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edge until I finally leaped off.

"I'm cutting this crap out and cutting my hair 
short!" I screamed into the phone to my boyfriend. 

He agreed with any decision or direction I decided 
to make with my hair but always slipped into any 
conversation pertaining to my hair, "It's beautiful. 
But your natural hair is just as beautiful." To my 
boyfriend as well as myself, being "natural" meant 
wearing your natural hair with no add-on 
extensions or weaves. Little did I know being 
natural opened up a whole new realm of life for 
me. 

When I decided to go natural, I did what any other 
woman does: go to Target and spend hundreds of 
dollars on Shea Moisture and other natural hair 
care products. I quickly came to the conclusion 
that I had absolutely no idea what I had gotten 
myself into. There were so many methods and 
techniques of styling affiliated with precise 
products to get the "perfect look". There was a 
variation of occurrences where I literally had to 
give myself a pep talk not to revert back to relaxed 
hair. Then I stumbled upon all of these biogs that 
embraced natural hair newbies. 

The natural hair community is beautiful within 
complexity, consisting of women with luxurious 
long healthy locks of hair sprouting from their 
head. In all honesty, I felt a bit apprehensive 
because of immediate thoughts within my head, 
"These ladies have such long hair, they have good 
hair. We are not in the same lane." "Good hair" 
once again ... 

Practice definitely makes perfect. I displayed my 
afro proudly on a daily basis. I felt so closely 
connected with my culture. I felt powerful within 
myself and the most beautiful and carefree I'd 
ever felt in my life. My boyfriend was very 
receptive of my hair and loved it as much as I did. 
But with every beauty there's ugly. Contrary to 
belief, Caucasian men loved my hair and 
complimented me upon it numerous times 
throughout the day. Caucasian women stared at 
me, distasteful stares, uncomfortable stares. 

There would be so many times I would be on the train 
traveling from The Bronx to downtown Manhattan and I 
could feel the difference within the population of the 
energy towards me. What surprised me most and always 

left me completely astonished was my own people's 
perception of natural hair. They were anything less than 
embracing. The majority of black men were literally not 
here for it. They would look and then quickly look away. 
Black women had more than a few things to say, which 

were more bad than good. 

The only people who "got it," who understood, were 
women who were traveling the same natural hair journey. 
Some woman cheered me on, some thought they were 

being uplifting, but were bashing me in the same breath. 

"Oh no I could never do this, it's too much." 

"It's just not for me." 

"It just doesn't go with different outfits." 

"If I had good hair I would do it, but I am nappy and I hate 
the nappy look." 

Then they'd have the audacity to ask "Can I touch your 
hair?" 

Well, I hate the word "nappy". I once had a male scream 
in front of a crowded train at the top of his lungs because 
I wasn't receptive to his pickup line "GET YA NAPPY ASS 

HAIR DONE!" I was shocked. I thought my Bantu Knot 
afro looked pretty bomb that day! Actually, there are 
many situations of that caliber I endured that began to 

break me down. 

Nappy is often referenced to black men and women hair 

textures. We have kinky hair which goes back to our 
ancestors. In Africa, our kinky hair protects our head from 

the sun frying our scalp. Know your history before you 
label an entire ethnicity and people. The good hair that 
people so often refer to as "not nappy" is loose, curly, 
long hair that most people believe a black male or female 
can only obtain if they are mixed with another ethnicity. 
All of this derives from universal thoughts within an 

unwritten rule book to life that we as a society feed off of, 



and whisper amongst ourselves. No! let's speak 
upon these wrongs loudly and proudly! Let's speak 
these truths in front of people so they can feel as 
uncomfortable as we have to live every day. Things 
have to change, it is imperative! Society needs it! 

Not many of us will admit it, the world's 
perception of us can immensely devalue how we 
view ourselves. Some will consider it weak; I 
consider it truthful. I felt broken down to an 
extremely low point when people would stare at 
me as if I were some wild, filthy animal because my 
hair differed from theirs. I consistently told myself 
"It's okay, they just don't understand. Watch when 
it grows." Understand. Understand what? Why 
should my difference in features consistently be 
compared to the idolized beauty protocol that 
America has been so enticed with affect anyone? 
Why would people think that it is of any type of 
normalcy to stare at another human being and 
leave that individual feeling comfortable? Why was 
my hair not considered "Good"? Because it wasn't 
long? Because it wasn't straight? Because my curls 
were tight and not loose and flowing? I wanted to 
know why. 

