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I am Joe’s stomach. I am nestled high in his abdomen, on the left side, under his 

diaphragm, and protected by his rib-cage. When Joe eats a full meal I shape into a pouch about 

ten inches long; and can I stretch I can hold as much as two quarts of food! When I am empty, I 

am like a deflated balloon. If Joe could only see the processing within me, he probably would not 

eat so much, and he would not be so fat. Whether he gulps a hamburg-with-everything, or a 

gourmet meal in a Holiday Inn, it is very soon mashed, churned, pulverized, and generally bat-

tered beyond recognition, (remember when your little brother “threw up’’?) But it is only by 

gyrations that it begins the digestive process effectively, insuring Joe’s energy and his repeated 

joy in eating the next meal. 

By the time Joe’s hamburg (or beef a la Bourguignonne) reaches me from his esophagus, 

it has already been softened. This entry into and exit from me are regulated by circular muscles 

somewhat like old fashioned purse-strings. I work on the food both chemically and mechan-

ically. My strong muscular walls knead the food like your mother kneads dough, all the while 

mixing into it two chief ingredients, pepsin-which is an enzyme, and hydrochloric acid-which is 

such a strong corrosive that can eat its way through a cotton handkerchief-yet it does no harm to 

my lining which is protected by a sticky mucous. 

My principal role in Joe’s body is to serve as a storage tank until the next section of the 

digestive tract is ready to receive it. That section is the small intestine, which is a slow 

methodical worker and processes the food in very small quantities at a time. Therefore, I allow 

my contents into it under the control of a circular muscle at my lower end. Doctors call it the 

pylorus, but I simply regard it as my gate keeper. 

As long as Joe eats and drinks moderately and consumes wholesome food, I get along 

with him real well. Quite often, he completely forgets about me and the work I do for him. But 

that’s all right for then I am giving him no trouble because of sloppy eating habits. But, 

occasionally Joe drinks alcoholic beverages, and sometimes to excess! I pass that stuff on very 

quickly to the small intestine. I quietly listen to that organ scold me for the latest contribution, 

but it also rather rapidly disposes of such food into the blood stream. It may take a greater part of 

a day to convert some food into chemicals by way of the blood supply which nourishes Joe’s 

body; but alcohol? That is a different story! Within an hour it has already been assimilated by the 

blood and has gone to his head. His brain is befuddled, his tongue is set wagging without control 

and his speech becomes slurred; and it soon travels way down to his legs and feet and lo, and 

behold, Joe is staggering. Then if he persists in adding to my work with still more alcohol, even 

I, Joe’s stomach cannot any longer stomach it. I will throw it up to him and he will lay in his own 

filth. The Wise Man in your Book of Proverbs quotes Joe in his drunken stupor: “They have 

stricken me, and I was not sick; they have beaten me, and I felt it not: when shall I awake? I will 

seek it yet again.’’ Poor, foolish Joe. I am usually quite proud of my owner and so are my 

helpers, the intestines. But when he foolishly imbibes such stuff, we hurriedly pass it on and Joe 

is “given over to his own heart’s lust’’. 

I can be abused in other ways so that I retaliate by giving Joe trouble and pain. If he 

allows himself to be overcome by a long period of stress and causes me to produce too much 

acid, this will burn through my lining and breed an ulcer. With medication (chemicals to combat 

over-acidity), I soon recover from my unstable state and settle into the groove of humble 



servitude. 

My name has even been taken up into your common language; as when people say, “I 

have no stomach for such behavior’’, as I would say if Joe should eat sawdust. 

I am often blamed for things of which I am innocent. Once when Joe was a little boy, he 

stole some apples from an orchard and ate them. But, alas, they were green and Joe told his 

mother that his stomach hurt. Huh! I had quickly passed those green apples along the way. Little 

Joe’s pain was in the next-of-line, the intestines. I have heard Joe say, “My stomach is rattling’’. 

Wrong again. That rumbling is further down the line. But I don’t mind that too much. All I ask is 

that Joe “feed me with food that is convenient for me’’ and I will be his friend and will serve him 

all his life, be it ten or one hundred years. 

Hearty Eating! J.S. 
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