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N.U.T Card
Not every day was mandatory uniform, if we worked hard enough, we could reward ourselves
Unanimous choice between my peers and I to express ourselves through clothes

Today we could earn a N.U.T card and for at least one time in the year it is No Uniform Today

Candy was the key to this reward and the most reliable way to obtain this card
Adjunct to doing schoolwork we sold candy for the school as a class activity
Raising funds through candy sales for school trips and repairs to the building

Dauntless task that wasn't required but yielded fruitful results, the CARD.

Returning home with boxes of candy for my Mother to help sell at her place of work
Everyone at her job loved the candies my school provided so selling it was effortless

When our stock would run out, we would put in a request for more until the season concluded
At the end I would collect all the packets of candy money to be signed and handed in
Reveling with excitement I give the money to the school secretary who then rewards me
Deciding on my reward was a no brainer, I just wanted the card so I could Dress up

Saving all my N.U.T cards to use for 1 week straight that's what I call REWARDS

Entering my final years of elementary school, it became more apparent this would be a lifestyle
Never forgetting the importance of having limited choices

Deciding on what high school to attend, this was the END of St Francis
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First Day
Finally arriving to my new high school after graduating out of my uniform centric middle school
Into a uniformed high school where we sported a white polo shirt with khaki pants and sneakers
Red was the color that I wore on my first day, the wooly Hollister hoodie holding in anxiety
Starting a new school. No religion classes and not private school afraid of the real-world strife

Time to step into a life of young adulthood with my bright red wooly hoodie on my FIRST day

Stating my name in a new style of classroom was a very awkward experience
Treating this new environment, the same as the last proved difficult
Every interaction was different, the kids were way louder and more rambunctious

Personalities flaring at every possible moment, public school was really a STEP up

Focusing on school was still my main priority during my first year of school

Obstacles were prevalent every day from girls trying to push themselves in my direction
Readily and actively trying to avoid any fights or alterations that may have occurred
Worries about fitting into my brand-new environment, it was certainly challenging

After a month or two of adjusting to the school and its inhabitants, I started to learn trends
Repeating clothes consisting of Snapback hats with colored brims and designer sneakers

Durags, True religion denim jeans jackets with bright seams moving FORWARD full steam.
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Fabiola Pt 1
There was this one girl who caught my eye the moment I entered my first period English class
Red hair, a very voluptuous body a smile that could melt even the coldest of hearts
Angelic voice, bright green yellow eyes that I couldn’t pull away from and intellect unchallenged
Next to her, my assigned seat. | was moved into the AP English class because of my stellar grade
Coaxed by my teacher I kindly ignored all of the words because my decision was already made

Excited to enjoy my seat I catch a fragrance. I was immediately in a TRANCE.

Stating my name to the class and being introduced to my new class and teacher

Trivial task made almost impossible due to the pressure I started to feel

Adorned with a new sweater picked out for the day which was striped and red G Shock watch
Tension in my body was eased as it became the topic of conversation during my presentation

Earning the nickname “Stripes” given by my teacher and a comforting smile calmed my STATE

Offsetting any feelings of alienation, I spoke to Fabiola after the class to satisfy my curiosity

Finding the courage deep within myself to manage some words out OF my mouth, she smiled

Making my day and giving an even bigger boost to my confidence
In the time of my first year after switching classes there was a rumor going around
News that after that year or after sophomore year our school would no longer have uniform

Disruptive students wouldn't comply with the policy, so they got rid of it all together
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Fabiola Pt 2
Closing out my freshman year I became a lot closer to Fabiola
Laying on cach other’s shoulders in the back of the classroom during movies
Adding on to each other's thoughts during class discussions and interacting during assignments
Regular behavior that is typically seen in movies became my reality.
Initially I thought everything was peachy until valentine's day rolled around later that year
Toys and chocolates roaming the hallways and large red balloons in the hands of all the girls

Young love in the air I was feeling it all the way to my classroom until the CLARITY appeared

The moment I walked into the classroom with my gift of affection I felt something was off
Heavy tension of sorts, regardless I gave my gift to my crush Fabiola

Responding with a grateful cheerful tone and a tight hug i rescinded all negative thoughts
Opting to sit with her during the class period she starts to make physical advances in the room
Undenounced to me, obviously I was not prepared to be met with a snake eye tongue piercing
Grazing the side of my neck, this was side of Fabiola I had never seen before

