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			Anatomy 
of a Crap

			Bowels are not exactly a polite subject for conversation, but they are certainly a common problem.…Please think of me again as the urologist’s daughter.…It may disgust you that I have brought it up at all, but who knows? Life has some problems which are basic for all of us—and about which we have a natural reticence.

			—Katharine Hepburn, The Making of the African Queen

			In the mid-1800s, in the Royal Borough of Chelsea, London, an industrious young English plumber named Thomas Crapper grabbed progress in his pipe wrench and with a number of sophisticated sanitation inventions leapfrogged ahead one hundred years. T. J. Crapper found himself challenged by problems we wrestle with yet today: water quality and water conservation. Faced with London’s diminishing reservoirs, drained almost dry by the valve leakage and “continuous flush systems” of early water closets, Crapper developed the water waste preventer—the very siphonic cistern with uphill flow and automatic shut-off found in modern toilet tanks. T. Crapper & Co Ld, Sanitary Engineers, Marlboro Works, Chelsea (as his name still appears on three manhole covers in Westminster Abbey) was also responsible for the laying of hundreds of miles of London’s connecting sewers—and none too soon. The River Thames carried such quantities of rotting turds that the effluvium had driven Parliament to convene in the early morning hours to avoid a vile off-river breeze.

			For the Victorian ladies who complained of the WC’s hissing and gurgling as giving away their elaborately disguised trips to the loo, Crapper installed the first silencers. Such pretenses as “pricking the plum pudding” or “picking the daisies” were foiled when a lady’s absence was accompanied by crashing waterfalls and echoing burbles. Among Mr. Crapper’s other claims to fame were his pear-shaped toilet seat (the forerunner of the gap-front seat), designed for men, and the posthumous addition to the English language of a vibrant new word: crapper!

			Clearly, T. J. Crapper was ahead of his day. Progress and time, nonetheless, are peculiar concepts. Some things in the universe—to name a few: pollution, the use of euphemisms, sneaking off to the bathroom to tinkle silently down the side of the bowl—seem to defy change, even from century to century. But there’s been one glaring reversal in regard to crap. Our twenty-first-century populace, well advanced beyond the novelties and quirks of the first indoor WCs, finds itself having to break entirely new ground, as it were, when relieving itself outdoors. Ironically, shitting in the woods successfully—that is, without adverse environmental, psychological, or physical consequences—might be deemed genuine progress today. Take Henry, for instance (a namesake, perhaps, or even a descendant of old King Henry VIII).

			All the stories you are about to read are true (for the most part), having been extracted from dear friends and voluble strangers on various occasions, sometimes following the ingestion of copious quantities of Jose Cuervo or Yukon Jack. Only the names have been changed to protect the incommodious.

			High on a dusty escarpment jutting skyward from camp, a man named Henry, having scrambled up there and squeezed in behind what appeared to be the ideal bush for camouflage, began lowering himself precariously into a deep knee bend. Far below, just out of their bedrolls, three fellow river runners violated the profound quiet of canyon’s first light by poking about the commissary, cracking eggs, snapping twigs, and sloshing out the coffee pot. Through the branches, our pretzel man on the hill observed the breakfast preparations while proceeding with his own morning mission. To the earth it finally fell, round and firm, this sturdy turd. With a bit more encouragement from gravity, it rolled slowly out from between Henry’s big boots, threaded its way through the spindly trunks of the “ideal” bush, and then, truly taking on a mind of its own, leaped into the air like a downhill skier out at the gate.

			You can see the dust trail of a fast-moving pickup mushrooming off a dirt road long after you’ve lost sight of the truck. Henry watched, wide-eyed and helpless, as a similar if smaller cloud billowed up defiantly below him, and the actual item became obscured from view. Zigging and zagging, it caromed off rough spots in the terrain. Madly it bumped and tumbled and dropped, as if making its run through a giant pinball machine. Gaining momentum, gathering its own little avalanche, round and down it spun like a buried back tire spraying up sand. All too fast it raced down the steep slope—until becoming locked in that deadly slow motion common to the fleeting seconds just preceding all imminent, unalterable disasters. With one last bounce, one final effort at heavenward orbit, this unruly goofball (followed by an arcing tail of debris) landed in a terminal thud and a rain of pebbly clatter not six inches from the bare foot of the woman measuring out coffee.

			With his dignity thus unraveled along sixty yards of descent, Henry in all likelihood might have come home from his first river trip firmly resolved to never again set foot past the end of the asphalt. Of course, left to his own devices and with any determination at all unless he was a total fumble-bum, Henry would have learned how to shit in the woods. Eventually. The refining of his skills by trial and error and the acquiring of grace, poise, and self-confidence—not to mention muscle development and balance—would probably have taken him about as long as it did me: years.

