Trogdor Puts the *t in Sh*t Hole

I should have known that something was wrong with Trogdor when Mike was pressuring all parties

tosi gn the | ease. -inNaw,blwaes the r@altorirgthds dransacton. tHe poessdu me,
leaning on the Godzilla-size water boiler that dominated the kitchen:* Ta ke t hi s apart men
The back yard’s half flagstone, half grass. On

“Tehr e’ s no f |l oddiln g sikre digokinhseosm themoare Fhsgment
apartment.

“No. And vyou, Pet ul i na,tdhismother-gn-daw, the tinytitalilni ng hi s
septuagenarian who struggled as much with her English as she struggled to keep volume in her thin hair.
“You s houtemdnt fTraskoangayh i s

“ Di s -dhsndra less than-a we wants, Mike. We say thirteen-a,” she said, her shoulders
hunched.

Mike leaned intoher. “ John’ s here. Yolde'gotr e@s p wanfirab| e di d
answele! s goite’d |j abake the place.”

And we signed. Mike told me to make out three checks. “ Fi r st mont h, security
“Ther e wasof realbor fem enrCtaigslist.”

He stepped to me, waving thelease. “ Look, John. thfee alhecks.i’g n e d . Wr i 1
“ Wh ol ndkethereal t or fee to?”

“ Me . "

“Notyour real estate company?”

“To me ” hesaidlirekct@ng out with a pen.

“1"ve got "lmngweredwn pen,

To Mike’s credit, not only did he break the m
upfront and taking payments in his name rather than his real estate company), but he also lied about the
property. Trifecta. The yard only had a 2-foot square cement block in it. Half flagstone, my ass. And
flooding? LO-freaking-L.

Mi ke’ s aggr es s i omofreabestatk laves, patiabdy wistractednme tooanach to o
really notice Trogdor as he cowered behind his mom, seldom piping in with his voice that sounded like a
trumpet had been stuffed in a kazoo and was played by a leaky bellows. “ Iwill be a pleeeasure to have
you heeeeere, J a a a dragdoavkaswrapped inabluetracksuitt hat barely fit ove
physique. It was like a sausage wrapping, with no markings like stripes or swoosh logos to add a sense
of depth to his shape. His hair was greasy and thin, his stained teeth widely spaced apart and his hands
clammy. There was something special about this Trogdor, outside of his giant caboose | * ve compar e
the hood of an F-150.

A couple of days after I moved in, | was discovering how much of a sh*t hole my place really was.
|’ wrigten about the discovery of the whale that lives in the toilet, the concrete basins on either side of
the building that attempt to stave away flooding and my hobbit door that one has to steeplechase through
to get into the apartment. Now, Il introduce the foyer. Less
belches you into when you mount the 12-inch high concrete threshold. Turn right, after recollecting
your bal ance, ahitedwogden doortha leadseotthe Hallyvay avith countless tiny
doors and nooks that Trogdor uses to store screen doors, hoses and Narnia.

This foyer may be small, but it’s gogqiletmt | ot ¢
collected beneath the hobbitdoor s h.iln gdle ssweep up the pile and it’
weekend. To this day, I still haven’ lpocated the source. It was like trying to find Lake Victoria.
Trogdorhadn’' t f ound L,&edaeseifhe had he wouldhave stuffet ihwathr cardboard
orpatcheditwithduct t ape. | n T r andyddcotape bwilt the pyrarhias, holdc ar d b o a1
airplanes together, coats p a c e  $eht-wedistanit tdes and keep the Hoover Dam operational. They
are the only tools in his first aid kit for the bleeding and battered building. I just chalk the dirt pile up to
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yet another of stJhued gbunigl doiyn g¢’hse waomwonudnt of dirt |
essentially, hollow.