Corporate America didn't make me feel any better 
about my natural hair either. How many women 
would honestly go to a job interview with their 
hair in a fro? No matter how beautiful you, yourself 
or significant other deemed it to be, "it's not 
professional or presentable". I have read 
numerous articles exemplifying this heinous 
ideology. I would feel as if I was a walking display 
case of discomfort very often, unable to make eye 
contact. Why? Because I allowed them to make me 
feel as if I wasn 1t beautiful. Because embracing my 
blackness made society feel uncomfortable and 
their energy was passed to me ... 

Society has lied to me as a black woman within the 
undeclared notion that black women are not 
naturally beautiful. Society has amplified the 
notion that black women need the add-ons to 
resonate as beautiful. Society has amplified the 
notion that there is some sort of protocol or 
standard of beauty that black women don't 
measure up to. We are all beautiful. Society's

fabrication of what beauty is doesn't measure up to ou 
beauty as a whole. That our melanin endowed skin and 
our own thick kinky coiled hair does not measure up to 
society's standard of beauty. 

No one dares to ever say it, but it 1s indirectly displayed 
everywhere. You must have lighter skin and softer hair to 
be deemed beautiful. For instance, Blue Ivy Carter is about 
5-years-old and has already been verbally abused by
society, let alone the media since birth.

"Her parents should be ashamed of themselves, all of that 
money and they can't find someone to do her hair." 

"Blue's hair is so nappy." 

"Blue is ugly & that hair. .. " 

Sadly, I've heard these exact sentiments from other races 
but the majority from my own race. We must have a 
different set of eyes. I see a little girl who, from day one, 
has always been beautiful. Her parents want her to wear 
her hair in its natural state. "I like my baby hair, with baby 
hair and afros," (2 snaps for Beyonce). I hate to display a 
comparison but it's necessary. North West's hair is very 
often displayed within its natural state, just like Blue's. 
North West's hair is usually in an afro, just like Blue's. 
North West usually has little ponytails, just like Blue. But 
North West is repeatedly displayed as a beautiful little girl, 
so why not Blue? 

My truth as a black woman, is I am beautiful. I have 
luscious melanin skin and thick, natural, healthy kinky hair 
to match. I am not only a beautiful black woman, I am a 
beautiful woman overall. I remember going on vacations 
to other countries or even anywhere within the US me 
and my friends would often say, "I want to look good; I 
want to go for the exotic look." Which, in our eyes meant, 
long Brazilian hair sewn into ours. When all along we 
didn't cope with the fact that we already look exotic. We 
have rich skin and almond shaped eyes; we look damn 
good already. 

Natural, organic beauty no preservatives added! 

But I will never bash anyone for wearing weaves, 
extensions, makeup or anything. None of those elements 
can make or break a woman who is fully aware of who she 



Ion er hair could ever shatter m 

she is. Society's standard of beauty is idiotic, 
demeaning and hazardous. Cruel 
amplifications of black women or black little 
girls can shatter their interior and cause them 
to harm themselves. We, as humans, are 
responsible as individuals and as a whole for 
the energy we give off not only in society but 
the universe as well. 

All women are beautiful, every single one of 
us. Don't categorize us or belittle us because 
we differ in appearance. It's disgusting and 
immoral. My truth is that I didn't have to find 
myself within society, I created myself. I am a 
strong minded, well-rounded beautiful 
woman inside and out. No standard of lighter 
skin or softer, longer hair could ever shatter 
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my self-image of beauty. I wake up full every day; 
full with the abundance of life. I have ultimately 
come to terms that I shall not let fear or any form 
of ideology shame me for being in love with my 
culture. It's my birthright as a human. I am now 
ready to live in all ways possible as a black 
woman--society can't take that from me 
anymore...

Born and raised within the uptown Bronx area of NYC. From a very young adolescent age, 
Tamara had taken a keen interest within writing and storytelling. She often expresses her 
idolization of her grandmother for always encouraging her to pursue her dreams of writing 
and keeping in mind that her own words will allow her to live her most vivid dreams. 

Web: https://www.noironline.org 
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now all the butt exercises, implants, built-in fake butt shapewear, and shots for a more “coke bottle 
body” is rampant. Hmmm…I guess filling out your yoga pants in the seat isn’t as undesirable as we 
(Black women) have been told. After all, you can’t twerk with a flat butt! Even our hairstyles are “in” 
now. If I have to see one more fake, locked-up or renamed cornrow style that the latest non-Black 
reality star family (you know who I’m referring to) is sporting and reclaiming as theirs, I am going to 
SCREAM!

