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“Some cause happiness wherever they go;
others whenever they go.”

—Oscar Wilde
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introduction



If there was an award for avoiding confrontation, I’d win it. I’m sure many of you think you might tie me, or dare say beat me, but I beg to differ. I’ve spent hours—okay, months—of my life coming up with excuse after excuse for getting out of everything from a simple hair appointment to casual drinks with friends. How do you tell a friend that you’ve made a terrible mistake, and to please forgive you…but you find her painfully boring? My solution was to avoid their calls and hope that they’d stop calling. I can now confidently report that this almost never works.

Deciding that I didn’t want to be that person anymore, I went in search of a book to teach me how to dump people. I discovered thousands of books about ending romances, but none about how to leave the other people in our lives—many of whom we see on a daily basis—like our co-workers, our roommates, or our families. How do I break up with these people? Who would teach me?

I started by talking to friends, family, professionals, and other people who grappled with the very same problem, and I asked them, “How do you do it?” They shared horror stories of desperately wanting to dump their cleaning ladies, hairdressers, and therapists, then begged me to write this book.


So here I had all this useful information, but I still couldn’t get over the hump of why me? Although I’m a writer, I’m by no means a how-to expert. And then I realized that for the most part, the feeling of dread that comes up when we have to dump someone is universal, and you don’t have to be a doctor to know when a relationship is not healthy.

Weaving together personal stories, poetic license, practical tools, scripts for you to use, and interviews with actual experts, I have tried to give you all the tools you’ll need for ending any bad relationship you may encounter.

I am grateful for the all-around smart people who provided guidance and advice, including everyone’s favorite trainer, Bob Harper from The Biggest Loser; funnyman Adam Carolla; Michael Jackson’s attorney, Thomas Mesereau; professional houseguest Kato Kaelin; and my sister Sarah Silverman, whom I told that if she didn’t contribute, I would dump her.
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UNSUPPORTIVE SUPPORT
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THE HAIRDRESSER



Signs It’s Time to Dump Your Hairdresser


	[image: image] Your smock is covered in dandruff…and it’s not yours.

	[image: image] With each snip of her scissors, she grunts like a female tennis player.

	[image: image] She’s still stuck in the ’80s. Who wants a perm?

	[image: image] When you walk in, her last appointment is leaving in tears.

	[image: image] You go in for a bang trim and leave missing an eyebrow.




 

Hair Today, Gone Tomorrow

While attending college in New York City, I got my hair cut at a trendy little boutique in the East Village. My hairdresser, Gina, was a plain Jane from Staten Island, and that was exactly what I liked about her. Unlike a lot of my previous hairstylists—who pretended to listen while they plotted to give me (usually successfully) the haircut they wanted—Gina actually listened to me and gave me the cut I asked for—which is why I was devastated when she told me that she was leaving for six months to go on a spiritual journey to India.

Within days of returning from her trip, I made an appointment at her apartment. Graduation was coming up and I wanted a new look. I raced up her stairwell two steps at a time, excited for the hairstyle that would take me to the next stage of my life: my career.

As I reached the top of her staircase, I nearly choked on the heavy cloud of incense smoke that invaded my lungs. The smell of Nag Champa overwhelmed me. Waving it away, I pushed open Gina’s front door and entered what I can only describe as some kind of medieval dungeon filled with giant candelabras, enormous crosses, leering gargoyles, and black sheets draped over huge gothic columns. I should have turned around and left then; the smell of incense makes me want to vomit (I already had, just a tiny bit). Not to mention that goth scares me. It was so dark that I could barely see my feet—and if I couldn’t see, how would Gina be able to cut my hair?

“Hello?” I shouted. Out of the darkness came Gina, fully covered in piercings, hair in long dreads, and wearing a black, free-flowing, Stevie Nicks–style dress. Who was this woman? This was not my Gina from Staten Island—Coney Island, perhaps. What exactly did they teach her in that ashram? She made her move toward me.

“Jodyne! My queen! At last! I’ve waited my whole life for you!” Then she broke into a Mary J. Blige song. “My life. My life. My life. In the sunshine. If you look at my life, and see what I’ve seen.” India had apparently turned Gina into a hippie goth—a gippie?—but that still didn’t explain why she was singing Mary J. Blige to me. “Let’s go, mamma!” she said as she grabbed my hand and led me to her sink.

