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Barber
I’ve been cutting his hair since he cam

e hom
e from

 the 
hospital so I know

 that w
hen he shakes, there’s a tic on 

the w
ay. 

I trust you. H
e holds his neck. The shaver buzzes through 

his crim
p. 

You’ve got all kinds of curl, I say. (Like the neurons in 
your head.) 

N
o! H

e shakes. Yells. 

I stop. M
r Tourrettes has his ow

n ideas and w
ants to be 

heard. 

Fuck shit bitch w
hore fuck shit bitch w

hore. 

I tell him
 the relaxer is going to break the bonds, that 

w
e can’t do this often because every follicle has a clock 

and you don’t w
anna fast forw

ard into a bald scalp now
, 

do you?

Deadest deader dead deadest deader dead …
 he bounces 

up and dow
n. 

I rearrange his hair. M
ake it point true north. Straight. 

It doesn’t do anything, he points. H
air w

ebs around our 
feet. 

Later, sw
eeping the curls into the bin, I finger the bald 

spot behind m
y earlobe and dab Am

la oil on it w
ith m

y 
pinkie. 

Apartm
ent

The H
arry Potter bobblehead stares at the bulb-less tree 

stum
p of a lam

p. The TV: an opaque w
indow

. The radio: a 
static m

ist. O
utside: cold. 

She has taught him
 how

 to m
oisturise from

 the root. 
Start at the tip, com

b dow
n to the follicle, and stretch a 

decade into a grip (it slips betw
een his fingers).

They take turns doing each other, sitting in betw
een legs. 

The room
 is hotter than it’s m

eant to be, thanks to the 
coals at their feet.  

“D
o you rem

em
ber that tim

e a w
om

an found God in the 
veins of a tom

ato?” H
e w

raps her hair around curling 
rods. 

She likes the pull on her sculpt, the slight jolt running 
dow

n her spine. “Yeah, they even consulted a food 
science departm

ent to preserve it.”

Silence retains its shape, no m
atter w

hat they say. D
eath 

lies on the w
indow

sill outside, but at least they have this. 

“M
aybe it w

on’t be so bad. Pushing reset, going back to 
scales—

” H
e stops, surveys his handiw

ork.  

“—
craw

ling back into the ocean, am
phibians refusing 

their legs.” H
er head drops.

For a m
om

ent he thinks she’s breaking dow
n. 

“It feels so good. The pulling—
” She doesn’t finish her 

sentence, feels for her hair and laughs. “You’re having fun 
m

aking tornadoes, huh?”

O
utside, w

ater w
rinkles the city into m

arsh. 

Burial
The body is brought dow

n through the narrow
 passage, 

pulled from
 the craw

l space and negotiated through 
fissure, furthest from

 the cave m
outh. It takes a day to 

get there, but they are tw
o. One cradles the head, another 

cups the feet, and the drip-drip-drip on their shoulders.

They’ve trekked this passage before. W
hen the light 

gives out they know
 to feel around for the hole beyond 

the archive of stalagm
ites, in the bedding plane of 

lim
estone.   

Arrived, they nestle m
other betw

een kin and sm
ear olive 

oil on her hardening skin. H
er lim

bs sw
irl inw

ard, tow
ard 

her belly, the w
ay a centipede m

ight contract w
hen 

touched by the tip of som
ething it doesn’t understand. 

They sigh. Sound fills the throat, echoing in cham
bers 

above them
. The sigh is a w

ord they’ve m
ade together. A 

w
ord only spoken here. The w

ord is their nam
e for this 

death that life keeps packing together and forcing out of 
its follicle. 

They go to w
ork rem

oving m
other’s hair w

ith the jagged 
end of stone cores. H

air is the last tether.  Then, they 
beat their fists against a crack in a colum

n. The cavern 
rubbles, slightly. 

W
hen they surface it is night. A fire is m

ade. A pelt of 
hair is laid as a pillow

. By m
orning, the dew

 has turned 
the pillow

 into a bow
l. Constellations of berries lie in the 

m
ud. This is breakfast.

A cam
phor tree thaw

s in the sun and gives up its scent. 
The scent w

histles in the nostril; the sm
ell a prayer 

spoken w
ith the palm

s. Another fire is m
ade. The hair is 

drow
ned in it. 

They eat by its heat. 


