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 “Dad, do I really have to go?” I begged my dad, for the millionth time as we stepped 

out of our black Lexus. 

 “Look sweetie, I know you don’t really enjoy coming to these fashion shoes, but 

honey its part of my business,” Dad replied, locking the doors behind him. 

 “Whatever,” I huffed and awkwardly in the new dress my dad had bought for me, 

just for this event. It was way too girly, pink and purple with lace trimming, not my thing. 

Let me give you a little background, my dad is big in the fashion business, really big. You 

won’t see his name on your shirts or anything, like Ralph Lauren, he’s all behind the scenes. 

He’s the one stores like Banana Republic come to, to ask “will this sell?” So he’s all 

important and stuff, so people always assume that I’m all proper and dressed up. Let me give 

you the answer to that: NO. I’d much rather be out on the soccer field in my uniform, 

standing in goal at my normal position, goalie, than standing here in my dress. But here I 

was, as always. 

 My dad greeted like a million and one people before we finally sat down, in our 

reserved seats in the front row. The runway in front of us was a lot fancier than normal. It 

was purplish black with white lace running down each end. It would’ve been fun to track 

mud all over. After what seemed like five days, the lights dimmed and the show started. My 

father looked nervous, even though all the girls looked great and the audience was all “ooh, 

ahh” after every girl walked down, even if they looked totally ridiculous. 

 Isn’t this great?” my dad whispered to me. “And afterwards, I’ll take you to meet my 

new client. She’s just great.” 

 “Fascinating Dad,” I whispered as I fiddled with the hem of my dress, which would 

probably be ripped by the end of the night. After three torturous hours and a massive 

headache from the bright lights and cameras flashing, the show ended. The audience stood 

up on their feet and applauded. I didn’t understand.  

 Now naturally, after the show, about a billion people congratulated my dad, as we 

weaved our way through the mob of people. He reached behind him every once in a while to 

make sure I was still following him. I was bored though, so I made a game of watching 

people’s feet. For example, some people wearing high-heels walked awkwardly and twisted 



their ankle all the time. Others raced through in flats, and some didn’t even wear shoes and 

were holding them in their hands, which I found a little strange. I saw one person in a pair of 

tennis shoes, and I was about to point this out to my dad because he hadn’t let me wear 

tennis shoes. But when I looked up, he was gone. Suddenly I felt smaller than before. 

Crowds of people pushed through the crowd, without even noticing me. 

 “DAD!” I called out desperately. “Dad, its Sofie!” I yelled, hoping someone would 

hear me. I almost cried, than fought back the tears, I was trying so hard not to cry that I 

didn’t even notice a person in front of me, until I bumped into them. “I’m so sorry,” I 

mumbled, until I looked up at the person I bumped into in shock. In front of me stood 

Hope Solo, the goalie from the U.S. women’s world cup team. 

 “Do you need help?” She asked me. 

 “You’re Hope…,” I stumbled, but then I caught myself. “Yes, I can’t find my dad.” 

I replied.  

 “Well, what does he look like?” She asked with kindness in her eyes.  

 “Well he has,” I started, but didn’t get to finish. My dad came running up to me, 

looking panicked.  

 “Sofie!” He yelled, lifting me up into the air. “Thank Heavens I found you! I was so 

worried,” Dad said.  

 “I sort of got lost,” I mumbled, in a soft voice. 

 “Well, don’t worry me like that again Sofie,” he replied. “Ahh and I see you’ve met 

my new client,” he said, gesturing to Hope. 

 “Are you serious Dad?? Hope Solo is your client and you didn’t tell me?” I asked, 

practically yelling. “I play goalie in soccer, she’s practically my idol!” Then I realized Hope 

was right next to me and my face got red. “Sorry,” I mumbled. 

 Hope laughed, “No, its fine. I’m really excited to be working with your dad. Dick’s 

Sporting Goods wants to make a Hope Solo line of soccer shorts and t-shirts, and I really 

don’t have that much fashion experience, so your dad is helping me design some of them.  

So I’ll be spending a lot of time at your house, is that okay with you?” Hope asked. 

 “Of course it is!” I yelled, probably a little too enthusiastically. 

 “Alright,” Hope said with a smile. “Maybe I could teach you a few tricks while  

I’m there.” 



 “That’d be great! Maybe you could come and see-“ but I cut myself off. Asking 

Hope Solo to come to watch one of my soccer games would be ridiculous.  

 “Id love to come see one of your soccer games,” Hope replied, and I’ll admit, I 

freaked out a little. I jumped, and hugged her. 

 “Sofie, we really must be going now, your mom will have dinner on the table” my 

dad said. 

 “Okay,” I murmured and waved good-bye to Hope and raced after my dad. I 

skipped to the car and jumped into the back seat. I smiled as we pulled out into the busy 

road. Maybe next time I wouldn’t be so hesitant to come to one of my dad’s fashion shows. 

But just maybe. 
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