John de Guzman Nor 6easter Hits My

NORGEASTER HITS MY SH*T HOLE

| had lived in ash*t holein Manhattan for 3 years. It was a 2/3 bedroom, 1,30&hft hole
in Murray Hill with distortions in the ceiling and creaking/cracking in the stairwell that spelled
imminent collapse of the entistructure. When the roommate was sétd¢ad back to Europe
(goodriddance!) | coul dndét stand either ghithdleenyg a nev
longer, ® | hopped on Craigslist and haigned a leastareehours later: &h*t holein
Hoboken. The size was comparable to the forsiet hole but it was a 1br with a tiny yard for
me in the back. All mine! No roommates! No heat either, | discovered, six months after |
moved inwhenthe temgraturedipped in one of those beautiful autumiyslavhen heaters start

kicking in.
But I 6m not writing about the heat, the | ack
di mensions | arger than a square inch), | ow ce

living in a basement apartmeiahd its relationship to waterAbout the same timlediscovered

the landlord was encouraging me to turn on part of the oven to heat the giant 1br, | took a shower

on a day with some heavy rain, and my toilet burped an extremely odd sibsondnded likeir
bubbles traveling from a blue whaleds blow ho
Kind of like that, but scarier. | hoped out of the shower and stared at my toiletdidtaatly

was a whale that had settled in syt hole such was mshock at its behaviorl will never,

ever forget that sound that was | oaded with s
day, walking in some quaint European city and their ancient, antiquated plumbing system will
senduponeofthoseggen ant bur ps and 1611 soil my pants r

overaccomplished, suave, ledteir-virginity-earlierthanrme grandchildren.
Eventually, long after the bubblesupted | had to urinatel hate being humanAt the time,
lddno6t know t he pldueimpasatrang nty porcblainithvoneslikesa bell.
Therefore] d i d nitéodd totubenyn kt oi | et , after all thatods th
the device. This is when | realized exactly what siz# holel had agreed, by lease, to live in.
After the flush, lhe watercontinued to flowfrom the tank, but instead beading dowrhe pipe
into that magical sewer systerran right oer the toilet edge. | panickeohd pulled the top off
the toilet and thne my hand irto push down the rubber stopaed terminate the flow of
wate® Anything to stop the whale from vomiting all over my feet with liquid tredcontained
uric acid
That 6s when | | elduuuueng Agpdrently ptoeardmy totetwouldh e
regurgitate anything | put down it. Mr. Crapper would besttamed
From that day forward, a heavsin forecast translated to a nervous didgte tenant. The
whale burped again, averaging once a fiscal quarter, and my toilet would, agamehessdess.
| felt like a contestant of Survivor: Hoboken, adopting uncivilized methods for sur@raie,
theflushing/showerindockout lasted threedays di dndét feel comfortabl e
bottles after what they went through.
Let me slarea wordor two (or a paragraphabout my landlord and her intelligence
chall enged son. Even t houg hfind @pdblicaterthati nt er nal
wouldinclude my writing | ammorallyinclinedto protect them as best | can. Thepoo
Simpletons. | feel like they candirectly from a remote lItalian village to land in Hoboken with
a bananan one hand and deed for a brownstome the other Their natural instinct, apparently,
has been to let the building slowly fall apart overdbarse of30 years, only looking to upgrade
anything by using dudapeand corrugated cardboard’he poor #8npletons. There is duct tape
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keeping up my narrowplastic, orangandbrownawning. There isardboard filling aotally
random, busignificart, holeintheo u i | d i n g d'sere & xluctdapa covering (poorly) the
2 inchgashthat runsabovemy front windows, which, during winter, lets in a wind that would
make a polar bear lose control of his bowels.

