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NORôEASTER HITS MY SH*T HOLE  

 

I had lived in a sh*t hole in Manhattan for 3 years.  It was a 2/3 bedroom, 1,000 ft
2
 sh*t hole 

in Murray Hill with distortions in the ceiling and creaking/cracking in the stairwell that spelled 

imminent collapse of the entire structure.  When the roommate was set to head back to Europe 

(good riddance!), I couldnôt stand either getting a new roommate or sitting in that sh*t hole any 

longer, so I hopped on Craigslist and had signed a lease three hours later: a sh*t hole in 

Hoboken.  The size was comparable to the former sh*t hole, but it was a 1br with a tiny yard for 

me in the back.  All mine!  No roommates!  No heat either, I discovered, six months after I 

moved in when the temperature dipped in one of those beautiful autumn days when heaters start 

kicking in. 

But Iôm not writing about the heat, the lack of flat flooring (if you measure things in 

dimensions larger than a square inch), low ceilings or terrible quality of build.  Iôm writing about 

living in a basement apartment, and its relationship to water.  About the same time I discovered 

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

on a day with some heavy rain, and my toilet burped an extremely odd sound.  It sounded like air 

bubbles traveling from a blue whaleôs blow hole and breaking the surface of the Pacific Ocean.  

Kind of like that, but scarier.  I hoped out of the shower and stared at my toilet like it actually 

was a whale that had settled in my sh*t hole, such was my shock at its behavior.   I will never, 

ever forget that sound that was loaded with so much foreshadowing.  I fear Iôll be an old man one 

day, walking in some quaint European city and their ancient, antiquated plumbing system will 

send up one of those pregnant burps and Iôll soil my pants right there in front of my attractive, 

over-accomplished, suave, lost-their-virginity-earlier-than-me grandchildren.    

Eventually, long after the bubbles erupted, I had to urinate.  I hate being human.  At the time, 

I didnôt know the power of the bubbleôs bluuuump as it rang my porcelain throne like a bell.  

Therefore, I didnôt think it odd to use my toilet, after all thatôs the very reason Mr. Crapper built 

the device.  This is when I realized exactly what size sh*t hole I had agreed, by lease, to live in.  

After the flush, the water continued to flow from the tank, but instead of heading down the pipe 

into that magical sewer system, it ran right over the toilet edge.  I panicked and pulled the top off 

the toilet and threw my hand in to push down the rubber stopper and terminate the flow of 

waterðAnything to stop the whale from vomiting all over my feet with liquid that had contained 

uric acid. 

Thatôs when I learned the power of the bluuuuump.  Apparently, it meant my toilet would 

regurgitate anything I put down it.  Mr. Crapper would be so ashamed. 

From that day forward, a heavy-rain forecast translated to a nervous sh*t-hole tenant.  The 

whale burped again, averaging once a fiscal quarter, and my toilet would, again, become useless.  

I felt like a contestant of Survivor: Hoboken, adopting uncivilized methods for survival.  Once, 

the flushing/showering lockout lasted three days.  I didnôt feel comfortable recycling those water 

bottles after what they went through. 

Let me share a word or two (or a paragraph) about my landlord and her intelligence-

challenged son.  Even though Iôd bet internal organs that neither will find a publication that 

would include my writing, I am morally inclined to protect them as best I can.  The poor 

Simpletons.  I feel like they came directly from a remote Italian village to land in Hoboken with 

a banana in one hand and a deed for a brownstone in the other.  Their natural instinct, apparently, 

has been to let the building slowly fall apart over the course of 30 years, only looking to upgrade 

anything by using duct tape and corrugated cardboard.  The poor Simpletons.  There is duct tape 
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keeping up my narrow, plastic, orange-and-brown awning.  There is cardboard filling a totally 

random, but significant, hole in the buildingôs exterior.  There is duct tape covering (poorly) the 

2 inch gash that runs above my front windows, which, during winter, lets in a wind that would 

make a polar bear lose control of his bowels. 

The sh*t hole demands structure.  This talk of a vomiting toilet and freezing blasts of air and 

duct tape means nothing if you donôt have a floor plan.  Actually, it probably would, buté. Oh, f 

you.  Indulge me, and let me dive deeper into the structure of this work of art.  Get out the shit-

proof snorkeling gear and put away the attitude.   

