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I. Finding the Salon  

The simplest part about getting my hair done is just getting there.  

 

In ten minutes, I’ve arrived at the hair salon shopfront, familiar to me with its full-scale windows and coloured 

hair extensions decorating the walls. Familiar white tile floor, occasionally hidden by hair clippings, creating 

wild and whimsical patterns. The hair dances around tapping feet and the wheels of the black, salon chairs.  

 

It’s a comfortable journey to get to the salon. The tram that stops outside my house takes me directly to the 

salon doors. It’s the same tram that transports me to the city, connects me with the rest of Melbourne. It has a 

route of which I know the landmarks of, the way I know myself; some aspects I know, and recognise clearly, 

while whole chunks are regularly un- observed, therefore non-existent.  

 

My friends often allude of how difficult it is to get to my suburb, St Kilda. They regularly ask me of how it’s 

going. As if I might one day respond to say I’ve outgrown it. The way you might with Midori or midriff tops or 

themed musical ring tones.    

 

When I can’t be bothered to wrap the statement up first, to avoid offence, I inform my friends that it is one of 

the things I like about St Kilda the most. Never a risk of bumping into anyone I know and having to make 

staged small talk. It’s an oasis, a world of my own making.  

 

Being a five foot eleven black woman who grew up in a predominantly white neighbourhood in the outer-

suburbs of Melbourne, I’ve spent much of my life being visible, and observed. I’ve often played the character 

that is unthreatening, pleasing, amendable, and sometimes invisible. I revel now in not having to perform for 

others.  

 

The one bedroom apartment that I rent with my girlfriend has been the longest home I’ve lived in, as an adult. 

This is quite the feat, given that I am good at feeling trapped. Apartments, suburbs, hair, countries, jobs are 

often changed swiftly. And for a time, even in the briefest of moments, I feel a freedom. Like I’ve escaped the 

monotony of this world and perhaps most of all, that I’ve escaped myself.   

 

So, it is a wonder that I’ve remained in St Kilda for as long as I have. I’m surprised to find that I have habits. 

Surprised by the strength of them. They have formed to me like tiny fungi. The kind you can’t remove though, 

a part of you. They seem to convey some kind of whole, something to point at and think, that’s me. 

 

Jumping on the tram I always sit on the left-hand side, the side with the doors. Perhaps to aid an easy escape, 

I’m not really sure. I complete a rushed ballerina twirl, despite my looming height and flat feet, as I touch on 

my Myki and inspect it to determine whether I’m paying the fare or hoping for the best. I find an empty 

compartment, warmed that it won’t fill for another ten minutes or so. Fitting in with the other passengers who 

also fan out to avoid the unwanted intimacy of a stranger’s thigh or perfume.  



 

My favourite side to sit is the side with the beach. I watch for it. It peeks through, like a playing child, between 

the packed houses of Middle Park. When I’m with my partner we play the game of fantasy, imagining what it 

would be like to be rich and to live in, and own, one of those magnificent houses. However, when I’m on my 

own I just look for the beach. You can tell quickly, even in the seconds of the passing tram, whether the mood 

of the water is raging or whether it’s placid. It’s a learned skill that feels like it’s been there all along.  

 

Emmie’s African hairdresser is along that tram route. On the very same side of the tram that I often sit. I 

started visiting Emmie’s four years ago, not long after relocating to St Kilda. The salon has become a part of 

these habits.  

 

Every time I’m on the tram- even if I’m not destined for Emmie’s- I still turn my head to check in on the salon in 

passing. I peek through the tram glass window, seeing a reflection of myself in doing so. I try to make out 

which staff are working, although I can never entirely tell. The glass separates the both of us; both on my side 

and on there’s.  

 

Even late at night you might still see the shop lights on. I know this, because sometimes I still see the women 

doing hair, even as I’m making my way to dinner or drinks with friends in the city after dark. Sometimes the 

women- I call them women because calling them hairdressers seems too one-dimensional, not quite influential 

enough. They inform me. When they arrive on Saturday morning, sometimes even a few minutes after I do. I 

wait for them on the doorstep. They present a little blurry eyed and less amendable than usual as they unlock 

the front door and open a palm to an identified chair for me to sit. Tell me they were in until midnight the night 

before, as way of explanation. And I make a sympathetic noise. Or we might joke about how they should leave 

a cot to sleep in, out back. Or perhaps I just nod my head. And then we move on to other conversation, or 

sometimes we make very little until the salon begins to fill up, and the energy wakes us all up with its force.  

