When planning a baby shower, there are probably several things that go through a hostess's mind as she decides upon a location. I would assume that prime consideration would be convenience. Is the proposed location easy for everyone to get to? Another thing probably high on the list might be capacity. Can the location accommodate all of the invited guests? Perhaps somewhere in that mix would be some consideration of convenience for the hostess. Can the location easily handle her obligations--food, games, favors, etc? Maybe, if the hostess is determined not to use her house, the mother-to-be's favorite restaurant is considered. I'm sure something else goes into the decision, but that's what I'd think about.

Somehow a baby shower hostess considered all of those things and decided that Smokin' Joes Saloon on Carson Street in Pittsburgh, PA on a college football Saturday afternoon would be the absolute perfect place to hold a baby shower. Who needs decorations saying "It's a Girl!" when you've got tavern signs proclaiming, "We don't mind if you smoke. In fact, we encourage it. Living forever is vastly over-rated." Apparently normal birth weights are too.

As we watched woman after woman walk into the bar, we gazed slack-jawed at their packages wrapped in pastel paper, printed with teddy bears, rattles, and baby blocks. A baby shower? In a bar?

"Maybe it's for an adoption," my friend Mary from Oregon said, moments before the happy expectant mother walked in, her maternity shirt stretched across her bundle of joy. She walked to the back of the bar, accompanied by her friends as we lost the battle to not stare and giggle.

Still more women and packages made their way through the door and to the back. Eventually, a man in polarized sunglasses and black leather Steelers jacket commented, "I wouldn't be hauling all that shit in here? What's with the baby shower?" Just the minute before, he'd been discussing how the cellphone companies were breaking his balls. (I think there was some comment about the father-to-be's balls in there as well, but I didn't catch all of it) Some times, wisdom comes from the strangest places.

I really do have to wonder, though, in what world a "saloon" is an appropriate place for a baby shower. All things being equal, wouldn't it have been easier, and perhaps a little healthier, to detach the husbands from the big screen and send them to the saloon instead? Isn't that the way it usually works? 

Maybe the idea had originally to have the shower be co-ed and the planners thought that hosting it at a saloon would be a surefire draw for their male partners. I didn't see any men carrying in play yards covered in jumbo Mylar baby gift bags, though. In fact, the broken ball man said that he was going to make sure that he was gone long before they started wanting someone to help carry all that shit out of the bar. 

It's possible that the men would have accompanied the women if there had been the promise of some dancing girls. It's a saloon after all, and that bar looked pretty sturdy. With enough white zinfandel and wine coolers, you never know what a bunch of women with a license to celebrate such a joyous thing as a birth are likely to do. (We're not sticking around to find out either)