My basement apartment spans the length of the building, and there are concrete basins at 

either side, like sink-hole bookends.  They are like bathtubs with lowered lips where the doors 

rest.  So, when you enter the building (Iôm expecting you anytime), you have to navigate a 

concrete block that rises 10-12 inches and is topped by a hobbit-sized front door.  Anytime I 

have guests, I tell them to watch their head upon entering, and they, inevitably, steeplechase-

jump the concrete block and hit their crown on the top of the 5-foot doorway. 

When the rain comes down hard (over 1 inch/hour), those concrete basins start to fill with 

water like an apocalyptic set of bathtubs.  When the level rises high enough in the basins, water 

starts coming out of my actual bathtub, keeping in sync with the level in the bookend-basins.  Itôs 

as if the apocalyptic concrete tubs hypnotize mine into compliance. 

While the tub is hypnotized, the toilet starts its scary belching.   

I think I learned this in high school: gravity is essential to plumbing.  Gravity and siphoning.  

The water needs to be pulled where itôs going.  So, if the water level surrounding the building 

was high enough, there was no pull for the flush, and the path of least resistance was over the lip 

of my toilet and into the tiles of my tacky, green-blue bathroom.  I tried, for thirty minutes, to 

explain this to my landlord son (Iôll call him Trogdor), and Trogdorôs response was, ñWhy donôt 

you put buckets of water in the toilet.  That will make it flush.ò  I had to chalk that one up to a 

gynormous chasm of IQ points between us.  Poor Trogdor.  I feel like the chasm is my IQ minus 

a bakersô dozen.  (Trogdor, thatôs 13.) 

This decrepit brownstone had additional systems to manage high water levels.  Not only do 

they have the concrete basins, but they had pumps to move water beneath the house, and, 

eventually onto the street.  Iôm sure, judging by how this building is maintained by Trogdor and 

his mother (Iôll call her Petulina), the pumps they had were not industrial pumps, like the ones 

the neighbors used.  Iôm quite confident these pumps were once part of a discarded 5-gallon 

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 street in 2-second bursts, hopefully hitting 

pedestrians walking by who live in dry high rises.  Bastards. 

There is another pump, though, that Trogdor breaks out when I beg him to.  This one requires 

power, is portable, and seems to actually move water and make a difference.  Usually I ask him 

to place it in the rear concrete basin and pump water through a hose into the ñgarden,ò a dirt 

patch so barren I couldnôt even get weeds to grow with weed seeds and fertilizer.  When I look 

out the window now (on a dry day), I see countless birds playing in the dirt and eating the seeds 

that refuse to take in that infertile wasteland.  Only Trogdor and Petulina Simpleton could own 

such a piece of useless land.  Iôm surprised they didnôt try to grow a duct tape field back there. 

So, itôs cause and effect: when the rain comes down hard, the basins fill up and the toilet 

starts burping, (oh! that horrid sound), and I beg Trogdor to break out the extra pump.   

This Norôeaster was widely publicized.  It was going to hit us like a pile of bricks on Sunday, 

the 15
th
.  Now, not only is this tax day (every year), but itôs also my birthday (every year).  For 
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some reason, I planned nothing on my birthday.  I had a fantastic dinner on Thursday, and had a 

great brunch on Saturday with my peeps, followed by a trip to the Barcelona Art exhibit at the 

Metropolitan Museum.  Iôm not the bar-type, so Saturday night was me on the couch with my 

New Yorker.  Sounds perfect to me! 

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

On Sunday, the actual Tax Day, Birthday and day of imminent walloping, I entertained 

myself with laundry and the collection of phone calls that came in congratulating me on turning a 

year older.  I wrote some music.  Totally normal stuff.  Great birthday.  But then, around 2pm, I 

started wondering why water wasnôt collecting in the basins.  A lot of rain had fallen and I 

hadnôt noticed any of the expected side effects. 

I walked into the bathroom, and my tub was 5 inches from overflowing.  It had never gotten 

that high.  I caught my breath, and on cue (I swear), the toilet let out its terrible bluuuuump.  The 

whale was alive, breathing, and waiting to vomit on my floor.  It was a one-two combination that 

almost sent me to my knees. 

