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Dedication: To all those stuck under someone's boot - there's always a way to fight back. You just need to find your own style. And to my son - this is how we stand up to bullies.

 


 

 

Introduction

I’ve always hated bullies, I was picked on relentlessly up to that one time when I was 13, That day for the first time, hearth pounding madly, I turned around and hit first. I used a “weapon”, an 18” dog choke I was wearing around my neck, wet paper wrapped around the rings as a fastener.  

 

One swift move, the situation is now turned on it’s head. The leader wears a red mark cross his cheek, drop of blood on his lips. The look on his face, surprise, disbelief, then fear. All 6 or 7 of them look terrified. Wouldn't be surprised if one shat his pants. The picture is priceless, forever etched in my mind. I close the scene with a “who’s next”. Me the favorite bully target, scrawny tall kid of all of 13 years old. They scramble, I won. Of course the bully are the first to “Run to the teacher”. 

 

There are always consequences to standing up for yourself. None are too high a price to pay to protect your peace of mind, your integrity, your mental sanity.

 

I would go on in life always fighting the bullies that try themselves on me, You win you have to pay the token price. You lose, you lost nothing, you losing is what they expect. The formula for success is simple. You have to be in a defensive position, you hit first, you hit hard, harder than that, viciously even, give it all you got. The more public this move is, the better you are. 

 

I dedicate this book to my son Scott, who took his life due to bullying. RIP Scott.


 

Phone Down

Vancouver, July 2008

Like all Alleycats stories, this one starts with being in a bind. The Cat had been staying at the Wizard's in BC. (See meet the Wizard in the blogs if you're curious - she's worth knowing about.)

A little forgetful and in a hurry to leave Alberta, the Cat forgot one detail last month. He forgot to file a form at the government office before leaving Cowtown. That oversight came back to haunt him 3 weeks later when an expected income transfer didn't happen.

Back in Vancopuver now, the Cat had been diligently applying for everything he could find—jobs, contracts, temp work. Scarce resources meant every photocopy cost mattered, every hand-filled application form was precious. All those applications had one thing in common: the Cat's phone number.

Then after nearly 5 years of bills paid on time, Rogers cut off his phone. For a measly $127.00 that was late, over 30 days overdue. Just like that—couple weeks of hitting the pavement, all vanished. His last link to finding normal employment, gone.

He realizes this walking out of an interview in Vancouver's downtown east side. The Cat walks his fury away - 8 kilometers from Commercial Drive where the street kids hang out, all the way to the Wizard's place in the quiet streets past the city limits. Some days really stink.

The Cat goes on and forgets all about it until...


The Setup

Calgary, May 2011 - Three years later

Three big guys sitting at a table in a truck stop—nothing to write home about, right?

 You'd be dead on if, and that's a big if, one of those guys in this case isn't someone who looks at himself as The Cat—a lightning rod for trouble. Another of those fellows, the one who behaves like the boss, just asked the Cat, arguably the smartest one of the three, if he was hiding away from something. Coming from the head of a bailiff agency, that question snowballed into a revelation: the Cat is invisible to the system. Not that he tries—it's just the way the cards have been dealt. Twice bankrupt, divorced, essentially estranged from his family, the Cat's been through a tough patch of hard life. The Cat has a couple things going for him; he can figure out just about anything, and that includes the subject of this strange meeting—a computer system. For the Cat, it's the end of a financial drought, so he answers:

"I'm an open book. What would you like to know? You found me, didn't you?"

The perfect answer. They can ask whatever they like. After all, the Cat walked into this office stating his name and asking the receptionist if they had any papers to serve him first. Only when the answer was negative did he then ask if they had computer issues. Issues that were quickly dealt with, but the diagnostic was that this magic wasn't gonna hold—they needed a new system. And so the Cat found himself at work in a secured office where you have to be buzzed in, with security cameras that aren't just decoys. That started as just another contract—unusual environment but same MO: learn the business beyond the basics, workflow, practical application, etc. Just the system engineer. Fascinating at first, but after 10 or 15 years, it's mostly boring stuff. During smoke breaks you chat a lot; everybody likes to share their expertise. The Cat had been on the receiving end of that process, now he was seeing how it all works. Little did he know, that was gonna come real handy, real quick. 


 

Opening Shot

Calgary, June 2011

It starts with a phone call or an email.

If you're like me, emails with "collection notice" in the title get ditched immediately. You don't even look twice at them—slide left, just like a bad mug shot on a dating site. It's usually the first phone call that tells you the great news: you're the target of the dreaded bill collector. In the midst of a work day in a bailiff's office, nice! My first reaction is "Fuck off, I don't owe any money to Rogers, and even less $690.00." Hang up. He calls again, I power down the phone. I can spy the Boss's office door from this station—it's open and he's in. I motor over and with a quick knock on the door, I'm motioned to come in.

"Hey Bud, who the hell is CBV?"

"CBV? Oh, that's usually bad news. Why do you ask?"

"I just got a call from them about a bill I don't even recognize."

"Oh shit, here's my advice: whatever bill they want paid, pay it. These guys are the scum of the earth, the lowest of the low. If I can legally refuse work from them, I do."

