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  There are too many to dedicate this to. The staff at BroBible.com and The Rooster for teaching me to write for college kids again, to Cat Kovach my editor who had faith in a rookie writer, to H who hired me after college.

  Mainly, to my grandmother who once told my family, “Leave him alone, he’s strange and he’s always going to be strange. He’s going to make mistakes but he’ll figure out what he’s gonna do and be great at it.” Then she pulled me into her lap as she sat in her wheelchair and whispered, “Just make sure you make every day a story.”

  And to my family, who never thought I’d get published . . . Please, stop reading.


  FOREWORD

  SAM HAFT

  When Bread Foster asked me to write the foreword to his very first book, it struck me how few friends he must have. I’ve known him for just under two years, in which time we’ve laughed at each others’ failures, scoffed at each other’s successes, served as each others’ alibis, and exchanged a shocking amount of hate speech (although the Anti-Defamation League won’t return my letters). Honestly, it’s difficult for me to describe Bread Foster. I’ve always felt that we were comics first and friends second. So, for a moment, let’s ditch the fiction of the whiskey-swilling, lady-poaching, depression-mired comedian that is “Bread Foster,” and focus on my friend Bread. And Bread is the kind of friend that comes with a verbal fucking warning:

  “I’m sorry about him, he’s really just a bad person.”

  Bread loves sex, liquor, fighting, drugs, kittens, hiking, and anything else that fills the gaping emotional chasm of a person sincerely afraid that they’re utterly unloved (i.e., a comedian). He spends a lot of time justifying his very delicate sense of confidence by attempting to serve as a source of mistake-earned wisdom; helping his fellow man understand the explicit particulars of why one shouldn’t do the stupid things Bread does. This, in turn, gives him a sense that his hideous lifestyle has a purpose and allows him to sleep at night. (Also, the muscle relaxers help.) Speaking as one of his close friends, he’s a really fun time. But speaking as a person, this seriously needs to stop.

  I am appealing to your sense of humanity—begging even—do not allow this madness to continue. Do not let Bread Daniel Foster, the ne’er-do-well scamp from farmland New Jersey, to add layer upon layer to the horrifying, twisted, Tinder-using, alcoholic mask that is “Bread Foster.” Quit validating him. Stop it. Right fucking now.

  Put this book down, and stop reading.

  . . .

  Fine, I guess that isn’t happening. You know what, reader? You two deserve each other. You have absolutely no common sense, and you’re definitely not gonna gain any from reading the ramblings of a horny drunk toddler contained within the pages of Dude, Bro: The How-To Guide to College Your Parents Don’t Want You to Have. Sure, he might save you a herpes scare or two (sometimes that lip ring is hiding something), or help you avoid being the “Ultimate Frisbee Guy”* in your freshman class (spoiler alert: that guy gets date-raped), but he’s not going to make you a happy, well-adjusted, successful person. You’re going to party yourself into an empty husk—a happiness vampire that can only coexist with others when covered in cheap liquor and genital warts. You’re going to turn into some kind of mini-Bread (a muffin?), ruining the world with your malt liquor vomit and your shitty Borat impression. You disgust me. Fuck you. I mean it, reader. Suck a dick.**

  * Speaking of which—seriously do NOT be Ultimate Frisbee Guy.

  ** Also, when do I get a book?! Come on. Fuck you, Bread.


  PREFACE

  In all honesty, I wrote this after I was finished so it’s not really a preface. This book has a lot of truth, because the truth is funnier than lying so a book sells more. Some of these are stupid, sometimes you’re going to read this and think, “No way,” and other times, “That ending was terrible.” If I was writing a guide for how to do college, I wanted anyone reading to understand that it’s not always amazing, it’s not always crazy, it’s mainly what you make of it. These stories aren’t completely outrageous, they are strange and quirky and I hope slightly informative, funny, and endearing. College is about making mistakes and learning from them, so it was the perfect subject as I’m considered a “freshman author.”

  My insanity happened a long time before college. I grew up in a Catholic household with strict parents, no matter what they may say. Most other kids I knew were out drinking and being crazy in high school, and I didn’t really start doing that heavily until I had already graduated. After that I ended up still living with my parents and going to community college. Community college is where the waitress next to you hopes to some day get a degree and become an executive assistant. No one really hangs out. They smoke weed in their cars and take classes then go home to their parents. There were no weekends in community college. There were Saturday classes and jobs. It was oppressive and nothing like what I wanted out of college.

  So when I got to Montclair State University through a guaranteed admissions program into a business school, I knew life was going to be amazing. I wasn’t there to be part of an institution of higher education. I was there to destroy it. I wasn’t going to college. I was drinking and doing crazy shit on a deadline. I was pent up from community college and went to a college where no one from my town or high school ended up going. It was a fresh start to carve a niche and find a group of friends who wanted to have more fun than anyone else.

  At college I found people who accepted and antagonized my craziness, and I have yet to feel as comfortable with people as I did then. Those who stuck with me were the people who stayed out till 4:00 a.m., who got great grades, and who knew this might just be the very best time of their lives. So I wanted you, the reader, to relive some of this insanity and laugh along with me. I wanted there to be some sort of collection of all the things I wish I had known, and realistic stories for me to set my expectations against. I could write a tome of the stories and amazing times that happened in college. I didn’t have time to write about the sex (which doesn’t matter because anyone younger than me is facing a whole new and different set of sexual problems), the strippers, all my groups of friends, the time I punched the King of Medieval Times in the chest and bent his armor, about people trying to drag me into pagan rituals, and Alex CarDouchey who sucker punched me at least fifty times only to get his ass kicked.

  This is it, this is the insanity, the imperfection, the vulnerability. These are the ramblings of a crazy person who may have peaked during college. This is what someone who was delayed in getting to have fun did when sweet, sweet independence was given to them. This was our life in college.

  So let’s begin what my friend and writing mentor, who made me devour books before writing this, called, “A glorified and worthless personal essay.”


  CHAPTER 1

  DICKS AND SHIT:

  Let’s get this over with.

