Modest prom dress is a classic oxymoron

by Rob Jenkins

It’s official: There is not a single modest prom dress for sale in all of Gwinnett County.  We know, because we’ve looked.  And looked. And looked.  Seems in this county “modest” is to “prom dress” as “sensible” is to “development.”

Perhaps I’m naïve, but I must say this strikes me as a bit odd.  If you want to get a group of Gwinnett parents nodding their heads in unanimous consent, just bring up the subject of how teenage girls dress these days.  Perfectly scandalous, they’ll all agree.  Something’s got to be done.

Apparently that something doesn’t involve actually making any changes in the way their daughters dress.  I’ve decided that nearly everyone in Gwinnett County must own stock in Abercrombie and Fitch, which clearly pays a handsome dividend based on the amount of fabric it saves in a typical female garment.

But your basic “formal gown,” ironically enough, is even worse than the standard low-riding, midriff-baring casual chic.  The plunging neckline. The slinky if not altogether sheer fabric.  The dubious construction. It’s a Janet Jackson starter kit.

Excuse me, but am I missing something here? On the one night of her young life when romantic feelings (read: hormones) are likely to be at their peak, a teenage girl is draped in the most revealing article of clothing she will ever wear outside of a swimming pool, bundled into a stretch limousine along with her goggle-eyed date, and given a 4:00 am curfew.  Is that about right? 

Imagine the time and money her parents could save simply by screwing a red bulb into their front porch light.

Prudish, you say?  Maybe, although I doubt anyone who knows me would level that accusation—except perhaps my teenage children, and that’s as it should be.  But I don’t think I’m asking too much.  I just want a dress for my daughter that’s held up by more than mere defiance of gravity.  One with straps more substantial than dental floss. One that shows less flesh than a Britney Spears video.

You see, I want my daughter to learn that a romantic evening (at her age, at least, and often at mine) is not by definition a prelude to something more.  I want her to know that she doesn’t have to exhibit body parts in order to be attractive. I want her to understand that “formal” is not a synonym for “suggestive.”

Of course, I won’t get what I want, at least not in the dress department.  Not here in Gwinnett County.  Fortunately, we’ve found a shop about 90 minutes away that sells beautiful dresses with the full compliment of fabric in strategic places.  The prices, of course, are outrageous—about what I paid for my first car—but I guess I’ll just have to live with that.

Especially when I consider what the alternative might cost.

