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Determined to aid in altering self-perception in Black Women everywhere, I jumped hands and feet into my love affair with my hair. Not your traditional step-by-step "self help" book, Tangled Tress is a small account of MY before and after.
**
I’d like to thank my mom, lovely aunts and friends for their feedback, support and transparency. A constant learning process for me in school and in life, I am embracing who Faith really is and I couldn’t do it without you! Love you so much!
**
”You look so sexy with straight hair”,
“I wouldn’t want you if you didn’t have long hair”,
“People would kill to have hair like yours”.
The low consistent buzzing of the clippers beclouded each phrase with masses of my locks. Collecting at my feet like tiny mounds of black cotton I could feel the weight of every unrealistic expectation lifting literally from my shoulders. Cutting as if my life depended upon each stroke, I continued to remove the strands alternating between scissors and hand. As the guard swept effortlessly across my scalp, revealing no thatches left uneven, I took a broad breath. Finally looking in the mirror, my own eyes piercing deep into my reflection, I felt free. Having been a bondservant to a coiffure untrue to myself, I wanted to run, scream and make my new declaration known. But all I could do was cry. A slave released with no direction and forced to deal with years of self-degradation. Every time I had raised a flat iron to burn my curls straight, I had broken down the organic compound of ME. Why was I trying so hard for so long to be someone I was not? Little did I know my journey of self, started. I was 23 years young.
Ever since I was a little girl I was told I had ‘good’ hair, never allowed to have a bad hair day or complain. Any and all discontent was met with the same response. Those of which haunted me until I made the decision to break the hairy cycle. I have relaxed, colored, cut, curled, braided, weaved, and gelled my hair in various attempts to conceal its natural texture. One has to sympathize with it being the only hair I’d ever had, but still did not know. We should have been like white on rice or tea and honey, but the reality was it had become my worst enemy.
(Tisha P.)
Why did you cut your hair?
I should know. After talking myself into certain styles for months and then convincing others for weeks after, that I could pull it off. But I almost never knew the answer to that question, UNTIL NOW. I decided to go completely natural for the first time in my life. It isn’t my default reply but I’m still working on that; Working on changing my perspective and my language about myself.
The controversial debate on hair is incited by innate and inherited opinions as well as personal preferences, yet in my own exploration; the deeper aspect reveals it has more to do with self. Self -esteem, self-awareness, self-confidence, and self-expression. Lacking any of the named somehow leaves room to question and doubt authenticity. But how often does one take a microscopic look at their values and the way society has shaped them. Recognizing self is quite uncomfortable.
(Chelsea C.) 
After six to twelve months of denial and tears, the discomfort hasn’t lessened, but the discoveries have evolved. I was surprised to have to start with self-esteem.
SELF ESTEEM- overall evaluation of ones own worth. Encompassing beliefs and emotions, reflected in behavior.
Four years of verbal abuse within a tumultuous relationship was severely damaging. I thought that by spending 2 hours tugging, twisting, tossing, and becoming tangled in my hair’s seemingly perfected appearance, was a direct impression of the inner me. Boy was I wrong. It was indeed a vestige of something, but it was not I. It was every black woman on the relaxer box to every black woman I passed in the grocery store. We all had something in common but if I looked like everyone else, how was I exhibiting a favorable impression of myself? We often assume when we see a women well put together on the out that she is the same on the inside. I had to admit that I was completely torn apart.
How much did I care about what someone else thought about my hair, Why did it matter if every strand was not perfectly “in place”, Whose standards was I attempting to live up too? All these questions and more aided in breaking down the non existence and the building back up of my self esteem . I searched for the answers right in the mirror.
(LaDonna W.)
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