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He had never seen so many dresses in his entire life. They lined every wall of the boutique he and his young daughter had just entered. To him, a pretty dress for a little girl was not a necessity. In fact, it wasn’t even a wise decision to purchase one. She would simply get it dirty. There was no purpose in it, no logic behind it. And this was the reason that his daughter had never had one she could dress up in, play make believe in. But after the girl’s insistent pleading, he had decided that if she were to be a good little girl and do as she was told, keep her room tidy, and eat all of her vegetables at dinner, when the week was through, she would have her dress. For a child that was already quite well behaved for her age, this was not a difficult task, and the following Sunday she and her father made their way into town. 

Although they had left their front steps in the early morning, the sun was now beginning to sink. Four stores and twenty-one dresses had come and gone, and as the day was coming to a close, so were many of the shops that lined the town square. He had never thought in his wildest dreams that such a young girl could have such determination to find the apple of her eye, the dress of her dreams, and turn down so many others in the process. Yet, she was not a rude little girl fueled by a spoiled nature, but a sweet child with an almost admirable resolve that brought a smile to her father’s lips every time he saw that sparkle in her eyes. She was always asking her father if she could help as he sat at his desk filling out papers. But when he politely declined and let her know she could go play, she would sit with him, keeping herself busy and her father company.

He was about to call the search off when they turned the last corner of their town square and began heading home. Just ahead was a small boutique that they hadn’t noticed during their travels. After gathering that the dress shop would be open for another hour from a small rectangular sign with rolling script hung from the top of the door, they decided to enter. He had never seen so many dresses in his entire life. They lined every wall of the relatively small shop, arranged according to their shades and lengths, save for the right wall against which there was a large glass counter with silver upholstered display shelves within. On a vintage cast iron hanger, hung above the display case, was a very petite and delicate-looking pink dress. The dress was the only adornment upon any of the walls which were painted a crisp, shimmering white, complementing the wispy grey and white swirls of the marble flooring beneath. 

“I know what you’re thinking,” a bright female voice sang from behind the counter. He turned in surprise to her direction. “Why would any girl need so many dresses?” she continued as she swept from behind the glass counter toward him. 

“How did you guess?” he replied absently as he attempted to spot his daughter’s feet just beyond the hem of several draped evening gowns. She was already fingering gently through several blue dresses of varying shades hanging on a stainless steel rod. Finding his daughter safe and quite content to explore on her own, he turned his attention back to the woman.


“It’s the look on your face that gives you away. Trying to reason your way through the idea of a beautiful dress for a little girl I’m assuming.” 

“Well, yes,” he admitted almost sheepishly now, her words bringing a tiny sense of questioning to his own opinions. “I’m just trying to think of some way that a very nice dress will benefit my little girl. And what logic is there behind buying a dress when she will very likely tear it or dirty it while she’s playing and inevitably grow out of it?” As he finished his case, he turned his attention back to the woman. There were slight traces of grey among the blond curls that fell lightly next to her face and just over her shoulders. However, her young face was deceiving with strikingly jade green eyes that brought out the slight pink blush of her cheeks. He noticed the dress that she herself was wearing; a pristinely white cotton dress that fanned out slightly at the knee. Falling just below her collarbone, the top of the dress was roushed, giving the impression of layered vanilla icing. She had an angelic glow as she moved and the dress swayed and floated around her as if weightless. 

“And there is your problem. Logic doesn’t need to be involved when it comes to a girl and a dress. There is more at work there than you will ever realize. You simply have to accept the power of a pretty dress,” she ended with a broad smile and slight nod of her head which made one of her curls bounce down to slightly cover one green eye. 

“The power of a pretty dress? What power is there in spending a ridiculous amount of money on something that she’ll only wear once…if she even has a place to wear it at all? The power of a pretty dress. I don’t know that I believe that,” he stopped abruptly as he saw his daughter attempting to skip to the dressing room in the back of the shop. He couldn’t help but chuckle as he watched how difficult this was for her, due to the weight of the dresses she held in her arms. Perhaps she would finally find the one. 

The expression in the woman’s eyes was one of consternation, and he could see that she was now searching for the right words. As she pondered thoughtfully, she motioned to a seating area in the middle of the boutique floor that faced the dressing rooms. He sat down in the second of a pair of charcoal grey leather side chairs. She sat in the next. Gathering her thoughts she continued. “Sometimes the power of a dress isn’t in metaphorical terms, or in the feeling it can give the one who wears it. Sometimes a dress actually has power. The power to fly, for example.” As she finished, her lips turned upward in a mischievous grin much like that of a child who is up to no good. 

As his daughter began to try on her favorites, fluttering in circles out of the changing room every few minutes, the woman told him a story about how when she was a young girl, perhaps just older than his daughter, she had entered a talent show. She loved to sing then, almost as much as she adored dress-making now. She described the dress she wore at the contest with such passion in her voice and excitement in her eyes that it seemed she was talking about her own child. The satin of the dress was a deep, rose petal pink, while the layer of chiffon that covered the skirt of the dress was the lightest, mother of pearl pink. When she walked, the chiffon would raise up just slightly, creating the illusion that she was floating across the stage. The two shades of pink seemed to play tricks on the eyes, and from a distance you could never be quite sure as to what color the dress truly was; it always seemed to be changing. The bodice of the dress was beaded with tiny pearls and gave the impression of flowers growing from her belly button to the delicate, cloud-like sleeves of the dress that rested ever so lightly on her shoulders. Her story ended a few minutes later after she described how she had won the local competition and was sent with her mother on a plane to the national competition. She finished with such surprising enthusiasm that he jumped slightly in his seat. She gazed in his direction, searching for some sign that she had gotten through to him. 

He gave her the most understanding smile he could muster. It did make sense to him. However, he still thought she was exaggerating just a bit when she said the dress gave her the power to fly. It was only a part of the experience that led to “flying” on a plane to the next competition. He was playing this ongoing argument in his head as his daughter appeared from within the dressing room in the sweetest emerald green dress. She skipped toward them, lifting from the ground as if effortlessly with each movement of her feet. The dress, which fell just below her knee, bounced along with her. The skirt had a layer of chiffon that lifted up and out slightly as she skipped, much like an umbrella when caught in the wind. The shoulders of her dress were poufy and ruffled and he couldn’t help but notice her resemblance to Glinda the Good Witch. All she needed was a wand and a bubble that would lift her into the sky at that very moment. He and his daughter walked to the glass store counter together and she still hadn’t taken off the dress. Instead the woman put the girl’s clothes in another bag to take home with her. He thanked the woman for all of her help and for keeping him company while his daughter took her time. 


He and his daughter walked hand in hand to the front door of the shop. He turned back to the woman to say one last thing, but lost his thought when he noticed that as she stood in the middle of the store waiving, her feet did not seem to be touching the ground. Blaming this curious vision on a long, tiring day, he and his daughter made their way home. As they crossed the street, the little girl said quietly, as if to herself, “I can’t wait to fly.”

