Scars of the Silver Screen
by Rob Jenkins

Taking the family to the movies during the holidays has become an American tradition, and I can sure see why.  It’s almost as much fun as assembling toys on Christmas Eve or opening the January credit card statement.  

However, you’d better be prepared to pay dearly for your amusement.  Admission alone will cost around $30.00—assuming you have children young enough to qualify for reduced rates or small enough to smuggle in under your jacket.  

And that’s the good news.  Once inside the theater, you find yourself in a bizzaro world where a 50 cent candy bar costs $3.50 and a 12-ounce soft drink goes for $4.00. And somehow they really are worth those prices. Because value is a product of demand, and for me nothing creates the demand for a Snickers and a Sprite like walking into a modern multi-plex cinema. 

Amazingly, this is true even if I can hardly walk at all, having just polished off a Number Six at El Rancho del Gordo.  I step into the theater, smell the popcorn, see the candy lined up inside the display case, and immediately know I’ll never get through the next two hours without ingesting at least 1000 more calories.  
The problem—not to mention the bill—becomes greater when kids are factored in.  The demand for food and drink goes double for them, especially since they didn’t even eat their tacos. That means they’ll need approximately 2000 calories each just to stay alive during the movie. Who can afford that?
The answer, of course, is to bring your own snacks.  I know most theaters actively discourage this practice, but until they resort to strip searches we will continue to defy their petty edicts.  However, if you’re thinking of something more subversive than just stowing a couple of candy bars in mom’s purse, you’re going to have to be pretty creative.  

For example, if you have small children you can always use the diaper bag.  Just make sure you keep track of which small brown things are the Tootsie Rolls.  Or you can wear shoes three sizes too large and fill the toes with M&M’s.  Plastic bread bags filled with popcorn will fit neatly inside your son’s baggy jeans. 

Just be warned that you might not be able to include your teenage daughter in the fun. Most girls her age couldn’t hide a stick of chewing gum anywhere on their person.

Admittedly, it’s more difficult to smuggle in liquids. You could use the baby’s bottle, unless of course you don’t have a baby, in which case you’d look pretty silly. Better yet, just take the money you saved on snacks and let the family splurge on soft drinks. That way, you might get out of the theater for under $75.00.  

Then again, think of the harm you’d be doing to the holiday economy.

