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A special thanks to our parents, who raised us right; our spouses and children, who love us, support us, and push us to be the best we can be; and of course to the Diesel Gods, who have blessed us with the ability and the opportunity to show the world the wonders of Diesel!


To God, our family, and our friends: Thank you! Life has been an awesome ride, and we have made some great memories and can’t wait for the stories we will be able to tell from the adventures that are yet to come!


Dave and Dave


Diesel Brothers
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HEAVY D: Hey, ladies and gentlemen, this is Dave Sparks, and you guys might know me as Heavy D from the Discovery Channel show Diesel Brothers. In the world of diesel trucks, no one has more fun or builds bigger or more badass trucks than me and my best friend, Diesel Dave, and our hardworking crew in Salt Lake City. Our business model is pretty simple: we buy another man’s junk—beat-up, wrecked, or broken-down trucks—and transform them into extreme and tricked-out treasures.


Sometimes we turn the trucks for a pretty sweet profit, but about six times a year, we give them away to very lucky fans.


Now, you’re probably sitting there thinking: Who in the world gives away free trucks? Have you guys lost your minds? Have you inhaled too much exhaust? I know the concept might sound crazy. It’s kind of just how we roll.


Hey, believe me: it has been a wild ride for us to get this far, with plenty of road bumps, potholes, and speed traps along the way. Just a few years ago, we were a couple of young entrepreneurs with big dreams simply trying to pay our bills and get our feet under us. But then our builds started becoming popular with diesel truck enthusiasts on social media, and people inquired about how to buy them or have one built of their own. So we thought giving away one of our monster builds in a contest would be a great way to drum up interest and generate publicity for our companies.


Well, the first sweepstakes went so well we started doing a handful every year. And the amazing thing about our giveaways is that you only have to buy a T-shirt or something else off our website to enter. Even better: most of the people who have won our trucks were really in need and could use them. Believe me, there’s nothing better than seeing people screaming, crying, and jumping for joy when they find out they’ve won. It’s really cool—it’s like being Santa Claus in real life.


And it’s not like we’re giving away our grandpa’s farm truck, either. Our trucks are one of a kind, unlike anything else out there. We break the conventional rules of truck repair and build trucks the way we want to do them—often creating rides that no one thought was possible. We turn short beds into long beds, four doors into six doors, crew cabs into mega-cabs, and gassers into diesels. We enhance, rebuild, or replace engines and transmissions to create crazy horsepower and torque, but our work only begins under the hood. We trick out trucks with new lifts, bumpers, fender flares, lights, custom paint, wheels, and tires to turn them into sleek, unforgettable machines.


In every one of our projects, we want to build a truck that looks good, but we also want it to function. We build every truck to be worked and used; these aren’t show trucks. Our trucks have to be dependable and rugged because the people buying them (or winning them) are going to depend on them and push them to the limits, whether it’s on the highway to work or in the desert or mountains on the weekend. That’s why we thoroughly test every truck we build—and that’s when the real fun usually begins!


In the pages that follow, you’ll learn more about our story and lives from before Diesel Brothers and after! Hey, fasten your seat belt. We’re only getting started and it has been one hell of a ride so far!


DIESEL DAVE: Howdy, folks, this is Dave Kiley, otherwise known as Diesel Dave. If you didn’t know already, Heavy D and I aren’t really brothers. In fact, we’re not related at all. But the man is definitely my brother from another mother, and we’re about as close to blood relatives as you can get because both of us have diesel running through our veins. We’re best friends, we’ve lived together, we work together, worship together, and do just about everything else together. As our wives like to say, we put the “bro” in bromance.


When Heavy D asked me to come on board and help him build his used car company a few years ago, I couldn’t resist. He’s one of the most determined people I know, and I knew he was going to be successful at anything he did. Of course, I had no idea then that we’d be building legendary diesel trucks. I know one thing: it’s a heck of a lot better than buying and selling Hyundais and Volvo station wagons. I’ve always loved driving and working on diesel trucks. They’re so much fun to drive and chicks absolutely dig them! Joe Diffie told us in a song that trucks are meant for guys to get girls and for guys to impress girls. Chicks dig the long ball and big trucks, no question about it.