 

The only day the shop is closed is Sunday. And even then, I suspect if I asked, I could negotiate with a few of 

them to come in and do my hair.  

 

The shop changes, when no one’s in it. I’ve inspected it, the few times I’ve passed when it’s closed. From the 

street, I can still see the various wigs perched atop manikin heads on the higher shelves, like spectators in a 

Roman theatre. It surprises me. During the day, when I’m perched in the salon, the wigs seem familiar, even 

enticing. Giving me an insight into how I could transform into a different person, if I wanted. But on their own 

they seem less amenable. Sometimes I imagine the hair springing to life and making a fast exit for the front 

door. 

 

Perhaps the absence of Emmie changes the shop into something seemingly uninhabitable. It’s her shop, after 

all. She fills up the room, Emmie. Answering the phone with a click of her earpiece, so that it takes the 

smallest of pauses before she returns to your hair. I now know to ignore the conversation that takes part, right 

behind one ear, as she orders in more hair and books appointments. I no longer make awkward assumptions 

that she is speaking to me. Her voice, instead, floats in and out, an extra percussion piece to the background 

music that plays in the salon, a jumbled mix of Afro-beats, Whitney Houston, and occasional hip-hop.  

 



Emmie’s English is impeccable, unsurprisingly. I’m always amused at the assumptions that a lot of Australians 

make, given that many African countries were colonised (and thus had no choice, and were endowed with a 

legacy) in being able to speak English well. And furthermore, it seems to me that most of the African 

community (the few who I do know) are classic over-achievers. Amongst other things, there’s the chunk that 

speak multiple languages proficiently. My dad, for instance, speaks four. Swahili, Chewa, English and 

Russian. Emmie’s no different. I’m the one who’s lacking.  

 

Emmie’s African mannerisms refuse to be hidden in conversation. The noises are recognisable to me because 

my parents have similar idioms.   

 

“Eehhhhh?”  

 

One sound can represent surprise, agreement, disgust or question. Discernible by the inflection made. I 

always wonder, as I’m seated in the salon chair, cloaked in a black smock that makes me feel like I am five 

years old again, how she forms the words in that way. Whenever I’ve tried to imitate her, good naturedly of 

course, the sounds fumble in my mouth, as if my throat doesn’t open up enough and my lips get in the way 

and I can’t hold the ‘e’ the way it seems to pause in the air for her. Like it’s floating.  

 

Still, it makes me fond of her. Along with her infectious laughter, her animated way of conversation, her 

motherly warmth. I’m constantly juggling with whether to address her as Auntie, as would be considered 

respectful in our culture, or whether our transactions, our business, meddle with these boundaries and rules. 

Nevertheless, I always say hello now with a kiss on the cheek, something she started a year ago but which 

feels natural now.  

 

Her presence is always there, as if she’s left a part of herself sprinkled on the salon seats, hidden within the 

leather, or on the touch of a comb. All her staff respect her, and follow her cue, sometimes calling her mobile 

when she’s at home to clarify a price. It doesn’t stop them disagreeing with her though - all willing to argue 

with her and amongst each other about the best way to sow a row, insert an extension, determine where a hair 

part should sit. The number of cornrows one should do upon any shaped head or what colour best suits 

someone’s complexion. They tease and affectionately scold one another with an intimacy of time spent 

together.  

 

Each staff member’s role has unravelled over time to display unique personalities; some hard arses, others 

dreamers. But all genuine and generous. There are about five staff on, during the weekends. Eliza is practical, 

and perfectionistic, the way you want someone to be with your hair. Afia is warm and curious, often distracted 

from tasks by conversation, but too likeable for it to be a problem. A few of the women dance when their 

favourite track comes on, making all of us crack a smile. The salon changes depending on who’s rostered on, 

so that every day feels different. 

 

The customers are an eclectic mix as well. Black women mostly getting their hair braided, like me, or getting 

weaves. White women getting hair extensions to lengthen out their natural hair. Guys getting cornrows and 

dreads.  



 

Every now and again, a white woman getting African braids. It’s especially busy during summer festival 

season, and I try to avoid the salon during this time, in the same way I might temporarily avoid The Espy or 

Acland Street over summer.  

 

“Everyone wants Kardashian Braids,” one of the women once informed me. And we both laughed, imagining 

that the Kardashians invented them.  