  I wish I didn’t have to write this chapter but we’re all pretty immature.

  Why We Whip it Out

  Why guys have an obsession with showing one another their balls and genitals is a question that has plagued the human race for years. The explanations are much simpler than anyone would expect. There isn’t some deep-down sick, psychological need that showing our penis fulfills. The main reason is, if you had something dangling between your legs that society judged the size, girth, and shape of, you’d be playing with it and showing it to people too. Fuck it, the Babylonians had statues with huge dicks everywhere. Leviticus has a rule about women smashing a dude’s junk getting their hand cut off. We’ve always been obsessed with genitals. Point positive, girls showing their boobs during spring break—or as I call it, Spring Breast, because it’s essentially a holiday that’s been around since the beginning of time as an excuse to get naked.

  Dicks are a strange thing. Since we’re kids, we have one. They’re a silly and weird part of us we use to pee and don’t really think much of past that. Then puberty hits and all of a sudden they become really important. We learn that our dicks are something weird that not a lot of people have seen, and we’re told how conscious of them we should be. Classes are taught in school about sex and how each organ works. Women are constantly looking down and checking their boobs, readjusting and sometimes pulling crumbs out of them. No one gives them shit. They’re held on high and esteemed, while men are judged for readjusting or having their legs spread too wide on the subway. We have our spelunkers before girls get their tits, then all of a sudden some hormones hit and everyone finally recognizes, “These things are a little weird.”

  When you get to the age when women start touching penises, you get reviews about cocks. You never see one, but they’re constantly talked about. It’s inevitable that, with all this emphasis and attention given to dicks, eventually someone is going to whip theirs out. It’s simple logic, the more you talk about something the more people assume you want to see it. No one ever thinks about the size of their dick until someone tells them they should think about the size of their dick. This is inevitably going to lead a man to show it, for laughs and for the off-chance someone will let us know we have fantastic phallus. We learn that dicks come in different sizes and shapes and wetness from females, and we’ll be damned if around college age we’re finally confident enough to whip it out and giggle.

  As we get older, guys show each other their genitals for an easy reason: we don’t want to see someone else’s penis or balls. Two people showing their junk at once is weird so more often than not we decide to be the first. Nothing is more vile to most men than having their eyesight invaded by an unwanted dick. They’re veiny and bumpy and colored so strangely that, in all honesty, I believe even women don’t really want to see dick. Knowing how awful and strange they are makes it so amazingly funny to force your friends to see one. Bothering a friend with a surprise dick is so stupid and lowest common denominator that there are very few ways it’s not funny. That is why we even develop different ways to show off how awful our genitalia can be. Some people call this “puppetry of the penis.” I call it loneliness.

  We also develop games for showing them to each other. In college, I developed the “Cockness Monster,” which involved lifting my balls over my dick so it looked like I had two humps then making my dick into the shape of Nessie coming out of the water. I’d cover the bottom portion with my hand so it looked like it was rising from the water line of Loch Ness. The saddest thing is the amount of time we, as men, end up spending playing with our junk, because we’re bored and it’s there. In all honesty, a dick is like a toy you can never lose and it’s really hard to break. Friends share their toys with other friends. That’s why we show them to one another.

  Dicks are hilarious. They’re weird and gross and hang down outside of us. When we whip it out, we’re trying to share with the world. “This is my dick, I’m loud and not proud, and is it supposed to have this vein here?” As soon as people stop putting so much emphasis on what dicks look like, we’ll stop showing them to strangers. No matter what happens though, we still reserve the right to show them to our friends.

  [image: images]

  Seeing Your First Dick:

  If you’re reading a manual on how to go to college, it’s safe to assume you might not have played sports or had any friends. I get you. So you may have never seen another dick before except your dad’s Dick. If you’ve never seen a dick before, it’s time to prepare you. Here’s what you can expect.

  Shat Chat: Pictures

  Oh god. Why did I start my book this way? Everyone is already judging. I can feel your glares. I just want to get these topics out of the way.

  Most people look at food and think, “That’s delicious.” As a college-aged male, I looked at food and thought, “You’re poop and muscles in training.” These were the days before you could Instagram your shit, and people still sent pictures of it. I hope that sending pictures of your shit is still universal. My friends and I would send each other pictures of the road kill we’d splash into the toilets, the awful things we’d do in the porcelain paradise. That always leads to the questions of, “What is the matter with all of us?”

  No one really knows for sure why people send each other pictures of their shit. I say this because even if we think it’s horrifying, guys, everyone has done it. I’m not sure anyone knows for sure why it’s funny. (Personally, I have two ulcers and the diet of a manic-depressive, so my friends still find it funny.) So I propose the next few theories:

  What Just Came Out Of Me. It’s actually an incredibly surprising thing to see how much you’re holding inside you. Dudes are upset about their load size for the same weird reason. There aren’t too many things that make all men feel manly, but taking a huge shit is one of them. It actually doesn’t matter if you’re a Blerd, Finance Bro, a loner, or even a lady; an enormous dump makes you feel special and you want to show it off. It’s not quite a child, but it’s as close as you can get without swollen nipples. Sometimes, after it’s been inside you for long enough, it’s impossible not to take a selfie and ask everyone if it looks like you.

  If you’ve never taken a shit and questioned your life decisions, you’re more repressed than a Jehovah’s Witness in a porn store or a Scientologist speaking about Scientology. You don’t let loose something that terrible and just flush it away. Sometimes it’s a keepsake from that time you lived off only peanut butter and whiskey. Sometimes it’s a grueling reminder of how little water you drink in comparison to your dairy intake. You’d be insane not to send a picture like that when you’re in college.

  You’re Never Alone. Not only are you never alone in sending a shat shot, you’re never alone pooping. When you’re sitting on the toilet, you’re one of millions who are on the toilet at the exact same time. Everybody shits, except for maybe Kim Jong-un even though he’s the world’s biggest ass. It’s not hard to use this logic to think, “Why should I be ashamed if everyone does it?” The answer being, because it’s gross. Everyone is a little obsessed with shit jokes and poop pics because it’s completely relatable. Yes, it’s gross but most people look at a shat shot and remember a time when they did something awful like that to themselves.

