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During the twenties, machine technology hadn’t quite kept up with the popularity of getting a hair permanent.

This left women to be subjected to a torturous and arduous ordeal, one that was often quite dangerous, too. The “perming machine”

was an archaic contraption that consisted mainly of heated rods suspended from overhead, which were clamped onto the subject’s

tender hair. In this memorable picture we see socialite Mrs. Agnes O’Laughlin and her dog merrily awaiting the outcome of

a day of beauty, along with two salon technicians. Photo courtesy of UPI/Corbis-Bettmann.




[image: art]


Fabulous model James King has a superabundance of beautiful blond hair, here being shown to great effect

with the use of a handheld fan. Photographed by Don Flood.
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This book is dedicated to Rory Bernal, the first person I worked with in the business and my best friend. I miss you and wish

you were here to share this with me.
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Beautiful Kashanna Evans has that ever rarer occurrence, a natural afro. Believe me, just to maintain it at

this incredible length is no easy accomplishment. And to prove what a change your hair can make to your appearance, when she

arrived on the set neither I nor photographer Neal Barr recognized her, even though the last time we both saw her was only

a few months before. But then her hair had been blown out straight, and she looked totally different.
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foreword






lucky lady This portrait (one of my favorites) was actually the last shot of a long day of shooting. Basically, Cindy just wanted to

lie down. The fact that her hair and makeup} still looked great after countless pictures, combined with the worm amber glow

of the late-day sun, created one of those moments that make the work worth it all. Fab photog Sante D’Orozio captured it so

perfectly the picture ended up on the cover of Spanish Vogue.






Can I just start out by saying how proud I am of my friend Kevin for doing this book? Having dabbled in the literary world

myself (yes, that is a joke), I do know how much goes into actually putting a book together—clearing the photos, arranging

the shoots, doing the writing, selling the concept, not to mention meeting after meeting. Hooray, Kevin—you’ve done it. This

kind of thing is really the best part of where I am in my career—watching my friends (and myself) grow up and do our own thing.




I’ve been working with Kevin for years. In fact, we started working together pretty much at the beginning of my introduction

to the “fabulous world of fashion.” One spring night, over dinner at my house, we were discussing this foreword and I asked

him if he remembered when we first met. We’re not 100% sure, but we think it was at Eric Bowman’s studio, where we were shooting

an ad for some eyewear campaign. Kevin’s memory is clearer about this day than mine. Here’s why: He had set my hair in Velcro

rollers and was going for that eighties “bigger-is-better” look (that I still can’t help loving). Apparently, it was a typical

New York City summer day—95 degrees and lots of humidity. Unfortunately, there was no air-conditioning in the studio and all that hot, muggy air was blowing through the

windows and into my hair. Well, as if you didn’t already know, hair and humidity don’t mix, and Kevin was, understandably,

quite frustrated. Nothing he did could keep the curl or fullness in my hair. Our first job together turned out to be a disaster.

It just goes to show you that even hair magicians like Kevin Mancuso have bad hair days—even if it’s not their hair!






Cut to over a decade later. I’ve done more jobs that I can remember with Kevin. Everything from magazine covers (Cosmopolitan, Allure, Vogue, et al.) to Revlon ads. I love working with Kevin for two reasons. One, he’s extremely funny, and we always laugh and laugh

and laugh, and that makes the day just slip by. Two, I totally trust his sense of style and technique, and believe me, that

takes a lot off my mind. My hair is literally putty in his hands.




I’m sure you could figure out on your own that I’m a bit picky about my hair. Professionally, it is a big part of my trademark.

That’s why it’s crucial that it look right and that I feel good about it. I’m a girl (okay, maybe at thirty-two that’s pushing

it) and I want my hair to feel sexy and pretty, and for my husband to be able to get his hands through it. One of the advantages

to my line of work is the chance to work with the most gifted artists in the business, and I do mean artists. And if you have

half a brain (and that isn’t saying we all do), you can’t help but pick up a thing or two—even if it’s just by osmosis. (Two

hours in hair and makeup is a lot of time to read “Page Six.”) One of the many things I’ve learned from Kevin is understanding

how important the texture of hair is. For him, hairstyles come and go, but the basis of hair care is all about texture. First thing in the morning, he’ll take his time with my hair, layering in the texture with different products and appliances.

Once the texture is set, my hair looks great all day—even if I’m outside, in front of a wind fan, or flipping my head up and

down for those hair commercials you’ve probably seen. Now I know it might sound a bit complicated or radical not talking in

terms of “beehives,” “shags,” or “pageboys,” but relax, Kevin’s going to walk you right through it. And it won’t hurt a bit.