 

It was the combination of customers, the variability of them, that first helped me step foot into the salon. It had 

been a while since I’d let anyone touch my hair.  

 

The salon seemed to suggest a safety I didn’t know well. It was a signpost I could hold onto. I’d spent my life 

jumping between being African and being Australian, feeling inadequate at being either, and yet it seemed this 

little shop suggested I could be both.  

 

I think perhaps the salon is like a significant other; all the things that first attract you are the things that, after 

time, grate on you. 

 

II. Beginnings 

I spend approximately thirty-six hours a year at Emmie’s hairdresser.   

 

That might not seem like a lot of time. I’d assumed it would be longer, to be honest with you. A more 

significant number. Something with meaning.  

 

Perhaps it would mean more if I told you of all the novels I had read in that time. Non-fiction, that has always 

provided me with a roadmap to make sense of the world. Like Bell Hooks, who made me think about how we 

love.  

 

Or fiction, like The Luminaries - a large book, if you ask me, that won The Booker Prize. I read a large chunk 

of it in the salon chair. It’s about a small town in New Zealand during the gold rush era. And when I was 

recently there on holiday, travelling in a campervan with my girlfriend, and we drove through Hokitika, where 

the novel was set, it made me think of the book and then, by association, Emmie’s hairdresser. It was as if that 

little shop jumped on the plane with me.  

 

Sometimes I’ll bring with me the best-selling fiction. The kind the draws you in with its cover from the local 

book stores that I have a habit of wandering. For that week, or month, or however long it takes, I carry that 



book around with me - on the tram, to bed, to the hairdresser - and I feel both the burden of its weight and the 

joy of carrying it.  

 

For the longest time, I’ve been using literature as a means of escape. Even as a child, when I read, I felt a 

freedom from experiencing whole other lives. A freedom that comes with not being stuck in the one life that 

you cannot change, no matter how much you willed it. It’s a privilege, after all, to be able to put on someone 

else’s boots, to live in someone else’s skin.  

 

So perhaps then, if you understood how much I had read in that time at the salon...explaining to you all the 

lines I had read in those books, the concepts and subsequent thoughts I’d had as a result - perhaps only then, 

it might represent to you the commitment of those thirty-six hours.  

 

Perhaps it is not the hours, or the content of them, but rather the joining of them. An average day of hair 

braiding takes eight hours. When people ask, as they always invariably ask, and I tell them, eight hours, they 

repeat it back to me - eight hours!! As if I myself don’t know that length of time. But my body does, it knows the 

eight hours of butt numbing, searching for a second’s reprieve, neck craning, small talk and hunger. It counts 

everything, from the small act of taking each box braid out, one by one, and combing the sticky gunk that 

accumulates at the roots. To the washing, water tingling on scalp, to the hair drying, with the sound of white 

noise, and the combing, prickling skin. And finally, to the re-braiding, the swift wrist movements of the 

women’s hands as they twist the hair together.  

 

Perhaps thirty-six hours a year doesn’t sound like much, either, to white women. Just an added luxury. White 

women’s hair has always seemed so convenient, so tamed.  

 

I make assumptions about white women’s hair. It’s a mystery to me, despite having spent my youth obsessing 

over it. I am the product of my parents, which applies to many things, my hair most visibly. I’ve inherited my 

father’s frizzy soft dark hair, along with his black skin. Inherited my mother’s thick hair, along with her Aussie 

accent. Hairdressers are either amused or amazed by my hair’s combination of fro and thick.  

 

As with most people, I am often mystified by my hair, finding it tangled within days and sometimes dry and 

brittle and nearly always an inconvenience. I’ve spent a lot of time inspecting other people’s hair while mostly 

neglecting my own. Perhaps I’ve always had a mild fascination, deepened further by my close proximity to my 

mother’s family, and their whiteness.   

 

My maternal grandmother, bless her, one of my favourite people, used to get her hair blow waved once a 

fortnight. It’s true my grandmother didn’t allow herself many indulgences - she was too busy attending to the 

needs of everyone else. So it seemed to suggest some significance that she attended the hairdresser the way 

some might attend church. Her hair frosted atop her head, spindled strands like white fairy floss, that wouldn’t 

move, even in the wind. The faint smell of talcum powder on her skin that I always assumed was her hair.   

 



While I never disliked my skin colour - in fact I was always taught, and believed, that it was something to be 

proud of - I saved up my distaste for my hair. I envied all the other girls for their hair, so soft and flowing, 

straight and easy. It was a deep envy, the kind that burned.  

