
In Memory of Kate Spade, With Love

Kate Spade

Early last summer I entered my favorite consignment shop, Simplicity, scoping out the 
inventory immediately as I walked in. Oh my, how I love this shop. I have to apologize to the 
owner each time I visit (and my apology she laughingly accepts) because I don’t make eye 
contact with her while chatting but instead am eyeballing the goods.

I was there for a quick drop-off of clothing to sell, so I figured my scoping would be brief. 

And it was. I did my run through the shop, but as I was returning to the front of the store, 
there it was, on my left.

A gorgeous little black dress.

I grabbed it, noticing that the original price tags were on it as well as the consignment price. I 
choked when I saw the original price. Then I looked up (I am short) and noticed the 
“Designer” sign. The dress was made by Kate Spade, a name I had only heard in passing.

“I’m going to kill you!” I shouted to the owner, Bonnie. “You had better hope that there is 
something seriously wrong with this dress because now I have to try it on!”

Bonnie laughed, used to my dramatics.

Let me back up here. I am a clothes horse. But I don’t need designer names. I just need to feel 
fabulous in an outfit. For example, my favorite butt pants ever came from a mad dash into 
Walmart.

OK, back to the dress. Like I mentioned, it was black, something that I am always attracted 
to. Its fabric moved beautifully even while the dress was still on the hanger.

I went into the dressing room and quickly shed my clothing. This would not take long. There 
would be an unforgiving bulge somewhere, or the dreaded “this makes me look fat” look from 
the mirror. I would be on my way shortly without a purchase, which would, in turn, make me 
feel righteous in my self-control.

Then the big UH OH.

The dress looked spectacularly awesome on me. OK, wait, turn around, look in the mirror, 
turn to the side, look again. Step out of the dressing room and look at the dress from the other 
mirror. Something must be wrong.

The dress was magic. It was as if Kate had private fitting sessions with me and tirelessly 
pinned in tucks and adjusted the waist to accentuate a figure that only in my wildest dreams 
could exist on me.
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I stormed up to the front of the shop. Bonnie is a straight shooter; she would tell me there was 
something wrong with the look of the dress on me.

“I think it looks good on me,” I said tentatively, only kind of hoping that she would disagree.

“It looks perfect, like it was made for you,” was Bonnie’s reply.

“No! No! No! No! No!” I had wanted to feel righteous that day. That was not going to 
happen. I now had to buy the dress.

“Do you have somewhere special you are going?” asked a kind customer interested in my 
enthusiasm over the dress.

Whoops. I had never in my life bought a dress for a particular occasion (oh, wait, I did for my 
wedding). I just wore them where I wanted.

I could go out to dinner. Many times. In the Kate Spade dress.

I quickly grabbed my cell and texted my friend Jane:

No pressure Jane, but I just got this awesome Kate Spade dress and you need to throw a 
party like last year's so I can wear it.

There. I had a party go to with the dress. Jane would not let me down.

That weekend I attended a haiku and bookmaking workshop at the Crane Estate in Ipswich. 
While I did not write a haiku about the dress, I did make a book regarding it. After we folded 
and stitched our first books, we were challenged to fill one with things that we were looking 
forward to doing during the upcoming summer.

I cannot stay in the sun, so the usual beach response to such an assignment would not pertain 
to me.

But I had my newly acquired Kate Spade dress to wear. I already had a party lined up, 
because Jane (bless her) had texted back that she would throw a party in June. My summer 
events that I could write about in my newly made little book could be all about the adventures 
that would revolve around my Kate Spade dress. Kate in the hammock. Kate with my dog. 
Kate looking at the beach at sunrise. Creating the book featuring the Kate Spade dress 
worked perfectly because I cannot draw people. No worries. Kate stood on her own.

I even had a page in the book dedicated to obtaining the right accessories.

By the end of the workshop, everyone knew about my Kate Spade dress. It had become an 
entity of its own.
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Our hostess for that day’s workshop was Trina, woman-in-charge of making Castle events 
spectacular. At day’s end she took us to the roof of the Castle. While admiring the fabulous 
view, she told us of upcoming Castle events.

There was an evening concert with cocktails and hors d'oeuvres at the Crane Estate in late 
June. She looked pointedly at me and said, “You could wear your Kate Spade dress.” Did I 
hear a tiny gasp of awe among my workshop participants? Oh yes, I said, I would be there!

In the days leading up to the event, I tried the dress on many times, fearful that its magic was 
temporary. It was not. Then there was the concern over accessories. I did not want anything 
to outshine Kate.

Perhaps just the right pop of color. Red? Yes!

That night I was one of the beautiful people, floating among other attendees graciously (I 
hope), receiving compliments on my dress. I held a glass as if it contained champagne instead 
of sparkling water. I even consented to having my picture taken, something I never do. But it 
was not about how I looked, it was about the dress, and as I gaze at those photos now, I have 
to admit: Kate looked marvelous.
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