  Shat shots, poop pics, fecal photos are things you are going to look back on and wonder why you ever did that to each other, and possibly why you’re still doing that today. Shitting is universal, and Poop Polaroids are about showing the surprise and whimsy of life. It’s sharing with your friends this weird thing that your body turns beautiful and wonderful looking food into. Sometimes it’s like art work, and other times it’s like fart work.

  Four in the Stink, Only One Got the Pink

  Let me set the stage for the rest of this book, as this is where most of the book takes place. The Village apartment complex sat atop the highest point at Montclair State University. I don’t know if that’s true but it always felt like it. Personally I can’t remember many occasions when I felt warm there, when the idea of hiding under a blanket wasn’t a comforting thought. It was more than the harsh weather that made all of us stronger as people, it was the harsh things we all lived through. We all had heartbreaks, we had family issues, but a few misfits came together and had a college stint that no one else in the world will ever experience.

  While other college kids danced and learned the lyrics to “Colt 45,” I was in the depths of a psychosis no one really recognized as a problem. Instead of offering help there was an unspoken pact to encourage me to continue do things that were off the wall. When I drunkenly decided to get a mohawk, Four Fingas shaved my head. When I was snorting painkillers, Amber stayed up all night and rapped every Wu Tang album from start to finish with me. Later, I realized that everyone knew I’d eventually get my shit together and be okay.

  Outside of the Spanish-style stucco apartments we lived in, just under a red thatched roof in the building called Alice Paul, there were two benches where smokers gathered and stories were created. I love those benches still to this day. Two cold metallic benches where I met my girlfriend who stayed with me for three years, two cold metallic benches where I met my first friends and got invited to my first party. Those sleek, square benches that had to be bolted into the concrete so we wouldn’t throw them grounded me more often than not. Those benches were a place of wonderment and love and if I could, I would go back and lube them up and fuck them softly, caringly, and lovingly. I spent my first weeks in college alone with a crippling concussion from a car accident. It made me do things that shocked some, but mainly made everyone cry with laughter.

  The first day of my third semester was stifling hot for September. Instead of chilly hilltop winds whipping at our faces and making our noses red, we were met with a light summer breeze that kissed our foreheads and made them pitter-patter with sweat. It was weather that made your scrotum hang low but not quite stick to your leg. September is traditionally a cooler month, so Montclair State University turns off the air conditioning and flips on the heat. Trying to get that changed is like trying to get a hillbilly to go to a dentist.

  Our apartment was switched to heat with no signs of relief. The backs of our necks sweated even while we were sitting still. It was unbearable for the upper floors, but living on the ground floor made it cool enough for a bunch of guys watching South Park, relaxing with their hands down their pants. Truthfully, it didn’t matter to me because it was a relief to be back in apartment 1A after a summer off. It was my third and final semester, and my roommates and I had already gotten to know each other. We had all shared enough stories about our mayhem on campus so everyone felt comfortable acting like themselves. In truth, college is about hanging out with people that cause the same type of trouble as you. Look at the Duke Lacrosse team.

  I will always love 1A, with its extra high ceilings and its door lock that had to be wiggled just right to get in. You had to get used to the weird noises it made and it never felt quite normal; for all intents and purposes, it was like me as a child. My roommates were getting used to it too. The floor made of poured concrete created an audible slap when you walked barefoot over it. There was a tiny layer of cheap, stained rug the school laid over the entire apartment that did nothing to soften the floor or muffle the sound. There was also the unexplainable drainage hole in the middle of our hallway, and a stove that had weird marks on it. Those were explained by the fact I used the stove to heat my iron the previous semesters. I had even almost gotten all the butter off the kitchen floor from previous pranks. After I watched people go sliding, I was the only one to fall. (First lesson to the readers: the butter on the tile prank is funny until you miss a patch and need to get to the fridge.)

  Just a few hours into moving in and everyone was smitten. The room felt like home, with its large common area and attached kitchen with a counter to do shots on. Behind the common area was the long L-shaped hallway with two bathrooms, one double room, and two singles jutting off like tree limbs. Yes, it always smelled a little funny, but so do the feet of terrible Jersey girls when they take off their Uggs. It was still our home.

  There is comfort in new friends, especially after paying six thousand a semester in housing and having them assigned to you. I looked at my second set of roommates on the couches. Chris may have been Portuguese, but he looked like he belonged on the No Fly List. He resembled the by-product of a Mexican and an Arab, who both wanted to piss off their parents. Even though he chugged craft beer, listened to bands I’d never heard of and always kicked my ass at Soul Caliber, I could still see him praying to Mecca or looking for work outside Home Depot. He was always joined by Jinny, who at the time was so hot I’d have mowed her like a soccer field, if it wasn’t for a scowl that reminded me of my mother. Jinny always tried to take care of everyone, but once her eyelids closed, jaw clenched, and her cheek bones popped out, she stopped anyone in their tracks. Perched furtively in a chair, legs crossed right over left, was Greg. More affectionately known as Beer Clause. Greg had a job where beer often disappeared and magically reappeared as gifts to his roommates. He was quiet, handsome and witty. At six four and I’d guess two hundred pounds, Greg had learned a lesson I still haven’t: being the biggest doesn’t mean you have to be the loudest. And finally, Lee. Oh, Lee. Lee had the ability to slouch so low into any chair he essentially melted into it. He and I shared stories about drugs that only someone from the sixties could understand. Lee was the world’s most handsome, alien and conspiracy theorist. The only downfall to Lee was his luck always ran out before his beer did. More terrible things happened to Lee than his fellow Jews in the desert. He was humble and handsome but prone to destruction being blamed on him. All of my roommates wore plaid, played music, and were completely different than me.

