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Boxford —

Getting out the door in the morning with everyone in the right clothes, lunches in hand, homework signed, piano music packed and show-and-share bags with a toy that starts with “L” included, takes nerves of steel . . . or about a gallon of coffee.

But our youngest only goes to preschool three days a week.  The off days are a relative breeze. Breezy enough that I signed her up for ballet.

“It's time to put on your new ballet outfit!”  I trilled on her first day of class.   She'd been playing quietly by herself for some time . . . so easy, so breezy.

She emerged in her tutu looking adorable. 

“Now, it says you need to pull your hair back.”  I said as I began to brush her long blond hair into a bun.  But I kept fighting funny strands that wouldn't brush back.  It was almost like she had . . . .I stopped in horror.  She had bangs.  Bangs that had not been there earlier that day.

“Did you cut your hair!?”  I demanded.

She nodded.

I was stunned.  “You did!?  With scissors!?”

I had heard about children like this:  children who cut their own hair.

I asked the age-old question. “Why!?  Why would you do that!?” 

My daughter had no answer but her eyes welled up. “Will my hair look weird?”

Well it wouldn't look the same that was for sure!  Feeling a distinct lack of sympathy, I delivered a stern lecture on using scissors on nothing other than paper, (and yes, Regular Readers, they were children's safety scissors). Then I assessed the damage while she stared at me from beneath her bangs.

“Huh,” I said.

The bangs swept softly to one side adding depth to her face.  It didn't look weird at all, it looked stylish — almost professional.  

Still, she was in trouble. 

“You are in trouble!” I clarified.  “Go to your room until ballet.”  And up she went with her swishy new  doo.

I glanced at my watch, no longer feeling the breeziness. We had a few minutes, so I went to find the pile of freshly cut hair when I heard the roar of a delivery truck in our driveway.  Delivery trucks make Blue Ears, our elephant-sized dog, go just north of crazy.  I tried to crack the door and squeeze out to meet the driver, but Blue shoved past me and ran pell mell for the truck.  And then, incredibly, he jumped inside it in a blur of black and tan fur.

“Blue Ears Baird!” I yelled using his full name to let him know he was now also in trouble. “Get out of that truck!”

The driver asked in a strained voice. “Whatchya doing fella?” Blue wagged his tail and slobbered with cheerful abandon.

I had no choice but to also board the truck babbling,  “I'm so sorry.  I know he's huge but he's actually still a puppy.  I'm so sorry.”

Forgiveness was not forthcoming. I yanked Blue off the truck and hauled him into the house.  Sweaty, exhausted, and now furry, I glanced at my watch.  We had to go!  

I called my daughter out of her banished state while I ran to the bathroom only to get slammed into the door, which was locked. 

“Really?” I exclaimed. 

“I forgot to unlock it before I closed it.”  My daughter whispered suddenly standing next to me in her pink tutu, her bangs making a halo around her face.

There was no time to jimmy it open or deliver a speech to the locksmith-universe about ridiculously bad lock designs.  We had to go. 

We barreled out the door and hauled off to ballet, with bangs, and, without breeziness . . . let alone steely nerves.    Next week I'll stick with coffee.
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