I ran up to Trogdor and Petulinaôs lair.  Knocking on their door always surprises and blinds 

any non-Italian.  Imagineé. Wellé maybe some things are better not imagined.  That might be 

all the information you need.  Iôll just sayé gold wall paper.  Done.   

Trogdor answers the door, clearly awoken from mid-afternoon hibernation.  ñTrogdor, I need 

the other pump.  Waterôs about to come over my bathtub.ò 

Now, how to explain Trogdorôs voice?  Itôs like a harmonica was stuffed in a trumpet and 

was being blown by a lazy sea lion.  ñJaaaaaaaaaaan,ò he wails.  ñThe otha pump should be 

runnin, Jaaaaaaan.ò 

ñI understand, but the waterôs higher than Iôve ever seen it in the bathtub.ò 

ñBut Jaaaaaaan, the otha pump pumps the water out.  That pump is ruuuuuning all the 

tiiiiime, and I was just down theaaaaahhh and I didnôt, you know, see anything-ò 

ñTrogdor, please just come and look.ò  Apparently that particular sentence pleased Trogodor, 

because he stopped his dizzying rambling and followed me back down to my basement-level 

sh*t hole.   

Now a word about Trogdorôs, umé appearance.  Never seen outside of a tight track suit, 

Trogdor has hair that fights the ever-present slime to keep its lazy curls.  Heôs tall and big.  His 

eyes are puffy and never point at what heôs looking at.  For example, if youôre talking about a 

trash can, you can be sure heôs looking at a bird fly by.  If youôre expecting eye contact during 

ñcommunication,ò you can be sure heôll be looking at a doorknob instead.   His track suit nicely 

highlights his enormous love handles and his ass reminds me of the hood of an F-150 truck.  As 

heôs told me many, many times: ñJaaaaan, Iôm not in the greatest shape.ò 

Even Trogdor was shocked by the level of water in my bathtub.  ñAhhhhhhhhh,ò he sighed as 

he looked at the doorknob and rubbed his sweaty fingers together.  ñI think we need the otha 

pump.ò  I stared at the water level as I heard Trogdor fumble up and down the hallway that runs 

the length of my apartment.  The hallway has more doors than Grand Central, three leading into 

my apartment, six leading to my ñclosetsò that Iôve deemed suitable only for storage, and many 

Trogdor-only doors that hide things like screen windows and strange metal pieces that, when 

assembled, could probably build that model helicopter da Vinci drew.  I continue to stare at the 

bathtub as Trogdor breaks through all the hallwayôs doors, muttering under his breath.  He likes 

to mutter under his breath.  Whenever heôs applying duct tape to my orange awning, for 

example, I hear him saying, ñMother fucker, cock shit, mother fucker.ò  I donôt know exactly 

who heôs cursing, or sharing his thoughts with, but it makes me grab a steak knife and point it at 
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the door in case he barges through, with Shrek strength, and decides itôs finally time for him to 

pet me like Lenny pet that kitty when George wasnôt around. 

I heard Trogdor stomping down the hall, slamming doors and muttering madly.  Rain was 

still coming down outside in buckets.  Trogdor ran up to his apartment, two flights up, looking 

for the pumpôs hose.  I donôt know what heôd be doing with a hose in his apartment, and I donôt 

even want to guess.  By the time the water in the bathtub had risen another inch, he finally 

located the hose.  It was in the first hallway door he had looked in, but, apparently, it took his 

fourth attempt to actually find it. 

By now Petulina had joined us in my apartment.  Sheôs a tiny little thing whose face is 

hidden behind big glasses and topped by hair that rises and crests like the hair of so many 70-

year-old Jersey Girls.  She doesnôt really speak English.  She rambles in Italian.  Her voice is 

similarly unique as Trogdorôs; she sounds like a kazoo fused to an air horn.  When she and 

Trogdor communicate in their heated tones, which is always, I feel like my ears bleed just a little 

every time.  In addition, with my Spanish knowledge, I understand Italian, but I swear I canôt 

understand anything they say to each other.  I feel like they are infants who have developed their 

own language.  They screech at themselves with goo-gooôs and ga-gaôs like hungry, infant Bald 

Eagles. 

