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“You will not find a memoir like this anywhere. Usually when people are this insane, they can’t form coherent sentences, but Gavin brilliantly weaves his bizarre outlook on life in a way that makes it somehow feel relatable. I love this book.”

—JUSTIN HALPERN, author of Sh*t My Dad Says

“I laughed so hard I got a headache.”

—JUSTIN THEROUX, author of Tropic Thunder and Iron Man 2

“I loved this book, though it may have given my eyeballs gonorrhea.”

—SAMANTHA BEE, author of I Know I Am, but What Are You?

“Wonderfully powerful, funny, and full of life, this book is amazing and a pleasure to explore. I cried while reading the 9/11 chapter.”

—ANDREW W.K., author of “Party Hard”

“An interesting, infuriating read. You will never love this book harder than it already loves you.”

—PATTON OSWALT, author of Zombie Spaceship Wasteland

“My idea of heaven is standing at a bar (made of clouds) and telling the most hilarious story of all time as all my dead friends burst into paroxysms of laughter. This is no small beans. There’s nothing more human than storytelling. What do you think separates us from all those other, loser species? Genes? Wrong. It’s memes. While monkeys hysterically yell ‘oooh ooh ahh ah’ in vain and dolphins squeak out those irrelevant little eeks, we walk over to our fellow caveman and say, ‘Stay the hell away from saber-toothed tigers. I just saw them eat a guy.’ And then we tell him a story about it that makes him shit his fur shorts. Storytelling has kept us way ahead of the pack for at least the past forty thousand years, and in a world where there’s probably been more published in the past few months than in all previous months combined, we’ve only just begun.”

—GAVIN McINNES, author of this

“This book sucks.”

—TUCKER MAX, author of I Hope They Serve Beer in Hell
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To Blobs
Please make sure our family never sees this, especially the kids.


			WARNING

			With the exception of this warning and a few minor tweaks, the book you’re holding in your hands is essentially the same as the original hardcover edition entitled How to Piss in Public. Why the title change? Good question. 

		I always wanted this book to be called The Death of Cool because it’s ultimately about the party years of your life and all that dies when you become a grown-up. You can’t be cool when you’re old, and that’s a good thing, because there’s nothing more pathetic than a dad trying to be a teenager. However, due to its lack of catchiness, the publisher wasn’t jazzed about that title. They wanted something that showed how “balls out” the book is, so when I produced a viral video called “How to Piss in Public” (that was viewed over a million times), they took it as a sign. 

		I fought it at first but eventually realized it followed suit with everything else I’ve done. It’s punk rock to the point of being ostracizing. That’s kind of the point of the book, too: Don’t compromise or try to appeal to the masses—be yourself, even if you’re insane. In the ’80s, I was in punk bands called Anal Chinook and Leatherassbuttfuk. Before cofounding Vice Magazine, I published an autobiographical comic called Pervert. After Vice I founded a site called Street Boners and TV Carnage and published a book by the same name. Even my new company, Rooster, is another word for cock. How to Piss in Public made sense so we went for it. 

		However, when sales weren’t what I had hoped they’d be, I decided to blame everyone else. I shat on my publisher for insisting on the title and convinced my agent he’s terrible at his job. I noticed, while doing press for the book, that journalists had removed the dust jacket so they wouldn’t be seen reading it on the train. I told my wife this when she asked how the book was doing. My brother told me his friend said he felt like a paraplegic with a small bladder when he was seen reading the book. I told my wife that, too. Hosts refused to say the title on television when I tried to promote it. That must be why the book wasn’t the next Fifty Shades of Grey. It couldn’t have had anything to do with the fact that mostly women buy books, and writing a collection of alpha-male stories about fighting and fucking and getting paid isn’t exactly a moneymaker. Thinking this way is a great coping mechanism that I highly recommend. 

		Unfortunately, when the publisher was ready to do a paperback, they called my bluff and said we could use my title. This is sort of like when I was told I should be circumcised. I had always loved my foreskin, but when presented with the opportunity to chop it off, I realized I could stop pretending it looked like an elephant trunk and be a Darth Vader helmet like everybody else. So I actually considered circumcision, but, ultimately, I realized I truly do love my foreskin, just like I love this title. 

		Of course, if this doesn’t change anything and the book still doesn’t meet expectations, I’ll have nobody to blame but . . . um . . . YOU.

	
Where No Man Has Gone Before (1984)

“My girlfriend has no vagina,” said the voice behind me. I was fixing my shitty Mohawk in the reflective windows by the principal’s office and turned around. It was my friend Lawrence McCallister, a big-nosed geek covered in zits who always had some kind of catastrophe on his hands.

