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A Day in the Life of the Graces

by R.S. Kellogg
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BRIGHT STOOD IN THE center of the dressing room she shared with her sisters, browsing potential outfits for her day. The lush green carpet felt happy beneath her bare feet. The room felt slightly chilly, and she hugged herself, rubbing the goosebumps on her arms that flared up beneath the thin sleeves of her long nightgown, and reflecting that warm clothes would feel good today. 

The air smelled of fresh clean laundry with a hint of starch, and the faint aroma of lavender wafted from the a filled with flowers near the entrance to the wide dressing room. 

Morning light from the skylights filled the space, and Bright stood underneath one of these streams of light, enjoying the feeling of being bathed in fresh natural sunshine. She could hear her sisters in the other room talking about the day ahead in slightly worried tones, but she’d deal with that later. Here, in the dressing room, she was taking a moment to survey her kingdom the way a country is surveyed by a queen. 

Picking out the perfect thing to wear always helped set just the right tone for Bright to work with whatever came up in her day to good effect. 

And, Apollo knows, today would be a day that could use every extra boost she could bring it. The sisters were going to Earth to help with the aftermath of a hurricane. 

So she was taking more time than normal to pick out just the perfect thing to wear. 

Bright scanned the racks of clothes slowly, working her way through possibilities. Normally she’d select an outfit the day before, but since the urgent message from her sister’s boyfriend had come in early this morning, her plans had changed, and now she needed outdoor wear. 

The dressing room of the Graces held ample choices. 

As one of the Grace sisters, Bright had equal claim to all the dresses and outfits in the massive closets. She could wear whatever she wanted to—as long as one of her sisters wasn’t wearing it. Luckily, they were all close enough in size to share clothes. And it didn’t hurt that as divine goddesses who brought grace to the world, they could fudge a bit with clothing sizes by letting a dress expand a little to accommodate the slightly bustier sister Bloom, or nudging a pair of pants to contract a little to look great on the stick-skinny legs of Joy. 

There were so many options in the closet—high fashion, comfortable cozy apparel, clothing to stand out, and clothing to blend in. 

She let her intuition guide her, and running her hand along next to the edge of a row of clothes, feeling the variable textures against her fingers, she paused next to a patterned red blouse. The shade, she knew, looked great with her complexion, and gave her an extra boost of vibrancy. The material felt soft with a whisper of silkiness and would lay cozily against her skin, perfect for under a jacket. 

Yes. 

This one. 

After she’d gotten dressed and as she left the sunlit dressing room to join her sisters, she paused to take a look at her final outfit in the long full-length mirror by the door. 

Blue trousers, the beautiful red blouse, a navy bomber jacket topped with a white silk scarf that featured red peonies, and strappy golden shoes beneath it all. 

She’d pinned a red silk peony into her brown hair, which she’d piled on top of her head. And then she’d lined her brown eyes with smoky brown liner and added some eye shadow. 

Even without makeup, Bright was a radiant goddess. 

But she and her sisters liked to play. And one of their favorite ways to play was to dress up. 

All right. She adjusted the scarf one final time. 

Ready to go. 

In the sunroom, Bright joined her sisters, Bloom and Joy. 

Their idea of what would be needed today had deviated wildly from what Bright had come up with. 

Bloom wore a rain jacket over a pair of tall green boots. 

Joy wore a sundress and sandals. 

“Did either of you check the weather report?” Bright asked quizzically, raising an eyebrow at their differing interpretations of outer wear and wondering whether she herself may be dressed incorrectly for the demands of the day. 

Bloom cleared her throat. “I feel in my bones that I’ll be needing weather protection.” 

Joy nodded, grinning radiantly, effusive as was typical for her. “I need to be ready for the sun.” 

Right. 

Bright may as well have not asked, actually. And normally, Bright wouldn’t say a word about whatever her sisters picked to wear, because it always did turn out to be perfect . . . it was just that the variety between how the three of them had chosen to dress today was so vast that Bright was bemused. 

Because they were planning to spend the day together, with the family of Bloom’s young man. 

Bright, Bloom, and Joy headed out of their small palace in the sky and onto their balcony. The palace had moved to right above the home of Kenneth, Bloom’s young man. They were perfectly in position, the way Bright knew it would be—after all, they were the Graces. Things tended to align for them when they set their will to it. 

The three sisters walked down a staircase that materialized out of thin air for their heavenly feet, in a trio of contrasting footsteps: The clunk of Bloom’s rainboots, the tap of Bright’s strappy golden shoes, and the soft footsteps of Joy’s sandals. Bright raised her eyebrows and figured at least one of them would be regretting their outfit by the end of the day—she only hoped it wasn’t her. 

The air, in the aftermath of the hurricane, smelled distinctively like rotten eggs, musty earthy geosmin, and wet debris. 

“I hope you two are able to be helpful,” said Bloom softly, “It looks like there’s a lot of work to be done.” 

Several buildings below had been partially demolished, leaving piles of debris strewn everywhere. 

Joy laughed. “Our presence alone will be a great comfort,” she said. 

“I think Kenneth’s family will be happier to have hands-on help than to enjoy looking at you in a sundress,” said Bloom. 

Bright frowned. It wasn’t like the three of them to get tense with each other. 

What was going on? 

She fleetingly suspected the influence of another goddess or god—after all, it took a lot to sway them from their central, restive state of grace—but the thought got lost by her swift absorption in the full scene laid out below. 

As Bright, Bloom, and Joy descended down through the air, the houses grew larger and larger below, until the trio of goddesses came to earth on the street in front of Kenneth’s family’s house. 

And there stood Kenneth himself: charming, about Bloom’s height, with a haystack of brown hair and intelligent gray eyes. Kenneth was a kind hero that Bloom had immediately taken to, and she went to stand next to him now, looking as if she was mainly holding back from lacing her arm through his because he was covered in mud. 

Kenneth grinned at Bloom, and sighed happily. “I’m really glad you ladies came,” he said. “We can use all the grace we can get today. Thank you for bringing your calm presences.” 

He included all three sisters in his words, but his gaze rested mainly on Bloom. 

Bright raised the corner of her mouth in a half-smile. It seemed to her as if ever since the sisters had spun an added length to Kenneth’s life thread using a measure of grace that Kenneth had come to a happier and more mindful place. 

He’d been more hard-driven before, with a lot of focus on achieving things. Kenneth was an EMT, who spent his work days attending to emergencies. In his downtime and on weekends, Kenneth used to go to sweaty, packed rock concerts and big parties. He’d been an adrenaline junkie who had originally attracted Bloom’s attention with the high enthusiasm with which he celebrated the end of each day—giving his co-workers a high-five. 
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