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My grandfather worked in a barpe
smelling of lotions he

hair and talc. The black razor strop

’ rshop
d slap on your face,

hung like the penis of an ox. He’'d drqw
. the sharp blade in quick strokes over

the smooth-rough hide, and then carefully

over your face. The tiny hairs would gather
on the blade, a congregation singing
under blue spruce in winter,

o abandstand in the center of town
bright with instruments, alto sax, tenor

saX, fuba or sousaphone—the bright

oompah-pahs shaving the town somehow,
a bright cloth shaking the air

s into flakes of silvering hair

floating down past the houses, the horses
pulling carriages past the town fountain,
‘which had frozen into a coiffure

of curly glass. My grandfather had an affair

% with the girl who did their nails
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