
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Introduction 

t’s been a decade since I decided I wanted to write 

a book about my dating life entitled Boys, Booze 

and Balderdash. I remember being 24 on my way to 

survey scallops. Yeah, I was a marine biologist. I 

would tell stories of yet another one of my crazy dating 

stories about a boy I met at a beach bar that took me 

on a date to Chili’s. I knew I wanted to make people 

laugh and share the comical stories that happened to 

me, but I didn’t know that over the next decade those 

comical stories would also be valuable lessons about 

self-worth and self-love. I hope that this book not only 

makes you laugh but also inspires you to never settle, 

in a job, friendship, or relationship. You are only 

worth as much as you value yourself, and I truly 

believe no one will love you as much as you deserve 

unless you love yourself that much first. 

The names of the guilty have been changed as well 

as locations. However, this journey of life is real. 

Almost all the conversations written in this book are 

exact; I’ve copied many thoughts and conversations 

from my journals that I’ve kept for as long as I can 

remember. I can’t make some of this up. Also, how do 

I not have a reality TV show? Netflix? Hi… 
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Chapter One 

First Love 

Joe Armstrong 

“He’s just a boy 

And I’m just a girl 

Can I make it any more obvious? 

He was a punk 

She did ballet 

What more can I say?” 

Avril Lavigne, “Sk8ter Boi” 

’ve been boy-crazy since the womb. I feel like I have 

dated everyone—the lawyer that likes to vacation in 

Croatia, the construction guy that still drinks Jäger 

nightly, the real estate mogul that’s into MMA. I wish 

I would have started a list at 15, you know, like your 

sex list, but this would be a first date list. There are 

many men I’ve dated that I wouldn’t recognize if my 

life depended on it, but my date list would be deep into 

the triple digits by now. However, there are several 

that made a lasting impression and will forever be 

remembered: some for laughs, others for love. 

I 
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My boy craze started when I was five. I would sit 

and stare out my bedroom window, waiting for him to 

come. It wasn’t a neighbor boy, or the son of one of my 

dad’s friends; it was the 35-year-old garbage man. I’d 

hear the beep, beep, beep, of the truck coming down 

my street on Wednesday mornings, and my ears 

would perk up. Once he appeared, I would peer out the 

window, drooling as I watched his shirtless body slang 

our trash with moves like Magic Mike. Finally, after 

weeks of staring and drooling over my blue-collared 

love, I pranced into the garage and declared my love 

of the garbage man to my dad. You know, so he could 

arrange this relationship. It was then that my parents 

realized they had their work cut out for them. 

Even though my boy craze started at the age of 5, I 

didn’t have my first real boyfriend until I was 15. 

FIFTEEN! No one in middle school wanted to be my 

valentine or hold my hand in the hallway, and it was 

all because of my dad. Or maybe because I was a foot 

taller than every boy in school, but I am going to blame 

my dad. 

I went to a private school when I was young, and 

every year, they would invite the parents for lunch on 

the first day. My dad always came, which, looking 

back, should have tipped me off. My mom was very 
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involved in school. She was the one that normally 

drove me to and from, would help me make notecards 

to study, and we would always get a blizzard at DQ 

when I got straight A’s. She is also the reason I won 

first place in the third-grade science fair with my 

carpet cleaning experiment. Pro-tip: club soda is 

magic. 

Anyway, year after year, my dad would show up for 

lunch on the first day of school and sit at the boys’ 

table. He is a sales guy and super likeable, so he would 

get on their good side, and then before they knew what 

hit them, he would scare the shit out of those pre-

pubescent boys. My mom must have been in on this. 

First, he would talk to them about fishing and 

invite them to come on our boat. Then, he would smirk 

and drop a bomb on them by saying, “Did any of you 

know I can crack a pineapple with my bare hands?” 

Some of the other dads caught on and would echo, 

“Yes, he can! In fact, we all can!” Then, when he had 

them right where he wanted them, my dad would say, 

“You know, I am going to kill my daughter’s first 

boyfriend.” He would end that sentence with a death 

stare. 

