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A Street Sweeper's Taleby Bruiser

When | burned out of college in spring of 2006, | found myself needing cash in the worst
kind of way. | was flipping through the newspaper when | found an ad that read:

"Sweeper Vac Driver needed. 3rd shift only"

and gave subseguat contact info. I'm really great doing over night work and decided that
I'd give it a shot. | arrive at the office, fill out an application, and before | walked out of
the door | was given the job and told to report for training the following evening.

So, | reported to the office the following evening... and had the weirdest/craziest/funniest
8 months of my life. | was hoping to share a story or two with you guys. If you like 'em,
I've got TONS.

Training Day:

Trying to make a good first impressidrshowed up at 7:30; 15 minutes ahead of
schedule. | found a note taped to the door that told me to have a seat in the break room
and that my trainer would be with me shortly. Well, 7:30 eventually turned into 8:45
when | had decided to say "fuck it" anéMvout. As | was heading for the door, a very
unkempt man wearing jeans and a dirt§firt stumbled in.

@Hey..uh.. you Bruiser?

&veah, I've been here since

@Cool... alright, well uhlemme go clock in and we'll get going. Here, take this stuff
around back to our truck and I'll meet you out there.

| walked out, found our truck, and did some more waiting. Eventually, the guy comes

back out with a bag full of stuff and sets it behihd seat. The guy finally introduces
himself as Mark. He explained the finer points of the job.

@We go around to places like malls and groceryestonse the sweeper truck to suck
up the trash, use leaf blowers to blow trash away form the sidewalk, and empty all of the
trashcans.

Z@\Wow, that wasn'in the job description.

@haha, it never is. Don't worry, FNG's get the hang of the job easily



EFNG?

@That's you, buddy.

Mark and | got to know each other en route to the first placeag¢dclean. He's one of
the coolest guy's I've ever met and continues to be a friend to this day. He's got a really

dry sense of humor, he's kind 0iz4, and had been doing the job way too long.

| got the hang of it midway through the night. It wasn't hard at all, just-minabingly

dull manual labor. Happy to have someone to talk to, Mark kept me entertained the entire
night with stuff he had seéput there". He also let me in on the fact that the "Sweeper

Vac Guys" are pretty tight knit just for how shitty a job it was, and that leaving the

"FNG" in the break room is kind of a hazing.

After a quick coffee break, we pulled up to one of our lagissfor the night. It was a

Walgreen's dead in the center of the Nashville ghetto. Mark dropped me off in front of
the building.

@Alright, buddy,I'm going to run across the street to our last stop of the night. Go
ahead and change the trashcans and check the back of the store for anything out of the
ordinary. I'll pick you up when you're done and we'll call it a night

()You're leaving me?

@Don't worry, call on the radio if you need anyidp

and just like that, my pasty white ass was in the middle of the ghetto at 3am on a friday
night. But, luckily for me, | grew up in D.C. and had learned some street sense.

| change the cans really quickly and went around back to "look for anythirog the
ordinary".

Usually, I'm really good about watching my back. Notice | said "usually". | was noting

that the lights had been shot out when | heard something behind me. | whirled around to
see a crack head standing a few feet from me.

f@-@}Hey man! Hey! Uh, do you have a light, man?
&Sorry, | dort smoke
1E@Hey! Uh, do you got a dollar, man?

&Listen man, I'm covered to my head in stink at 3am on a Friday night. Does it look like
| have a dollar?



The guy then pulls a knife from his jacket pocket. This is not going to happen. I'm
covered head to toe in grime, I'm exhausted, and now a cragkshieging to mug me on
my first night at work. This is not going to happen. So | did the only thing | could do.

lE@Come on, man! Give me that wallet!

| hold up my hands, nod, and make like I'm reaching behind me for my wallet. Well,
some asshat had missed the dumpster with a pallet earlier in the day and had left planks
of wood scattered about behind me.

| grab a plank of wood, whip around, and cracksithard as | can on the side of his face.
He drops like a ton of bricks and | reached for the radio.

(sJHey! Some crack head just tried to mug be Haate. | think | knocked him out. Do we
need to call Metro PD or something?

*long pause*

()Hello?!

s he dead?

@WWHAT!?

%s. He. Dead.

| reached down and felt a strong pulse on the guy (but man was his face a wreck).
()No, he'salive.

@Fuck it, I'm coming to pick you up, see you in a sec.

A moment later, Mark comes roaring behind the store, stops, and looks at my handy
work.

@JGood form!
(x)Can we go now?
@I mean, I've had to drop guys before, but this takes the cake!

(z)Can we please go now?

Mark then takes a picture with his cell phone



@JI can't wait to show the guys when we get back to theed

Later on that morning, he introduced me to everyone in the group. After showing off the
pictures and bragging about "How his FNG dropped someone the first night" one of the
other guys, Jay, got me a cup of coffee.

