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Boy Soprano - Nance Van Winckel

If I keep my eyes on their window

the saints who’ve saved me before
might save me again. If I let the voice
come up, it moves my head to one side
and folds its long hand

into my own two small ones.

Spun from glass and an early angle
of sunlight, blue robes make the men
holy, make them saints forever.

Sometimes when I open my hands

the singing does two things at once:

it leaves me and it stays behind.

It goes out, and with its bony fingers,
touches shoulders and hats in the aisles.

Then it’s not like the dark lonely thing

that leaves me and stays in the night,
sometimes leading me so far, [ wake
uncertain of the way back, unsure from what
I’ve been separated for good.

I sit up and open my mouth.
I have to be sure. I start the song,
and there it is to finish itself.

It wakes my brothers down the hall.
Their lights come snapping on

and they appear, round my bed —
me with the voice pumping its good
Welch hymn, and the little ones
rubbing their eyes, sung loose

from one dream to another.

)
University of lowa 3@;’&;
is collaborating with JSTOR to digitize, preserve, and extend access to o2z

The lowa Review RIKGN ®
www.jstor.org




I fold my hands tighter

and take the song higher.

I let my robes fall back,

fall away, until I am myself uncovered,
the befuddled infant, the fourteen years
that add up to nothing.

How long can it last?

I ask everyone. If I dare

to think of a certain girl’s hand
on my shoulder, and then

my shoulder laid bare, will
something begin to break?

No one answers, except to say

it will break, and it will leave me.
And I'm just to go on

as if what must happen

means no more than an old window
falling in, so many blue and holy eyes
cast down, shattered.

105



	Article Contents
	p. 104
	p. 105

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 19, No. 3 (Fall, 1989), pp. 1-182
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	An Interview with Ralph Ellison [pp. 1-10]
	PIZD'óSH: Nikolai Gogol, Abner Doubleday, and the Russian Origins of American Baseball [pp. 11-17]
	The Body Breaking [p. 18-18]
	Report from the Writers' Convention [pp. 19-20]
	Climbing Mt. Baldy at the Dunes [p. 21-21]
	Portrait [pp. 21-22]
	After Tu Fu (They Say You're Staying in a Mountain Temple) [p. 23-23]
	A Dream... or Was It? [p. 23-23]
	Using Some Words That Showed up Recently: Homage to Stravinsky; To Be Placed in a Clay Bowl in Managua [pp. 24-26]
	For Michelle [p. 27-27]
	Mississippi River, near Cape Girardeau, Mo. [p. 28-28]
	Saniya's Dreams [p. 29-29]
	History of My Face [p. 30-30]
	The Radios of September [pp. 31-36]
	Stepping into the World of Men [pp. 37-49]
	Sunflowers [p. 50-50]
	Translucence [pp. 51-52]
	A Phantom of Delight [p. 53-53]
	A Light in the House [p. 54-54]
	Another Visit from My Sister [p. 55-55]
	Marini's "Man on a Horse" [p. 55-55]
	The Body Is Beautiful [p. 56-56]
	March [pp. 56-57]
	Three Foxes [p. 57-57]
	At Sunset [p. 58-58]
	China Journal [pp. 59-81]
	Letter from Kunming [pp. 82-85]
	The Woman in the Water [pp. 86-103]
	Boy Soprano [pp. 104-105]
	Pink [p. 106-106]
	Cows in the Rain [p. 107-107]
	Beef Tune [p. 108-108]
	Ravioli Fiorentini [p. 109-109]
	"Mystery Train": Janis Joplin Leaves Port Arthur for Points West, 1964 [p. 110-110]
	Photographer at Altamont: The Morning after, 1969 [p. 111-111]
	Coming Home: An Interview with Rita Dove [pp. 112-123]
	White Out [pp. 124-135]
	Auntie [pp. 136-141]
	Review: My Allan Bloom Problem: And Ours [pp. 142-153]
	Review: On Michael Heffernan [pp. 154-158]
	Review: A Quartet of Contemporary Poetries [pp. 159-173]
	Back Matter



