




















[image: image]





















Also by Jill Conner Browne




The Sweet Potato Queens’ Guide to Raising Children for Fun and Profit




The Sweet Potato Queens’ First Big-Ass Novel: Stuff We Didn’t Actually Do, but Could Have, and May Yet (with Karin Gillespie)




The Sweet Potato Queens’ Wedding Planner/Divorce Guide




The Sweet Potato Queens’ Field Guide to Men: Every Man I Love Is Either Married, Gay, or Dead




The Sweet Potato Queens’ Big-Ass Cookbook (and Financial Planner)




God Save the Sweet Potato Queens




The Sweet Potato Queens’ Book of Love


























[image: image]
Simon & Schuster
 1230 Avenue of the Americas
 New York, NY 10020




Copyright © 2009 by Jill Conner Browne




All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever. For information address Simon & Schuster Subsidiary Rights Department, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020




This is essentially a work of nonfiction. However, many names and details of the characters have been changed, and some events and characters have been conflated or fictionalized.




SIMON & SCHUSTER and colophon are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.




Sweet Potato Queens® is a registered trademark of Jill Conner Browne.




The Sweet Potato Queens® characters, names, titles, logos, and all related indicia are trademarks of Jill Conner Browne and/or SPQ, Inc. All trademarks, trade names, trade dress, logos, or other discriminating marks, and indicia associated with Jill Conner Browne, the Sweet Potato Queens®, SPQ, Inc., and the Sweet Potato Queens’ Website, LLC, are owned by Jill Conner Browne and/or SPQ, Inc. and may not be used without expressed prior written permission from Jill Conner Browne and/or SPQ, Inc.




Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data




Browne, Jill Conner.
      American thighs: the Sweet Potato Queens’ guide to preserving your assets / Jill Conner Browne.
           p. cm.
      1. Aging—Humor. 2. Women—Humor. I. Title. II. Title: Sweet Potato Queens’ guide to preserving your assets.
      PN6231.A43B76   2009
      818'.5402—dc22                2008030675




ISBN-13: 978-1-4165-9435-2
ISBN-10: 1-4165-9435-3




Visit us on the World Wide Web: 
http://www.SimonSays.com






















Acknowledgments










When my very first book, The Sweet Potato Queens’ Book of Love, was published, everybody, from family and friends to folks in the media, wanted to know “what’s next.” And I laughingly told them all that what I envisioned was a sort of “Nancy Drew” series, a seemingly endless stream of sagas about the Sweet Potato Queens—never dreaming it would actually come to pass. And yet here we are with book #8. Wow. It took a lot more than a village, lemme tell you—so here’s this biggest THANK-YOU in the world to:


[image: image] My ever cute and talented agent, Jenny Bent of Trident Media Group, who continues to be my invaluable friend, ally, and thinker-upper-of-stuff-for-me-to-do.


[image: image] David Rosenthal, Denise Roy, Julia Prosser, Nicole De Jackmo, Kate Anofski, Deb Darrock, Aileen Boyle, Victoria Meyer, Leah Wasielewski, Sybil Pincus, Jackie Seow, and Dana Sloan—the esteemed and attractive team at Simon & Schuster who labor tirelessly on my behalf. I would also like to say a special thank-you to Honi Werner for her brilliant covers on The First Big-Ass Novel and The Guide to Raising Children for Fun and Profit, and to Janet Perr for stepping up to the plate and knocking it over the fence with the cover of this book.


[image: image] Kyle Jennings and the staff at Bad Dog Management for innumerable services rendered, both mentionable and otherwise.


[image: image] Alycia Jones and Sarajean Babin, who, along with their Spud Studs Russell and Mike, respectively, keep everything at www.sweetpotatoqueens.com going…somehow.


[image: image] Theo Costas, John Rein, and the whole staff at Southern Beverage in Jackson, Mississippi, for their tremendous support of the SPQ® Million Queen March™. Show your own appreciation—buy somebody a Bud today, and get yourself a couple as well!


[image: image] Jennifer Wall—the best little winemaker in the world—for bringing her fabulous Barefoot Wines and Bubbly—not to mention her very own Queenly self—to the SPQ® Million Queen March™.


[image: image] Patty and Jeff Christie of Patty Peck Honda in Jackson, Mississippi, for their generous support of the SPQ® Million Queen March™: has there EVER been a better time to drive a Honda? Get yours from these Queen-friendly folks!


[image: image] Our very dear friend Henry Cooper, at Country Pleasin’ Meats, who gave us the first annual Big-Ass Barbecue after the Parade this year. YUM and thank you!


[image: image] Kenny Windham, Jan Michaels, and the whole crazy bunch at Clear Channel Radio in Jackson, Mississippi, for their overwhelming support all year long.


[image: image] Liza and Rick Looser and their band of geniuses at the Cirlot Agency for TEN YEARS of brilliance that can be observed at www.sweetpotatoqueens.com!