Thesh*t holedemandstructure. Thigalk of a vomiting toilet and freezing blasts of aird
ducttapemeans not hi ng flobrplgnou Momnmnbdal hwyvei @aOpfobabl
you. Indulge me, antet me dive deeper into the structure of this work of &dt out theshit-
proof snorkeling geaand put away the attitude

My basement apartment spans the length of the building, and there are concrete basins at
either sidelike sink-holebookends.They are like bathtubs with lowered lips where the doors
rest. So, wha you eater the building | 6 m e x pect i yoghayedonavayaigy t i me ) ,
concrete block thaises10-12inchesand istopped by a hobbiized front door. Anytime |
have guests, | tell them to watch their head upon entering, andrtéeyably, steeplectsa
jump the concrete block and hit themownon the top of thefoot doorway.

Whenthe rain comes down hafdver 1 inch/hour)those concrete basistart tofill with
waterlike an apocalyptic set of bathtub®henthe levelriseshigh enoughn thebasing water
starts coming out of mgctualbathtub, keepingh sync with thdevel in the bookentbasins | t 6 s
as if the apocalypticoncreteubs hypnotize mine into compliance.

While the tub is hypnotized, the toilgtarts its scary belching.

| think I learned this ihigh schoolgravity is essential to plumbingsravity and siphoning.

The water needs to Ipailledw h e r e i tS0,isthegvater levgel.surrounding the building
was high enough, there was mall for the flush, and the path addst resistance was over the lip
of my toilet and into the tiles of ntgacky, greenbluebathroom. 1 tried, for thirty minutes, to

explain this to my landlord son (6 | | cal ,amdTmo Jgaemg@onse was, fAWh
you put buckets of waterinh e t oi | et . That will make it flu
gynormous chasm of 1Q points between us. Poor Trodgdeel like the chasm is my 1Q minus

a bakersé6é dozen. (Trogdor, thatodés 13.)

This decrepit brownstone hadditionalsystens to manage high water levelot only do
they have the concrete basins, but they had puonp®ve water beneath the house, and,

eventually onto the street |l 6m sure, judging bpyTogdaratdhi s bu
hi s mot her (ihapthel punpsthely hati eere n®® iedusirial pumps, liketes
theneighboraused | 6m quite confi dent discamdeds-gallop u mps wer

aquarium set. So, when the rain comes, Trogdor turns on the main pump that takes feeds from
the two concrete basins and shoots the water into the str2etdoondoursts, hopefully hitting
pedestrians walkingy who live in dry high rises. Bastards.
There is another pump, though, that Trogdor breaks out when ibeg.hThis one requires
power,is portableand seems to actually move waaeid make a differenceJsuallyl ask him
to placeit in the rear oncrete basin and pump water through a hoseirioe figar den, 0 a
patch so barren | c¢oul dveedseedeancefatizery 8hen Momwle ds t o
out the window now (on a dry day), | see countless birds playing in the dirt and eating the seeds
that refuse to take in that infertile wasteland. Only Trogdor and Peg&ihmaletoncould own
such a piece afselessand. | 6 m issuggprt hey didndét try to grow a
So, itds c au sthee ramcomeseddwin bacdf the bagihsdilhup and the toilet
starts burping(oh! that horrid soungdandl beg Trogdor to break out the extra pump.
Thi s N o was widel publicized. It was going to hit us like a pile of bricks on Sunday,
the 15". Now, not only is this tax day (every ye
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some reason, | plannedthingon my birthday. | had a fantastic dinnermursday, and had a
great brunch on Saturday with my peeps, followed by a trip to the Bara&tbaahibit at the
Metropolitan Museuml 6 m n o ttypd, do Satuodayrnight was me on the couch with my
New Yorker. Sounds perfect to me!

It started raimg about 2AM that night, and it fell steadily.

