A Movie Birthday

It was December 27th, 2007. I was just arriving home from the barn with my mother. 


“I think we should go shopping for your birthday.”


I hate shopping. It was one of the things the female race was noted for, yet I despised it. Of course shopping with my mother made it ten times worse. 


“I like this.” She would say. “I think it will look cuter on.”


“It’s really not my style.”


“You never want to look cute!”


“You don’t know how ridicules I would look wearing that.”


Every time I would go shopping with her she would nearly drive me up the wall. 


“I don’t really feel like going shopping.” I had replied


“You don’t ever feel like doing anything! You just want to get back to the computer.”


The rest of the ride home I sulked, cheek pressed against the car window. I didn’t care if I got on the computer. I just didn’t want to go shopping. 


“Hey Katie.” I said to my sister as we arrived home. “You want to go do anything? Mom just wants to go shopping and believes I just want to get on the computer. I don’t care what I do as long as it’s not shopping.”

“Let’s go up to Layton to see Sweeny Todd! It’s rated ‘R’, but we should be able to get in.”


I agreed and we took the bus. The mother wasn’t too happy, but she’d live. I was just happy to be doing something different for my birthday. 


When we arrived at the Theater my sister assigned me to get the tickets. This would be the tricky part.


“Two for Sweeny Todd.” I said. 


“Can I see some I.D.?”


“umm..” 

I got nervous. I was 16, not 17. 

“Katie?”  Katie was 17 but didn’t have her I.D. Of course maybe she could do something. I didn’t see her behind me. The only person behind me was a pregnant lady. I looked directly at her. 

“Oh you guys are okay.” The voice behind the booth replied.

“Huh? Oh, Yea.” I choked. 

He believed I was with the pregnant lady therefore letting us go. I had a grin on for the rest of the night. We’ll just call it birthday luck. 