“How can she have no vagina?” I asked, continuing to preen.

“I know, I know,” he responded, “but trust me. I’m positive.”

I consoled him with a pat on his shoulder and said, “That sucks, man,” but I was secretly thrilled. I thought I was the only one in school who had felt around down there and got nothing. I was worried it was some kind of Sword in the Stone thing where if you don’t feel an opening, it means you’re gay.

I went to the Earl of March High School in a rural Canadian suburb called Kanata. In 1984, I was a punk fourteen-year-old and knew as much about sex as you know about the early eighties Kanata punk scene. This was before the Internet but after Playboy, so everything we understood about naked ladies came from Hustler, an almost medical porn mag that always featured women with their slutty high heels up by their slutty ears and their pink pussies splayed wide open. They held their legs up so high and so spread, a generation of young men grew up assuming the vagina was a bazooka-sized hole located right below the belly button.

To make matters worse, girls in the eighties wore jeans so tight, they had to use a bent coat hanger to pull up the zipper. Heavy petting back then involved cramming your hand into a vacuum-sealed denim space and desperately writhing around in search of an opening. You’d force your fingers across some sparse pubes, go right, then left, go farther down than humanly possible, and if you didn’t feel an opening, you’d assume it wasn’t there. It didn’t help that teenage boys are too horny to do anything properly.

Girls didn’t share this libidinous curse but really enjoyed kissing, so we made an unspoken truce that involved lying around in a negligent parent’s basement listening to Led Zeppelin. The boys would oblige the girls with hours and hours of Frenching and the girls would oblige the boys with maybe a third of the underside of one tit.

A few months after hearing of Lawrence’s lost hole and resigning myself to the fact that I might never find one, I found one. I was kissing a half-black girl named Megan Franklyn in Mark Donnelly’s basement listening to “Stairway to Heaven” and I’d been rooting around in her skintight drawers for so long, my wrist felt broken. Out of nowhere, I had a huge surge of frustrated confidence and thought, “Let’s just fucking give ’er and go where no man has gone before.” (The phrase “give ’er” is a Canadian’s way of saying “Git-R-Done.”) I plunged my aching hand so deep into the abyss I wouldn’t have been surprised if it had popped out in China. Then I went even farther. Finally, about half a foot lower than I could have ever imagined, my virgin fingers finally touched beef curtains. “What the what?” I thought. “It’s basically in the asshole.”

After discovering pussy, I dropped acid, started a band, got beat up, ripped my foreskin, went to jail, planted trees, dealt drugs, got tattoos, squatted Europe, got hustled, had some threesomes, farted, watched my friends die, lived in China, played some pranks, started a multimedia global empire, got on TV, gave myself gonorrhea, got beat up again, invented hipsters, went broke, got rich, got married, got knocked out, and had some kids. If I could go back in time and tell Young Me one thing, it would be the same thing I’d tell all young men.


Dear fourteen-year-old boys,

First, stop reading this. This book is for older people. Second, if you are fourteen, here’s a tip from someone with so much experience, gynecologists call me Mister: Her hole is way farther down than you think. You know when you hear directions and they say, “Keep driving, and when you think you’ve gone too far, keep going”? That’s where it is. And once you find it, your life will never be the same.



Sincerely,

Your Pal,

Me


Zapped by Space Guns into a Shit Hole on Acid (1985)

I would never do acid in New York City—it’s too dirty and claustrophobic—but when you’re stuck way out in Buttfuck, Ontario, it’s your only escape.

First, let me tell you how Buttfuck this place was. Canadian developers back then were busy creating cookie-cutter housing communities in the middle of nowhere. They had slogans such as “Tomorrow’s city … today” and names such as New Granada and Bridlewood. They were far from the city and had no drugs, bars, gangs, sluts, or crime—just trees, houses, and the local school.

My parents were educated but working-class Scots who wanted to get as far away from their shitty past as possible. Like all ex–poor people they wanted a better life for their kids and this seemed like a great opportunity. They tried England but it wasn’t working. Canada was brand-new back then. It had just settled on a flag in 1965 and was yet to choose a national anthem (they chose “O Canada” in 1980). In the 1970s, they were building their lower middle class from scratch and pouring British immigrants into the mold like pancake mix.

In 1975, five years after a breathtakingly gorgeous baby Me was born, the Glaswegians who created me gave up on their new home in England and stuck the whole family in a mass-produced Canadian suburb surrounded by farmers’ fields. Kanata is a half hour from Canada’s tiny capital, Ottawa, and had houses that were so prefab and generic, I would often get lost trying to figure out which one was mine.