On Sunday, the actual Tax Day, Birthday aag ofimminent walloping, | entertained
myself with laundry and the collection of phone calls that came in congratulating me on turning a
year older. | wrote sommausic. Totally normal stuff. Great birthday. But then, around 2pm, |
started wondering why wat Alotofwen$addalienandll | ect i ng
hadnot nadtha expeatedide effects

| walked into the bathroom, and my tubsMainches from overflowing. It had never gotten
that high. | caught my breath, and on cue (I swear), the toilet let out its tefubleiump The
whale was alive, breathing, and waiting to vomit on my fldbwas a onégwo combination that
almostsent me to my knees.

|l ran up to Trogdor and Petulinads | air. Kn
anynonl t al i an. | magineé. Well é maybe some thing
all the informati on wallpapen éené.. I 61l just sayé
Trogdor answers the door, clearly awoken from-aftérnoon hibernationfi Tr ogd o r Il n
the other pump. Water6s about to come over m
Now, how to explain Trogdoroés voicerd It os |
was being blown bglazys ea | i on. AJaaaaaaaaaaan, 0 he wai |
runnin, Jaaaaaaan.o

Al understand, but the waterods higher than |
ABut Jaaaaaaan, t he otThapuppisopuuyniogralptse t he wat e
tiiiiime, and | was just down th&aaaaahhh and
ATrogdor, pl eas eApparestlythat pariclarsemténcd peaséd.Tiwgodor,

because he stopped his dizzying rambling and followed me laak  my basemenével
sh*t hole
Now a wor d ab o uappedranceddverisders qutside mfé tightakasuit,
Trogdor hashair thatfights the evepresent slime to keepitslazycurld.e 6 s t alHis and bi

eyes are puffy and neverpomtt what hebdés | ooking at. For exa

trash can, you can be sure hedés | ooking at a

Acommuni cation, 0 you can be s urHsetrdckesbitindiely be | oo

highlights his enormous love handles and his ass reminds me of the hood Db@ur&ck. A

hedés told me mdapapamany |l Ommest in the greates
Even Trogdor was shocked the level of water in my bathtulii A h h h h h hdighedasd h e

he looked athedoorknoband rubbed his sweaty fingers together Al t hi nk we need

pump. 0 I stared at t hfembleup and downr tlee\hadlway thag ruris h e ar

the length of myapartment The hallway has more doors th@arand Central, three leading into

my apartmentsixl eadi ng to my fAcl osetso that | 6ve deen

Trogdoronly doors that hide things like scre@mdowsandstrange metal pieces that, when
assembled;ould probably build tht model helicopter da Vinci drew continue tostare at the

bathtub as Trogdor breaks through all the hal
to mutter under his breath. Whenefoer hebs ap
examplel] hear him saying, AMother fucker, cock s|
who heds cursing, or sharing his thoughts wit
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the door in case he barges t hfinally@gneforhmita h Shr e
pet me | i ke Lenny pet that kitty when George

| head Trogdor stomping down the hall, slamming doansl muttering madlyRain was
still coming down outside in buckets. Trogaanup to his apartment, two flightgulooking
for the pumpds hose. |l dondt know wkhanoheodd
even want to guess. yBhe time the water in the bathtbld riseranother inch, he finally
located the hose. It was in the finstllwaydoor hehadlooked in, but, apparently, it took his
fourth attempt to actually find it.

By now Petulindhad joined usinmy apartmerfh e 6 s a t i nyefateiiss t 1 e t hin
hidden behind big glasses and topped by hair that rises and crests like the hairmf $6-ma
yearold Jersey GirlsShe doesndt r e &eéramgblesiplalak HE wogeis s h
similar |l y un iskhesoandslike a Kazaw fused to &nsair howhen she and
Trogdor communicate in their heated tanehich isalways | feel like my ears bleegist a little
every ti me. I n addition, with my Spanish kno
understand anything they say to each other. | feethi&g are infantsvho have developed their
own language. They saehat themselves with geg 0 0 6 s -gaarikis hupgry infantBald
Eagles

| expectTrogdorto placethe pump in theearconcrete basirlike usual That always
seemed to make most sense to me, because you have a pumpdiesdityyvith the front
basin, so throw this one in the back and keep
hypnotize ny tub and bloat the whole system, waking the burping whale

This time Trogdor has another plan

That scares me.

AJaaaaan, t he bebstt bpa cakcéedss hteo tpruthe pastpibg$ fi sans h
hands A T hi sssstptacétHe movéds ¢he doormat my main dooandrevealsa block
of woodin the ground.l 6 d n e thishefors. d guass | never thought to go spelunking in
that danp hallway.

