Millie Ford

Fashionably Janet

	Mike and I had been dating for four months when he invited me to his youngest daughter’s bat mitzvah. It would be the first event I attended with his family, the first time I would go to a synagogue, and the first time I would meet his ex-wife. My biggest concern was what to wear.
	I had an adequate corporate wardrobe, professional and comfortable. I was not the woman who would wear a short pencil skirt and stilettos for ten hours. On the weekends, I was most comfortable in jeans and t-shirts. Since Mike and I both worked long hours, we were thrilled with the opportunity to order take-out and catch a movie at home. 
	If it weren’t for the ex-wife, I would be fine picking out something from my closet. Like Mike, she was a doctor, and I felt the need to impress her. I wanted to look appropriate for the event; I was meeting his extended family, but I also wanted to look fabulous. 
	As soon as I had the opportunity, I called my friend Janet. She was always browsing in stores, always wearing something new and trendy. I asked her to be my guide during the ordeal of shopping for a bat mitzvah dress. 
	We agreed to meet at Woodfield Mall, the largest mall in the Chicagoland area, the following Saturday. My hair was in a ponytail, I was wearing jeans and athletic shoes. I was sitting outside Starbucks.  When I saw her approach, I realized why she was always late. 
	I looked like I just rolled out of bed. She looked like a Hollywood mom. Her thick brown hair was cut like Kris Jenner’s. She was wearing make-up, delicate dangling earrings, a pair of black ankle pants, black alligator loafers, a gray striped pull-over, a long red cardigan, and a small yellow clutch. Perfectly dressed on a Saturday morning, I was afraid she’d be embarrassed to be seen with me. 
	“You’re wearing Spanx?” she asked. That was her one requirement for our shopping day. I nodded yes. “Let’s go,” she said. “We’ve got a lot of work to do.”
	Janet dragged me into Lord and Taylor, which had, according to her, the best dress selection.  We were looking for a dress that was nicer than I would wear to work, but still appropriate for the morning service and reception. Janet went straight to the sale racks, and she pulled out a dress, held it up to me as if she were imagining me wearing it. She shook her head, put that dress back. She went through the rack, repeated the process, but this time, she asked me to hold the dress. Soon, I was carrying six dresses in my arms. “Let’s start with this,” she said.
	“I have to try on all these dresses?” I asked sheepishly.
	She smiled, “Yes, and probably more.” 
	This is why I like shopping online. It was so much easier. I had a few stores I liked. I knew what would fit, and I rarely returned anything. 
	Janet found two adjacent empty dressing rooms. After each dress, she asked me to model. She’d pull up on the shoulders, check the length, ask me to turn. “This one is a maybe,” she said after dress number six. “I’ll be right back.” She took five dresses we didn’t like and brought back six more dresses. We repeated the process two more times, and we settled on two different dresses.
	“Let’s put these on hold,” Janet said, “and we can check out Macy’s.”
	“Yeah, no.  I think I’m shopped out. I like the green dress.”
	“Try it on again.” I rolled my eyes.
	I came out of the dressing room in a green, turquoise, and bright navy floral print dress. The full skirt was mid-calf length, and the elbow-length sleeves provided enough coverage so I wouldn’t get cold in the synagogue. “I think this is it. I’m exhausted and hungry. Can I buy you lunch?” Anything to get out of this sad dressing room.
	As we were standing at the check-out counter, Janet said, “You can wear your pearls with the dress, but you do need a pair of nude pumps. Shall we look at shoes before or after lunch?”
	“After,” I replied, “I need my strength to tackle shoes.” 
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