On my first day of school, I was asked to say a few words and after using my posh English accent to say, “Well, hellowe, I simply cannot tell you how chuffed I am to be here in Canad-er and have brought along my park-er for the occasion,” I got the shit pounded out of me so badly, I was saying, “Maggie Longclaws is pregnant, eh?” like Bob and Doug McKenzie within the week. This began my life role as a misfit always adapting to uncomfortable situations. Whether it’s an Englishman in Ontario, an English speaker in French Canada, a Canadian in New York, or the only dad at the family resort covered in tattoos, I’ve always been most comfortable when I’m out of place.
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Can you blame them for kicking my ass? (1975)

It was fun, though. Rural seclusion is great when you’re a little kid. We shot at each other with BB guns, chased cows, and would make jumps for our bikes that were so intense, anyone who landed wrong was guaranteed a broken wrist. This was in the pre-safety days when not only did we not wear helmets, we didn’t even wear shoes, and if your bike didn’t have brakes, you’d have to stop the front tire with your bare foot. We swung off tire ropes into swimming holes in the summer and had snowball fights in the winter, but when the testosterone kicks in, so does the need for more. The seclusion goes from “groovy times” to a pressure cooker that makes you want to start a nuclear war. So, the day our teenage years began, we took our cold, bleak, lame environment and magically converted it into Funtown by using drugs. We also started a club that we pretended was a gang.
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Steve (hat), Dogboy (curly hair), and me in a photo booth where we’d try to not laugh for as long as possible. (1986)

Half the students at my high school were the children of British expats, and the other half were Canadian farmers’ kids. Our crew consisted of about a dozen ornery misfits from both sides. We called ourselves the Monks because we were loosely divided into mods (a now-esoteric subculture that was like punk but based more on neatly dressed, working-class 1960s British soul fans) and punks, though there were quite a few hosers (Canadian rednecks). Our crew ran the gamut. There was a huge basketball player with a harelip named Marty, a male-model-looking kid we thought was ugly so we called him Dogboy, and the Fonzarelli of the group, Steve Durand. Lawrence McCallister was a mod and so was his buddy John. We called John Pukey Stallion because he always threw up at parties and never got laid. We weren’t part of the school’s social hierarchy and had carved our own niche as the weird kids.

Being fucking idiots was very important to us. If anyone farted or burped without saying “safety” before someone else called “slut,” everyone in the gang got to beat the poo-stuffings out of him until he could name five breakfast cereals. Unfortunately, guys started memorizing cereal lists, so we were forced to switch it to chocolate bars to keep things interesting. This was the early stages of a career devoted to troublemaking. Our motto was, “It ain’t shit ’til it hits the fan” but the bully from The Simpsons later said it much better when he asked Bart, “If no one gets mad, are you really being bad?”

Drugs enhanced this lifestyle, especially acid. We’d drop a tab around eight o’clock at night and go walk around a boring landscape that had blissfully transformed into a place worth visiting. I acquired X-ray vision to see through houses and observe how people lived when they didn’t know they were being watched. We stole hovercrafts and walked through trees. One time, Pukey’s head was a chicken.

My favorite LSD trip happened when I was fifteen. It was me, Steve, Dogboy, and Marty. We met after dinner behind our high school, and Steve pulled a sheet of about ten tabs from his wallet. As we each put one of the tiny square papers on our tongues, Dogboy said to Steve, “Let me see your driver’s license.” Steve pulled it out and Dogboy fell to the ground laughing. Steve always went cross-eyed in his ID pictures and eventually we made it a tradition—even for the yearbook. Soon we were all sharing our driver’s licenses and laughing at them, but I noticed something strange about Marty when he saw his. He looked disturbed. Marty’s harelip was obvious, but we’d known him for so long we couldn’t see it. Now I was seeing it. It was more than a single harelip; it was a full, lustrous, head-of-harelip. “That’s kind of a bad trip,” Marty said after quietly looking at the picture on his license. Then he put it back in his wallet and decided to move on.

We wandered over to a big hill by the football field where we used to punch each other in the nuts and we lay down to stare up at the night sky. It was a beautiful spring night, and the moon was so bright, we could see all the clouds perfectly. I realized I was tripping balls. “Holy shit,” I said to Marty as Steve and Dogboy continued to laugh at their licenses. “Do you see octagons?” The entire sky was made up of eight-sided geometry-defying shapes all turning in the same direction like cogs. It was a mosaic honeycomb of shapes that seamlessly rotated in unison, and I wanted to know if it was just me.

“Yes!” Marty said. “I see it, too.”

Now I was really confused. “Whoa,” I said. “Now, that is a fucking trip and a half. I get how I can be hallucinating something, but how can you be seeing the same thing? That’s like us having the same dream.”