His meaty handthrew the mat aside and lifted the wooden block to reveal aweihj right
at my front dooin the damp hallway This hole looks down to water, which | assume now is
hi gher than usual. | clotublsd nléitk eb eTlrioegvdeo rtbhsi shits
and with the right push of the buttons, this hallway could convertirdals u p e r 8h&r 00 s
Hole CentralCommand

Trogdor cautiously lowerethe pump intothewelvi t h such a gentl e tou
was dsarming anuclear weapaonHe passed me the powerchord A Can you plug t
| dondt mean to take your el ectri odetoyne but |
pump s o wdaget evendntore bxtension cords and drdiweadown the entire hall to
the one plug we have exthere in the closet whetigat pump is, so if you caplug it into a plug

O

c
h

in your place, 1t6d be that much better. Il m
could plug tthiaven tsoo rwmen dexntéensi on chords dov
you could plug it in here.o

The Trogdor was going, and no matter how man

under s tdainddip@otiown.el had to leave one of his quotmedited so you can see what
communication with the Trogdor.is

After hisunstoppablepiel, he walked the hose down the hall and put it out the front door
onto the street. I, meanwhile, was looking for an adapter that would take the grounded plug into
the nongroundednesthatareprovided in mysh*t hole By the time | got the adapter and had
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navigated my orchids to access the socket, Trogdor was back to oversee the op&stions.
asked] pluggedit in.
Instantly, the pump started workingrogdorh ad n6t connectedathe hose
geysershot into the ajrabout 4 feet | unplugged it, but not before a healthy amount of water
covered mykitchen and the hallway AOops, | need to plug the ho
Rain was still fallig in buckets outside. The toilet was burping like never before. Water
was four inches from coming over rbgthtub.
| should have just left themvalked out and deemed everythimgned and started fresh again
like Old Testament stuff. In migiblical story of how | lost all my possessions, | would have
pulled in a reference to a demangeland his mothera gargling toilet that had captured a whale
and thepresencef God ase filled my bathtub.
Instead | sighed. Poor Simpletons. Poor Trogdor Simplé®oor Petulina Simpleton.
After the hose was attachdatings seemed to hit a stride as both pumps merengwater
to the street. Petulina decided it was time to address the bathtub diredtlypagit dowra
plastic serung bowl that was decoratedth a ring ofcheesyflowers. She dipped the bowl in
thebathtub After she caughlher balance on the floor that was slick frtme geyseaction
Petulina spilled the bowlds contents into the
Rain was still falling Trogdorstudiedhis hoseandpower chord matrices look came over
his face that | had never seen before. Good Lord. | think Trogdor was thinking! The thought
didndét seem to please him much, because he sh
head aggressively.
| think Trogdor realized higenius pump systemightbeenbe flawed.
He instantly became a professor in fluid dynamics and laws of equilibrium because he looked
at me and said, AWe gotta pump ouHslechwoer e wat er
solidified my assumption thatrégdor was thinking!l was so proud/ told him | was quite
familiar with that concepfof bailing water faster than gainingJrogdorwas still masticating on
the thought, digesting slowly, nodding his headl could hear th thought echoing in his head,
AThe, sgsterdnfightbe, like, equipped poooooxdyHe ran out the front doanto the
rain. He emptied theashcans, throwing th@asticbagson thesidewalk I dondt know
is a graceful way to dip a 3falon, plastic trashcan into a concrete basin filling with water
Judging fromTrogdob s c hor eogr ap hyHe diogpeduha san intonthedbass likb | e
he was dropping a basket of dirty laundry on the floor. He pushed it around with his fbat, as
was a sponge and that would suck up more wader.6htked up his wet tracksuit pants and
crouch down to grab the handle, though he did
fished his hand around, like a fat man bending down to picie8ong up off the ground, until
he hit contact, then he huffed and groaned until he pulled the can out of theThasinicket
was draggedb thesidewalkwh e r e h e 6 d ThHe watek would joirothe stream that was
rolling down the street.
| have to commend Trogdor. The rain was coming downdikémazonian downpour, and
he still ran through that routine over and over. Eventuatltined from assistin@ et ul i-naés i
skating bailingand moved on to join Trogdor in tieanthefting. | was saked to the bone within
5 minutes. Seriously. was so wet that | was wearing jeans and a green shirt, and yet when |
took off my underpants that night they weliscoloredwith red and brown dyeThe only
explanation can deduce is th#ihe volume ofain, literally, bent universal scientific truths.
Suring the solidhalf hour of overlappebailing withTr ogdor , I hear d, nYou
|l &m not i n the bessahdsh®Wpegotahoget smoeen twam
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i n, 0 a b.oBvantudily, Trdgaoesteppedinside t aki ng with him a plur
staredmid-back. | was happy for his help, but every time he sighed and crouched down to fish
for the buc khettra@lesup hisatorsd.l Hisack lloaked like a vadly, riding from
the rear ughroughhis amazing love handles, almost to his shoulder blattesas huge and |
can only imagine how much water was channeled down this exposed valley. | imagine the water
ran right through hi s, ddwhBistegsats®lieantiisrcgndtructiang ht vy w
boots.

