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Hair on Fire 

 

Remember the time we wanted to juice up your parents’ campfire and tossed on 

some lighter fluid? There is no sound in the world like the whoosh of ignition inches 

from your face. We scattered like bunnies. And your mom told us we might have set our 

hair on fire. We liked the idea of our hair on fire, and we made up details about how our 

scalps would have melted, and then our eyeballs, and then our faces would have slid 

down off the bones and we’d have to become marsh monsters.  

We reminded each other of that when we were on that nature walk in the bog 

later, and we got to giggling, and you stepped off the path and your foot sucked into the 

mud. I stepped off too so we’d match.  

Remember when we lit all those Fourth of July worms on the sidewalk in front of 

our houses, and they left black smudges on the concrete, and we told my brother the 

smudges were from gunshots? That was funny then. He used to pester us so.  

You were always the smart one, the beautiful one, the one who got elected to this 

and chosen for that. You got into the better university. You snagged the better husband, 

better neighborhood, better social events.  

But me, I’m a good criminal attorney. I am. I can find a mitigating circumstance 

every time. It helps that everyone likes you; I mean the jury does. I wish you’d found 

some other way to do it, though. I’d wish you’d shot him somewhere other than the back. 

And I wish you hadn’t known about the affair as long as you did. It substantiates the 

prosecutor’s claim of pre-meditation. But juries are fickle, and you are beautiful.  

I’m still stepping off the path into the muck for you.  

The jury is about to deliver the verdict; we need to go back inside now.  

I’m afraid your hair is on fire. 
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