Sistahs, wake-up to the fact that we are naturally beautiful, and no media outlet, cosmetics company, Sistahs, wake-up to the fact that we are naturally beautiful, and no media outlet, cosmetics company, 
plastic surgeon, or society in general can take our brand of sexy and do it better than us! 

“Black Empowerment” scares people. It flies in the face of an unjust society that wants to vilify or “Black Empowerment” scares people. It flies in the face of an unjust society that wants to vilify or 
degrade any aspect that concerns African-American women (and men). That’s why it’s so important 
for Black parents to take up the gauntlet and arm their children with the true knowledge of “Our 
Family’s Legacy of Greatness”. To quote a Black man (Mr. Jesse Williams) who defines the awakening 
that I pray for our people to manifest, “What I’d like to see us do is to return to a space where it’s 
okay for folks to be proud and outwardly Black in public…” My Sistahs…don’t swallow the lies…YOU 
ARE BEAUTIFUL!!  



I was around 14 or 15 when those very words were used to describe me. It was from a boy whom I’d met at a 
basketball game. He was actually one half of a set of identical twins, but I preferred him. He humored me to my 
face but voiced his real opinion behind my back. Through small town gossip, his comments eventually found 
their way to my ears. I wasn’t sure how to react to his words. I have never been much of a cryer when it came to 
my own life, so my reaction was more of disbelief. He planted weeds that continued to sprout for years to come.

His criticism came at an age when I was the least comfortable in my own skin. My body was transitioning from His criticism came at an age when I was the least comfortable in my own skin. My body was transitioning from 
girlhood to a womanhood, and I was coping with its changes. When I looked in the mirror I saw a chubby face, 
boring eyes, uninvited pimples and a butt that was too big. I had breasts that didn’t seem to belong with the 
rest of my body and I’d started growing hair in places that I had to shave. Those were just the physical changes. I 
was also socially awkward—a shy, athletic nerd who only felt at home on a basketball court. Around boys all of 
my insecurities were magnified a thousand times. I worried they saw me as I saw myself.

Although I struggled with a negative self-image, I had never been that harsh. I knew I was short, but I thought of 
myself as “athletically built”. Though my face was not perfection, I didn’t consider myself “ugly”. I could see the 
good which offset the negative. But his comments cut me to my core and made me question everything I 
thought I knew about myself.

I wondered if others thought the same thing and if I was the one who was lying to myself?  

His painfully seared words became a springboard for a journey that began with self-loathing and later His painfully seared words became a springboard for a journey that began with self-loathing and later 
transformed into self-love. However, I didn’t wake up one morning and decide the words he spoke were lies. 
Rather, it was a series of twists and turns that led me to discover my own truth.

In the immediate aftermath, I was determined to fix some of my “flaws”. I began chugging Slim Fast until my 
mother discovered my secret stash hidden in my favorite reading spot—my closet. I obsessively washed, scrubbed 
and moisturized my face. I was raised to discard the noise and lies people told me, but it was easier said than done.   

For years, I randomly thought of the words “short, fat and ugly”. I have never worn a size larger than six, but it 
didn’t matter. When I studied myself, my stomach always seemed larger than it was, my thighs fatter and my 
butt thicker. In my eyes I was still what he labeled me as.

As I’ve matured, I’ve maintained a commitment to fitness and health. Regular exercise and clean living are As I’ve matured, I’ve maintained a commitment to fitness and health. Regular exercise and clean living are 
priorities. My body has changed as I’ve filled out in certain areas and slimmed down in others. My face shed its 
baby fat and my skin is long past its weird hormonal stage. There’s nothing I can do about my height, but I carry 
myself with an outward confidence that matches the inside.

YYears later, he wound up getting a job where my mom worked. He walked into her office one day and worked my 
name into their conversation. He got nowhere. A reliable source told me that he said, “I heard Torri looks good 
now.” I smiled. His more recent assessment of me was simply an ego boost. As I began to love myself more and 
more, I realized that I didn’t need him to validate me nor did I require his stamp of approval.

The woman that I am is not defined by anyone’s standard of beauty. The woman that I am is one who is confident 
in her own skin, embraces her assets and flaws, and continues to live her life on her own terms.
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emotional. They already had formed an opinion of 
everyone in my community, mentioning that I was 
one of “those people” would have only made them 
talk about it behind my back. Remaining silent 
allowed me to listen to the words directly from the 
source. I knew first hand what they would think of 
me if they had saw me in the streets vs. in the 
classroom.classroom.

