Hannah of the beautiful hair
by Paul Turner

Hannah of the beautiful hair returns in her 122" year,

hardly listening to the air personalities, gazing the soaps with an easy neutrality,

finds a grand nephew, former latchkey, not sitting still,

and shrills her ancient “Jingo Netties, nervous hilarity” trope,

then mopes on that same brown couch some 50 years on in northernmost New York City.