			I don’t think Henry would mind our taking a closer look at his calamity. Henry can teach us a lot, and not all by poor example. Indeed, he started out on the right track by getting far enough away from camp to ensure his privacy. Straight up just wasn’t the best choice of direction. Next, he chose a location with a view, although whether he took time to appreciate it is unknown. Usually I recommend a wide-reaching view, a landscape rolling away to distant mountain peaks and broad expanses of wild sky. But a close-in setting near a lichen-covered rock, a single wildflower, or even dried-up weeds and monotonous talus, when quietly studied, can offer inspiration of a different brand.

			The more time you spend in the wild, the easier it will be to reconnoiter an inspiring view. A friend of mine calls her morning exercise the Advanced Wilderness Appreciation Walk. As she strides along an irrigation canal practically devoid of vegetation, but overgrown with crumpled beer cans, has-been appliances, and rusted auto parts, she finds the morning’s joy in the colors of the sunrise and the backlighting of a lone thistle.

			Essential for the outdoor neophyte is a breathtaking view. Such opportunities for glorious moments alone in the presence of grandeur should be soaked up. They are soul-replenishing and mind-expanding. The ideal occasion for communing with nature is while you’re peacefully sitting still—yes, shitting in the woods. The rest of the day, unless you’re trekking solo, can quickly become cluttered with social or organizational distractions.

			But back to Henry, whose only major mistake was failing to dig a hole. It’s something to think about: a small hole preventing the complete destruction of an ego. A proper hole is of great importance, not only in averting disasters such as Henry’s, but also in preventing the spread of
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			Afterword

			We need to foster a bosom friendship with land and water and air. I did not once write the word wilderness in these pages without some cringing and self-evaluation, and remembering the telling words of Chief Luther Standing Bear of the Oglala Sioux:

			We did not think of the great open plains, the beautiful rolling hills, and winding streams with tangled growth, as “wild.” Only to the white man was nature a “wilderness” and only to him was the land “infested” with “wild” animals and “savage” people. To us it was tame. Earth was bountiful and we were surrounded with the blessings of the Great Mystery. Not until the hairy man from the east came and with brutal frenzy heaped injustices upon us and the families we loved was it “wild” for us. When the very animals of the forest began fleeing from his approach, then it was that for us the “Wild West” began.

			[image: ]

			For this fourth edition, in these times of planetary crisis, I offer the prayerful words of Art Solomon, an Anishinaabe Elder, from his poem “Grandfather Story”:

			Grandfather, 
Look at our brokenness….

			Teach us love, compassion, and honour 
That we may heal the earth 
And heal each other.

		

	
		
			Definition of Shit

			1shit \’shĭt\ vb shit also shat \’shăt\; shit-ting/-s [alter. (Influenced by 2shit and the past and past part. forms) of earlier shite, fr. ME shiten, fr. OE scītan; akin to MLG & MD schiīten to defecate, OHG scīzan, MHG schīzan, ON skīta to defecate, OE scēadon to divide or separate—more at SHED] vi 1 a: to defecate b: used figuratively to express embarrassment <I thought I’d ~ when I had to pee and there wasn’t any place to hide.> c: also figuratively to express fear <I just about ~ when I stepped off the ski lift and viewed the hill from above.> ~ vt 1: to defecate something <~ watery stools> 2: to fool, to mislead, to put on <You wouldn’t ~ me about using pinecones for t.p., would you?>.

			shit 2x4s; usually preceded by eat sawdust and ~ 1: to overwork someone 2: to work full-hearted, or like a demon 3: also indicating someone who’s extremely accomplished <Watch her drive those nails! She can eat sawdust and ~ !>.

			shit bricks; 1: to worry in the extreme 2: to be terrified.

			shit can; 1: to throw away 2: to ban 3: to fire or dismiss.

			shit fruit salad (also: shit nickels, shit ice cream); said of a prima donna <She’s so special, she must ~.>.

			shit hammer; to assemble by brute force without much thinking.

			shit in the woods; 1: rhetorical reply to a statement of the obvious when preceded by Does a bear ~. 2: a superb outdoor guide when preceded by How to ~.

			shit on; 1: to ruin, to muck up. 2: to treat unfairly; often by being extremely rude or unkind or harsh.

			shit oneself; 1: to defile oneself with excrement. 2: to deceive oneself <He’s ~ing himself about hiking thirty miles before lunch.>.

			shit reverse; to unshit a situation and make it good again.

			shit the bed; 1 a: to foul your nest b: to stupidly mess up your own good situation. 2: to die.