It was then that | found out thalmost getting robbed was a part of the job and | handled
it like it was supposed to be handI&l.

| also found out that "FNG" stood for "Fuckin' Newysu

Edit: I'm now back in school

The Beastmaster :

It was my third night on the job and | was still training in Nashville. | had gotten the job
down pretty well and my nights were filled with talking to Mark. You see, out there at

night, you start toga little‘2*. mark and | had been talking about the strange shit he's
seen out here and doing a damn fine job of creeping me the hell out. HetHausjusd
wrapping up a story about being chased by... well, something when he was out here one
night.

f20h come on, you can't tell me that you were A@LUY chased by an animal.

@JBuddy, I'm telling 'ya. There was something out there chasing me. Something big
wanted me, breathing down my neck.inkht smelled fear.

&Y ou're telling me a bear chased you?

@Buddy, | don't know. I'm just telling ya there's stuff out here that we don't know
about.

&You're crazy

@Maybe, maybe not, buddy.

So we pull onto a lot deep in the quiet suburbs of Nashville. We hop out and do our thing;
Mark's in the front of the lot and I'm behind it checkinigdis out. | paused to light a

smoke and thought about what Mark had said.

*scratch scratch*

What the fuck was that? | chalked it up to being the wind and went back to my smoke.



*scratch BANG!*
Something fell down inside the area where they keep theshens. | reached for the

flashlight in my pocket and swept the beam around the area. As luck would have it, |
didn't see a damn thing.

(a)Hello?

Keepin mind that | was only into day 3 of training. The robber, and subsequent truck
fires are still a few months off. | was still pretty green.

*scratch BOOM! BANG!*

Ohshitohshitohshit. This can't be happening. My first thought is that it was Mark just
fucking with me.

(eJMark, I'm not a moron. | know it's you back there.

*BOOM! BOOM!*

©Fuck this.

I'm a 20 year old college student who did some growing up in the District of Fucking
Columbia. My first night | put the hurt on a fool who was trying to mug me. I'm 6'3, 250
pounds, and meaner than shit. h¢ake down, beat up, or kill whatever the fuck is

behind that wall.

After my little pep talk, | took long, powerful strides to the gate that led into the dumpster
area. | threw open the gate and hit everything with the flashlight.

Not a damn thing there
Something ain't right about this. Not right at all.

| made the mistake of going to investigate further. | walked entirely into the gated area
when a gust of wind blew the gate shut behind me. | heard something.

*scratch scratch*

| clicked off the flahlight and listened. Yeah, there was something in here. My mind
immediately conjured up thoughts of a giant bloodthirsty beast. It sounded like there was
something in the dumpster. | made a move to flip it open when whatever was inside beat
me to it.

Thedumpster lid flew open and the biggest goddamn raccoon I've ever seen jumped at
me. This thing was the size of a dog and was none too happy that | had disturbed his



dinner. | screamed like a girl.
CIAAAAA! HOLY FUCKING SHIT!

| ripped the gate open and ran full steam away from the dumpster. The damn thing was
following me!

| ran all the way around the building when Mark came to my rescue. Like a Roman
centurion, he took a swing at the beast with a shovel.

%"ﬂGET BACK, FRED! LEAVE THE BOY ALONE!

The raccoon stops dead in it's furry little tracks.

@Yeah, this is Fred. We found out he's a she after we named her. You walked right into
her nest. Good job screaming at a raccoon, you've got sonua fasti too, buddy.
Didn't think you could move that quick.

Rightly embarrassed, | started packing the truck up.

The raccoon just stared at me Ithe rest of the time | was there.

Fred and | would develop a relationship and | would use her later on in my stay with the
company. But that's a story called "Bruiser trains an FNG"

Here by request, Messing with Ricers.

It's like "The Fast and the Raus"... but with even worse cars andfaiced high school
kids:

So, | pull into Dover Crossing (see: shitty Kroger shopping center) and cruise around to
get a general idea of how much trash is on the parking lot. Well, right in the center of the
lot there are around 30 high school aged kids showing off their cheap, poorly modded,
late 90's import cars. | could have handled that alone, but the cars we're parked the exact
opposite from the parking spaces. | guess spending mommy's money on a body kit from
eBay (that you managed to crack 2 days after purchase) gives you the right to do that.
There are a couple of problems here:

1) The children are hanging out right in the middle of the lot... over trash... that | need to
pick up... now.

2) | have a deep rad for idiot 17 year olds, shitty ricemt Honda civics, AND the
anorexic trailer trash that passes for female companionship in that neck of the woods.



A trifecta of doom united.
this could get interesting.

So | park the truck at the end of the laihw out the curb line, and proceed to pick up

every bit of trash AROUND the Mentally Challenged Drivers Club meeting. | made a

few close passes, hoping that they would get some assemblage of a clue and move. | then
shunned myself for applying an ouncdajic when dealing with retards.

So | cruise around for around 5 minutes and they still don't move. | shut down the rear
engine and go over to the group of kids, | quickly find the leader and have a conversation
with him... it went something like this:

f2Hey man, | was wondering if you guys could move a couple of spaces over so | can
sweep here. You don't have to move your car or anything, | just neetlitagythis aisle
for about 3 minutes."

Moron#2 "Fuck you."

fHey man, we don't need any of that.. | just need to move in here for a few minutes. I'l
be out of your hair in no time, really.

