
  [image: cover.jpg]


  [image: ]


  
    



    



    



    A POST HILL PRESS BOOK


    ISBN: 978-1-64293-366-6


    ISBN (eBook): 978-1-64293-367-3


     


    Fecal Matters:


    The Phenomenon of Anonymous Public Pooping


    © 2019 by John LaTrine


     


    All Rights Reserved


     


    Cover art by Cody Corcoran


     


    No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any means without the written permission of the author and publisher.


     


     


    [image: ]


    Post Hill Press


    New York • Nashville


    posthillpress.com


     


    Published in the United States of America

  


  
    Table of Contents


    Introduction: Welcome to the Shit Show 


     


    Gold Ain’t the Only Thing Running Through the American Southwest


    The Mad Pooper with the Runs 


    “Malicious Fecal Distribution” Befuddles “Bobby” 


    San Francisco Prospectors Try to Polish Turd 


    In Poop Culture: The Bachelorette 


     


    The “Great” Northwest Not So Pristine After All


    Portland Pooper Plagues Populace 


    The Singular Seattle Squatter—Or Is the Number Two? 


    BC Experiences BMs 


    In Poop Culture: Global Warming 


     


    A Specific Problem Around the Pacific


    Trouble Down Under for Aussie “Poo Jogger” 


    The Crappiest Place on Earth 


    Mr. Poop Strikes Again 


    In Poop Culture: The Poop Emoji 


     


    Nordic Number Twos


    Finland Not Such a Fine Land 


    Mariestad Manure Marauder 


    A Decade of Dookie 


    In Poop Culture: The Squatty Potty 


     


    The Not-So-Civilized Europeans


    A Northern England Poo-Dunnit 


    The Falmouth Party Pooper 


    The Catalan Caganer


    In Poop Culture: Brits Rule the Shit Show 


     


    North America’s Poop Problem


    The Cul-De-Sac Crapper 


    The Toronto Phantom Crapper 


    The Answer to Everything 


    In Poop Culture: Everyone Poops


     


    Mid-Atlantic Manure Madness


    Orchard Park Poopertrator 


    The Mystery Pooper of Broadway 


    New Jersey School District’s “Pooperintendent” 


    In Poop Culture: Bob’s Burgers


     


    America’s Atlantic Coast Boasts a Bundle of BMs


    A Walk in the Park for Virginian Serial Pooper 


    “Devious Defecator” Wins His Privacy 


    The One-Shit Wonder of Orange County 


    In Poop Culture: River of Shit 


     


    Floating in the Water of the Great Lakes


    The Akron, Ohio, BM Bandit 


    “Mystery Pooper” Shits on Fun 


    The Dorm Deuce 


    In Poop Culture: American Pie


     


    The Deep South’s in Deep Shit


    The Kentucky Krapper 


    All Aboard for Alabama 


    “Shit Bandit” Hits Arkansas 


    In Poop Culture: Urban Dictionary 


     


    The Gulf of Mess-ico


    Crapper Confusion in Crescent City 


    Houston’s Own Serial Pooper 


    Mexico: Where Shit Gets Political 


    In Poop Culture: Hot Cheetos and Takis 


     


    Conclusion: The Final Word in Feculence 


    A Crapton of References 

  


  
    INTRODUCTION



    Welcome to the Shit Show



    From coast to coast and continent to (in)continent, the international phenomenon of anonymous public pooping is taking the world by (shit)storm. This new crime seems to get everyone down in the dumps: celebrities, law enforcement officials, and especially the innocents, who are unlucky enough to end up stepping right into this, all tend to think that the poopertrators of this crime smear are absolutely full of crap. Anderson Cooper, while reporting about a serial pooper in Houston, Texas—a career criminal making residents of the Heights put up with his crap—had this to say: “We all know the stories that define us as Americans: Watergate, the moon landing, the serial pooper.” It seems that news of crazed individuals using the world as their water closet is pooping up all across the globe, from Colorado Springs, Colorado, across the Pacific to Brisbane, Australia, to Europe, and back to the States again. The stories strike something deep within us, and for whatever reason, we become obsessed with them. News of serial pooping often goes viral, whether it be from the sheer shock of it or its hilarity, we’ll never know. These wacky criminals strike public playgrounds and grassy lawns, beneath cars or on top of them, sometimes even inside the vehicles themselves. In some cases, the delinquents are stealthy, moving in the night or early morning, and evading the officers that search them out. Others are brazen, staring down the homeowners whose lawns they shit upon in broad daylight. A fair amount of them are joggers, plagued with the runs. Why now? What can be done to stop them? There are many unknowns in the bizarre world of public pooping. So, sit back, relax, pull up your porcelain throne, and enjoy this “Westward Ho! trot around the world in search of serial shitting’s

    greatest hits.