 

It makes sense now, looking back, where that disgust came from. Whiteness surrounded me, with little 

representation of a blackness that wasn’t African-American (and therefore unreachable). Shamefully, it would 

be decades before I even thought of Australia’s blakness, of the further injustices endured by First Nations 

peoples. Still, I lived my life, defined by my own blackness, which suggested that I wasn’t really Australian - 

the constant questions of where I was from. Outside of my father and his connection to community, I saw no 

representation of Africa, nor the many countries that represented it. There was no suggestion that it was 

possible to be both African and Australian.  

 

I wasn’t like the children on World Vision ads, their distended stomachs bloated from starvation and sickness. 

That wasn’t me, a child too well fed, with a drawling Australian accent, who loved to swim at the local pool and 

could tell you every ice-cream flavour at the local Milk Bar. But I didn’t look like the characters on Neighbours 

or Home and Away either. I was nothing. Whiteness surrounded me, it controlled what I read and watched and 

saw. And it invaded my psyche until it eventually controlled my own identity, my behaviour, my way of being.  

 

I cut the top of my hair once. I must have been around eight years of age. I’d wanted a fringe so badly; I 

figured I could will it into action. Cut the ends, near my widow’s peak, and tried to smooth the hair down over 

my forehead with the hope that it would just sit there. Didn’t even think to do it in front of a mirror, but cut it 

while watching Video Hits one Saturday morning with kitchen scissors, before my parents woke. I can still 

remember my mother shaking her head apathetically once she’d had her morning coffee and inspected the 

damage. No gleaming fringe, instead I was left with flyaway’s for years after, punished by the painstaking 

slowness of my hair’s growth. Later I would learn that it’s normal for African hair to grow slowly, that in fact 

braids are one of the only way to help your hair to grow. Not that knowing that wouldn’t have made any 

difference, wouldn’t have stopped me from finding another insult to add to the list of grievances I had 

compiled. It was a symptom of a deeper hate I reserved for myself. 

 

We like to forget that children feel jealousy, hatred and guilt. I felt it. Extremely, deeply, it nestled itself into my 

bones. I despised my hair. It knotted, thick lumps hiding underneath the surface, the way the waves hide the 

sea beneath. I cried as my parents combed through the knots, my scalp burning with each pull. My hair 

refused to acquis when combed.  

 

I relied on my mother to tie my hair into little plaits, several running a top my head, with little bobbles for hair 

clips and hair ties so that my head carried with it whole ecosystems and playgrounds. My mother, the great 

feminist, wore her hair in a tight blonde bob that sat around her ears, as if to pronounce her lack of interest in 

hair, and her sacrifices in tackling mine. Hers only ever required a practical comb through or an occasional 

colour that she’d get from the trendy hairdresser in Northcote with high ceiling mirrors and charming 

hairdressers who made you feel special.  

 

As soon as I was old enough, thirteen and self-conscious, I convinced my mother to drive me across town to 

Footscray, to the African hair salons, to chemically straighten my hair. Footscray was a different world back 

then, left untouched by hipsters. The smell of burnt pork emanating from the Vietnamese restaurants that lined 



the streets, and later, if I left with my hair chemically relaxed (straightened), sometimes a similar smell from my 

scalp.  

 

My mother argued that I should be proud of my hair, and my difference, which seemed like an easy enough 

thing for her to say. But even she had to acknowledge how much easier it was to look after my hair once it was 

straightened.  

 

I didn’t care for her laments; I wanted to force the curl out of it. To make it tamed. To make it easy. Normal. I 

felt joy when it became lifeless and limp and revelled in the showers of compliments I received from everyone 

around me. It made the awkwardness of getting my hair done worthwhile, although it remained painstaking.  

 

The salons were a discomfort for me, on many levels. Not just for the hours spent in them. The African salons 

were always broken in some way, with outdated posters that were evidently American and most likely free 

from some kind of magazine. Second hand furniture peppered the often-cramped salons and the smell of 

chemical relaxer, like nail polish, overpowered the room. That would have otherwise been fine, but there was 

always a wait, an often-irritable line of customers waiting, and non-existent customer service. Everyone - 

hairdressers and customers alike -eyed you off as you walked in. It was just another world that I didn’t seem to 

have the rule book for.  