  Sitting in 1A with my new friends caused a sense of Zen to wash over me. It had been four or five days since anything had washed over me and the smell was apparent. We thought nothing of the strange noises on that stagnant September day, but Lee glared accusingly at me and asked what fucking stank. I ran my fingernails under my armpits and lifted them to my nostrils. The tangy scent might have made other people gag, but to me it was gratifying. I leaned over and placed my armpit pap smear under Lee’s nose. I watched it crumple up when my scent went into him. It looked like someone had fingered his nostrils. His eyes bunched up and cheeks loosened and I wanted to whisper, “Now I’ve been inside you.” We came to the conclusion it wasn’t my ungodly body odor causing the smell, but I still decided to shower.

  When you pull back a shower curtain and see half a gallon of your classmates’ shit bubbling up out of your shower drain, you wonder if there is a strange conspiracy going on in the dining hall. Shit is a weird thing when it’s not yours. Looking at a pile of someone else’s shit makes you wonder what type of a life they lead, how many meals that took to make, or whether they need vitamins. That’s exactly what I was met with. It looked and smelled and bubbled like Third World drinking water. I did what any self-respecting man would do when faced with a disgusting situation. I started laughing and made everyone look. We all quizzically examined each other and knew we were standing, staring at fecal trimmings in a warm stink box with no idea what to do. We still weren’t thinking twice about the noises coming from the pipes while we stared at our neighbors’ insides. The pipes gurgled like a student trying to get rid of their first case of strep throat, and shortly after we left the bathroom we figured out why there was a drain in the hallway.

  Faced with a problem that left all of us scratching our heads, we called a roommate meeting in the common area. If none of us knew what to do, we might as well do it together. That’s when the pipes let out another gurgle and we learned that weird drain in the hallway was an overflow drain for a septic system that was unprepared for the gastrointestinal system of thousands of students moving in the first week. They say the truth always floats to the top, but so do undigested vegetables from the cafeteria’s attempt at Asian stir-fry. A slow, steady, deliberate flow of viscous brown sludge was seeping into our hallway. I had never wondered how the Ninja Turtles must have smelled until that moment. It was like a rolling fog, making everything feel sticky as it crept and expanded, rolling out of our apartment and into the hallways of the entire first floor. I opened a window and purged what little was in my stomach.

  We were daunted. The tiny little bit of carpeting over the concrete was even less prepared than we were. The mood turned violently, as giggles turned to gagging, and we all had the realization that being up shit creek without a paddle was much worse than the saying made it out to be. I sprinted outside my apartment and found the tiny apartment offices. I was met by a useless and uninterested student, who was only at the desk because he needed his rent paid. When he told me he was helpless and suggested I call building services, I didn’t hesitate.

  “Hi, I live in 1A. There’s shit in the shower.”

  “Someone shitting in the shower isn’t our problem.”

  “I mean there’s a lot of shit in my shower.”

  “I don’t care how much you guys ate, shitting in the shower is not my issue.”

  “It’s in my hallway too.”

  “It sounds like you need new friends, not a building manager.”

  “It’s coming up out of the drains, you really need to get here.”

  “So you didn’t shit in your hallway?”

  “Do people really just shit in the hallway?”

  “This is a state university.”

  “I forgot.”

  “I’ll be over soon.”

  Everyone cracked open beers while we waited for building services. I was jealous of men who went to spas and sat in saunas and talked business. We sat in a hot room sniffing strange prostate while playing “Who’s going to vomit the least?” Every now and then, the drain would let loose a terrible “glub” and a bubble would work itself to the top. It sounded like a tuba player who had a sudden stroke playing the lowest note. It took over an hour for the tide of fecal matter to subside. I was met with the harsh reality that the likelihood of building services coming was the same as me passing Calculus the first time I took it, so I picked up the phone and started prank calling him.

  “Hi, it’s 1A, it’s been an hour and the shit is starting to cake the rug. Should I try to stop it or do something proactive?”

  “What are you going to do?”

  “I was thinking of taking a dump in the hallway. Maybe a fresh dump will soak up the wet stuff?”

  “I’ll be there soon, I don’t think you should do that.”

  “What if I put some rope around it and convince some girls to wrestle in it?”

  “Then you’d still have sewage in your hallway and girls covered in sewage too.”

  “That’s a really good point. If I was going to do that I’d film it.”

  “I’ll be there soon. Just be patient.”

  Click.

  “Hi, it’s Bread in 1A again.”

  “I’m on my way.”

  “How long?”

  “You’re not the only one with shit in your hallway.”

  “Yeah, but we didn’t put it there.”

  “I’m coming over now.”

  “Is it still considered toilet paper if you use it in a hallway?”

  Click.

  “Hi, it’s Todd in 1B. I think there’s a dead body in 1A.”

  “Nope, they just have pipe problems.”

  “I think you’re wrong.”

  “Nope, they already called and complained.”

  “No, I killed Bread. I just needed to tell someone.”

  Click.

  “Hey, it’s Bread in 1A again. Are your arms tired?”

  “Listen, I can only go so fast. Stop calling me.”

  “I’m just busting your chops. When you come over I’ll give you a beer. Are your arms tired?”

  “Cause I’ve been flying through your dreams?”

  “No, because I wanted to let you know they’re gonna be sore as fuck after you’re done plunging.”

  Click.

  Deliriousness was making its way into our brains. I drifted off, wondering how the first floor meeting would go. “Hi, students, help yourself to the free pizza and sign in. I’m your Community Advisor. I know we all heard Bread screaming about feces in the hall, but today’s meeting is about letting you know something special. I may be your CA, but I’d also like to be your friend. Also will anyone admit they wrote, ‘Give me mixers fuck face,’ on the vending machine? Hmm. How about you Bread, did you forget you signed it?”

  Chris ruined my delusions by farting out of jealousy; he couldn’t stand the smell of other people’s assholes. He wanted to see which would smell worse. I explained to him he was a gentleman for taking such great care of us, the smell of his farts were quite refreshing. His intestinal problems cleansed my palate of the taste our room was leaving in my mouth. I compared his farts to sorbet until I actually got a whiff of him and dry heaved. Chris will always have pipes inside him that produce smells that are so offensive, my body purges itself out of whatever hole can open wide enough. Lee was sarcastically telling us how gross we were. “Gross, guys, you’re so gross. I can’t handle this, you’re, like, so gross.” A quiet smile crept over Greg.