Then he asked, “You know those weird desk toys where there’s a plastic board made up of steel pins, like a bed of nails kind of but they move?”

“Er, kind of?” I replied.

“You push your hand on one side,” he explained further, “and then your hand imprint is on the other side.”

I finally got what he was talking about. “I think it’s called Pin Art,” I said.

“That’s it!” he said excitedly. “And if you put your face on one side, the pins appear on the other side as an imprint of your face.” I didn’t know where he was going with this and I was getting nervous. Then he said, “That’s what I see in the sky. Only it’s God doing the impressions of your face.” Then he fucking turns to me and says, about a foot away from my ear hole, “Whatever face comes out the other end, that’s your face. Do you understand?”

I was desperate to get off this topic and nervously said, “Yeah, yeah, I get it. Hey! That cloud looks like Garfield taking a shit. You see that?”

He wasn’t having it, and he got up on one elbow so we were face-to-face. “No, man, I’m serious,” he said. “I’m going to ask you tomorrow if you really do get it, because it’s important.” I could feel a bad trip starting to bubble from my toes and surge up my body, so I sprang upright and said, “Let’s sneak onto the golf course,” to which Steve and Dogboy yelled, “Yeah!”

Those guys usually got all Beavis and Butthead on acid, and I envied that. For me, acid was like having a thousand eyes and twenty million ears that could hear every conversation in the world at once. I think that’s God’s Pin Art way of saying, “Stick to booze,” but every time God spoke, I put my fingers in my ears and said, “La la la. I can’t hear you. Doo dee dee. Not listening to you.”

I was rattled by Marty’s provocations for the rest of the night, but I had shaken the bad trip and was able to file his heavy vibes away under No Fucking Way Are We Ever Going There Again for as Long as We Shall Live.

The Kanata Golf and Country Club was in the upper-class section of Nowhere and we were well-known by the security staff. Tonight it was beautifully lit up by the moon and we all felt fearless. We were all such old hats at sneaking into stuff, we actually preferred it when they chased us. Steve would do karate moves and run in circles like he was training to be a Keystone Kop. We were bored brats who were desperate to get back to all the danger and excitement our immigrant parents had rescued us from. Adding acid to this game was like colorizing a black-and-white movie. We ran up and down hills and tossed flags like javelins. We threw garbage cans in the water and climbed trees as if they were made of stairs. We had the agility of Olympic monkeys and the whole thing was such a riot, we started laughing uncontrollably.

Then it happened.

Steve was bouncing along and saw a small circle of mud that was about two feet in diameter. Without a second thought he jumped on it, expecting a small “splatch” and maybe a slightly muddy toe. Instead his entire body vanished into the atmosphere and the only thing left was his disembodied head sitting there on top of the puddle.

Do you get what I’m telling you?

His body was gone. Disappeared.

If you were a Nobel Prize–winning physicist you would have been confused. We were stupid kids on fucking acid. Ergo, we completely lost our shit. After screaming “What the fuck!?” about seven hundred times, I calmed down a bit and started to get mad at society for having such technology. “Why is it okay to annihilate people’s torsos and limbs using some kind of invisible death ray? I understand security can’t tolerate trespassers and I wouldn’t have complained if we were kicked out or arrested, but obliterated with a space gun? They shoot your body off if you walk on a golf course after hours? How long have they had this technology? Why isn’t there more blood? The military are the only ones who should be able to use such guns—not that fat rent-a-cop with the woman’s mustache! What if he gets drunk? He could end civilization! I’m going to fight for Body Gun–control legislation when I grow up.”

My mind was racing.

Marty was bewildered and laughing but in control. Dogboy and I were gone and had begun howling with confusion. Steve had been murdered. We were both sitting on our haunches with our arms outstretched screaming, “Whaaaat!?” over and over.

Steve knew how important it was to laugh at a time like this—especially if you’re not actually dead. He authoritatively said, “I’m all right. You can laugh,” and while still having no idea what happened to his body, Dogboy and I both fell back and laughed our heads off with no holds barred. I felt like my teeth were cumming. As we both pounded the grass and continued roaring, Steve commanded Marty to get him out. Being the legal giant that he is, Marty had no problem reaching into the muck, grabbing Steve by the armpits, and hoisting his mud-dripping body from what now appeared to be a perfectly cylindrical hole designed for people to fall into.

Then Steve said, “It’s shit,” and the laughter went to a whole ’nother level. But Steve wasn’t laughing. “I’m not high anymore,” he said like a science teacher. The adrenaline had burned the lysergic acid diethylamide out of his system, and he was completely sober. As Steve washed all his clothes in a nearby creek, we calmed down enough to put the pieces together:

A golf course needs to have plenty of manure around to maintain perfect lawns, but you can’t have a huge mountain of manure sitting there while people play. So, they had these cylindrical containers drilled into the ground. The holes are less of an eyesore and can still hold enough fertilizer for the groundskeepers.

