
John de Guzmán  Trogdor Puts the *t in Sh*t Hole 

johndeguzman.com 1 HAWTaction.com 

Trogdor Puts the *t in Sh*t Hole 

 

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

to sign the lease.  Mike, Trogdor’s brother-in-law, was the realtor in this transaction.  He pressed me, 

leaning on the Godzilla-size water boiler that dominated the kitchen: “Take this apartment.  It’s great.  

The back yard’s half flagstone, half grass.  Once the snow melts, you’ll see.” 

“There’s no flooding in this place?” I asked, hesitantly, looking around the giant basement 

apartment.   

“No.  And you, Petulina,” he said, taking his intense glare to his mother-in-law, the tiny Italian 

septuagenarian who struggled as much with her English as she struggled to keep volume in her thin hair.  

“You should take this tenant.  This John guy.” 

“Dis is one-a hundred less than-a we wants, Mike.  We say thirteen-a,” she said, her shoulders 

hunched. 

Mike leaned into her.  “John’s here.  He’s responsible.  You got a job?”  He didn’t wait for an 

answer.  “He’s got a job.  He’ll take the place.” 

And we signed.  Mike told me to make out three checks.  “First month, security and realtor fee.” 

“There was no mention of realtor fee on Craigslist.” 

He stepped to me, waving the lease.  “Look, John.  You signed.  Write three checks.” 

“Who do I make the realtor fee to?” 

“Me.” 

“Not your real estate company?” 

“To me.  Mike,” he said, reaching out with a pen. 

“I’ve got my own pen,” I answered. 

To Mike’s credit, not only did he break the most important laws in real estate (lying about fees 

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. 

Mike’s aggression, and blatant infraction of real estate laws, probably distracted me too much to 

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.  “It will be a pleeeasure to have 

you heeeeere, Jaaaaaaahn.”  Trogdor was wrapped in a blue track suit that barely fit over his eater’s 

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 I’ve compared to 

the hood of an F-150. 

A couple of days after I moved in, I was discovering how much of a sh*t hole my place really was.  

I’ve written 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, I introduce the foyer.  Less than a foyer, it’s the space the hobbit door 

belches you into when you mount the 12-inch high concrete threshold.  Turn right, after recollecting 

your balance, and you’re met by a white, wooden door that leads to the hallway with countless tiny 

doors and nooks that Trogdor uses to store screen doors, hoses and Narnia.  

This foyer may be small, but it’s got a lot going on.  The first thing I noticed was the dirt pile that 

collected beneath the hobbit door’s hinges.  I’d sweep up the pile and it’d be back by the end of the 

weekend.  To this day, I still haven’t located the source.  It was like trying to find Lake Victoria.  

Trogdor hadn’t found Lake Victoria, either, because if he had, he would have stuffed it with cardboard 

or patched it with duct tape.  In Trogdor’s world, cardboard and duct tape built the pyramids, hold 

airplanes together, coat space shuttle’s heat-resistant tiles 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 the building’s wounds.  Judging by the amount of dirt I’ve swept up there, the building is, 

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
st
.)  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.   

I was drawing up a plan to combat this insect influx.  Should I line the doors with that acidic powder 

barrier insects don’t like to cross?  Ant motels, if they exist?  Before I 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.  I ignored it, but then my eyes started stinging and I found myself choking for air.  That is hard 

to ignore.  I 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 didn’t move a millimeter.   

He didn’t take his fingers off the triggers. 

“Sorry, Jaaaaaan, it’s these ants,” he yelled over the sound of the cans. 

“Stop, Trogdor.  I’m having problems breathing.” 

He took his fingers off the triggers and stayed there, silently and still crouching, as if asking me what 

to do now.  “I’ll take care of it,” I reassured him. 

Trogdor clearly didn’t want to give up his plan.  Those bottles weren’t empty.  There was still more 

sleepy-ant-air to rain down. 

“I’m having problems breathing, Trogdor.” 

“Oh, like my mom.  She has allergies, too.” 

