
Vagina Monologues Audition pieces

1) Because He Liked to Look at it

This is how I came to love my vagina. It’s embarrassing, because it isn’t
politically correct. I mean, I know it should have happened in a bath with salt
grains from the Dead Sea, Enya playing, me loving my woman self. I know the
story. Vaginas are beautiful. Our self-hatred is only the internalised repression
and hatred of the patriarchal culture. It isn’t real. Pussys unite. I know all of it.
Like, if we’d grown up in a culture where we were taught that fat thighs were
beautiful, we’d all be pounding down milkshakes and cookies, lying on our
backs, spending our days thigh-expanding. But we didn’t grow up in that
culture. I hated my thighs, and I hated my vagina even more. I thought it was
incredibly ugly. I was one of those women who had looked at it and, from that
moment on, wished I hadn’t. It made me sick. I pitied anyone who had to go
down there.
In order to survive, I began to pretend there was something else between my
legs. I imagined furniture - cosy futons with light cotton comforters, little velvet
settees, leopard rugs - or pretty things - silk handkerchiefs, quilted pot holders,
or place settings - or miniature landscapes - clear crystal lakes or moisty Irish
bogs. I got so accustomed to this that I lost all memory of having a vagina.
Whenever I had sex with a man, I pictured him inside a mink-lined muffler or a
red rose or a Chinese bowl. Then I met Bob.



2) My Vagina was a Village

My vagina was green, water soft, pink fields, cow mooing sunresting sweet
boyfriend touching lightly with a soft piece of blond straw.

There is something between my legs. I do not know what it is. I do not know
where it is. I do not touch. Not now. Not anymore. Not since.

My Vagina was chatty, can’t wait, so much, so much saying, words talking,
can’t quit trying, can’t quit saying, oh yes, oh yes.

Not since I dream there’s a dead animal sewn in down there with thick black
fishing line. And the bad dead animal smell cannot be removed. And its throat
is slit and it bleeds through my summer dresses.

My vagina singing all girl songs, all goat bells ringing songs, all wild autumn
field songs, vagina songs, vagina home songs.

Not since the soldiers put a long thick rifle inside me. So cold, the steel rod
cancelling my heart. Don’t know whether they’re going to fire it or shove it
through my spinning brain. Six of them, monstrous doctors with black masks
shoving bottles up me too. There were sticks and the end of a broom.

I do not touch now. Do not visit. I live someplace else now. I don’t know where
that is.


