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Too often, Calvin's willful head finds its way into his hands. He
certainly does not want to feel his fingertips brush against his
thinning patch of uncombed hair, but is seduced by the way the
bulge of his forehead, the bony ridge that slightly protrudes from
beneath the hairline, settles into the cup of his palms. It is a
comfortable fit, without need of a finger adjustment, although, if his
shirt sleeves are the tiniest bit too short, his eyebrows, which are
aggressively bushy, tickle his wrists and slightly diminishes the
consolation. A more critical problem the resting of his forehead in
his palms gives rise to is that the ears are neglected. It is quite
noticeable to Calvin, who lives alone in a house his aunt willed him,
that within seconds of his forehead touching his palms his ears turn
from pink to a flustered red with what he assumes is lonely
frustration. The problem has not yet risen to a fever pitch, but one
can never be too careful where the head is concerned. It is an
apparently intractable problem, and Calvin has resigned himself to
never being able to solve it. His only choice is to struggle to keep his
head out of his hands, and he plans to grow more committed to the
effort moving forward.
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