While we’re obviously known for our killer trucks, I think people watch Diesel Brothers because we have so much fun together. You never know what’s going to happen in our garage—we might be pulling pranks on each other or a truck might even catch on fire! There’s always something crazy happening. If you’ve watched our show, you know that we have a wicked sense of humor and no one is immune from our practical jokes. We like to make fun of each other and laugh with each other. We’re constantly trying to come up with new pranks and ways to get even with the other guys in our shop.


Practical jokes are really what made us so popular on social media, and then Jay Leno noticed one of our YouTube videos, in which I “rolled coal” on one of our buddies while he was using the restroom. (Don’t try this at home, but that’s when you hook an irrigation pipe up to a truck’s tailpipe and blow exhaust on your friend!) My appearance on The Tonight Show with Leno led to a bunch of TV producers calling and wanting us to do a reality TV show. To be honest, we really weren’t too keen on having camera crews following us around every day. We weren’t too interested in becoming the next Keeping Up with the Kardashians or Real Housewives of New Jersey.


Like I said earlier, Heavy D and I are best friends, and everybody in our garage gets along with everyone else, and we wanted to keep it that way. We didn’t want to ruin our chemistry in the garage. Besides, when a producer called us about taping an audition tape for Discovery Channel, we thought he was like one of those guys in Dubai who emails you and asks for ten thousand dollars. We couldn’t figure out why he’d want to put us on TV. But he ended up being a guy we could trust, and the next thing you knew, we had a TV show.


Diesel Brothers really hasn’t changed us much. Having a TV show is an unbelievable opportunity for us to spread diesel joy to everyone around the world, and we know it won’t last forever. But, as long as we’re doing it, we’re going to put the pedal to the floor and enjoy the ride.
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DIESEL HANDBOOK LESSON NO. 1


DIESEL OR GASOLINE?


It’s probably the question I get asked more than any other: Why should I buy a truck with a diesel engine instead of one with a gasoline engine? To be honest, it really depends on what you want to do with your truck.


If you’re looking for an everyday driver, a truck you can drive to and from work and to your kids’ baseball and soccer games on the weekends, then you’ll probably want a gasoline engine. If you’re driving in town and want some off-the-line acceleration and immediate power when you put the pedal to the floor, a gas engine is probably for you.


On the other hand, if you’re going to use your truck to pull a boat to the lake or camper into the mountains, or if you’re going to be hauling a trailer with lawn maintenance equipment and other heavy loads, you’ll probably want a diesel engine. While gasoline engines are known for their horsepower, diesel engines produce torque, which is perfect for hauling heavy loads up steep grades and for long distances.


Think of it this way: A truck with a gasoline engine is a sleek, chiseled racehorse like Secretariat. It’s going to be fast out of the gates and one hell of a sprinter. On the other hand, a truck with a diesel engine is going to be like the Budweiser Clydesdales. It’s not going to be quite as fast off the line, but it’s going to be strong and powerful as an ox.


Compared to gasoline engines, diesel engines are simpler, more efficient, and more economical. In other words, diesel engines use less fuel, they’re easier to fix, and they’re going to last a heck of a lot longer than gasoline engines. Diesel engines are also safer, because diesel fuel is far less volatile and its vapor is far less explosive than gasoline. On average, diesel engines get between 10 to 15 miles per gallon more than their gasoline counterparts, and some diesel engines have lasted as long as 900,000 miles!


Now, I know you probably didn’t buy this book for a history lesson, but here it goes: The diesel engine has been around since the late nineteenth century, but for whatever reason, it has never really caught on in the United States. Gasoline engines have been far more popular in American cars and trucks, even though the diesel engine is much more efficient and durable. Fortunately, that trend is starting to change and diesel engines are becoming more common.


Rudolf Diesel, a German engineer, invented the diesel engine in 1892. He was inspired to invent the diesel engine because gasoline engines were so inefficient. At the time, only about 10 percent of the fuel in gasoline engines was being used to actually move vehicles; the rest was being released through useless heat out the tailpipe! Talk about waste! Diesel wanted to create an engine with much higher efficiency.


Like gasoline engines, a diesel engine is a type of internal combustion engine, which is designed to convert chemical energy into mechanical energy. Fuel is burned inside the main part of the engine (the cylinders), where power is produced, and the mechanical energy moves pistons up and down inside the cylinders, and the pistons are connected to a crankshaft, which creates the rotary motion needed to turn wheels. Do you follow me?