By the third time the divide between US and THEM 
came up, I was annoyed but I didn’t take it as a 
personal blow. I was one in a group of six women 
working on a project for a leadership class. Myself, 
another black woman, and four white women made 
up the group. While leaving the cafe where we held 
our weekly group meetings, the other black woman 
looked across the street and made the comment, looked across the street and made the comment, 
“It’s crazy that the hood is right there. We pay all 
this money for school and we are right in the middle 
of the hood.”

Awkward chuckles and low agreements from other 
group members followed. It was a slight relief that 
the other group members were a little more aware 
of the community around us. They chuckled but it 
was after a pause and looks around to see if it was 
okay laugh. It was awkward and you could see their 
discomfort while in the split second of deciding if it 
was inappropriate or funny. They found it funny was inappropriate or funny. They found it funny 
enough to give it a chuckle. I didn’t. The woman 
who made the comment was ahead of me so she 
couldn’t see the look I was giving her. Was she just 
making a random observation? Maybe but it 
annoyed me coming from her. The neighborhood 
that she was talking about was predominantly black 
families living in public housing. No one wants to families living in public housing. No one wants to 
live in what is deemed a “bad neighborhood,” but 
for many families, this is all that they have. Her tone 
held this superiority to it, as if she thought she 
shouldn’t be breathing the same air as the people in 
the community surrounding our school.

As quickly as she made the observation, the 
conversation had flowed onto another topic. I can’t 
remember what the topic was because I was in my 
head thinking about her comment. I wasn’t 
offended because at that point, I had dealt with 
comments about the inner city, working poor, and 

bad communities for two years. I had heard it on every 
level: a white female professor, a white male classmate, 
and a black female classmate. There was an US and a 
THEM and I was straddling the line between both.

At home it was no better. On one hand people acted At home it was no better. On one hand people acted 
like they were proud of me for going to college but the 
second I made a mistake or did something that my 
family didn’t like, I got called an “educated dummy” or 
someone would say, “You’re so smart with all that 
education, why don’t you figure it out?”

I felt like there was nowhere I could turn, no one that I I felt like there was nowhere I could turn, no one that I 
could talk to that would truly understand me. Within 
my family, no one understood the stresses of going to 
school full-time while working two jobs. They didn’t 
understand eight page papers, and thirty minute group 
presentations. All they saw was that I was never home 
and they took my absence as running away from my 
responsibilities.responsibilities.

I can't lie and say that it didn’t hurt or that I didn’t feel 
alone because I did. Not having anyone to understand 
you and not making connections with the people 
around you, can make a person feel really isolated. 
Everywhere I turned, I wasn’t good enough and I 
wasn’t doing enough. For the first time in my life, I felt 
like a failure. I was failing because I couldn’t even find 
the balance in me. I was being swallowed whole by two the balance in me. I was being swallowed whole by two 
sides that didn’t fully see me.

But somehow in the midst of my isolation, the stubborn 
part inside of me made the choice that I wasn’t going to 
let anyone define who I was and who I had yet to 
become. I wasn’t going to allow the words of my peers 
to be my judge, jury, and executioner; sentencing me to 
a lifetime of being silenced and shamed for where I 
came from and the person that I was because of it. I 
wasn’t going to allow my mother’s life expectations to wasn’t going to allow my mother’s life expectations to 
be my reality.

I shut out all of the noise and stopped trying appease 
the US and the THEM. And for the first time in my life, I 
felt like I got to know me, the real me. Not the lie that 
people told me about who I was supposed to be.





Being "Young, Wild and Free" is just a phrase 
to some, but for me I made it into a reality. The 
world wanted me to conform to fear and I had no 
desire to do such. Being afraid meant struggling 
with what my peers thought or felt about me. 
That would also affect my everyday livelihood in 
the most negative way. That's what happened 
until I applied pressure and fell in love with 
myself. 

Falling in love with myself was no easy task. It was 
simply the hardest thing I've ever encountered in 
23 years. It meant loving all of me. Even my 
aggressive trait that I tried so hard to hide. Being 
aggressive doesn't make you less of a "typical 
black woman," if anything, it makes you resilient. 
It helps you to stand on your own two feet 
without taking "no" for an answer and giving up. 
In the spring of 2015, I felt like throwing in the 
towel. I did absolutely everything within my 
power to do well and it wasn't working no matter 
how hard I tried. 

