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Skin Deep 
Adam Gallippo 

A Simple Suggestion 
''I've been thinking about cutting my hair," suggested Amanda while she pulled her 

long brown hair back, looking in the bedroom vanity mirror. 

"Why? I like your hair the way it is:' 

"I don't know. Ready for a change of pace I guess:· She continued manipulating her 
hair in an attempt to discover a length that suited her. 

"So long as the 'pace' is minimal:' 

"Actually, I was thinking about cutting it all off. A buzz or something, maybe a 
Caesar:' Placing her hands on her bare hips and lifting her left knee so she was on the 
tips of her toes, she blew a kiss over her left shoulder at her reflection. "Like one of those 
French fashion models:' 

Her boyfriend of six years,Jim, readjusted himself on their queen-sized bed and 
turned off the morning news. "Wair;· he gave her his best perplexed face, attempting to 
feign ignorance. "You want a buzz cut? The same thing soldiers get?" 

"Yeah, why not?" Amanda turned scornfully toward Jim, shifting her weight from one 
hip to the other in the process. 

"Well. .. for starters, I like your long hair and-" 

"Oh! So you're assuming I'll look like shit with short hair?" 

Taking a moment,Jim threw his legs over the side of the bed. There was the loud 
thud of bare feet slapping down on a cold hardwood floor in a now-quiet room. "I didn't 
mean it like that. You're taking what I'm trying to say out of context. I just like long hair on 
a woman. Besides, you can't curl a crew cut, babe:' Jim smiled, trying to lighten his previous 
remark. 

Walking in Jim's direction, Amanda stopped short of being in contact with him.'Tm 
not a woman,Jim, I'm the woman in your life and I was hoping you'd be more supportive:· 
Her sharp words delivered the desired slap-in-the-face effect she was after. 

"Look, Amanda-" 

"What's wrong,Jim?" 

He paused for a moment. "This isn't like getting a puppy or going after a new career, 
those things I can support. You want to shave your head. I'm having a hard time grasping 
char:· 

"Nice,Jim. You know, you've had long hair since we met and I'm fine with ir:· 

"Precisely my point. I have had long hair since we started dating six years ago. There's 
no shock involved. I'm still the same long-haired man you met back then. But you want to 
cut all your hair off? I'm sorry, but it's just too left-field for me:· 

"Are you saying you won't be attracted to me if I cut my hair, Jim?" She caressed her 
right hand over her exposed left breast, reminding him of her sexuality. 
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"Don't be so overdramatic;' he affirmed, watching her touch herself. 

"Maybe you won't want to make love to me ifI have a boyish haircut? Is that what 
you're implying,Jimt She leaned over his shoulder and kissed him on the neck, behind the 
ear. 

"Amanda, you're acting like a child:' 

She stood up straight, abandoning her seductive tactics."Are you still going to fuck me 
if I cut my hair,Jim? Or are you too goddamn insecure? 

Puzzled,Jim looked at her for a moment, he responded,"Of course:' 

"Good," she replied sardonically, 'Tm getting it cut this afternoon. I already made the 
appointment:' 

"Ifyou had your mind set on it, then why'd you want to know what I thought?" 

Jim stood up from the bed in his boxer briefs and slid his slippers on his feet while 
Amanda slipped one of his old, two-sizes-too-big baseball T-shirts on. 

"Because you're my boyfriend,Jim and we live together;' she replied, rolling her eyes. 

"Yeah, well, what if someone confuses the two of ust 

Jim opened the bedroom door and they both began walking down the narrow hallway 
towards the adjacently located bathroom, in their one-bedroom apartment, to brush their 
teeth. 

"What?" 

"What if someone thinks I'm the chick and you're the guy?" 

"Jim, who's being childish nowt She laughed as they turned into the bathroom, her 
mood lightened byJim's ridiculous inquiry. "When would someone do chart 

"I don't know?" He paused momentarily. "If they were walking behind us:' 

"Jim, you're twice my size and I wear skirts:· 

"Well, what if they thought I was one of those Amazonian women and you were a 
little Irish guy? What then?" 

"An Irish guy?" 

"Yeah, wearing a kilr:· 

Amanda laughed while opening the medicine cabinet in search of their toothbrushes. 
'Tm pretty sure those are Scottish men that wear kilts:· 

"Who cares? It could happen;· he replied as he squeezed some Colgate onto his blue 
toothbrush. 

"Jim, you're really being ridiculous. I'm going to cut my hair today. It's not that big of a 
deal:' 

"Yeahitis;· Jim responded with a mouthful of toothpaste. 

"Your manhood will not cease to exist because I have a boy's haircut. M aybe you 
should get rid ofyour feminine mop top if you feel that insecure about ic:' She smiled at 
Jim, knowing he would never go through with her suggestion. 
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"Eh!" He spit out the remaining toothpaste, "Absolutely not. Besides, then they'd think 
we were two guys. We'd get mugged or something, like we've seen on T.V:' 

"Jesus,Jim, get out so I can brush my teeth:' 

"No, need to get upset, I'm just voicing my opinion and concerns here:· Leaving the 
bathroom he began the walk to the living room. 

