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For my wife Wendy, without whom this book (and all else)
would not have been accomplished. I love you with all my
heart.

In Memory of Bob Fitchett.
During the editing of this book, our good friend from Wine
Break passed away suddenly. His stories and laughter will be
missed by many. Rest in peace, my friend.

Introduction

At the time of writing this book, I am forty-three years old
and have been in the plumbing, heating, and gas trade for over
twenty-three years. I have experienced good days . . . and bad.
I try to embrace the thought that I still have years to go until I
retire, but some days are harder than others when accepting that
as the reality.
Writing this book has given me a chance to smile as I look
back at the interesting people I have met, and the funny stories I
have lived to tell. You have to have something to keep you going
when the days get long and your patience runs short.
The funny thing is I never really aspired to become a plumber
when I was a kid. I mean think about it. How many kids say to
their parents, “When I grow up, I want to be a plumber”?
It just doesn’t rank up there with being a fireman, lawyer,
or doctor. But after trying a few different jobs in life, I wound
up doing this . . . and you know what? I haven’t really regretted
it. This crazy trade has allowed me to have my own business, a
cottage in the Cariboo region of British Columbia, a beautiful
home, a beautiful wife, and has always put food on the table.
That’s not to say there haven’t been many days when I swore it
was my last day, but over the long run, I would recommend the
trade to any young person looking for a good living.
This book is a collection of stories about all the interesting
people I can remember over the years. I thought I would write it
all down now because, to tell you the truth, I find my memory is
not what it used to be. I can’t count the number of times lately I
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go to my van to get a part, and stand there thinking, “What the
hell did I come out here for?”
I hope you get a laugh out of this, as I did writing it. So grab
a favorite beverage, sit down, and prepare to enter my world.
It might make you appreciate your job a lot more, or wish you
had become a plumber. I’m betting on the former, rather than the
latter of the two choices.
Cheers.
Kevin

vi

Chapter 1
How Did I Wind Up with This Job?