My whole plan of talking to her first, going over my hair—the style, the number of inches and layers—all of it washed right down that sink of hers. I completely shut down. To make matters worse, I also couldn’t see, because I had made the mistake of wearing my glasses instead of my contacts that day. Gina had taken my glasses and set them on top of one of her scary gargoyles. I was having a total out-of-body experience. I watched her cut my hair, was engaged in conversation, yet I don’t remember anything I said. What I do remember is her saying things like, “I totally get it. I so know what to do with you. Oh, I just love giving people new looks. You’re gonna love it!”—and then another Mary J. Blige song. “Ohhhhh, sweet thing. Don’t you know you’re my everything. Woe oh, hooooh, sweet thing.”

Fast-forward twenty minutes. My smock came off, and I was staring at myself in the mirror. All I could see was a blurry cloud of incense smoke. I frantically grabbed my glasses, almost knocking the gargoyle off the table (which I suspect was actually a coffin). “Well, what do you think, rock goddess?” asked Gina. Staring back at me in the mirror was a complete stranger. I was speechless. I blinked my eyes five times to make sure it was me. It was me alright; me wearing a mullet. That’s right, a mullet—I couldn’t get away from that mirror fast enough.

I ran down Prince Street at lightning speed, pushing people out of my way in order to get home as quickly as possible. It’s a bird, it’s a plane, it’s—a mullet? As I sprinted past a crowd of people planted in front of Dean and Deluca, someone shouted, “Hey, Joan Jett!” And I’m pretty sure I also heard someone say, “Look, it’s Andrew Ridgeley!” For those who don’t know Andrew Ridgeley, he was one-half of the musical group Wham, along with George Michael. He also sported a mullet.

For the next week, I refused to go outside. I covered all the mirrors in my apartment and sat shiva. My friends stopped by and offered their condolences. They suggested that I go back to Gina to have her fix my hair before graduation. But how could I? That woman was not my Gina; something had happened to her in India. I called my parents and told them not to come to graduation. That phone call didn’t go so well. My father pointed out that when parents fund their children’s ridiculously expensive educations, it automatically gives them the right to attend their graduation ceremonies. They were coming, like it or not.

The day of graduation, Gina left a message on my cell, wishing me luck and hoping to hear how I liked the new me. I never called her back. More calls followed. I erased each message unheard. Apparently, the new me was a coward. My graduation was saved by my fashionable mother, who brought with her an assortment of scarves left over from her ’70s Rhoda days. I had never been a scarf girl, but these were really something: all vintage, all fabulous. Luckily, the scarf was a huge hit at graduation. People not only asked where I had bought it, but wanted to take a picture of me. For the next six months, which was as long as it took for me to grow out my hair, I was a fashion icon of downtown New York. And Gina? I never saw her again, but I think of her every time I hear a Mary J. Blige song or see someone with a mullet.


 

What I Learned

I should have called Gina back, or at least picked up the phone when she called. It certainly would have made me feel better—after all these years, I still feel guilty about the way I treated her. She went out of her way for me that day and I bolted, out of her apartment and out of her life forever. There was talk about meeting for a drink so I could hear about her trip, but my childish behavior put an end to that.

One of the most valuable things I learned while writing this chapter is how important it is to be prepared before going to your hairdresser, especially if you’re going to a new one. From cutting out pages from magazines to bringing in personal photographs of the hairstyle you want, it’s up to you to communicate what you want to your hairdresser. I spoke to a woman in Manhattan who stops women on the street and asks them if she can take a picture of their haircut to show her hairdresser. Remember, your idea of what a person’s haircut looks like might be totally different than your hairdresser’s. Thinking back to Gina, I went to her apartment with nothing in hand. I put all the power in her hands to change my look just days before graduation. That was my mistake.