I could hear the boys gulp from the next table and 

knew that my dating life that year was, yet again, dead. 
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All of these dumbasses believed him, so I just figured 

they weren’t smart enough for me anyway. After my 

mom picked me up from school, I would run out into 

the garage and yell, “DAD! STOP SAYING THAT YOU 

WILL KILL MY FIRST BOYFRIEND!!!!” 

He would squint his eyes and laugh while saying, 

“But I will!” and then point to his shelves of spearguns. 

Thinking back to this, it was pretty fucking funny. Well 

played, Dad. 

Since I had no love life in middle school, we can 

just fast forward to high school. In 2001, I was a 

freshman and I got involved in the TV productions 

program. But I wasn’t a cute anchor like my BFF Kelly. 

Nope. I was behind the scenes running cameras, 

writing, and producing stories. I was tall and lanky 

with braces and acne. When a guy would come up to a 

group of me and my friends, I would never assume he 

was interested in me. 

In the ninth grade, I was diagnosed with a severe 

case of scoliosis. The doctors said I was too old for a 

brace, but that we would monitor it and I wouldn’t 

need surgery unless I was in pain. I was a little 

crooked, but I carried it well and most people couldn’t 

tell. Once I turned 16 and my ass and tits hit, my teeth 

were straight, and my acne was gone, I received a lot 
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more attention from guys. I was still awkward though 

because I didn’t have all of that middle school flirting 

practice. 

Because of my duckling phase, I liked to show my 

talents through film and carried my Sony Handycam 

in my purse everywhere I went. All that filming paid 

off, and by the start of junior year, I was the Executive 

Producer of our morning news show and running it 

like the boss-ass bitch I was meant to be. All that was 

missing now was my first boyfriend. 

I finally got one! And my dad killed him. Just 

kidding. But thinking back, I should have let my dad 

rough him up a bit. He’s not even worth mentioning 

except from the fact that he was my first real 

boyfriend. He broke up with me a month and a half 

after we started dating on my 16th birthday for a girl at 

another school. Who dumps a girl on her 16th 

birthday?! I’m just glad he waited until I could drive 

because he was my ride to school. I spent all my money 

on a used 1996 Ford Taurus and was elated to finally 

be able to drive it; this helped me forget that I was 

dumped on my birthday. I had to work at a nursing 

home dining hall, making $5.15 an hour just to afford 

gas and insurance, but it was worth it. I made some 

additional gas money by picking up a girl I went to 
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school with, Tina. Every day, she would complain 

about the punk music I would play. It became a daily 

game to torture Tina in the morning, turning the 

volume up before I pulled into her driveway. I didn’t 

like that she would touch my stereo and adjust my 

music when I was driving HER to school so SHE didn’t 

have to take the bus. I didn’t really listen to punk 

music, but I had a crush on a guy that did. 

Joe Armstrong was the punk rock kid that every 

girl—no matter which clique they were in—had a crush 

on. He was tall with piercing blue eyes and played the 

guitar. I was preppy with blonde hair and wore a lot of 

pink. I would see him every day sitting outside at the 

picnic tables, and I would watch him…like a fucking 

stalker. Joe always wore this black band tee-shirt that 

said “Rancid” in bright yellow, so I bought their CD to 

get to know their music. Turns out, they weren’t bad. 

And I was now prepped and ready with a topic in case 

I ever got the nerve to talk to Joe. 

I had to blast it on my way to school. What if he 

was in the parking lot? He couldn’t hear me blasting 

Britney Spears! Tina was such a wet blanket. She 

would have preferred to listen to Enya on our 6:30 

a.m. drive. I started picking up my friend from class, 

Cody, just to have someone on my music team. He 
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enjoyed my selection of music and would sing along to 

Rancid in the back seat— “Give ‘em the boot, the roots 

the radicals.” This would drive Tina crazy and made 

me laugh—until she started pocketing my gas money. 

Unbeknownst to me, Cody and Joe were close 

friends which I found out during my morning stalker 

lap around the outdoor picnic tables when I saw them 

talking to each other. My heart raced and my armpits 

started to sweat through my Hollister t-shirt. That 

afternoon, while driving home from school, I grabbed 

my balls and casually asked Cody about Joe. 

