
 CHRISTINE DURANT 

 When I was sixteen, I was invited to my first prom and I was invited by a senior, and he 

 invited me three days before the prom started. So, I totally thought I was going as some 

 backup, he hadn’t been able to get a date, the girl that he liked wasn’t gonna be there, 

 turned him down… Anyway, I went with him as his friend. 

 I had to go dress shopping three days before the prom started and I’m from [?], small 

 town and only one dress shop in town. So we go in, I go in with my Grandma and we’re 

 looking for dresses and the only dress that fits me is this incredibly bright, fuchsia dress 

 with puffy sleeves and a giant pink bow in the back — it was the ugliest dress I’d ever 

 seen in my life, and it was the only option. My Grandmother convinced me, this is the 

 dress, this is the one, this is meant, this is fate, you are in this dress. Anyway, I walked 

 out with this hideous dress. 

 Prom day comes and we head off to prom, so I’ve gone on a date with Trevor, and my 

 friends go on the [?] with us and the four of us are out and we’re, y’know, juniors at a 

 senior prom. End of prom comes and Trevor, who I think I’m his backup date, tells me 

 ‘no’, I’m the girl he really wanted to invite to prom and he wants to date me. Anyway, it’s 

 this whole upside-down story where we’re like what do we do? We’re friends, now it’s 

 all awkward, it’s his prom. 

 Jane and I come up with a plan that we switch dates, that way Trevor hangs out with 

 Jane and I hang out with Colin, we’re all friends and everyone’s happy and off we go. So 

 we go with Plan B. Anyway, end of prom comes and we’re gonna do something after 

 prom so we head to the beach, we head to the sand dunes to have a bonfire and when 

 we got there though, and we’re already walking to the dunes, the wardens show up — 

 cause we’re there after hours — with flashlights, and they start chasing after us. So 

 we’re running up and down sand dunes in like, formal attire and fuchsia dresses which 

 are now full of sand and getting torn. We went up and we found another group of 

 people partying who also [?] so there’s like fifteen of us all running in different directions 

 of the dunes. 

 So the wardens didn’t catch us, all of our ripped and soggy and sandy clothes, y’know, 

 are just part of the event and it was a very memorable prom and not too forgotten. 