[image: image] The entire staff at the Hilton Jackson for cheerfully catering to the every whim of about ten thousand or so crazy women from all over the world on the third weekend of every March. Y’all are crazy—but in such a good way.


[image: image] To the Royalest and Loyalest Court any Queen ever had—Cynthia Speetjens, Melanie Jeffreys, Pippa Jackson, Katie Werdel, George Ewing, Ellyn Weeks, Martha Jean Alford, and Robin Mitchell—who make it more fun every year, which ought to be impossible but apparently isn’t.




[image: image] To all of YOU—Queens everywhere, all over the world—who not only find, buy, read, and love my books but also share your unbelievably hilarious stories and heart-stoppingly fattening recipes with me—mmmmwaaaahh!






















For Smokey Davis—who always insisted on being
 mentioned in my books. You left us way too soon, darlin’—
 and you took way too many good recipes with you.





















Contents






Introduction








1. Hair of the Dog Is Actually a Drink, Not a Coiffure








2. Hit & Run on Memory Lane








3. No Matter What Skin You’re In








4. Close Your Eyes and I’ll Kiss You








5. Tiny Woman Repents, Vows to Eat Cheese, Pies








6. Howdy, Sports Fans








7. Fashion








8. Who Exactly Calls the Wind “Mariah”?








9. Ja-Ja Ga-Boa








10. Dear God, Please Send Children








11. Travel










12. Security Level: Fuchsia








13. Onward, Through the Fog








14. Still Men—After All These Years








15. Give Me a Wham! Give Me a Bam!








16. Help Is Close at Hand








17. Living Will








18. Our De-luxe Apartment Awaits








19. Everything Old Is Cute Again








20. Love Among the Ruins








21. Eat What You Like and Die Like a Man








22. F-F-F-F-F-T After Fifty


















Introduction










Although this book falls into the “NONFICTION” category, on account of I didn’t make any of it up, I hope you are not looking to, like, LEARN a bunch of FACTS from it. If that was your expectation, then I hope that you have at least already paid for this book and that it is nonreturnable on account of my Plastic Surgery Fund needs all the help it can get. I am not a doctor nor do I play one on TV. There will be no medical advice herein—with the exception of repeated exhortations for you to “GO TO THE DOCTOR, YOU IDIOT.” I hope you find that helpful.




This is sort of a Handbook and a Memoir for the Hot and Flashy—from the time we first felt the urge to put mascara on an eyelash and then bat it at somebody to the most recent time we looked in the mirror and tugged back on our neck and face skin to see what it would look like if we had a little “work” done. From the too-brief time in our youth that we actually looked “hot” and could pull off “flashy” without seeming pathetic—to the seemingly endless time in our later years when we only FEEL hot and that comes in flashes with buckets of sweat.




I will not be offering much in the way of “remedies” for anything that ails you—other than, hopefully, laughter, which I do believe is good for that, whatever it is.




I’m writing, of course, from the only perspective available to me—that of a woman completely stunned, stupefied, and not a little discombobulated and discomfited by the fact that she has personally passed into the latter range of that spectrum, and I’m writing with several goals in mind: to provide some much-needed laughs for my companions on the Twilight Path and some even-more-needed WARNINGS for our daughters, who are careening, willy-nilly and faster-than-they-will-ever-believe, in our direction. I hope to help some folks misspend their middle ages as blissfully as we misspent our youth and I hope to help keep some of the youngsters from spending their middle ages in bad relationships, jobs they hate, and/or prison (which is actually almost redundant).




To say that Youth is wasted on the Young has got to be THE understatement of all time. But a few too many of us are also not exactly taking advantage of all the wisdom we have supposedly been racking up in our inexorable trudge into Geezerdom. Appearances might suggest that some of us may not have learned ANYTHING of pith or import since we survived puberty.




If one is at all influenced by the cover stories on magazines available in the checkout lane at the grocery store, one could be convinced of one thing: Life Pretty Much Peaks in the Seventh Grade.




While waiting to pay for my weekly mountain of groceries, I gave a cursory glance to three different magazines—one for hip teens, one for hot twenties to forties, and one for perky geezers—and I was agog.




The teens were offered detailed instructions on achieving a HAIRSTYLE that would “get them what they wanted”—an arrangement of the hairs on their heads that would bring them all manner of success.




Hairstyle A would get them a job—not just “a” job, but THE job, the best one EV-ER. My husband, The Cutest Boy in the World, used to be a Human Resource Manager—he has never mentioned having studied cosmetology as a part of his education for this job. How did he know which candidate to hire without this info on Hot Hairstyles? And it couldn’t be just a one-shot class either—hairstyles change—it would have to be a continuing education series for everyone in HR, would it not? Otherwise, the people with the best hair might not actually be selected for all the plum positions in Corporate America. And THEN what would happen? This could explain a lot about our current economy if you think about it.




