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First (2)

I came to this idea of  bathroom graffiti when I remembered how one of  
my best friends made it his hobby to tag up (or write on) bathroom stalls 
throughout grade school. Anything from rough sketches of  demented Joker 
faces to gang signs to funny phrases like the classic verse that starts, “Here I 
sit broken-hearted . . . ” I bet you can fill in the rest. Although I’ve never felt 
the overpowering urge to tag a bathroom stall, I found this particular genre 
of  writing interesting and amusing. So I figured I might as well give bathroom 
graffiti a good ol’ fashioned try and see what I could find.

For writing research, I knew the best thing I could do was gather primary 
sources, which in this case meant I had to visit a lot of  toilets. I knew that 
anywhere large numbers of  people gather, such as college campuses, there 
are never any shortages of  restrooms. Fortunately, I had plenty of  previous 
experience with the unique smells and sights of  your typical bathroom, being 
that I worked as a member of  the “Grounds and Pool Crew”—a deceitful 
euphemism for the oh-so-coveted title of  janitor—at a waterpark for a summer. 
So I was mentally prepared for the potentially shitty task ahead. I hate to admit 

Copyright © 2015 by Cody Parish

“the shit house poet strikes again”(1): 
Trials and Revelations of Bathroom Graffiti Writing Research

Cody Parish

Just as often as we enter restrooms, we likely encounter graffiti scrawled 
on bathroom stalls or in the space between the tiles of the wall. This article 
explores bathroom graffiti, interrogating first the campus restroom spaces 
where the tags can be found and then the tags themselves. From his 
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room graffiti, its representation and reception, and its overarching purpose.
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that I basically just started checking out bathroom stalls at this point, but that’s 
what happened. I had a pen and notepad to write down my observations and 
my cell phone to snap pictures, but I didn’t have many preconceived notions 
about where I wanted this writing research to go. I knew that I wanted to stick to 
bathroom graffiti in spaces occupied mostly by college students, but that was it.

During my first stroll around Illinois State University’s restrooms, I 
quickly encountered a big issue in my search—every stall in Stevenson Hall 
was wiped clean of  graffiti. Worse, I had the distinct feeling in my gut—no, 
not that feeling—that every stall across campus had gotten a do-over with a 
fresh coat of  paint during the summer. To confirm my suspicion, I checked out 
several men’s restrooms in Bone Student Center and Milner Library. Wouldn’t 
you know it? All the stalls looked exactly the same: spotless. Suffice it to say I 
was taken aback. I was sure that those stalls would be full of  restless students’ 
scribbles and drawings. Nope! It seemed that I had chosen the worst project to 
undertake during a campus-wide fight against bathroom vandalism. Well shit. 
I didn’t know whether I should press forward with my investigation or flush the 
idea down the toilet. All doubts left my mind, however, when I remembered 
the poignant words of  my fellow Texan, Dale Gribble, “Hell, I ain’t no quitter. 
I’ve been smokin’ for thirty years” (“Torch Song Hillogy”)! It was settled.

Figure 1: Sketch of  “dude” smoking. (3)
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My spirits rose as I started rationalizing the situation in my head. 
Repainting bathroom stalls had to be an annual summer pastime. Now that it 
was over, tags would pop up in no time. No sweat. Plus, I hadn’t even visited a 
tenth of  the stalls around campus. Yes, all the stalls had probably been wiped, 
but I had faith in the devious nature of  ISU’s student population to provide 
me with quality data for my research. And I wasn’t proven wrong.

I revisited Bone a few days after my first failed search and was excited 
to discover an out-of-the-way men’s bathroom in the far corner of  the third 
floor. Not only did the reclusive location of  this bathroom surprise me, but its 
urinal/stall ratio of  five to one was also way out of  whack. My spirits weren’t 
high as I opened the lone stall door. Yet for the second time that night, I was 
pleasantly surprised. On the light blue wall at the right side of  the enclosure, 
I read the following message:

 you Found
 the Secret
 Bathroom
 Congrats! (4)

Wow, how refreshing! I felt accomplished in a simple way. I had found 
some graffiti and an apparently hidden bathroom. Pats all around! And then, 
below that was written:

 enjoy your private poop, 
 you’ve earned it. (5)

Hell, yeah! Thanks, I would, if  only I came here for that reason. I 
happily noted these two samples and a couple others on my notepad and then 
made my exit. These were the only graffiti tags I collected all night, but they 
raised valuable questions about the writing research I was doing here. Before 
I could move forward with my investigation, I needed to find answers to these 
questions and tweak my approach accordingly. Here were my thoughts.