If the dirt marked one side of the foyer, the base of the opposite wall was marked by ants parading in
a spring celebration. (I moved in April 1) The parade ran right beneath a city of cobwebs and for
every dozen ants participating in the parade, there were a couple stuck in a web, fighting to get out.
Upon first glance, it looked like a high-flying Cirque du Soleil act, insect-style, including flying trapeze,
silks and the Spanish web.

| was drawing up a plan to combat this insect influx. Should I line the doors with that acidic powder
barrieri ns ect s dros? 'Ant mdtels, K they éxist? Before | had a plan, Trogdor took action.
Working from home, I heard an odd noise in the hall, like the sound of air escaping an inflatable
mattress. | ignored it, but then my eyes started stinging and | found myself choking for air. Thatis hard
to ignore. 1 opened the door to the hallway and found Trogdor crouching in an athletic pose, like a short
stop. He was wrapped in his blue sweat suit, double-fisting Raid cans. His fingers were white with
tension and the streams of poison were thick. He was like a washed-up Dirty Harry who had retired into
fumigation. A black bandana covered his nose and mouth. As he turned his head to face me, his greasy
hair di dmmllimetermove a

Hedidn” t take his fssingers off the trigger

“Sorry, ilasaadoaerse ants,” he yelled over the s
“Stop, Trogdor . |l " m having problems breathin
He took his fingers off the triggers and stayed there, silently and still crouching, as if asking me what

todo now. “1 " lreassuredbime car e of it

Trogdor c¢clearly didn”t want to give up his pl
sleepy-ant-air to rain down.

“1" m havi brgathmpg ot eqmdor . ”

“Oh, | i ke&hmy hmemal |l ergies, too."”

Trogdor continued the conversation, bandana around his face, bandito style, while 1 was choking. A
rather endearing thing about Trogdor isthathi s c onv er s at livaglike hedvasdomely.tl st op .
mean, how could he notbe lonely? No job. He lived with his mom. His biggest concern is that the
trash goes out at the right time. He grasped his conversations like he grasped those cans, not letting go.
In his bid to extend social activity, he would repackage the same idea over and over again.

“Yeeeeeah, allergies.”

“1 don’t know if | have allergies to poison.

“As | said, my mother’s sensitive, too."’

“1 think we’'re all sensitive to being poisone
“Ha. Funny, Jaaaaw ammonr.e tYhoaun pmreo. b a bll ymekanno, y ou
“ Me ? Il " m brilliant.”

“Haaaaa, Jaaaaaan. See, these anspsi hgké to g
“That ' s what | f i gethispmlaofdirt comes from®’u | kasdapaneadivtie e

hobbit door to get some ventilation in the space.

“l guess the ants go to sleep in the winter?

then 111 come down to sweep them up."”

“No, Trogdor. No more. My apartment is rightthereandmy eyes are already st
“Right, allergies.”

“1r come up with a solwution, ok?”

“Al right. You'  re probably much smarter than

“Thanks.”

“1t’s jJjust that they prefer the insideuhave t he
food in your apartment?”

““Wel |, there’ s a kitchen.?"”
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“Riiiiiiight. Il g
“Not really. | do
“Food?”

“No, ant gusthere.THeyedp yoaknosv why this pile of dirt keepsc o mi ng back?”
“Do you want me to check your apartment?”

ess they might try to get
"t see any in my apartment

“No, thanks. Trust me, there are no ants in t
“Sure? They | i ke to get into food. Maybe yo
“Trogdor . There are no ants in my place.”

He slid down his bandana, coughed on the fumes, then put it back. He pulled his pants up, hiding his
f umi g at oandstartedgaing up the stairs. He got two steps up, then turned to continue the

conversation. “ 1 t ' s every year , tlhteesisthisstoff. Raid. |1ust twecanb e st w
because "it's faster.

“Trogdor, 111 take care of it."”

“See, isgrings eVlkeey come back.. And so it conti

Though | wanted to put my head through a wall, there was something sweet aboutthat. Tr ogdor ' s
only used Raid four times since then. Success.

Back to the foyer. Though small, it was more than just a vivarium.

See, the sh*t h o litecongracteos rivdls that ¢f @ vrreguldr leiredin Lay setd
As | sat on my couch that first January, | could feel the cold air flowing over me like | was an Emperor
Penguin squatting over an egg. That first winter, when | was instructed to turn on part of the ovento
heat the 900 square foot apartment, I sat in wonder, wrapped in two blankets, as freezing air raped the
place. | "' d woken up seeing my breath more than once
to emul ate the ground’s freezing temperatures.

| searched the apartment and realized there were significantgaps i n t he apart ment
In fact, there was a 3-inch gash above one window where you could poke your hand through and hit the
building’ s faux brick exterior. Il > m c betakeh nc e d
down with a well placed handful of darts. Well, thesegapsi n t he wi nadedthedske f r ames
Michigan to my Chicago.

| sealed all the gaps, but the air pressure was so intense that they blew off the tape and insulation.