Kevin, thanks for all the great times and for giving such good head! I love you!


Cindy


October 1998




easy does it Photographer Arthur Elgort excels in, among other things, effortlessly capturing a subject’s natural beauty. The wonderfully nonhectic mood around his set helps, too. Put Cindy in this equation, and a day of shooting can feel just

like hanging out with your best friends. The only difference is you get some great pictures that end up as a spread in British

Vogue.
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manely mancuso


My most vivid memories of early childhood involve the color of women’s hair. In Brooklyn and Staten Island (where I was brought

up) hair came in all different shades of the rainbow—from apricot to rust, blue rinses to purple grays, and every once in

a while I’d see a double-process blond, looking way too yellow. The hairdos, to me, often resembled food, like artichokes

and cotton candy. There was even the one that looked just like a bag of Jiffy Pop (you know, when the container is all puffed

up from being heated right before you rip open the foil). All very curious and interesting looks, especially to a kid.




When I wasn’t wreaking havoc with my neighborhood friends, I would spend time watching and admiring the ease and enjoyment

with which the women around me, especially my mother, combined tending the house, cooking the family meals, and, of all things,

styling their own hair. From my earliest recollections, my mom doted on her hair, and to this day she will color and set it

herself. (On one occasion, she attempted a home perm with disastrous results. A few days before my sister’s wedding she tried

one, and all her hair broke off. Those of you at home—be careful.) She was also quite inventive when it came to the techniques

she used to create some rather amazing styles. Think about coming home from school to find your mother with her wet hair all

twisted and knotted up with pipe cleaners, looking like Buckwheat meets Burnett (Carol, that is) and singing Jeanette MacDonald

songs as she prepared spaghetti and meatballs. Imagine the family’s astonishment as she emerged from the bathroom a few hours

later with the most spectacular Lana Turnerish, Betty Grablesque, showstopping coif. Other times, if the mood hit her, we’d

be treated to a devastating Marilyn Monroe flip or her version of the infamous “astronaut’s wife” look (otherwise referred

to as “helmet hair”). This lasted well into my adolescence, with mom dazzling us with her unending parade of derring-dos.

As far as my wanting to be a hairstylist, I guess you could say it was genetically determined!




When I was a young teen, I was into that David Bowie—Rod Stewart glam rock thing that all the cool kids were into at the time.

The family was now living in New Jersey, and I was attending, of all things, a vocational high school that specialized in

classes in auto mechanics and construction. At home, even though my brothers and I would help Dad with landscaping the yard

and refinishing the house, I did not enjoy wiring the walls and soldering pipes. And as far as school was concerned, I couldn’t

stand those do-it-yourself-type classes. My alternative was a course called “Distributive Education” (I still have no idea

what that means), which consisted of selling in the

 school store and decorating windows, among other equally taxing activities. What it also meant was that I ended up in one

of the only classes that had girls in them. Moreover, at one point my instructor, Mrs. Miller, suggested that I think about

enrolling in the beauty course down the hall, because I was so good with people. I seriously considered the idea. But it would be a couple of years before I felt comfortable enough to take

the plunge.




Fortunately, there were bright moments in the grayish haze of my high school years. As part of the co-op plan for one of my

study courses (marketing, advertising, and display), we were given jobs in related fields. One of mine was as a part-time

clerk at a grocery chain. I can’t say I learned much from the experience, but the extra income I earned helped keep me in

some groovy clothes and allowed me to indulge in some very expensive haircuts for the time. (Can you imagine a teen caring

enough back in the early seventies to get his hair clipped for thirty-five to sixty-five dollars a pop?) Once I finally graduated,

I went to work in a barbeque grill factory, and during the weekends I would hang out with friends who had formed their own

band. At that time I was studying sound engineering at Electric Lady Studio in Greenwich Village, and I would have stayed

in the area if the education part hadn’t been so expensive. Instead I took what was left of my earnings, combined with a welfare

check and some food stamps (times were hard), and moved with a friend to a fourth-floor walk-up on the Upper East Side of

Manhattan. By taking a weekend job at an after-hours club I managed to have just enough money left over every month to take

that fateful first step and finally enroll in a beauty school.
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I have to say the reality of the required thousand hours of beauty school was not all that I had hoped it would be. I ended

up learning more from practical experience and outside opportunities. And in this regard I may have been luckier than other students. My roommate at the time, Willie Chu, was working as an assistant

for photographer Ara Gallant (who had himself begun years before as a hairstylist), and on many occasions I would accompany

him to shoots. I loved it! There was always some model like Janice Dickenson, Iman, or Apollonia being photographed for Italian