Internal combustion engines are more efficient than external combustion engines like steam engines because everything happens in the same place. Once heat is produced, it doesn’t have to flow somewhere else to make pistons (and wheels) move.


Even though gasoline and diesel engines both work by internal combustion, they function in slightly different ways. In gasoline engines, fuel and air are injected into the cylinders. A piston compresses the mixture and makes it explosive, and a small electric spark from a spark plug ignites it. That makes the mixture explode, which generates power to push the piston down the cylinder and then through the crankshaft and gears to turn the wheels. Voilà! You have a moving vehicle!


In diesel engines, air is compressed into far less space, making it much hotter than the air used in gasoline engines. In fact, the air is so hot—usually about 1,000 degrees Fahrenheit—that a spark plug isn’t even needed to ignite the mixture of air and fuel. Instead, once the air is compressed, a mist of fuel sprayed into the cylinder by injectors automatically ignites to create energy. The best news: a diesel engine doesn’t need a routine ignition tune-up because it doesn’t have spark plugs and distributors!


In summary, diesel engines use far less fuel than their gasser counterparts, diesel fuel generally costs the same as gasoline and is much more energy dense, and diesel cars and trucks require far less maintenance. While most gasoline vehicles recommend oil changes every 3,000 miles, service intervals for diesel engines can reach as far as every 10,000 miles. A diesel truck or car might cost you more in the beginning, but it’s going to save you a boatload of cash in fuel efficiency and maintenance over the life of the vehicle.


—Heavy D
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HEAVY D: My friends and family members have been calling me “Heavy D” since high school, when I first used the nickname as a joke. (No, I wasn’t some wannabe rapper.) For whatever reason, the moniker kind of stuck with me. I actually came into this world as David William Sparks on January 5, 1985. To be honest, my life was heavy from the time I took my first breath. I was born in Cumberland, Maryland, not far from Walter Reed National Military Medical Center, where my father, Bill Sparks, was battling an inoperable brain tumor.


When I was about a month old, doctors told my twenty-seven-year-old father that he had only two years left to live. They told him there wasn’t anything else they could do for him medically, that chemotherapy and radiation weren’t working to reduce the size of his tumor, and that it was probably best if he went home and spent what little time he had left with his family.


So he and my mom, Lisa, loaded up us kids and returned to Layton, Utah, on the eastern edge of the Great Salt Lake, which is near where my maternal grandparents lived. I was the youngest of their four children. My sisters, Michelle and Alicia, and brother, Taylor, were older than me, but all of us were too young to understand what was happening to my dad.


As my father prepared for the final months of his life, he and my mom decided to make videotaped messages from him, which she planned to show us when we were older. In many ways, my father wanted to use those recordings to introduce himself to us, so we would never forget him when he was gone. My dad was born and raised in Topeka, Kansas, but moved to Southern California when he was in high school. He loved to surf in the Pacific Ocean and always wanted to be doing something outdoors. I think that’s where I get my passion for extreme sports and being outside.


In those video recordings, my dad shared important lessons he believed he’d never get a chance to teach us. He told us about what we should and shouldn’t do, how to treat others, and other virtues he would have shared with us if he’d lived long enough to be our dad.


More than anything else, he taught us about being selfless, living our lives for others, and about our duty to share the gospel with others.


When my dad was fifteen years old, he converted to Christianity and joined the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. He went on a two-year mission trip to Zurich, Switzerland, and Munich, Germany, which is where he met my mom, who was born into the LDS church. They fell in love and were engaged—after only two real dates—under a lifeguard stand in Huntington Beach, California. Shortly after they married at the Mormon temple in Ogden, Utah, in August 1979, my dad unexpectedly lost his job. He couldn’t find another one, so he joined the Army National Guard. While my dad was stationed at boot camp in Alabama, he suffered a seizure and doctors diagnosed him with a malignant, inoperable brain tumor.


Once we returned to Utah, my father’s condition worsened. He had to take methadone and morphine to survive debilitating headaches as the tumor grew. Then a truly amazing thing happened. When doctors told my dad he had only three weeks to live, he received a priesthood blessing from our church. Our former mission director told my dad that he would live long enough to see his children grow up. During the next few weeks, my father became stronger and stronger. He was still in quite a bit of pain, but the blessing gave him hope to continue living.


