Prurient Proms 

by

Eyes Right

Washington, DC   -  Have you been to a high school prom lately?  If not, you may be surprised.  

I recently attended the Senior Prom for the high school at which I teach.  I wore my standard black tuxedo with black polka dot cummerbund and tie.  My wife (my date) a spectacular, but tasteful, dinner suit.  We were stunning, if I say so myself.

The prom (actually short for Promenade Ball) was held in the ballroom of the venerable (and expensive) Mayflower Hotel here in the Nation’s Capital.  Nothing in DC other than the Smithsonian museums is free, but we did manage to obtain discounted parking for 8 bucks by using a validated ticket from the hotel.  This seemed to be a good deal, as the rooms go for $359/night upwards.  Marriott now owns the Mayflower and has invested considerable money to refresh and refurbish it.  The location is prime – just a few blocks from the White House.  There is history in these rooms and ballrooms – the Chinese delegation stayed here during President Nixon’s historic Chinese initiative in the early 1970’s.

But this night was not about foreign dignitaries, but rather teenagers full of excitement about their graduation in 3 days.  The attire of choice for the young men was the standard tuxedo, but nearly 3/4 chose to pitch the jacket and enter the hotel wearing only shirt, pants, and tie.  It was not the heat, but a fashion statement.  The young ladies wore mostly strapless gowns, with most spending a considerable portion of the evening tugging at the top of their dresses to keep them up.  The most unique (and outlandish) outfit went hands down to a couple wearing matching duct tape gown and suit.  It was all duct tape, all the time.  They seemed to be having a very good time.

Considering that the senior class had paid the Mayflower over $32,000 for the evening, I felt that the food was rather pedestrian.  Most of the fare consisted of heavy hors d’oeuvres with the obligatory chocolate fountain with fruit for dipping.  I suppose that you do not get much food for 600 people for $32,000 these days, but I had skipped dinner hoping to score a decent meal.  Lesson learned.

Music was provided by a very loud, and I thought obnoxious, DJ, who played mostly rap music near the threshold of pain.  The teenagers seemed to like this, as the dance floor was continuously crowded with couples.  What was disappointing was the prevalent style of dancing, the bump and grind.  If you have not seen this style of “dancing” lately, think dirty dancing to the nth degree.  The girl bends forward with her head nearly touching the floor in front of her and proceeds to literally grind her buttocks into the pelvis of her male partner who is standing behind her.  There is no eye, just intimate parts, contact.  

I found myself to be embarrassed; I felt as if we were in the midst of a porn movie.  The following day, I asked our Principal how he felt about this exhibitionism.  He told me that the school had attempted to curb this type of behavior in the past, but that it proved to be too difficult to police.  

So when you send your lovely daughter or handsome son off to their next prom in the limo or party bus, good luck.  Those wonderful pre-prom photos may not be telling the entire story.

I thought you might like to know.
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