			2shit \’shĭt\ n –s [fr. (assumed) ME, fr. OE scite (attested only in place names); akin to MD schit, schitte excrement, OE scītan to defecate] 1 a: excrement, feces, poop b: a case of diarrhea, used in plural and preceded by the; also a dreary or rotten situation <Camping in this cold, damp cave with ghosts is the ~.> 2 a: garbage; junk <Never leave ~ in the woods.> b: unorganized or unrelated articles, stuff 3: lies, nonsense, exaggeration <a bunch of ~> 4: something of little value <not worth a ~> 5: nothing, usually in negative construction <We didn’t know ~ about poop-packing.> 6: an exclamation (emphatic form) of annoyance, pronounced \shē-’it\<Well, ~ ! I peed my pants.>.

			a shit; derogatory term indicating a person with mean or bad behavior <She leaves her dog’s poop in the middle of the trail. What a ~ !>.

			bad shit; a consumable of piss-poor quality; gen. refers to street drugs.

			big shit; someone with an overinflated sense of self-importance.

			blow (a person’s) shit away; 1: to kill 2: figuratively, to astound.

			built like a brick shit house; to be solidly or massively built.

			bullshit; 1 a: lies b: nonsense 2: trash; useless junk 3: name of a group word game 4 a: an interjection of fierce disagreement b: angry retort.

			chickenshit; 1: a coward 2: petty behavior. ~adj. cowardly <What a ~ idiot, leaving behind a Wag Bag.>.

			crock of shit; something false or deceptive <Campaign promises are a ~.>.

			dipshit; an idiot, nerd.

			dish out shit; 1: to deliver reprimands or punishment.

			doesn’t know shit from Shinola; can’t tell the difference between excrement and brown shoe polish.

			dogshit; 1: low-down, dirty, trashed-out 2: interjection expressing hot disapproval.

			Don’t give me that shit!; 1: shut up 2: don’t kid me.

			dumbshit; a pathetic incompetent.

			eat shit; 1: to lose a game by a large margin 2: to get a very raw deal 3: to withstand verbal insults, even physical abuse 4: to humble oneself 5: an angry exclamation, meaning get lost, or drop dead.

			get your shit together; 1: undergo great personal growth; to become organized or focused 2: admonition to hurry up.

			good shit; a product of excellent quality or flavor; gen. a reference to street drugs.

			Holy shit!; exclamation of surprise, discovery, realization, or fear.

			horseshit; 1: lies, double-talk 2: interjection of vehement disagreement.

			hot shit; 1: a class act; freq. used sarcastically <Just because she rowed her dinghy through a hurricane, she thinks she’s ~.> 2: a popular item.

			jack shit; a negative value; to do ~ is to do less than nothing.

			know your shit; to be an expert in your field.

			little shit; 1: person of small stature 2: term of endearment for someone who is looked upon as a sweet rascal.

			Mickey Mouse bullshit; annoying or unimportant issues.

			No shit!; 1: an exclamation ranging from high excitement to surprise; often similar to Really? 2: an expression of sarcasm in response to something already known 3: an exclamation of hearty agreement.

			Oh, shit!; 1: when pronounced \ō ‘shĭt\ an exclamation of surprise or disgust; a warning of impending doom; also can mean Whoops!; 2: when pronounced \ō ‘shē-it\ indicates great pain or embarrassment, or a colossal disaster; 3: when pronounced \aw shĭt\ expresses regret or sympathy or shyness.

			old shit; things or ideas that have become outmoded; behavior patterns that no longer work; old baggage or agendas.

			piece of shit; 1: cheaply constructed article 2: bad or worthless person.

			scare the living shit out of; terrorize.

			shitcan; toilet; honey bucket; garbage can.

			shit happens; expresses the sentiment “the best-laid plans often go awry”; often seen on bumper stickers.

			shit hits the fan; 1: violent or unpleasant situation, often in reference to reprimands coming down from authority figures 2: major organizational shake-up.