Holding on to my hand and breathing on the side of my face and ear, shiver shot THROUGH me

Latched on to each other in the back of a populate classroom in the middle of a break session
Unexplainable thoughts and feelings were circulating my mind and shown on my reddened face
Shared with my expression my famous red Hollister hoodie combo with my bright red G Shock

Threaded the needle between my feelings for this girl and the overbearing feeling of LUST
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Fabiola Pt 3
Leaving school that day had my mind and heart racing at just the thought of the experience
It was an indication of attraction from her to me which I was most definitely not accustomed to
Not soon after there was a mysterious individual that appeared in the English classroom
Guy, someone I have never seen before. I asked my classmates if they have and ID on him
Everyone told me he was a student from the B English class or the second homeroom.
Ronald was his name and I saw him speaking with Fabiola. At first it seemed normal until
Instantly my eyes glanced to his pocket, he was taking an object out of it.
Needless to say, he was giving her something he pulled out a small box and opened it

Gift? I thought Ronald handed her a CZ encrusted watch in the middle of room LINGERING

For a brief second T slipped into a blind rage but waited for the situation to unfold

Emptiness is all I can remember after watching her accept the gift knowing I was in the room
Emasculated in front of my classmates and betrayed by the first girl that T have ever liked
Losing the battle of love even after seemingly getting my feelings reciprocated

Living FEELINGS of euphoria only for them to be matched with sorrow

Inferiority ran marathons through my head, wondering feelings of what I did wrong

None of those things that I did mean anything? What do I do next? Why?

Girls are capable of this much hurt? Well I guess this is what the real world offers

Starting my junior year was the only thing worth looking forward too at that point
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Ms.P
Pigford was the last name of my favorite teacher in my entire high school career
Orbit, she had one of her own. Any room she walked in she had people talking with her fashion
Star of the English division of our school wearing African print accessories and clothes regularly
Initial meetings with her in the 11th grade was always filled pleasant aromas and quotes daily
Time and time again her outfits were kaleidoscopic, reminiscent of her vibrant personality
Inspiration to everyone she meets, she lit a fire in my heart not only through words but dress also
Vitalizing is the sole word I would use to describe how learning about fashion through her class

Energy that was unmatched brightened my darkened view on life after sophomore year

Recovering from heartbreak was made infinitely easier because of the motivational teaching
Opulence in the mind is what she preached the most.

Living in the pursuit of knowledge is the most powerful thing anyone can do

Everyone has potential but working to explore it is what separates success from failure
Many of'the concepts that she taught I applied to my fashion sense later that year

Other people that were completely different people from Ms.P were still influenced

Daily quotes and affirmations like “You are beautiful ““You are smart” come to mind
Eccentricity is what she was known for and takes pride in.

Lessons in that classroom transcend the English language
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Monochrome Minimalist
Beginning my fashion journey, school ended the uniform policy in my junior year.
Leaving all of the uniform apparel that didn't fit my idea of what I wanted to dress like behind
Alleviating myself of all colors except white, black and grey was my way of starting fresh
Continuing the rest of my life, I made a very bold decision. To stop wearing primary colors

Killing all the color from my wardrobe I became the BLACK Monochrome Minimalist

Recycling all the clothes that I owned up until that point in clothes bins around my house
Emptying my closet getting rid of my red Hollister hoodie and any other colored items
In my possession, I began to replace those items with white black and grey variants

Got a felt black fedora with a wide brim coupled with a white collared shirt with two
Noticeable black panels on the abdominal region of the shirt cropped smart pants

Sneakers in triple black with a silhouette of a sports car which REIGNS at the stores

Ankh which is used in Egyptian culture as a symbol of life was my jewelry of choice

Life was being reincarnated through my apparel and being reborn in the form of a lifestyle
Wearing the Ankh necklace coupled with the outside brought in a new element I've never used
Accessories wear never a big thing for me, the red G Shock watch I recycled was my first article
Yearning for a new image and to reinvent myself I went to these lengths

Satisfying that condition successfully I continued my journey to stay fashionable ALWAYS
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Monochrome Modification

Figuring out that pathway in my life I decided to look at other ways I could improve my style
Instantly T thought about what my next course of action between a tattoo could be or a piercing
Reading about the processes and nuances that come with each I made my choice in no time
Settling on a tattoo idea I readied my mind and my wallet for my first ever tattoo experience

