sensed a hollow where
his small flame lingered

among ash. Now color
pours from my hands.

When I touch you,
the heat startles. You say:

Here are the miracles:
the fox, the berries,

the child, grown lovely
and gorged with light.

CONSTANCE, 1958

When asked what she wanted to be when she
grew up, my friend Connie said: a prostitute.
And I knew she was better than I was,
harder the way metal gets when it comes
through fire and I felt scared and unable

to fight back. I wanted to be a nun,

a calm woman in a sky blue habit,

and I feared prostitutes, gangsters, pimps,
like I'd feared my friend Connie when she ran
through the sprinkler with her clothes on and we both
knew she’d get a beating. Her father

was wild too, went searching for the Lost
Dutchman’s Mine and sent his whole family
to the poorhouse. Connie’s grandmother

was a matriarch, my mother said, but

it sounded more like the way I've heard
people say bitch since. She owned a house

in the country and she took her grand-
daughter in when her crazy son went
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looking for gold, and later, when all his

money was gone. Connie grew dry-eyed with rage
I never understood. Her grandmother

made fun of me, served me raw hamburger

once and I ate it all then threw up

later, in private. She used to say

I was too innocent, naive, but the words
sounded more like disgusting and stupid

back then, the year Connie swore she’d grow up
to be a prostitute and I felt

inferior for wanting to be a nun

and helpless because I knew she’d die out there,
even if she was Connie, the one who

stabbed herself first, then took my finger

and with a flash of light, made us blood sisters.



	Article Contents
	p. 177
	p. 178

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 21, No. 1 (Winter, 1991), pp. 1-224
	Front Matter
	Montaigne on His Essays: Toward a Poetics of the Self [pp. 1-23]
	In the Woop-Woops [p. 24-24]
	Williamstown Beach [pp. 24-25]
	Without Barbarians [pp. 25-26]
	Washing Up [p. 26-26]
	An Execution in the Country [p. 27-27]
	The Prisoner [p. 28-28]
	The Conquistadores [pp. 28-29]
	Vallejo in the Mines of Quivilca [p. 29-29]
	In the Looking Glass [p. 30-30]
	Spaces [p. 31-31]
	Only You Took Hold [pp. 31-32]
	Nueva York, New York, 1986 [pp. 32-33]
	En la Bodega [pp. 33-34]
	Both Definitions of Save [pp. 35-75]
	The Lives of the Aunts [pp. 76-100]
	Learning to Dance [p. 101-101]
	Ballroom Dancing [p. 102-102]
	Flashlight Tag [pp. 103-104]
	If I Were a Swan [pp. 104-105]
	An Introduction [pp. 105-106]
	Paper Planes [p. 107-107]
	Jim Barnett's Pigs [pp. 107-108]
	Bloodworms [pp. 108-109]
	The Artificial Heart [pp. 110-111]
	Chrysanthemums [pp. 112-114]
	Climb [pp. 114-115]
	Christa [pp. 116-142]
	Change at Empoli [pp. 143-174]
	Waiting for the Body [pp. 175-176]
	The Miracles [pp. 176-177]
	Constance, 1958 [pp. 177-178]
	Brooklyn [p. 179-179]
	Magic! [pp. 179-180]
	Home [pp. 181-200]
	Migraine [p. 201-201]
	Luna Nueva [pp. 201-203]
	Advice [p. 203-203]
	Visiting Robert Francis with My Son [p. 204-204]
	Early to Bed [p. 205-205]
	Review: On Carol Bly's "Backbone" [pp. 206-210]
	Review: Postscript [pp. 211-221]
	Back Matter