Moron#2 "Why don't you get back into your truck, and get the fuck out of here."

-- Now... the group of kids had gathered around, and had actually started laughing at that
last comment.

©So, it's like that?

Moron#= "Yeabh, it's like that."

@Alright man, just remember that | asked nicely first.
Moron& "FUCK OFF, GARBAGE MAN!"

-- You know, something I've ner understood is why people have to mess with me. First
of all, I'm as big as a tank and | know how to fight. Second of all, I'm a nice guy... until
you piss me off. So the children taunt me as | go back to my truck.

Oh, damn.. | forgot to mention thapicked up a bag of Quie€rete at Home Depot.. my
previous stop that evening. You see, it was a full bag that had split open, so | had just put
it in the back of my hopper (the hopper is where all of the trash goes). Oops. | wonder
what would happen ifdan the blower engine (that's the engine that creates suction) at
100% throttle with all of that powdered Qui€kete in the back... might as well find out,
right?



| dropped the hammer on the throttle control. My blower engine was screaming at full
throttie, exhaust shooting out of the pipes. | had never run it at full power because usually
30-50% is more than enough to pick up garbage.Plus, | didn't need anymore exploding
sweeper trucks. The entire truck was shuddering. There was so much pressure in the
hopper, the QuiciCrete couldn't find a way to escape.... so | made one.

| made one final run at the children. | was going about 25 miles an hour when | hit the
controls to separate the hopper from the truck. What ensued was something for the ages.

Quick-Crete and dust came billowing out of the two gigantic intake tubes. It seriously
looked like a scene from Maximum Overdrive. The sound was horrendous as | made 3
loops around the children and their cars. A Thick cloud of dust enveloped the parking lot
as Idid my laps like some kind of demon.

The kids literally sprinted to their cars which were now covered with a super fine layer of
white powder. | had never seen a parking lot clear out in under 15 seconds.

| shut my engine down, reconnected the hoppérdantake tubes, and moved to the dust
stormfree front of the Kroger. Unbeknownst to me, | had drawn a crowd of the late night
stocking crew who had seen me talking to the teens on camera, and wanted to watch the
action.

| hopped out of the truck and & cigarette. All of the stocking crew was amazed and said
"that was fucking awesome!" and that | "showed those assholes". We chatted for a few
minutes as the dust cloud settled. It was time to move on to my next stop.

Oh, there's one more thing. A raiarm had moved through about 10 minutes before |
showed up. Their cars were wet when | crop dusted.

Hope they had fun getting that shit off.

Dead Rising:

It was one of those creepy as fuck nights. The weather was in that in between low 60's
stage witha breeze. Too chilly at night for short sleeves, to warm for a jacket, and the
moon was out full bore. | pulled up to my second stop of the night, a Home Depot. The
moon was casting jagged, spearing shadows across the parking lot. | was using the
blowersto clear out an island when | ducked around a row of sheds to relieve myself.
Down at the end of a row was a red pickup truck. This by itself was not odd; usually an

employee that left with a friend, maybe a co , Yyou know what | mean?

Well, I eventually made it back to the truck and started sweeping the lot. | thought about
that truck and took a swing by it hoping i could scare the shit out of sigimedhool

couple doing the tube snake boogie. | made one pass around the back and something just
didn't jibe.



You see, working by yourself in the dead of night teaches you some things. You sort of
develop a sixth sense for things and you know when samggtist isn't right. This was
one of those cases.

| made another pass. Out of state tags. Again, nothing important, but damn. It was on the
second pass that i noticed a silhouette in the driver's seat. That enough creeped me out a
bit, but | was just seeq things. | decided to finish up the lot and make one last pass. This
time | parked behind it, killed the lights, and just watched. The figure didn't move, so |
hopped out. | figured it was someone who pulled off to grab a few winks. | was doing my
duty as a good Samaritan.

| walked over and was going to politely tap on the window. | raised my wrist to give a
sharp rap and stopped dead cold. There was someone in there alright. A guy had his head
leaning against the window. But, on the window was..gol,.. is that blood? When i

took a closer look, i could see hunks of what looked like meat.

Oh, Christ. Some guy either got whacked or blew his brains out.

ON MY PARKING LOT!

| instantly picked up the bat phone to call Bryce. Side note: Bryce wam#toyman for

all things fucked up. Being that I didn't have my carry permit yet, my only weapon at the

time was a tire iron, | always opted to bring in the guy with a gun. Anyway, back to the
story.

@ This is the Bryceman

@Hey, it's bruiser. Look, I'm over here at the Home Depot. | think some guy blew his
brains out in his truck or something.

@4 No shit?

£No shit.

@‘ Did you check if he's breathing?

%Bryce. It's 2:30 in the morning, | look suspicious by nature, and it looks like there's a
dead guy. No. | didn't touch him or the truck.

@ Good thinking
@I managed to learn a few things in college.

@ It's a state school



@NOT THE TIME, BRYCE!

@ I'm actually two streets down, I'll be there in a sec.

| hung up, lit a shaky cigarette, and walked back to my truck. Christ. Did | just discover a
corpse?