Not only were theregust s of wind from the window s frame, b
wind was coming from the gap-aciousf | oor boards as wel | . The sh*t
there were points where the *“f | mlovoinchepoatframgshe wer e

wall. 1slid insulation into the gaps and finished sealing the apartment. It was like building an air-tight,
tape-wrapped coffin.

I t wa s n ’Istill felnd@fts goming from the three apartment doors that lead to the corridor
that runs from the hobbit door out to my infertile back yard via a thin metal screen door. Screen door.
Thin. Metal. After getting up the courage to explore those odd doors and nooks in the hallway, 1 found
a glass replacement for the screen, slipped it in and realized it still did nothing to keep my testicles from
cuddling my kidneys. | took taped to that back door, buti t  dstopdthe drafft. It was still freezing in
my apartment. The only solution, | figured, was to seal up every door in the sh*t hole. Unfortunately,
| * d act u kavdthe buitdimgeeery onee in a while, so | only taped up two. | crowded the last
door with draft logs and insulation.

The apartment was still freezing. The empty aquarium in my place indicated temperatures around
fifty degrees. In the hall, the temperature dropped at least ten more, and the draft was powerful. With a
metal door on one side and the Hobbit door on the other, how could I be surprised? Bead curtains would
have done a better job.

| finally thought to use the white door to seal the foyer and cutthedraft. You’ ve hear d of
paned windows? | made myself double-paned doors. Now, the white door d o e dSitnin the frame
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anymore, and | had to slam it hard to stay in place. After three years of slamming that shut, the paint
had almost all peeled off.
The double-paned door does a quarter-decent job to keep the cold out in the winter (maybe taking
the hallway from forty degrees to fifty), but it also keeps the heat out during summer months. Yes,
summer s frustr at iOncgtheisun cratkftiee nosnizenith, it bakes tiok fronttofahe .
house, from the faux-brick facade to the cementbasina nd t he ¢ on c rTeigballiafitf r ont vy
design, to not have anything green or organic in sight, can hold heat for hours and hours. 1 could grill
tofu on it at midni gshheatsink, ant it dees algoodijab.alt hits 120 degrees t h e
Fahrenheit on hot days.
In my three-and-a-half years in the sh*t hole, some things actually changed. Some things stayed the
same. Thef oyer stayed the same. The backyard didn’
found a way to stay away from the small patch. At the back of my yard, though, there was a lattice-
work fence with vines running up it. On the other side looked like a giant shed. Wild cats lived in that
back area, crouching to snag birds that chomped on the seed | continually threw in the back hoping
something would take hold.

These catswould mateout si de my wi ndow. Anyone who knows
nothing delicate about it. The female is dealing with an inflatable, spiked penis and she makes her
di scomfort known by screaming |i ke alduntadf Strav

tapping the window or hitting the metal screen door would relocate the romance.
At the beginning of this calendar year, the back yard changed. | headed into my bedroom after a
shower only to see the claw of a construction vehicle creep over the lattice-work fence and rip it down.
I sat on the end of my bed and watched how, in three minutes, this claw tore down the entire divide and
presented me with a gaggle of Mexican men with heavy machinery, tools and work boots. The back
area was cleared entirely by noon. Construction began within a week, with a pile driver keeping me
company all day. The monstrous building going up is going to lurk over the yard, like a prison guard
tower over the prison yard.
Anot her thing that ctofamygaed Hevindtiglly Wouldodgideonressages r e s p
to me by popping his head into the bedroom window and yelling.  aadaahaaaan, | have to ask you

somet hi ngpullhimasideohealay:“tTd ogdor, that’'s just not ac«
there, naked? What i f my girlfriend was napping
“1 totally understand, Jaaaan. |l " m sorry. I
worked in customer service that there are some
“You worked icne?2"ust omer servi

“Yes. On the phone. |l |l earned a | ot ."”
“What ?”

“1 | earned how to deal with people.”

“You worked in customer service?” I coul dn’t
“Yes. On the phone. | |l earned how to deal w
much smarter than | am, with your fancy job."”
“Me ? I m brilliant.”

“Hahahahhaa. You’' r ewhptwithpoarploy . S marter than |
“Have you worked | ately?”

“1 did customer service and | earned a | ot."”

