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  An absolutely, totally uneventful day yesterday.  Did my work like a good soldier, putting in my full allotment of stress and strain, then went and got my hair cut --  no, styled..  

  Interesting, to some, well, to me anyway, how the hair maintenance industry has changed over the years.  When I was a youngster and my father determined, through use of some sort of micron microscope, that there was actually hair on my head and a trip to the barber was required.  Back in those days, there were only two kinds of haircuts that a barber was allowed to perform upon a young persons head.  

  There was the “Butch”, which was basically the closest thing to a scalping that modern society would allow, and there was the “sheared like a sheep”, which was a butch without the attending connotation.  When a young boy became an adolescent and the threat of hormonal activity became evident, the “Princeton” was available.  This particular cut was similar to the butch, except several strands of two-inch hairs were left along the top of the brow.  Since a cowlick was a common hair-style statement among the boys my age, the Princeton gave the appearance of “Alfalfa” when viewed from behind.  

  It is apparent that the whole hair maintenance industry was organized around the principle that boys should be made as unattractive as possible in order to avoid the possibility that girls may find them “hot”.  It worked that way for me.

  By the time the 60s got rockin’ and rollin’, thanks to the invasion of Beatles and Stones and Kinks and their English brethren, the hair maintenance industry just about went under.  Throughout much of the 70s, guy’s hair kept getting longer.   It took disco to turn things around for the hair maintenance industry.  

  Problem was, there weren’t any barbers except in the military where the butch was still the style of choice.  So, unless you were desperate to put your life on the line fighting the forces of evil around the globe in order to get your head shaved by a real barber, you only had one remaining choice.  Go to a SALON.

   Most men of my generation had an initial problem with the salon concept.  First of all, it didn’t strike one as manly to sit in a waiting area with middle-aged women, reading Redbook and breathing peroxide vapors.  But, the salon industry responded to the challenge and adapted to the needs of their new market base.  They added an old copy of Esquire to the stack of reading material.  

  Since sometime in the early 90s, I really can’t pinpoint the exact date, men have shed their inhibitions, accepted their hair maintenance fate and  become quite comfortable with having their hair styled by  youthful, nubile, cute and playful young woman wielding sharp pointed instruments.  Not that I’m suggesting some kind of  Oedipal comeuppance here, it’s just that we have found a new way to appease our sense of adventure.  

  As for me, it’s about all the adventure I can handle….

