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I stumbled upon an innocuous Facebook challenge today. Seeing
no harm, I accepted it. Basically, an old friend was asking
people to post their senior year high school yearbook photos
to support and applaud the graduating class of 2020. So I did.

Now I’m usually not a conspiracy theorist, but I have no other
explanation for the hair and outfits I was wearing during my
high school years. It had to be a devious plot (50 years in
the making) to completely embarass those of us who lived in
that time.

I mean, seriously? This was a picture day which means I chose
that  outfit  knowing  I’d  be  photographed.  This  is  in  my
yearbook in one of the group photos in which I posed. I have
no idea what I was thinking. Did fashion not exist back then?
When were mirrors invented anyway?

Paisley shirts with Peter Pan collars and a “dickey?” Coupled
with bell bottom jeans and half boots that zippered up? And
could I not have chosen a wider watch band? It’s no wonder I
never got any dates in high school.

https://memories-matter.blog/2020/04/09/safer-at-home-day-seven/


Now, my hair I can explain. That was straight up rebellion. My
father (a straight-laced middle school gym teacher) is the one
who took me to get my hair cut as a child. He dragged me to
his barber shop – run by a bunch of guys from Jersey who he
met at the track. Not only did they practice the bowl cut, I
think they invented it. Razor cut on the side, scissor cut up
top. And they used a grease stick to make the bangs stick
straight up. Hated it.

So when I became a teen, I decided to skip the haircuts. And
for some reason, my parents let me have my way. Hence the long
locks in the first picture. It was unkempt, uncomfortable,
unattractive and deep down I knew it but was too stubborn to
admit  I  was  wrong.  However,  when  senior  picture  day  was
approaching I decided it was time to do something about it.
Instead of visiting Vinnie and the bowl cut gang, I opted to
spend the big bucks and go to a high class “salon.” I still
remember the name. It was dubbed “Rape of the Lock.” Why that
didn’t send up a red flag, I’ll never know.

So, I went with my tangled mop of hair and told them to give
me a cut suitable for my high school senior photo.  I paid for
it with my own money. Here’s what they gave me:



Only one word for it… shagerific!
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