Not only di d T-sidergadner impreve, lauthia watstiime shrank. Where at first |
guessed he was around a fifty-inch waist, over the course of a year, he dropped down to around 34.
Though you’ d t hi nk Butithsweightdoof jast made lunh look stramgerr Hiswsken,
became gray and waxy. His thinning hair remained slimy. He now refused eye contact, staring at the
floor as he walked with you. How he lostweight? | don’ t know, but neighbor
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The only good thing that came out of the 2007 flooding at the sh*t hole was that I got to know my
neighbors who were stuck, powerless, in similar shin-high waters. We became friendly quickly (trauma
does thatd)i,scaursds Wa'ogdor’ s antics and | augh
Forexample, Tr ogdor coul d not stand to have anythi
gate that separated the riff raff frommyplace. Say a resi dent put a bag
the cans. Even though trash was collected that night, he would distribute the bag around Hoboken.

Boxes? Gone upon contact with concrete. | had put furniture out there four hours before the sanitation
department would pick them up. My intention was to just slip out later at night and move the goods to

the other side of the fence to be picked up. When | went to do that, though, the furniture was already
gone. | went to the store to grab some root beer, and | saw my chair sitting, orphaned, on the corner of

2" and Bloomfield and my plastic storage boxes huddling on the corner of 1% and Park. It was like he
would detonate a bomb right at the trash point and have it disburse across town. The neighbors all
noticed his behavior. They'd tell me, “Saw

“That’' s my dTrmegpdor ,

Just before Trogdor started losing weight at an alarming rate, | had a conversation with one of the
neighbors, a cool cat whose favorite pastime was to sit on the steps in summer and watch the beautiful
| adies wal k by. Seovieve ftom myeaErtmient, though inise evas &om jthe waist t
down. 1 first met Joe a couple of weeks afterthe No r ’
neighbor move furniture back into his flooded apartment. Joe had a cast on his hand and I asked him
what happened. “Meh,” he explained, “1 hit

“What happened to the guy?”

“He was |lying on the street |l ast | saw.

One of these days Joe wdady-wachitgtwe anatfed anchhe daves b
strange headnodupto Tr ogdor and Petulina’s windows.

“1 don’t know, but i1t’s heldl ' iving under

Joe |l eaned i n. “What about his probl ems?

“You mean,.slowmh beiasdgked in a whisp

Joe was going to dismiss the dwgmrvellsem.i”’o n,

“What ?”

“He’' s a crack head. That

| nodded, shocked. That would explain a lot.

“What | ’"ve heard is his mom gi Vheds offintothe cRydome

s what I hear .

at

ng
of

y o u

Easter hit my sa*t hol e

a g

ui |
“ Wh
t he
Yo

b u

mo

catch his fix.” From there, I I magined Trogdor

squirrel holds a nut. He climbs up into his depressing apartment and just escapes his life. From what

| * v @ainthatapartment , t here’s a | ot to escape, too.
| " ve had Ttroo gkdnoorc ka nddor afees timed td discass tisings like rain water

coming out and over my tub. Without fail, | want to cry when they open the door. There are no

windows in the livingroom(whi ch woul d be the equivalent to

blinded. Gold adorns everything. They have gold striped wallpaper. There are gold bowls and
silverware on their plastic-covered dining table. They have a gold mini-chandelier. Gold sa i nstatges
and paintings are hung on the wall. They have a love seat with a dark wood frame and gold upholstery.
A giant cabinet lives in the corner, and behind its glass door you could see countless gold trinkets
begging to be introduced to a smelting machine. They yearned for escape just like Trogdor was with his
crack.

| envisioned him leaving the bleeding building, aging mother and gold catacomb behind to get high
in his bedroom.

Trogdor continued to lose weight and reign over his tiny fiefdom with strict control. Every once in a
wh i | esneakla eoinrdent about how much he hated the girl above me, the Woman of Steel (From
the Ankles Down). Heregularlysai d she was “selfish” and *
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His persistence lead me to conclude that he had a crush on her, and that she had turned him down.
't s common behavi or , whowaanentallytwelleyearsokdny spurred |

I n terms of Trogdor’'s dating, tnevarsawalalyfeend. c han
In fact, there was one time | overheard him talking to a real-estate agent outside my window. Trogdor
was on the building’s stairs and she was | ookin

This was before Trogdor has lost weight, and | imagined him sitting in his blue track suit, hair greasy
and eyes distant.

“Hi, Trogdor! You | ook great!?”