  We rejoiced at a knock at the door and raced each other to open it. I dwarfed the man who stood in the doorway, but he outweighed me by fifty pounds. The portly black man, with salt and pepper hair and poorly shaven face, meandered into our room. Instead of assessing the situation and fixing anything, he regaled us with stories about living in the ghetto of Newark and the hell that is working around college kids. He sat after a bit and drank our beer. There was a methodical amble to his speech. His slow ramble and vocabulary made us feel like he was a single nostril short of ending up a mouth breather. This guy’s entire life moved on the timeline of someone who knew he had job security and never actually had to work. I grew restless and paced around him. It had been another fifteen minutes, and he drank two more of our beers.

  Chris finally asked this human sloth to look at the hallway. After begrudgingly getting up, he paused for a moment, looked at Chris and I, and stated so non-chalantly, “I know what they’re gonna do this year. They’re gonna shit in diapers and smear it on the walls on Halloween.”

  Chris looked at me like a kid who got what he wanted on Christmas and said, “That was too specific. Really specific. How do you think he knows that?”

  I rebutted with, “That’s one month away. Maybe you should consider a career change.”

  “Yep, it’s something every year. It’s shit this year. Look at your hallway.”

  “I’m sorry, is it a different fluid every year? Is this like a Chinese Zodiac calendar or astrology?” I was astounded.

  With the biggest smile on his face, Chris said, “If it’s like astrology, I want to see the drawings.”

  We watched him slowly pace over to the drain. I turned to Chris and said, “I bet his wife never asks him how his day was.”

  “What’s there to ask? It’s a shit year.”

  He grabbed a broom handle from a cart he left outside, then stood over the drain and stared into it, pupils constricting to a pinpoint, and poked the drain. If there is one thing I learned from the staff at MSU, it’s that broom handles are actually magic wands. When used properly, MSU staff believe you can solve any problem. For some reason broom handles were in no short supply, but broom heads were. At my college everyone but the teachers had one. It was like walking around Hogwarts: Polytechnical Institute, where the wizards who never applied themselves to magic ended up learning how to do plumbing and repair Honda Civics. I was now faced with a window licker who was poking a crap hole with a broomstick. No amount of college education can prepare you for that.

  “Doesn’t look like there is anything coming out of it now.”

  “Oh really? Are you sure? Maybe you should poke it a few more times to make sure there is no shit coming out of it, since we clearly can’t see that plain as day.”

  “I don’t think we need to do that. I’ll send someone over with a carpet cleaner in a few hours.”

  “No, you do something about this right now. This apartment smells like a thawed freezer after the power goes out at a deli. Maybe you’re so far gone that this is nothing to you, just another day and another person’s bowel movements, but not me. You fix this.”

  The roommates had removed themselves from the situation. They were handing beers to another building services worker who had decided two people doing nothing were better than one. I tried to resolve the problem while they sat back laughing with a white dude whose facial hair was shaved to such a razor sharp line around his jaw it screamed, “This is where my jawline used to be.” I resented him for drinking our beer and I resented him even more for being completely content getting drunk in a room that had more dried shit in it than a homeless man’s shoes after someone gave him Taco Bell. My building services manager was worthless. My blood still rises when I think of his awful pathetic face. A simple request of, “Figure out how to make my room livable,” was met with him staring at me like I was asking him to shoot his dog. He was honestly puzzled by someone asking him for help. I was unsure as to whether this man had ever cleaned anything in his life.

  In his laborious attempt to make one nerve ending fire off into the other, somewhere he got an idea. When he told me, I was prouder than a papa who watched his son hit a homer. For just a moment I considered that maybe, just maybe miracles do exist. I thought I heard a bell ring off in the distance. But lo and behold, like my own parents, I found myself disappointed when he brought nothing other than an industrial sized fan into the room. I walked over to it, plugged the industrial fan in, and screamed my frustration into it. Why this guy thought a piece of equipment used to keep child laborers from dying of heat exhaustion would cure my shituation, still causes a sharp pain in my temples.

  “Please do not put that fan on a pile of drying shit. All that’s going to do is send it into the air and give us all pink eye. It’s going to be like the dust bowl in here, a cloud of hard and dried butt clippings and Woody Guthrie singing songs about it. There is going to be butt crusts in the air, on my table, and all over everything. I’ll be wiping dried ass juice off my counters and tables for weeks. Putting a fan on this is going to be as effective as handing a Band-Aid to someone with hepatitis. It’s not going to fix anything.”

  He moved the fan behind the pile and, without any regard for human life, that devil man flicked the switch that turned the fan on high while I stood directly in front of it. I begged and pleaded for mercy, but his idiot, half-formed brain destroyed me. Exactly like I had said, microscopic—and not so microscopic—particles of my peers’ insides invaded every part of my home and some parts of my body. Nothing would ever feel clean again. It was like the air was made of spiders. I wanted to run screaming out of the room, but I was so shocked by the blatant stupidity my mouth opened and curled into a frown as particles floated in and around it.

  Yes, eventually they brought a carpet and a shower cleaner into my apartment to clean the feces. A younger gentleman cleaned everything and even helped me to wipe down the counters and tables. My roommates and I laughed and made jokes about the shituation for days. We bonded over our sewage issue and came to deeply love the smell of Chris’s farts because, for nearly five hours, he was able to pump them out to lighten our mood.

  In the end, after our room was cleaned up and we were relaxing, there was a knock at our door. An RA walked in and said, “Hey, we’re really sorry, so you should have this.” It was a cold pizza. Everyone stared in awe. We had been sitting in human shit for hours and our consolation prize was a cold, and half-eaten, pizza. It was clear there wasn’t an appetite among any of us, but in college free pizza is free pizza.

