Excerpts from the Journal of a Horny Lonely College Student
by Benjamin Schwartz

I don’t particularly want to die. In fact, I really hope I live a long, fruitful life. So why am I writing my will? I pondered this question while staring out my window and trying to figure out whom I should give my collection of Playboys to.

“Hey, bud, whatcha up to?”

“Not much, just writing my will.”

“Your will? Chris, do we need to get you some help?” My friend Vince stepped into my cluttered dorm room.

“I was just thinking, what happens when I die? I could slip down some icy stairs or be hit by a car just walking around campus. What’ll happen to my stuff?”
“Your parents will take care of it all, man.”

“Do I really want my parents to have those?” I nodded towards an economy-sized box of condoms on a shelf.

“Have you even used any of those yet?”

“Don’t go there, Vince.” Before leaving for college, I had joked with my friends that I would have to get a job just to afford my enormous condom expenses. I wondered if any of them were having better luck than me.
“Seriously, you’re so worried about your death that you’re forgetting to live. Have you looked outside? Its fifty-five degrees, crystal clear skies. C’mon out and play some Ultimate with us.” He waited just a beat before upping the ante; “Erica’s gonna be there,” he said in an annoying sing-songy tone that would have been more appropriate for a fifth-grader.

“Not today.”
In the hall, a blonde girl in a short skirt caught his eye. “Suit yourself,” he said. “Hey babe, do like Frisbee? Oh, really…” his voice fading as he traveled down the corridor. Vince got more tail than you could imagine. His room was next door to mine and the bed banging against the wall almost every night drove me mad. He appreciated the female figure, I guess, so maybe he’d want the porn. “Vincent Coddington – Vintage Gentleman’s Magazines,” I wrote.

I decided that I should leave something to my parents for symbolic reasons and it didn’t take long to figure out what. “My Parents – Psychology Textbook, Especially Pages 362-363 (See journal entry 02.07.2006C).”  
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My parents had made me one messed up dude and I wanted them to know it—but not until after I was gone. I scanned my will one more time before saving it to a CD, which I labeled “In Case of Death” in large black bubble letters. I also decorated it with colored Sharpies; flames on the bottom, angels on the top.
Maybe Vince was right and I should get out more. But I still didn’t want to play Ultimate if Erica was going to be there. I really liked her and I didn’t want to make an ass out of myself in front of her. I wanted to be better prepared and more experienced before I asked her out.

I looked out my window to the field where they had just finished picking teams. Before I knew it, I had committed a whole two pages to Erica’s skill and style with a Frisbee. She was a pretty decent player, but what I found most attractive was her gracefulness. Her tan, slender thighs and exquisite buttocks captivated me as she rushed down the field. When she jumped to grab the Frisbee her lovely breasts bounced, her wonderful arms reached out and snagged the disc, and her long blond hair waved in the breeze.

I obsessed over Erica every waking minute, and most of the sleeping ones as well; I watched her from afar and poured over her profiles on Facebook, MySpace, and Friendster; I was convinced that she was right for me. But, I didn’t want our relationship to end up like all my other ones; I started this journal ten months ago, after my first date ever crashed and burned.
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Since then, I’d asked fifteen girls out, had eight first dates, three second dates, no third dates, and no sex. It was a dismal track record for a guy who just wanted to feel loved. And have sex. Lots and lots of sex. But not one night stands; meaningful, loving sex. I told Vince that once and he said that college kids “don’t want meaningful relationships.” Well, I was different and I convinced myself that Erica was, too.
I also started to write everything in my journal. I probably spend more time writing about and analyzing—make that over analyzing—things than I do actually experiencing them. I average 2-3 pages a day of stories, photos, and musings from my life. I’m on the third volume of my journal; at about page 150, the files start taking too long to open on my computer, so I start new ones. Soon I’ll have to start a fourth volume. I considered this fact for a moment and resolved to get out more, just as soon as I recorded that resolution.

◄►

“We’re goin’ to B-Dub’s for five dollar pitchers, you in?” Benchwarmer’s—BW’s for short—was a local sports bar where the beer was cheap and… well, the beer was cheap. I wanted to say no, but I remembered my resolution.
“Is Erica gonna be there?” If she was going, I wasn’t. I’m a very loving drunk and I would have doomed myself for sure.
“Nope, guy’s night out”

“Alright,” I begrudgingly replied. “I’m in.”
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I’m eighteen now and my not-exactly-legal ID says I’m twenty-two. It would be a shame to let it go to waste, so Vince and Alex—my legal-drinking-age alter-ego—went to join some people I probably didn’t know, and probably didn’t want to know, at a bar I probably wouldn’t like for some cheap beer I knew I couldn’t hold down.
It turns out that I’d been missing out on some great times. I met a couple dozen of Vince’s friends whose names I don’t remember and drunkenly told a handful how much I loved them—in a brotherly way, of course. It was a blast.
◄►


I groaned and rolled over to face Vince, the plastic disc which had just woken me from my drunken slumber clattering to the floor. Vince sat in my chair and put his feet up on my desk. “Have a good time last night?”