"Mmm, okay, thanks."

I get back to my station, pack my stuff and call it a day. I really don't need this right now. I'm busing home—completely insane ride. This area isn't served very well by transit. So it's catch it or walk. Takes me five more minutes to walk than to bus, but a 45-minute power walk before and after a good day is a bit much. This contract landed just in time; I was about to sink. Even at my rate, it takes a few weeks to clean up the aftermath of a DUI and get your license back, then weeks to be able to afford anything decent for wheels. Did I mention the insurance down payment?

Took about 2 km of fast walking down the shortcut for me to clue in. That's the Vancouver thing—when they cut me off right out the door of that interview. For some reason, I got home pretty quick, would have beaten the bus by a good 10 minutes! Bad news for whomever is in front—the Cat is in fight mode now.

A quick Google search on the name returns THOUSANDS of rants about how bad they are. I sit back in my chair and think. I'm fucked either way. I remember all too well the mess loosing that phone created. My theme song has a verse, “ slink down the alley lookin' for a fight”. I’m not one for fights normally but:

-These Clowns are plain evil.

-I have a one in a million chance of getting back at Roger.

- I have a newly found knowledge of the collection process and rules.

-I may not win per say, all I really have to do is make them spend a ton of money, more than $690 worth.

-I’m pretty well invisible as I sit, so they will have to spend a lot more time on that file. EG Money.

-I’m bulletproof on the usual BS they use to collect people.

-If Shit get too real, easy way out, just pay it and run home with your tail between your legs.  

-I’m boiling so bad right now that, I can’t see an alternative.

-I don’t have to pull punches here it is a free for all.

-I just plain hate bullies

A decision is made; I'm gonna play along and see how many laws they break trying to collect a measly $690.00 from a ghost. I'll document everything and see what happens. How hard can it be? CBV is getting the Cat treatment. Let the game begin.


 

Rules of the Game

From CBV's point of view, the rules are simple: collect as close to full face value as possible, as fast as possible, on debt they bought for around 10% of that amount. These debts have expiry dates. Corporations must write them off after a certain time—this differs from jurisdiction to jurisdiction.

They're just like the car curber who picks up some wreck at the cop auction and tries to flip it for as much as possible. That's obviously a business model built for high profits, and high profits encourage brutish behavior from the practitioners. The system encourages this because the profits are huge.

A system like that must have some type of moderation. If it was left to run unchecked, it would swifty turn into a blood bath. Even in minor hockey, you have a referee. Politicians know this, so they create regulations, Consumer Protection Agencies, Ombudsmen, collection agency permitting and ethics codes. These regulation as promoted by the politicians, sound impressive. The idea is then distributed to a committee that, eventually, produce a document, a draft of the new law or regulation or a much looser discussion paper including special considerations. If that document starts well meaning and with sufficient power of enforcement, it has teeth.

Now comes the tooth fairy, in the form of all those special interests. The same ones who lubricate the wheels of our democracy by injecting money and influence onto the mix. Now this law is probably well meaning, but with not a single tooth to be found. 

The next part of the process is to get it passed in parliament where after numerous changes, checked by the tooth fairy at every step. It is voted on.

Finally we have laws. Those are really designed for big business—even they might find themselves in default, or with a client that is. The laws are what make the enormous difference between a scummy bill collector and a bailiff, an officer of the law. Bailiffs have strict codes of conduct to abide by; they are how a Judge enforces their judgments.

Those laws are where you're gonna find your guardrails. How long can they pursue you by default? That's the expiry date. If they haven't been able to nail you before that date, you're home free. "Nail you" means getting the money or having you served a subpoena—a notice that you should be present in court because some action has been filed against you. If you ignore it, then the court will proceed and make a decision, issue a judgment that a bailiff can now enforce. This is now serious business, not some joker on the phone.

The Cat's been doing his homework. See, working at a bailiff's office, you learn things. Real things, not the watered down bullshit version they feed consumers on those debt help websites.

The two-year limitation period everyone talks about? It's misleading as hell without context. The clock doesn't start when you miss a payment - it starts from "acknowledgment of debt" or "last payment" or "written acknowledgment." That's the trap, and it's perfectly legal.

CBV's whole game is getting you to reset that clock. Even saying "I can't pay right now" on a recorded line can be twisted into acknowledgment. "I don't owe you anything" - that's safe. "I can't pay" - you just admitted the debt exists. That's why they record everything. That's why the honey traps. That's why they push your buttons until you explode and say something, anything, they can use.

Get you talking, get you admitting, get you fucked.

In Alberta, it's two years. Other provinces, six. But here's what they don't advertise: partial payment of even one dollar resets everything. You feeling charitable and toss them $20 to "show good faith"? Congratulations, your ancient debt is now fresh as this morning's roadkill.

The Cat learned this watching Bud's crew work. They'd get judgments that were nearly expired, and their whole strategy was different. They had to move fast, serve papers properly, follow the rules. CBV? They just need you to fuck up once. One admission, one payment, one signature on their "payment plan" and you're back to day zero.
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