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Personal Statement
Anecdote from the essay “Of Rooming”	
	They said that he was a drunk.  They said that he was an idiot.  They said that he was a just a drunken Irish Idiot.  And they were Irish boys who drank a lot.   They drank until they passed out everywhere.  They were Biff, Fergus, and John, and they loved to drink.  They drank almost every night that summer.  But Bobby drank more than they drank.
	The first time I met Bobby was at a party at Rob's house.  Rob was the general manager at Fulton Street Cafe.  I hadn't worked as a waiter there  in a year and was just about to start again.  We were all drunk.  Biff was playing the angry European student.
	Suddenly there was a big commotion.  People were laughing.  Rob was laughing the loudest.  He couldn’t believe that Bobby had peed in his bed.  Rob cleaned up Bobby and the bed.  Then Rob gave Bobby some clothes.  The second time Bobby peed in his bed, Rob wanted to kill him.
	Bobby's three roommates had grown dislike him.  Biff, John, and Fergus had horror stories about Bobby’s drinking habit.  They had all come over from Ireland together.  Bobby got them evicted from their first apartment and was making life unbearable in their second.
	Biff and John suddenly had to go back to Ireland, so Fergus and Bobby needed a roommate.  They asked me if I wanted to move in with them.  I was apprehensive because I knew Bobby had a drinking problem, but I needed a place.  I told them that I would think about it.
	Besides the fact that I needed a place, the selling point was Fergus.  Fergus was a good friend.  He was a pacifist, against all violence.  But get him near a pool table, and he'd change.  This was very rare because he didn't like to play much anymore.
	I was still contemplating my decision when I found myself in a bar with Bobby.  We were at the Edge, West 3rd Street between 1st Avenue and Avenue A, right next to the New York chapter of the Hell's Angels.
	It was getting late; I wanted to go.  Bobby was at the bar.  I told him that we should go, but he didn’t answer me.  I finally got his attention and told him that we should leave.  He was very drunk.  He ordered another drink.  The Bartender poured him a powerful drink.  I pulled him out of the bar.  Bobby burped. 
	It was cold night.  Bobby had to go to the bathroom.  He went to urinate against the building.  I told him that he was an idiot and that he better not urinate there because we were near the Hell’s Angel’s clubhouse.  He mumbled incoherently and didn’t seem to hear me.  I told him again.  He cursed and told me that he would beat up all the Hell’s Angels.  He said that I had never seen him mad.  I told him that he was a fool and that he’d better stop.  However, I heard him start to pee.
	Two Hell’s Angels came over to us while Bobby was urinating.  I went away.  They cursed him out and asked what he thought he was doing.  Bobby told them that he was drunk.  One of them cursed at Bobby and then hit him twice.  He told Bobby not to pee there again.  Bobby looked like he was mad at the biker.  The Biker asked Bobby if Bobby planned to hit him.  Then he pushed Bobby.  At this point, Bobby sounded scared when he told the bikers that he was drunk and that he was sorry.
	I knew I had to do something, so I walked over to the bikers.   One came toward me.  I was afraid.  I told them that we were sorry and that Bobby was really drunk.  They let him go.  As we were leaving, Bobby quickly became less and less sober.  Suddenly he started cursing the bikers, calling them fat, and asking me if I saw what they did to him.  He asked me loudly who the bikers thought the were.  He yelled that he would beat them up!  The bikers heard because we weren't far enough away yet!
	I somehow got Bobby around the corner.  He asked me if I would wait for him while he beat up the bikers.  I told him that I would not.  He told me that he was strong.  I told him that he was an idiot.
	Although I moved in with the Irish boys because I needed a place so badly, I learned never to go drinking with an alcoholic crazy person!