 I looked around, trying to remember how I’d gotten back to my room. “Ugh, don’t ever let me drink so much again.”


“After a couple beers, you’re a hoot, you know that? After six or seven, you just become disgusting, though. ‘I love you man, I love you,’” he mocked. “Anyways, I’m trying to get a game going,” he said as he took his feet off the table and reached down to grab his Frisbee, which he pointed at me, “and you’re playing.”


“How do you have the energy? You had way more than me last night. Besides, I’m sure you’re going to go ask Erica next and you know how I feel about that.”


Vince sighed. “Listen, dude, you have to stop being so friggin’ petrified of this girl. I think you need to command your body to grow some balls and ask her out already.”


“Have patience, I’m waiting for the right time. Meanwhile, I’m trying not to make an ass out of myself. If I do, I might just die of embarrassment and you’d have to execute my will.”


“It might be too late,” he said.


“What do you mean?”


“Uh, nothing, man, don’t worry about it.” He left quickly. I wondered what he meant by that, but my brain had apparently lost too many cells the night before for me to think. I tried in vain to go back to sleep, but eventually decided to get up and get some food in my stomach. I looked out my window and saw Vince tossing the Frisbee with some guy I recognized from my Spanish class. I thought about joining them, but my body didn’t think it was a good idea. I put on a ball cap and made a quick stop at the restroom on my way to the dining hall.
◄►


My tray piled high, I took a seat in a quiet corner of the room. Halfway through devouring a perfect golden-brown Belgian waffle, Erica sat down across from me.

“Who do I look like?” she asked.


I was caught way off guard and didn’t understand what she meant, and I started to say as much, until I realized my mouth was full. I reached for a glass of chocolate milk to wash it down. Before I finished, a very loud person across the room caught our attention; it was Vince just coming in from his game and goofing around as usual.

“I don’t know how he has that much energy after a night like that,” Erica said.


“Yeah, he really ha—wait, how do you know?” I tensed up. What did she mean? It clicked. The bed banging against the wall last night was particularly strong. It would also explain Vince’s cryptic comment this morning.


“Well, last night—“


“Wait,” I cut her off. “I don’t really want to hear what you and Vince did last night,” I felt like I might burst into tears. How could he do this to me?


“What? I meant about what happened at the bar,” she said.

“Did you two sleep together?”


She burst out laughing. “Me and Vince? Honestly Chris, what type of girl do you think I am?”


I could have given that question a long, flattering response, but that would have been more appropriate for a bad chick flick. Instead, I rubbed my face and looked back up at her.


“Don’t you remember? I guess you might not. I was a little late; by the time I’d gotten there, you’d had quite a few. You kept on telling me I looked just like this girl you had a crush on.”


I was mortified. “Oh, well, um… I didn’t really expect you to be there.”


“Yeah, I know. Vince told me to stop by ‘randomly’ at around eleven, after you’d had a couple of beers. But my roommate’s cat died and she wouldn’t let me leave until we had a whole memorial service and everything. She got very depressed and I just couldn’t leave her by herself. Eventually, she fell asleep, but it was midnight already. You were wasted. So who’s this girl you have a crush on?”

“Uh, nobody, really.”

“Someone from back home?”


“Yeah, sure,” I felt sick, my hands were trembling, I wanted to get away. “I’m sorry, I have to go.” I left my tray and darted away.
◄►


Returning from class that afternoon, I found Vince lounging in my room. “You’re a fucking asshole, you know that?” I said, tossing my backpack in the corner and taking a seat on the bed.

“And you’re a little twit, you know that? This is the worst-drawn angel I’ve ever seen, look at this fucking thing!”

“What happened to ‘guy’s-night-out’, huh? You let me make an ass out of myself in front of—”


“Me?” Erica had appeared in the doorway.


Vince stood and faced her. “You asked me what this kid does in here all day, here, see for yourself,” he handed her the CD. He turned towards me and winked as he said “Take care, kid-o,” and then left. I was pissed at him, but I couldn’t really do anything about it right then.

“Nice angels… any chance I could see what’s on here?” She stepped in to the room.

“No way,” I took the disk back and tossed it on my desk. She looked disappointed, so I tried to change the subject, “Vince is such an asshole.”

“Yeah, he can be, but his intentions are pretty good. He’s managed to convince me to stay single all this time while he tries to get you to ask me out.”


“How’d he do that?” my voice cracked as I said it. She’d been holding out for me? I couldn’t believe it. My heart raced and I suddenly became very conscious of myself.