"An opinion that makes absolutely no sense. No macho bullshit will change my mind, 
ok:"' Amanda shut the bathroom door. As Jim sat down on their maroon sofa, Amanda 
yelled through the closed door, "Gender is an illusion, Jim! It's just a role we play!" 

"So long as I get to keep my penis," Jim uttered, under his breath so as to not upset 
her any further than he already had. 

The Haircut 
Jim felt that hours had gone by as he sat on the couch in front of a blank television 

screen, drinking his Dos Equis, wondering what Amanda would look like. The small living 
room seemed abnormally hot. His heart beat increased as the quiet became unbearable. 
Sweat trickled from his brow. "Damn it! Why is it so hot in here all of a sudden? Better 
yet, why does she have to get her hair cut at all? A trim would suffice:· 

Realizing he was talking to himself,Jim turned on the television to pass the time. As 
he channel surfed he came across a commercial for a new line of women's shampoo: le Chic. 
To his uttermost horror, the woman in the commercial was French and had a cropped 
boyish haircut. 

Jim jumped up out of his seat. "You've got to be kidding me!" 

Turning off the television and throwing the remote haphazardly on top of the sofa, 
Jim grabbed his beer and made his way to the bedroom. He lay in bed trying to nap, 
waiting for Amanda to get home. But in his attempts not to think of how she looked 
with her new style, he made himself miserable. Lying alone in their bed, he came to the 
conclusion that she would look like a man with breasts. With one final toss and turn, he 
put her out of his mind until she would later come home. 

Amanda, however, had a relatively good time at the salon. Looking at herself in her 
rear view mirror she noticed how the lack of hair highlighted the contours of her face. She 
felt as though shackles had been removed and for the first time she could be the woman 
she always wanted to be. For the first time in her life a man would not be able to dictate 
how she wore her hair. She could no longer crimp it, curl it, put it in a ponytail, or even 
highlight it without the aid of a comb; it was that short. 

As she neared home she began wondering what Jim's reaction would be. She pictured 
him shocked, but hoped that with time, he would get used to it. Besides, doesn't love 
transcend stereotypical feminine looks? 

Jim rolled over, his back now facing the entrance to the bedroom, after hearing the 
fro nt door open. He wasn't sure if he was ready to see the new Amanda. 

"Jim, I'm home!" 
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Her voice exhibited tones of happiness, yet Jim did not respond. 

"Jim, where are you?" 

She made her way through the kitchen which joined the living room, divided only by 
a partition and headed for the bedroom. Entering the room she noticed the empty beer 
bottle on the night stand andJim curled up with his back to her. 

"Jim, I'm back:' 

"I know:· His voice was muffled with his face in the pillows. "I heard you come in:' 

"Why didn't you answer me then?" 

"I kept picturing Matt Lauer with boobs:' 

Amanda let out a surprisingly loud laugh, taking his comment as a joke. Little did she 
know, he was serious. 

"Well, look at me and maybe the whole thing won't freak you our:' 

In his effort to avoid the inevitable, he responded, "You were gone forty-five minutes. I 
didn't think it would rake that long to run clippers over your head:' 

"Jim... look at me:' Her stern voice conveyed an ever-growing agitation. 

Slowly,Jim rolled over and sat up in bed. He sat still and stared at her as she stood 
there, still clutching her purse. "You're still beautiful, but I don't like the hair cur:'Jim got 
up and walked past her, mumbling, 'Tm sorry;' as he went by. 

"Jim, where are you going?" asked Amanda, worried as to why he was sorry. 

"To get another beer:' 

Amanda's face changed from that of true concern to pure disdain."What! 'I don't like 
your hair, I'm gettin' a beer;'' Amanda exclaimed, deepening her voice to mockJim."What 
the hell is your problem,Jim? It's just hair. I'm still me. Goddamn,Jim, it'll grow back:' 

Jim stopped and turned toward Amanda."I know, I just don't like it. You look better 
with long hair is all:' 

"'I look better with long hair is all?'" 

Growing tired ofwhat he felt was another one of Amanda's games,Jim began raising 
his voice. "Stop repeating everything I say!" 

"I just want you to hear the stupid things you're saying, Jim:· 

"I know what I'm saying. You've cut your hair; now let's leave it at thar:· 

Amanda walked up to Jim getting as close to him as she could, "No,Jim, cause we've 
been with each other for six years and have lived together for five:' 

"What does that have to do with you cutting your hair, Amanda?" 

"Everything! We're supposed to be able to get through things like this! Beauty is only 
skin deep,Jim, not love!" 