Select B and you would instantly become irresistible to that certain guy. Okay, this could work. If all the guys who will date someone simply because of their great hairdos could be matched up with all the girls who will date somebody because they drive a hot car—well, it would take a whole big wad of Truly Shallow people out of the Dating Pool and that would have to be a boon to humankind.




Hairdo C promised you fame. I can’t right off think of anybody who got famous only because of their hair—except for Rapunzel, there was her, but hey, happened once, could happen again, I guess. (Godiva does NOT count—nobody woulda cared about her hair if she hadn’t been naked underneath it.)




But D, now, D was probably the one most often selected by teen girls across the USA. And I have to admit, it’s the one that tempted me.




If you styled your hair like D, you would become known far and wide as The “IT” Girl. Oh. My. God. The IT Girl. I could be The IT Girl? And all it will take is this hairdo? I am so ready to be this, I am tempted to buy the magazine on the spot. Won’t my friends and family be amazed when suddenly everybody in the world wants to look just like me—because I am THE IT GIRL? I grabbed the magazine off the rack and flipped it open to see for myself these amazingly powerful hairstyles, and of course there was a catch. FIRST you have to have about 850 times more hair on your head than I have on my whole body combined and it has to be thick and lustrous and very shiny. It also has to be about three feet long and platinum-blond. I am so not going to be The IT Girl by morning—or by the end of time as we know it. I imagine I am not the only one with dashed hopes in this regard.




My brief exam of the World Domination through Hairdos article did not give any info on which particular segments of the population (in this country or abroad) are especially susceptible to being held in total thrall by the Powerfully Coiffed, so if you do happen to be one of those individuals bountifully blessed by the Hair Gods/Goddesses and therefore capable of achieving and maintaining a Dominating Do, there was no hint as to where you might need go to sign up for The Job, to meet That Guy, or to catch the eye of any of the media, let alone commence being The IT Girl.




I’m sorry to be the one to tell you this—if you bought that magazine and have been disappointed by the overwhelming lack of worldwide response to your new hairdo—but I think you’ve been had.




Also in the publication for Hot Teens, there was one section devoted to teen boys who were invited to write in with questions about their own bodies. Who is surprised that there was a “size” question? Who is surprised that, once again, the response was “it doesn’t matter”? Who agrees with that? Same answer for all of the above: nobody.




The magazine for hot twenties to forties promised to tell me what my hairstyle reveals about me as a person. (Besides the easily observable facts that I am inept, lazy, and have only about four hairs, and not particularly thick, lustrous, and/or shiny ones at that.) Of course, I had to flip that one open to see what my constant ponytail was telling the world about my innermost thoughts, and I was somewhat tickled to learn that ponytail wearers are considered to be quite hot in the sack. Yay, me!




But then I read on regarding the other dos and discovered that all the other hairstyles also revealed the sexy nature of the woman. What it eventually boiled down to, as far as I could tell, is that all women with hair on their heads of any kind are just rarin’ to go, night and day. (Clearly, some guy wrote this, hoping to work a little subliminal suggestion on us.)




That was certainly a letdown, to discover that there was nothing special about me and my ratty-ass ponytail after all. I sought solace and inspiration from the “Spiritual” section in the same magazine. The way the table of contents described it, it sounded as if they had a full-time goddess on the payroll, dispensing life-changing nuggets of wisdom as needed. Okay—hook me up. I eagerly flipped over to her page and I am totally 100 percent NOT kidding you—this is what it said: “SASSY SAYING: MEOW.”




Right off the bat, I gotta tell you, I HATE the word sassy. People are always trying to get me to buy clothes that are “sassy” or get a “sassy” haircut or come meet up with some other people, all of whom are just as “sassy” as they can be. I am NOT sassy, have not ever been sassy, nor do I aspire to be nor could I ever fool anybody anywhere into perceiving me to be sassy if I wanted to which I don’t. I actively RESIST sass in all its forms and mutations. “Sassy” evokes a response in me much like “good luck” brought out in Holden Caulfield. I just wanna smack you upside your sassy head with a big ole sassy sack full of sassy rocks.




“Sassy” sounds cute and perky and swishy—bouncy hair, giggly voice, big crinkly petticoats, patent leather shoes. If you tried to make me sassy, I would look like the world’s biggest fifth grader. A big oaf in a sassy suit. I don’t wanna hang out with sassy people because the disparity between their sassiness and my non-is too great and glaring. I appear even larger than I actually am—which is huge. Plus I often find their perkiness to be a tad too much on the little-yap-dog side for me personally. I like my people—and my dogs—a little more laid-back.




So anyway, I was taken aback by the whole idea that their big goddess guru was offering me an axiom with a lead-in containing the word sassy—I cannot recall ever coming across references to SASSY, pro or con, in any spiritual-type book of ANY persuasion. I have actually met THE Dalai Lama in person and heard him speak, and as hilarious as he was, he never used sassy even ONE TIME in his whole talk. (Perhaps he’ll work it into future talks since it seems to be quite the buzzword these days.)