Have you seen this man? (6)

Unfortunately, I hadn’t. I quickly discovered during my strolls through 
Stevenson, Bone, and Milner that the dismal restroom lighting made it 
exceedingly difficult to see into the stalls. Sure, I had my cell phone, but it 
doesn’t have a light tool, and I couldn’t find the flash option in the camera 
settings. Consequently, if  a tag like the one I used for the subhead above (and 
the other tags I used for most of  this essay’s subheadings, as well as the ones 
in the margins of  my article) was penned onto the stall, I had about a 50/50 
chance of  spotting it. If  the tag was penciled or etched, the shadows took it 
for their own. As a result, I decided to carry a mini-flashlight in my pocket on 
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future bathroom investigations. (Nonetheless, I managed to take only a few 
photos that turned out well enough to publish in this article.)

I am Error (7)

I certainly made too many mistakes in the seat-of-my-pants approach I initially 
took for this research. Searching through every men’s restroom in multiple 
buildings takes a lot of  time. Moreover, it’s impossible to get a decent look in 
each stall when students continually walk in expecting to relieve themselves in 
the very places I am trying to investigate. So how could I shorten the amount of  
time I was spending whiffing pungent bathroom colognes while simultaneously 
increasing my chances of  stumbling upon the holy grail of  graffiti? I took a 
seat—not on the toilet—and came up with the following parameters:

 1. Only check the stalls of  buildings students actually occupy, such as 
classroom buildings, Milner, Bone, and even a local coffee shop or two. 
What sense would it make to check the administration buildings? I’d 
spare myself  and my nostrils the waste—of  time and effort.

 2. Make bathroom rounds between 8:30–10:00 p.m. because:

 a. I have class until 8:30 p.m. on Tuesdays and Thursdays anyway, and

 b. I knew from my previous rounds that only the most dedicated 
students roamed the halls of  the classroom buildings between these 
times. Oh! And

 c. Most buildings are locked around 10:00 p.m.

QUESTION EVERYTHING (8)

Okay, now I felt more comfortable with how I was actually gathering my 
samples, but I still didn’t know what I was going to do with my notepad full 
of  scribbles. Shit, again. My focus for this writing research project had really 
begun to wane, especially since a couple weeks had passed since I hopped on 
this joy ride. What could I do? I wasn’t about to recreate bathroom graffiti. 
That would be too easy and just stupid. At the same time, I also wasn’t in 
any position to interview some dude while he’s tagging campus stalls. Too 
much risk of  that tactic backfiring, not to mention the results would be twice 
as disastrous if  I tried that in the women’s restrooms. Nope, that option 
was definitely off  the table. However, that brought up another flaw in my 
investigation—how could I get graffiti from women’s bathrooms?
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So many questions! I was getting a headache. Well, I couldn’t just ignore 
women’s restrooms altogether . . . but you wouldn’t catch me strolling into one 
and snooping around, either. I wasn’t opposed to asking for help, though I had 
originally conceived this idea being carried out by a one-man team. I decided 
to recruit a co-researcher, and who better than my girlfriend back home? I 
simply asked her to check out some women’s restrooms at her university and 
record any graffiti she found. Thankfully, she agreed. We had already made 
plans for her to visit the following weekend, so when she arrived, she could fill 
me in on what she’d found. Then we both could spend some time checking 
out the ISU bathroom scene together—romantic, right? A late night ménage 
à trois: just me, my girlfriend, and “John.” 

Even though I’d solved the women’s restroom dilemma, I still had no 
idea what I was going to do with my research. But you know what? Fuck 
it. I decided I’d deal with that issue later after I actually had enough graffiti 
samples to analyze. With my investigation revamped, I was ready to resume 
my search.

success is the best revenge (9)

After some strategizing, I mapped out which buildings to hit next. I decided 
that the Center for the Visual Arts was a must. Based on what I remembered 
of  my artsy friends back home, I was willing to bet that these students couldn’t 
pass up a chance to sketch out a couple bathroom-(in)appropriate designs for 
their fellow classmates’ viewing pleasure. Sadly, the first floor restrooms were 
spotless. But the basement restrooms? That was a whole different ballgame. 

