
haircut

gentling	a	comb	along	my	father’s
pink	scalp,	gathering	fingerfuls	of	his
gray	white	hair,	I	begin	to	cut

we’ve	removed	his	hearing	aid
and	his	eyes	are	shut
so	what	world	exists	for	him	now?

just	the	careful	motion	of
my	hands	(I’m	trying	so	hard)
the	clip	of	my	scissors	(I’m	being	so	careful)
the	slight	scratch	of	the	comb	(that	must	feel	good)

and	soon	he	is	asleep
his	head	tilting	toward	his	sweater
and	he	naps	his	way	through
his	haircut

the	whole	universe,	stilled

we	are	suspended	here
in	the	quiet	apartment
my	mother	is	out
moving	in	real	time
while	we	hover.

when	I	think	I	am	done
I	have	to	crouch	on	the	floor
to	see	my	work.	have	I	flattered
my	father’s	face,	framed	his	blue	eyes,
tamed	the	cowlicks	that	spiral	above	his	left	ear?

well	enough	that	this	time,	like	most	of	the	others,
my	father	asks	if	he	can	give	me	something,
he	is	so	pleased.	and	this	time,	like	all	the	others,
I	tell	him	no,	he	paid	for	Princeton.

my	father	paid	for	Princeton
he	gave	me	money	for	my	rent
and	understood	my	artist’s	life
dreamed	my	dreams	with	me
and	loved	me	through



girlfriends
and	boyfriends
short	haircuts	and	unshaved	legs
hiking	the	Rockies	and	surfing
always	surfing	now
drunk	danced	with	me	at	my	wedding
and	held	my	newborn	daughter
with	unheralded	delight

my	father,	I	will	cut	your	hair
I	will	give	you	something
this	careful	touch,	this	gentle	reminder
you	are	still	here,	with	me
in	the	waning	afternoon	light.
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