Trogdor continued the conversation, bandana around his face, bandito style, while I was choking.  A 

rather endearing thing about Trogdor is that his conversations didn’t stop.  It was like he was lonely.  I 

mean, how could he not be 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.” 

“I don’t know if I have allergies to poison.  I guess I do.” 

“As I said, my mother’s sensitive, too.” 

“I think we’re all sensitive to being poisoned to death, Trogdor.” 

“Ha.  Funny, Jaaaaaaan.  You probably know more than me.  I mean, you’re much smarter than me.” 

“Me?  I’m brilliant.” 

“Haaaaa, Jaaaaaan.  See, these ants like to get in the house when they wake up in spring.” 

“That’s what I figured.  Do you know where this pile of dirt comes from?” I said as I opened the 

hobbit door to get some ventilation in the space. 

“I guess the ants go to sleep in the winter?  Anyway, I’m just going to use these cans to kill them, 

then I’ll come down to sweep them up.” 

“No, Trogdor.  No more.  My apartment is right there and my eyes are already stinging.” 

“Right, allergies.” 

“I’ll come up with a solution, ok?” 

“Alright.  You’re probably much smarter than I am, Jaaaaaan.” 

“Thanks.” 

“It’s just that they prefer the inside to the outside.  Maybe they think there’s food here?  Do you have 

food in your apartment?” 

“Well, there’s a kitchen.” 
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“Riiiiiiight.  I guess they might try to get some of that food.” 

“Not really.  I don’t see any in my apartment.” 

“Food?” 

“No, ants.  They are just here.  Hey, do you know why this pile of dirt keeps coming back?” 

“Do you want me to check your apartment?” 

“No, thanks.  Trust me, there are no ants in there.” 

“Sure?  They like to get into food.  Maybe you have something out you don’t know about.” 

“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 

fumigator’s crack, and started going up the stairs.  He got two steps up, then turned to continue the 

conversation.  “It’s every year, these ants.  The best way to kill them is this stuff.  Raid.  I use two cans 

because it’s faster.” 

“Trogdor, I’ll take care of it.” 

“See, it’s every spring.  They come back…”  And so it continued.  And continued.  And continued. 

Though I wanted to put my head through a wall, there was something sweet about that.  Trogdor’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 hole doesn’t have heat and its construction rivals that of an irregular Lincoln Log set.  

As I sat on my couch that first January, I could feel the cold air flowing over me like I was an Emperor 

Penguin squatting over an egg.  That first winter, when I was instructed to turn on part of the oven to 

heat the 900 square foot apartment, I sat in wonder, wrapped in two blankets, as freezing air raped the 

place.  I’d woken up seeing my breath more than once.  The floor, since it’s a basement apartment, liked 

to emulate the ground’s freezing temperatures.   

I searched the apartment and realized there were significant gaps in the apartment’s four windows.  

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.  I’m convinced that exterior, which is about an inch thick, could be taken 

down with a well placed handful of darts.  Well, these gaps in the windows’ frames are the Lake 

Michigan to my Chicago. 

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

Not only were there gusts of wind from the window’s frame, but I discovered, after about a month, that 

wind was coming from the gap-acious floor boards as well.  The sh*t hole’s actual floor curved, and 

there were points where the “floor boards” were two inches above the floor and two inches out from the 

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

tape-wrapped coffin. 

It wasn’t enough.  I still felt drafts coming 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, I found 

a glass replacement for the screen, slipped it in and realized it still did nothing to keep my testicles from 

cuddling my kidneys.  I took taped to that back door, but it didn’t stop the draft.  It was still freezing in 

my apartment.  The only solution, I figured, was to seal up every door in the sh*t hole.  Unfortunately, 

I’d actually have to leave the building every once in a while, so I only taped up two.  I 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.  

