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I can distinctly remember screaming bloody murder 
as my sister, Aria, bent me over the tub and ruthlessly 
brushed the matted knots out of my hair. I was 
probably about 10 years old, and still remember 
crying from that pain like it was yesterday. Now, at 
37, who would have known then I would cry so many 
tears over my hair, not from the pain of the knots 
being brushed out, but from the pain of it not being 
there at all. I still feel that weird lump in my throat 
when I see old photos of myself with a full head of 
thick crazy curls, and more often when I look in the 
mirror and see my head now, completely bald. But I 
don’t cry anymore. Now I just wonder where did all 
that hair go? How is it possible that what was once so 
thick and unruly I could hardly fit it into a huge jaw 
clip is now completely nonexistent? Why has my body 
chosen to attack itself in this cruel and bizarre way? 
There must be some larger reason fate has chosen me 
to walk this particular path.

I know there are millions of people out there with 
alopecia who can relate all too well to these thoughts 
and emotions. Meanwhile, those who go about their 
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Deirdre
Bald, Bad Ass, and Facing the World Head On

daily lives never knowing this strange affliction can 
never seem to really relate. “It is only hair,” they say. 
“At least you don’t have cancer” they say. Oh, they are 
so clueless, even when they mean well.  Most of the 
time their words, even said with the best intentions, 
just hurt. 

My name is Deirdre. I am a lawyer living in Miami, 
Florida. I am 37 years old and have lived with alopecia 
areata for the past 16 years. This disease has changed 
me. It has changed my life, my mind and my heart. It 
has made me weak and vulnerable, battered my self-
esteem, and heightened my insecurities… yet it has 
made me a stronger and better person at the same 
time. Ironic isn’t it? Funny how a “little thing” like 
losing your hair can change the person you are right 
down to your core. I always fancied myself a strong 
woman. I knew what I wanted and who I was. I was 
kind of a bad ass, if I do say so myself. I was always 
the one that had their shit together. Confident, pretty, 
smart…my life was pretty charmed. Then one day, 
at age 21, that would all turn on a dime. A dime…
or really more of a quarter, or fifty-cent piece.  That 
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was the size of the first bald spot I found while blow-
drying my long curly hair. I was living in Spain at the 
time, studying abroad and having way more fun then 
should be allowed while “studying.” I remember so 
clearly that instant I flipped my head over in that 
same way I had done a million times before and 
saw it.   A perfectly round and smooth bald spot 
the size of a fifty-cent piece. What the hell is that?! 
Panic immediately set in as I ran my fingers over it 
and felt how perfectly smooth it was. How can this 
be? What is this? I called my mother on a poorly 
connected transatlantic call and cried hysterical tears 
as I tried to tell her what I’d found. I remember 
her saying she “couldn’t understand a word I was 
saying.” In hindsight, those words have come to be 
true in so many ways. No one in my life seems to 
truly understand what I am saying or feeling when it 
comes to my alopecia. They try. They have the best 
intentions. But they just don’t get it. 

The inevitable string of doctors, blood tests, and 
dermatologist appointments followed. Your thyroid 
is fine. You are healthy. The eventual diagnosis: You 
have alopecia areata. Huh? Alo-what? I mean who 
had even heard of this strange thing…certainly not 
me.  Okay.  So how do I cure it? Fix it doc.  Make me 
better. What pill do I have to take? “Sorry, there is no 
cure. We don’t even really know what causes it. But 
you must be stressed. You are so stressed.” I swear, 
I have had people telling me for so many years that I 
am so stressed out, that it really stresses me out! 

I remember sitting at the prehistoric computer my 
parents had at their house in Miami and doing an 
internet search for alopecia areata. What I found 
horrified me far worse than their slow dial-up 
connection ever could. You mean not only is there no 
cure for this thing, but that I could also lose all of my 
hair? I could even lose my eyebrows and eyelashes? 
This has got to be some kind of joke. I cried as I told 
my mom what I found. Her answer? “I am sure that 
won’t happen to you, honey.” And for a long time it 
didn’t. For years I lived with patches, and I covered 
them well. I had so much hair that I did an amazing 
job of hiding the smooth patches that appeared 

seemingly out of nowhere and dotted my head like 
Swiss cheese. I went and got painful steroid directly 
injections directly into the patches. I tried creams and 
weird gels that made my skin red, itchy and flaky. It 
was like playing whack-a-mole…Hit one patch, but 
another one would inevitably pop up nearby. Still, it 
was mostly an annoyance that only my close friends 
and family knew about. 

