Summer Haircut

My mother's hair is coming back,
new down mixed with long strands
that refused to be uprooted,
stubborn as irradiated cells.

In public she sweats under a red wig
but lives under the curse of her own bathroom mirror
so this morning, my mother perches
on the stepstool I knew in my days of bangs.

It's the randomness, she says, bowing her head.
I clip toward virgin scalp,
terrified my fingers will touch it,
determined not to knick it,
the blades closer and closer and just as shy.

Next, shaving cream -- and I cradle her head
in my hands as if the future could be told,
or the past proved to be a bad joke in this shiny globe,
but I lather up only a foaming silence.

A ninety-nine cent BIC razor
and my right hand shave my mother
down to a dry reflection, yet I still see her whole,
unaffected by this shift in the seasons.

It's just the randomness of it all.
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