I finally thought to use the white door to seal the foyer and cut the draft.  You’ve heard of double-

paned windows?  I made myself double-paned doors.  Now, the white door doesn’t fit in the frame 
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anymore, and I 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 frustrating in the sh*t hold, too.  Once the sun cracks the noon zenith, it bakes the front of the 

house, from the faux-brick façade to the cement basin and the concrete “front yard.”  This brilliant 

design, to not have anything green or organic in sight, can hold heat for hours and hours.  I could grill 

tofu on it at midnight.  It’s brutal.  So, the foyer is a heat sink, and it does a good job.  It hits 120 degrees 

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.  The foyer stayed the same.  The backyard didn’t.  Nothing grew in that back yard.  Even weeds 

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 I continually threw in the back hoping 

something would take hold. 

These cats would mate outside my window.  Anyone who knows this… act… knows that there’s 

nothing delicate about it.  The female is dealing with an inflatable, spiked penis and she makes her 

discomfort known by screaming like all of Stravinsky’s songs being played at once.  No amount of 

tapping the window or hitting the metal screen door would relocate the romance. 

At the beginning of this calendar year, the back yard changed.  I 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. 

Another thing that changed was Trogdor’s respect of my space.  He initially would deliver messages 

to me by popping his head into the bedroom window and yelling.  “Jaaaaaaaaaaan, I have to ask you 

something.”  I had to pull him aside one day: “Trogdor, that’s just not acceptable.  What if I was in 

there, naked?  What if my girlfriend was napping in there?” 

“I totally understand, Jaaaan.  I’m sorry.  I know what you mean, though.  I remember when I 

worked in customer service that there are some things you just shouldn’t do.” 

“You worked in customer service?” 

“Yes.  On the phone.  I learned a lot.” 

“What?” 

“I learned how to deal with people.” 

“You worked in customer service?”  I couldn’t wrap my head around it. 

“Yes.  On the phone.  I learned how to deal with people, but what do I know?  You’re probably 

much smarter than I am, with your fancy job.” 

“Me?  I’m brilliant.” 

“Hahahahhaa.   You’re probably smarter than I am, what with your job.” 

“Have you worked lately?” 

“I did customer service and learned a lot.” 

Not only did Trogdor’s apartment-side manner improve, but his waistline shrunk.  Where at first I 

guessed he was around a fifty-inch waist, over the course of a year, he dropped down to around 34.  

Though you’d think his looks would improve, but the weight drop just made him look stranger.  His skin 

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 lost weight?  I don’t know, but neighbors gave me a theory. 
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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 that), and we’d discuss Trogdor’s antics and laugh at what a mess he and his mother Petulina were.  

For example, Trogdor could not stand to have anything in my front “yard,” the concrete slab before the 

gate that separated the riff raff from my place.  Say a resident put a bag of trash there that didn’t fit in 

the cans.  Even though trash was collected that night, he would distribute the bag around Hoboken.  

Boxes?  Gone upon contact with concrete.  I 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 I went to do that, though, the furniture was already 

gone.  I went to the store to grab some root beer, and I saw my chair sitting, orphaned, on the corner of 

2
nd

 and Bloomfield and my plastic storage boxes huddling on the corner of 1
st
 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 your bookshelf three blocks away.”   

“That’s my Trogdor,” I’d reply. 

Just before Trogdor started losing weight at an alarming rate, I 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 

ladies walk by.  Sometimes I’d also enjoy the view from my apartment, though mine was from the waist 

down.  I first met Joe a couple of weeks after the Nor’Easter hit my sh*t hole.  We were helping a 

neighbor move furniture back into his flooded apartment.  Joe had a cast on his hand and I asked him 

what happened.  “Meh,” he explained, “I hit a guy in the face.” 

“What happened to the guy?” 

“He was lying on the street last I saw.” 

One of these days Joe was sitting on his building’s stairs, lady-watching, we chatted and he gave a 

strange head nod up to Trogdor and Petulina’s windows.  “What’s going on with that weirdo?” 

“I don’t know, but it’s hell living under their watchful eye.” 

Joe leaned in.  “What about his problems?  You hear anything about those?” 

“You mean, him being… slow,” I asked in a whisper. 

Joe was going to dismiss the conversation, but he decided not to.  “His drug problem.” 

“What?” 

“He’s a crack head.  That’s what I hear.” 

I nodded, shocked.  That would explain a lot. 