We all walked back to Steve’s house with him sopping wet but feces-free.

As Steve tried to explain to his mom what happened, we snuck downstairs to watch TV. He had a shower and came down later with new clothes on and a small joint we quietly and carefully smoked in the laundry room. As a particularly unfunny episode of Who’s the Boss? droned in the background, Steve’s buzz came back and I explained to him how I thought his entire body had gone flying off into the forest, leaving his head working but unattended.

As the laughter started up again, I considered drawing connections to cosmic exchanges and how Marty and I had the same hallucination earlier, but my mind snapped shut against it. Life’s too short to risk getting serious.


Popping the Cherry (1986)

After a couple years of not knowing girls don’t not have vaginas, my friend Cheese called me up and said Big Julie, AKA Jules, was going to be at his house ready to roll. Cheese was kind of a mod but was real gross and orange about it. He never wore socks and his freckled feet were always smelly and wet. His brother, Skeeter, was a punk and they both lived in this crazy house in the woods with four other siblings. We didn’t really think Julie was Big. Girls taught us that name. It takes a fellow female’s cruel eye to teach a boy why someone five pounds overweight is a fatty. Boys don’t know who’s fat unless the girl is a massive cow. As far as I was concerned, Jules was a cute blonde with a baby face and the kind of ass you wanted to build a summer home on.

She was also one of the only girls at school who was a goer, and this was such a sure thing, Cheese assured me I’d be the Monks’ laughingstock if I didn’t corkscrew her like the pig the other girls said she was. It was one of my own rules biting me in the ass: “Never chicken out.”

It took forever to get to their house and when Cheese met me at the door, he gave me the lowdown. His house was a bizarre pile of extensions, as room after room had to be stuck on like Lego blocks every time his mother got pregnant. He led me up one staircase and around the back to another. “You’re late so here’s the deal,” he said, leading me down a long hallway like I was about to go onstage. “She’s already agreed to it, so all you have to do is take her to my room and get started. I put a condom on my dresser and you better hurry, because my parents are going to be home soon.”

As the word “soon” came out of his mouth, we entered the living room. The whole entourage was there, and I realized we all still had our cherries intact except Jules. The boys were passing around a can of Pam cooking spray. In Canada, milk comes in thick white bags, and we would fill empty ones with what was mostly nitrous oxide from the Pam cans and then slowly inhale from the bag until nobody could talk. We called that state “the Stupids.” Which is apropos considering how many kids die from it.

I was nervous as hell but knew this was going to be awesome. Then something occurred to me while standing in the middle of the living room amid everyone’s juvenile glares and the smell of airborne canola oil. How the fuck was I going to initiate this? Jules was a slut, but we were all still middle-class suburban kids. “Slut” didn’t mean “biker bitch with crabs who will fuck your dog while tongue-kissing him and juggling his balls with her toes.” It meant, “Girl who doesn’t say no quite as often as all the others.” I couldn’t just walk up to her and say, “Hey, Jules. Wanna do it?” I also couldn’t grab her hand and walk to Cheese’s room like a cult leader choosing tonight’s child bride.

So, my dick took over and came up with this idea: There was a thin cane in a bucket by the fireplace. I took it out and tossed it about nonchalantly as I spoke. It was just a secondary prop to a bigger story. “You guys hear Jen has no vagina?” I asked the crowd with testosterone coursing through my veins like a pack of mad greyhounds. “Lawrence, why don’t you tell everyone about your mutant girlfriend?” Lawrence got out from beneath the bus I had just thrown him under and tried to punch me, but I blocked it with a swat of the cane. He yelled, “Hey!” and fell back on the couch in a Pam stupor holding the red line I’d just planted on his arm. Jules laughed. I cocked an eyebrow up in a “What do we have here?” face. I was going for an Errol Flynn vibe, but my heart was almost pounding its way out of my rib cage. As Lawrence fended off candid questions from the others about his vaginaless girlfriend, I jokingly gave Jules some taunting spanks with the cane. She shrieked and ran off down the hallway toward Cheese’s room. Thanks, penis. I’ll take it from here.

After we were out of living room range, I abandoned the cane and gave chase. When we got to Cheese’s room, everything became Vaseline-lens fuzzy and I was no longer at a buddy’s house horsing around. I was on Unicorn Island with the mermaid fairy goddess responsible for rainbows. The best word to describe it would be “phantasmagoric.”

