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Introduction




    To most people, if not the overwhelming majority, the idea of a balding man re-growing hair naturally, without transplants, products or drugs, would be considered, not only improbable, but more or less impossible.




    The fact is, not only is hair re-growth very possible, it is very probable that it can and will grow back. All that is required is understanding, knowledge, patience, and a daily commitment to making it happen.




    Why do I say that? Because I’ve done it. Not only have I grown back my own hair, after being diagnosed with Male Pattern Baldness, I’ve taught others how to grow their hair back as well. Furthermore, I grew back my hair without any drugs, products, surgery or gimmicks whatsoever. That’s right. Nothing other than a simple, powerful method that I learned almost thirty five years ago.




    However, it wasn’t only the method I learned that enabled me to completely reverse my hair loss while still in my early twenties. I firmly believe that the real reason I was able to reverse my balding and re-grow my hair was because of the understanding and knowledge that I gained of exactly why I was losing my hair, and why it could and would grow back.




    I never stopped believing that it would happen, which is why I never gave up searching for answers. Somehow, I knew the answer was out there, contrary to what the so-called “experts” would have me believe, and I was absolutely determined to find it. And find it, I did.




    This is my story.


  




  

    
Teenage Years




    As a teenager in the late seventies, living in and around Toronto, Canada, the last thing I was concerned about was going bald. Life was fun and exciting.




    Music had been a personal passion of mine since I was a child, and I was about to embark on my own musical journey—learning how to play the guitar. Losing my hair at a young age was, in a strange way, beneficial in forging my commitment to studying music and learning to play. And ironically, it was studying music that gave me the solitude I needed to take on the challenge that I would soon face in my battle with Male Pattern Baldness. A battle in which I would ultimately triumph.




    I had been financially independent from a relatively young age. I had dropped out of high school after completing grade eleven and commenced a four year apprenticeship program through a local community college as a tool and die maker/general machinist. I had been working full time since the age of seventeen at my aunt and uncle’s manufacturing plant. They were both Hungarian immigrants, as were my father and birth mother.




    My father, stepmother, aunt and uncle all worked at the plant together, so there was always family members close by. With my father and uncle, both of who were skilled journeymen tool and die makers, as my mentors, I had begun paving the way to a reasonably well paid career by developing a valuable skill set that would serve me well over the coming years.




    It was around the age of twentyone when my battle with Male Pattern Baldness began, and it would quietly rage on for the next four grueling years.




    It was at this age that I became increasingly anxious about my hair. The thinning was not only noticeable to me, but other people were beginning to comment as well. My family and friends had started to tell me that I was going to go bald at a young age. Most of the time the comments were offhanded or said jokingly, but it was really starting to bother me.




    My doctor had diagnosed me with Male Pattern Baldness and had told me that I was going bald and there was nothing that could be done about it. The overall health of my hair was becoming noticeably poor, seemingly by the day. It was dry and brittle with no life or body whatsoever. This was very distressing to me. I knew that the health of my hair was deteriorating and something had to be done. I just didn’t know what.




    To try to cover it up, I wore a baseball cap all the time, no matter where I went or what I did. I had started to develop a reputation as the guy who always wore a ball cap. People would comment that they’d never seen me without a ball cap on. As the thinning became more obvious, I began to withdraw further inward to the point of near depression. I became reclusive, not wanting to socialize or visit friends. I just stayed home in my safe, little world, wallowing in my own misery.




    One day I decided that, since I was staying at home after work all the time anyways, I might as well do something constructive. I began to get serious about learning to play the guitar and, at the same time, I made a commitment to myself to do something about my hair loss. I made the decision that I was not going to go bald. I began searching out various hair restoration methods and tried to learn as much as I could about why I was losing my hair, with the limited resources and information available to me at that time. I felt encouraged simply by the fact that I now had something that I could work towards every day.




    Practicing guitar gave me the cover for my personal struggle with Male Pattern Baldness. Whenever my friends would call me up and ask me what I was doing or to invite me out somewhere, I would always use the excuse that I was going to stay at home and practice guitar. That’s exactly what I did.