  


  
    Gold Ain’t the Only Thing Running Through the

    American Southwest


    The Mad Pooper with the Runs


    A Colorado woman struck gold with prime pooping real estate, but local families weren’t so enthused.


    Our trot around the world begins with a seminal case that dropped in the American Southwest. The summer of 2017 saw a baffling series of events unfold in Colorado Springs, Colorado, when a running woman terrorized locals and law enforcement alike with the internet’s first veritable viral poop crime.


    It all began when Cathy Budde’s children looked out onto their suburban lawn to see the woman now known simply as the “Mad Pooper” relieving herself in broad daylight, right in their shrubbery. Cathy Budde overheard her children screaming, “There’s a lady taking a poop!” Though she first thought it was a joke, mystified mom Cathy Budde went to the window to see for herself. Sure enough, there was a female jogger caught with her gym shorts around her ankles. As reported by Thrillist, a perplexed Budde walked up to the woman and asked her directly, “Are you really taking a poop right here in front of my kids?!” Even more mystifying? Her apathetic answer: “Yeah, sorry.”


    Budde was not planning on this kind of reaction. According to Colorado Springs News Channel 3, Budde “thought for sure she’s mortified, it’s an accident, she’ll go get a dog bag, clean it up and never run here again…not the case.”


    And it’s true, sometimes unexpected urges come at inopportune times, and jogging has a way of shaking things up. There’s even a medical condition known as “runner’s diarrhea” that explains, in some way, the woman’s actions. But, as a neighbor down the street from Deuce Central said, “It’s just not a natural thing we’d do in our society, to drop your trouser and relieve yourself right there, when you know there’s people around.” Needless to say, it was a crappy shituation.


    The charade went on for months, and local law enforcement, try as they might, failed to nail down the smooth criminal. Budde herself witnessed the act a grand total of three times. Three times too many, most would agree.


    Budde printed out flyers and posted them all over town, addressed “To the female jogger that continuously uses our walkway as her toilet.” The mystery woman “ran by it like 15 times…and she still pooped.” She snapped blurry pictures of the suspect from her window and posted them online, hoping someone could identify the perp, but no one came forward to help reveal her identity. Though still a mystery, she began to take on a persona in the area, first the “Mad Pooper of Pine Creek,” then simply “The Mad Pooper.”


    The presence of public toilets as near as a block away from the Budde household only served to intensify the community’s confusion. Was it a willful act of vandalism? What did the Budde family do to cross the Mad Pooper, and why might she be holding a grudge? Some speculated that the Budde family’s initial ousting of her “dirty laundry” spurred the vengeful string of incidents that followed, but ultimately the questions went unanswered as to why she began pooping on their lawn in the first place.


    The community banded together to solve the never-ending shitanigans. According to The Denver Post, American goods corporation Procter & Gamble even did their part, offering a lifetime supply of Charmin toilet paper to the woman if she would come forward and confess to her mystifying crimes. “If the #MadPooper turns herself in, we’ll give her a year’s supply of TP to help with her ‘runs,’” tweeted the corporation. If you ask me, that’s a pretty sweet bargain. However, the Mad Pooper would not give up her wild ways, even for infinite amounts

    of Charmin.


    So, did this tight-knit mountain community ever get their closure, or did the trail run dry?


    A “spokesperson” for “Shirley”—a pseudonym he used for the Mad Pooper in an effort to conceal her identity—posted a series of YouTube videos explaining her bizarre fitness routine, as reported by The Kansas City Star. He claimed his family member’s compulsive craps are the byproducts of a brain injury and some surgery complications. The anonymous spokesperson went on to say that while she is undoubtedly “sorry,” her poo sprees are ultimately “protected under the First Amendment”—the spokesperson likened the act to public breastfeeding. Perhaps it runs in her genes. Or maybe just her gym shorts.