While it’s important to listen to your hairdresser’s suggestions about haircuts, at the end of the day, you’re the one wearing the ’do—so speak up! Tell your hairdresser what kind of person you are: chill, high maintenance, conservative, liberal, rocker? Don’t leave her guessing. A number of people I spoke to for this chapter confessed to being bullied by their stylists and ended up getting cuts that they hated. When I asked them whether they said anything to their hairdressers, very few said that they had. The reason? They were afraid to hurt their hairdressers’ feelings. But you’re paying for the haircut you want, not the haircut she wants you to have. Others said that it took them months to book the appointment with the new and hot stylist, so they didn’t want to insult her. The best piece of advice I got while researching this chapter was how many salons offer free consultations. This is a great way of figuring out whether or not you like a potential hairdresser. Pay attention to whether or not she pays attention to you. Make sure she asks you the right questions, and be sure to tell her as much as you can about you and your hair. If you don’t like the vibe, don’t make an appointment—or be prepared to walk out with a mullet.

 

Laying the Groundwork


	[image: image] Make sure you have realistic expectations of what your hair can and cannot do. If you don’t know, ask your hairdresser.

	[image: image] Start emotionally disengaging from your current hairdresser. Your goal is to slowly shift your relationship to a less personal, more professional one so that dumping her will be easier.

	[image: image] Give your hairdresser a warning. Point out what you don’t like about your hair. Be specific: Do you hate the length? Troubled by the color? Lost in the layers? Tell her.

	[image: image] Find a new hairstylist. Stop people on the street who have hairstyles you like. Pick up beauty and hair magazines, such as Allure or Celebrity Hairstyles. If you need help, check out www.StylistMatch.com. The Web site has a search engine that finds hairdressers in your area who specialize in your hair type. When possible, they also provide you with pictures of local salons.

	[image: image] Call salons around town and take advantage of free consultations.

	[image: image] Rehearse what you’re going to say to your current hairdresser.



 

How to Dump ’Em

Tip: For those of you who’ve become friends with your hairdresser, don’t dump her by not showing up again. It may seem like the least confrontational route, but can easily lead to a highly charged run-in when you least expect it—at the market, the mall, your favorite restaurant, or the fragrance counter at Barneys. This happened to me with my old hairdresser, who was totally unpredictable with her cuts. There I was, alone and vulnerable, just wanting a new scent, when she cornered me and demanded that I tell her why I stopped going to her. She felt totally abandoned by me and was afraid that she had done something wrong. I was completely caught off guard and stuttered my way out of it, but I was so distraught that I ended up avoiding Barneys for a year. If you’re not ready to speak honestly with your hairdresser, at the very least make up a white lie so that she doesn’t feel abandoned.

 

TALK TO THE HAIR (STYLIST)

People—especially women—spend a great deal of time at the hair salon. A cut and color can easily take three hours. High-end hairstylists cater to their clients by offering them espresso drinks, wine, champagne, croissants, etc. It feels good to be taken care of by someone who wants nothing more than to make you look your very best. I’ve felt intoxicated upon leaving a salon; that could have been the alcohol, but still. To have a pair of professional hands work their magic and transform us into our most glamorous selves is pretty great. But all hairdressers go through rough patches, and some of them let their personal lives affect their work. If you’ve already laid the groundwork, you’ve been working on disengaging from your hairdresser. Remember, dumping her is business, not personal.

STEPS


	1. Stop by or call your hairdresser.

	2. Acknowledge your discomfort: “This is an awkward conversation to have.”

	3. Identify the issues you’ve been having with your cuts. “As you know I haven’t been wild about ______ these past few months.”

	4. Dump her. “We’ve tried a number of things to make this work, but I’m still not getting the results I was hoping for. This is difficult to say, but it’s time for me to check out another hairdresser.”

	5. Allow your hairdresser to respond. Some might let their egos come into play (not your problem!)—others might ask for another chance. Think twice. If you decide to give her one more shot, make it clear that you mean one more haircut, period. The best-case scenario is that your hairdresser will support your decision. You might be surprised by how many hairstylists will be okay with you leaving. Most genuinely want you to be happy.