“What I’ve heard is his mom gives him some money every morning and he heads off into the city to 

catch his fix.”  From there, I imagined Trogdor hustling back to his place, holding his stash like a 

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

I’ve seen in that apartment, there’s a lot to escape, too.  

I’ve had to knock on Trogdor and Petulina’s door a few times to discuss things like rain water 

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

windows in the living room (which would be the equivalent to my kitchen area), and yet I’m still 

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 saints’ statues 

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. 

I 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 

while, he’d sneak a comment about how much he hated the girl above me, the Woman of Steel (From 

the Ankles Down).  He regularly said she was “selfish” and “just not a good person, Jaaaaan.”   
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His persistence lead me to conclude that he had a crush on her, and that she had turned him down.  

It’s common behavior, really, for any spurred lover who was mentally twelve years old. 

In terms of Trogdor’s dating, that never changed in these three plus years.  I never saw a lady friend.  

In fact, there was one time I overheard him talking to a real-estate agent outside my window.  Trogdor 

was on the building’s stairs and she was looking up to him, so she was all I saw in this conversation.  

This was before Trogdor has lost weight, and I imagined him sitting in his blue track suit, hair greasy 

and eyes distant. 

“Hi, Trogdor!  You look great!”  

“Thaaaanks, Janice.” 

“How are things?”  She was turning on her charm a bit, I assumed, to get a few listings. 

“Oh, same old, same old.  You know.  How is business?” 

“Great.  Hoboken’s such a hot market.  How’s your sister?”  This is the sister who is married to the 

“realtor” who lied, then lied again, the lied again and pulled a fee out of me and straight into his bank 

account.  

“Aaaaaaah, she’s great.  She and Mike had twins, so we are happy.” 

“What about you?” she asked. 

“I see the twins.  They are greeaaaaaat.” 

“No, I mean you?  You waiting to find a lady?”  Before Trogdor could answer, she answered for 

him.  “No, probably not, right?  You’re not looking for anyone, right?  You don’t think you can find a 

woman, right?” 

I could picture the sadness in his eyes.  He probably was saying, in his head, that she was “selfish” 

and “just not a good person.”   It took him a long time to retort, I’m sure because he was mounting hate 

for her, but he finally said, “No, I’d like to find someone.  A day at a time.” 

They sat in silence for a while, then he repeated.  “I’d like to find someone.” 

Well, it certainly wasn’t going to be the Woman of Steel (From the Ankles Down) who 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.  I was dressed to the nines, killing time before taking my lady out for a birthday 

dinner.  About twenty minutes before I had to leave, over the noise of the video games, I could hear 

Trogdor running down the stairs to the basement hallway, then running back up.  He sounded like a baby 

rhino.  I got the impression he was muttering to himself.  Muttering was common when Trogdor was 

talking to the building.  Usually it involved expletives that aren’t printable in this essay.  But I can 

summarize by saying that this building, in Trodgor’s eyes, is the dirtiest, whorish, copulating-with-

mothers building ever built. 

The Shrek-like footsteps came down a couple more times.  I checked the clock: Forty-five minutes 

until departure.    

Then, over the video games, I heard the sound of water hitting the floor.  At first I thought nothing of 

it because I hear that sound anytime the Woman of Steel (From the Ankles Down) waters her plants 

upstairs.  The water falls right through the patio’s slats to slap my concrete basin. 

I kept playing, but the splashing increased.  I muted the TV.  “Yeah, that’s not normal.”  I moved 

through my dark kitchen and opened my bedroom door.  Water was pouring out of the ceiling and 

pooling on my floor. 

I closed my eyes for a second, then ran upstairs yelling, “Trogdor!”  “Trogdor!”  I knocked on the 

upstairs door and it flew open.  I heard Trogdor screaming like a maniac, “Help me!  Help me!  Jesus, 

just this once, help me!” 

“Trogdor?”  I hustled into her kitchen, which was above my bedroom, and saw the cupboard open 

beneath the sink.  Trogdor’s plumber’s crack was front-and-center.  Water was everywhere, almost 2 
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inches deep.  He pulled his head out from under the sink and he had a phone in his hand.  “Help me!  