    Criminal defense attorney Jeremy Loew isn’t buying it. The attorney told KRDO, “Defecating in someone’s yard is definitely not protected under the First Amendment, and it is actually a crime.” Neighbors were similarly infuriated with the comparisons made to public breastfeeding. “I breastfed all of my four children, and that’s just ridiculous….There is no comparison between those,” says concerned mother Shirley Thevenot, also to KRDO.


    Regardless, “Shirley” has enjoyed a brief internet infamy; she’s even got her own Wikipedia page. Runner’s World, a monthly magazine for running enthusiasts, offered this advice to their readers in the article, “We Urge You ‘Mad Pooper,’ Stop Crapping in Your Neighbor’s Yard”: “Pull up your pants, and take your business elsewhere. We do not know what else to say.”


    The YouTube video and spokesperson were soon discredited as a hoax, and though never officially identified or caught, the lawn decoration has since ceased, much to the delight of the entire town and police. We can only assume that she’s still at large, plotting her next very indecent exposure to shock the nation again.


    Piling It On


    Back in the summer of 2014—three full years before the Mad Pooper’s online fame exploded—the Environmental Protection Agency in Denver experienced its own epidemic of fecal pooportions. In an email, EPA Deputy Regional Administrator Howard Cantor revealed that “several incidents” of toilets being clogged by paper towel flushing and appearances of feces in the hallway just outside the restroom were putting everyone in a foul mood. The EPA took the affronts seriously, consulting “workplace violence national expert” John Nicoletti, who revealed that poop in such public places “is in fact a health and safety risk.” No shit, Sherlock! But it turns out that “the hallway incident” was actually part deuce of the Denver EPA’s waste problem: an employee reportedly left a similar trail outside the building after being locked out. But the issue was even more widespread than originally realized: the EPA Region 3 building in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, had experienced an event similar to “the hallway incident” years earlier. Nary a suspect, though, has been identified. Seems like the agency’s mission to protect human and environmental health has completely gone down the crapper.


    “Malicious Fecal Distribution” Befuddles “Bobby”


    Man who doesn’t want to be identified hopes to shame serial pooper into submission.


    Nob Hill, a neighborhood just to the east of the University of New Mexico in the state’s capital of Albuquerque, is known for its Route 66 architecture, its shopping for tourists, and a woman who pooped on a man’s yard no fewer than four times back in 2013.


    “Bobby,” as the man requests to be called (he prefers to remain anonymous, and I can’t say I blame him), originally gave the benefit of the doubt to whoever it was that left a steaming surprise for him right next to his house. Could it be a homeless person with no other recourse? Or an innocent soul who just had a one-time accident? Those were Bobby’s thoughts, until there was a repeat performance and Bobby installed a security camera to catch the poopertrator. And catch her he did.


    “I saw this little blonde girl, running down the street, and I was like ‘Oh my god that’s gotta be her!’” Bobby quickly left home and ran some errands and, sure enough, when he got back, the evidence was there.


    According to Bobby, this Nob Hill hellion has hit his house at least four times. On Easter Sunday, it wasn’t brightly-dyed eggs Bobby woke up to find next to his house. That’s right, she even left a hellacious high stinker on a high holy day. “This is malicious fecal distribution,” Bobby complains. “This is calculated: Look! Look! I’m dropping my pants as I’m running!”


    KOAT-TV in Albuquerque did an exposé of this overexposed jogger. Bobby told reporters—as they watched a clip of the woman in action—that she just “drops her pants, lets go, [and] puts her shorts back up without any wipe.” While Bobby had no compunction handing the video over to a television news station, he has not called police to make a formal complaint; he worries they won’t take it seriously. But he does have his own plan formulated: “If it happens again, I’m gonna run out there with a hose and hose her down and say, ‘Bad human!’”


    Bad humans, indeed.