Bryce showed up and parked beside me. He had a rookie with him who looked like he
was 12 and wante shoot something. The rook started to eyeball me. Bryce told him |
was okay, and all three of us walked up to the door. | discovered the thing, so | might as
well get a look, right?

Bryce taps the door with his maglite.

@ Sir? Sir? You okay?

The rookie draws his gun and | back up. Bryce looks at the rook, nods, and reaches for
the door. He pulls the handle. The corpse picks its head up off the glessreaams.

@AHHHHH!

SAHHHHHHHHH

& AHHHHHHHH

SAHHHHHHH

&S B @GAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH

The corpse then proceeds to vomit all over Bryce and the rookie. Bryce jumps back in
terror. I'm just) and the rookie looks like he's about to blow the zombie away.

& WHAT THE SHIT!

Turns out my corpse was a guy so drunk he puked all over the inside of the truck
window, and then passed out in it. The blood was a red drink mixed with vomit. Backup
arrived with an EMT.,

After checking to make sure | didn't shiyself, | watched the guy fail his field sobriety
test to the point of passing out on the hood of Bryce's squad car. They eventually rolled
his ass into the ambulance and bailed out.

Bryce was pissed.



(Bravel)
- -

=
That was his only clean uniforrﬁ% @

Doug and the killer KY:

As | mentioned before, the Sweeper Vac Unit was a pretty tight knit group. We were an
assembly of the damned; 15 men working one of the tifabs possible. That being

said, we pranked the hell out of each other on a nightly basis. This is the story of Doug
and the killer KY.

Part of our job entailed walking around the property and checking for things. Not exactly
a security guard, but justaking sure buildings hadn't been broken into. Well, sometimes
we would find things our by the dumpsters. Especially at the Walgreen's. You see, they
would throw any kind of over stock and just lay it up against the back wall of the
building. Being that wevere responsible for cleaning it up, we would sometimes
discover an interesting find.

This time | had found an entire case of KY Warming lubricant. | cracked open the case

and found around 50 sealed, unused bottles. | instantly called Jay, our resad&nt p
master, and called in my find.

aGo ahead, Bruiser

9Hey, brother, you're not going to believe what I just found

‘& If it's not a blind Dutch prostitute, I'm not interested.

®It's close. It's a case of KY.

Y& Dick lube?

f&/No.. WARMING dick lube.

‘@ Bring it in when you head back to tharh tonight.

210-4.

| knew that anything he was going to use the "Dick lube" for was going to be epic. |
eagerly finished up the night, hid my cratedafk lube, and went home for the day. I got
a call from Jay eatrlier that day telling me to show up early to work. Our target was Doug.

Doug was the epitome ¢z, He was paranoid to the point of idiocy, always looking



behind him, always sitting with his back to the wall, and always annoying the piss out of
us with stories about people trying to "get him" on his route. He also thought that Al
Qaeda wasetting up a cell in middle Tennessee.

This would be like shooting ducks in a barrel.

So Jay and | took the case of KY around to the back, opened the cab of Doug's truck, and
proceeded to bathe every surface of the truck in KY. Pleased with our haridg&pr

we ducked back into the office when the rest of the crew showed up.

Well,Doug was going on and on about how Metro PD was running surveillartas o

route. He said that he had proof and that it was in his truck. So, he runs out and those of

us that were in on it start to chuckle. A minute goes by, two minutes, 5 minutes. Jay just
looks at me and says

&Three... two... ©

WHAM! Goes the office door

Doug comes running into the office

= AAAAAAAAAAA OH GOD! I'VE BEEN POISONED!

90h my god! What do you mean?!

“#|'ve been sabotaged! There's acid all over the inside of my tfi&UJRNS!

'&Oh no! Who do you think it was?!

| FUCKING TOLD YOU AL QAEDA SET UP A CELL!'I TOLD EVERYONE! OH
GOD THE BURNING

It should be noted that Doug was covered head to toe in KY, running around the office
and shouting at everything.

@Maybe you should jump into the shower! Wash off the acid!

% GOOD IDEA, BRUISER! GAH THE BURNING!
| couldn't help myself...

The BURNINATION?!



& YES!

Finally his crazy ass runs into the locker room. There's a quick two beat and then the
entire room erupts into laughter. Before leaving, we put a bottle of stuff on the table in
the locker room with a note that said:

"You foiled our secret plot
With love,
Osama XOXO "

Turns out he spent 3 hours cleaning the KY out of his truck that night.

lllegal Street (sweeper) Racing:

Halfway through my stay at the company, | was working 7 days a week. 5 days on my
normal route in Murfreesboro and the weekemdeping in Clarksville. Now, for those

of you not familiar with the geography, Murfreesoboro is in the exact center of TN where
as Clarksville is on the TN/KY border. | had finished my Friday night in Clarksville and
was cruising down-24 when i get a cefrom Mike.

&2wiHey, where are you at?

&I'm abou 20 outside Nashville, you?

&|'m just wrapping up here in Green Hills (Nashville 'burb).

=Cool, you want to meet up?