But I was completely floored to further discover that the “mantra” their Spiritual Writer was serving up was your basic, unadulterated “MEOW.” Meow? What does that even purport to MEAN in that context? Once again I am faced with the Question that has dogged me my entire life on this planet—WHAT WERE THEY THINKING? I can tell you what I am thinking—I am thinking that ALL of these magazine articles are written by the seventh-grade class at a New York junior high school.




At this point, I am GLAD I’m no longer young. I am relieved at having finally come to accept the truth about my hair—it will never BE full and foxy, no matter what the Fall Forecast for Hair Fashion may dictate. I am thankful that my next book contract will not be influenced in any way by my hairstyle or lack thereof. (Unless the publisher is a ponytail freak, in which case, I am SO IN.) I don’t think I ever in my life “got a man” because of my hair—I hope not anyway. That’s just not much to live up to, is it?




I am feeling much smarter, more highly evolved, on a lofty spiritual plane—quite smug in my antisassiness and near-baldness. At least I know that even a well-placed “meow” avail-eth little, unless you’re in dire need of a saucer of milk.




So what did the near-geezer mag have to offer me, a qualified reader? Two titillating headlines on the cover grabbed my eye immediately. First, there was an article on “waist management”—har-de-har-har—“waist”—get it? and THEN—even better—find a therapist near you.




Okay, so the magazine rack takes us straight from the seventh grade to welcoming Death with no indication that there was anything much in between. Surely there must be?




Is it possible that, as a species, we’re not actually capable of emotional growth past puberty? That if we live to be a hundred, we’ll be just as goofy as we were at thirteen? On the one hand, that’s depressing—on the other, it could be the best news ever. We could all just relax and accept our own personal igmonosity, and that of others would be far less irritating—if we just called bullshit on the whole idea of ever Growing Up and just eliminated all expectation of Maturity.




This may be an idea whose time has come—and what, you may well ask, does any of this have to do with THIGHS, American or otherwise, and the means by which we might strive to preserve these and any and all Other Assets? Excellent question.




Well, you prolly never really thought about it before but—when you do think about it—THIGHS (more specifically, women’s thighs) are really a major factor in just about every aspect of our daily lives. I would rank them second only to our hormones in level of importance and influence on the Universe as we know it.




I can hear you asking, “Is she SERIOUS?” Naaahhh, not really. However, I have found that thighs, most often my own, but not infrequently those of others as well, have, in fact, played and continue to play a fairly significant role in all phases of my life. (Thighs as birth control, for example. Pretty efficient when used [as in “closed”] regularly—but backup is highly recommended.) This is not a whole book about thighs, obviously, but I think the subject bears some examination—in terms of discussion only, of course; no way am I bringing out my actual THIGHS for examination—not even if you’re blind.
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Hair of the Dog Is Actually a Drink, Not a Coiffure










Of course, my OWN personal hairs, all four of them, would be rejected by any self-respecting dog and I’ve actually seen any number of dogs with whom I would happily trade hair, if they were to offer, but it has long been a source of confusion and amazement to me, the stuff that people with what I consider to be enviable hairs will do to ’em in what appears to be a deliberate attempt to fuck ’em up. Or perhaps they’ve had the feeling that they were just looking too damn smart and are just looking to “dumb down” their appearance as much as possible.




In 1979, Bo Derek did the impossible: she ran down a beach—in slow motion—in a very revealing swimsuit—in broad daylight, no less—in front of a MOVIE camera—and she looked mind-numbingly gorgeous doing it. There’s a logical explanation for her ability to do these things, of course: she sold her soul to the Devil. No mortal woman living in 1979 could have done such a thing. Sure, today you’ve got your Camerons and your Venuses—superstars of screen and sports—who have actual human bodies that could bear up to such baring, but exercise and healthful eating had not yet been invented in 1979. Bulimia hadn’t even been born yet. So there you have it, devil-spawn not human girl—no comparison. Aren’t you glad now you didn’t slash your wrists after you watched 10?




The other thing that the Bo-demon did that has wreaked havoc on humanity for lo, these many years, was she actually looked GOOD in that ridiculous hairdo. By the time you read this, it will have been a good thirty YEARS since that movie was released, and STILL TODAY, at least 78 percent of all tourists to tropical locales will come home with their hair in a Bo-Do and absolutely 100 percent, if not more, of them will look like complete morons.




This continues to mystify me. I mean, I can’t recall ever seeing a BLIND tourist with a Bo-Do, and that would be the only understandable explanation for it, to my way of thinking—if an unscrupulous beachside cosmetologist were to perpetrate this heinous hairdo on a vulnerable and unsuspecting visually impaired person. Because why would anybody with one or two WORKING eyeballs EVER submit themselves to it after having SEEN it done on someone else—on account of, in the EN-tire history of HAIR—not nobody, not no-how, ain’t NEVER looked GOOD in the Bo-Do, ’ceptin’ for the Bo herownself and she was a succubus so no fair.