| 6m happy fleskvaltewithkhimt Noa kwas alond just me, the railand the

pedestrians zipping by.dli dnét sl ow my furious bailing pace
water intothesteet | i ke a machine would do it, with a
machine.Unlike a machine, though, | have muscles and tendons, and holydibtiipse
fuckers not want to play. | 6 m n o tthatgboda mi ng |
shape. Seriousl y. | 6m goi ng t onophydicalmy r eput
activity in the world that could prepare for bailing water. Not boxing, rock climbing, or triathlon
training could prepare a human for bailing water fot hr ee hour s . Thereds a
prefers a hose.

The key to meditation is clearing your mind and having the abilighth out all outside
influence so you can be alone with yourself. Or something impossible like that. Well, | by hour
251 believe | would have qualified to be Gandt
machine gnlightenedn the agonyof repetition See, water weighs more than anything else in
the worl d, Il believe. | 6d evamapsuhdeotgeld.tl hat a

must have bailed a billion pounds of water amglclothes had absorbed another million
Petulinacould be spiedhrough my windows as she skid across the floor, taking bowl after
bowl to the well.
Trogdor wasnowhere to be foundl laterdiscoveredhat he was inside, calling the fire
department.While bailing,| had seeriens of policeand firevehicles runninglown the streets,
sirens blazing. Trogdor would latercomplartb out t he fire department 0s

crisis. Yeahé | doubt our sitwuation ranked up th
creating ondoot deep pools at intersections and stalling.cars | dondt think they
two-alarm fire a few blocks away that, essentially, leveled anednimber yard to addresise

raint hat was falling on Trogdords house

Right before three hours of bailing allowed me to transform into a-dechivith my
superior spirituality, the green hose that was connected to the pump in the wellippieg
back into the housel followed it like | was on the Discovery Channel aih@vasa poisonous
snakethat was retreating back into my sh*t hole

By the way, | find it hard to explain how wet | was. It was like | was in a bathtub that was in
a capsized k&t that was at the bottom of the ocean. So freaking wet.

Well, | followed this hose/snake, glad to see it was no longer spitting out water. Good lord, |
woul dndt know wh a dripging wateinto my apdrtmentThabwowdd beva s
disaster.l was already concerned enough by the wet footprints | was leaving on the floor.