  But one week later, I woke up with a contact lens crusted to my eye. Not only did my school ruin my day with unprepared pipes, three individuals I came to love tormented me because my right eye was beet red and crusty. Pink eye is adult lice. It lets everyone know who the filthy kid is. As soon as people realize you have it, they treat you like they just found out you were adopted. It doesn’t matter how you get pink eye, the results are always socially devastating. Thanks to an eye infection the only pink I’d see for a week was stuck under my eyelids. My eye was so bruised, beaten, and crusty I could have been living in a trailer park, explaining to the police how much he loves me. Yes, I thought about suing the school. Instead, in October, I handed a drunk kid a diaper and forty bucks.

  Life never gets easier. The moral of this story is sometimes people go through a shit situation together and bond for life. If it wasn’t for a terrible case of pink eye and back wash from a thousand students, four roommates wouldn’t have become best friends. We all valued our education a little bit more. We all valued each other a little bit more. We had the realization that even in the crappiest situations there was a silver lining, even though there was also other people’s stomach linings. Never take a shituation for granted, and hope that you have the right people in your life to help make it bearable. If it wasn’t for the sarcasm and brutal berating from three other almost strangers, I may not have bonded so well with my new friends.

  We all learned that laughing was really important. Laughter is especially important when someone you’re friends with has pink eye. Laugh at them nonstop while they have it, then once it’s gone, remind them of that time they got pink eye.

  Getting a BFA, Butthole Fuggin Atrocity

  Real Germans are pretty awesome. Sure they read the fine print on a Groupon out loud, but they do know how to have a great time. I imagine Germans look at German Americans the way Italians look at guidos. I don’t trust German Americans anymore. It’s not my fault really, after you hear what one did to me. He made me look for reasons to hate them. He gave me a reason to hate myself.

  German Americans latch onto the worst parts of their culture. They focus on drinking too much, but they’re still not as good at it as the Irish. They’re about sufficient, but not completely gratifying or amazing, sex. I’ve only known two German Americans and they ate bratwurst, drank out of boots, and tried way too hard to get people to like them. I loved Steve, women liked him, and he could almost drink as much as me. He was my first real friend in college and, without our mutual love of havoc, my entire college experience wouldn’t have been the same. Then all that changed. The thing I don’t trust about any German American is their aptitude for being literal and their aptitude for factory labor. I learned all this because I needed something to hate about Steve. Steve’s anus hurt me, it let loose stenches that only a German factory should produce. Steve blitzkrieged my soul with his ass.

  The night before this incident I had made a quick dinner then Steve and I had killed a personal keg of Heineken to the face. Coming back from class (napping), I was still sluggish and the world was twenty decibels too loud. I had trudged the three miles from campus back to my apartment because if I stopped moving I knew I’d be spewing all over the sidewalk. When I swung the door to 1A open, I yelled, “Stevie Steve, how ya’ doing brotha’?” mimicking the other roommate Four Fingas’s Staten Island accent. What met me was hilarious.

  I looked into Steve’s room to see him half asleep, clutching the Beer Pong belt we had won and lost countless times. He got up and started kicking his laundry into a corner. As soon as it was folded over, the smell of ammonia was stronger than a subway in a summer heat wave or inside an Arby’s. For the first time in his life Steve didn’t smirk and explain himself. Instead he just stared at me like if I ever told anyone he’d kill me. The smell of urine was so potent, I knew I was about to piss myself too, and my bathroom was out of order again. Upon asking to use his, I was met with an embarrassed gaze and he uttered, “Um, I texted Four Fingas. He’s gonna come fix it. I don’t suggest using it.” I didn’t care at this point and I told Stevie Steve I’d fix it myself. Until I saw it. I lifted the bowl with plunger in hand and I shivered as the life was sucked out of me.

  The phrase shooting the shit became all to literal. Apparently after a courtesy flush, the water never made it back into the bowl, and Steve had shotgun-blasted a dry toilet bowl. He painted it. There were graffiti artists who couldn’t get coverage like that. It looked like a Jackson Pollock painting if Jackson had irritable bowel syndrome and let one loose on a canvas.

  The bottom of the bowl had a tiny bit of water, the rest had shit caked on like a spice-encrusted tuna filet. It was like someone went on a spinning carnival ride backward, after eating Indian food. This was the true darkness of humanity in front of me, I looked into the depths that day and it was black and green, a whirlwind of sadness. That bowl looked and smelled like depression and poor decision-making. It was a black hole, so black in fact I was worried my friend had ulcers. I asked him if he shit doing a 180, he explained he tried to clean it by peeing it off the sides but he was too dehydrated.

  The smell was the worst part. It smelled like regret and pinky fingers after a kinky night. It was horrendous and made my skin crawl like bed bugs during mating season, or the knowledge that humans eat twelve spiders a year in their sleep. It smelled unnatural, like the toxic waste dumps that litter my childhood state of New Jersey. It smelled like he had eaten a polluted creek and looked like someone had pulled anal beads out of his ass by tying one end to a door and slamming it shut. The toilet bowl was like the sides of a food processor before it’s quite ground everything up.

  The toilet bowl was so horrendous I felt personally betrayed. He had thrown my trust out the window and offended the unoffendable. Because of him and only him I’ve wretched my stomach into human shit. I’ve seen too much human excrement for one sane person, but never in my life had I ever been so repulsed that I had to vomit on the spot. I purged everything I had eaten that day on top of that shit. The Pollock mixed with my own insides made me gag again until finally, I couldn’t hold my piss anymore. Vomiting on top of your friend’s poop doesn’t bring you closer. It makes you completely distant from all people. He may have lost a small portion of his lower intestines, but I lost a large portion of my soul. I froze, crouched over that toilet, with the realization that I was going to be a different person now.

  After I was done vomiting, he stood over me snickering for a minute. Then he walked back into his room. I plunged that toilet and afterward vomited into the sink too. Covered in piss and vomit, I cleaned up someone else’s shit and realized this is what fatherhood must feel like; it was worse than I could ever imagine. I cleaned up a German American’s barely-processed colon water and inhaled the sweet smell of death. I fixed everything in the plumbing but I’ve never been able to fix myself. Steve bought me a six-pack, but I had PTSD—Post Traumatic Sewage Drainage. Seeing what was in that bowl was like watching someone smear sand from Mars then throw corn in it. I will never forgive Steve for that day. I almost lost a friend and I’ll never forget it. Although I fought against it, Steve and I remained friends. You don’t forget the person who ruined you, and some day I plan on shitting in Steve’s house so painfully his kids have nightmares like I do.

