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I was young, maybe nine or ten, when my mother dropped me off at the cinema. There were matinees
on Saturday and my mother had some errands to do in town. The only screening that fitted the time
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slot my mother allowed was “South Pacific,” a musical celebrating war’s happy moments. It was
enjoying a second life. Seeing a movie on my own was the fun part, more than what I saw.

“When the movie finishes come straight out,” she told me, after she’d bought my ticket. “I’ll be
waiting in the car. No wandering around.”

“Can I get some popcorn or a drink?” I asked, already knowing the answer.
“You're just here to see the picture, that’s all. We’re not made of money,” my mother reminded me.

The theater was almost empty, it being an afternoon screening of a movie that had already been
out for a couple of years. I chose a seat in the middle, the best seat in the house. Once the lights
dimmed, the credits rolled and the movie began, an adult man came and sat next to me. He had a large
carton of popcorn. Even with all the empty seats, he wanted to sit next to me. I knew not everybody
liked to see movies on their own, or maybe he was after the second-best seat.
He had a friendly smile. “You don’t have any popcorn.”

“Nope, we’re not made of money.”

This made him chuckle. “Would you like to share mine. I bought too much.”

I really didn’t like people talking to me while I was watching a movie, but I didn’t want to be rude
cither. The smell of his popcorn was melting my resistance. “If you don’t mind,” I told him.

He put the popcorn between us. “Help yourself.” He seemed a bit jittery, looking from the screen
then to me. I returned his smile.
We may have been mid-way through the movie, the popcorn was almost gone, when he put his hand
on my thigh. His eyes were on the movie, but his other hand was buried in his pants. I hadn’t noticed
him loosening his belt. The man groaned, looked at me and started crying, which didn’t make sense
since the actors were singing “Happy Talk.”
“I’'m sorry,” he told me, before he got up and walked out. He left his popcorn.
My mother was waiting in our car, and I got in.

“Did you like the movie?” she asked, starting the car’s engine.



“Happy talkin’, talkin’, happy talk, talk about things you like to do...” The lyrics weren’t that hard to
remember and there were two hands talking to each other. I was demonstrating when my mother
noticed some popcorn on my sweater.

“There’re crumbs on your clothes. Did you eat something?” she wanted to know.
“It must have been on the seat,” I told her. I didn’t want to explain something she wouldn’t

understand. My mother wouldn’t believe I could make friends so easily.
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