Jim looked at Amanda and continued to leave the room on his way to the refrigerator. 
But before he left the room he replied, "Let's just forget about ir:· 
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l Unsure of whether she was supposed to forget the haircut or the two of them, 
Amanda took offafter Jim. 

"Forget about what,Jimt 

"About all the arguing we've done today:'Jim pops the cap offanother bottle of beer 
and takes a drink. 

I "That's a good idea. I'll forget you told me you don't like my hair and you quietly get 
drunk. Great idea:' 

"Sounds like a plan:' 

"Jim, you're a little bitch. Do you know that? A coward:' 

Jim laughed and took another drink from the green bottle. 

Testing the Boundaries of Manhood 
Later that night, while Jim and Amanda were lying in bed, Amanda remained 

preoccupied with the events of the day. Up until now, their relationship had been 
rather good, with only a few arguments to speak of. Given enough time, everyone in a 
relationship argues, but Amanda had never seen Jim act this way before. 

"Jim, are you awake?" 

"Yeah;' he mumbled into his pillow. 

Amanda moved over slightly and kissed him on the back of his neck and then bit his 
earlobe. She reached down into his boxer briefs and grabbed what was the beginning of his 
erection. 

"I can see you're still turned on by me; that's a start;' she whispered in his ear. 

Despite Jim's harsh words and criticisms ofAmanda, he rolled over, removed the old 
college T -shirt of his that she'd worn to bed that night, and began kissing her. Eventually, 
Amanda maneuvered her way on top of him. 

"Lay back, let me be in control tonight;' she told Jim. 

Jim looked up at her with her boyish hair and initially felt uncomfortable. He 
hesitated for a moment and replied, "Okay:' 

The moonlight crept through the windows and glistened upon Amanda's nude body. 
She took Jim's hand and ran it over her head.Jim remembered that sound from childhood. 
The sound of a hand through buzzed hair. His father made him get buzz cuts when he 
was young. According to the Bible, and in large part his mother, it was a sin for men to 
have long hair. He hated this rule because he always felt his ears were too large and short 
hair only made them more prominent. 

Amanda leaned over and again whispered in Jim's ear, "Do you like that?" 

Jim was silent. 

As Amanda got into her domineering role she grabbed a handful ofJim's long hair, 
pulled hard and said aloud, "Are you my bitch!? Huh!? Are you!?" 

"Get off me!"Jim shouted. Quickly he pushed Amanda aside and got up out of bed. 
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He gave her one last look before he left the bedroom, slamming the door behind him. 
Amanda, lying on her side, was startled when the door came crashing shut. 

Jim stayed in the living room, naked, sitting on the couch, his mind racing; while 
Amanda lay motionless, unable to bring herself to go out into the living room. 

Reflections 
Making her way to the kitchen the next morning, she found Jim gone. By chance, Amanda 
caught her reflection in the glass frame of the very first picture they took together, 
mounted on the living room wall. She ran her fingers through her new hair. 

Deciding that she'd had enough, she gathered all the clothing and personal items she could 
fit in her Expedition. And in one final act of communication she left Jim a letter next to 
the refrigerator. 

*** 

'i\manda!"Jim exclaimed as he came flying through the front door. 'i\manda, I'm 
sorry! I made a mistake!" 

As Jim flung open their bedroom door he noticed the hangers thrown across the floor. 
Jim ran out to the living room which overlooked the apartment's parking lot and seen chat 
her SUV was gone. 

"She couldn't have left me;· he said aloud. 

Recounting the moments in his head, he realized chat she could have and did leave 
him. He ran toward the front door and stopped abruptly when he saw an envelope next to 
the refrigerator with his name on it. 

Hesitantly he opened the envelope, fearful he already knew the letter's contents. He 
read: 

Jim, 

Do you know what was so significant about yesterday? If you did then maybe 
you wouldn't be dumbfounded as to why I cut my hair. It was an anniversary 
of sorts. 

Three years ago yesterday, you were supposed to ask me to marry you. Do you 
remember chat, Jim? Right after we moved in together we decided chat, at the 
latest, two years from chat date, after we settled in and saved up, you would 
propose. I waited an additional three years, Jim, and we're still not married. I 
guess I was hoping chat one day you would come to your senses, but chat day 
never came. 

Unfortunately, I can no longer wait. I do still love you, Jim. And the face chat 
you've grown complacent and have forgotten our agreement isn't cause to up 
and leave you. However, you showed me something yesterday by not being 
able to accept me with chis hair cut. In your insecurity with gender roles you've 
showed that your love for me is only skin deep. You're not the person I thought 
I wanted to marry. So, I guess you could say I've liberated myself. The haircut 
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was just the start... 

-Amanda 

Jim let the letter slip from his hands and glide to the floor. After watching the 
parchment settle on their beige-colored carpet, he took a Dos Equis out of the refrigerator, 
popped the cap and took a long drink. He brushed aside the long hair that fell in his face 
as he looked at his reflection in the green bottle. 
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