I expect Trogdor to place the pump in the rear concrete basin, like usual.  That always 

seemed to make most sense to me, because you have a pump dealing directly with the front 

basin, so throw this one in the back and keep the water levels under control so they canôt 

hypnotize my tub and bloat the whole system, waking the burping whale.   

This time Trogdor has another plan. 

That scares me. 

ñJaaaaan, the best places to put this isnôt backéò he trails off as he stares at the pump in his 

hands.  ñThis is the bessssst place.ò  He moves the doormat at my main door and reveals a block 

of wood in the ground.  Iôd never seen this before.  I guess I never thought to go spelunking in 

that damp hallway.  

His meaty hands threw the mat aside and lifted the wooden block to reveal a mini-well, right 

at my front door in the damp hallway.  This hole looks down to water, which I assume now is 

higher than usual.  I couldnôt believe this thing existed.  Itôs like Trogdorôs his own Bruce Wayne 

and with the right push of the buttons, this hallway could convert into a real superheroôs Sh*t 

Hole Central Command. 

Trogdor cautiously lowered the pump into the well with such a gentle touch, youôd think he 

was disarming a nuclear weapon.  He passed me the power chord.  ñCan you plug this in, Jaaan?  

I donôt mean to take your electricity, but I think itôs easier to plug it in right here close to the 

pump so we donôt haveta get even more extension cords and draw a line down the entire hall to 

the one plug we have over there in the closet where that pump is, so if you can plug it into a plug 

in your place, itôd be that much better.  I mean, I donôt want to tell you what to do, but if you 

could plug this in so we donôt have to run extension chords down the hall, I think thatôd be best if 

you could plug it in here.ò 

The Trogdor was going, and no matter how many times I said, ñNo problem, Trogdor,ò or, ñI 

understand,ò he didnôt slow down.  I had to leave one of his quotes unedited so you can see what 

communication with the Trogdor is. 

After his unstoppable spiel, 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 non-grounded ones that are provided in my sh*t hole.  By the time I got the adapter and had 
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navigated my orchids to access the socket, Trogdor was back to oversee the operations.  As 

asked, I plugged it in. 

Instantly, the pump started working.  Trogdor hadnôt connected the hose to the pump, a 

geyser shot into the air, about 4 feet.  I unplugged it, but not before a healthy amount of water 

covered my kitchen and the hallway.  ñOops, I need to plug the hoooose in,ò Trogdor deduced.   

Rain was still falling in buckets outside.  The toilet was burping like never before.  Water 

was four inches from coming over my bathtub. 

I should have just left then, walked out and deemed everything ruined and started fresh again, 

like Old Testament stuff.  In my biblical story of how I lost all my possessions, I would have 

pulled in a reference to a demon angel and his mother, a gargling toilet that had captured a whale 

and the presence of God as he filled my bathtub. 

Instead I sighed.  Poor Simpletons.  Poor Trogdor Simpleton.  Poor Petulina Simpleton. 

After the hose was attached, things seemed to hit a stride as both pumps were moving water 

to the street.  Petulina decided it was time to address the bathtub directly and brought down a 

plastic serving bowl that was decorated with a ring of cheesy flowers.  She dipped the bowl in 

the bathtub.  After she caught her balance on the floor that was slick from the geyser action, 

Petulina spilled the bowlôs contents into the well. 

Rain was still falling.  Trogdor studied his hose and power chord matrices, a look came over 

his face that I had never seen before.  Good Lord.  I think Trogdor was thinking!  The thought 

didnôt seem to please him much, because he shifted his ample weight between legs and shook his 

head aggressively.   

I think Trogdor realized his genius pump system might been be flawed.   

He instantly became a professor in fluid dynamics and laws of equilibrium because he looked 

at me and said, ñWe gotta pump out more water than the rain brings, ya know?ò  His lecture 

solidified my assumption that Trogdor was thinking!  I was so proud.  I told him I was quite 

familiar with that concept (of bailing water faster than gaining).  Trogdor was still masticating on 

the thought, digesting it slowly, nodding his head.  I could hear the thought echoing in his head, 

ñThe, ahhhh, system might be, like, equipped pooooorly.ò  He ran out the front door into the 

rain.  He emptied the trashcans, throwing the plastic bags on the sidewalk.  I donôt know if there 

is a graceful way to dip a 30-gallon, plastic trashcan into a concrete basin filling with water.  