It wasn’t Jules’s first time, but she knew it was mine and she wanted it to be perfect. She had on a white sundress and looked like Doris Day or some kind of perfect fifties housewife. She pulled her dress over her head and revealed … OH MY FUCKING LORD JESUS IN HEAVEN ABOVE. She was wearing a corset and lingerie. That’s right: a white silk corset laced up the front with white lace panties and white stockings held up with white garters. She was a Howard Johnson’s vanilla milkshake layered in marshmallow and topped with whipped cream. I’ll never forget the face she made. Kind of a sad smile, like a dog that peed on the carpet but was still happy you’re home. “Is it all right?” she asked sheepishly. It was so all right I couldn’t reply and made a spluttering choking sound that was meant to come out as, “You look so fucking beautiful, baby, wow.” Jules pulled the bow at the top of her corset and her enormous breasts bobbled out to see what all the fuss was about. They stood there like the Grand Tetons, two majestic, magical mounds made of awesomeness that said, “Let’s do this.” Jules pushed me on the bed as I frantically grabbed for my dancing boner.

Before I could continue to be unable to say anything, she began one of these “blow job” things everybody had been talking about. Only it didn’t feel like my dick was being sucked. It felt like it had been removed and replaced with the cosmos. I couldn’t make out any particular gestures, just extreme joy. It was like I was floating in space and every molecule of the universe was madly in love with bliss. If I’d seen a multicolored dolphin floating by me, I would have high-fived it.

With all due respect to everyone else who’s blown me since, it never felt anything like this. My hands had pins and needles all over them, and the area on my face where a beard would be was tingling as if a billion ants in silk slippers were practicing ballet on it. When I touched this vibrating invisible beard with my pins-and-needles hands, it felt like I was pulling long cobwebs off and stretching them out across the room. I started wondering if she’d spit magic mushrooms into my urethra.

One of the few rational thoughts that entered my head during all this was the terrible realization that I was about to blow my load. This had been an amazing thirteen seconds, but I couldn’t lose my virginity to a mouth. I sat up with a jolt and as Jules kept asking, “What’s wrong? What’s wrong?” I furiously tried to get a rolled-up rubber sheath around something that wasn’t prepared to have anything on it but a cunt. Jules got on all fours and I got behind her in a red-cheeked panic like my hair was on fire. For a tenth of a second I paused and thought …

“Hey, there it is. The vagina! Live. Man, it really is basically in the asshole.”

When I pushed it in, I was surprised at how much doggie style bends your dick down. It doesn’t go in and out; it goes up and down. “Hmmm. That’s interesting. I wonder if—” SPLOOJ! “Really, me? Three seconds?” Jules wasn’t even sure if we had started yet. I took off the condom and held it by the window to make sure something had actually happened. Then, as several million abortions looked back at their deadbeat dad, headlights blinded my eyes. “Cheese’s parents are home!” I yelled before taking a third of a second to get dressed. It wasn’t a lie. They really were home. Jules tossed her panties and corset under the bed and threw her dress on at the speed of light.

Adults will read this and assume I felt bad about my split-second sexual endurance or that Jules was disappointed in how unsatisfying it was. But that isn’t how kids fuck. The first few times the guy is happy if blood doesn’t shoot everywhere, and the girl is happy if nothing weird happens, like an ear-splitting queef. Having a condom that actually did its job? Well, now that’s basically a perfect lay.

By the time Cheese’s parents made it through their labyrinth of a home into the living room, Jules and I were just two other teenagers sitting on the couch.

“Everything all right?” Cheese’s father asked suspiciously in his strange Liverpudlian accent. Cheese said yes and I smiled at Jules. “If I find any of you have been into my liquor there will be hell to pay, understand?” We all nodded and kept flipping through magazines in an attempt to convince him teenagers are really geriatrics who enjoy staying in and reading on a Saturday night. Cheese’s dad paused and stared a bit before walking out of the room. If he was worried about our ripping him off, he should have checked the cooking spray supply.

As his father was leaving the room, Cheese stood up and began fucking the air in huge comical pumps that made everyone else burst out laughing. Jules giggled and buried her face in the couch and I thought about how awesome it would be if I could stop time right then, put my dick in her mouth, and then stop time again forever. I had seen the light and things were different now.

Unfortunately, Jules got way dirtier. After getting married right out of high school she plopped out four younguns and abandoned them all to pursue a full-time position as a crack addict. I heard she was actually a sex addict who loved crack not because it was crack but because it made sex better. I recently found out she’s better now and is slowly putting her life back together. This ruined my ongoing fantasy of going undercover in the crack community to rescue her. That would have been intense.


