Hair

| pull a hair out of my mouthful

of fajita salad. | know this

may sound gross, but I don’t think
s0. Your hairs are everywhere.

One recently caught in the tight
seam between the halves

of my laptop. Bathrooms no longer
scare me. Theo plucks black
masses hanging like shrunken heads
from the shower wall and hands
them over. He has no admonitions.
Earthworms, spiders, centipedes
pass through his fingers. He harbors
no fear, no hatred of them. What
the hair snagged in my beard

or sewn into the lining of shirt,
evinces is the presence of a partner,
who is a part of, and partakes in,
my body, my blood, my hair.
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