Masthead Logo

The Iowa Review

Volume 33
Issue 1 Spring
2003

The Injury
Sunshine Glenstone

Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
Recommended Citation
Glenstone, Sunshine. "The Injury." The Iowa Review 33.1 (2003): 70-70. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.5691

This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.

Article 19

SUNSHINE

GLENSTONE

The Injury
My memory of my father is that he sat in the parlor
and by the time I got home I knew he had sat through the afternoon
watching one or two titles lit by the sun about to set.
He arranged his books and rearranged, read and reread.
We whispered to visitors about the pain he was in as we

led them

to the kitchen,

the only warm place, with the stove going.
My uncles, when they came in from the fields,
went to the kitchen and stayed. They put off going upstairs
where the glass of water they took to bed would freeze by morning.
We managed not to say what we wondered, ifmaybe his temperament
was suited more

to read and have one drink a night
instead of the lifemy uncles led. The vet probably could've maneuvered
back into the socket, though at the time, before the '20s,

the leg

it seemed nothing could be done, the thigh bone jammed
through the pelvis, one leg four inches shorter than the other.
Whatever his pleasure, I don't doubt but that he paid for it,
and

to our mind,

I suppose

that made

his

pastime

acceptable.

You're in school, he would say, but I couldn't divide
my time equally even if I'dwanted to. There were crops and milking
and no break from either. You asked was it a happy home.
Even
I suppose

being
we

used

were

to

it, I can't

all happier

say

it wasn't

hard.

in summer.
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