&2awActually, I'm so fast I'll probably beat you back to Murfreesboro AND hiawe to
fuck your girlfriend.

& That fast, eh?
EwiThat fast.

@well, perk up your ears, old man. | want you to hear this. Never. Not in this lifetime or
the next will you ever beat me in a race. Not tbhiglot ever.

#wOh, we'll see. Give me a call before you reach the Trinity Ln. Exit. I'll be waiting.
@See you there.

Now, Mike and | are pretty close. We tended to hang out after work during the week
drinking beer and playing Need for Speed: Most Wanted until noon. By the way, getting



drunk at 9am iswesome. But | digress.

| radio in that I'm about to pass the exit, and the race is on.

| pass his truck at 80 and he quickly catches up. My side mirrors are filled with his
headlights as we fly down24 at 4 in the morning. He passes me and | dropdhemer.
Tucking in behind his truck, | start drafting him at 97 miles an hour.

The entire truck is shaking. For a brief instant | think that thitraat piece of shit is

going to fall apart around me. A demon is trying to escape from the hood.ihczgithe
what two sweeper vac trucks traveling at speeds close to 100 miles an hour, inches apart
from each other looks like*.

| see the sign for our exit; 3/4 of a mile. | sling shot around Mike and take a glance at the
speedometer. There | can't seertkedle and the ass end is poking toward "5". | finally
pass him and rocket up the on ramp. Our office isn't too far off the interstate and | do a
good job of blocking until | get to the shop. Needless to say, | won.

Well, We pull in and hop out.

@Hah! What the fuck did | say!

(<)Um.. Bruiser?

Y ou see that shit?! | had the needle buried into the dash. I'm awesome!

(<)Bruiser?

3| think you need to buy the beer today, because that shit was outta sight!
(®BRUISER!

BWHAT?!

(s)Look at the ass end of your truck.

| walk around and take a look. The rear axle at the wheel hubs was smoking. | did the
mental connect the dots.

@WwWas | on...
2-iFire? Yeah. You were. | tried to tell you, but you didn't hear me.
©Did it look cool?



@ bet it did.

&-w@Are you kidding me? It was like the sweeper truck from hell! It was fucking
fantastic!

& knew it.

And that was the end of the story. Or at least | thought it was until Bryce called me.

@" Hey Bruise

2Bryceman!

‘@I' Yeah.. uh, hi. Listen, | just got a call from a trooper friend of mine talking about a
pair of sweeper trucks doing about a batkfive down 24. You know anything about
that?

fBINOOOOO00000000, are you serious? These things? They hardly do 80

axles and looked all seven flavors of hell coming down the highway.

* check that, it looked awesome.

Sweeper Vac Olympics:
you know, some of the shit we do could be considered a sport.

And that's how the whole damn thing got started. You see, that night it was raining so
hard that they were talking about flooding. When it rains that hard, the only thinguyou c
do is go out, do the best you can, and usually head back really early. Well, a group of five
of us got together and decided to have a competition to show off elite sweeper skills.

There were four events:

High speed Bottle Toss
Slalom

30 yard shoppingart roundup
High speed Trash Grab.

At the end of our night, Myself, Mike, Jay, Doug, and Mac met up at one of the largest
properties. We parked the trucks and | explained the rules over the radio.

#BAlright. 5 events, one point each. Person with the most points at the end of the night
wins. First up is High Speed Bottle Toss.



This event required the use of a 400z. You see, the bottles were usudlly tosuck up

and would usually just roll with the truck underneath the suction head. The easiest way to
suck them up was to catch it under the head, get it to roll with you, speed up to about
30mph, and then stomp the brakes while breaking hard leftodttle would then sling

shot out of the head and go careening down the pavement and eventually break. The idea
of this game was to see how far you could sling the bottle. Mac was up first.

He captured his bottle, wound the truck up, and slung the labitket halfway down the
parking lot before it broke.

Jay broke his bottle before he even go started

Y& SONOFABITCH!

B BWAAAAAHAHAHA!
Doug sent his flying the wrong damn way and it exploded on a concrete island.

Mike sent his bottle tearing across the parking lot. It slowed and rolled gently to a stop
against the far curb line.

#wOh my. That's quite the shot. I... I'm just so new at.. what is this called, the "bottle
toss? | never expected to win. *wipes a fake tear away* I'm so happy!

@Alright, old man. Watch this.

| got a running start, scooped up the bottle underneath me, and dropped the fucking
hammer. | got the truck up to 50, rhasd the brakes, and cranked the wheel hard over to
the left. Maaan, the fucking bottle shot out of there like a cannon. About halfway through
the roll, the bottle bounced just right and went airborne. Cartwheeling through the air, it
finally exploded agaist a store front.

OH SHIT! Did that? Mike, tell me that just happened!

8wy eah, yeah, yeah.

) mean. Oh wow. | think i just sunk your fuckin' Battleship.

With a win under my belt, we moved onttee Slalom.

This even was really easy. Cut around the concrete islands the complete length of the lot,
and double back to the start point. Mac clocked in last, Doug fourth, Bruiser third, Mike

second, and Jay first. We moved on to my favorite event:Ghya@l Shopping Cart
Roundup.



