
 “Coite Stories”
When Chris Coite says, “This one time,” you know you are in for a surprise. For an adult of only 21 years, Chris has been through a lot and has a lot of stories—some true and others not all that true. I have been through a lot with Chris, I was in boy scouts with him for about 5 years, worked as a dishwasher with him for another 4 years, and went to school with him for 9 years, and talk to him every few weeks.
You can ask almost anyone in Monticello about Chris and they will have a story about him. He and his mom lived on Main Street, above a restaurant, for most of the time he was growing up. His dad has been out of the picture for most of his life, leaving when he was still a baby. Chris sometimes talks about him but his descriptions are vague, because most of what he knows is what his mom had told him. Because he grew up downtown he was around people when he was younger and knows a lot of them pretty well. 
The first time I met Chris was when I was about 6 years old my brother and I were playing at the school playground with my brother. Chris was hunched over a bike that was chained to the bike rack, pulling it and trying to destroy it. We walked over to him and asked him what he was doing. He said he was trying to steal the inner tube because his was popped from doing to too many skids on his bike. Minor theft and vandalism is a big part of Chris’s life, he is a prime example of what not having proper guidance will do to a kid. 
He has had many nicknames in the 15 years I have known him, all that he approved of. Coite, CMC, Cleatus, Coitus, Two Bit, and the best one, Two Bit Coitus Crack Head. During 7th grade he was known as Cleatus, I have no reason why, and a kid in gym yelling to him mixed up Coite and Cleatus and formed Coitus. Little did we know but Coitus was another word for intercourse and the teacher told us we could not call him that anymore, being the perfect angels we where, he adopted the name Coitus.
Chris has always been kind of an outcast, not the most popular kid but well known for the stupid and senseless things he does. To counter this he likes to tell stories, to make up for what he is lacking, status. One of the most famous was the fish story he told during study hall when we where in 7th grade. 

“The other day I was down at the lake fishing and I caught a 32 pound bass.” We all know that he was full of it, and we had to argue with him about it.

“So where is this 32 pound bass?”

“Oh, I didn’t get it to shore. It broke my line.”

“So how do you know it was 32 pounds? I thought you never landed it, so how could you have weighed it?”

“My uncle said it was 32 pounds, and I had 30 pound line, and it snapped it.”

No one would believe his story; we even went to the lengths of finding out the world record weight of a bass. It was more then 32 pounds but it was also taken from the Mississippi where fish get a lot bigger, this was in the local 3 acre pond. Still to this day if you mention the story, or any other story he has told, to Chris he will say, “Fine, don’t believe me, it happened.”
Monticello is pretty small and some of his stories get around pretty well. Examples of this are the Lamborghini story and the Area 51 story. The Lamborghini story is so popular that even people who don’t even know Chris have heard it.
“This one time I saw this guy in a Lamborghini was driving down highway 69 at like 200 miles an hour and it passed a cop. The cop knew he couldn’t catch it so he didn’t even start his car and he didn’t radio it in, because there was no way anyone could catch it.”

If confronted about how he knew the speed of the car, or the fact that cops don’t just surrender to fast exotic cars, Chris says you weren’t there and he was and if you don’t want to believe it then don’t. He has also spawned the Area 51 story, about how his uncle used to work at Area 51, and saw all kinds of aliens and spaceships, but he can’t tell anyone.

Chris has been in and out of jail for the last couple years, mainly for stupid things such as vandalism and petty theft. When he dropped out of high school he said he was going to get his GED. So far that has never happened. He hasn’t really contributed to society that much because his only job is still washing dishes at the supper club downtown. Just last week I was helping him fix the blown head gasket on his mustang, the same mustang that he ordered a 5.0L engine with all the bells and whistles for about 2 years ago but it never came, because I would like to see him get a job out of Monticello and make some money. He may even move out of his mom’s house and quit the stupid behavior and grow up.
But Chris has given people one thing, and that is his stories. Most of them are so outlandish that you can help but to chuckle about it and bring it up later and laugh about it some more. We bring up his stories at parties when we recollect back on high school and the easy life. Every time I hear a story that is just so stupid and unbelievable it is known as a “Coite story”, kind of like a pipe dream. He knows people doubt his stories but he doesn’t care because, ‘I was there, and you weren’t, and you don’t have to believe me.”