Judging from Trogdorôs choreography, it was impossible.  He dropped the can into the basin like 

he was dropping a basket of dirty laundry on the floor.   He pushed it around with his foot, as if it 

was a sponge and that would suck up more water.  Heôd hiked up his wet tracksuit pants and 

crouch down to grab the handle, though he didnôt snag the handle on the first try.  Instead, he 

fished his hand around, like a fat man bending down to pick something up off the ground, until 

he hit contact, then he huffed and groaned until he pulled the can out of the basin.  The bucket 

was dragged to the sidewalk where heôd kick it over.  The water would join the stream that was 

rolling down the street.   

I have to commend Trogdor.  The rain was coming down like an Amazonian downpour, and 

he still ran through that routine over and over.  Eventually, I retired from assisting Petulinaôs ice-

skating bailing and moved on to join Trogdor in the can-hefting.  I was soaked to the bone within 

5 minutes.  Seriously.  I was so wet that I was wearing jeans and a green shirt, and yet when I 

took off my underpants that night they were discolored with red and brown dye!  The only 

explanation I can deduce is that the volume of rain, literally, bent universal scientific truths.   

Suring the solid half hour of overlapped bailing with Trogdor, I heard, ñYou know, Jaaaan, 

Iôm not in the bessst shape,ò about seven times and ñWe gotta get more water out than comes 
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in,ò about fifteen.  Eventually, Trogdor stepped inside, taking with him a plumberôs crack that 

started mid-back.  I was happy for his help, but every time he sighed and crouched down to fish 

for the bucketôs handle, his shirt rode up his torso.  His crack looked like a valley, riding from 

the rear up through his amazing love handles, almost to his shoulder blades.   It was huge and I 

can only imagine how much water was channeled down this exposed valley.  I imagine the water 

ran right through his (Iôm assuming) tighty whiteys, down his legs to collect in his construction 

boots. 

Iôm happy he took that flesh valley with him.  Now I was aloneðjust me, the rain and the 

pedestrians zipping by.  I didnôt slow my furious bailing pace.  I was like a machine, dumping 

water into the street like a machine would do it, with a machineôs pace and the persistence of a 

machine.  Unlike a machine, though, I have muscles and tendons, and holy moly, did those 

fuckers not want to play.  Iôm not claiming Iôm in great shape, but no one can be in that good a 

shape.  Seriously.  Iôm going to put my reputation on the line be saying there is no physical 

activity in the world that could prepare for bailing water.  Not boxing, rock climbing, or triathlon 

training could prepare a human for bailing water for three hours.  Thereôs a reason a firefighter 

prefers a hose. 

The key to meditation is clearing your mind and having the ability to shut out all outside 

influence so you can be alone with yourself.  Or something impossible like that.  Well, I by hour 

2.5, I believe I would have qualified to be Gandhiôs understudy.  I was like a lobotomized 

machine, enlightened in the agony of repetition.  See, water weighs more than anything else in 

the world, I believe.  Iôd even state that a pound of water weighs more than a pound of gold.  I 

must have bailed a billion pounds of water and my clothes had absorbed another million. 

Petulina could be spied through my windows as she skid across the floor, taking bowl after 

bowl to the well.   

Trogdor was nowhere to be found.  I later discovered that he was inside, calling the fire 

department.  While bailing, I had seen tens of police and fire vehicles running down the streets, 

sirens blazing.  Trogdor would later complain about the fire departmentôs lack of response to our 

crisis.  Yeahé I doubt our situation ranked up there with Hobokenôs clogged drains that were 

creating one-foot deep pools at intersections and stalling cars.  I donôt think they would leave the 

two-alarm fire a few blocks away that, essentially, leveled an entire lumber yard to address the 

rain that was falling on Trogdorôs house. 

Right before three hours of bailing allowed me to transform into a demi-god with my 

superior spirituality, the green hose that was connected to the pump in the well started slipping 

back into the house.  I followed it like I was on the Discovery Channel and it was a poisonous 

snake that was retreating back into my sh*t hole.   

By the way, I find it hard to explain how wet I was.  It was like I was in a bathtub that was in 

a capsized boat that was at the bottom of the ocean.  So freaking wet. 

