
VAN GOGH AND HIS PROSTITUTE 
 

“Stop rubbing your rotten potato feet on me,” she snaps as she rises, brushing the thrift store couch 
from her Armani business suit. “Unlike you, I’ve got to go to work.” She walks across the room and 
grabs her coat. As she walks out the door, she says “Don’t wait up.” 

 
He swirls the ice in his drink counter-clockwise until the momentum brings him to his stinky feet. 
He slips into a pair of tattered slippers—like her, a relic left from his teenage years—barely 
recognizable as the fluffy, bright-green monster feet they once were. 
 
In the garage, he starts up the band saw and begins cutting out plywood silhouettes of bent-over- 
old-lady-ass lawn ornaments. A pile of asses and scrap wood sit to his left. Uncut blanks and a pile 
of sawdust sit to his right. He kicks off a slipper, flops his left leg onto the saw table, and cuts 
through at the ankle. The pile of sawdust turns red. 

 
Inside, the heavy, soggy slipper, now gauze for his stump, slimes a trail across the kitchen floor. In 
the background, their song plays: “I would walk five hundred miles and I would walk five hundred 
more....”At the sink, he pulls the card off of a dozen dried red roses—like him, their heads down, 
smelling musty, waiting to be discarded. 

 
He hobbles into her study. While he punches in her office fax number with the toes of his 
amputated foot, one little piggy at a time, he remembers the days of playing footsie under her 
parents’ dinner table, the carefree strolls around the lake, dancing the club scene until sunrise, and 
hiking Europe with only a couple hundred bucks in their pockets. He plunks the foot onto the fax 
machine. He crosses out “Congratulations on your big promotion” and writes, “Keep this object 
carefully” on the card. He ties it to the big toe and hits the send button. 
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