On the surface, I still maintained the image of a pretty 
girl with a full head of hair. Under the surface, I was 
terrified, always thinking “what if?” and scrutinizing 
my patches in the mirror until I was blind. My 
husband still fell in love with me. He still thought 
I was beautiful. He was still able to lovingly caress 
my hair, or pull it when he was feeling kinky. I still 
felt like a woman. A woman with a secret, but still 
a woman. Toward what turned out to be the end 
of my marriage (little did I know then), I remember 
the patches started getting worse. Larger and larger. 
Growing into each other. More difficult to hide. I 
remember turning to my husband one day as I looked 
in the mirror and asking him “Will you still love me 
if I go bald?”.  Now that I think of his answer to that 
question, I should have sensed the end of our marriage 
on the horizon. He said “Oh be quiet.  You are not 
going to go bald silly.”  You know, I always wished he 
had just said, “Yes, of course I will still love you.” I 
did end up going bald completely, and no, he did not 
still love me. Although I don’t really know if the two 
are even related in the reality of what happened with 
our marriage, I still think somewhere in the back of 
my mind that they are. My psyche has linked forever 
the events of going bald and losing love, even if the 
reasons he left me had nothing to do with me losing 
my hair. The mind will create crazy things for you 
to agonize over when you let it. But when he left, 
I still had hair (Swiss cheese-esque as it was). I only 
intelligently know this from the pictures I have that 
were taken around that time.  When I think back to 
that horrible time in my life, I don’t remember going 
bald. I think of myself as already bald.  I now realize 
that I have mentally linked those losses, and I have to 
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learn to unlink them if I want to find happiness. It has 
been a work in progress for some time. 

Not so long after my ex-husband left me, the patches 
started to get really bad. I remember saying to my 
mom and sister, “I will NOT wear a wig. That is just 
ridiculous!” But alas, before long, there I was sitting 
in a wig store that was recommended to my mom 
by a friend who had a friend with cancer. “I guess I 
am doing this”…and I walked out a few hours and 
couple hundred dollars later with a wig. I remember 
saying to my mom “What if people at work notice? I 
mean how could my hair go from all thin and messed 
up to perfect in one day’s time?”.  She said to me 
‘People don’t look at you as closely as you look at 
yourself.’ Ha! How true those words really are.  The 
hair kept falling out at an alarming rate and before 
long there I was with one sad little patch at the top of 
my head and nothing else.

The next “life of an Alopecian” milestone was on the 
horizon; The Head Shave. My sister, bless her well-
meaning heart, has never had a knack for subtlety. 
It must not run in the family, because I lack that 
particular skill too. She turned to me one day and said 
“God.  Let’s just shave that ridiculous thing off! It 
looks so stupid!”. I looked in the mirror. She was right! 
I wasn’t fooling anyone with the one little patch of 
hair directly in the middle of my head. I was bald, and 
holding on to this one sad little patch was not hiding 
that fact. I turned to her and said, “Ok.  Let’s do it.” 
The next thing I remember was sitting on the floor 
in the bathroom with her standing over me, razor in 
hand. “Don’t cut me!” I squealed as she deftly shaved 
that sucker right off in a few quick strokes. That’s it. 
I was bald. I was a bald woman. Of course the wig 
went right back on when I left the house. It was like 
my armor; my shield from having to face the world 
head on as the bald woman that I was. I just wasn’t 
ready for that yet.

All the hair on my head eventually stopped growing, 
or just grew a little here and there, and I got into the 
habit of shaving it clean. I clearly remember thinking 

“at least I still have my eyebrows and eyelashes! As 
long as they don’t fall out I can handle this.” When 
I attended my first NAAF conference, I remember 
crying a lot through most of the sessions, but also 
feeling empowered and strangely happy. I guess it just 
felt good to meet other people who really knew what 
I was going through. Really knew. That conference 
began my journey into coming to terms with my 
identity as an “Alopecian”.  Some people don’t like 
that word I guess….maybe because it sounds like 
Martian? I do joke around sometimes that I look 
like an alien… trying to laugh at myself has helped 
some, but sometimes I think it is just another defense 
mechanism. Alopecia has certainly turned me into a 
self-psycho analyst, if nothing else!

