. He must have liked the feel of his small, sharp terrier teeth sinking into soft plastic."
"When he saw me coming, he started running, doll in mouth, hair dragging on the ground. For the next ten frustrating minutes, I chased him through the yard, and around an above-ground swimming pool, where his owner floated on the sunlit water, serenely oblivious to this drama."
"He finally tired of the game, and dropped the doll. On examination, I found that she was almost 'totally' ruined. She had dozens of bite marks, her right hand was chewed off [and presumably swallowed], her left foot was dangling and her torso was badly scratched. Her hair and face were covered in saliva and dirt, but were remarkably undamaged."
"I still have her, though she's retired from modeling. Once her hair and face were cleaned, the head was detached from the mangled body, and joined to a doll body kindly donated by a friend's little girl. Kids play with her, dress her, and "fix" her when the head pops off, and I never did find the dress!" -- Meg Kolodick, Oil City PA
***
"When I was about five I had a beautiful ponytail Barbie. I decided her make-up wasn't as pretty as my Aunt Becky's. So I got into my dad's office and took out all his pens, highlighters, and headed downstairs. To my horror, my doll, which I called Bar-bie-a, was missing. I ran all around. Suddenly I noticed a broken Barbie limb in my cat's (Miss Kitty's) litter box. I found her in my bedroom, in the closet, chewin' on my doll's butt!" – Nancy Novit
***
“Rule Number One: NEVER leave your Barbies lying around if you have dogs in the house, especially puppies. I came home from school one day and heard a ruckus in the living room. I went to investigate and to my horror, my father’s two terrier pups, Daisy and Duffy, were having a tug of war with my Barbie doll! I yelled at them to stop and Duffy ran off with Barbie in his mouth. I chased him all over the house and finally managed to yank Barbie out of his jaws, by which time she was a mangled mess. There’s a happy ending, though – when my mom came home and heard my tearful story, she bought me a new Barbie – on condition that I keep her locked away when I wasn’t home!” – A.B., Manhasset, NY
***
“When I was a little girl I had two parakeets named Jake and Judy. I kept them in a cage in my bedroom. I also had an evil little brother. One Saturday I came home from playing at a friend’s house and went into my bedroom to check on my birds. On the front of the birdcage was a note, clumsily stuck on with Scotch tape, saying “County Jail.” Jake and Judy were sitting on their perches, looking down with curiosity at my ponytail Barbie, who was sitting on the floor of the cage in her black and white striped bathing suit, liberally dotted with parakeet poop. I ran from the room yelling for my mother, who interrogated my brother, who made a full confession. Needless to say his bedroom was turned into a county jail when Mom grounded him for the rest of the weekend. Mom cleaned Barbie off for me, but it was about a week before I could bring myself to play with her again.” – M.C., Palm Beach, FL
MISCELLANEOUS MISCHIEF
A mixed bag of Barbie misadventures
"When I was about 13 years old, my mother said we'd be spending the weekend at her boyfriend's house. Mind you, he was in his late 30's going on 12. So I packed up a few of my Barbies to take with me so I wouldn't get too bored. We get out there and Mom's boyfriend is building a clubhouse out in the middle of his property. Instead of digging up the ground, he's exploding it with black powder, because it's 'more fun'. Men and toys, you know. So he gets the bright idea to fill my Malibu Barbie with black powder and blow her up. To this day I can still see her exploding! I only let him because his nephew was staying with him and I had a huge crush on him. I didn't want to let them know how much those dolls meant to me. He videotaped the explosion and up until last year I had a copy of the tape." -- Dee G.
***
"Many children use dolls to act out the things that happen to them. I was a Director of a church child care center and one day as the toys were being picked up, I noticed one of the Barbies missing from her place on the shelf."
"When I asked, 'Where is our other Barbie today?' there was no hesitation. Annie, who was visiting our classroom for the first time and had just turned three years old volunteered, 'She's not here. She stinked.'"
"'Why did she stink and where is she?' I asked, bewildered."
'She's in the corner. She peed her pants,' was her reply.
"I turned to look where she was pointing and, sure enough, behind a chair stood Barbie, naked and facing the corner. 'It looks like she needs a good bath and some clean clothes,' I offered. The children agreed. As I put on some rubber gloves to give Barbie a bleach bath, I noticed that she did indeed stink. 'I wonder who put Barbie in the corner,' I said to some of the children."
"Annie piped up again, 'She goed there herself, so no body would see her.'"
"After a brief discussion of the fact that Barbie didn't have to hide because of a wetting accident, and stating that the best thing to do if you have an accident is to tell someone so you can wash and change clothes, Annie told me that she had an accident too."
"Evidently, Annie forgot Barbie was in her hand when she grabbed herself to keep from wetting her pants and subsequently managed to thoroughly drench herself and the doll. Annie got the next change of clothes." – Dee Roach
***
“Our story starts with Chris Rudyk and me having to do a project for English class. We had to create a commercial. So we brainstormed the idea of ‘Special Effects Barbies.’ But to do this we couldn't present in front of the class (because of the fireworks) so we filmed it. The following Saturday, we gathered all our matches, spray cans, fireworks and Barbies, to pull it off. For ‘Exploding Barbie’ we put one firecracker in her head and another in her clothes, then lit them and ran. For ‘Flame Barbie’ we held a match against a spray can in front of Barbie, and then watched her burn! For ‘Crysalids Barbie’ (from the Crysalids book, by John Wyndm) we cut some Barbie legs and heads off and put them all back together with a glue gun. And finally, with ‘Indestructible Barbie,’ we ran her over with my mom’s van. Then, after some editing, we presented it to the class. They LOVED it! So we decided to put it on Youtube. To see it, just visit www.youtube.com and search for ‘Special Effects Barbies.’ -- Shayne Thomson and Chris Rudyk, Sudbury, Ontario, Canada
***
"My best friend Alicia and I each had a Barbie Country Camper and would spend hours the middle of her family's garden playing 'campout'. One chilly afternoon we decided that Barbie was getting too cold sleeping in the plastic sleeping bags, so we went into our houses looking for warmer substitutes. In the bathroom I found my mom's box of Kotex. Ever the resourceful child, I took the scissors, snipped off one end, and to my delight determined that Barbie would slide right on in! Nice and comfy-cozy. Our source lasted about a week when suddenly one day Mom spotted us in the kitchen carrying Barbie in her sleeping bag and got this strange look on her face. The next day, our source was suddenly cut off (i.e. Kotex hidden)." -- Allison Kullenberg Plano, TX
***
"As a child growing up in Falls Church, Virginia, I was trained by my parents from an early age to help look out for my younger brother. My childhood lessons included how to go from my room to his in case of a fire. Since my parents' room was upstairs, I would be in charge of leading my brother out through the utility room in the event of such a disaster. When my parents gave me my first Barbie doll -- a beautiful #4 blond ponytail with a snappy blue vinyl case, I privately altered the fire safety plan. At night I would tuck Barbie's blue case under my bed, making certain the handle protruded just enough for my small hand to quickly grab. If there was ever a fire, Barbie would be rescued first. THEN I would go get my brother!" -- Kathryn Darden, Nashville, TN
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/23192 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!