When I entered the restroom closest to the stairway on the northern end 
of  the floor, I knew immediately that my writing research had finally found 
its footing. There were drawings (more than I ever would’ve imagined for one 
bathroom), phrases, witticisms, and conversations on most of  the stalls. It was 
like the flood gates had finally opened, and everyone had just kind of  looked 
at each other, shrugged as if  to say, “eh,” and pulled out their writing utensils. 
My personal favorite was the role-playing response to the milk carton mystery 
man tag. It went like this:

 Have you seen this man?
 ya…who the fuck is he?
 …Dad?

 yes, son.

 it is me.

 Dad… (10)
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On
ly 

ta
ke

 d
ru

gs
 fo

un
d

na
tu

ra
lly 

in 
na

tu
re

 +

ha
ve

 b
ee

n 
us

ed
 b
y

hu
ma

ns
 fo

r 
ce

nt
ur

ies
.

eg
. w

ee
d, 

sh
ro

om
s,

ca
ct

i, s
om

e f
or

ms
 o
f D

M
T

W
ho

 lik
es

 un
de

r 
th

e 
st

all
 p

lay
?

N
ot 

th
e p

ers
on

 sh
itt

in
g n

ex
t t

o m
e a

pp
ar

en
tly

GWRJ_6-1_Fall2015.indd   143 5/6/15   4:21 PM



144   Grassroots Writing Research Journal

This was great! I finally had samples! I excitedly set about documenting 
all the different graffiti tags in my notepad and photographing the sketches. 
From this point on, I found more and more graffiti samples. Typically where 
there was graffiti, there was a shitload of  it. 

Over the course of  the following week and a half, part of  which was spent 
in the company of  my girlfriend (who didn’t find any samples in the women’s 
bathrooms at her university), I managed to check out most of  the classroom 
buildings surrounding the quad for graffiti samples. I even revisited the places 
where I’d found the most success, like the Center for the Visual Arts. It was in 
this process of  revisiting that I encountered yet another frustrating difficulty. 
As it turns out, the stalls weren’t just wiped clean in the summer and then left 
to accumulate a year’s worth of  graffiti. No, these stalls were routinely kept 
in tip-top shape, meaning that my sly arch-enemies—the friendly building 
custodial staff—scrubbed these stalls every week or so. Imagine my surprise 
when I found the mystery milk carton man had disappeared! Now my 
temporal window for finding graffiti was redefined by the arbitrary cleaning 
routines of  over a hundred janitors. Fucking fantastic. I also could no longer 
track the evolution of  certain graffiti tags. Nevertheless, I managed to find 
a satisfying quantity of  samples, from which I determined the buildings 
housing the most graffiti were Schroeder Hall and the Center for the Visual 
Arts. Each had one bathroom in particular that damn-near overflowed with 
tags. That’s not to say that these were the only buildings in which I found my 
samples. Almost every building had a tag or two; however, the numbers game 
no longer mattered because I had concluded my search. I was now left to 
make sense of  the shit I’d collected.

Like any good writing researcher, I needed to delve into bathroom 
graffiti scholarship first (if  there was such a thing) in order to support my 
research observations and eventual conclusions. Before doing this, however, I 
recorded my thoughts as they were, so that I could differentiate my personal 
impressions from those of  the scholars I would read. Taking this precaution, 
I felt, was important because my theories were unique to my experience, and 
I didn’t want to apply the idiosyncratic conclusions of  another researcher to 
my own investigation unless our ideas overlapped.

With my preliminary impressions on paper, I was prepared for a formal 
introduction to bathroom graffiti. I booted up my laptop and began my new 
search the best way I knew how: I Googled “bathroom graffiti.” Nothing 
fancy in that approach. Unfortunately, I got nothing fancy out of  the results, 
either. Most of  the sites in the search results were dedicated to humorous self-
reported graffiti from around the world. Although I was tempted to let myself  
get sidetracked, I had to find some concrete academic studies to support my 
writing research. Switching to my second go-to resource, the dependable 
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“Betsy” of  Internet search engines—Wikipedia—I plugged “bathroom 
graffiti” into the Wikipedia search bar. The first result that popped up derived 
itself  from the root word “latrine”—this was my stop, folks. According to 
Wikipedia, Alan Dundes coined the term “latrinalia” to refer to bathroom 
graffiti in 1966 (“Latrinalia”). It was either latrinalia or the endearing catch-
all phrase, shithouse poetry (“Latrinalia”). I scanned the rest of  this short 
Wikipedia article and trained my eyes on the References section. I’d found 
that checking reference lists is a great way to find other relevant sources for 
any topic, even if  those sources are listed on the likes of  Wikipedia.