	6. Thank her for everything.




MUSICAL SALON CHAIRS

Many of the people I interviewed for this chapter had questions about how to handle the awkwardness involved when someone wants to see another hairstylist at the same salon. I spoke with a number of professionals, and most agreed that the way to handle it is to make your first appointment on your current hairdresser’s day off. When you sit at the new hairdresser’s chair, speak up and let her know that this is a trial appointment. If the new haircut is a success, leave a note for your old hairdresser at her station saying, “Stopped in and had my hair done with _____. Thanks for everything but I’ve decided to make the change to her.” Then the next time you see your old hairdresser, make a point of going over and acknowledging her. It doesn’t have to be much, just a quick wave hello. The one second of awkwardness will pass quickly, making for a much easier transition to the new stylist, and before you know it, the discomfort will disappear.

 

1-800-FLOWERS.COM

Still not sure how to dump your hairdresser? Send her flowers.


WHAT YOU CAN WRITE:




Dear ______,

Thank you for all your wonderful haircuts throughout the years. I’ve decided to take my hair in a new direction.

Sincerely,
 ______________



THE GIFT THAT KEEPS ON GIVING.

Still looking for an easy way out? Dump your hairdresser by telling her that you were given a very generous gift certificate to another salon. Mention a big promotion at work, a milestone birthday, or a wedding anniversary.

 

Bonus: This option allows you to keep the salon door open should you wish to return in the future.

 

In a Pinch

LOCKS OF LOVE

Guess who’s growing their hair out? You are! Tell your hairdresser that you’ve committed to donating your hair to Locks of Love, a nonprofit organization that gives hairpieces to disadvantaged children under the age of eighteen who are suffering from medical hair loss. The minimum hair length it accepts is ten inches. Another option is to mention how much you love, love, love Rapunzel’s or Fabio’s hair, and wish you had long hair. Tell her that you’ve made the decision to just go for it—grow it out once and for all. If she offers to trim it for you, let her know that her prices are too high for what you need right now. She shouldn’t expect to see you for years.

 

LICE, LICE, LICE, YEAH

Tell your hairdresser that you’ve picked up a bad case of head lice and had to shave your hair off. The good news is that you actually like it and are trying to decide whether to keep it that short or grow it out; either way, you won’t be seeing her for a while.







 







Q&A

Paul-Jean Jouve

OWNER AND CELEBRITY HAIR DESIGNER
 OF PAUL-JEAN SALON IN BEVERLY HILLS.

On-camera hair expert on Blush.




Q. How do you know when it’s time to dump your hairdresser?

A. If you crack open that old high school photo album and your hair still looks the same, you’re in trouble!

 

Q. How do you dump your hairdresser?

A. You know what works for me? A card wishing me the best of luck in my future and career.

 

Q. What’s the best way to tell your hairdresser that you don’t like the cut she just gave you?

A. First, don’t try and play passive aggressive by saying, “I like it, but—.” Be honest and direct. We’re there to make you happy. Tell us, or bring a picture of the cut you wanted and show us what you like about the picture that you don’t see with your hair. Be firm, polite, and to the point. If the cut is less than one month old, go to your hairstylist and ask them for a redo.

 

Q. What should someone do if she feels that her hairdresser is bullying her into a cut?

A. You’re the one who has to live with it, not them, so speak up! Try “I’m sure it’s a great hairstyle, but you’ll just have to find another client for it, because it’s not for me.” Some hairdressers pick up ideas for cuts at hair shows and are overly anxious to try out those cuts on their clients, so be careful.

 


Q. What’s the biggest mistake you think hairdressers make with their clients?

A. They dismiss their clients’ taste by imposing their own. Hopefully they at least have taste, but still, you want a hairstylist who listens. Another mistake is when they give the same cut to everyone.

 

Q. What’s the biggest mistake clients make with their hairdressers?

A. When they become their friends. Your hairstylist is your “staff” with benefits. It’s much better to keep things light. It’s fine to invite them to parties or events, but keep things at a distance. Remember, hairstylists talk. Many say they will be discreet, but the moment you leave their chair, anything is game, including talking with your frenemies. So be very careful about unloading too much information, or making them your shrink.

 

Q. What should someone who wants to see a new stylist at the same salon as their current one do?

A. People need to stop feeling like they’re cheating on their hairstylist. Think about it this way; it’s no different than trying out a new restaurant. I would make an appointment on your hairstylist’s day off, and if you happen to see your old hairstylist, be friendly, but remember—you don’t have to justify yourself.