    It didn’t take long to find out that, as I became more desperate about my hair loss, I was also becoming more vulnerable and naïve when it came to possible solutions. I began seeking out consultations with so-called “experts”. The first of these solutions, was a very interesting experience and valuable lesson, which I didn’t truly appreciate until many years later.




    I’d frequently seen advertisements for a particular hair loss clinic in the local newspaper, and I decided to make an appointment to check it out. It was late on a Friday afternoon, and I was sitting in a chair across the desk from the first “expert”, out of several that I would eventually come to meet. He wore a white coat like a doctor would wear and seemed very confident and knowledgeable when it came to hair growth and why men went bald.




    After a brief analysis of my scalp and hair, he proceeded to run his fingers from front to back through my hairline, clasped his fingers together and abruptly yanked his hand upwards. Between his fingers were many strands of hair that he had pulled out of my scalp. He pointed out that at the bottom of the hair shafts that he was holding between his fingers were small, white pieces of dead scalp tissue and that this was an indication of a very unhealthy scalp.




    We agreed that I would begin a treatment program straight away and that I would be required to make the trip to his clinic downtown once a week. The cost was thirty dollars a week and included a vigorous scalp stimulation session in the clinic, with what I later dubbed the Tesla Rod, and the application of two small glass vials of strong smelling potions, one yellow and one pink, that I was to apply and massage into my scalp at home every other day.




    He then led me into another room, sat me down in a chair in front of a mirror and produced a rather strange looking, handheld device that resembled a modified curling iron made of glass. It had a handle on one end with an electrical cord that plugged into a standard wall socket. The handle looked like it was made of rubber and had a long, clear glass shaft, at the end of which was a concave-shaped glass disc about two inches in diameter. He plugged it into the wall socket, and a bluish-purple electrical current started to shoot out the end. He told me not to worry, that it wouldn’t hurt in any way, and that the electrical current and vigorous rubbing would stimulate the hair follicles.




    He proceeded to vigorously rub the top of my head, electrical pulses shooting into my scalp, until it was beet red, and I was nearly in tears. It wasn’t so much that it was painful, but it was difficult to endure stimulation of that intensity for what seemed like an eternity, but in reality was probably no more than two or three minutes.




    When he was finished, the entire top of my head was vibrating and tingly. He then instructed his assistant to brush and style my hair, which by now was a tangled mess, and gave me instructions as to how to massage the two vials of liquid I was taking home into my scalp. We made an appointment for the following week at the same time, and I paid the assistant the thirty dollar fee.




    I clearly recall sitting on the subway on the way back home, my scalp still red and vibrating from the stimulation treatment of the Tesla Rod. With my two vials of potion neatly tucked away in my coat pocket, and thirty dollars out of my weekly paycheck gone, I had to sneak into my basement apartment without my roommates or landlady asking why I was so late getting home on a Friday night after work. I simply didn’t want to have to explain to anyone that I was trying to find a solution to my hair loss woes.




    The trick now was not only getting home and stashing the vials of liquid, but because of its very strong, sharp smell, I had to figure out how to apply it so nobody in the household would notice. Since I lived in a townhouse with three other boys, my landlady, and myself, this would prove to be a challenge.




    Soon enough, I was able to work out a routine whereby I could apply the potion to my scalp directly after my shower, either shortly after arriving home from work, or later in the evening before going to bed. The instructions I was given were to pour a few drops onto my scalp and massage with the fingertips for a few minutes.




    Although there was a noticeable improvement in the quality of my hair, after a few months of applying the potion and weekly trips into the city, there was still no signs of any new hair growth. Furthermore, the gentleman at the clinic could give me no indication at all as to how long it would be before I began to see any new hair growth, or even if there would be any at all.




    At thirty dollars a week, a sizeable percentage of my disposable income in the early 1980s, I started to get the feeling that I was spending money and not getting any closer to seeing new hair growth. I wouldn’t learn until much later, and after a lot more money had been spent, that there was no need for the potions I was rubbing into my scalp.
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