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»»  D E N I S E  J O R D A N L A N E

I live in a household loaded with Y-chromosomes. 

There is no shortage of testosterone within our 

walls. Although I only have two sons, sometimes 

it feels like many more. I have one on loaner 

from down the street. Because he’s older than 

my own children, he often hears me refer to him 

as my ‘third son who was born first.’ Sometimes 

both sons have a friend or two over at the same 

time—Y4. As they get older the likelihood of 

even more guys hanging around our house will 

increase. More boys, more testosterone.

Of course, there’s my husband too—my 

biggest boy. He’s usually right in the thick of 

it all, calling the boys down to the Sport Court 

for a round of hoops or to the pool for a game 

of water baseball. Off to baseball practice or 

on those off days, he’ll scoop the guys up to 

go to a nearby field for some extra throwing or 

batting practice. Even my Golden Retriever is 

a male!

Guy stuff. I’ve learned to accept it, even rel-

ish it. I’ve learned how to be a baseball mom. 

Heck, I even learned all about Cub Scouts and 

did my time there for several years. I took back 

the sweet little pink dress that I received at a 
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baby shower and traded it for blue overalls. Our house overflowed 

with Thomas the Tank, Winnie the Pooh and primary colored tool sets 

instead of soft pastels and tea sets. 

I’ve been very blessed to be the mother of sons 

and was secretively happy to be the only girl in the 

house, the queen among her subjects. No competi-

tion there. No one getting into my clothes or jewelry. 

No perfume bottles mysteriously emptying sooner 

than they should, no make-up disappearing from my 

drawer. Yes, indeed, it’s good to be the only princess 

in the land.

Recently something strange happened in Guy-

town. A girlfriend of mine told me all about her ex-

perience at the newly opened American Girl Boutique 

and Bistro™ at North Point Mall in Alpharetta. To 

celebrate her niece’s tenth birthday, all the girls in 

their family met for a luncheon at the Bistro. One of 

her sisters and the birthday girl drove all the way 

from Florida to go there. Living in Boyland, I could hardly understand 

what she was talking about. Picking my head up from the swell of 

cleats, Gameboys and dog bones, I dusted off my recollection of all-

things-feminine and decided to see what all the fuss was about. I 

found myself with tears streaming down my face when I first visited 

the American Girl website.

Memory Lane
As a little girl, I loved dolls. When the holiday season 

neared, I spent countless hours with my nose in the 

Sears Wishbook catalog dreaming about dolls and 

the accessories available to them. Each year Santa 

brought me one special doll, usually the newest 

must-have baby on the market. I remember Baby 

Secret with her reddish hair and soft fabric-style 

body that looked like she was wearing permanent 

pajamas. She whispered to me when I pulled her 

string, “I love you.” What sweet words for a little girl 

to hear. 

Then there was battery-operated Tubsy who 

came with her own little bathtub. When seated 

in it, she splashed the water just as a real baby 

does. Santa brought me a beautiful canopy doll crib that stayed 

in my room and a light blue carriage style stroller for my dolls. 

With four girlfriends about my age living next door, we were in 

baby doll heaven! 
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One of my favorites was Tippee-Toes who came with a yellow horse 

and a blue trike. I must have been really good that year, because Santa 

also brought me her walker and a change of clothes! She was a won-

derful doll, and I can still remember my toothless grin that Christmas! 

One of my special ones was a bride doll complete with a white 

satin wedding gown, lace veil and tiny silk flower bouquet. I thought 

she was beautiful. 

I had an Indian doll that my aunt and uncle brought me from a trip. That 

culture was fascinating to me. My doll had jet-black hair and wore a leath-

er beaded and fringed dress. She was only about six inches tall, but she 

packed a powerful punch to me.

The last baby doll I got was 

the then-new Baby Tenderlove, 

whose skin was made of a newly 

developed plastic material that 

made it feel close to real skin. I 

was ten and in the fifth grade. 

My older sisters thought I was 

too old to be getting doll stuff 

that year, but I knew I wasn’t 

ready to give it up. There would 

be plenty of time to be grown up 

later. At that point in time, I still 

wanted that doll and my first Barbie with a 

complete wardrobe and trunk-style case. Wow!  

Everything Old is New Again
If someone were willing to drive all the way from 

Florida JUST to go to this store, I assumed that 

there must be something special about this place. 