 

Q. Do blondes really have more fun?

A. Blondes have more fun, but they don’t know it until it’s too late and the fun is over. Brunettes never stop having fun; they know how to morph with time and be beautiful and graceful about it.


 

DUMPIPEDIA


	[image: image] Singer Amy Winehouse dumped her hairdresser and close friend Alex Fodden, apparently as a result of pressure from her management company to distance herself from people seen as having a negative influence on her life.

	[image: image] The average scalp has how many strands of hair?




	A. 10,000

	B. 100,000

	C. 1,000,000



	[image: image] A blonde head of hair has more strands than red or dark hair.

	[image: image] Danny DeVito used to work as a hairdresser at his sister’s hair salon.

	[image: image] The average life span of a strand of hair is between four and seven years.



The answer is B. 100,000.
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THE MANICURIST/WAXER



 

Signs It’s Time to Dump Your Manicurist/Waxer


	[image: image] She waxes your fingers and paints your crotch.

	[image: image] You go in for a manicure and she asks whether you want a “full release.”

	[image: image] Your eyebrows look like you just left a Star Trek convention.

	[image: image] You go in for an eyebrow wax and she says, “What are we doing today, just the beard?”

	[image: image] You ask for a landing strip and end up with a shamrock.





 

Ripping Her Right Out of Your Life

A few years ago, while flipping though the back pages of New York magazine, I stumbled upon an advertisement that read, “Got nails? Will travel. Private nail technician available for parties of eight or more. Discreet.” A nail party sounded like a great way to spend time with my friends, so I made the call.

The following day, invitations were sent out and my first nail party was an instant success—so much so that it became a monthly event. Guys, gals, friends, friends of friends—they all came. Manicures, pedicures, wearable nail art: you name it and Jenny, my new nail technician, did it.

Even better, in addition to being great with nails, she also gave fantastic advice. It didn’t take long before Jenny had become our therapist, and the next thing I knew, I was wandering the streets of New York City in times of crisis, asking myself, “What would Jenny tell me to do right now?” Even my friend Heather (who attended the nail parties) confessed that she too had called Jenny at home for some words of wisdom about her boyfriend.

Jenny loved it. She couldn’t get enough of us looking to her for advice; that was the problem. She was so into playing Dr. Phil that the wisdom started flowing a little too freely. Although her ad claimed that she was “discreet,” the truth was she was anything but—now blabbing about everyone’s private business. When a male friend came with his new girlfriend (who had her manicure first), Jenny blurted out to him that he should “Stay away from her. She got the herpes.” I don’t know if she had changed her meds or whether it was just boredom, but Jenny suddenly had no censor. As for my friend who called Jenny at home to get advice about her boyfriend? She was thrown under the bus when Jenny spilled the beans to her boyfriend during a manicure. “She don’t love you no more. Having second thought.” Another friend, Christina, confided in Jenny about the trouble she was having with her best friend’s mood swings. Jenny then blabbed to that friend that Christina had called her “a real live Jekyll and that other bad dude.”

Alas, as all good things must come to an end, so went the glory days of the nail parties. People were so pissed off at Jenny that they stopped coming, and I could no longer meet Jenny’s minimum requirement. I was going to have to dump my beloved Jenny. I tried making new friends so that I wouldn’t have to, but the damage was done. Jenny put her own foot (albeit a finely pedicured one) in her mouth. In the end, she was responsible for two romantic breakups, two best friend breakups, and one person getting fired.

 

What I Learned

You couldn’t pay me to get my nails done at a salon today unless I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that the place was completely sterile. This chapter was a total eye-opener for me; did you know that salons have reported transmission of herpes, hepatitis, nail fungus, loss of nails, and (in rare cases) AIDS? What’s worse is that no one seems to be paying attention to the problem; I walked into nail salon after nail salon in New York and Los Angeles while researching this chapter and was absolutely floored to see how many of them didn’t disinfect their tubs or instruments. From cheap salons on every corner of New York to high-end spas, very few actually cleaned their tools between clients, washed their hands, or changed their gloves. I walked into one salon and saw blood on the manicurist’s clippers.