“Well, uh, he kept sending me stuff about you.” She saw my confused expression and continued, “Well, actually, by you. You write a lot of cute stuff in your journal,” she said, matter-of-factly.
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“What a motherfucker. That stuff is private, it says so on the header of every page.” I was no longer self-conscious; instead, anger possessed me. “He knew better than to send it and you shouldn’t have read it.” Erica began to apologize, but I didn’t bother to pay attention; I stood and walked to the door, where I motioned for her to leave. She stopped talking mid-sentence. As she shuffled through the door, she looked at me with big apologetic eyes. I had never seen her hazel irises this close up before, they were stunning; time seemed to slow as they captivated me. Her eyes darted away. I reached out and caught her arm, “Give me a minute, okay?” She nodded.
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02.07.2006C, Tuesday 1520 – Another Personal Psychoanalysis


	I started analyzing myself during Psych again. The class has really allowed me to figure out why I am the way I am. Now, I just need to figure out what I can do about it. Anyway, we were talking about styles of attachment. I am a Type II, Anxious Attachment; I’m insecure and I long for someone to create an intense intimacy with. I think this desire makes me impatient, which is why I always move too quickly and am overbearing with girls. In short, women didn’t understand me; I scare them off (and who can blame them?) which in turn makes me feel worthless and even more insecure.





05.16.2005, Monday 2100 – First Date


	I SUCK!!! I’m such a FUCKING loser! I had a date tonight. It was with Sara, she sits a couple rows over from me in Trig. She lingered in the hall after class Friday afternoon and asked me out. She laughed when my voice cracked while accepting. I took out my Palm Pilot and looked for the first available time. I told her I’d pick her up at six Monday night. What’s wrong with me? Who has a date at 6pm? And on a Monday! No wonder she looked confused as I walked away!


This afternoon, I put on my nice shirt. There was a big stain from the mustard at my cousin’s wedding last year, but I hoped she wouldn’t notice. I borrowed my grandmother’s station wagon (lots of room in the back). The first thing she said when I picked her up was “What’s that smell?” I didn’t smell anything except for my cologne. We went to see the new Star Trek film and she sneezed the whole time. When I asked her if she was sick, she said “Uh… yeah, I guess so,” which I thought was weird. The movie was great, but she didn’t like it. When I pulled up to her house, I leaned over for a kiss, but she just got out of the car. I felt so stupid.


When I got home, my mother said “You smell like a perfume factory.” I felt like jumping off a bridge. How can I face her tomorrow? I’ll probably be the laughingstock of the school.





05.25.2005, Wednesday 1330 – Fake ID


I suppose I should start with a bit of background: Because I go to a magnet school, I don’t live near most of my friends, so I hang out with some of the guys in my neighborhood a lot. They’re older than me and they treat me like a little brother, which is cool by me. So when my mother suggested I get a fake ID, I asked them first. One of them who looked kinda like me had just turned twenty one and his license expired, so he gave it to me as a present on my seventeenth birthday. I knew I didn’t look twenty one at all, but neither did he; the two of us were always carded going into R-rated movies.


To celebrate, my mother took me out for a drink. That was a little bit weird. It came up that she thought the legal drinking age was still eighteen. She was shocked when I told her it wasn’t, but she let me keep the ID anyways.


Recently, I’ve been walking to Hooters for lunch. I get a grilled cheese with tomato and a Bud Light. Usually I just have one beer, but today I tried to order a refill and was denied. It went something like this:


“Can I get another Bud Light?”


“No.”


“Why not? I’ll take another brand if you’re out or something.”


“No,” the waitress leaned in a whispered, “you’re only fifteen.” Fifteen!?! Where did that come from? I know I look young for my age, but not that young.


“I’m 21, you saw my ID. Here, see?”


“That’s not you.”


“Of course it is. Why do you think I’m only fifteen?”


	Well, she wouldn’t tell me or serve me, so I paid and left. I found out later that Tiffany, one of the waitresses who had graduated from my high school last year, was in a bad mood because she had an argument with her roommate and so she ratted me out.


That wasn’t the first time I’d had some trouble with the ID. Once, I went to a club with my friends from the neighborhood. The bouncer didn’t believe the ID was mine, either, so he took it away and let me into the club (it was 18+). Later, on my way out of the club, he gave it back to me.





10.15.2005B, Saturday 1700 – Cute


	I asked a girl out today. She was in a coffee shop on campus and I decided to go for it. She turned to her friend and said “Aww, isn’t that cute?” Not cute as in good looking, cute like adorable little baby. I look a bit young for my age, that’s clear, but I’m certainly not a baby and it really pissed me off. I don’t want to be associated with ‘cute’ to any extent; I hate ‘cute’.





05.22.2006, Wednesday 1030 – Long Time, No Write


	Wow, I have so much I haven’t recorded recently. The past few weeks have been great, Erica and I get along really well, but we’ve been so busy together that I haven’t had much time for journaling. I guess I don’t have to write every little detail down, just enough to recall the awesome memories. Our first date was at… 
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