Alexandra Ocansey – Roots to Roots (spoken word transcript)

“Sit still”, my auntie says as she drives her fingers into my scalp. 
I hate this. 
My teenage self, angry and frustrated unable to comprehend how my head can burn this much. 
Her nimble fingers weave braid after braid after slicing through the hair at its roots. 
Days go by (hours really, but dramatics can be a teenage girl’s best friend) and when I think she on her final one she splits it into four. 
I groan, the tender headed, never gonna sit still young girl, forever over with this torture. 
She completes the last braid and I jump from the chair before she can get the boiling hot water. Marvellous.
I feel so beautiful.
She pats my head with a hot towel after lining it with fire. 
I am 20 years old, as the aunties chatter in the salon, as they wave intergenerational marks into my head, I can’t help but be mesmerised. 
Hear stories of old, from experienced women to impatient young girl. 
I sit in a chair a part of tradition, that has existed since old. 
From mothers to daughters, a symbol of freedom, of peace, of self-indulgence. 
I bathe in the laughter, in the participation of a tradition that has existed and will exist before and after me. 
I relish in the thought that my hair understands so effortlessly a tradition that uses no word. 
The roots of my hair connecting with the roots of many.




