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13th birthday 

It was finally Marty’s birthday. She was turning the big Thirteen, she was finally becoming a 

teenager. Yet, she didn’t feel any different. She wasn’t even excited. It was like she could already tell 

there was nothing to look forward to. Everyone was gathered around in the living room, waiting 

patiently. Marty’s Brother Leon was so empathetic that he could literally detect the sadness already. He 

noticed Marty standing near a shelf, staring at the countless of glass globes, she looked so deep in 

thought. Marty grabbed one snow globe and shook it softly, admiring the flakes.  

 “Its fine, we are not waiting on him,” Their mother Lisa stomps in, setting down a gift, a glass, 

and a bottle of champagne on the table. She sighs heavily and aggressively wipes her face as if 

everybody else in the room couldn’t see. Marty just frowns expecting this kind of behavior. She sits next 

to her and tries comforting her by patting her back. 

 “It’s okay,” she tells her, “go on now, open your gift.”  

 Lisa hands her the gift and quickly pours champagne into her glass, spilling a bit of it. Leon 

couldn’t help but see Marty give him a look as if to say she wants to go to bed or just runaway. Marty 

unwraps the small box and opens it, revealing a gold necklace with a heart. Marty wasn’t one to wear 

jewelry ever, she found it too fragile and easy to lose. She appreciated her mom’s effort though, 

knowing her past gifts involved socks or pants.  

 “Do you like it? You like it, huh?” Lisa asks, bumping into Marty jokingly, trying to make her 

smile.  



 “Yeah, it’s pretty,” Marty lies, but not entirely. She liked how this was the first ever gift that 

didn’t come from 5 below. It really was pretty. 

 “I’ll put it on you!” Lisa exclaims, snatching the necklace from her hands. Marty just obliges, 

turning around as Lisa tries her best to lock the necklace, but Leon quickly helps, not letting Marty notice 

how Lisa was acting.  Marty smiles softly, a smile that almost seems forced. She looks at the heart, 

seeing a scratch through it.  

 “Sorry about that,” Lisa notes, seeing Marty Notice the scratch, “It was the only one that was 

cheap, but still looks pretty.” She pats Marty head as she goes back to the kitchen, getting who knows 

what.  

 Marty was a bit hurt with a comment like that. Her family wasn’t poor or rich, they were able to 

afford more, but most of their money went towards champagne and accessories for the house that 

didn’t even matter. It hardly feels like home most of the time. She looks up seeing Leon give her a 

sympathetic smile. They haven’t said a word to each other the whole day other than Happy Birthday and 

Thanks. They both knew what the night awaits or so they thought.  

 Lisa walks in with a whole cake in her hands. She sets the plate on the table with a huge grin of 

her face as if she accomplished something big when it was just a small task. “Ya like it?” Lisa asks, 

putting candles on top and grabbing a lighter from her pockets. 

 “Shouldn’t we wait for dad?” Leon questions, and immediately Lisa’s face dropped.  

 “He always comes home late, you know that.” 

 “But we always wait for him-“ 

 “We are not waiting.” Lisa says again, “Your father rather work than be here with us.”  



 “That’s not true,” Marty speaks up, wanting to wait as well, “He always tries to make it, but you 

won’t let him.”  

 “I won’t let him?” Lisa asks in a very harsh tone, “Then why isn’t he here? What’s stopping him? 

He is not coming, that is it. Now you are going to blow those candles and then you can go back to 

sleeping your life away, okay?”  

 Lisa lights up the candles, stepping away and looking at the both of them. Marty and Leon both 

don’t say a word. What else is there to say? Marty felt awkward and uncomfortable. This was the first 

ever birthday that her father wasn’t here and she didn’t even know why. She couldn’t help, but feel 

hatred towards her mother. She didn’t want to, she felt guilty.   

 Marty knew her father and mother were having complications. Her father barely came home 

because of work and even when he did, he seemed exhausted, not from work, but from being at home. 

She really did blame her mother for his absence and she thinks even her mother knows it. 

 “Happy birthday to you,” Lisa starts, leading Leon to sing along as well. He rolls his eyes, singing 

along grumpily.  

 Marty just blocks the whole song out, staring at the fire. She saw her life in that burning fire. She 

couldn’t help but envy the fire. It was able to burn beautifully and be vulnerable at the same time. She 

didn’t know it was possible that fire could burn so strikingly bright.  

 “Would you like a piece?” Lisa asks, beginning to cut the cake, but Marty decided to walk away, 

not wanting to deal with her for the rest of the night. She knew she wouldn’t be able to handle it. Marty 

didn’t bother looking back, nobody stopped her.  



 Marty went upstairs and cried the rest of the night. She expected more, she expected her father 

to come. She hated her mother, and she didn’t even know she was capable of feeling this much pain 

because of her. She cries heavily into her pillow, holding onto the small heart that was scratched.  

 As the night progresses, Marty couldn’t help but hear distinct voices coming from the living 

room. She gets up tiredly, putting her slippers on as she begins to walk carefully toward the sound. She 

wasn’t even fully emerged in the living room, but she could already see a huge mess. The cake was 

everywhere as if someone stomped on it. Including a broken champagne bottle that Lisa was drinking 

earlier, shards of broken glass everywhere.  

 As soon as she walks in, she didn’t know how to react. She couldn’t even recognize the place 

anymore. She picks up the glass, seeing no point in trying to clean when she didn’t even know where to 

start. As she tries to enter the kitchen, a man stood in her away. He didn’t even bother looking down to 

see her, he just walks pass her and towards the door.  I know he’s in the attic.  

 “Dad?” Marty asks, getting his attention as he stops in his place and sighs.  

 He walks back towards her and crouches down to see her eye to eye, “Hey there Marty.” He 

begins to look around the area and just nods. It was as if he was finally accepting this is how their family 

was. “I’m sorry about your birthday, Buttercup. This isn’t what I had planned… I’m sorry.”  

 He reaches into his bag and pulls out a gift. “Here,” He says awkwardly, not knowing what else 

to say or how to comfort her. He scratches his head and begins to walk away again, leaving Marty 

confused and hurt.  

 “Wait!” She shouts, running towards him with his hand on the doorknob, “Are you coming 

back?”  



 He takes a minute, contemplating his answer, “Listen Marty, you’re a big girl now. You don’t 

need me anymore. I’m sorry.” 

 With that, he walks away, leaving the poor girl facing the door now. She didn’t know how to 

react, tears were streaming down her face. She gulps, pushing down the sadness and disappointment. 

Her last memory of him would be his back turned away from her on her 13th birthday. It was engraved in 

her memory.  

 She slowly returned to the living room with her father’s gift in her hand. She didn’t how to 

process her father up and leaving. She didn’t even know what happened, or why he left. She walks 

through the glass not even feeling the sharp pain. She looks at the destroyed shelf with the snow globes 

now broken. Every flake disappeared.  

 Marty looks at the gift her father gave her. He always gave her a snow globe every year, ever 

since she was little she would get one. The last memory she would have would be this snow globe. She 

shakes her head furiously, throwing the snow globe across the room. She didn’t even want this pity gift, 

it would only serve as a reminder that she wasn’t good enough for him to stay. She was angry at 

everyone for not explaining or seeing that she was hurt.  

 She begins to cry uncontrollably, sliding across the wall as she gently caresses the scratch on her 

necklace. What a memorable 13th birthday.  

 

 

 


