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 By Liz Lydic 
 

If I hadn't asked my daughter to brush her teeth before going to her classmate's birthday party, 

we would have left the house a moment earlier, and would not have passed the woman on the 

street we all know is so narrow that one driver pulls over at a gap between parked cars and lets 

the other driver through. But, we did pass that woman. She was in a beat-up car that I didn't 

recognize from our neighborhood. I was clearly the one meant to drive through, but the woman 

was hellbent, and as we passed - perilously - I peered into her car. There were about 10 helium 

balloons in the backseat, threatening intrusion to the front. We met eyes. I said asshole slowly 

enough for the woman to read my lips. She gave me the finger and she mouthed the word bitch. 

I wondered if a balloon would pop suddenly and startle her into a collision.  
 

The party location was a single picnic table at a busy park with several other nearby gatherings. 

There was no way to discern that this was the classmate's event until my daughter found the 

birthday child. We handed over our gift to a quiet dad and I noticed the meager set-up: 

tablecloth, a cake, and upright forks in a paper cup. The unremarkableness was noticeable in 

contrast with the taco truck, bounce house and boom box music coming from the competing 

celebrations. 
 

 Another mom and I rolled our eyes as our children played on the jungle gym. A third mom came 

along and together we observed the party's lack of unique choices, as well as the lack of the 

child's mom. We suggested that the party sucked because of the dad, of his incompetence. To 

impress each other, we made sarcastic remarks and joked about crashing the taco truck party. 

We laughed louder than natural at everything we said. We pushed on each other's arms and 

clutched our sides to show appreciation for our humor. We called each other 'girl' and 'mama.' 
 

Eventually, we decided to return to the party spot, agreeing to bail after ten more minutes. 

Climbing the small hill to the picnic table, I saw the woman from the beat-up car carrying the 

balloons in both hands, apologizing to the father, as she arrived at her child's birthday party.  
 

Our eyes met. She smiled deliberately at me and nodded.  
 

It was a long afternoon. 
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