For as long as I can remember, I have always liked to build things
and work with my hands. My parents still attest to that, even to
this day. I often remember me and my cousin, Murray, building
stuff out of Lego blocks. He was always more creative than I
was, but I didn’t care. I always just enjoyed seeing a project, or
in this case, a Lego building, come to life.
When I was a kid, I remember my dad going into the garage
to build a dog house for a new puppy we had. I was very eager
to help build this thing, so I proceeded to get my little work jeans
on and go to the garage. I was pretty young, and thinking about
it now, it was probably the wise choice for my dad to tell me I
couldn’t help him. A clumsy kid around circular saws is, maybe,
not the best combination. I believe he said something about a
“bull in a china shop,” for whatever that’s worth. I remember
going inside crying, thinking I will never be as good as my dad
at building or fixing stuff.
I also enjoyed any kind of puzzle I could get my hands
on. I taught half my friends how to complete the Rubik’s Cube.
I guess that’s where it all started. The combination of the two
desires eventually put me into a job where I have to figure out
the problem, then take something apart and attempt to fix it. This
is the task of a service technician in the plumbing, heating, and
gas trade. Unfortunately, it took quite some time for me to figure
out my calling in life. Allow me to explain.
I always did fairly well in school, but never really focused
on any one course. Writing this, I’m glad I took typing in
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grade eleven, although I must admit, I did it for the hot young
ladies in the class. I always enjoyed woodwork, metalwork, and
the trades. I still have some of the shitty stuff I built. Things like
coffee tables, cutting boards, and plant holders.
I graduated high school with good marks, but rather than
receiving praise for finally completing many years of school,
the adults always asked the nagging question of, “So, what are
you going to do now? College? Law school? University?” I
didn’t have a clue. I knew I wasn’t lazy, but I had no idea what
direction to go in.
I consulted with an old friend who was a few years older
than me; a guy my parents thought was on the right track in life.
(I bumped into this guy a few years ago. He weighs three hundred
pounds at about five foot six and walks pretentiously with his
mail-away bride. Mr. Know-it-all does not appear to be very
successful today.) He suggested I get a Bachelor of Arts degree
at a local college. My parents, of course, thought this was a grand
idea. So, to please the powers that be, I signed up. To this day, I
still don’t know what the hell a Bachelor of Arts degree is, and
that’s probably the reason I lasted only a few weeks doing that.
How does one get focused on taking courses, with no outcome
or job status when they get out? It just didn’t make sense to me.
At this point in life, I was enjoying myself and the freedom
of no longer being in high school. I was hang’n out with my
buddy Steve at the time. He lived just up the block from my
parents’ place, and we did everything together. Steve was really
into computers and has a successful business of his own to this
day. Computers just really weren’t my thing. We couldn’t wait
to get jobs, so we could have our own money and independence.
It also meant we could move out of Mom and Dad’s place.
I recall my very first job was pumping gas at the local station.
It was close enough that I could walk there, so I wasn’t dependent
on a car. I must admit, I had my license and couldn’t wait for my
first set of wheels. I knew this job wasn’t going to last long,
when I had the boss pull me in to have a “chat.”
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Why is it when a boss is about to give you shit in box car
letters, they always seem to think it softens the blow when
they start by asking remedial questions like, “So, how are you
enjoying your time here?”
You say all the usual bullshit pleasantries in response, but
really want to tell the truth. The truth being that you would
rather shove toothpicks in your eyes than continue to work one
more minute in this hell hole. Then comes the usual witty banter.
I used to hate that.
I was told a customer came in with a diesel Volkswagen
Rabbit. Apparently, I did not notice this, because I proceeded to
fill his vehicle with regular gas. (I had wondered why the nozzle
didn’t seem to fit in the hole properly.) I figured the driver would
notice right away with a mistake like that, as the car shouldn’t
even start. I guess it takes a bit of time for the fuel to get from the
tank to the engine. Apparently, the family got quite far on their
vacation road trip before the car “tapped out.” My boss had to
pay for their towing fee, the hotel for the night, and the cost to
siphon the tank and get the proper fuel infused. Oops!
I soon quit that job (before they fired me) and started
working at the local grocery store as a service clerk. They used
to call us “service jerks” because we were the bottom of the food
chain; pardon the pun. I ran to get price checks, did cleanups in
whatever aisle, and always had to collect the shopping carts from
the parking lot. What a job that was. The store was in a popular
shopping mall, the equivalent of three square city blocks. People
would quite often complete their shopping for groceries, and
then decide to take their shopping cart with them all through the
mall. I was the dumbass who had to retrieve them all at the end
of the night. I’ll bet I would retrieve over a hundred carts from
all over that three-block parking lot in the course of an eighthour shift. Thank God for being young and in shape, and having
comfortable sneakers.
I was making good money for what I did. This was back in
the days when the grocery industry was paying guys close to
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thirty dollars an hour to stock shelves. It was good money for
an easy job with little to no formal education or training. Those
wages no longer exist in that type of work now.
There were three owners of that store. One was a real smooth
talker. Nothing seemed to bother him. He and I got along great. He
had this really cool sports car he would bring to work. He would
park it right in front of the store, get out, and toss me the keys.
“Hey, Kev. Find me a good spot in the shade.”
The other two guys did not think of me in quite the same
way. They would barely even talk to me. To this day, I don’t
know why. I thought I was a pretty nice kid. One day I went to
hop over the chrome railing that held all the buggies together.
As I did, the railing gave way and I got the support pole right
in the spleen area, knocking the wind out of me. I soon had all
the old ladies in the store trying to help me, and there’s always
that one guy who thinks he’s a doctor. I was in a lot of pain, and
it took a while to get my breath back. They eventually brought
in some sort of medical staff to ensure I was alright. At the end
of that day, one of the owners, who didn’t like my kind, said
to me, “Kid, you break one more thing in my store, and you’re
fired!”
I chose to quit before I asked him to step outside. I wasn’t
that big, but even if I only got a couple of shots in, I would be
smiling. What an asshole!!
My dad worked in the automotive industry, so I thought maybe
that was a good direction for me. He pulled a couple of strings
and got me into a parts distribution warehouse. They specialized
in auto, marine, and electric parts. I was asked if I had my driver’s
license. I did, and they promptly put me in as a driver to take
parts orders to and from the various shops they had in the lower
mainland.
I remember this little oriental guy named Brad showing me
the routes. He was leaving soon to start computer school, so I
was to be his replacement. It was the middle of February, and
we just had a heavy snowfall a couple of days before. Certain
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areas of the roads were not plowed or salted as well as they
should have been.
We had just been down to the Vancouver shop, where they
proceeded to load my van with a huge pallet of brake shoe
cores. These are quite heavy, and because we had other parts
to deliver, they were not able to push the pallet far enough
forward to balance the weight in the van. The problem was
now the van had all the weight on the back tires, and nothing in
the front. We began to head back to home base and proceeded
down this big hill. Brad told me I would need to get into the
right-hand lane, because the quickest way back would be to
cut onto the freeway. As I changed lanes, I hit a large patch of
slush. Because of little to no weight in the front, my tires were
not able to gain traction. We were quickly picking up speed
as the extra weight in the van was pushing us down the hill.
The van lost control. I hit the brakes, but we just kept sliding.
I still remember the sight and feeling as we slid uncontrollably
downhill at about fifty miles an hour, heading straight for a
wooden telephone pole. The last words I remember yelling
were, “Hold on!”
The next thing I remember is Brad yelling at me to wake up.