Vogue or Interview, and Ara’s amazing work and tutelage became major influences on my career. I would assist around the set and eventually started

doing hair myself when another good friend, Rory, was booked. Rory was a hair and makeup artist who, along with his companion

Fernando, worked out of an Act II salon. On my off-hours from school I worked with them and learned how to relax, straighten,

perm, and double process hair better than I did in any of my classes. Upon graduation, I continued on at Act II. Then, in

the summer of 1980, I went to work as an apprentice stylist at Vidal Sassoon. The place was like precision-haircutting boot

camp, but it was fantastic. How could it not be? It was the time when the new-wave group Flock of Seagulls, with their wild

hairstyles, and the “wedge” cut were at the peak of their popularity.
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The following summer, I moved on to the John Dellaria salon. John is considered a hairstylist’s stylist, and working there

was quite interesting coming on the heels of Sassoon, because John specialized in a sort of anti-precision haircut (he would

give someone a cut that looked like a bob in front and surprise you with something like a hair explosion in the back). I stayed

there through the mid-eighties, becoming his top stylist and creative director (basically in charge of the image of the salon

and teaching the stylists all the latest techniques and cuts).






Then, by late 1985, I became part of a hairstyling revolution of my own. I and fellow Dellaria stylists Danilo and Oribe,

joined by Eric Gabriel and Losi, jumped ship and started the salon Oribe at Parachute. At the time, Oribe’s partner, Omar,

asked me if I was interested in taking on managerial and educational duties similar to the ones I had done for John in this

new venture; I jumped at the chance. It was the beginning of the ascent for all of us into the fashion limelight. My own really

came about after a good friend, editor Paul Cavaco, introduced me to photographer Eric Bowman—yes, of that Cindy Crawford shoot; amazingly, Eric booked me immediately the next day for the start of a series of German Vogue covers, which ended up including supermodels Linda Evangelista, Paulina Porizkova, and Stephanie Seymour. (I guess the pictures

of Cindy didn’t turn out quite as bad as I thought).




I stayed with Oribe and crew right up to 1990, then left and went to Pierre Michel (at the Plaza). Finally, in 1992, I opened

up with the Peter Coppola salon (again as creative director). In addition, I maintain an editorial and advertising schedule

that allows me to work with a loyal following of clients, and I see new ones on a regular basis. (Even though it may seem

like stylists move around quite a bit, in this business mobility is a part of the game; it keeps you fresh with new ideas.)




In the last few years, I began to compile and write down all the techniques I have used throughout my professional career.

(This became necessary while doing a stint as cyber-editor for American Salon magazine and working as resident hair guru on the Lifetime show Wired.) Once I had all the materials collected, it dawned on me that they might make a book. Personally and professionally, I was

frustrated by the lack of what I considered accessible and interesting information on the field of hairstyling. So I made

it a point to gather everything together and combine it in an attractive and interesting format, expecting to accomplish that

very thing. I hope I’ve succeeded. However, the bottom line is not whether I have pleased myself, but if I am able to get

you to understand and enjoy the ongoing processes of styling and living with your hair.






a bit of hair-story page 12: This shot was taken “behind the scenes” at one of my very first jobs (at least twenty years ago, yikes!). It was outside

in Central Park, New York, and the temperature was about thirty degrees. How the model could keep smiling was beyond me.




page 14: One of many times I have worked with gorgeous Elizabeth Hurley (this was for Estée Lauder, taken by Torkil Gudnason). By

the way, this is the second hairstyle done that day. Turn to page 114 to see the first.




page 15: Legendary songstress Nona Hendryx, who started out as a customer of mine at John Dellaria and ended up as one of my closest

friends. Much of the style was done using temporary hair extensions. to the right: A lighthearted moment, backstage at a Donna Koran runway show. Photograph by Michel Arnaud.




along the edges: A gathering of some of my favorite magazine covers.
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locktalk




Here is something I want you to consider the next time you think about your hair: The images you see in magazines, in movies,

and on television are something of a fiction. At the very minimum, there are at least five people behind every editorial photo

of a model—the photographer, his or her assistants, the makeup artist, the clothing stylist, maybe a manicurist, not to mention

the studio personnel, maybe a prop person, the people back at the magazine, and, of course, the hairstylist, and oh! don’t

forget the retoucher—and usually twice (sometimes even five to ten times) that for every commercial. And if you have more

than one model or actress, these numbers can more than double. If you take into account how your hair behaves and looks normally,

even under the best of circumstances, you begin to see the large discrepancy between fantasy (basically, all the above media

images) and reality. I bring this point up not to deride a business that I am very proud and excited to be a part of, just

to clarify that these images are meant to provoke and inspire us. And in order for them to do that, some liberties must be

taken. But as far as I am concerned, they are never created intentionally to cause anxiety or disappointment with what you

have.