“Thaaaanks, Janice.”

“How are things?” She was ,togerafewlstingson her cha
“Oh, same ol d, wsamélowl ds b¥Meunkse?”’

“Great . Hoboken’s such a hot market. How’' s

“r eal tled then lisdhagain, the lied again and pulled a fee out of me and straight into his bank
account.

“Aaaaaagheashe’ She and Mi ke had twins, so we
“What about you?” she asked.

“1 see the twins. They are greeaaaaaat.”’
“No, |l mean you? You waiting to find a | ady?
hi m. “No, pr ob a botlgoking fortanyone; righg?hYto?u dYoonu 'tr et hni nk vy o

woman, right?”
| could picture the sadness in his eyes. He probably was saying, in his head, that shewas“ s & |h " i
and “just notl ta tgoookd hpemw sao i o n gcauseihenwas mouotingrhaget or t

for her, but he finallysaid, “ No, | ' d | i Reday Bitnd s$0meohe.
They sat in silence for a while, then he repe
Wel l , it cert abetheWgmawoheel (From tige Anklesdown)avho continually

pounded a track around my ceiling, moving boxes and oxygen tanks at the wee hours of the morning.
Eight months ago, just when the back fence was torn down, the tenor changed in the building. I had
managed to coast along with the dirt pile, insane temperatures, useless bathroom when it rains, curved
floors, crazy footsteps from above, construction in the backyard and mating cats. But something
happened in January. | was dressed to the nines, killing time before taking my lady out for a birthday
dinner. About twenty minutes before | had to leave, over the noise of the video games, | could hear
Trogdor running down the stairs to the basement hallway, then running back up. He sounded like a baby
rhino. | got the impression he was muttering to himself. Muttering was common when Trogdor was
talking to the building. Usually it involved e
summari ze by saying that this bui,topulatimgwith-i n Tr od
mothers building ever built.
The Shrek-like footsteps came down a couple more times. | checked the clock: Forty-five minutes
until departure.
Then, over the video games, | heard the sound of water hitting the floor. At first | thought nothing of
it because | hear that sound anytime the Woman of Steel (From the Ankles Down) waters her plants
upstairs. The wat er f al |l s r i gthstapnyboncetebgsm. t he pati o’ s s
| kept playing, but the splashing increased. I mutedthe TV. “ ¥ah, t hat ” bmovedt norr
through my dark kitchen and opened my bedroom door. Water was pouring out of the ceiling and
pooling on my floor.
| c¢closed my eyes for a second, then ran upst a
upstairs door and it flew open. | heard Trogdor screaming like a maniac, “Hel p me! Hel p
justthisonce hel p mel!”
“Trogdor ?7" herkitchenyvehichlwas dbove mytbeairoom, and saw the cupboard open
beneath the si nk. ckwasfrantgrdl-oentér. SVatgr Was aveoyehere, simost 2 a

johndeguzman.com 6 HAWTaction.com




inches deep. He pulled his head out from under the s
Hel p me! Jesus! There is water everywhere.”
He stood up and the water in the bowl he was holding slopped all over the kitchen. Very little was
left when he chucked the contents out of the back door onto the patio. He continued yelling in the phone
and to me at the same t iYesen.Park AVeiub! eRighe!’Jahn, thaakt er e v e
God! God help me! Use this broom! Push it out! Yes! Water everywhere! Oh, Jesus, help me just
this once ”
| grabbed the broom and pushed gallons of water out the back door onto the patio. Trogdor hung up

the phone and dove back under the sink with hisbo w1l . “lt’s coming down 1int
He popped his greasy head out frohelpudnkdepr t he
sweeping!” 't might have been twenty, butsoonenoughwedhadswept mi gl

all the water out of the apartment. Everything was wet. Trogdor was sweaty and more grey than usual.
He stood up slowly, eyes closed, his hand pressing his thin, greasy scalp.
“What happened?”
“Jesus help us,” he replied. “Jesus.
“This 1 s a Wiheasts, h alprpegndeod 2.7
“Jesus, 'heH g “rueypd tnestdilis eyes shotopen. “ T h e Heavdaddlet around

the apartment like a loon, then stepped ontotheb ack porch and scr eamieed, *“ Cs¢
his call being heeded by all the wild cats that use the back yard as a motel. No cat came into the
apartment.