This event involves stand 30 yards back from a shopping cart corral. You bump the cart
with your truck, and the person closest to the corral wins.

Long story short, the event came down to Mike and 1.

2wy ou ready, kid?

#Born ready.

Mike gets a good start and whacks tlaet down the parking lot.

I@ﬂtm'Stay on target. Stay on target. Little more. Stayyyyy on tarrrrrgeetttt. YESSAH!
The cart hit the side of the cart calrand toppled over.

&900000... hurts, don't it?

#Spare me, old man. I've got this.

#wBoy, | raised you. I've seen what you got, and it ain't pretty.

That's right, kiddos! Mike is actually mytfeer. He started working the job about 9
months before I did. I'll sum up how we both ended here in another post.

#Whatever, dad. Check this shit out.

Now, the trick to aiming the shopping cart is to tap the brakes before you hit the shopping
cart. Well,  wound her up, and tapped the cart with the grace of a Russian gymnast. The
cart slowed to a crawl and Gently. Slid. Into. The. Corral. Perfect dttweked like

sex.

#They should REALLY pay me extra. | give them artwork every single day, and all |
just get more property to do.

Well, the last eent was supposed to be the high speed garbage pickup. The idea was to
use your grabbers (scientific name for large tongs on the end of a steel pole used to grab
anything that wouldn't go into the truck) and try to grab as much stuff as possible. Well,
therain started up again, and we got washed out.

At the end of the night, | had racked up the most points. Jay was second, and the rest
were tied for third.

The prize?

A cup of coffee from the best place in town.



It was a damn good cup of coffee.

DUl -a-go-go:
This was a pretty unremarkable evening. | was at a normal shopping center, doing my
normal job. All in all, it was boring as hell. Well, it's about 3am on a Wednesday, and

There is a quiet, trendy little bar in the center I'm sweeping. This iallydiuthe good
part of town, as marked by the Mercedes SLK Kompressor. Electric blue. Hardtop

convertible @.*

Well, I'm sweeping around it and I tee a lady passed out in the front seat. This is pretty
unremarkable. Lady has too many cosmos with her girl friends, passes out in her car to
sleep it off for a while. Well, | park a ways away and start to fill out my log sheet, being

that this is the Ist stop of a short night.

| see the lights on the SLK snap on and i set my clipboard down and pop open a can of
soda. This is going to be fun to watch.

There are giant, artsy concrete pillars on the lot that make a valiant effort to try and make
it look like something other than a parking lot. The lady backs up and turns around.

*WHAM!*

Goes the front end of the car

*WHAM!*

Goes the ass end of the car as she tries to back up.
*WHAM!*

Goes the front of the car again.

This series repeated itselflaast four or five times. The lady finally hit the pillar hard
enough to deploy the airbag.

She stumbles out of the car.
She looks at it.
She throws her shoe at the windshield.

She vomits.



She gets back in and passes out.

| quickly dialed Bryce.

&} 1t better be good, because I'm asshole deep in a Clancy novel.
&Don't you have some sort of police work to be doing?

@‘ Why, is there some police work that needs to be done?

@Well, if you count a woman totaling her SLK Kompressor in a parking lot over and
over and over again. Well, yeah.

@"' She alive?

Drunk. Passed out actually.

@ Damnit, Bruiser! Why do you always have to make more paperwork for me?
E\Who loves 'ya, baby?!

@"' I'm on my way.

He shows up about 10 minutes later and knocks on the window of the SLK.

‘@* Ma'am? You alright in there?

ElYesth occifer. I'm justh shleepin'. | had a hawd day todayyyyyy at works. I'm to tired
to drive ho *stops hersdland swallows a gagthome.

‘@’I' What happened to you car?

ZIShlome ashole hit me.

@"‘Wow, he did a real number on it, didn't he?

EYe- BLLLLLLWWWWAAAAARRRRRGGGGGGGG *vomits all over the dash*
@' Ma'am, have you been drinking?

=)l may have had a spritzer or two

Bryce picks up a piece of paper that fell out of the car. It's the bar tab.



@" Let's see. You had 9 vodka tonics and 3 cosmopolitans. It says here the bill was
divided, so this is all you.

9GOD...DAMN! That's fucking epic!
@'I know, right?
EN-1-1-1... BLLLLLWWWAAAARRRRRRGGGGGGGGGGGGGG!

‘@’I' *looks at Bruiser* Dude.

Y ou know | keep you entertained.

@' Do you just go out and find things to fuck up my night?
%Maybe.

‘@’I' | hate you.

Love 'va baby!

| wished him well and drove home. When i looked in my mirror as | drove away, the lady
was falling over trying to walk a straight line.

The night | set my truck on fire:

The equipment that we were progaiwith really wasn't the best. The trucks were old
and frequently broke down, the engine for the blower motor (the motor that provided
suction %) didn't work correctly, and everything was worn out and smelled like
garbage.