Well, I followed this hose/snake, glad to see it was no longer spitting out water.  Good lord, I 

wouldnôt know what to do if the hose was dripping water into my apartment.  That would be a 

disaster.  I was already concerned enough by the wet footprints I was leaving on the floor.   

At the end of the snake, pulling it in like a superhero tugging an entire Mack Truck up a cliff, 

was Trogdor, refreshed from his phone calls.  His hair still looked slimy, even though heôd been 

drying out for two hours.  ñJaaaaaaaan, we gotta move this pump.  We are having a major crisis.ò 

That hit me hard.  ñWhat do you mean?ò 

ñDonôt worry, Jaaaan.  Iôm workinô on it.ò 
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Words have never sounded so ominous since Napoleonôs advisor said, ñHey, itôs getting 

cold.ò 

Since the situation was being handled by such an expert, I went back out to the rain to bail 

water again.  My legs felt like they were made of marble, and I could barely amble down the 

dark hallway.  I got outside and moaned when the rain hit me again.  I was so sick of getting wet.  

I just wanted it all to end. 

But the rain wasnôt stopping. 

I donôt know how long I was out there for the second round of bailing, but it felt like 40 days 

and 40 nights.  My guess, though, is that it was 5 minutes.  I walked back in, realizing I was 

creating another wet track in my wake.   

Then I saw the water.  It had come in the back door, and Trogdor was standing in it, like he 

was a 5-year old who dropped a bag of flour, paralyzed with shame. 

ñTrogdor, TELL me the waterôs coming in!ò 

ñJaaaaaan,ò he said, rotating his round body to look at me.  ñWe have a praaaablem.ò 

I ran into my bedroom.  There were about 3 inches of water in the corner.  I canôt believe 

Trogdor didnôt even alert me.  Simpleton ass.  I wanted to punch him so hard that my arm would 

sink into his fat gut, all the way up to my shoulder.  The rescue started with my electronics.  I 

pulled up a surround speaker system, piling them up on my stove where they dripped away.  I got 

a desktop up onto my kitchenôs free-standing island, putting it at an angle so the inch of water 

could drain out.   

By the time I went back into the room, it was 4 inches, and it had spread all the way to the 

bed.  I pulled up books from the bottom-shelves of my bookcases just before the water reached 

them.  I got sweaters out of plastic containers under my bed, water already collecting in there.  I 

didnôt get to the National Geographic Magazines in time, so I threw out a ñfuckò to the ruined 

seven years of the pristine collection.  I emptied the bottom drawers of my dressers.   

The water kept creeping up.  I didnôt get to my poker sets, so I pulled them up and set them 

on chairs, water dripping from their felt insides.  I rescued water-logged CDôs and placed them 

on higher ground.  I took out all the towels I had and dropped them at the bedroomôs door that 

led to the hallway.  Iôd hoped they would act like sandbags.  Instead, they just floated.  The water 

was too deep for them to make a significant barrier.  They did nothing to stop the flow. 

I kept moving with the crawl, trying to stay ahead of it.  I couldnôt believe what I was doing.  

God damnit. 

Trogdor remained stuck in the growing puddle, redialing the fire department.  ñCock sucker, 

mother fucker,ò he muttered.  Then he dropped his hands to his sides, and threw his head back 

like a really chubby werewolf and screamed, ñDonôt fuck with us, God!  Not this house!  Donôt 

fuck with this house, God!  Iôm not kidding!  What did we do to you, God?ò 

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 the pale, pasty skin.  He understood his curse that he would 

never know the touch of a woman without an exchange of cash.  But water entering his house?  

THAT was it!  THAT was the straw that broke this humanôs ample back.  Poor Trogdor and his 

insane relationship with God and the Universe.  I feel like he stands in front of life like he is an 

ant looking at a computer, thinking, ñIôm not equipped for this.ò 

His outburst at God lasted 8.5 seconds.  He dropped his head, stared at his phone and 

muttered, ñCock sucker, mother fucker, shit man.ò  

Oh, Trogdor. 
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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 then she pounded her sternum.  Then five sweeps, then pounding her 

sternum.  I was too busy pulling my possessions off the ground to tell her to go upstairs and not 

suffer from cardiac arrest. 