I guess the crash had knocked me unconscious for a few minutes.
The van was propane powered, and I could smell the leaking
fuel. The front windshield was completely shattered and pieces
of it were in my lap. The van was propped up, and I remember
wondering what we had landed on. It was the stumped remains
of the shattered telephone pole we had hit. Brad kept telling me
the van was going to blow! I felt like I was sitting beside Scotty
from Star Trek when the engine room started to overheat and
Kirk would ask him the status.
“She’s about to blow!” he would say.
Lucky for me, a volunteer fireman had seen the whole thing
happen and was yanking on the busted door trying to get me out.
He succeeded in getting the door to open and told me he had shut
the propane off. I was seeing everything double at this point,
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so knew I had done some cranial damage. As he attempted to get
me out of the vehicle, we soon realized my lower left leg was
pinned to the fuse panel. The pole had smashed the front end in
so far the firewall had my leg pinned to the seat. They had to cut
my pants and work boots to get me out.
I remember a huge crowd of people at this point, as I was
walked to the ambulance. Traffic was backed up as far as the
eye could see. Apparently, when I hit the pole, I caused the live
overhead wires to come down on the road. No one could cross in
either direction, as the wires were arcing and giving quite a light
show. What a mess. But wait, it gets worse.
In an attempt to get the traffic moving, the volunteer firefighter
decided to grab hold of the middle area of the overhead wires
and pull on them to allow traffic to drive underneath them. (The
police had not yet arrived.) This poor bastard was only trying to
help, but it just wasn’t his day. He succeeded in getting traffic
to move, but once it did, an unsuspecting delivery truck came
down the hill far too fast. He hit the same patch of slush I did,
lost control, and hit the fireman head on.
I heard the ugly crack of body meeting grill, and that guy
must have flown twenty feet in the air before he hit the ground.
The paramedics who had been asking me if I was okay quickly
ran to the aid of the fireman. It was obvious he had a broken arm
and a couple of broken ribs.
They put both of us in the ambulance, and we made our way
to the hospital. I remember him asking me what had happened.
He seemed pretty out of it. I thanked him for pulling me out of
the van and he responded with, “Who the hell are you?”
Upon arriving at the hospital, they wheeled us into separate
rooms. I was now seeing normally and just wanted to wipe the
blood from my face and go home. Apparently, when I hit the
pole, my head smacked into the side window, along with the
shattered glass. This was in the days before airbags. Because I
was wearing a ball cap, it minimized the amount of abrasions on
the upper area of my head.
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A doctor came in and started poking and prodding me. “Does
this hurt?” he kept saying. I remember him checking to see if my
sternum was cracked. He pressed down on my chest bone. It hurt
like hell. I held in the complete shrieking pain and said, “No,
feels fine.”
He pressed down again and asked if I was sure. I was sure of
one thing: if he did it again, I was going to stick his stethoscope
in an area that, I assume, it had never been in before. I repeated
that I felt fine. He knew damn well it was hurting me, but
decided against x-rays and released me. But first, I had to make
a statement to the officer waiting outside the door. Yikes. I was
sure they were going to charge me for something.
I had no idea what I had done or what law I had broken. Did
they just need a statement or what? The officer asked how I was
feeling and said my parents had been notified. My father was
on his way to pick me up. He told me they interviewed three
witnesses. One said I was speeding, the other two said I was not.
There were no charges being laid. He looked me in the eye and
said to me, “You’re one lucky boy. You snapped that pole like a
twig. It’s a good thing it was old and rotten and not new or, even
worse, a metal lamp pole. If so, we wouldn’t be here talking
right now. I’ve seen many accidents like this, and many don’t
make it. You might want to think about another line of work.”
I had to chuckle as he said that and thanked him for his time.
My dad soon arrived to pick me up and, when I went into the
hospital washroom to clean up, I didn’t look all that bad for what
I had just been through. I had a slight bump and cut on my left
forehead, but my left shin could have used a couple of stitches.
(I still have the scar to this day.) I was excited to tell my dad the
big story, but he did not seem to think it was that big of a deal.
In his mind, this was a fender bender, and I was exaggerating the
story. That is, until we saw the wrecked van I had been driving.
We were stopped at a red light. I had just finished telling Dad
the story, and when we crossed the intersection in front of us,
there was this smashed van on a tow truck.
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I think my dad’s words were something along the lines of,
“Holy shit.” He then realized I was pretty lucky to walk away
with just a few cuts and bruises on that one.
I took some time off to heal but went back to work the
next week. They offered me a job putting orders together in
the warehouse; anything to get me out of the trucks. My new
nickname was “Crash,” and there was a big, blown-up picture
of my wrecked van from the paper in the lunch room. I enjoyed
my brief working career there, but soon realized the automotive
business was not for me.
The popular movie of the day was Cocktail, with Tom Cruise.
I think every young kid who watched this movie wanted to be a
bartender. So that’s what my buddy Steve and I decided to do . . .
we signed up for a bartending course.
Our parents forked out three hundred and fifty bucks, and
the world was going to be our oyster, or so we thought. We both
did well in the course and graduated with honors. We had far too
much fun and drank too much, partying with the fellow students.
But, back then, the late nights and hangovers were easily shaken
off by the next morning.
During this course, Steve and I would often take off to the
local nightclubs to study how the professionals did it. At least,
that was our excuse. We would order the most complex shooters
and drinks we could think of to test the bartenders. Looking back
at this, we must have seemed like a couple of assholes. Anyway,
one night we decided to go to a strip club. After a few cocktails,
(a few too many), I decided making a move on one of the lovely
ladies on the stage was a wise idea. Now, I know what you’re
thinking. “Kevin, you stupid bastard, they just want your tip
money; you’re wasting your time.”
But, when you’re confident, sometimes you accomplish
things you never dreamt you could do. She met me for a drink
after her show and gave me her number. We soon started dating.
So needless to say, I thought I was God’s gift to the world.
I had recently purchased my first car, a 1973 SS Nova, and it
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moved pretty good. Now I had some eye candy for a girlfriend,
and I was going to be the next Tom Cruise of the bartending
world—only much taller.
Steve and I just needed to find a job to bless the world with
our newly acquired talents. Here’s where reality smacks a young
punk like myself square in the nuts. I must have gone to seven
different interviews at restaurants or pubs that had ads in the
papers. Each one of them asked what experience I had. Upon
telling them I had none, but had graduated with honors from
bartending school, they politely said, “Thanks for coming in.
We’ll give you a call.”
Funny, that call never came. I realized at an early age
sometimes you have to bullshit a little to get somewhere. So the
next interview was at this shitty little pub out by some marina.
I was desperate to get some work, as a girlfriend and fast car cost
money. It came to the point in the interview when the manager
asked me what experience I had.
At this point everything just kind of went into slow motion,
and I had a vision of my favorite cartoon character, Bugs Bunny,
saying to himself, “Think quick, rabbit.”
If I didn’t come up with a story, I was going to lose this job
as well, so I looked him in the eye and confidently told him I
worked at my cousin’s bar in Alberta, Canada. It was called the
Beef and Barrel. (The what? I chuckle now when I think of that
bullshit made-up name!)
I was even cocky enough to say I had my cousin’s
number, if he needed to call for a reference. What the hell
was I doing? If this guy called my bluff, I would have looked
like a complete ass. But desperate times call for desperate
measures, and he said, “No, that won’t be necessary. When can
you start?”
Thank God for shithouse luck. I started the next evening.
My job title was a bar porter. I think the name “porter” must be
ancient Greek for “he who gets all the shitty jobs.” They had
me cleaning tables, picking up empty beer mugs, and making
9

