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Isaac Jannise sat anxiously on the second-hand sofa by the front window in the living room, waiting for his dad to get home from work. As usual, Roland Jannise was late. But he wasn't wasting time, drinking at a bar, or doing anything else that would keep him from his family. He adored his son and worked late most days to provide a good standard of living for his small family of three. Roland owned a small plumbing business that kept him busy. It occasionally required a middle-of-the-night service call, and the daily late arrival times.

"Your dad's on the way home," his mother, Sophia, said as she hung up the telephone receiver in the kitchen. Isaac jumped excitedly but continued staring out the window with one hand petting the family dog, 'Trigger.'

"Yes," Isaac said, throwing up his hands in victory. "I knew he'd get here on time. But we better hurry 'cause Roger closes at 6:00."

Isaac was learning at a young age that most things in life ran on the all-powerful clock. If they didn't get there on time, then Isaac would not get his monthly haircut with his dad, at least not that day anyway. His mom also had a penchant for eating at a certain time, which Isaac had not quite gotten the hang of yet.

Isaac did a lot of things with his dad, which was why the haircut was important to him. Playing baseball, basketball, or football were also priorities in his young life. But getting his haircut with Dad meant the world to Isaac. He reasoned that grown men got haircuts. So, when Isaac went with his dad for one, he was proclaiming that he was, while not yet grown, well on his way because he was doing stuff men did.

At 5:30, Isaac and his dad pulled into the parking lot of Roger's Cuts, a barber shop on Independence Street. The Chevy work truck backfired a little just to remind Roland that it was old and in need of some mechanical attention.

If there happened to be customers left after closing time who hadn't been served yet, Roger would simply turn the 'Open' sign over to 'Closed,' lock the front door, and continue working on haircuts until each customer was served. Of course, he'd then have to unlock the door for them, but that way, he avoided accumulating additional customers who were time-challenged.

Isaac and his dad were the only customers there when they walked in at 5:34. Which was too bad because Isaac loved the regular banter his dad would make with Roger and the other customers waiting for a cut. Most would have their heads buried deep in the daily newspaper that Roger provided. Most of the time, he bought two copies. Usually, it was a sports story about the two competing state universities. But his dad and Roger were there, and that was enough for Isaac.

"Hi, how ya doing, Mr. Jannise?" Roger said quickly, wiping his hands on a towel after a hasty hand wash.

"All good. We're all good, Roger," Roland said after looking around and noticing the empty shop. Thinking that Roger needed to leave early, Roland said, "I see you done run everybody out of here. You need to get somewhere tonight? We can come back next week."

"Nah," Roger said with a grin. "I'm just a highly trained, entertaining, and efficient barber who doesn't unnecessarily prolong his customers' wait time."

"That you are my friend," Roland said. "That you are."

But the truth was that, and Roger would never admit this, there had been no customers in the place for over two hours, and he was glad to see Roland and Isaac.

"Who's first?" Roger asked, looking around the room as if it was filled with anxious customers.

"Oh, me. Me," Isaac said excitedly.

"Well then, here ya go," Roland said as he scooped up the boy as he'd done scores of times before and placed him into the red barber chair after Roger had inserted the much-needed wooden booster seat. Roger had learned the hard way that boosting the height of kids would save his back from unwanted pain and allow him to cut hair without having to constantly stoop over.

The booster seat was like being perched on top of a box for display for everyone to see. From that height, Isaac could see almost the entire shop in the mirrors, including things that seemed a little farther away than they should have been.

And if there were mothers present, they'd "ooh" and "ah" over such an adorable little boy. While Isaac always looked embarrassed, deep inside, he loved it when that happened. But usually, the haircut clientele consisted of tired blue-collar workers blue-collar workers reeking of the smell of paper mills, grease, tobacco, or the occasional working-class beer.

As Isaac sat perched on high, an unusual and unexpected world opened before his eyes.

The week before, Roger had installed new mirrors in the tiny shop. Well, they were new to him. He had found them on an online marketplace. They were from an old building on the outskirts of town that traveling circuses and carnivals had rented through the years. A local fortune teller sometimes used that building to predict peoples' futures and empty their wallets all in one fell swoop. The old, smaller round mirror that was hanging on Roger's wall in front of the barbershop customers wasn't helping them enough to see if the haircut was to their liking. New and larger mirrors were needed.

To Isaac's front, attached to the once outdoor brick wall (because the barber shop was added to the existing building), was a jumbo-size mirror. To his rear, an exact-sized mirror hung on the wall closest to Roger.

Together, they created a mesmerizing visual effect that Isaac had never seen before. Endless little Isaacs. Endless Rogers. Endless versions of lives that hadn’t happened yet. All duplicated into infinity, thanks to the two mirrors being slightly off-center from each other.

It was easy for Isaac to get lost in the looking glasses.

The reflections didn’t quite line up perfectly, which somehow made them feel more real.

"Wow," Isaac said. "Look, Dad. There's a bazillion of me in there. Why are there so many of me?"

"Well, son,” Roland said. "It's because the mirror in front of you is kind of working with the mirror behind you and making it seem that there's an endless amount of you."

"But how?" Isaac asked.

"It's just an illusion of light, son," Roland said. "The mirror normally reflects what's in front of it. But in this case, the front mirror is reflecting the second mirror. And the second is reflecting what's in front of it, which is the first mirror. And it goes back and forth like this basically forever. Does that help?"

Isaac just stared at the mirror, not fully grasping what his dad had said.

"Well, I don't know," Isaac answered. "But it's really cool. I think I like it, but it is a little creepy."

"Yes," Roland said standing and looking at the mirror as a bazillion Rolands duplicated themselves. "I suppose so. But I'm gonna need you to sit still, OK, son, while Roger cuts your hair. Can you do that for us, please?"

"Yes, sir," Isaac said, sat up straight and still as Roger's clippers went to work.

"OK, Isaac," Roger said after a few minutes. "Can you close your eyes, please? I
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