Then my dad received another blessing from our home teacher in the church, who told him he would be healed because of the faith of his children. My dad was so convinced the tumor would go away that he stopped taking his pain medication. Six months later, the tumor was undetectable on brain scans. His doctors called it spontaneous remission, but we knew it was a miracle and answer to our prayers.


If that doesn’t make you believe in the Almighty, I guess nothing will.


My dad continued to suffer seizures and his cancer treatments had left him with short-term memory loss, so he was unable to take a full-time job. His hobby was restoring Volkswagen buses—the kind you used to see at Grateful Dead concerts in the 1960s—and old motorcycles in our garage. He made money by installing car stereos in our driveway. That’s probably where I first learned about tearing things apart and then putting them back together. Amazingly, my dad went back to college when he was forty and earned a bachelor of science degree in manufacturing engineering from Weber State University in 1997. What he lacked in memory, he made up for in personality and determination. His professors loved him and appreciated his hard work. He graduated with a 3.0 grade-point average, despite his health problems.


When my dad was sick, my mom went to work to keep a roof over our heads and make sure we were fed. She had a bachelor’s degree in elementary education, but she wanted to stay home with us kids. She was the master of part-time jobs, selling pizzas at special events and babysitting for families in our neighborhood. She sewed for a children’s clothing store and even made some of our clothes by hand. She taught us about hard work. One summer, my brother, my sisters, and I delivered enough handbills to earn enough money to go to Disneyland. While we might not have had much in material possessions, we knew we were blessed because we were together and my dad was still with us.


Some of my favorite memories of my childhood occurred at my grandfather’s farm. When I was only six years old, I drove his Ford tractor and plowed a quarter acre of land over and over again. By the time I was finished, his farm resembled the Dust Bowl! With my dad teaching me about motorcycles and VW buses, and my grandfather teaching me about heavy equipment, I became fascinated with anything that had an engine and wheels. Because of their influence, I was a gearhead from the start.


When I was eleven, my brother and I saved $80 and bought a 1976 Yamaha YZ80 dirt bike, which was the first motorized vehicle I owned. Unfortunately, we spent most of our time—and what little money we had left—replacing the plastic clutch and gearshift levers, which seemed to break every other time Taylor rode it. Eventually, I bought my brother out and the dirt bike was my toy. I spent all of my time riding it and working on it. While my other buddies were playing baseball, basketball, football, and other team sports, I only wanted to ride my dirt bike. To be honest, I was more interested in a sport that required having more than one ball.


When I was a little bit older, I sold the YZ80 and bought my cousin’s Suzuki RM250. It was really way too big for me and my feet couldn’t even hit the ground when I was riding it. I had to stand on a milk carton to climb onto the seat, but I rode that dirt bike about every day and grew into it.


With those two bikes, I learned valuable early lessons about properly maintaining your vehicle—regular maintenance is the key to reliability; irregular maintenance is the key to great exercise.


Believe me, I found out quickly that motocross boots aren’t made for walking. I learned to make sure the bike’s oil was changed on time, its chain was oiled, clean, and tight, and the air pressure in its tires was right.


By the time I was in middle school, I was already taking shop classes, where I learned to weld and work on engines. I built a skateboard ramp and welded a metal rail to it. My buddies and I shredded the thing out. At Layton High School, probably half of my classes focused on either automotive mechanics, fabrication, or welding. By the time I was a senior, I was seriously interested in becoming an auto mechanic. Hey, when you’re constantly washing your hands before you use the restroom, that’s probably a good sign that you might have a future in working on cars and trucks.


Shortly after I was old enough to get my driver’s license, my grandfather gave me a $1,500 loan to purchase a 1993 Jeep Cherokee. I was already working by then, helping my grandfather and uncle, John Tanner, build houses. He knew I’d pay him back. About a month after I bought the blue Jeep Cherokee, the water pump went out. I told my mom I needed to find someone to fix it, but she told me we didn’t have the money to get it repaired.