One fall evening, something went horribly wrong. Horribly, horribly wrong.

| was about halfway through my run at the local mall. Because it was fall, i had managed
to suck up a meic assload of leaves into the truck's hopper. | was rolling along, jamming
out to my iPod when | sensed a change in the blower motor. It sounded like some sort of
shrieking, so | hopped out for a closer listen.

Yeah, it was shrieking all right, but idh't see anything wrong. | started to walk back to

the cab when all hell broke loose. The shrieking had turned into a high pitched screaming
and smoke poured out of the top. Not good. | was trying to smack the kill switch when
the engine caught fire.



| got back out of the cab and jit Finally, my mind got into gear and | made a reach
for the fire extinguisher which was strapped just below the re&wrm right next to a 5
gallon jerry can of fuel for the leaf blowers. And then | said something that | ended up
saying pretty much every night with that job.

"Oh. Hell no."

The entire ass of the truck was engulfed in flames. | calmly reached forong phd
speed dialed the number of a cop | had befriended a few weeks prior.

@* This is Bryce.

f@Hey, it's Bruiser. You got a sec?

@4 Yeah dude, what's up?

@Well, I'm at the mall and the entire ass of my truck is on fire.

@ You hurt or anything?

INope.

@‘ Awesome, I'll be there in a sec!

| sat down on aancrete island away from the truck, lit a cigarette (I didn't smoke before
| took this job) and just waited for Bryce.

| didn't have to wait long, because halfway through my cigarette, Bryce and two other
squad cars roll up. We all end up standing theralbout a minute, just watching the

entire ass of this truck go up in flames. Bryce finally calls it in and we all just stand there
watching.

Well, remember how | mentioned sucking up the leaves? Yeah, somehow an ember got
into the hopper and set everiytp off. Heat and pressure built up in the metal hopper and
started bowing out the sides, making a sickening metal popping noise. Finally figuring
things out, | just looked at Bryce and said, "Watch this."

As if on cue, WHUMP! The rear door of the hopptws open and skitters across the
parking lot. Thick tongues of flame lick out of the back. Leaves and flaming garbage are
all around the truck in the most disgusting thing I've ever smelled.

Bryce looks over at me and just says

G 'RIGHTEOUS!



Well, the fire department shows up, douses the flames, and somewhere in all of that |
radioed Sweeper HQ. A tow truck came with a spare truck for me,aaneidithe hulk of
my old truck away.

| kind of went through the motions for the rest of the night and fully expected to be fired,
or at least reprimanded.

Nope. My boss asked if | was all right and told me:

EIThese things happen all the time!

Bryce made me promise to call him every time something like that happened.

Edit: | asked for pictures of the truck for my blog, but the Boss said no. Beinghiatal

cheapie cell phone, | didn't have a camera there either. I'm sure the pics are attached to
some insurance person's cubicle somewhere.

Bruiser trains an FNG: Episode one First strike.

The things that | did to this guy are borderline criminal. Takes place near the end of

my tenure at the company. | feel that in order to fully appreciate these batteries of stories,
you need to get a glimpse of my mental state at the time.

Endless stretches of 14 days on, 2 off had eventually turned me intohepath. | had

turned into a night stalker whose sarcasm, wit, and anger was as sharp as a fine sword.
My girlfriend of 2 years broke up with me 3 days before this first story.

This was the perfect time to train an FNG.

Swe've got a new hire named Jim. He's going to start tomorrow, and | want you to train
him up.

EMe?

EWe're about to do some shifting of routes, and | want him to get a feel for it.
#ETomorrow, you say?

EITomorrow night.

&I'll be there, boss.

So the time to meet Jim at the office eventually comes and passes. | corheuliityg
into the office and hour and 45 after he showed up to meet me.



©Are you Bruiser?
ENope
... 'scuse me?

| grabbed the shit out of my locker, scooped up my board and radio, and made for the
door.

#Let'srock and roll!

... uh.

@@/ SAID AND ROCK AND ROLL.
WAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaal

| lead the guy out to the truck, throw my shit in the back, and start her up. Meanwhile,
Jim gets in and tries to find the seatbelt. I'm busy setting up my iPod.

& They don't work.

ERE

(&...What?

#They don't work. *points to seatbelts*. I'm tellin'ya, man. One crash and
AHHHHHHHHH! OH GOD THE PAIN! ... you're ass is going right through that
windshield.

ERE

(ZIoh god!
#Not even he can save 'va now. LET'S GO!

and proceeded to crank up some of the hardest matald find. | did a burnout in the
parking lot and laughed like a serial killer that wasn't afraid to die. While all of this is

going on, I'm looking at Jim with Iook.

Now would be a good of place as any to tell you about my age. While working there |
was 20, I've mentioned that. But what | haven't mentioned was that | was the youngest
person there by 12 years. Jim looked to be in his late wgeatiearly thirties.

Well, | get to know a little bit more about Jim. He has to scream to be heard over the
metal.

&S0, this will be a weekend gigrfgou? *turns down radio*

@YEAH | WORK AT THE BOAT FACTORY.. *ahem?®... | work at the boat factory.



&Nou don't have to yell at me, Jim

@I'm sor

%I'm sensitive.

