Juicy Flower

By Mitchell Graw


Benny walked over to shake hands with old Miss Waltrip.  He looked down at his unblemished white loafers treading like little sprites across the youthful blades of grass.  He plied their fresh, spongy stalks with his feet and admired the fantastic job Miss Waltrip’s servants had done on the rolling hills of her mansion; indeed, the grass was almost glowing.  The spring green reflecting off his face, Benny felt more vibrant and lissome than he ever had.  The world was his trampoline.  He grinned, and all the party saw his perfect, pearly white teeth.


A soft breeze tousled a little at his well-conditioned hair, which was flung back in deep brown locks.  He grinned again, as if infused with the wind’s rebellious spirit, and decided not to set it back.  His big brown eyes sparkled.


“Benny dear!  Would you care for a glass of apple juice?”  Benny turned.  Miss Waltrip was standing in front of him, holding a large silver platter with about thirty champagne glasses—filled with apple juice.  She was a frail little woman, but Benny could easily tell that she had been beautiful in other, past years.  Indeed, the beauty of her outside seemed to have seeped backwards and inwards into her brilliant, piercing eyes, where it took refuge against the harsh tolling of time.


Benny snapped out of his reverie and took a champagne glass.  “That is really a large dish you’re carrying, Miss Waltrip,” he admonished.  “Where have all your servants gone to, that you’re stuck lifting objects that are much too heavy?”

“Oh,” she said.  “I rather enjoy it.  A workout, you know.”  The smiled. 


Benny chuckled.  “Yes, well, take care of yourself, Miss Waltrip.”

“Oh, I do.”  She said cheekily, and Benny thought that there was nothing more amusing than making conversation with a flirtaceous old woman.  He sipped lightly at his apple juice.


Reclining in the shade against a tree, Benny surveyed the rest of the party.  Light summer breezes wisped across his face, for which he was thankful; the heat outside was dry, but if one stood outside in it long enough one would soon be obliged to find an umbrella.  Benny was glad to have his with him; he glanced down at it admiringly.  It was a fluffy off-white with swishing tassels.


He looked up, and saw her for the first time.  She was exquisite.  Her pale blue eyes glanced around timidly behind long, beautiful lashes as she sashayed—shyly but unable to stop the genes which compelled her beautiful figure in lascivious, undulating circles--up the middle of the lawn; she didn’t know anyone there.  Instantly Benny felt sorry for her.  He was in love.


For some reason or another she had gone out into the sun without a hat, and Benny was struck with the full force of her long, chocolate and caramel hair, which rilled and tossed in the breeze.  Unavoidably, his mouth dropped open.


“Miss!” The maiden found herself suddenly canopied against the harsh rays of the sun.  She looked about, smiling timidly.

“You shouldn’t be out in the heat like that,” Benny said, his face abloom with flowery emotions.  He was grinning from ear to ear.


He paused a moment and raised his eyes to the off-whiteness that blotted out the sky and briefly thanked the heavens for sending this beautiful specimen his way, &c., &c.


She was smiling at him expectantly.  She was telling him her name.

“Clarabelle,” Benny breathed to himself.  “Clarabelle Adams.”  The flower bloom inside him swelled and burst.

“Benny,” he said.  “Benny Slosniak. Junior. The Third.”

“Oh,” she whispered.

“Clarabelle! How good to see you,” Miss Waltrip said, gliding in between them with her outrageous platter.

“I’m here to meet my family,” she said.

“Oh!  That’s right!”  Miss Waltrip winked at Benny.  “Clarabelle, do tell Benny here.  You have met Benny, haven’t you?”

“Oh yes, I met him out on the lawn,” she said, and glanced over at him through her eyelashes, barely suppressing a blush.

“Oh good!”  Miss Waltrip slobbered.  “Well, I’ll be leaving you two.  Ta-ta!”  Maddeningly, she winked again at Benny and the giant dish floated off.