Instead, she drove me to an auto parts store, bought a water pump, and left me alone in our garage to fix it. When I complained to her that I didn’t know how to replace it, she told me to figure it out. My mom was great about telling me I could do things I didn’t think I could do. She encouraged me to test my limits and learn new things. Changing that water pump was my first real-life experience working on a vehicle. It took me a few tries to get it right with my dad’s prized Snap-on tools, but I eventually replaced the water pump, and the Jeep was up and running again.


Unfortunately, a few weeks later, I flipped my Jeep Cherokee while racing a buddy in an unfinished neighborhood near our house. The curbs in the subdivision were really high, and they hadn’t yet poured asphalt on the road, and I underestimated a wide turn. The Jeep flipped on its side, smashing in the passenger’s side and shattering the window in the back door. I told my parents I’d rolled it over in a ditch. I couldn’t afford to replace the window—and I didn’t know anything about bodywork yet—so I drove a smashed-up Jeep Cherokee (with plastic on the window) to school for the rest of the year. After I saved some money, I found a replacement window at a salvage yard and sold the Jeep that summer.


Even back then, I didn’t hang on to my vehicles for very long. It seems like I’ve always had attention deficit disorder when it comes to cars. For whatever reason, I quickly lose interest in driving them and I always seem to be looking for the next great thing. The Jeep Cherokee was my first experience flipping a vehicle—both literally and figuratively—and I ended up selling it for $3,000, which was twice as much as what I paid for it. I used the money to buy a full-sized 1988 Chevrolet Blazer, which is where I first learned about big power and really modifying trucks. I put a lift on it, along with bigger and better wheels and tires, and added straight-pipe exhaust, which made it sound louder and a hell of a lot meaner. I graduated from high school in 2003 and sold the Chevy Blazer right before I left the country for my two-year LDS mission.


Growing up in the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, and after hearing my parents talk about their mission trips for most of my life, I thought it would be a cool experience and an important thing to do. My parents liked to talk to each other in German when I was growing up, and none of us kids could understand what they were saying. I thought going to a foreign place, learning the native language, and adapting to a new culture would be a valuable life lesson for me. Of course, it meant I would have to spend two years away from my parents, which wasn’t going to be easy for them or me, especially being away from my dad for so long. We didn’t know how much time he had left.


Miraculously, my father lived twenty-two years after doctors told him he had only months to live in 1985. Despite his health struggles, he never gave up and he enjoyed life to the fullest. The elders in our church were right: he lived long enough to see his kids grow up. No matter the hand my dad was dealt, he kept going and going. That’s why we affectionately called him the “Energizer Bunny.” He died on May 22, 2007, about a year after I returned from my mission trip. He was forty-nine years old. When the brain tumors returned, he fought cancer valiantly until the very end. My dad taught me more about courage and overcoming adversity than anyone I’ve ever known, and his life is truly a testament to God’s strength and renewal.


My father’s death really took a toll on my family, especially my mother, after we’d seen him fight for so long. But we know our family will be together again. After spending much of her life as a homemaker, my mom took a job working as a gate agent for an airline and she was later hired as a flight attendant. She has traveled all over the world, to places such as China, India, and Peru, helping the impoverished and continuing her mission work. Her job also allows her to spend considerable time with her thirteen grandchildren, who are scattered across the country. She keeps herself busy—she even works part-time filling retail orders in our warehouse—and looks for opportunities to serve others. It’s another one of the lessons my father taught each of us.
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DIESEL DAVE: I bounced around all over the place as a kid, which might explain the reason for my nomadic existence and restlessness as a young adult. I was born on June 17, 1984, which makes me about six months older—and a heck of a lot wiser—than Heavy D. Unlike him, though, I didn’t earn my moniker, “Diesel Dave,” until much later in life, and I’ll share those details with you later in the book.


I was born in Lubbock, Texas, where my dad, Mike Kiley, was stationed at Reese Air Force Base. He was in pilot training, with fifty-four other students. The top 10 percent of students got their choice of planes. Dad wanted an F-15 fighter, and his performance up to that point told him he would probably get it. Then I tried to enter the world two months early, and Mom went on bed rest. Dad apparently dropped just below the top 10 percent and was slotted as an instructor in the T-37, which was a twin-engine Cessna the air force used for decades to train its pilots. We spent four more years in Lubbock, and that’s okay because my sister Kerstin was born there, too, and so there are two of us Texans in the family.
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