“Hey, totally random question. Do you know that 

guy Joe Armstrong? I feel like I saw you talking to him 

one time.” Nailed it. 

“Yeah, he is one of my best friends. Why do you 

ask?” he replied. 

I told Cody that I just thought he was really cute. 

“Really? I had no idea,” he said with a hint of 

sarcasm. Are Joe and Cody onto my stalker route? I’ll 

have to switch that up. 

He added, “Why don’t you meet us at the picnic 

tables tomorrow morning and I will introduce you?” 

My adrenaline rushed and I wanted to scream in a 

high-pitch tone, OKAY! But instead, I kept my cool 

and told him I could probably make that happen. 
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I dropped him off and rushed home to call Kelly 

and start prepping for the next morning. There was so 

much to do: kink my hair, paint my nails pink, and 

pick out an outfit. As I waited for Kelly to answer the 

phone, I danced around the room like I was prepping 

for an audition to back up dance on MTV’s Total 

Request Live. 

“Hello,” she answered the phone, probably sitting 

in her furry chair, eating easy mac and watching the 

Torkelsons. 

“Kelly! You will NEVER guess what happened!!! 

Cody is totally introducing me to like Joe Armstrong 

tomorrow. Oh my god, I am so nervous. What do I 

wear?! EEEEK!” I could finally squeal in a high-

pitched tone. 

“Oh my god, that is like so cool, Linds. You should 

totally wear that hot pink shirt so he can spot you all 

day tomorrow and pair it with your jean skirt because 

you have great legs,” she said. Kelly and I were always 

on the same page. 

I laid out a jean skirt and my tight hot pink shirt 

that showed just enough stomach to be super cute, but 

not enough to get detention. I called Tina to tell her I 

couldn’t drive her the next morning. I didn’t need that 
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negative energy on the day I was meeting Joe 

Armstrong. 

I drove to school and, of course, blasted Rancid on 

my way. Cody was already at school. He didn’t need a 

ride, so I nervously walked up to the picnic table from 

the parking lot solo. It was weird not to take the stalker 

path. The sun was in my eyes, so I didn’t know if they 

could see me coming, or what Cody had told Joe about 

the impending meet cute. My palms and feet were a 

sweaty mess. I thought I might slip off my platform 

flip flops, but I was determined to look cool, so I did 

my catwalk strut that I had been learning from Top 

Model. Thanks, Tyra. I was prepped and ready to go 

with my music knowledge, so I strutted my long, tan 

legs over to the picnic table. 

“Hey Cody!” I said too high-pitched. Keep it cool, 

girl. 

As I began to sit down, Cody blurted out, “Hey Joe, 

this is my friend…” Yes! I am in. “…The one who wants 

to fuck you.” 

Time stopped. I could not believe what was just 

said. Fuck him? I was thinking maybe some light 

hand-holding at the dollar theatre! AH! This game just 

got way too advanced for me. I was not ready to date. 

This guy plays guitar. He is 100 percent going to 
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expect more than I am ready for. Omgomgomg. I 

could feel my face turning the same shade as my shirt. 

I scanned my brain for a comeback. I opened my 

mouth, but nothing would come out. My eyes were 

huge. I looked at Cody with disgust as he laughed. 

Sixteen-year-old boys are the worst. Joe’s face turned 

as red as mine as he fidgeted with his guitar pick. 

“Dude!” he said as he elbowed Cody. He looked at 

me with his blue eyes and I felt like I might fall over. 

He chuckled, looked up and said, “Hey.” The 

outdoor speakers clicked on, and I heard, Ding, ding, 

ding. Saved by the bell. THANK GOD. 

I stood up and said, “Well, I have to get to class. 

Nice to meet you.” I turned and walked away as fast as 

I could. I was so embarrassed I didn’t even care if I was 

walking like a duck at that point. Tyra hadn’t 

prepared me for this. 

As soon as I was out of sight, I started running to 

find Kelly before first period. I spotted her red hair 

down the hallway. 

I stopped and yelled, “KELLY!” The sound echoed. 

I started running her way almost losing my sandal. 

“How did it go? Did Cody introduce you? Does 

he…OMG, what’s wrong!?” she said. 




