shirley lemple
Shirley lemple was my idal, perhaps because she was the

same age as 1., L don’t remember ever missindg a movie in
which she stared, I can remember being transported, via the
si lver screen, into the plot of her movies, I became the

heroine, who could sind and dance my way?of any situation.

Yoau can imadine my delight when mother told me I was to
get o "Shirley lemple’ permanent as a birthday present.

I watched as the hair dresser wound my straight bobbed
haiir on to iron rods and clip them in place with metal clips
that were wired to an overhanding devise., [ thought of the
villeins ot the movies who were sent ko the electric chair
and warried that. the device might not be safe.

As o my hair was being Fried, 1 began to imagine what it
would be like to be "Shirley lemples” double., [ began Lo
believe that having curls would magical ly give me the
ability Lo sing and dance, and 1 even thought I might
develop the dimples that made her face famous.

L nervously awaited this Lranstormation, as the hair-
dresseir unwound each curl. $She was aver generous in her
complements as she undid me tiom the borture chamber.

"How beantitul your hair had taken the permanent,. Just
look &t the bounce she had in her hair " she exclaimed to
another halrdresser. lo listen to the hairdressers I was
celbtain my branstormsation would be conplete.

At last the moment came as she turned me around to face
Ele mirror.,

Staring back at me was ME, Only my hair was pooted out
all around my head. It looked as thought someonse had laid a
huge bunch of sausades an my head. L bried a weak smile,
there were MO DIMPLES! as I slid from the chair I knew it
was useless to bry 8 any dance steps., and I didn’t feel
Like singing a chorus ot the “"Good Ship Lolly pPop"

L ran to my mothers arms and said "I*m NOT Shirley
lemple, "

‘Mo, your you, and I love you, just because vour you."
She then began to play with my hair and show me how pretty
the curls were when they bounced about my tace,

L was not disappointed to tind that a permanent wasn’t
permanent, and my straight hair would return. tor 1 had
leairned a valuable lesson. I learned to accept myself for
myselt, thanks to a mothers |ove,