Fortunately, most people do not look at hair and hairstyles in the same way they once did. It used to be that you would have

your hair cut and configured into the latest version of a favorite celebrity’s hair, regardless of whether or not the look

really suited you or your hair. (The fact that you might not be able to successfully re-create it on your own was also cause

for much more unhappiness than the situation called for.) Thankfully, this does not go on anymore, or at least not in the

same way. Sure, you may want to look like Cindy Crawford or Halle Berry, but you’re looking to re-create a mood more than an exact duplication of the hairstyle itself. In general, that’s because hairstyling now takes into consideration

the importance of hair texture, both literally and figuratively. We are now going for both a look and a feel with our hair at the same time. Furthermore, there is a better understanding of the limitations and possibilities inherent in each different texture (from rough to smooth and everything in between), and that knowledge is

the key to styling (and living with) our hair successfully. With a little care, consideration, and information, the choices

are far more abundant than we once thought.




∼ To get this Rasta-inspired look on all three models took a lot of time and patience, but it wasn’t really that hard to do.

I just grouped the hair into sections (about one inch wide each) and started twisting and back combing. It’s totally bad for

your hair, but so much fun. Just hope you’re not the one left combing it out!
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∼ They say one picture is worth a thousand words. Well, how about two? Ashley Judd is one of those women with whom I have

had the pleasure to work on numerous occasions who can go from one extreme of the beauty spectrum to the other and come out

looking stunning either way. Here, she’s sporting a short, natural cut. Adorable. Now turn to page 141 for a look at her with

bleach-blond locks. A knockout in any guise.


By writing and putting together this book, I hope to tear down the mystique surrounding hair (creating the illusion that only

a chosen few know its cherished secrets) and show you how easy it is to take care of and work with. Since I can’t consult

with each and every one of you individually, I have tried to make the information as generally helpful as possible. Presented in the form of a workbook (or even a cookbook), the steps are all laid out for you. All you

have to do is follow along, adding an extra dash of this here and maybe not putting in so much of that there (of course, according

to your individual hair type and needs), and only if the mood suits you. I hope that by the time you reach the end, you’ll

understand that successful individual hair care is not about a handful of magician’s tricks and that the power to control

unruly, unmanageable, or unworkable hair was there all along, waiting for you to take charge.
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hair apparent





What is the one thing you notice when you meet people for the very first time? As you might guess, I notice their hair. In

fact, within a matter of seconds, I will have taken into account whether their hair is in good condition or bad, if the style

is right for them, if the color is natural, and so on. However, even though you might have said something like the eyes, I

wouldn’t be surprised if you hadn’t already taken for granted that the person had a nice head of hair. Now why is this? My

feeling is that what great hair does best for a person may be more subliminal than overt. Really good hair acts like the frame

on a beautiful painting, not overwhelming or upstaging the artistry it surrounds.




But in order to “frame” your looks successfully, you need to know what you’re dealing with and how best to work with what

you’ve got. In this chapter I’m going to give you some basic facts about your hair. However, I must qualify a few things before

we get started. For one, I do not want to be presumptuous about anything or make gross generalizations about your hair. In

addition, throughout the book I have made an effort not to be stereotypical in how I represent different types of beauty (and

how hair should be worn by any ethnic type). However, the four women I use to illustrate the basic hair types (straight, wavy,

curly, and kinky) in this chapter do fit a preconcieved mold. My thought was that in order to impart the most information

in the least amount of space, I should give people what they expect to see, but acknowledge that no one individual necessarily

fits exactly into a single category.




∼ clockwise, from top left: the four basic hair groups—straight, wavy, kinky, and curly.
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getting to the root of it




Some scientists believe that as mankind evolved and lost most of our excess body hair, what remained on our scalps was nature’s

way of protecting and insulating the skull and the brain. This may or may not be true, but what is certain is that hair is

an organic substance (keratin) that is manufactured within the root of each individual hair follicle. Similar in composition

to nails (both of them dead matter once they reach the surface), hair is, fortunately, much more malleable and resilient.
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