  The moral of this story is simple: Learn to plunge a toilet. It’s a simple task to learn. No human being deserves to see someone’s shit in non-photo form, or while unprepared. A simple plunger and bucket of water could have stopped anti-German sentiment and someone from losing themselves in a torrid storm of poop. For $12.99 and some elbow grease, I could have saved my soul like a Southern Baptist church.


  CHAPTER 2

  CRYING IN COLLEGE

  It’s my toga party and I’ll cry if I want to.

  Real men have feelings . . . that they bottle up until they explode.

  [image: images]

  Crying: Not Just for White Girl Wasted Anymore

  If we can just for a moment be completely honest with ourselves . . . college is fucking terrifying. It’s this monster everyone talks about, both for being the foundation of your life and incurring huge debt. When you get there, you’re left alone, realizing you have little life experience and there are a whole lot of other people who have had different experiences and the school is throwing them together in a loose framework called “higher education.” I’m sorry, but higher education is when your roommate hits the bong too hard and makes an attempt at a serious discussion about politics, race, gender, or religion and you realize those topics shouldn’t be as taboo to speak about honestly. College is where you’re supposed to find yourself, when in actuality you just find yourself in situations you’re not equipped to handle with dignity. There are so many overwhelming life experiences to be had. So I propose a simple concept that I stood by throughout college: No matter who you are, you’re going to cry in college. It’s only okay if you do it around your friends, as long as they mercilessly make fun of you afterward.

  Reasons to cry. There are a million reasons to cry in college, not limited to the first time you see how expensive a bar tab is. This is the first time in your life you’re almost completely alone. Not having the support structure you did in high school can be incredibly intimidating and harsh. As one of the kids who didn’t have many friends in high school, I was finally able to appreciate it. Having no friends in high school gives you the free time to get good at what you want instead of trying to fit into what everyone else expects you to be. However, for anyone who did have a close group of friends, I can honestly say welcome to maturity. Yes, most people are just a phone call away, but that will never hold the same clout as having parents or teachers who can give you healthy and reliable guidance. In college you get a spank of the ass and a “Go get ’em slugger,” which isn’t enough for all the things you’ll be experiencing for the first time. A lot of things shape you as you become an adult, and having good friends in college is one of them. When you’re overwhelmed by the first time you’re cheated on, the first failing grade, getting put on housing probation, or just drinking too much, having a friend can be make or break. You may have never felt the range of emotions you’ll experience when you’re in the world trying to make it on your own.

  College is a time for change as well. No one goes to college expecting to lose their best friends, but so many people do. The crippling regret of losing someone you were close to in high school is enough to make any person cry. Those are the people that helped you deal with the early stages of living. High school friends help form your first opinions of the world. Nothing is worse than one of them not picking up the phone when you’re vulnerable, or rather, cutting you off completely because their new girlfriend Lindsay is a complete brat. We’d all like to think we’re being oversensitive, but fuck if it doesn’t hurt once you realize how different you all actually were.

  Missing your dog is also a completely acceptable reason to cry. In fact, the manliest reason to cry. Some people are unlucky enough to lose their dog in college and when it happens, the making fun of them rule doesn’t apply. A dog is your best friend, they lay in your lap when you’re down and their soft fur always has a soothing effect no matter how heartbroken you might be. Having a wonderful companion, always willing to mindlessly carry a tennis ball back and forth, cannot be valued enough when you need time to think. Living with roommates and no pet is enough to make anyone buy something as stupid as a bunny or turtle in the hope of filling a void.

  Having roommates is incredibly difficult. Everyone is a little bit different and having a roommate who idolizes Kanye West would make anyone with an IQ over one hundred tear their ears off. Trying to explain to someone how awful and arrogant that man-child is over and over again, while begging them not to play his music anymore, would bring a WWII vet to their knees. Yes they’ve been bombarded by Germans and seen friends die, but I’d rather that than constantly see Kanye West doing interviews, and be forced into talking about his new music videos. He’s not an incredibly talented artist. He’s a guy smart enough to have a good writing team (fuck you, publisher, for making me write this all on my own), and an eye for creating havoc and being unapologetic. Kanye West is just an avatar for what’s wrong in society. We’re all little children listening to what someone else told us to, and celebrating the personality flaws that make us unbearable assholes. I hear if you’re roommate dies you get straight As, so it’s killing two idiots with one stone if you don’t get caught.

  It doesn’t matter if you’re a guy who refers to women as “Slam Pigs,” a shaved-headed feminist marching in an anti-slut protest, or a person who’s questioning why they can’t stop staring at feet, college is a time when you really develop your sexual identity. These are confusing and scary times for anyone. You might have your first pregnancy scare, you might be with someone who is willing to visit a sex shop and talk about your needs. The fear of rejection and that you’re not normal is overwhelming. College was the first time I realized I had a thing for women with protruding hipbones, and the weird leather-wearing BDSM students sure made me feel like I was the weirdo. College is the time people who’ve never had sex are in the same environment as someone who has been tag teamed by football players. Don’t feel guilty about what you like, feel guilty that you accidentally told your mom what you did last night when you were hung over.

  Finally, and most importantly, college is an exceptionally weird time. You’re old enough to be taking care of your own basic adult responsibilities, but you still have to bring your dad when you buy a car so the dealer doesn’t fuck you over. It’s an awkward stage when a lot of people call you an adult but no one treats you like one. It’s so easy to get caught up in other people’s expectations of you when all you want to do is smoke weed and write books. This is a time when the weak get sorted from the strong. Those who decide to chase their dreams with fervor and tenacity instead of letting others dictate their lives will go through overwhelming hell in college, but be really successful adults. This is a time when you’re forced to develop a bullshit meter, which puts you in the incredibly awkward position of wondering who to trust.