People aren’t paying attention, and salon owners know this. How many of you know of salons that have Dremel files or callous scrapers hidden in drawers? Do any of you notice whose feet were soaking in the tub before you, or whether the manicurist or pedicurist cleaned the bowl or tub you put your hands and feet into? Scary, right? I never paid attention—until now. The Boston Globe recently reported that Massachusetts’s health inspectors did a sweep of Newton, a wealthy suburb of Boston, and discovered that 42 percent of the 88 salons investigated were in violation of state sanitation regulations. The most common violations were unsanitary conditions, expired licenses, and unlicensed employees.

Today I bought my very own nail kit. In fact, I bought five of them to hand out to some of my closest friends in order to protect their nails. If one of my friends is reading this now and wondering why she didn’t get one, you were out of town.

 

Laying the Groundwork


	[image: image] Find a new manicurist/waxer. If you’re looking for suggestions in your area, check out Allure.com and www.FindABeautySalon.com to find a salon in your area, as well as look at photos, read reviews, and request an appointment.

	[image: image] If you left a nail kit at your salon, get it back.




 

How to Dump ’Em

TALK TO THE HAND

Getting your nails done or having your hair waxed is an intimate experience. Manicurists hold your hands and feet for close to (if not longer than) an hour. Waxers work near the most private parts of your body. While it may be easy for those of you who don’t go to a salon on a regular basis to walk away and never go back, it’s not so easy for those living in a small town where you might bump into her in the neighborhood, or for those with ongoing appointments. In these cases, a phone call or a quick visit to the salon to let your manicurist or waxer know you’re not coming back is in order.

STEPS


	1. Call your manicurist/waxer or stop by during a time when she’s not busy.

	2. Start with a compliment. “Thanks for _______ great years.”

	3. Dump her. “But with my crazy schedule, I need to go to a salon closer to home/work.”

	4. Thank her. “Thank you for everything. I’ll miss our conversations.”



LICENSE REQUIRED

No license, no manicure. Make sure that your salon has a valid business license on display—if it says 1986, you’re in trouble. Same goes for your nail technician. Be sure to look at the picture on the license! I once went to a nail salon and had my nails done by a woman named “May,” but when I glanced at the license hanging on the wall behind her, I noticed the name and picture was of someone else named “Lynn.” I asked her who Lynn was, and she responded, “Who?” Then it registered and she said, “Me! That’s me.” I never went back.

Since a majority of salons aren’t properly inspected, you’re at risk for serious infections and diseases such as hepatitis A, B, and C, nail fungus, or even HIV.


WHAT YOU SAY: “I’ve been reading about all the infections and diseases out there and I’m really concerned. I’m sorry, but I absolutely must go to a manicurist who is licensed and a salon that is inspected regularly.”




BE PREPARED FOR HER TO SAY: “I have a license. I must have lost it.”




FINAL WORD: “I’m sorry: no license, no manicure.”



I HIRED A NEW MANICURIST/WAXER. ME!!!

With more and more nail and waxing products available at local drugstores, it’s never been easier to bring the salon experience into your home. Dump your manicurist/waxer by telling her that there’s a new kid on the block—you!


WHAT YOU SAY: “I’ve decided to start doing my own nails. I’ve found that it saves time and money. Thanks for everything.”




BE PREPARED FOR HER TO SAY: “Oh, no, you don’t know how to do them. They’re very difficult to do yourself.”




FINAL WORD: “I didn’t think I would be able to do












































 






	[image: image] Paula Abdul dumped her manicurist when a bad manicure cost her a thumbnail.

	[image: image] According to the Guinness Book of World Records, Lee Redmond of Salt Lake City holds the record for longest fingernails: 24 feet 7.8 inches. She hasn’t cut them since 1979.

	[image: image] The former Mrs. Marlyn Manson and most celebrated burlesque dancer in the world, Dita Von Teese, is the daughter of a manicurist.

	[image: image] Kristina Preston was awarded $3.1 million dollars after she contracted herpes from a manicure at a salon that used non-sterile instruments in Aurora, Colorado.

	[image: image] The ancient Turks are believed to be the first people to use a chemical hair process to remove unwanted hair. The concoction “rusma” combines yellow sulfide of arsenic, quicklime, and rose water.
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