“Well,” Clarabelle said when they were alone again, and Benny noticed for the first time her delicate Southern accent.  His heart pealed in joy.  “She seems like a very nice lady.”

“Oh,” Benny said.  “She is.  She acts like a mother to everyone.”

“Well, maybe she is my mother,” Clarabelle laughed.

“Whatever do you mean?”

“My parents left me on the doorstep of another family when I was a baby,” she explained.  “Now I’m all grown up, and I wanted to meet my real family.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful,” Benny said.  “I’m enthralled that you feel you can tell me something as intimate as that.”

“Oh.  Well, I feel comfortable around you, Benny.”

“Thank you!!”


And so began the most beautiful summer of dashing Benny Slosniak Jr. III’s life.  He and Clarabelle became fast friends—she seemed inexplicably drawn to him, and it filled Benny with a deep, bubbly feeling that expanded his chest and gave him the confidence to say things that he had never even contemplated before.  And indeed, there had been no one to tell them to in sleepy, cozy Winchestertonsfordville.  It made him do things like open up his shirt, exposing his rock hard abs as his ‘50’s Ford sailed through the pear blossom trees with Clarabelle laughing and grasping for tumbling blossoms to clasp to her breast.


Basketball went well that year.  The Thundering Warthogs of Death, Benny’s team, played better than they ever had before, coming heartbreakingly close to making it to the all-county competition.  Benny, the Hogs’ best player, had held the ball with four seconds left.  He had stood on the three-point line, knowing that his team was only three points behind.  He jumped, released, and in that moment there had been no sound; he heard the ball whistling along air currents, gliding along the well-oiled rails of destiny—to the left of the basket.  The ball missed the goal completely and hurtled off into the fans.  Benny sunk to the ground sobbing, but the surging crowd caught him up and Clarabelle fell into his arms and, enveloped in a warm ocean of empathy, Benny could move on.


He moved on to eating French fries and sipping giant milkshakes with Clarabelle in the local Shiny Diner.  They moved on to swinging in the park and laughing at the children because the children were laughing at the teenagers who were too big to be on the swings.  They trailed pollen like pixie dust.


Their heaving bodies smashed through the window into her apartment.

“Oh hell yes,” Clarabelle said.

“We just broke a window,” Benny said.

“Then get off it,” she gasped, and scrambled off into her bedroom.  Benny wiped the glass of his hands and face and followed.


It felt like his chest was going to burst.  He had been pumped full of too much air!  The only thing comparable to Benny’s tumultuous ecstasy was heartburn, and this was a whole lot better.

“AHM COMIN!”  He bellowed.

“Come and get me, baby,” Clarabelle shrieked and lashed him in the face a few times with her whip.

“AGHHH,” Benny howled and clawed at his face.  “What the are you doing???”


Clarabelle growled and barked.  She shot him a feisty little look, clipped on her spiked dog collar, and jumped him.

“Nice leather outfit.”

“Yes.  I have been saving it for the perfect man, and I have found him in you, Benny.”

“Thank you!”

“Ooh, cucumber.”

They crashed onto the table and rolled off.

“Stop whipping me!”

“Mmm, bloomin’ onion!”  Disgustingly, they smeared it all over each other’s faces.  Clarabelle, who had changed her name to the trashier Bella, panted for breath, and salty onion tidbits dribbled off her chin.  She grinned.


Benny grinned, too.  “That was fun.”

“Wanna do it again?”

“Okay.”


She whinnied and reared her beautiful body, and Benny rode her off into the sunset.

“Benny dear, how are you doing?”  Miss Waltrip asked him the next morning.

“Pretty good, Miss Waltrip,” he replied, and took a big, deep gulp of the morning air.

“Listen Benny, I think it’s really sweet of you to be taking care of your sister like you have.  We all admire how you’ve been showing her around and helping her to fit into a small town where she didn’t even have a single friend.”


Miss Waltrip started winking uncontrollably and couldn’t stop.


Benny screamed and exploded juicily.

The End.
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