    Piling It On


    New Mexico’s neighbor to the west, Arizona, has had its own fair share of craptastrophes. In May of 2016, Andrea Waters, a resident of Goodyear (a suburb of Phoenix), observed a news van sitting in front of her residence for about forty minutes. When a man exited, she recognized him as CBS 5 reporter Jonathan Lowe. So much for anonymity! Rather than picking up a hot new story, Lowe picked up some old papers from the ground when he exited the van and went across the street, then leaned against the wall of Lowe’s neighbor’s house and unloaded. Goodyear police arrived shortly after and arrested Lowe for code violation 11-1-30 (public urination or defecation). Lowe’s home station sat on the news, leaving national (and international) news outlets like the New York Daily News, the Washington Times, TMZ.com, and the Daily Mail to spread the dirt. Ultimately, though, the defecation led to Lowe’s discharge, costing him his job at CBS 5. Lowe was able to pull himself out of the muck, though, landing a job at Spectrum News in North Carolina. Lowe’s bio back in Arizona claimed he brought “a bit of southern hospitality and charm to the desert southwest.” Let’s hope that’s all he brought with him to the yards of North Carolina.


    San Francisco Prospectors Try to Polish Turd


    Is the fourth most populous city in California going down the toilet?


    The Gold Rush of 1849 may have brought folks to the City by the Bay, but it’s not gleaming with valuable nuggets that are being found all over town these days. In April of 2019, none other than Forbes—the magazine whose motto is “The Capitalist Tool”—published an article titled “Mapping San Francisco’s Human Waste Challenge” in which they strived to pinpoint the greater than 132,000 discoveries of human fecal matter found on the city’s sidewalks since 2011. This project would not have been possible, however, had it not been for the Department of Public Works’s recording of complaints it received; they began keeping logs of calls for the cleanup of crap all the way back in 2008.


    It was 2009, though, when the shit really hit the fan. In July of that year, the then-mayor of San Fran himself, Gavin Newsom (eventually governor of the whole state), and his wife Jennifer moved into the super-fancy Haight-Ashbury/Ashbury Heights neighborhood to a 3200-square-foot “mansion” complete with four bedrooms, nine-and-a-half-foot ceilings, and poop on the front doorstep. That’s right—the mayor and his wife moved in over a weekend, only to have someone “promptly” take a shit on their stoop. Eve Batey at area news source San Francisco Appeal reported that a source of theirs—a “Friend Of A Friend Of Gavin”—divulged that it was more than just the doorstep. That the covert crapper “broke in and shit on the couches.”


    We may never know the extent of the mayor’s personal mess, but thanks to multiple technology outlets (if thanks is what you feel they deserve), we can have a shitload of knowledge about the town’s shitload. In 2014, Jennifer Wong, a software engineer, first created a map of the city that recorded the locations of feces-related complaints to 311, the primary customer service center for the City of San Francisco. Four years later, RealtyHop, an organization advertising “the most undervalued condo, coop, and home deals” for investors and buyers to scoop up, also created a poop-focused map, even extending to other cities such as Chicago and New York City, uncovering that Frisco had ten times more plops than the Big Apple and twenty-one times more than the Windy City. But it was Republican Illinois governor candidate Adam Andrzejewski’s nonprofit Open the Books that re-raised the stink in 2019, detailing the 118,352 reported poops on public paths since 2011. I guess that redefines what exactly the “San Francisco treat” is.


    We all know that shit rolls downhill, and this is a lot of shit that’s rolling. In July 2012, a story broke about how the volume of crap in the escalators serving BART stations (Bay Area Rapid Transit—the area’s public transportation system) was causing sweeping mechanical failure. In 2014, SFGate, the sister website to the San Francisco Chronicle, reported that Department of Public Works employees were called to San Francisco’s dirtiest alley, St. George Alley, to clean up about thirty human waste piles each week. And from 2011 to 2018, the number of annual reported poopings increased from 5,547 to 28,084—from an average of 15.2 to 76.9 deuces per day. And, as writer Natasha Ishak points out, “It is worth noting that the data that the city possesses on poop reports only indicate incidents that were actually reported, which means the true number of incidents is likely higher.” Holy shit!


    In August of 2018, city management was tired of all the crap. The Department of Public Works established a six-member team (one supervisor and five crew members) to help combat the river of shit by patrolling the town with a steam cleaner every stinking day and getting rid of human waste as quickly as humanly possible. This “poop patrol,” armed with face masks and protective gear and large spray pumps of disinfectant (Oh my!) work day and night to return San Francisco to the good ol’ days—at least, the good ol’ days after indoor plumbing was invented. These purveyors of purity get paid somewhere between $71,760 and $184,678. I guess one man’s stool is another man’s salary.