I have never before or since seen in person another actual human person who I believe WOULD look good in the Bo-Do so I don’t think you should go off down there and be led, by Demon Rum or anybody else, to believe that YOU are the exception to this rule. If your friends think it would be funny to ply you with tequila and leave you passed out in the clutches of the Bo-Do person—well, I agree, it prolly will be pretty funny. But if they don’t also FORCE you to UN-do it before you board the homebound plane, they are really not your friends at all and your life will be immeasurably improved if you put them under a restraining order to keep them at an acceptable distance.




Even MEN fall prey to the Bo-Do, which has been perhaps an even greater unexplained mystery of the universe. Why would any GUY want to look like Bo Derek? Well, upon further consideration, I do know a few—quite a few—GAY men who would kill Barbra Streisand if doing so would enable them to look like Bo Derek, but they have, it must be said, even LESS of a chance at achieving this than any of US. And yet the island resorts are overpopulated with white males sporting Bo-Dos.




It does appear, thankfully, that the Moe-Do is dying away. For a while there every third guy you saw had his hair inexplicably styled like Moe—as in Three Stooges Moe. Now, there’s a look for you. Or maybe I’m missing something—was the legendary Moe reputed to be a major cocksman of his time? That might—no, that WOULD—explain it—men will do ANY-thing if they think it holds even a very remote possibility of leading them to the top of some woman’s thighs. So far, as far as I know, there ain’t no mountain high, ain’t no valley low, ain’t no river wide, no, and there ain’t no haircut hilarious—enough to discourage them in this, their lifelong relentless quest. Thank GOD.




So which one of you bitches tricked ’em into the new Gerber Baby–Do? Come on—fess up—I KNOW YOU DID IT! You cannot turn on a TV or open a magazine without having to look at some dumb-ass grown-up MAN—with all his hair combed into a VERTICAL POINT in the MIDDLE of his head. I am not kidding—go right now and look. Now TELL me you could take that guy seriously enough to wind up in bed with him. You can-NOT make me believe it. Next you’ll be telling me you’d do a three-way with Ed Grimley and Alfalfa! (If you’re too young to know who Ed Grimley is, Google him and get back to me. And if you’re THAT young, you REEEALLY don’t know who Alfalfa is, so Google him as well, but you gotta put in “The Little Rascals,” too, or you’re gonna get some kind of sprout instead of the world’s earliest-known nerd.)




So, whoever you are out there who’s convinced all these guys to commit this hair-trocity—why not push it a little further and get ’em to go all-out-Ed-Grimley and start wearing their pants up under their armpits and all? Come to think of it—that WOULD eliminate the proliferation of butt cracks we’ve been forced to view the last few years, revealed by the enduring but baffling “fad” of wearing your pants in such a way as to offer ease to anyone interested in making you their jailhouse bitch.




How THAT caught on is one of your REAL, big-time mysteries. And that is where it started—in prison—where belts are taboo—the male inmates wishing to establish an intimate connection with others would telegraph this fact by wearing their pants twenty-five sizes too big so that they were always pre-yanked down—got the word out and saved time and effort, too. Win-win.




Only somehow it mutated out into the free world, the result being that one cannot even indulge that time-honored tradition of dead-cat slinging without being presented with some guy’s nekkid butt crack, and when is the last time it was one you were glad you got to see?




Color at ANY Cost




I personally know of two (2) different women who have actually RISKED their very LIVES just to get a little bit blonder. My very own daughter, Bailey, was in the middle of having her blondness emphasized recently when a customer came careening into the shop, crying, “TAKE COVER! TAKE COVER! THERE’S A TORNADO!” And indeed, there was. Bailey said it was absolutely terrifying—they heard the telltale freight-train roar that survivors invariably describe after these horrific storms—they saw the roof blow off the building next to them, heard the explosion of all the cars’ windows in the parking lot—as they frantically raced to the back of the building to seek shelter. “Thank God you’re safe,” was naturally my response, to which SHE replied, “OMIGOD, Mom, yes, and Christa is so great, she was able to get us back there right by the sinks so when my timer went off, she could rinse me—I just knew I was going to get blown away with that bleach on my hair!”




I apologized for my shocking lapse—chagrined that I, her very own mother, could be so thoughtless that, upon learning she had suffered so close a brush with a killer storm, I did not first inquire as to what effect, if any, this whole experience might have had on the condition of her HAIR. My goodness, what a close call indeed. I didn’t say this to her, of course, not wishing to upset my high-strung child any further, but I trembled as I thought to myself, “Why, WHAT if she’d been late for her appointment and the whole salon had just been wiped off the parking lot? Christa—easily the best colorist in town—would have been blown to bits and, lord knows, it would have been waaaay too late for her to get in with any other reputable salon—she could have had darkish roots for WEEKS!” Man, you just never know what’s around that corner waiting for you, do you? Some serious life lessons for us all here—well, all of us who have color-assisted hair, anyway.