I noted promising citations and opened a new tab in my browser to search 
the Milner online journal databases. I accessed one of  the two sources, Adam 
Trahan’s “Identity and Ideology: The Dialogic Nature of  Latrinalia,” by 
searching Academic Search Complete, but Dundes’s article, “Here I Sit: A Study 
of  American Latrinalia,” was unavailable. I decided to make do with Trahan’s 
article and checked his Works Cited list for sources that I could possibly locate 
later. As it turned out, this article provided a comprehensive overview of  the 
limited scholarship on shithouse poetry. Between the information in Trahan’s 
essay and what I gleaned from the sources in his bibliography, I felt like the 
stage was set for me to take a shot at articulating my observations and theories.

MADE (11)

Spatially Mapping the Activity

Tags were rarely located anywhere but inside stalls. More importantly, tags 
located in the stalls closest to the bathroom door were few and far between. 
If  the bathroom housed more than four stalls, the tags were usually situated 
within the middle two or three stalls. If  the bathroom had fewer than four 
stalls, most tags could be found in the stall furthest from the door. As most 
graffiti artists surely prefer not to get caught in the activity of  defacing public 
property, the privacy of  a bathroom stall located away from the door is about 
as attractive as a pee-less toilet seat to an intestinally troubled germaphobe.

Remediating Reception

After noting so many graffiti samples, I picked up on an interesting trend 
regarding the representation (how the writing is conceptualized, including 
main characteristics and conventions) and reception (how the writing is taken 
up and/or later repurposed) of  the tags: students were treating this space as 
they would an online social forum like Facebook. I found a couple “posts,” if  
you will, on a stall in Schroeder Hall, which depicted thumbs up and thumbs 
down options for an erased comment. It seemed that people were presenting 
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graffiti as independent posts or comments in an effort to create a sort of  
bathroom community. Within this community, I found much of  the familiar 
thematic content of  Facebook statuses, such as greetings, general updates, 
opinion statements, social commentary, questions, advice and encouragement, 
advertising, and popular culture references.

 Sneak Points +5
 Thanks for the points dude!
 Yo dude, I wanted those points

	 Sucks	to	Suck	(12)

Editing

At the same time, part of  this culture of  commentary that students had 
created within these bathroom spaces was devoted to educating peers on 
spelling and proper grammar. I’m personally thankful that we have people 
who take such an unnecessary burden upon themselves, because otherwise 
we’d never witness such hilarious fuck-up gems as this: 

Will
 T  W
 h
Matter
 n D
 You’re
 a
 D
 ?

Your* (13; “Will it Matter When You’re Dead?”; “Your*”)

Whether well-intentioned or not, sometimes those self-appointed editors 
of  public spaces like the one above troll themselves, simultaneously affirming 
for keen-eyed bathroom occupants both correct and incorrect spelling, 
grammar, and punctuation practices, along with the glaring necessity for a 
spell-check option in bathroom stalls everywhere.

Groupthink

Like I said earlier, where I found graffiti, I usually found a shitload of  it. 
It was like a groupthink mentality had taken over the bathroom patrons in 
a preservation vs. destruction dichotomy. This mentality lends itself  to the 
broken windows theory proposed by James Wilson and George Kelling. They 
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claim that once the first window of  a building is broken and left unrepaired, 
vandals will continue to break more and more windows (Wilson and Kelling 
29). So once one student decides to write on clean bathroom stalls, it starts a 
snowball effect, and graffiti pops up all over the place.

Vandalism
is

Cool!!!
 you said it! (14)

Men vs. Women

Of  the fifty-plus men’s restrooms I checked, I found A LOT of  graffiti. 
Contrastingly, of  the twenty-plus women’s restroom that my co-researcher 
visited, she found only one intelligible graffiti sample. 

you are beautiful inside & out (16)

Yes, I see the disparity in the numbers here, but academic research 
supports these findings, too. Trahan cites four published studies spanning 
nearly forty years that concluded graffiti is more prevalent in men’s restrooms 
than women’s restrooms (Trahan 2–3) (15). Based on the scholarship, I felt 
lucky to have my one sample of  women’s graffiti (above).

Tiger got to hunt
Bird got to fly
Man got to sit 
and wonder “why, why, why?” (17)

I had finally made my way back to the questions that had plagued me since the 
beginning of  my investigation: What could I do with my research? Which direction 
should my article take? I mean, I didn’t travel all around campus like a shitty 
Sherlock Holmes for countless hours collecting bathroom graffiti samples for the 
memories. I had developed a solid base of  procedures for collecting my data. I 
performed the necessary academic research and used it to inform my observations. 
In theory, I had one helluva article in front of  me, but I’d been sitting on all this 
information for weeks now, and I couldn’t squeeze anything solid out of  it.