  Other good reasons to cry include: a girl missing the toilet and puking on your shoes, missing the toilet and puking on a boy’s shoes, growing pains, your meth lab blew up in your parents’ house, an elevator that’s broken for the millionth time this week, your roommate catching you masturbating, suing YouTube to get the video of you masturbating down, your roommate being off their medication, getting stung by a bee, hangovers, hang overs (the kind where a person won’t leave the next morning), and exploding your dishware in the microwave when you were just trying to make Ramen.

  Why you cry with friends. This is your new, surrogate family. I repeat: this is your new, surrogate family. These are the people who live within a stone’s throw, and will forgive you for hitting them with a rock. Friendships made in college are formed with the most powerful emotion of all—shame. Shame brings people together, the more dirt everyone has on each other, the longer the friendships are going to last. Nothing makes people keep in contact better than realizing they haven’t talked to the person who knows about that one time they did that thing with the deli meat and a freshman.

  If you’re going to cry, do it around friends. If something happened that is so bad your eyes start to pee, it’s selfish to cry alone. Since they are your new family, and your old one got to watch you pee your bed from the age five to fifteen, your new one deserves the same opportunity. Really though, not only is your new family there to support you, they might be feeling the same thing. As a society we’re moving away from interpersonal communication and face-to-face contact. Enjoy having people around who care before you end up some angsty writer sitting alone in an apartment, realizing that just because you’re funny doesn’t mean people like you. In times of crisis, human contact is always better than texting. A hug from a friend is warm and soothing, your phone is colder than your girlfriend after she checks your phone without you.

  The very best reason to cry around other people is that it inconveniences them. You’re ruining an hour or so of someone’s life, and if you feel bad enough to cry, you feel bad enough to take joy out of petty things. No one really knows how to handle another human being having a complete break down. Take a smidgen of joy that yes, this is shameful and you feel awful, but now everyone feels as awkward and embarrassed as you do. Additionally, it’s a great excuse for roommates to share beers with you.

  Why we make fun afterward. They say if you’re not laughing, you’re crying. That’s an unfair statement because you could be cutting yourself, jumping off a bridge, eating your feelings, staring into a mirror talking to yourself, hiding in a closet, sleeping in a shopping cart in a common area, or a million other strange things sad people in college do. Laughing isn’t the best option, but it’s the easiest and most helpful. So after you get all your liquid emotions out of your eyes, it’s best if people mercilessly and relentlessly make fun of you.

  Humor is honesty. Most people can’t tell you how they really feel about your situation unless it also makes you laugh. Trying to get honesty out of people is harder than trying to figure out where a bath salts user lost his teeth. Most people aren’t comfortable enough to be honest with themselves, much less a friend who just spent time crying in front of them. Real opinions come out with a layer of sarcasm or satire, because it’s easier than saying, “I think you’re an idiot for crying over some guy name Trent, who gave you Molly and asked if he could finger you in his studio apartment. I know that was weird for you, Lou.” It’s hard to look at someone who is upset and explain to them that they’re completely insane. But, relentlessly torturing you about how stupid you are, in joke-form, helps to put a Band-Aid on the wound and remind you not to be that stupid again.

  Having people relentlessly make fun of you after a traumatic experience is polite. Let’s not forget they just lost a precious hour or so of their life for you. When they’re on their death bed and look back, remembering you eye sweating all over their shoulder, don’t make them regret it. Let them smile, remembering how they told your brother the story about you crying. Humor makes everyone feel better, so being made fun of is actually a great way of thanking everyone for helping you through a tough time.

  Humiliation is something everyone needs to get used to. While we’re a society driven by narcissism, selfies, and follower counts (follow me on Twitter and Instagram @BreadFoster), our egos are starting to get obnoxious. We’re turning into these weird adult-children hybrids that hold on to the reasons we’re douches and cheers to it. Ratchet started off as something awful, but now people have embraced it as something to be proud of. We’re ending up super-confident without the self-worth and hard work necessary to have something to be confident about. A great way to solve this is by making sure you get a healthy dose of humiliation as often as possible. It’s an awful feeling, but it’s a feeling everyone needs to remember exists. Sometimes you should feel bad about your actions because they were shitty and you were wrong. Humiliation teaches personal responsibility and helps you learn from your mistakes. Being made fun of and reminded of your mistakes in a way that makes everyone laugh helps cover the humiliation bit by bit while still reminding you that you were a douche bag.

  Humor is the best way to face problems because it makes everything more bearable. It’s almost unexplainable, but having your close friends busting each other’s balls about the darkest moments of their lives seems to make everything a little bit easier to live with. Sure, it cuts a little bit, but I’ve always though you should cut at the dark stuff so it can scab over and start healing. Life, it can be really shitty. It can beat the ever-loving shit out of you, then kick you while you’re down. Then as you get up and start walking, life will send a bunch of thirteen-year-olds to call you a faggot as you walk past them. Then life comes around a corner and pelts you with a ridiculous number of lemons and throws you into a volcano, and as you fall you stub your toe and get a million mosquito bites. Humor makes all of that seem a little bit easier to handle. Imagine how terrifying what I just said would be to actually live through. No one wants to die itchy. But when you get made fun of by friends, you develop a sense of humor about yourself and the world. It makes everything feel just a little more bearable.

  My First Night in 1A: Crying in College

  I went to Montclair State University for two reasons: a 3:1 girl-to-guy ratio and to run away from my hometown. In high school I was skinny, ugly, and frankly the most annoying person you could come across. I knew that every group had one person they kept around because they hated, and I always felt that was me. I was the kid who breathed at the wrong time and spoke down to people even though he was wrong. My mouth got me in fights and I had a wild streak no one understood. I acted without thought. One time, I broke into a construction site and painted an entire bulldozer purple. When the few friends I had asked why, I couldn’t comprehend the question. No one in my hometown went to Montclair State University, so it was my chance to change who I was and finally get some real friends.
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