Our next Blond-ee was well into her process, foils on her head, timer set, when her Blond-er got a phone call. The ever-vigilant Blond-er shrewdly took the timer with her when she was summoned to the front of the shop to answer the call, so she didn’t run the risk of becoming distracted and leaving the blonding on too long, which can result in a nice SINK full of perfectly blonded hair—and a VERY crabby Blond-ee.




Long before the buzzer even went off, the Blond-er returned to her station, only to discover that her Blond-ee was, there is no way to sugarcoat this, throwing up BLOOD into the shampoo basin. Astutely observing that this was not your run-of-the-mill bad-hangover situation here but your genuine life-threatener, Blond-er rightly took it upon herownself to summon an ambulance for her Blond-ee in distress. Wouldn’t you KNOW it, the EMTs got there JUST as the timer went off.




Blond-ee flatly refused to get on the gurney until the Blond-er rinsed her out. She didn’t feel like it WAS her day to die, but by God, if it WAS, she wasn’t going out with black roots OR bald.




Well, they didn’t know they were headed out to put their lives on the line when they left the house for the beauty parlor that morning—but that’s the way it turned out, and you may be surprised to learn, as we do from these examples, that our strongest human drive is NOT, as previously thought, Survival but rather Blond Roots.




I apologize for the fact that I have not heard any similar tales of dedicated Brunettes—no, wait a minute, I do know one—and it’s a good’un, too! Okay, to be completely honest here, the perpetrator of this hirsute crime of passion was a natural-born brunette, although it did require some high-dollar salon work to perpetuate that condition at the time of this story.




Whoo-Hoo Hoo-Hoo!




Our dear friend and mentor, Miss Lydy—the very one who taught us in The Sweet Potato Queens’ Book of Love about the Five Men We Must Have in Our Lives at All Times—although, if you’ll recall, I did not give her actual credit for it in that book, thinking, WRONGLY—SOOO VERY, VERY WRONGLY—that Miss Lydy might be shy about having her name out there, attached to that story. Upon publication of that first book, I was informed, hotly so, by Miss Lydy that I’d best be givin’ credit where credit was due, first chance I got, and boy-hidee, did I ever! Next book out—God Save the Sweet Potato Queens—I made sure I not only acknowledged, I verbally bowed and scraped before the feet of, the exalted Most High Miss Lydy. And, true to form, she not only forgave my lapse but gave me more fodder.




Now, Miss Lydy was, truth be told, a tad bit older than most of us who hung around worshipping her. I’m not real sure if anybody was actually well informed as to her age, but she did allow as to how she did have her some REEEALLY old friends. She was laughing fit to kill one day as she hung up the phone from talking to one of ’em. Seems the Old Friend Girlene had her a new Old Beau who had been sparkin’ her along quite regular and Girlene was thinking that Tonight might just be The Night and she was all excited but then she remembered something that sorta debloomed her rose, at least temporarily—but, as is so typical of her resourceful generation, no sooner had the problem presented itself than she had thought up—and executed—the very cleverest of solutions.




Miss Lydy was almost laughing too hard to explain—almost. Okay, Girlene was all hot and six kinds of ready for a very-long-awaited trot until she remembered that it had, in fact, been a really long wait in between suitors—so long she couldn’t really precisely say that she could right off remember when she had Received Her Last Gentleman Caller but she was pretty sure that whenever it was, she had still possessed a full crop of down-there hair that matched her hair-hair, black for black.




Now, here she was, however many years later, and her hair-hair was still as black as black could ever hope to be—but her hoo-hoo hair was, well, GONE. It had done got tired a-waitin’ and flown the hoo-hoo coop. And now she had a bona fide Gentleman Caller and here she sat with her head full of bootblack hair and her hoo-hoo bald as an egg. What to do? What to do?




They don’t call ’em the Greatest Generation for NOTHIN’, you know! She did what anybody with an ounce of spunk and a brand-new Sharpie would do! She drew some on!




A lesser woman woulda blown Jack Daniel’s out her nose upon hearing that story, but Miss Lydy would NEVER waste good whiskey. Nor would she keep a PRICELESS story to herself. I expressed my own personal hope that somebody told Girlene the truth that would relieve her mind and save her Sharpies—that what she was sitting on was a PAIN-FREE, ALL-NATURAL Brazilian! I was assured, with a derisive snort, that “they read Cosmo, TOO, y’know!” Girlene just thought the old boy might need some kind of landmark until he sorta got the lay of the land, so to speak.




Sadly, tragically, Miss Lydy is no longer with us. At least not where we can see her and hug her. But obviously, the woman was a force of nature—so I’ve NO DOUBT she’s with us—there’s no place big enough to HOLD her. Whenever I go to a play anywhere—but especially when I go to her beloved New Stage Theater in Jackson, Mississippi, where she starred in and stole many a show—I swear I can just hear her saying what she believed with all her might: “LOOK AT THIS! ISN’T THIS GREAT? PANTIES IN THE BUSHES—EVERYBODY’S SCREWING EVERYBODY! IT’S…THE THEATER!” Amen.