Shit Runs Downhill

sure the peanut and pretzel plates were always full. Did they not
know of my supreme talents as a mixologist? That I was the next
Tom Cruise of Cocktail?
Once again, reality gave me a swift kick in the ’nards as the
bartender asked me to “tap the keg” for the Budweiser line. Wait
a minute. They didn’t teach us this in bartending school. I knew
in theory what she wanted me to do. I just didn’t know how.
Once again, ol’ Bugs was in my thoughts, saying, “Think quick,
rabbit,” and I proceeded to go into the back cooler and attempt
to complete this daunting task.
I tried to figure this one out on my own with common sense;
this is a pressurized vessel. If I don’t do this right, I’m going
to have a complete mess of beer spraying everywhere, not to
mention all over me, and I had my best shirt on!
After trying for a few minutes to figure it out, I pulled my
bartender aside and told her the truth. She asked what experience
I had, and I admitted to her that I bullshitted my way through the
interview to get the job.
Upon asking her to show me how to tap the keg and to please
not rat me out to the boss, she just gave me that disapproving
head shake. You know the one; the one when you tell your parents
you want to be a ventriloquist or a magician. That evening the
boss pulled me aside, and I was told not to come in for my shift
tomorrow. My final, and only, check would be mailed to me.
On the drive home that night, I thought many things. How do
I tell my parents? How do I tell my buddy Steve? What do I tell
my girlfriend? I had quit jobs, but it’s a different feeling being
fired. What do I do now for work?
Looking back at it now, I laugh and thank the good Lord the job
didn’t work out. Maybe I was meant for better things. I now know
what they mean when they say Hollywood can make anything
look glamorous. I would not have been able to put up with the
pressure on busy nights, the shitty hours, and dealing with drunks.
Ah well, I never really wanted to be Tom Cruise anyway.
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