 

The African hairdressers never looked at our hair with alarm, but rather looked upon my sister and I as foreign 

for our mixed blood, our lack of language, our white, appeasing mother and this unknown life of ours on the 

other side of town. I frequently left with bitten down nail cuticles, which often bled.  

 

So, I can see how thirty-six hours a year might mean different things to different people. How an hour can be 

an hour, or it can drag on for a lifetime. How a hairdresser can be a luxury, or just another space where you 

just don’t fit. 

III. Culture 

The first time I saw represented the dedication and awkwardness of getting your hair braided as a black 

woman, it was in reading the best-selling novel Americanah by Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie. They say reading 

is a contract between a writer and reader. Not that I knew that at the time, in my early twenties. I’d never 

thought to think about the mechanisms behind the experience. I never recognised the work that I was doing 

when I read, just what the author left for me to find.  

 

But I committed to really understanding the book, the way you commit to something effortlessly. At the time, I’d 

stepped into a role working in mental health, where I dealt in other people’s pain. A role, like reading, where I 

could focus on the other and their worldview, without having to really address my own. I used it as an excuse 

to push back what I needed or who I was. I could jump from person to person, like book to book.  

 

Still, with Americanah, I consumed the book the way one might drink water when parched. It was a necessity 

that made me realise how barren I’d been before. The novel stayed with me long after I put it down.  



 

While I’d felt strong distaste from the author’s transphobic statements made after the books release, I could 

never remove my warmth for the novel itself. It had, for the briefest of moments, reflected my worldview. And it 

seems I am not alone in this, with the recent announcement that HBO will be releasing a mini-series in 2020, 

based on the novel starring notable actors Lupita Nyong’o, who starred in Black Panther, and Uzo Aduba, 

known for her role as Suzanne in the television series Orange is The New Black. For black women, that book 

has been frozen as a cultural landmark.  

The very first scene is a calling, if you will. It narrates and observes the main character, Ifemelu, and the 

burden of getting her hair braided. Everything from her laborious journey across town, away from the ease of 

Princetown, to her arrival at the dilapidated salon, to the tension between herself and the hairdressing staff. 

We’re introduced to Ifemelu’s character by her assertiveness with the hairdressing staff around how tight she 

wants her braids, the colour and style, and her ability to equal their abrupt communication style.  

 

I’d been in awe of her confidence and her self- assurance at the time and had thought that I’d like to be like 

her - and perhaps I am more so now - compared to when I first met the character in my twenties. I guess I’ve 

learnt a few things about myself - such as the style that I prefer or how thick to ask for the braids. I no longer 

shrug or divert decisions to the women. I now know how heavy the braids can be if they trail all the way to your 

bum or how you can tie them in a half not, or how it really is easier not to bother washing them at all.  

 

As I’ve learnt about my hair I’ve found a new respect for it, a regard I’ve never had before. I’ve learnt to take 

up space, in so many ways, my braids fanning around me like octopus’ legs as I swim, the way I put my braids 

up in a bun so that it strikingly takes up an extra inch of height.  

 

The best part about Americanah for me, is that the story line grapples with Ifemelu being an African woman 

temporarily living in America, before she returns to her life in Nigeria. It explores the concept of diaspora. The 

ways in which diaspora bodies share experiences and yet often remain unfamiliar to one another too.    

 

Throughout the story Ifemelu examines other people’s prejudices and assumptions about her- both as a black 

woman but also as a person coming from Africa, with all the stereotypes that come with it. Despite her 

contentious relationship with the hairdressing staff, she finds a certain comradery in their presence. When 

arriving at the salon in the sweltering heat, she comments, “It’s so hot” and thinks to herself, “at least these 

women would not say to her “you’re hot? But you’re from Africa!”  

 

Chimamanda uses hair, and hair braiding, as a constant signal throughout the story, a sign to those starved of 

seeing themselves reflected back. She seems to suggest, by including it, that beliefs about hair, just like race, 

are seen, and shaped, by social and cultural forces. 

 

IV. Evolving 

The salon chair is the perfect place for an observer. From my seat, I can see the influx of paying customers. I 

catch their hellos as they enter, the jangle of the front door announcing their entrance. I can never quite predict 

who will wander past. It’s an act in people watching; seeing as much as you can about a person in the brief 



seconds that they remain in your mirror vision. They become a puzzle to put together from their vocal tones, to 

their conversation, to their patience if the salon is busy.  