Timidly walking into my appointment, I laid the groundwork for my first piece with my artist

Trimming the piece took almost no time at all, before I knew it the modification began
Agonizing pain coupled with the euphoria of finally getting it done is incomparable
Tinges of blood being wiped off my chest as my artist reveals the final product

Total coverage of my left pectoral, was a beautiful black and grey shaded symbol

Om is what it is called. Wrapped inside of a military wreath, topped off with a crown

Oval shaped inside shaded with a light gray and hints of negative space revealing skin

Earnest meaning behind the tattoo was the motivation for getting it
Versions of the Om symbol vary between diverse schools of religions
Each of them agree on one universal understanding though, this sound

Represents the creative powers of the universe, that for me is fashion.
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Prom

Choosing to go to my senior prom was one of my favorite experiences in high school
Options from which girl to ask to prom to options of what to wear for the special day

Under pressure to make that night the one thing that you will never forget

Researching what kind of suit, I was looking for, it was a hard choice between an ocean blue

Twill suit 11 oz fabric which boasts excellent drape & durability and the suit I chose

Which was a gray shepherd’s check three-piece smart suit with brown rustic colored buttons
Inside wearing a white collared shirt with a wide triangle shape and a gold collar chain
Tie was a black on black paisley print skinny shape

Honey gold bracelets on my wrists with a gold timepiece and an exclusive white Ferragamo belt

Completing the outfit with a pair of brown wingtip oxford leather shoes with a passive gradient.
Organizing my outfit took majority of the time spent preparing for prom the other remaining
Resources were put into selecting a corsage to give to a random woman on prom night.

Silver rose was the name of the corsage that I chose to bring on that night

Arriving at Giando on the water in Kent Ave in Brooklyn dressed in that formal attire
Generated a feeling like none other beforehand, it felt like the perfect way to transition to

Enter the adult world and prepare myself for the final stage of high school, Graduation.
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Graduation

Finishing my last year of high school after prom was a breeze the preparation took precedent
In the school was a bustling feeling of anxiousness and feelings of excitement.

New yearbook designs prepared for our class and graduation pictures for the big day

All of the school were fully prepared for our last moments together.

Lax fitting gowns were our attire for the practice sessions our school mandated

Culmination of the end of our journey represented by our shiny royal blue gowns
Holding the gold ropey tassels of our hard work that were laced with navy blue accents
Alumni and family gather in the graduation hall for the big day.

Personal photographers from every family step up to the podium to capture the
Tremendous moment parents live to see for their children the acceptance of the diploma
Eruptions from the crowd fill the room as our 2016 graduation class sing our song

Rejoicing in the feeling of completion, adoration and congratulations confetti fills the room.
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Prologue

This story is about the life of a man and the journey to understanding what clothes means

to him and the significance of garments and articles of dress in the years gone by. Every

story is accompanied by an illustration of the most important article of clothing that was

worn in a moment and time is a mentifact of a story that conveys an emotion. This book

is meant to help you understand why dress is extremely important to everyday life and
how impactful it can be toward the development of an individual.
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St. Francis
Young boy in a catholic school a wholesome classroom where we had many rules
Options run thin but it doesn’t matter when you are a kid, 400 Lincoln Rd in Brooklyn
Uniform, day out and day in baby blue colored shirt with navy blue outerwear and tie
Trousers dark as the night sky with brown black shoes that shan’t be tied

Holistic views plain clothes the opposite of YOUTH

Inside my mind, I remember looking at the uniform and not thinking anything of it
Necessities for a young person are very different than those of adults

Fun comes after play, my mom always said

Learning that there are responsibilities that we have to oblige helps us
Understand, things like uniforms are very important it allows us to focus

Essential things like getting good grades and handing your homework on time
Not playing video games or playing outside with your friends

Clothes that we wear have a lot more meaning to us at every stage of our life

Either we choose to ignore that fact or stand and embrace it, that is INFLUENCE

Learning to love my school uniform came with time and patience
Innovating new ways of wearing it, rolling up my sleeves opening my collared shirt buttons
Finding out that it is not about what you wear, but how you wear it makes the difference

Entering the journey of fashion through my mother’s choices, that is LIFE
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