I resigned myself  to reviewing my notes and samples one more time. I 
couldn’t help but laugh at the ridiculousness of  this one tag:

 behold!
The 2-ply dispensor! I’m a genius (18)

Parish — “the shit house poet strikes again”
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What I found so silly was that the writer was taking credit for a device 
that had existed for who knows how long. It wasn’t new, but this person 
reintroduced it as if  to say, “Oh, yes, weary gentlemen, I present to you not just 
any crappy two-ply toilet paper dispenser, but the new and improved crappy 
two-ply dispenser.” And that gave me an idea! It wasn’t new by any means, 
but it was new to my investigation. I just needed to work with what had been 
present throughout my research—the inherent human need to communicate.

When I wrote my initial observations on bathroom graffiti, I noted that 
people seem to have a knack for repurposing unconventional spaces into 
communication forums, even if  doing so constitutes delinquent behavior. 
Bathroom graffiti, as I saw it, is a celebration of  the freedom to express 
ourselves in both a spontaneous and anonymous manner. This expression 
opposes the natural culture of  silence traditionally found in bathrooms. In 
my experience, the bathroom is considered a space in which individuals take 
care of  personal, private matters; as a result, talking takes a minimal, even 
taboo role. To circumvent that silence, some individuals communicate via 
writing on the stalls, despite the illicit nature of  the act. As such, it makes 
sense that ISU’s administration tries to inhibit the proliferation of  graffiti in 
campus restrooms by having the custodians clean and repaint the bathroom 
stalls. For those who write graffiti, cleaning the bathroom stalls strips away 
their voice. Thus, students who write and rewrite graffiti onto campus stalls 
resist the culturally and authoritatively enforced atmosphere of  silence within 
restrooms. In a way, graffiti represents more than just potentially humorous 
or offensive bathroom dialogue. It represents both the need to express oneself  
and resistance against those forces trying to divest individuals of  this ability.

As a writing researcher, I had come to a valuable conclusion about what 
I now preferred to call, if  only for its natural eloquence, shithouse poetry. This 
writing genre wasn’t simply about throwing a line or two onto the stall door for 
the hell of  it. The compulsion to communicate underscores every piece of  writing 
that we read on bathroom stalls, even seemingly empty statements like this:

ASSMUFFINS! (19)

I admit that I had a bit of  help coming to this conclusion. On a stall in 
Schroeder Hall, I discovered some very wise words buried among the other 
bathroom graffiti. 

 They try to hide the words of my pen,
but the shit house poet strikes again (20)

I laughed when I first read this, but when I reviewed my graffiti samples 
later, I saw the truth within that statement—the soundless expression breaking 
the silence. Good show, shithouse poets. Good show.
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Note:

There’s no way I can conclude this essay without addressing the custodial 
staff  of  ISU: I applaud them. They made my research significantly less shitty, 
but also much more challenging. I tip my proverbial hat to them because my 
hardships with locating graffiti stand as a testament to their work. I hold no 
bad blood against people doing their jobs well . . . but damn, could they have 
at least saved some graffiti for me? It’s okay. S’all good. No beef. Next time I’ll 
just send out a memo.

If you have enough time to read all this,
you should be reading a book instead (21)

End Notes

 1. “They try to hide the words of  my pen, / but the shit house poet strikes 
again” – Pencil; Second Floor Men’s Restroom, Schroeder Hall, Illinois 
State University.

 2. “First” – Pencil; Second Floor Men’s Restroom, Old Union, Illinois State 
University.

 3. Sketch of  “Dude” Smoking – Sharpie; Basement Floor Men’s Restroom, 
Center for the Visual Arts, Illinois State University.

 4. “you Found / the Secret / Bathroom / Congrats!” – Pen; Third Floor 
Men’s Restroom, Bone Student Center, Illinois State University.

 5. “enjoy your private poop, / you’ve earned it” – Pen; Third Floor Men’s 
Restroom, Bone Student Center, Illinois State University.

 6. “Have you seen this man?”; “ya…who the fuck is he?”; “Yeah, I have / 
He gives 25¢ / Foot Jobs”; “…Dad? / yes, son. / it is me. / Dad…” – 
Pen, Pen, Pen, Sharpie; Basement Floor Men’s Restroom, Center for the 
Visual Arts, Illinois State University.