The Stupidest Plan in the History of Police Chases (1986)

In the mideighties, the moral panic du jour was drunk driving. Kids were shanghaied out of class and forced Clockwork Orange– style to watch gory videos of dismembered teenagers mangled by cars. Students’ moms would hold hands and sing songs about the dangers of being tipsy behind the wheel. They were mostly right, but our gang thought the whole thing was “gay” and decided to take a pro-drunk-driving stance. We started a group called SAS (Students Against Students Against Drunk Driving) and competed to see who could drive the drunkest. If you couldn’t find your parents’ car the next day, you won.

The police would regularly come to our school to discuss the problem, throwing themselves to the wolves in the process. We would heckle and snicker and make fart sounds throughout, and we proudly took the resulting detentions.

During one Q & A with an officer, we were given an opportunity to address the movie we had just seen about a supermodel who was paralyzed from the neck down after being T-boned by a drunk driver. “Yeah, I have a question,” I said into the mic in front of the entire school. “Why do you consider being in a wheelchair so horrible? My mother is in a chair and has been her whole life and our family certainly doesn’t see her as some kind of tragedy.” My friends blew this lie by laughing, and the teachers at either end of the stage burned holes in me with their eyes. The cop sighed and explained that there will always be people who want to joke around and not take this seriously, but it is deathly serious. Officer McClaren, if you’re reading this right now, I apologize.

Two months earlier, I had turned sixteen and gotten my license. I was on a tear. On a cold Friday evening in December 1986, Dogboy called me to say his parents were finally leaving for the weekend. He lived in a huge, real house instead of the cookie-cutter McSuburbs the rest of us lived in. I immediately called our best partiers. Totti was an Italian punk with coarse broom hair and was so good at insults he was constantly making girls cry. His fat nerd friend Anthony always wore clothes that were too small for him so just looking at him was funny. I also made sure some farmers’ kids named Szabo and Dick drove Skeeter and Cheese in from the sticks. Shit was about to get crucial.

First, we went to the “Beer Store.” In Canada you can only buy beer from government-sanctioned sellers and that’s the brand name they chose for each one. We waited in the parking lot until some derelict agreed to buy us some in exchange for a few out of the box. An hour after opening that first Pandora’s beer, we were running up and down the stairs of Dogboy’s house shotgunning beers and shouting along with the Beastie Boys’ “(You Gotta) Fight for Your Right (to Party).” First it was just the two of us, but people started streaming in around nine p.m. By ten, we had a real party worth fighting for.

The problem with parties in high school is that you have such intense blue balls after being denied for so long that when you finally get a chance, it comes rocketing out like explosive diarrhea. We were out of control. There were piggyback fights and wedgie rumbles. We were acting exactly like the jocks we hated, and the girls were huddled by the kitchen in fear. Occasionally one would emerge to say something like, “Stop! He can’t breathe,” about the guy at the bottom of the dog pile, and we’d yell back, “Who cares?”

Just when we thought the party couldn’t get any more fun, a “Hello, boys!” rang from the top of the stairs. It was Anthony, prancing around in Dogboy’s mother’s bra and panties. Seeing his lily-white fat folds protrude out of her expensive lingerie made us laugh so hard, we all died and came back to life.

“That’s it!” I yelled after finally getting some air in my lungs. “We’re going for a drive!”

Riding the momentum of Anthony’s joke, everyone followed me outside into the freezing Canada cold. I had grabbed a set of keys that had a Chevrolet logo on them and jumped into a blue car that had the same logo on it. It was Dick’s car. I was one of the drunkest people in the world.

As I rolled out of the driveway in my stolen vehicle, seven people crammed inside. Skeeter and Totti then climbed onto the hood. The snow was piled ten feet high on either side of the road, but we were laughing like hyenas. Our frontal lobes weren’t developed enough to signal important emotions such as fear.

The car was old but in good condition and it puttered out onto the street with vigor. Skeeter and Totti were in clear and present danger as they held desperately on to the hood, and we had front-row seats to view the carnage. It was like we were watching an action movie on a huge flat-screen way before there were flat-screens. Skeeter looked like a rodeo clown in his skinny blond Mohawk and shredded jean jacket; Totti looked even funnier with giant black spikes coming out of his head and a long black trench coat.

When we started on our journey through the snowy ’burbs, the “boys on the hood” were laughing, but their smiles became inversely proportional to how hard I pushed on the gas. If I floored it, they’d look petrified. When I let off the gas, they cheered up again. I enjoyed playing with their facial expressions, but eventually I slammed down the pedal full throttle and gunned it.