I jumped at the opportunity of a change of 
scenery which helped in the best way. I learned 
exactly who I was without my friends and family. 
This BEAUTIFUL BLACK WOMAN was me through 
trial and error. Making the same mistakes never 
gave me new results so I stayed afloat, picked up 
new hobbies and learned to love my laugh, and 
without hiding my unorthodox personality. 

Is happiness the key to a successful life? I indeed 
would confess it to be true. We all have our 

"Loving yourself 

is an art that no one 

can buy or take 

from you.'' 

problems in life that give us typical results 
but why remain sad when you can be happy? 
Why spend the majority of your ·energy 
hating someone when you can make room to 
love a new hobby or person? You are your 
own version of what a BLACK WOMAN is and 
that's what makes you beautiful and unique. 
Loving yourself is an art that no one can buy 
or take from you. You have the ability to 
paint a new canvas everyday, with unlimited 
paint. 







Since being invited to write on the #LiesTheyTold, I 
have been pondering for about a good week and half 
of what lie I have heard coming up as a Black woman. 

The one that popped into mind was that as an educated 

and successful Black woman with many accomplishments 

and even more to yet be fulfilled, most in our circle expect 
us to date a man that is also very well educated, has just as 

many degrees, and just as many accomplishments. 

If we come up with the man from the streets, but that has 

his stuff together, they don't want us with him because he 

is a "thug;'the"bad boy''. But men from the streets can just 
be just as educated, yet they probably didn't go to a 

four-year university, and have probably only taken a few 

classes at the local community college, or graduated from 
a 1-2 year program at a Trade School with his associate's 

degree, but who can say that he isn't just as educated and 
will treat his woman with the respect she deserves? At the 

end of the day, it is how a woman is treated and the 

happiness that she feels when she is with that man. 

We can choose to have a Hill Harper, an elite and 

handsome Harvard graduate who is scared of 

commitment, or we can have a Tyrese, the pretty boy from 

Watts who just married his soul mate and isn't afraid of 

commitment. Which one do you choose ladies? Let's stop 

the lie of the status quo when it comes to who we must 

ELITE 

MUST 

DATE 

AN ELITE 

NAOMI K. BONMAN 

date based on what we have accomplished and what 
we have, and that doesn't mean you have to settle 
either. 

ABOUT NAOMI 

Naomi K. Bonman is an entertainment and 
community journalist based out of Southern 
California. She has been in the field for 11+ years. 
She has had the pleasure of interviewing big 
names, such as Kelly Rowland, Chante Moore, 
Sway Calloway, just name to name a few. She was 
recognized by the California State Assembly for 
her work as a News Reporter. Bonman holds her 
Bachelors of Arts in Mass Media Arts with a 
concentration in Journalism from Clark Atlanta 
University, as well as her Masters in Public 
Administration. She is the founder of Purposely 
Awakened (www.purposelyawakened.com) and 
she is also a screenwriter, author, and youth 
advocate. 

www.naomibonman.com 

Twitter: @NaomiKBonman 
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I can’t help feeling like I’m still failing in some way. 
The money is there, but is my mom proud of me? 
Really proud. Am I doing the best I can? Living my 
best life? Making an impact? 

I’m thinking differently. I used to be afraid of shining I’m thinking differently. I used to be afraid of shining 
too brightly, or being who I am and celebrating me. 
But now we have #BlackGirlMagic and it’s doing 
something to us. Such a powerful movement, so 
necessary. 

Imagine you are the hated and maybe even the Imagine you are the hated and maybe even the 
hunted. Your features are appropriated. Your style 
diminished. Your qualities demeaned. All that is you 
is mocked, unless your qualities are in a white body. 
Imagine being hated by everybody, and I do mean 
everybody, and all of a sudden you hear the words 
“Black Girl Magic”.

It becomes everything. An expression of self love -- It becomes everything. An expression of self love -- 
black girl love. A celebration of us. A non-stop party. 
And when it happens, the most influential women in 
the world are black: Beyonce, Bozoma Saint John, 
Oprah, Ava, Nicki, Rihanna -- everybody wants to be 
them and they’re just like you.

What an incredible group of women! I hope little What an incredible group of women! I hope little 
girls can avoid all the negative stuff I had to face 
before discovering how amazing we are. 

www.noliestoldthen.com/timeline
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