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Prologue
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It has been eight and a half years since Part One. It was published online in spring 2018 when I had surgery to remove a benign brain tumour. Now, after years of therapy and conscious self-work, I see that finishing Part Two is as essential a basic as making a grocery list. I picked up and put down the drafting of Part Two so many times. Every time, it was put aside because the writing didn’t have the same tone as Part One. 

But Part Two was always going to be its own beast. The sequel is never the same as the original; sometimes it’s meh as compared to, and sometimes it’s better. In this capitalist, patriarchal, colonial culture, I was raised to believe that my worth as a human being depended on what I did to earn money. The pursuit of writing a novelty project seemed frivolous, useless, and worthless because it was time not used to make money. Part Two is a way of subverting the system by putting the energy straight into myself instead. 

I’m almost 50 years old. My values are one of the only things I really have, and I’m keeping them. Screw my inner critic that told me for years that Part Two just wouldn’t be good enough. Thankfully, Part One is just a piece of writing. Just like Part Two is. 
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Part One ended at Job #20, when I owned and operated a small, independent retail shop called The Rage, from 2005 to 2011.  By this time, I was 34 years old. After a couple months of applying for work, I had an interesting day where I had a job offer for part-time library work, an interview for an administrative position with a non-profit, and I got back in talks with the belt studio I had worked for on-and-off during the previous decade. The admin job rested on the final word of a committee and the next meeting wouldn’t be for another couple of weeks, so I returned to making belts on a temporary basis. Before the non-profit could get back to me, Karen approached me with an offer to train as production manager. 

21. The Production Manager 

My ego was flattered that Karen offered me a position, so all the warning signs I’d had over the years went out the window. She was glamorous and charismatic; EVERYONE wanted her attention, myself included. When she was happy and she turned her light on me, if felt like heaven. But when she turned on you, it was the worst. Her hell was every bit as scorching as her heaven was warming.

There was a huge learning curve for this position; there was no one to train me, no instruction guidelines issued. I didn’t have a job description or outline of duties. My greatest obstacle was not the production staff. The biggest problem were the office females who had expectations and ideas but had never made a belt.

My role was to make sure orders were finished on time, so every day I was asked by the office when orders would be done. Over half of the team on the floor had been there for years; they knew what they were doing. Workers were experts at particular styles. There was always a pile of half-made belts waiting to be finished at anyone’s table. They weren't 'late' being finished, they just weren't done yet due to waiting for parts delivery. Parts ordering was done by the office, yet on a daily basis they expected styles to be finished that were waiting on parts. Three days a week we could fall short of the quota, but then a delivery of parts would arrive and bam! Hundreds of belts could be finished in a day.

We had a daily quota for finished belts, but the office approach was to interrupt regular production of large orders by 'rush' orders of one or two belts for out-of-season styles. Not only did the rushes halt production flow, they took more time to make and did not count toward the daily quota. The office insisted that production could be working ‘better’, but they didn’t know production, period. 

I, on the other hand, had no direction. Since the system of production was established, I wasn’t sure what purpose I was serving. Instead of keeping occupied by making belts, I was relegated to floundering around in work drama. One morning I arrived at work to discover that the stack of order sheets had been removed from my table. Without my awareness or knowledge, they had been moved to the pattern-maker's table. 

A decision had been made at an evening meeting the night before that giving them back to the cutter was the right thing to do. I was informed that many decisions were made after regular working hours, the suggestion being that if I wanted to stay in the loop, I needed to stay late. I didn’t take the hint, and kept going home at the end of the scheduled work day. 

I thought I had experienced enough emotional volatility in the studio to know how to deal with it. Until one day, I was training new workers when Karen came in; she was occupied, nothing unusual. An office staffer left her desk to have a word with Karen. Next thing I knew, Karen was walking out on the floor with a look of seething hatred on her face, looking straight at me. 

I was perplexed but understood I needed to steer clear. Later that day while I was working, she charged at my work table and whipped a leather belt with metal pieces against it, right next to me. I had never seen her THAT worked up, and I wasn’t going to stick around to see what happened next. I walked out that day, and away from the studio for good. 

According to the sewer, two other workers had walked out on the production manager’s job before I got there.  Not the most graceful of endings, but it had been almost 10 fruitful years.  I’m grateful for all I learned, and for Karen’s patience with my own shortcomings. I quit in just enough time to get on a waiting list for admission to university in the fall. Regardless, I needed new work.

Job Duration: 3.5 months

22. The Catering Company

A friend gave me a number for a catering company for a serving position. I had no idea that catering companies typically hire servers for jobs from staffing agencies, so I felt quite fortunate for the direct referral. At the interview, I got on with the operations manager immediately. He was a straight talker, very personable, humourous and enthusiastic. A good start. 

This is how it worked: the event manager typically provided a few days' notice of an event that needed staffing, and I responded yay or nay. The work involved setting up beverage bars, serving drinks, and walking around offering pretty appetizers off a plate. Then there was clean-up and take-down after the event was over. 

There were family events like engagement and anniversary parties. These were fun because the business was owned by an Italian family, so many of their affiliations were Italian. I’m half Italian, so this made the family parties feel very homey. The most challenging of these jobs was an anniversary party that was planned on a penthouse patio. We got everything set-up just in time for gale force winds and rain to start. Everything had to be taken down to the main floor party room. We were drenched with rain, but we got it all downstairs and set up before the first guests arrived. 

This family-owned catering company, like any other, had its quirks. Frequently, I’d have no idea where the event was or how long the shift would be. I was informed to show up at HQ at a certain time, then all would be revealed. The rained-out anniversary party was one of those. That turned out to be an 11-hour shift. Another quirk was that two of the owner-brothers, both married with kids, were having affairs with two of the women who worked in the office. At one job, I overheard someone comment to my boss ‘Is this your wife?’ ‘No’, he said. ‘But I can see how you’d say that. She’s my work wife’. 

One event I worked was an annual general meeting for a large accounting firm that took place in a 35°C room in the middle of July. I was working the beverage table and attendees kept asking for water. The event organizer had forgotten to, or didn’t think to, purchase any. As she muttered ‘If we buy it from a convenience store, they’ll rape us on the price’, I pointed out that if she didn’t solve the issue pronto, the very first thing out of everyone’s mouth at the end of the event would be ‘I can’t believe they didn’t have water’. 10 minutes later, the water arrived. 

I worked a few unique parties. There was an outdoor summer burger BBQ lunch for about 2000 office employees. I worked a Microsoft AGM after-party; I’ve never seen so much food-related waste for a single event. In addition to the fine appetizers, there were food trucks parked outside distributing ice creams, candies, cotton candy, candied apples, Jesus. 

There was a shift where my ride picked me up at 2:30am for a breakfast television filming on-site at a mall. The radio played Great Big Sea’s ‘Take me home’ while my manager lamented ‘That’s an END OF THE NIGHT song!’. My manager was by far the best part of the job. Super energetic and quick-witted, he was definitely gifted in getting work done and motivating people. He wanted me to advance to management, but I had plans to get a university degree.  

I did work one job in a manager’s capacity. Some months following a 2012 earthquake in Japan, somebody decided to have a charity concert at an event park in Toronto on Labour Day weekend. I was in charge of three staff in the lunch tent. The main challenge was making sure my staff understood what I was saying, as Spanish was their primary language. We worked together well and all was rosy.
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