I decided to check it out for myself. I picked a date 

when I could go to the Bistro and for weeks leading 

up to my date, I started noticing girls with their 

dolls. I’m not talking little bitty girls, but older, up-

per elementary aged girls. Everywhere I went I ques-

tioned the girls about their dolls and found out that 

most said they have at least two of the American 

Girl dolls. They called the dolls by name and talked 

in foreign terms to this mother of sons.

Another thing I noticed: girls dressed like girls! Young ladies, who 

would make your grandmother proud, are wearing pretty dresses 

again. These girls looked like they did in my day, dressed up to go 

to a birthday party. In today’s time of risqué clothing marketed even 

to the youngest set, it is refreshing to see the girls celebrating their 

femininity again in this fashion.

My Day at the Bistro
Since I have lived though the Pokémon and Yu-Gi-Oh! crazes among 

others, I decided it was high time for my husband to see what life 

could have been like if the stork had brought us a pink bundle in-

stead of blue ones. I insisted that he accompany me for lunch. We 

were greeted with a warm welcome and invited to select a doll to 

borrow from the store’s collection that would join us at the table for 

lunch. Seriously, the brown-haired, freckled nose doll I picked out 

sat in a high chair attached to our table! Our server brought out our 

menus and had a miniature menu for our doll to use. She didn’t eat 

much that day and certainly didn’t leave a mess all over the floor as 

I remember my real babies did.

As you might imagine, pink is in abundance at the Bistro, which 

is decorated in a modern style with a retro splash. Although it was a 

school day, only two tables were empty during the lunch hour. At five 

different tables sat mothers, daughters and grandmothers all sharing 

the experience. To various tables that day, the servers delivered several 

birthday cakes on pedestals decorated with pink and green dots along 

with a rousing rendition of the traditional song, after which the entire 

restaurant applauded the birthday girls. Of course, every table had 

their dolls joining them.

Under several of the tables were shopping bags loaded with 

goodies. Others waited until they finished their meals before 

heading to the boutique to shop. Karen Clark of Marietta was 

amazed with the store and how much the parents were buying. 

“It’s a license to print money,” she said, with an astonished grin 

on her face.

The Mahlo sisters, Riana—10 and Ciara—6, from Ooltewah, 

Tenn. came down for the day with their mother to go to the store. 

Both girls play baseball on a co-ed team back home but were eager 

to put down their bats and gloves for the day to dine at the Bistro 

and shop for accessories for their own dolls. Ciara said her favorite 

part of the boutique was the hair salon where she had her doll’s 

hair done. Sure enough, the dolls sit in salon chairs as the stylists 

give them a new look. Remember those dolls in the bottom of the toy 
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box whose matted, fuzzy hair had seen better days? The stylists can 

actually make those bad hair days disappear after they’ve worked a 

little salon magic on them. A video teaches the girl how she can style 

her own hair too.

I had a grand tour of the boutique and learned about each of 

the dolls and the time periods they represent. Each doll has her 

own story line and a set of books to go along with them. Don’t 

waste your time looking where to put the batteries in; these dolls 

are powered by imagination. They don’t flash, buzz or light up; you 

don’t need a charger for them. The newest addition to the line is 

Julie who is from the 70s. She could have been my best friend; I too 

am from the 70s!

Madelyn—4 and Meredith—8 from Bowling Green, Kentucky took 

advantage of their fall break to come south to have lunch at the Bis-

tro and shop for their dolls. Meredith, who is involved in dance and 

jazz, has four dolls of her own that she had cleaned up at the salon. 

The little gymnast, Madelyn, was excited to find matching pajamas 

for herself and her doll. Mom, Lori Wilson, gathered many ideas for a 

Christmas list as her girls found themselves in a female wonderland.

Shop employees told me that one father from South Carolina had 

been in that morning, purchased $1,300 of goodies, and it took three 

employees to help him get all the bags to his car. The North Point 

store opened in mid-August and so far in two months had shoppers 

from 42 states. 

Now here I am thirty some-odd years later, the recipient of Kaya, 

the Indian doll, again six inches tall with jet-black braids, wearing 

a beaded and fringed leather dress. If only I could have been 7 years 

old again going through that shop. I can only imagine how I would 

have felt with so many accessories available. The American Girl 

catalog probably would have replaced my Sears Wishbook. As I sit on 

the bleachers through another season of travel baseball regardless 

of my age, I remain an American girl. »ASF

If only I could have been 7 years old 
again going through that shop.