The year before my second NAAF conference, it 
happened. The thing that would prove to be the 
true turning point in my alopecia journey. The thing 
I had dreaded ever since that day when I did the 
first internet search on alopecia areata. My alopecia 
went from totalis to universalis.  I lost my eyebrows, 
eyelashes, and most of my body hair. In a cruel twist 
of fate, I never lost my underarm hair nor my pubic 
hair…precisely the hair I would have loved to get 
rid of and have paid tons of money and undergone 
many a painful waxing session to get rid of, is the only 
hair that has stuck with me through all of this!  My 
brother lovingly stated, “That is like the cockroach 
hair that lives through the nuclear war.” Ahhh, the 
eloquence of my brother. Now I was not only a bald 
woman, but I was suddenly looking into the mirror 
and startling myself when I saw my reflection.  A 
bald head is one thing to come to terms with, but the 
horror of seeing your face staring back at you with 
no eyebrows and eyelashes is a feeling like no other.  
I still get the sense that it is not me. It is like some 
foreign invader that took over the image on the other 
side of the mirror. When I put my “eyebrows” on and 
look at myself, sometimes I think, “Oh, yeah. There 
you are, Deirdre.”  I still don’t let most people see me 
without eyebrows.

Deirdre's Story Continues . . .
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Losing my eyebrows and eyelashes threw me into 
a profound funk. I felt really uncomfortable in my 
own skin. Hiding behind wigs suddenly didn’t seem 
as effective. I was going to be found out.  It was 
just a matter of time. My sister, Aria, who seems 
to have her hand in many of the milestones along 
my alopecia journey, again stepped in to influence 
the way things would turn. She is a very talented 
jewelry designer, and had stated several times that it 
would be cool to do an earring line using my bald 
head as the backdrop for displaying them. Every 
time she had mentioned this, I agreed that yes that 
would be a cool idea in theory, but in practice I just 
wasn’t ready.  That would mean really coming out 
of my “alopecia closet” and telling the world that I 
was bald.  Something changed inside of me when the 
eyebrows and eyelashes made their exit.  I started to 
feel like “what the hell, people are going to find out 
now anyway.” I might as well try to do something 
positive with this crappy turn of events. Maybe this 
project would help me come out on my own terms 
and help me deal with things. So one day while we 
were sitting in my mom’s kitchen, and Aria brought 
up the idea again. This time, fighting down the lump 
in my throat, I said yes, and B.A.L.D. was born. A 
new jewelry line with a name that stands for Bad Ass 
Lawyer and Designer. Me, the Bad Ass Lawyer. Aria, 
the Bad Ass Designer. Doing something together to 
try and bring awareness to alopecia, empower women 
with hair loss, and raise some money for alopecia 
charities like NAAF. 

We jumped right in! Created a logo, built a website 
and started building inventory. We did a photo shoot 
with a photographer that I happened to be dating 
at the time. People come into our lives for a reason, 
and this photographer happened to come into my 
life precisely when this project was being born. He 
was patient and kind, and took amazing photos that 
made me feel sexy and beautiful even without any 
hair. He was not the one for me, but I will always 
appreciate his place in my journey and he will always 
hold a place in my heart because of it. We started 
selling at events and shows, and I had to go out 

without my wig to these events. After all, that was the 
whole point wasn’t it? It wasn’t easy, but people had 
great reactions and it was even kind of fun to be the 
one everyone was looking at. We even did a segment 
for the local news. I decided to change my Facebook 
picture to one of the bald pictures. That was a big step, 
I remember thinking there would be no going back 
after that, and I was right. With one click of the mouse, 
I was telling a few hundred people “hey guess what? 
I am bald!” I think I actually wrote that very thing on 
my post. Creating the jewelry line hasn’t turned into a 
huge financial success. We haven’t made lots of money 
or gotten into tons of stores (yet!), but it has helped me 
to shed my mask and face the world as I truly am. It 
forced me to step out into my reality. I hope it has also 
helped me empower others in some way. 

