Girls Night Out 

By Kelli Wheeler

I felt like I was in high school again as I checked and rechecked my outfit from every angle in the mirror.  I surveyed the jean skorts and the coordinating spaghetti strap tank top in the mirror.  Did the skorts make my thighs look fat?  Do I let the straps of my Wonderbra show or brave my figure without it?  The new sandals on my feet were the only things I was sure I wouldn’t change. 

I was getting ready for a hot date and I wanted to look just right.  I knew what I wore would be appreciated and complimented.  It was my chance to dress up and have a reason to buy those totally impractical but impossibly cute earrings.  The chance to set down the sippy cup and pick up a Corona.  I looked forward to this date every month. 

My husband had been planning also.  Just what to have for dinner.  What activities would take place after and at what time?  He made sure to be home a little early so that things would go smoothly.  

I was switching to a cute, little stylish purse from my big, bulky purse that had replaced the diaper bag (but still had more kid stuff in it than my stuff) when there was a knock on the door.  I grabbed my purse and raced to the door.

“Bye honey! Have fun with the kids!” I gave my husband a kiss as I ran out.  Opening the door there stood my ride looking polished and snazzy after just seeing her in shorts and flip flops at the park earlier.

“Kim I love the cowboy boots!” I complimented.

“Oh my Gosh Kelli those earrings are beautiful! Where’d you find them?” came the reply.  This date was off to a great start.

It was Girls Night Out as our mommies group liked to officially call it.  It was a smaller group tonight, just seven of us down from a high of 13.  We were going to a restaurant most of us had not tried before, but one of the girls had gone there with her husband and had deemed it a great new spot for our group to try.  

When the tradition was first started back with the inception of our playgroup, it was usually dinner and a movie.  After having our first children, we were mourning the loss of freedom to go see a movie whenever the mood struck us.  So my friend Jen took the bull by the horns again and organized our first Girls Night Out.  I still remember how liberated I felt and how fun it was to be gossiping and laughing and emoting as only a group of women can.  

Until my children were a little older and less needy, that once a month with girls was usually the only time I was out of the house by myself.  Getting together with other women for the sole purpose of redefining our individuality was a pick me up I desperately needed.  I felt rejuvenate and redirected, no longer losing sight of myself and my own needs while being mother and wife.  The other girls expressed the same feelings and we knew we had keyed in on something that was healthy for us and allowed us to return home with new energy and enthusiasm for our families.

Now as our group has grown larger and we’ve found other outlets for some individual time we have gotten away from the movie and just stuck to dinner.  We needed more time to talk!  We always try to go somewhere we haven’t been before and we’ve had fun sampling the new restaurants that have been popping up like wild flowers.

But more important than the food has been the comradery and the conversation.  Yes, we talk about our kids, we can’t help it.  They are a passion we all share.  And of course we talk reality TV.  We may not all follow The Bachelor, Survivor, American Idol, or Fear Factor among countless others, but there is bound to be at least one person at the table you can discuss your favorite vice with.  And, sorry Honey, we would not be normal if we didn’t do a little husband bashing too.  Followed of course by how wonderful they are watching the kids and all so we can go out!   

However, I don’t care how wonderful and caring your husband is, he can not give a compliment or notice a new outfit, accessory or shoes and properly gush about it like a girlfriend.  Plus, as mothers with children almost constantly in tow, we are like women lost in a desert in desperate need of a drink when it comes to shopping.  We rarely get out shopping for ourselves, so when we do we can’t help but go on and on about how exhilarating the experience was to bring home and be wearing this prize new treasure.

We also discuss serious issues.  Among us we have infertility issues, a breast cancer survivor, a mother whose child has dwarfism, another mother whose child has inoperable brain lesions, a divorcee with young twins and other battles.  We circle the wagons around our own and we are there for each other in whatever form that may take.  For my friend Molly whose son is requiring more intensive care and attention, getting out with the girls for just a few hours is a blessing in itself.

As this month’s date night wound down, a warm glow had settled over me.  There I was in a car full of chattering women, who just finished making fun of me and my penchant for 80's music and Bon Jovi.  We were now moving on to Michelle and her nightmare about leaving the kids in the car to go shopping and whether she could have CPS called on her for even dreaming it.  We’d already roasted Kim about being too good for us driving us around in her husband’s Mercedes.  Acting silly and being surrounded by my girlfriends like I did in my youth was a special gift.  Coming home to share my happy feelings with my family was priceless.