The firemen arrived. They stared, amazed, atthemessi n t h e g.i Tihely resst wadter flove h e n
back into the units. They made it down to my apartment and said that water might be held between
floors. They drilled two holes in the ceiling, and black water gushed out onto my linoleum strips the ad
in Craigslist had.”"described as “Spanish tile

My room wasn’t f 1l ooded,Instead, it wassbig puddles ofl dirtyjkwater,t he No
some four inches deep. (Remember, there is nothing flat about these floors.) Clothes had been soaked.
A speaker system had been submerged.

| |l ooked at the firefighters, and thdwmberre ”a
| asked them.

They all nodded and laughed.

“Look, boys, this might be a fantasy for some
Il n fact, I need to get out of here. You think
“Yeah,” one dfl tthheem |Isaanidd .or d* Theot to | et him do
“Hiet he | andl ord, buddy."”

They stared at me in shock. “He’' s "a olniet tolfe tshleow?as ked cauti o
“Just fast enough to be functional’] just sl ow
| thanked the boys in uniform as they headed out. “ L 0 o k ,  Tneed tg gb out now, so you and
your mom can c¢clean up the water in my bedroom.”
“Jaaaaaan, we don’t have t o theshidashewaeedgpdd-bye ups
to the FD.

“What ?”

“She’ s out askedte ok ataomathingguhned er her si.nk. N
“But she didn’t ask you to flood her place an
“Butaskedme to | ook at iit, Jaaaan. havetp kndw di d .

about anything.
| looked at him suspiciously.

“Jaaaan, she’s not a nice person. You know h
to you? She’s not one of them, so she probably
| let it go. “You darmim&v egotuhics cl eaned up i n the nex
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“l" m serious, Jaaaaaaan. She doesn’t have to
“Just clean it wup, o0k? I am out of here.”
I never told her. I mean, | never spoke to her. The holes in my ceilingstillhaven’ t been pat
Thewaters t a i n s bedn pamted overt No tests were done for mold, then again, none were done
aftert he Nor '’ easter hit my sh*t hole and | had 10
That was in January. Since then, I have survived another winter in the sh*t hole without heat.
Summer rolled in and | started ramping up to get out of there, but coordinating with my new roommate
was complicated. As the summer slipped by, things got really scary in the sh*t hole. It was time to get
out.
Trogdor likes to go through the trash, guaranteeing that recyclables and trash are in their respective
bins. A couple of months ago, he was opening bags and sorting them. Now, brace yourself. Usually |
woul dn’ t p theimpact of these woyds chnoot be replicated with similes.
Trogdor, out in the street with one hand in each can, started screaming. It was the afternoon, and
this is a quiet block in Hoboken that families frequent because of a day care center in the synagogue on

the block. And yet Trogdor screamed. “You fucking cunt Fucking cunt |t o Isldmmgddha ! ” |
topsonthecansands pri nted up the stairs to start bangi ni
put your recyclables in the recyclables can.”’

| heard the Woman of Steel (From the Ankles Down) moving around upstairs. Both she and her
boyfriend were home, and | could hear them muttering to each other.
“1 tol d yoaunt Itoldyou!fl taleykul” n g

Trogdor stomped up to his apartment where his mom was squawking likeabird. “ Tr aaaa g !
Traaaaag!"”’ I coul d hear hidsamnorgthewdoor. i ght by her

He wa s n Trogdodtlmmped.back down the stairs. He beat her door with great fury. “Come
on, motha fucka Come on!”

There was more muttering.

“1 'ddoncare if it was your <c¢cleaning | ady, you c
not in intensity. “Tr y ikilyou. aly & again, Trynit@agaim,anothau ¢ k a
fucka You cunt”

Petulina was still callingf r om above. “Traaaaaaegh! TrTa cacaaaaaaaay

He was slamming his fists on the door. “ 1 * | | kill you, you lHeardttheirh ! I

footsteps moving across the ceiling quickly, like the threatened migrating pack that they were. 1
assumed they were calling the police.

“Try it again, you c Wlhybu Tryithgaiy. ldareyom g &l h. f uec ki h
you?’