For some reason, while I envisioned Petulina collapsing, I thought of electricity and its love 

of water.  I had power strips and surge protectors all over the house, so I ran to them, ripping 

them out of the wall, expecting, at any time, to feel the current swimming through the water.  

That would be the way to go: Electric charge knocks me out, then I drown in the 5 inches of 

water that coated my bedroom while Trogdor cursed life and Petulina flirted with joining me in 

the afterlife. 

I donôt know how long it was, maybe 10 minutes, and I wasnôt thinking clearly, but, before I 

knew it, water was all over my apartment.  It had conquered the entire hall and managed to slip 

into my kitchen and living room.  7 inches of it.  I had hefted computers up.  My guitar was 

balanced on a table.  Hardcover and paperback books, CDs and clothes piled high on my bed.  

Remote controls, DVDs and video game consoles occupied my 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 coffee-table 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. 

I felt like crying.   

I grabbed my camera and tried to document.  I couldnôt think what to do but just slush 

through the water and stare blankly at my altered universe through the cameraôs viewfinder.  Itôs 

impossible to describe.  It appears to be your life.  It is your life, but with an alteration.  Itôs like 

seeing your car after itôs been inverted in an accident.  Itôs like seeing your house decorated for 

Chanukah when you are Catholic.  In this case, I had 7 inches of water in my apartment, and it 

made me feel like I was tripping on a drug of your choice.  My legs were aching from the 

bailing.  It was still raining.  Petulina was moaning in the hall.  Trogdor was pacing, cursing to 

himself.  He took a break to look at me (meaning he looking at the door near me), and said, ñI 

sweeeah, Jaaaaan.  Thirty five yeaahs here, and this has never happened.ò 

What a sh*t hole.  Just as I 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 building.  What a mess. 

I stepped back out into the rain.  The power, apparently, was off on the block, and my 

neighbors crawled out of their abodes.  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 basements.  We were tired and 

frustrated.  The others emerged from their homes on fire, pissed, ready to curse 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 going out was almost a relief for us.  It meant there 

was nothing more for us to do. 

I didnôt want to socialize with the group.  I just didnôt care.  I was so tired. 

I stepped back in the place, water up to my ankles, and packed a couple of bags.  I didnôt lock 

the doors on the way out because there were still chords and hoses coming out my front door.  

The place was wide open.  Anyone could walk in. 
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Soaking wet, I just left it all behind.  I trudged a half mile down the street to my friendôs 

apartment.  I didnôt know if the water in my place would climb higher.  It was still raining, and 

more was expected.  If the water rose another foot, Iôd lose almost everything. 

My friend accepted me graciously.  She had some food, but I wasnôt really hungry.  What a 

great Tax Day/Birthday/Norôeaster.  Eventually, I tried to sleep (holy man, was I tired), but I had 

terrible dreams.  In one, my older brother and I were supposed to guard my grandparentsô 

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.  My brother whispered to me, ñWe can 

take óem.ò  I shot him a crazy look in return, then a piece of my tooth fell out and it was all rotten 

inside.  I woke up with a start.  It was raining hard again, and I could hear the drops smacking the 

window sill.  I got on my computer and distracted myself with the internet.  Eventually, I fell 

back asleep.  This time, dream took me to my grandfatherôs bedside.  He was particularly tired, 

so I helped him from wheelchair into the bed.  I locked my arms around him under his armpits, 

and hefted him up, but he refused to get in the bed.  Instead, he asked me to dance with him.  We 

turned into a ballroom couple.  As we moved, he became more and more nimble and light on his 

feet.  We spun around like experts, his smile getting wider and 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 I couldnôt stop spinning him around the bedroom.  I felt the moisture running down 

my leg.  That woke me up with a start. 

I was perturbed. 

What a day. 

Why do I feel like there will be a sequel to this?  I am sure it will start like this: I had lived in 

a sh*t hole in Hoboken for 2 years.  It was a one bedroom, 800 ft
2
 sh*t hole with no heat, low 

ceilings, terrible maintenance, not a stretch of flat floors, and a whale in the toilet.  I 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 Norôeaster.  I hopped on Craigslist and signed a lease three hours later: 

a sh*t hole iné 
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