    Piling It On


    While many public pooping patterns are instigated by a single shitter, it seems California is lucky enough to have their defecators come in denominations beyond number one (and number two). In early 2019, Americans were experiencing the longest-ever government shutdown. Three hundred eighty thousand “non-critical employees” were sent home without pay—a situation known as “furloughed.” Thirty-four percent of federal transportation (TSA) workers were furloughed; delays were created throughout American airports. Ninety-five percent of Housing and Urban Development employees were furloughed; elderly and disabled citizens found themselves out of luck with rental assistance. But the most obviously dire situation of all was the 78 percent of Department of Interior folks who were furloughed, with the National Parks being most affected. Sure, it’s terrible that the department lost a daily income of $400,000. And it sucks that vandals destroyed so many natural resources that it could take three hundred years to rectify the damage. But for the purpose of our interest here, the crappiest part of the deal was that in two of California’s National Parks—Joshua Tree and Yosemite—the shutdown led to a lack of maintenance of public toilets, creating not only overflows of the facilities but also tourists letting loose in any clean spot they could find. As visitors found themselves amongst waist-high waste, the National Park Service closed these two parks, releasing this statement: “The park is being forced to take this action for health and safety concerns as vault toilets reach capacity.” Talk about some deep shit.


    Piled Higher and Deeper


    The shitstorm in California just doesn’t stop. During the holiday season of 2017, an Amazon worker in Sacramento County delivered a bonus (unexpected!) package to a resident named Nemy Bautista. Bautista posted the home surveillance footage on Facebook with a caption asking Amazon: “Why is your driver squatting in-front of my house? Let me give you a hint…he/she is not tying their shoes. I have it on video!” The stress of the holidays gets to us all, but it must have really done a number (two) on this delivery man, whose dump was so big that the corporate supervisor sent to the house to deal with the problem was in “shock…he ended up scooping it up with a plastic bag, but didn’t want to take it with him—it smelled really bad,” reports Huffington Post contributor David Moye. Bautista dealt with the shit reasonably enough, saying that although he “hose[d] down the gutter/sidewalk area,” the “garbage can will smell like shit for the next few days.” It is, after all, called the season of giving; this yet-unidentified delivery man just gave something a little unconventional, yet certainly still memorable.


    In Poop Culture: The Bachelorette


    While being filmed at The Bachelor Mansion in Agoura Hills, California, contestants on The Bachelor and The Bachelorette have long been known for doing some pretty downright wacky things to get the attention of their potential beloveds. But one contestant in particular takes the cake for weirdest backstory. It’s not Becca Kufrin—a former The Bachelor contestant—but rather one of her suitors. Kufrin began her stint as The Bachelorette full of hope and looking for love; however, her hopes were dashed when Reddit users outed one of her male contestants, Lincoln, as a noted “floor pooper.” According to comments on a Reddit thread, “Lincoln used to shit on the bathroom floor in his previous position because he thought toilets were unsanitary.” Right, because the advent of plumbing really screwed us as a species in terms of sanitation and disease. The comment continues, “He was known as the floor-shitter and would build a mound of toilet paper and take a shit on it.” A separate comment written by another user familiar with Lincoln’s weird opinions on cleanliness said, “My boyfriend who still works at this company shot up out of his seat last night and said OMG THATS THE FLOOR SHITTER! Apparently, it was escalated to HR and everything, he wouldn’t clean up the toilet paper after shitting on it.” In an exclusive interview with Life & Style, one of Lincoln’s former coworkers described an incident where he came face-to-face with the atrocity: “I saw this guy with his pants around his ankles, with toilet paper on the ground, and he’s going to the bathroom on the toilet paper.” The reports were confirmed by Reality Steve, a sort of Bachelor and Bachelorette god, meaning that they are totally, objectively true. Doo-lightful. Ultimately Kufrin couldn’t take any more of his shit and dumped him, choosing Garrett, a medical sales representative instead. Sounds like a much more sanitary choice.
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