 7. “I am Error” – Pencil; Second Floor Men’s Restroom; Schroeder Hall, 
Illinois State University.

 8. “QUESTION EVERYTHING / They are watching” – Pencil; 
Coffeehouse and Deli Men’s Restroom, Normal, Illinois.

 9. “success is the best revenge” – Pen; Basement Floor Men’s Restroom, 
Center for the Visual Arts, Illinois State University.

 10. See End Note 6.
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 11. “MADE” – Black Marker; First Floor Men’s Restroom, Schroeder Hall, 
Illinois State University.

 12. “Sneak Points +5”; “Thanks for the points dude!”; “Yo dude, I wanted 
those points”; “Sucks to Suck” – Pen, Pen, Pen, Pen; First Floor Men’s 
Restroom, Center for the Visual Arts, Illinois State University.

 13. “Will / it / Matter / When / You’re / Dead?”; “Your*” – Pen, Pencil; 
Basement Floor Men’s Restroom, Center for the Visual Arts, Illinois 
State University.

 14. “Vandalism / is / Cool!!!”; “you said it!” – Pen, Pen; First Floor Men’s 
Restroom, Center for the Visual Arts, Illinois State University.

 15. Trahan cites the following four studies to support his claim that bathroom 
graffiti is more prevalent in men’s restrooms than in women’s restrooms: 
Kinsey et al. (1953); Dundes (1966); Farr and Gordon (1975); Arluke, 
Kutakoff, and Levin (1987). Interestingly, Trahan mentions a more recent 
study, Bartholome and Snyder (2004), that found no difference between 
the amount of  graffiti in men’s and women’s restrooms; however, these 
researchers collected their samples from one restaurant in New York that 
encouraged their patrons to write on their bathroom walls. So what can 
we glean from this study? Apparently, women have roughly the same 
intestinal impulses to write dastardly phrases on bathroom stalls—they 
just prefer to stay on the right side of  the law.

 16. “you are beautiful inside & out” – Blue Ink; Second Floor Women’s 
Restroom, Centennial East, Illinois State University. For the reader’s 
enjoyment, here’s a picture of  a tag found by a female colleague in a stall 
at the University of  Chicago:
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 17. “Tiger got to hunt / Bird got to fly / Man got to sit / and wonder ‘why, 
why, why?’” – Pencil; Second Floor Men’s Restroom, Stevenson Hall, 
Illinois State University. This tag is interesting because this short verse 
originates from Kurt Vonnegut’s novel, Cat’s Cradle. 

 18. “behold! / The 2-ply dispensor! I’m a genius” – Pencil; Second Floor 
Men’s Restroom, Schroeder Hall, Illinois State University.

 19. “ASSMUFFINS!” – Coffeehouse and Deli Men’s Restroom, Normal, 
Illinois.

 20. See End Note 1.

 21. “If  you have enough time to read all this, / you should be reading a book 
instead” – Coffeehouse and Deli Men’s Restroom, Normal, Illinois.

Works Cited

Dundes, Alan. “Here I Sit: A Study of  American Latrinalia.” Kroeber 
Anthropological Society Papers 34 (1966): 91–105. Google Scholar. Web. 10 
Oct. 2014.

“Latrinalia.” Wikipedia. Wikimedia Foundation, 24 March 2014. Web. 12 
Oct. 2014.

Trahan, Adam. “Identity and Ideology: The Dialogic Nature of  Latrinalia.” 
Internet Journal of  Criminology (2011): 1–9. SocINDEX. Web. 10 Oct. 2014.

“Torch Song Hillogy.” King of  the Hill: Complete Season 6. Writ. Emily Spivey. 
Dir. Anthony Lioi. Fox Home Entertainment, 2006. DVD.

Wilson, James Q., and George L. Kelling. “Broken Windows.” Atlantic 249.3 
(March 1982): 29–37. MasterFILE Premier. Web. 14 October 2014.

Parish — “the shit house poet strikes again”

GWRJ_6-1_Fall2015.indd   151 5/6/15   4:21 PM



152   Grassroots Writing Research Journal

Cody Parish is a Master’s student in the English Studies program at 
Illinois State University. He’s a native Texan with an affinity for things 
musical, horror, and southern (but definitely not all at the same time). 
He also has an identical twin brother back home. Contrary to popular 
belief, if you see a guy around campus that looks like Cody but isn’t, 
that person is just his doppelgänger, not his twin.
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