At the end of the snake, pulling it in like a superhero tugging an entire Mack Upuekliff,
was Trogdor, refreshed from his phone calls. His hair still looked simye n t hough heodd

drying out for two hours. iJaaaaaaaan, we (go
Thathit me hard.i What do you mean?o
ADond6t worr wpr Boana @atn..o I 6 m
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Words have never sounded gSoicmirncwas dsi nmde yNap
cold. o
Since the situation was being handled by such an expert, | went back out to the rain to bail
water again. My legs felt like they were made of marble,|aadld barely amble down the
dark hallway. | got outside amdoaned when the rain hit me again. | was so sick of getting wet.
| just wanted it all to end.
But the rain wasndét stopping.
| dondédt know how |l ong | was out there for th
and 40 nights. My guess, thougghthat it was 5 minutes. | walked back in, realizingas
creating another wetack in my wake.
Then | saw the water. It had come in the back door, and Trogdor was standing in it, like he
was a 5year old who dropped a bag of floparalyzed wittrshame.

ATr ogdOELL me the awaterds coming in!
AJaaaaaan, 0 he said, rotating his round body
| ran into my bedroom. There were about 3 inches of water inthe cdrnec an 6t bel i ev

Trogdor di dn. &Gimpletonsssn| wanteeto punciim so hard that my arm would
sink into his fat gut, all the way up to my should@&he rescue startesiith my electronics. |
pulled up a surround speaker system, piling them up on my wtoen they dripped awayl ga
a desktop up o ndgandingigland putting it at andasgle fsa thee ench of water
could drain out.
By the time | went back into the room, it was 4 inches, and it had spread all the way to the
bed. | pulled up books from the botteshehes of my bookcases just before the water reached
them. | got sweaters out plastic containers under my hesdater already collecting in thereé
didndét get to the National Geogr aphruomedMagazi n
seven yearsef the pristine collection. | emptied the bottom drawers of my dressers.

The water kept creeping up. I didndét get to
on chairs, water dripping from their felt insidese$cuedvaterl o0 g g e cand@IBe&d shem
on highergroundl t ook out all the towels | had and dr

A

led to the hallwayl 6d hoped they woul dheyjdifloated. KTeewatern d b a g
was ta deep for them to make a significant barridhey did nothingo stop the flow.

| kept moving withtherawl, trying to stay ahead of it. I
Goddamnit
Trogdor remained stuckinh e gr owi ng puddl e, redialing the

mot her £ mudtéredr Thén hdadropped his hands to his sides, and threw his head back
|l i ke a really chubby vuekwithws God!NatthishouselD ceradnte d, i
fuck with this house, Godl 6 m n ot Whkait diddve dogo! you, God?
The futility and insanity of his pleas augmented the insanity of the moment. This modern
day Job had finally had enough! He had lived with the hair. He had accepted the giant form
factor, flush with fat. He dealt with thgale, pasty skin. He understood hisseuthat he would
never know the touch of a woman without an exchange of cash. But water entering his house?

THAT was it! THAT was t hampleback. Roor Trogua and lisr o k et
insane relationship with God and the Universe. llikelhe stands in front of life like he &n
ant | ooking at a computer, thinking, Al Odm not
His outburst at God lasted 8.5 secan#fe dropped his head, stared at his phone and
mutteredfi Cock sucker, mod her fucker, shit man
Oh, Traydor.
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Meanwhile, Petulina Simpleton was sweeping the water into the well, but the well was
starting to overflow, too. She adopted the rhythm of a paramedic performing CPR, five sweeps
with the broom, and theshe pounded haternum. Then five sweepsgethpounding her
sternum | was too busyulling my possessioraf the ground to tell her to go upstairs arat
suffer from cardiac arrest.

For some reason, while | envisioned Petulina collapsing, | thought of elecancitiys love
of water | had paver strips and surge protectors all over the house, so | ran to them, ripping
them out of the wall, expecting, at any time, to feel the current swimming through the water.
Thatwould be the way to gdlectric charge knocks me out, then | drown in theches of
water that coated my bedroom while Trogdor cursed life and Petulina flirted with joining me in
the afterlife.

| dondédt know how | ong it was, ma,pubefoled mi nut
knew it, water was all over my apartmeiithad conquered the entire hall and managed to slip
into my kitchen and living room7 inches of it. | had hefted computers up. Mitayuvas
balanced on a table. Hardcover and paperbaokdy CDs and clothes piled high on my bed.
Remote controlsDVDs and video game consolescupiedmy couch. Speaker systems were
balanced on my keyboard. Sheet music mixed with electronics and medical forms on my dining
table. My stove had speakers, too, mixed with filing folders and ctdfde books.