			Shit, man!; pronounced \sheet män\ 1: generic expression for surprise, disgust, or anger 2: expression of delight, pleasure, appreciation, or astonishment.

			shit on a brick; exclamation of great disgust <Well, ~>.

			shit on a shingle; institutional serving of creamed chipped beef on toast.

			shit on wheels; 1: someone who gets a lot done 2: a holy terror 3: a braggart who nevertheless carries it off.

			shit or get off the pot; quit wasting time or stalling; make a decision.

			shit out of luck; having ill fortune.

			shoot the shit; to engage in friendly conversation; as in the title of Kathleen’s blog, “Shooting the Shit.”

			stay out of my shit; admonition to mind your own business; to

			stop meddling.

			sure as shit; a very definite and sometimes predictable occurrence; true to form.

			take a shit; to defecate.

			take shit; to accept abuse or ridicule.

			tough shit; 1: expression indicating bad luck, similar to Too bad! or That’s the way the cookie crumbles! 2: angry retort, stronger than So what!

			up shit creek; in a bad situation <~ without a paddle>.

			shitaree \’shĭt-a-’rē\ n. a toilet, portable potty, something one shits into.

			shit-ass n. a reprehensible individual.

			shit-bird n. a mild, sometimes half-affectionate name for a scoundrel.

			shit-brain n. an idiot.

			shit burgers interj. mild exclamation of dismay or disappointment.

			shit disturber n. an instigator.

			shit-eating; adj. used with grin; a smile of overt satisfaction.

			shit-faced adj. drunk or otherwise intoxicated.

			shit-fire n. 1: a mean, nasty person; a bully 2: a bold, often sexually hot, expert at something.

			shit-fit n. a temper tantrum; a violent tizzy.

			shit-head n. halfway between a shit-ass and a shit-bird.

			shit-hole n. 1 a: a toilet b: the hole in the privy board; often used figuratively <Inventing real biodegradable bags for packing-it-out would not be throwing money down the ~> 2: the anus 3: an undesirable place. ~adj. (spelled shithole) rotten, despicable <He’s a ~ hunter, shooting that deer from his truck window.>.

			shit-house n. 1: bathroom or outhouse; 2: indicating someone in disrepute <Oh boy, she’s in the ~ now.>.

			shit-house poet n. 1 a: anyone who scribbles graffiti on restroom walls b: a lousy poet.

			shitless adj. state of extreme fear <scared ~>.

			shit list n. a figurative list for persons held in rotten esteem <Whoever forgot the toilet paper is definitely on the ~.>.

			shit load n. 1: big, huge, behemoth 2: reference to something deceitful <What a ~ of crap!>.

			shit-put n. the act of jumping in saltwater for an overboard defecation from a sea kayak; also called an aqua dump.

			shit shark n. person who operates a honey wagon.

			shit storm n. 1: fiery response, as in emotional eruption 2: an actual barrage of weaponry or extreme weather.

			shitter \shĭtər\ n. 1 a: outhouse; toilet; bathroom; restroom b: used with time; a place to think things out; discipline in a drug rehab program.

			shitty \’shĭt-ē\ adj. shit-ti-er, -est 1: inept 2: inferior quality, cheap, bad, or ugly <These are ~ hiking boots.> 3: denotes a state of being that is somehow dreadful, sometimes as a result of agonizing pain or guilt <My pee ran right into that little mole’s hole and now I’m feeling ~.>.

		

	
OEBPS/images/003_Meye_9781984857132_art_r1.jpg
BT 6 kel R







OEBPS/images/4.jpg










OEBPS/9781984857149_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Epigraph


						Foreword by Bill McKibben


						Preface


						Author’s Note


						Chapter 1: Anatomy of a Crap


						Chapter 2: Digging the Hole
					
								The Great Giardia Debate


								Let’s Go Digging


								Ocean Disposal


					


			


						Chapter 3: When You Can’t Dig a Hole
					
								The Evolution of Packing-It-Out


								Choosing a Portable Toilet—Points to Ponder


								Washable, Reusable Carry-Out Toilet Systems


								Do-It-Yourself Soil Can


								Rentals


					


			


						Chapter 4: Plight of the Solo Poop-Packer
					
								Solo Poop-Packer Systems


								Do-It-Yourself, Etc.


								The Much-Needed Demise of Frosting


					


			


						Chapter 5: Trekker’s Trots
					
								Enteric Pathogens


								Staying Hydrated


					


			


						Chapter 6: For Women Only: How Not to Pee in Your Boots
					
								To Sit or to Squat


								Navigating Menstruation in the Wild


								The Divine Revolution of FUDs


					


			


						Chapter 7: What? No T.P.? Or Doing Without
					
								Leaves, Stones, Pinecones, and All


								The Water Wipe


					


			


						Dedication


						Acknowledgments


						Afterword


						Definition of Shit


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Start


						Table of Contents


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						i


						ii


						iv


						v


						vi


						vii


						viii


						ix


						x


						xi


						xii


						xiii


						xiv


						xv


						xvi


						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						iii


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


			


		
	



OEBPS/images/9781984857149_cover.jpg
foreword by

Bill McKibben

An Environmentally
Sound Approach
to a Lost Art

Kathleen Meyer