The Color Purple, Revisited




And then there’s Mary Katherine. She and Bailey have been friends for a goodly part of their young lives and you know how your kids have one or two friends that you just LOVE yourownself? Kids you would hang out with on your own—whether your kid was around or not? Mary Katherine is one of those kids—she’s destined to be one of those people—the ones whom EVERYBODY JUST LOVES. Mary Katherine is like my friend Katie who I’ve told you about—who is the World’s Most Perfect Person—literally every single person who has EVER MET Katie loves her to death. No, really, like we would DIE for her, she’s so perfect. Really. Mary Katherine is gonna be that same way. You just have to smile when you see her. Especially if you see her, like, now.




You would smile if you saw her now because she is completely purple—head to toe—hair, skin, nails—all but her teeth and the whites of her eyes—she is purple. Not blotchy or patchy—she’s a smooth, consistent, really quite lovely shade of purple. Like Blue Man Group—only just the one girl and purple. Like a Smurfette—only purple. The part in her hair is a bit vivid—kinda looks like maybe Girlene got after her with a neon purple Sharpie—but other than that, she is a perfect monochrome of purple.




It seems that Bailey went by to pick up Mary Katherine—who was still white at curbside but had some kind of goo on her hair, which she said she would deal with when they got to our house. Bailey said fine but they had to pick up Jodie on the way. Mary Katherine was getting just a wee bit antsy about whatever it was that was on her hair. So much so that upon entering our house, she bee-lined it straight into MY bathroom and hopped in the shower. Fortunately for all concerned, neither The Cutest Boy in the World nor I were in the shower at the time.




Jodie went upstairs to shower in Bailey’s bathroom and Bailey just flopped on MY bed—again, it was fortuitous that TCBITW and I were elsewhere that evening—turned on Law & Order and forgot about Mary Katherine for a time. Eventually, the sound of the continuously running shower registered in her brain and she realized that Mary Katherine had been in there for what seemed an inordinately long time. And about that time, the water stopped, the shower door opened, and the screaming began.




“BAILEY! BAILEY! BAILEY! OMIGOD! BAILEY!” And just as Jack McCoy was saying something really important to Lennie Briscoe, too. Bailey grudgingly hit the pause button and opened the door to the bathroom—and there before her stood a screaming, naked, purple girl. It was Mary Katherine—only purple and hysterical.




Mary Katherine learned—as did we all that night—that there is a most EXCELLENT reason why they have black shampoo sinks at beauty salons—and there is also a most EXCELLENT reason why they have you lean waaaay back and put your head over in there, and that same most EXCELLENT reason applies to how come they have you put on a smock over your clothes, and it’s why they wear gloves when they fool with your hair while it’s got the goo on it. That most EXCELLENT reason is that it’s DYE.




No one knows, no one will ever know—probably including Mary Katherine—exactly why it was that she wanted to dye her hair purple that night. But no one will ever forget it. Certainly not her—I don’t think anything in life will ever surprise her quite as much as realizing she had dyed her EN-tire body purple. Not Bailey—one is never really adequately prepared to segue with no preamble from a Jack McCoy monologue to a dripping purple screamer in your mother’s bathroom. Not the folks at the Cherokee who called her “Oompa-Loompa” all night. And not me either—I’ve got the purple shower to remind me.




Hair Today, Gone Momentarily




If Mother Nature had wanted you to have hair (anywhere), She would have given it to you (and left it there), and apparently She doesn’t take kindly to poseurs of any kind—given the wrack and ruin we see visited on those of us who have tried to convince the world that we are anything that we are not—from bigbusted to blond (or purple, as the case may be). She also apparently does not care for us to pretend that we have hair—hoo-hoo or head—as we shall see from the following testimony.




Queen Martha once got herself a very fine head of on-again, off-again big blond hair in the form of a very fine wig. She did love prancing around, feeling so foxy and fine with that big-ass blond wig.




Speaking of “big ass,” let me pause for a moment here and explain something to folks in Other Parts of the Country who may have been baffled by the Southern Woman’s undying devotion to Big Hair. Here’s the deal: it’s not so much that we necessarily love Big Hair for its own sake as we do what it does for our overall balance. Bottom line—Big Hair makes your butt look smaller.




I myownself am a proponent of not only Big Hair but also long jackets on account of my butt is so huge, if I were to put on hair big enough to balance the thing, I would not be able to fit in normal-sized automobiles, and forget about walking through standard-sized doorways. So, I will put on my travel hair, which, at the very least, quadruples the size of my own hair, and then completely cover my overly ample ass with a very long jacket. I feel so strongly about my personal need for long jackets that I will tell you flat-out, if I am ever found dead wearing a short jacket, you will know that I was dead before that jacket went on.