 

I can tell the regulars from the new comers by their hesitation as they enter. I have a confidence in this space, 

surrounded by other black women, listening to the music that sounds familiar to what my Dad would play at 

home. It’s a confidence I don’t hold in many other places. It’s an ease that some white women show, and 

others feel clear discomfort in; perhaps, I think, for one of the first times in their lives.   

 

The women all know and see that I am an Australian woman of African heritage. That I understand parts of 

this world, but not all of it. They joke about Australian culture and mannerisms, racism and ignorance; because 

they know that I will get it. They also teach me things about their culture and history, from Ghana to Nigeria to 

South Africa, because they know, too, that I don’t know these things. Some, like me, see themselves as a 

mixture of both, who lay claim to parts of themselves as a legacy from others.  

 

It’s not often I find myself surrounded by so many black women at once. A part of me is always longing for 

some kind of community like this; women who just get it. Who don’t try to sell me the inconvenience of my hair; 

don’t act like hair braiding is a choice, and don’t make judgements about the amount of money I spend to feel 

sane and good about myself. They don’t reach their fingers into my hair without asking, because, as one 

stranger put it, I know I’m being an annoying white girl right now but I just can’t help myself.  No one who will 

become offended when you politely decline their advances. Who don’t compare it to their dog’s hair or inspect 

it like its alien or make assumptions that I want it to be like there’s.  

 

The salon has its own heartbeat, I’m sure of it. I sometimes wonder if it’s also strengthened my own. The 

mood of the salon can shift over the course of the day. It’s never entirely predictable. Sometimes vibrant, other 

times reserved, especially when the shop begins to empty in the evening. We once watched the R Kelly 

documentary, cushioned by each other’s soft commentary and outrage, before you could readily access it on 

Netflix Australia.  

 

Always, there is me within a book.   

 

The women are used to it. Affectionately and comfortably teasing me for my bookish ways. Talk above my 

head with each other. I’m part of the furniture now. I’ve been going for about four years. That’s one hundred 

and forty-four hours. All the various hairstyles, and all of this time means I don’t need to hold pretences 

anymore. After an hour or two of conversation, I slip my book out and hide between its covers.  

 

My head has transitioned in this time; often a reflection of my own internal state. There was the period where I 

had green ombre braids, the ends the colour of ivy. I felt young and free with them, however other people 

couldn’t stop touching and commenting on them. It became a daily experience and in the end, it wasn’t worth 

the trouble.  

 

I briefly tried a curly hair weave. It gets sowed to your scalp, with only the front of your hair left out. I had the 

kind of soft curls I had always wanted. I felt like Whitney Houston. I didn’t recognise myself in the mirror. 



However, I was required to curl the front piece of hair with a curling wand. All of us held scepticism of whether 

I was capable of it. We experimented anyway.  

 

Somehow, the braids, for me, have become a consistency, a personal brand; a signalling to myself and others. 

I’m surprised to not feel an urge to try something else. To be able to point to myself and think, that’s me, at 

least for now.  

 

Occasionally I watch a white woman getting her hair braided. Excited and bubbly at first, but clearly shocked at 

the dedication, and hours, required. I watch on with a mixture of amusement and discomfort, like reality 

television. I text my sister regular updates:  

 

“Lady next to me continues to refer to cornrows as conrolls. Trying to keep a straight face”   

 

Also.  

 

“Is White Australian culture coming to an African hair salon to get braids for a Bali themed party at your 

boyfriend’s parents’ house?”  

 

My sister texts back:  

 

“OMG. I can’t even. ROFL”  

 

We are both horrified and amused.  

 

If you’d told me at age thirteen, someone would be gifted the kind of hair that was universally presumed to be 

beautiful and normal and they could attend any hairdresser they wanted, yet still chose to go to an African hair 

salon to get African braids, I’d have laughed, or not believed you, or rolled my eyes at their stupidity, and 

continued on my merry way across town to Footscray to burn my scalp again. But I guess I’m not that child 

anymore. Perhaps reading, like my many hairstyles, has allowed me to sit in the body of someone else, to 

pretend to be someone else. Just long enough to begin to understand the world, to not feel boxed in, and feel 

safe enough to come back to myself.  

 

I love my hair now, for how complicated and unbridled it is. For its ability to transform, like a chameleon, so 

long as its touched by someone who knows it. For its uniqueness and it’s statement. For the transformations 

of it.  

 



Plus, there’s no point trying to change my hair into something that it’s not. My previous attempts were only 

ever a poor imitation.  

 


