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When I was younger, I was quite vain about my hair. I would marvel at the way it 

shone golden, like an incandescent bulb, in the sunlight. My hair was a shimmering 

waterfall cascading down my back. It felt as smooth as glass and as soft as suede 

when combed. I soaked up the frequent comments and compliments on the coloration 

and length of my luxurious locks. They would say, “Your hair is so beautiful. Have 

you cut it before?”  

“Thanks, I would reply, flattered and proud. “No, I’ve never cut it before.”  

“Are you ever going to cut it?” they would ask.  

A little annoyed, I would reply, “No, I don’t know if I ever will.”  
 

Once I measured a strand of my hair. It was exactly twenty-four inches. I could hold 

onto the end of a strand while holding my arm out straight. Based almost solely on the 

length of my golden tresses, I was cast as Rapunzel in a school play. I felt slight 

disdain for girls with short, boyish haircuts. I looked up to girls with locks longer than 

my own. I felt horrified when reading a story where a girl with long hair chopped it all 

off. This happened surprisingly often in stories. I decided I would never cut my hair.  
 

My golden, waist length tresses were like those of a princess. They were also a royal 

pain. My parents and I used to joke that pixies danced in my hair while I was sleeping, 

and that’s why it was always tangled in the morning. We used to wonder if my hair 

had a mind of its own, like Medusa’s. My mom had to comb it every morning and 

every night. Because of its length, it often got in the way of whatever I was doing, 

trailing though meals and art projects alike. I don’t know how often my mother had to 

comb out ketchup, paint, glue, and unidentified substances. Occasionally, if we 

skipped a combing session, my hair became a rat’s nest, a Gordian knot. A woman 

less patient than my mother would have simply cut out the tangles, and insisted I lop 

off the luxurious locks that were my pride and joy. Instead, equipped only with a 

comb and a bottle of detangling spray, she would work through the snarl of hair, knot 

by knot. Now I comb it myself, and marvel at her patience. Every morning and every 

night, she would spend about half-an-hour combing my hair. Every now and then, I 

would see a girl with a mother less patient than my own. I still wince in sympathy 

when I remember the sound of a brush ripping through tangles as a mother brought 

her daughter’s unruly hair into line.  
 

I was nine when I lopped off my lengthy luxurious locks for the first time. Soon after I 

began combing my own hair, I started to entertain the idea of cutting it off. After 

weeks of deep introspection, I informed my parents of my decision. They fully 



supported me. Seven days later, my mom’s friend and hairdresser, Barbara, came over 

our house to do the honors. I dressed nicely, as my parents planned to take pictures to 

memorialize the momentous occasion. I sat down on a stool in the middle of the 

kitchen while my mom combed my hair for the last time. She braided the bottom half 

it. Barbara would only cut off the braided hair, which we’d donate to Locks of Love. I 

was filled with nervous anticipation, questions, and doubts. While placing a towel 

over my shoulders, Barbara kindly asked, “Are you sure you want to do this?” I 

closed my eyes, and thought deeply, questioning the wisdom of my decision. Was I 

sure? Shorter hair would be so much more convenient and easy to comb. Something 

new would be interesting, but I had always had long hair. I took pride in it. 

“Interesting” wasn’t always good. I had only ever had split ends trimmed. What if it 

got cut too short? How short did I dare cut it? Shoulder length? Chin length? How 

would my classmates react? What if I didn’t like it? It would grow back. But how 

long would that take?  
 

I gathered the courage and determination that had momentarily fled, shoving my 

questions and doubts aside. “Yes,” said I. “I’m sure I want to cut my hair.” Barbara 

took her scissors out of her bag. Snip. Snip. A few seconds later, she handed me a 

braid. My braid. Fourteen inches of silky, golden tresses. I itched to run to the hall 

mirror, but instead waited impatiently while Barbara deftly neatened up the ends of 

my new do. How did I look with short hair? Exactly how short was it? After what 

seemed like an eternity, she finished. I yanked the towel off my shoulders and ran 

down the hall. I looked in the mirror, and sighed with relief. My hair was shoulder 

length, and looked fine. I was astonished by how light my head felt without those 

fourteen inches. I combed it. The process took all of five minutes. The next time I 

showered, I was amazed that I no longer needed a puddle of shampoo and a pond of 

conditioner. The tremendous weight of two feet of wet hair, like that of a ball and 

chain, no longer weighed down my head. I didn’t need to wait hours for my hair to 

dry, and then spend yet another hour combing it. I didn’t have to worry about 

accidentally dragging my clean hair through my dinner. Nevertheless, I missed my 

long luxurious locks. I decided that, while short hair was all well and good, I probably 

would never cut it again.  
 

The second time I cut my hair, I was thirteen. Although I loved it, long hair was a 

dreadful bother. It took forever to comb and wash. I also shed like a collie-dog. Blond 

hairs, some up to twenty-seven inches in length, carpeted the house, covered clothes 

and furniture, and clogged drains. Once again, Barbara came over. I combed my hair, 

and my mom braided the bottom half. I sat down on a stool in the kitchen. Barbara put 

a towel over my shoulders, and took out her scissors. Snip. Snip. Once again, I was 

handed a braid. My braid. Seventeen inches of golden hair. This time, my new do was 

a bit shorter. It brushed the tops of my shoulders, but I could still put it in a ponytail. 



Once again, I marveled at the lightness of my head, the simplicity of short hair. And 

once again, I decided that, while trimmed tresses are convenient, I loved long hair, 

and wouldn’t cut mine again. Who knows; I may have actually meant it. Then again, 

the idea of having short hair is growing on me… 



 


