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FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

The Vampire

I'm the lovely lady from the folk-tale —
Flap, flap, flap, here I come —

‘To hang by my fang

In the great gray fog.

When you can’t get a man, buy a dog.
(Get a male.)

Left all alone, so I cry —

Squeak, squeak, squeak, like a bat —
I need blood underneath

My sharp front teeth.

For a true friend I can get a cat.
(Not a mate.)

Suddenly I swoop from the sky —
Slurp, slurp, slurp, yum yum —
It’s the throat of a shoat;
He is fat, he is small,
But he’s better than no one at all.
(I can wait.
Get a male, not a mate,
For the lovely lady from the folk-tale.)
WINONA MCCLINTIC