Help 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 time.  “There’s water everywhere!  Yes on Park Avenue!  Right!  John, thank 

God!  God help me!  Use this broom!  Push it out!  Yes!  Water everywhere!  Oh, Jesus, help me just 

this once.” 

I 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 his bowl.  “It’s coming down into my apartment, Trogdor.” 

He popped his greasy head out from under the sink.  “Oh, sh*t.  Oh, Jesus.  Jesus help us!  Keep 

sweeping!”  It might have been five minutes, it might have been twenty, but soon enough we had swept 

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 is a mess, Trogdor.  What happened?” 

“Jesus help us,” he replied.  “Just this once!”  His eyes shot open.  “The cat!”  He waddled around 

the apartment like a loon, then stepped onto the back porch and screamed, “Cat!  Cat!  Cat!”  I imagined 

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, at the mess in the girl’s kitchen.  They reset water flow 

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 flooded, it wasn’t like the Nor’easter.  Instead, it was big puddles of dirty water, 

some four inches deep.  (Remember, there is nothing flat about these floors.)  Clothes had been soaked.  

A speaker system had been submerged. 

I looked at the firefighters, and they were all shaking their head.  “I guess he tried to be a plumber?” 

I asked them. 

They all nodded and laughed. 

“Look, boys, this might be a fantasy for some, to have five firefighters in their bedroom, but not me.  

In fact, I need to get out of here.  You think this will be alright?” 

“Yeah,” one of them said.  “Tell the landlord not to let him do anymore work in this place.” 

“He is the landlord, buddy.” 

They stared at me in shock.  “He’s a little slow?” one of them asked cautiously. 

“Just fast enough to be functional, just slow enough to put the *t in this sh*t hole.” 

I thanked the boys in uniform as they headed out.  “Look, Trogdor.  I need to go out now, so you and 

your mom can clean up the water in my bedroom.” 

“Jaaaaaan, we don’t have to tell the girl upstairs this happened, right?” he said as he waved good-bye 

to the FD. 

“What?” 

“She’s out of town and she asked me to look at something under her sink.  It’s her fault.” 

“But she didn’t ask you to flood her place and lose her cat.” 

“But she asked me to look at it, Jaaaan.  So, I did.  Now it’s fixed and she doesn’t have to know 

about anything.” 

I looked at him suspiciously.  

“Jaaaan, she’s not a nice person.  You know how there are people who will help you and will be nice 

to you?  She’s not one of them, so she probably deserved this.” 

I let it go.  “You think you can have this cleaned up in the next few hours?” 
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“I’m serious, Jaaaaaaan.  She doesn’t have to know.” 

“Just clean it up, ok?  I am out of here.”  

I never told her.  I mean, I never spoke to her.  The holes in my ceiling still haven’t been patched.  

The water stains haven’t been painted over.  No tests were done for mold, then again, none were done 

after the Nor’easter hit my sh*t hole and I had 10 inches through the entire place. 

That was in January.  Since then, I have survived another winter in the sh*t hole without heat.  

Summer rolled in and I 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 I 

wouldn’t print them, but the impact of these words cannot 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!  I told you!”  He slammed the 

tops on the cans and sprinted up the stairs to start banging on her door.  “I told you, you fucking cunt, to 

put your recyclables in the recyclables can.” 

I heard the Woman of Steel (From the Ankles Down) moving around upstairs.  Both she and her 

boyfriend were home, and I could hear them muttering to each other. 

“I told you, you fucking cunt!  I told you!  I told you!” 

Trogdor stomped up to his apartment where his mom was squawking like a bird.  “Traaaag!  

Traaaaag!”  I could hear him blow right by her into the apartment, slamming the door. 

He wasn’t done.  Trogdor thumped back down the stairs.  He beat her door with great fury.  “Come 

on, motha fucka!  Come on!” 

There was more muttering. 

“I don’t care if it was your cleaning lady, you cunt!  Try it again.”  His voice dropped in volume, but 

not in intensity.  “Try it, again, motha fucka, and I’ll fucking kill  you.  Try it again.  Try it again, motha 

fucka.  You cunt.”   

