Cutting His Hair A Year Later

A year after chemotherapy,
his hair is baby fuzz dark
as the shadows that lean
over my shoulder. Here
in the bathroom light
with the electric hum
of c1ipplers, I hesitate.
For a year he's been bald
as a newborn.
For a year his scalp wore
a clean shine I never knew.

In a crowd
I couldn't pick him out
until I remembered which
hat he wore. I'd like to think
the awful year is past,
but in this harsh light
truth stands stacked in bottles
and jars

Carefully
I glide the scissoring
blades around his ears, 
slowly across the back
of his neck... that tender, so
vulnerable spot. I even out
this soft growth, this hard-earned,
hard-won fuzz remembering
how needles and tubes bruised
his thinned arms, made them
magenta, blue, deep purple before
they finally faded to yellow and tan.

Now his hair is blacker
than before, thicker
than before and I cry
cutting it. So glad, so glad
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