Eventually he burned himself out and went back up to his apartment. The police never showed up.

| di dTrdgdor fos teree weeks. When he resurfaced, he ran the other way upon seeing me. A

few days later we ran into each other again, and he graced me with a quick chat, ending itwith, “ L o o o k ,
| " m saaaaary amheotterddy.hatl tcowemmsotd mi sunder standin
person, Jaaaaan. |l don’t know if | ’ve told you

“ had my headphones on, s q | fdlt compellecetd lig. Thetesa r d an
he knows | know, the better.
Themadnessd i d n ' ere. & nodple of lweeks later, on a Sunday night, the Legs of Steel (From
the Ankles Down) were in full effect upstairs, doing a regular wildebeest stampede. | thought nothing of
it, but Trogdor, out of nowhere, was banging on their door. In one of his rages, he pounded the wood
and screamed. “Want t o maskirethera, pldase? t Ile dmwonr’et t hi nk you’
noisei n t her e Pl ease? We wo u Inadsmbitth” k now what to
Though there were no direct threats or extreme vulgarity this time, it was intense and constant. | was
summer, so | had my front window propped open on a long stick of bamboo. (None of the windows stay

johndeguzman.com 8 HAWTaction.com




open on their own here at the sh*t hole.) Just as Trogdor was getting quiet, | popped my head out of the

window and a police officer was right there, a few feet from me. “You call the cops
“No, but the guyAlotofpsitae risp mi lgehrt e havAepart ment
| tried to listen to the ¢ oopvsrsation in the hallways upstairs, butitwas mut ed and | ¢

all the details. It was almost like the Woman of Steel (From the Ankles Down) was pushing away the
cops, telling them everything was ok. | know they had a talk with Trogdor, too, but they left without
anyone in the car with them.

The next morning | saw a moving truck outside the place. By 8 AM she had moved out. The
Woman of Steel (From the Ankles Down) and herscuba-d i vi ng man t ook of f . I
her again. We never got to speak. There were so many stories we could have shared about Trogdor,
alone. | could have confessed an erotic dream | had about her once. She could have asked me about my
music. Many things could have happened, but instead, | saw her leave, fatigued and angry.

A couple of weeks later, | told them Trogdor and Petulina that | was moving out for matters of the
heart. |l didn’t tell them where.

The sh*t didn’t stop piling up then. When th
Tuesday night at 6, | learned at 5:58 that they had planned a 90 minutes open house for the place. | was
desperately hiding away my valuables as thirty
brother, not his brother-in-law, was doing the showing this time. | overheard him say there was no
problems with flooding and t hlutheimaginedtherd wassomek n o w
He kept selling how cool it was that the closets in the hallway, where it is too cold and humid to put
anything made of cloth. (There are no closets in the sh*t hole, itself.)

| was too busy pulling people aside, handing
It s terrible. Why ?"” | cl earedbmwtt trheate.” s “nT
it floods? That e nou gftrSrhe, andRheyrkeptaskimg@uestions. wasn’' t e
The open houses continued and no one was sign
ladywhen | wa s msigned. ktwhseut aaveek agdamd & can only imagine her surprise when
she moved in and went to open the window only to have it slam shut. None of them stay open and need
to be propped up. Then she might wequipgedwittoa wa s h
nozzle to connectagardenh o s e . When she turns off the hot wa
harder until the knob comes off in her hand. It happened to all of my guests.
Then | think of Hurri cammerowdanna who’' s suppose
| don’t miss that place as | stand in a new a

hospital next door that has such an intense air circulation system that it sends a piercing shrill into all of
thea p a r t wiedows, right into my brain. | stand on floors so sloped that my office chair first slid
south so quickly it was going 20mph when it hit my bookshelf. My roommate mighthate me.

From here | wave good-bye. Good-bye Trogdor and Petulina. Good-bye hobbit door and foyer.
Good-bye whale-in-toilet. Good-bye ant parade and leaky construction. Good-bye cardboard and duct
tape solutions. Good-bye freezing and flooding. Good-bye Woman of Steel (From the Ankles Down)
and mating cats. Good-bye sh*t hole.

John de Guzman
September 5, 2008

johndeguzman.com
HAWTaction.com
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Movers for the The Foyer
Woman of Steel Featuring: Ants, Spiders and White Door
(From the Ankles Down)

The Dirt Pile Leaky Window
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John de Guzman Trogdor Puts the *t in Sh*t Hole

Typical Trogdor Fix The Hallway
in the Foyer

The Bedroom Awning and Duct Tape
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John de Guzmén Trogdor Puts the *t in Sh*t Hole

Windowless Kitchen While Moving Out.
Featuring: Water Boiler

The Sh*t Hole
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