Petulina was still calling from above.  “Traaaaaag!  Traaaaaaaag!  Getta back he-ah!  Traaaaag.”   

He was slamming his fists on the door.  “I’ll kill you, you bitch!  I’ll fucking kill you!”  I heard their 

footsteps moving across the ceiling quickly, like the threatened migrating pack that they were.  I 

assumed they were calling the police. 

“Try it again, you cunt.  Try it again.  I’ll fucking kill  you.  Try it again.  I dare you.  Iôll fucking kill 

you.” 

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

I didn’t see Trogdor for three 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 it with, “Loook, 

I’m saaaaary about that commotion the other day.  It was a misunderstanding, and she’s just not a good 

person, Jaaaaan.  I don’t know if I’ve told you, but she’s just not a nice person.” 

“I had my headphones on, so I barely heard anything.”  Somehow, I felt compelled to lie.  The less 

he knows I know, the better. 

The madness didn’t end there.  A couple of weeks later, on a Sunday night, the Legs of Steel (From 

the Ankles Down) were in full effect upstairs, doing a regular wildebeest stampede.  I 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 to make a little more noise in there, please?  I don’t think you’re making enough 

noise in there!  Please?  We wouldn’t know what to do with all of your noise, bitch!” 

Though there were no direct threats or extreme vulgarity this time, it was intense and constant.  I was 

summer, so I had my front window propped open on a long stick of bamboo.  (None of the windows stay 



John de Guzmán  Trogdor Puts the *t in Sh*t Hole 

johndeguzman.com 9 HAWTaction.com 

open on their own here at the sh*t hole.)  Just as Trogdor was getting quiet, I 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 guys upstairs might have.  A lot of noise up there.  Apartment 1.” 

I tried to listen to the cops’ conversation in the hallways upstairs, but it was muted and I couldn’t get 

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. I know they had a talk with Trogdor, too, but they left without 

anyone in the car with them. 

The next morning I saw a moving truck outside the place.  By 8 AM she had moved out.  The 

Woman of Steel (From the Ankles Down) and her scuba-diving man took off.  I was sure I’d never see 

her again.  We never got to speak.  There were so many stories we could have shared about Trogdor, 

alone.  I could have confessed an erotic dream I had about her once.  She could have asked me about my 

music.  Many things could have happened, but instead, I saw her leave, fatigued and angry. 

A couple of weeks later, I told them Trogdor and Petulina that I was moving out for matters of the 

heart.  I didn’t tell them where. 

The sh*t didn’t stop piling up then.  When they said they wanted to show the place to someone on 

Tuesday night at 6, I learned at 5:58 that they had planned a 90 minutes open house for the place.  I was 

desperately hiding away my valuables as thirty people walked cautiously through the place.  Trogdor’s 

brother, not his brother-in-law, was doing the showing this time.  I overheard him say there was no 

problems with flooding and that he didn’t know about heat in the place, but he imagined there was some.  

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.) 

I was too busy pulling people aside, handing them my business card and saying, “Don’t live here.  

It’s terrible.  Why?”  I cleared my throat.  “There are too many reasons.  How about there’s no heat and 

it floods?  That enough?”  For some it wasn’t enough for some, and they kept asking questions.   

The open houses continued and no one was signing.  It wasn’t until they showed the place to a young 

lady when I wasn’t there.  She signed.  I was out a week ago and I 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 want to wash her hands in the bathroom sink that’s equipped with a 

nozzle to connect a garden hose.  When she turns off the hot water, it’ll continue to drip, so she’ll twist 

harder until the knob comes off in her hand.  It happened to all of my guests. 

Then I think of Hurricane Hanna who’s supposed to hit tomorrow. 

I don’t miss that place as I stand in a new apartment just above the noise of a restaurant, with a 

hospital next door that has such an intense air circulation system that it sends a piercing shrill into all of 

the apartment’s windows, right into my brain.  I 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 might hate me. 

From here I 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. 
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