
Meatflower

“MY VAGINA IS DRY!” the poet screams from the dark,  smoke-filled stage of the 
Whiskey Horse Saloon, the small town of  Forum, South Carolina’s only bar. 

In the audience they sit quietly, wondering how long she will go on this week. He 
looks to her, she to him. 

“MY VAGINA IS CRYING!”

She takes his hand in hers and pulls it into her lap. She leans over to whisper.

“MY VAGINA GAVE BIRTH TO THE WORLD!”

He leans in to hear her over the poet, but he forgets what she is saying as he 
begins to wonder if it is possible to get a vaginal headache. 

“MY VAGINA HAS ENDURED CENTURIES OF SLAVERY!”

He asks her if she has ever had a vaginal headache.  She giggles and whispers to 
him, “Yes.”

“MY VAGINA WAS PREVENTED FROM VOTING IN THE 2000 ELECTIONS!”

“Jesus Christ, her vagina must be incredibly frustrated,” he whispers to her.

She can’t help but giggle and is not so quietly hushed by the poet's boyfriend, 
sitting two rows up. 

“MY VAGINA HAS TRAVELED THROUGHOUT ALL OF TIME SEARCHING FOR 
THE TRUTH!”

She whispers to him, “Her vagina is full of shit.”

“MY VAGINA DOES NOT LIE, NOR DOES IT CHEAT.”

From two rows up, the poet’s boyfriend claps and whistles awkwardly. The poet, 
now distracted, loses her place. 

“MY VAGINA HAS TRAVELED…”

Under her breath, the poet curses her boyfriend for not understanding her Vagina's 
need for silence. She takes another breath, finds her place and continues. 



“MY VAGINA IS A VALLEY, CREATED BY A VALLEY THAT WAS CREATED 
BY A VALLEY THAT WAS BORN OF A RIVER!”

The  poet  steps  back  from  the  microphone.   The  audience  waits  for  some 
indication as to just what in the hell is going on.  The poet steps back up to the 
microphone, leans in closely. The stainless steel vagina she wears around her neck 
falls from her low-cut v-neck and hits the metal mesh of the microphone

“MY  VAGINA  EEEEEEEIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII!”   Feedback  snakes  quickly  through  the 
speakers, causing some members of the audience to fall to the ground, while others cover 
their  ears, and one exceptionally drunk audience member throws up on the back of a 
metal folding chair, making, for those seated around him, a slightly more disturbing noise 
than the feedback it self. 

“Does your vagina do all of that?” he asks her.

She leans back in her chair and thinks for a moment. 

“Yeah,” she says. “It can, but it doesn’t feel the need to brag about it.”

“So, you don’t think your vagina is worth writing poetry about?”

She takes her hand from his and takes a crumpled pack of Nat Sherman cigarettes 
from the front pocket of her ink-stained brown corduroy coveralls. 

“Well,"  she  stops  to  light  a  smoke,  “while  the  life  of  my  vagina  might  be 
interesting,  I  don’t  think  it  would  like  all  the  attention  it  would  get  from 
broadcasting its trials and exploits. My vagina is more like J.D. Salinger, in the 
respect that my vagina doesn’t like public attention.”

He reaches out and takes the smoke from her, pulls a drag and leans back in his 
chair.  Noticing for the first time that the poet has left the stage, he looks around 
and sees her standing in the dark corner of the room between the stairs leading up 
to the stage and the end of the bar, arguing with her boyfriend. Though he can’t 
exactly hear what she is saying, it is obvious by her flailing arms that her vagina 
is unhappy about something. 

“And her vagina,” he says pointing to the poet, “what is her vagina like?”
She takes the cigarette from his hand, takes a deep draw and looks over to the 
poet.

“Her vagina is like Mary, Queen of the Scots.”

They both look to the poet, who turns away from her boyfriend, who now seems 
to be crying, and walks back onto the stage.



“MY  VAGINA  HAS  SHED  MORE  BLOOD  THAN  WAS  SPILT  DURING  THE 
AMERICAN CIVIL WAR!” 

 She looks at him, takes the cigarette and leans back. 

“FROM MY VAGINA THE UNIVERSE WILL BE REBORN!”

They look at each other and without words decide to go to the bar. As they take 
their seats, Scotty-Earl, the owner/bartender pours them two whiskeys. 

“Scotty-Earl, why is Bloody Mary still reading?” he asks

“MY VAGINA CRIES FOR ALL THE DEAD CHILDREN!”

“Who?” Scotty-Earl asks.

“Vag-girl” she says.

“Oh, her,” he snorts. “She got here early and signed up for three slots in a row, 
and she is still in her first set.  She’s got about another 15 minutes.” 

“Christ,” she says before she knocks back her drink. 

He looks to her, takes his shot. 

“My vagina is bored,” she says. “Let’s take a walk.”

She reaches again into her small  front pocket and pulls  out a clay-stained ten 
dollar bill and places in on the bar.

“MY VAGINA ENDED THE WAR IN VIETNAM!”
 
He nods to the bartender as they exit. Once outside, they head north on the narrow 
gravel  road.  On  the  way  home  they  walk  slowly  thinking  about  all  of  the 
possibilities a vagina holds as the heavy snow falls lazily all around them. 
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