“He’s not slowing down,” I heard Skeeter say to Totti through the windshield. Totti wasn’t prepared to give up quite yet and kept crying at me to stop. I couldn’t stop laughing, let alone use a brake pedal. Totti finally gave up and turned to Skeeter to say, “We’re going to have to jump,” which made the entire car cheer. Skeeter and Totti looked into each other’s eyes with an expression that said, “We can do this.” Skeeter jumped first. As the car swerved violently off of Katimavik Road and onto McGibbon Drive, Skeeter leapt with all his might and instantly disappeared into a snowbank like a gopher into a hole.

Totti was next. As he crouched on the hood and surveyed the safest place to jump, I sped up and everyone in the car yelled things like, “You can do it, Totti!” He’s a much bigger guy than Skeeter, so when he finally summoned the courage to jump, he went smashing into the snowbank like a meteor and made a huge explosion of snow shoot up around him. Instead of stopping to make sure our friends were all right, we cheered louder and headed to the Kanata Town Center to do some donuts as our hapless friends disappeared into the background.

The grocery store at the back of this minimall was where many of us worked pushing shopping carts and stacking shelves. It was abandoned at this late hour, which made it the perfect place to crank the wheel to one side and force the car to spin in endless circles that jeopardized everyone’s safety. The enormous parking lot’s black ice had reduced the friction to about nothing. “Watch this,” I yelled as I opened the driver’s door, held on to the steering wheel, and leaned my entire body toward the pavement so my head was facing the tire. To this day, I can still clearly see the snowy front left tire spinning at twenty miles an hour mere inches from my face.

Donuts are a great way to make driving a car scary because you’re not in control of where the car goes. The wheels are spinning in a direction you’re not steering toward, and a huge lamppost is right around the corner. This circular dance with the devil went on for so long I was about to throw up. We had performed a half-dozen 360-degree turns by now, so I pulled myself up, straightened out the car, and went screeching out of the parking lot to rejoin Dogboy’s house party.

BWUP! BWUP!

“What the fuck was that?” I yelled, praying to God I didn’t just hear a police siren.

“COPS!” yelled everyone in the car. Of course it was the cops. What else were they going to be doing, arresting cows? I was shitting my pants but kept driving anyway.

“Quick, is anyone in the car not wasted?” I squawked like a crazy woman. Everyone looked at each other shaking their heads no. “Alan!” I yelled to a guy in the passenger’s seat I barely knew. “Get in the driver’s seat right now.”

“Fuck you!” he replied. I needed another plan.

I clearly was in big trouble and I didn’t want to make it worse by speeding or breaking any other laws so I came up with this unbelievably stupid idea: a perfectly legal police chase. I was going to drive at the speed limit, stop at stop signs, and even indicate before I turned, BUT I was going to do my turns at the very last second. That way they wouldn’t be able to add any charges, but I’d still get away. This plan would have worked perfectly if the two police officers had been drinking all day and could barely drive. As luck would have it, they were both sober as the judge I was soon to be in front of.

After about one minute of this strange charade, they quietly pulled in front of me and forced me to park. We were now pretty close to the party and as I got out, farmer’s-son Dick walked up and yelled, “That guy stole my fucking car!” to the cops. Thanks, Dick. As the cop pulled out the Breathalyzer, I came up with an even stupider plan than the “creeping escape” that had just failed. “I know,” I thought while trying to not see two of everything, “I’ll act like I’m inhaling while I exhale, and then I’ll act like I’m exhaling when I inhale.” The officer told me to take a deep breath and blow into the machine. As I surreptitiously blew air out of my nose, I puffed up my chest and pointed at it as if to say, “This guy is getting as much air in those lungs as he possibly can,” even though I was doing the opposite. Then I put my lips on the machine and gestured with my arms like I was exhaling while I secretly inhaled. My reading was pretty good—negative 10, which means I was driving at two hundred times less than the legal limit. The cop told me to do it again and after two more pathetic attempts, he shouted, “Don’t suck! Blow!”

I blew, and it sucked. I was twice the legal limit and on my way to jail.

The fifteenth stupid idea I had that night was to smile for the mug shot. I spent the rest of the night in jail, and my dad picked me up early the next morning, at which point he was treated to the said photograph. Seeing the black-and-white photo of his son in a studded leather jacket with a flippant smirk made him so fucking mad he didn’t say one word to me for an entire year (seriously) and referred to me only in the third person as “that asshole.”

During this time, I was expected to go to court and plead guilty to driving under the influence, so I did. What an eye-opener. Criminals are fucking losers. I wore a suit to the proceedings as any sane person would, but I turned out to be the only sane person in the courtroom. Ahead of me was a kid, charged with criminal negligence, who had no problem standing in front of the judge with his headphones on. When he was told this is unacceptable, he pulled them out of his ears and said to the judge, “OK, OK—fu-u-u-uck.”
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