So anyway, Queen Martha had her a big-ass blond wig. (I’m certain her ass was just as tiny as a little ole baby butter bean and she really did not need any balancing for it a-tall.) She was in full party-prance across a crowded patio once, and she admits to being somewhat distracted—okay, she was completely mesmerized—by her own fetching reflection in the big sliding glass doors, when her prance carried her directly under a hanging basket full of ferns—which would have posed no clearance problem for her without her augmented hair situation, but as it was…Yes, she continued moving forward while her supplemental hair remained hanging right along with the basket, swaying slightly in the soft breeze.




Now, everybody’s worn a hat or cap of some kind at some time or other, so you know either firsthand or by casual observation the devastating effects they have on hairdos. Hat hair is hideous—all flat and greasy-looking—which is probably why you had the hat on to begin with, to hide your already flat and greasy-looking hair—so when you take the hat off, that condition is significantly exacerbated.




If you’ve never personally had occasion to wear a wig, let’s have a word about “wig head.” Multiply the Hideous Factor of Hat Hair by the biggest number you can think of—then double it. When you take a wig off, it makes your hair look like Girlene’s pubes—or perhaps Trent Lott’s hair—like it was drawn on with a Sharpie.




This was the vision of herself that Queen Martha viewed in the patio doors—that and the doubled-over figures of her fellow partygoers. She can’t clearly recall which sound was louder—her own shriek of horror or the hysterical hee-haws of the onlookers—they still echo like the howling of hellhounds in her memory.




Horribly Hairifying




But Queen Martha’s wig woes were nothing compared to what happened to another Queen who will mercifully remain nameless. Well, we’ll call her Tammy, just because it’s a name we all know, love, and identify closely with.




Let me set the stage for you here. In the early sixties, when Big Hair was born, thanks to Jackie Kennedy and her enviable bouffant, many trade tricks were developed for hair enlargement. Singer Dusty Springfield had a truly amazing coiffure featuring big bouffs in several locations on her head—front, back, top, sides—an architectural wonder is all it was and the whole world of women was dead to copy it, and this included our Queen Tammy.




I have no idea how Dusty achieved her look—she had, after all, I’m sure, a team of hair professionals laboring night and day to maintain it—but the style inevitably trickled down to the aspiring fashion plates of a certain high school in Florence, Alabama—of which our Tammy was but one—however, a dedicated and very enthusiastically creative one.




Tammy found that by employing an ingenious combination of tools readily available even in Florence, Alabama, she could erect an almost exact replica of the coveted Dusty Springfield Bouffant on her very own personal head. The first item she needed was a couple of wiglets. Wiglets were an early incarnation of Travel Hair—small handfuls of hair that one could secure at various points on one’s head to supplement the supply of hair growing naturally. They came in about four colors and looked vaguely reminiscent of hair, and so if you stuck it underneath some of your actual hair and combed over it, satisfactory blending could be accomplished and a desirable pouf achieved.




But even with the addition of three or four wiglets’ worth of hair, Tammy’s hair could not be harassed into the desired height for the Dusty Springfield. Through what I’m sure was much trial and error—although after hearing this story, I’m wildly curious as to what all she REJECTED as an acceptable add-on—somehow Tammy made the unbelievable discovery that if she took an ordinary Kotex feminine napkin (I always loved that name) and pinned it TO THE TOP OF HER HEAD, she could then cover it with a combination of her own hair and her wiglets and VOYOLA—she could pass for Dusty Springfield anywhere, at least as far as hairstyles went.




A word about the Kotex thing. They were huge—like loaves of bread almost—minipads were decades away. I cannot personally imagine having enough hair growing on my head not only to attach three or four wiglets to—but then to also completely COVER a big giant Kotex with it? I’m thinking the head of hair that could do all THAT was plenty big to start with, and by the time she got done, her head musta looked like a hot-air balloon.




But anyway, she got away with this bizarre subterfuge for many, many months, to the mystified envy of all her friends. To NO ONE would she reveal the foundation of her very bouffiest of bouffants—and I can certainly understand her need for secrecy. And everything was fine, as they say, UNTIL…Her secret would probably have been safe for all eternity if she had just stayed off that roller coaster.




Uphill was fine but she lost one wiglet on the first downhill and one on nearly every subsequent scream-filled swoosh and turn. Of course, she and everybody else on the ride remained oblivious to the happenings on her head until they coasted back in to the starting point—where she arrived, bouffless, wearing nothing on her head but a big fluffy white Kotex pinned VERY SECURELY to the top of her head.




She got a pixie cut the very next day.








Asset-Preserving Tip




I just don’t know what to tell you here. There doesn’t seem to be anything anybody can do to dissuade us from committing the occasional follicular felony. I suppose if that’s the dumbest thing we do, we could consider it a mercy. That’s all I got. If I were to come up with some means of convincing us to give up the lifelong pursuit of unattainable hair perfection—however that manifests for each of us as unique and disturbed individuals—it would bankrupt a multibillion-dollar industry that’s banking on that very pursuit, and I don’t want THAT on my conscience.
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