
Way back 
w h e n ,  
e v e r y o n e  
used to say I 
looked like 
Rudy, from 
the Cosby 
Show, or 
Tootie, from 
"The Facts

The S t u f f  
On Our 
H eads

of Life."
These days, I scratch m y head  and  w o n d er  (which isn't good, 
becausc I’m d u e  for a relaxer....ouch!). I don 't  think I ever 
looked like those people. N ow  1 realize that the similarity was 
lying on m y head. We all had  those tight p ony  tails sticking out 
from every  s ide of m y head, or the rare special occasion where 
o u r  ha ir  w as  d o w n  w ith  curled  u p  bangs sitting on our  fore
head . M any ladies can relate. A nd for anyone w ho  w en t to the 
ha ir  d resser  at a yo u n g e r  age, the g row n  ups, still sitting under  
the d ry e r  in rollers, w ou ld  look at you and say, "What pretty 

hair." These are m em ories  I had  of m y hair.
Unfortunately , m y m ost recent m em ory  of m y visit to the 

ha ird resser  left m e quite  angry  and  confused. This 
is because ano ther  w o m a n  stared at me, laughed 
and  said, "I'd never seen any th ing  like that before."

Now, this had  never h ap p e n e d  to me. I was 
quite  su rp rised  because I've been to hairdressers 
before, and  no one ever laughed . We all look silly, 
goop  on ou r  heads, razors at the eyebrows, taking 
off ou r  hair  to reapp ly  it later. 1 alw ays felt com 
fortable, because we all w ere  going th rough  the 
sam e d ram a  of try ing  to "fix ourselves." But this 
lady seem ed  to th ink  differently. A pparen t ly  I 

looked a "different k ind of silly."
T h en  I rea lized  all m y  m e m o r ie s  of ha ir  

involved being a ro u n d  black w om en . N o one ever 
lau g h ed  because everyone 's  hair  stuck up, every 
one  used  w h a t  I liked to call a "little oven" to set 
the curling  iron in. We all knew  abou t braids, hair  
oil and  " kitchens." T h ro u g h  it all, before and  after, 
every  w o m a n  there th o u g h t  I w as  "pretty." It 
d a w n e d  on m e that this w as  the first time I had 
been  in a salon that w asn 't  specifically for black 

w om en .
1 knew  this originally  and  th o u g h t  it w as great 

that I can w alk  to a nearby  salon instead of driv ing 
across tow n. Som e businesses  are p u tt ing  forth an 

effort to cater to people  of color. My biggest con
cern w as  not even  abou t race. Ridiculously, I 
th o u g h t  that since m en cam e in too, they w ould  

d iscover w o m e n  s beau ty  secrets.
I cam e to the conclusion that the lady laughing 

at m e w as  not w ha t m a d e  m e angry. M om  and 
D ad ta ugh t m e abou t ignoran t folk. It w as that 1 

had  w ork ed  so h a rd  in the past to ""keep going" 
w h en  ignoran t people  got in m y way, and  I let a 
s im ple  th ing like hair  rattle me. I let the topic be 
m y hair  instead of the ignoran t person. A nd  then I 
th o u g h t ,  "I sh o u ld 'v e  h ad  a sm a r t  rem ark , I 
cou ld 've  taken a bu s  across town, I shou ld 've  told

her, "well, this is different."
But is it different? Well, obviously in som e technical aspects 

it is. Hair also means different th ings to different people. I find 
that for m any Blacks hair is im portant.  D o ing  each  o ther's  hair 
can be a social event. It m ay be this w ay  for o the r  cultures as 
well, and different or the same for people  individually . That 
should not make m y hair  an o dd ity  at the circus to others. 
People w an t to just go to a beau ty  salon an d  fall asleep while 
someone massages their scalp. Everyone w a n ts  to look good 
for that secret crush. People a lways h av e  som e sort of insecu
rity, gossip or story they w an t to share w ith o u t  feeling "differ
ent." In that case, hair does not have to be a b ig  deal. I actual
ly welcome people to ask m e questions abou t m y  hair. Perhaps 
then they w on 't  turn  ou t like the ignoran t lady. Sadly, she 
probably did not even know  how  m u c h  she h u r t  m y  feelings.

No matter w hich hair salon people enter, they  sh o u ld  never 
let themselves leave w anting to pull ou t their ha ir  in anger. 
They should  rem em ber their goal. Go in, h av e  fun  an d  rem em 
ber to look in the m irror before leaving and  say, "I look good."
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