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My Teenage Fashion Sense
I came into my own in my teenage years, or perhaps even before then, when my personality started to emerge. This gave me a sense of self, and I grew more confident. I was self-conscious, knew the image I had of myself or wanted to be like, and that I wished to portray to the outside world. Perhaps I was a late bloomer, being the last of nine children, the last six of whom were girls. The last three girls in may family came in quick succession after a gap of four years. So more often than not, the three of us functioned as, and were referred to as a group, the three last ones, and so my subsumed personality, emerged slowly into who I was meant to be. I was also aware of personality traits I wanted to shun, not own.
  My school uniform, for Manchester High School in Mandeville, represented a significant phase in my life, that provided space for my personality to thrive. I was proud of my uniform. It comprised a tunic, a shade lighter than forest green, worn with an inner white blouse with a collar. I did not launder my uniform, but helped by adding the finishing touches, to fix the pleats.  First and foremost, the white of the inner blouse had to be dazzling white. This was accomplished by soaping and soaking the garment in full sunlight for approximately four hours, then rinsing in light blue water to restore its brilliance, Next the blouse was starched lightly and ironed after drying. The front of the tunic had an overlay, panel, extending to the waist. The skirt had a centre box pleat in both the front and back, with two additional pleats folding to the left, and two folding to the right, there were two slant side pockets on the front of the garment. The tunics were laundered and starched to ensure the pleats and seam for the pockets remained flat without crumpling the material or disturbing the pleats, even when seated. The uniform had a detached belt, and students experimented with slight variations to the width of their belt. My belt, moderately enhanced by half an inch, was two and a half inches wide, with a buckle and clinched my waistline. All the students in my school, took great pride in their appearance and tried to be the best that we could be. We also had a green beret to top off our uniform.
Another outfit of which I was proud, was green in colour. I remember once, while out shopping with my mother, a bolt of olive-green fabric, caught my eye. The black and white colours and the designs in the border, spoke to me. Immediately, I visualized myself attired in a pleated skirt made from that material. I felt confident that I could sew the skirt, after having watched my mother and older sister, Marcia, as they made my clothing, including my school uniform.
 Next, I needed a top to wear with the skirt. I went shopping again, and selected a delicate off-white fabric, embellished with aa abstract pattern, in a different shade of green. A mix and match combination that would certainly work. For certain, no one else would dress like me. As I matured and got to choose what I wore, I naturally selected clothing that spoke to me, or was in harmony with my essence.
 I purchased the material then, and constructed a sleeveless top to complete my outfit, a first of many that followed.  I also bought a three-inch beige belt and a pull-on pair of off- white shoes. I proudly wore this outfit to summer school when I was fifteen years old.
I have attached a photograph to confirm my story.[image: ]
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