Everything was unplugged, so it was dark in the place.

There was water everywhere. In the tacky bathroom. Under my TV. Soaking all my
bookcases.

| felt like crying.

| grabbed my camera and tried to documer@.olul dndét t hink what to do
throught he water and stare blankly at my altered
impossible to describelt appearsto be your life Itisyour life, butwith an alteration 't 6s | ik

seeing your car after ittdéss |b&en sierev exrgt ¢y uirn ha
Chanukah when you are Catholic. In this case, | had 7 inches of water in my apartment, and it
made me feel like | was trippiran a drug of your choiceMy legs were aching frome
bailing. It was still raining.Petulina was moaning in the hall. Trogdor ywasing cursing to
himself. He took a break to look me (meaning hioking at the doornearjpe and sai d, 0
sweeeah)aaaaan. Thirty five yvaahsge and t hi s has never happene
What a sh*t hole.Just as | was about to tell everyone to shove it, and walk away, chalking it
all off to Old Testament activity, the power went out in the buildWfhat a mess.
| stepped back out into the raifhe power, apparently, was off on the blaakg my
neighbas crawledout of theirabodes We all stood in the drizzle, staring at each other. You
could see those who had been battling the flood, those of us in the basevientgre tired and
frustrated. The others emerged from their homes on fire, pissely, teecurse someone out.
This was the first time the rain was affecting them, those bastards. The rest of us knew too well
what the rain had brought. In fact, the power goingnasg almost a religbr us It meant there
wasnothing mordor us todo.
|l didndét want to socialize with the group.
| steppedack in the place, water up to my ankles, and packed a cofupdes. | diodkn 6t |
the doors on the way out becausere were still chords artbses coming ouhy front door.
The place was wide open. Anyone could walk in.
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Soaking wet] just left it all behind.ltrudgeda hal f mi |l e down the stre

apartment | di dndt inkmy plage wotld clintb @ighera It was still raining, and
more was expectedf the wateroseanotherfoot) 6 d | ose al most everythin
My friend accepted me graciously. Shead s ome food, but | wasnot

great Tax Day/ Bkventudlyglarigdtd\steepldoly enant was | ted), but | had
terribledreams. In one, my older brotherand Ivere pposed to guard my gr a
possessions. We were upstairs in a loft and we heard some hoodlums enter the house. We
walked down to talk to them, and noticed they had guns. Myhre r whi spered to m
take O6em. 0 |l shot him a crazy |l ook in return
inside. | woke up with a start. It was raining hard again, and | could hear the drops smacking the
window sill. 1 got onrmy computer and distracted myself with the internet. Eventudi, |
back asleep This time, dream t oo lHewas patticularipgiredgr an d f &
sol helpedhim from wheelchair into the bed. | locked my arms around him underrhgsts,
and hefted him up, but he refused to get in the bed. Instead, he asked me to dance with him. We
turned intoa ballroomcouple Aswe movedhebecamanore and more nimble and light on his
feet. We spun around like experts, his smile gettingmashd wider as he got thinner and
thinner. My mom was in the corner, clapping and urging us on. Then he started peeing his
pants, but | coul dndt st .olfelttheprioisturd rumgingkddwm ar oun
my leg. That woke me up with a dtar

| was perturbed.

What a day.

Why do | feel like there will be a sequel to this? | am sure it will start like this: | had lived in
a sh*t hole in Hoboken for 2 years. It was a one bedroom, 86b*thole with no heat, low
ceilings, terrible maintemae, not a stretch of flat floors, and a whale in the toilet. | put up with
the Simpletons and their basement lair as long as could, but a trifecta pushed me over the edge:
Tax Day, a birthday and a Nor 6 e ashteehourslatedr: hopp
a sh*t hole iné

John de Guzman
May 3, 2007
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