Through all of this, I have become very active with 
NAAF. I have become one of their Legislative 
Liaisons and travelled twice to Washington DC to 
lobby for increased funding and improved patient 
care. I have walked the halls of Capitol Hill, bald, and 
sat in front of Legislative aides and showed them the 
face of this disease. I am a lawyer.  I know how to talk 
and be persuasive and I am using that skill the best 
way I can. I have gotten involved in my local NAAF 
support group and sat with other girls still hiding 
under wigs, even at an alopecia support group outside 
in the 90 degree Miami sun. I let them see me and my 
bald head, and encourage them to feel safe and secure 
enough in themselves to take off their wigs too. Some 
are not finding it so easy to do, which I can certainly 
understand. Everyone has to walk this crazy path in 
the alopecia road in their own way and at their own 
pace. Our support group recently had a huge Zumba 
event with several hundred people to raise money for 
NAAF. Guess who was the only bald woman in the 
entire room?  My sister turned to me at that event and 
asked “how are you the only bald one here?” and I 
said, “I’m not! I am just the only bald one not wearing 
a wig!” Is it easy for me? No, it is not. Do I still feel 
strange walking out of the house with no wig on and 
getting the inevitable stares or questions about how 

Deirdre's Story Continues . . .
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Lately, Deirdre is busy running her law firm, NERO Immigration Law, P.L. and teaching Spinning classes at local health clubs. 

She is very involved with the advocacy arm of the National Alopecia Areata Foundation, and enjoys spending time sailing and 

traveling with her boyfriend, Eric, and giving lots of love to her dog, Marty.

my chemotherapy is going? Of course I do. But every 
time I do, I hold me head up, take a deep breath, and 
just do it. I just do it. Suck it up, Deirdre. 

I still wear wigs. I am a lawyer and I really feel like I 
need hair to maintain the professional image I need 
to be successful in my career. Maybe that is a social 
construct I should be trying to fight, but for now I 
am actually okay with it. What is important is that 
I don’t hide my alopecia anymore. I will readily tell 
people, even in a professional setting, that my hair is a 
wig. “Oh, you like my hairstyle? Thanks, you too can 
own it for $575.50! Yes it is a wig. Yes, I am bald. I 
have alopecia. Oh you don’t know what that is? Well 
let me tell you…” I have had this exact conversation 
so many times now I have lost count. I am part of a 
professional networking group called BNI.  We have 
about 50 professionals who meet weekly to refer each 
other business, and every month the group supports 
a charity.  One month, I asked the group to support 
NAAF. I gave my pitch about having alopecia and 
how it has affected my life, talked about NAAF’s 
great work… and I collected a few meager donations. 
The next week, I decided to make a real impact. I 
stood up in front of the group, took my hair off and 
put it right on the table in front of me, and stood 
before this group, most of whom had never seen me 
without hair. I made the same pitch I had made the 
week before, but bald. This time I collected $1500.00. 
I am learning that showing people your vulnerability 
goes a long way. I am learning that being vulnerable 
is actually a show of strength. 

Not everyone is Bad Ass enough to put the most 
secret thing about themselves out there for everyone 
to see and scrutinize. This process has helped me 

reconnect with that inner Bad Ass. She was in there 
all along, but just got lost for a while. She still has her 
moments in hiding. Dating new men is always a hard 
time for her.  She starts to hide behind the fear of 
rejection. She gets tested in the strangest ways. The 
newest and current test is kind of an ironic one- some 
of my hair has started to grow back the past couple of 
months. But as this weird alopecia circus tends to go, 
the re-growth has been strange and patchy.  Not the 
full head of hair I have had countless dreams about 
waking up to find magically returned overnight. But 
some strange design that makes me feel like an extra 
from a movie about Post-Apocalyptic survivors that 
have been living under the crust of the earth for 
20 years. Weird patches of eyebrow hair that is not 
enough to actually be a real eyebrow, but enough to 
make putting my fake eyebrow temporary tattoos 
on, harder. Leg hair just on my knees, just enough 
to actually have to shave again. And my family and 
friends getting excited and happy, “Your hair is 
growing back!” They can’t understand why I am 
not excited. Why don’t I love the fact that my once 
perfectly smooth head now looks like some weird 
prickly map of the world, and that I have to shave 
it again, and that now my $3000 vacuum prosthesis 
won’t suction on properly? Why does this not overjoy 
me? Seriously? I would rather it just be smooth. Is it 
too much to ask for my damn hair to just make up 
its mind? Do you want to be here or don’t you want 
to be? I want my body to make a decision! I realize 
this is just another chapter in the alopecia journey. 
Just another hurdle for the Bad Ass Bald Lawyer to 
conquer. Is she up to the task? She is. Does she have a 
choice? She does not. I do not. Yet another challenge 
to face, head on.

Deirdre's Story Continues . . .