@I didn-

&Nou have the prettiest blue eyes, Jim
©-uh

r%Anyone ever told you that?

©Could you please watch the road?

%Like two sapphire pools. | could just get lost in them

CJYOU'RE CROSSING INTO THE OTHER LANE!

#Boopsie!

And it continued on like this for the rest of the night. Much to his credit, Jim didn't freak
out on me. Because | was a man up, we finishedtata® hours early. | pulled into the
iHop and bought Jim breakfast.

) like ya man.

@)Oh, i'm sorry bruiser, I'm not... you know, I'm married

#You calling me gay, Jim?

©No! Oh god, no! I just thought... you know, about the eye thing.

) was sayng | like ya. You remained calm with everything | threw at you.

@ Thanks. | really need the job. We just had a baby and we need the extra cash.

I@'Congrats, man! I'm not really that psychopathic. It's kind of like hazing, ya know?

@IOh, | gotcha! Hey, | was wondering.. Did | come in at the wrong time, or were you just
late? Or something?



#Jim, It happes to all FNG's their first night.
©What's an FNG?
| just grinned as | remembered my first night.

#That's you, buddy.

I'm not what you expected? :

It was late on a Thursday night, | was running behind, and the state was asshole deep in
an early spring freeze. The day's snowfall had turned to slsth in turn flipped to a

hard ice on this particular lot. | was out with the leaf blowers, freezing my ass off, and
cursing every deity known and yet unknown. | was in my jeans, hard boots, watch cap
(with University logo, GO BLUE!) and beat up frat satghirt. Earlier in the night | fell

and cracked the area above my eye open and dried blood had oozed under the bandage
from my homemade first aid kit. Life was not on my side and | looked like hell. Seeing
that | was getting nowhere with the leaf bloweérstarted making my way back to the

truck.

| was walking in front of the 24 hour grocery store when she walked out.
"She" was about 5'4, 105 pounds, chestnut hair tucked under a winter hat, face wrapped
up in a scarf and wearing jeans that could kifian. You know what I'm talking about,

ladies. Those jeans that show off your ass really well and YOU KNOW IT.

She was walking out as | was walking by and | shot a friendly smile. She smiled back, hit
a slick spot of ice, and went down like a sack of pasit

@ GODDAMNIT!

fZ*running over and dag a really cool slide on one knee across the ice thing* Are you
okay, ma'am?

&Yeah, | banged my elbow. That really hurts!

ZHere, let me help you up.

She undid the scarf and | saw her face.

Now, most of the women you see out on the trail, that is, if they're women at all, are Sea
Donkyes.l don't mean to be mean, but c’'mon. Tennessee is the Meth capitol of the world!

And it shows. That's all I'm saying.

| saw her face and | was taken aback.



She was the prettiest girl I've seen in a while. Beautiful almond colored eyes, flawless
face, ancshe even smelled like peppermint.

Fanfucking-tastic. | meet the hottest girl I've seen in a long damn time and I'm dirty,
bloodied, and | probably smell like garbagﬂ. &

| help her up and she falls back down again.

&I'm from Florida, damnit! | don't know how to walk on ice!

f@Relax, just let me help you up. I'm from D.C., | know how this stuff works.
She got steady on her feet again and she started brushing herself off.
&Thanks so much!

%INo problem. Have a nice night.

She started walking off and | could see she was still uneasy. When she started going
down again, | dropped my shit and caught her.

@You're a lfesaver.

fZ*mocks tipping his hat* All in a days work, ma‘am.
&Hey! You go to Middle Tenn?

&Hah, sort of.

&Me too!

@Really? What are you studying?

&I'm a transfer student from UCF; Business Admin. | came up here to start all over.
That's why I'm working 3rd shift at a fucking Publix. What about you?

@well, | usually change my major once every two weeks. | think this week it's either
History or Equine Science. I'm kind of taking a little break which is why I'm working 3rd
shift driving a fucking street sweeper.

&l love horses.

And | was kidding.

&And you don't read sarcasm very well.



0000000, and she was sharp to boot!
EWell, sweepeguy, want to walk me to my car?
INo problem.

So | walked her to the back of the parking lot whegecar was, helping her out along
the way. We finally get to her beat up VW Rabbit. She sticks out her hand.

©Well thanks...

©Bruiser.

&Jen.

2Well, Jen from Florida, drive safe, okay?
&Will do, Bruiser from D.C.

| started walking back when she called out.
&When do you work here?

@Everyday that ends in "Y". You?

&See you soon!

| waved and got back into my truck. | really wasn't hoping fotleing other than what
just happened. She's hot and I'm an oaf. Nothing more will come of this.

| thought that until the next night...

Brusier trains an FNG- Episode 2: The finer points.

Training with Jim was going well. We were on our 3rd and lagitrand he got a hang of
the job pretty well. He wasn't as crazy as the rest of us, but | knew that would come with
time. We had pulled up to a place called "Towne Centere" which is a property with way
too many fucking E's.. It's also one of the largesth@route.

Alright, bud. Last one of the night

J=lwoo-wool!

&2 heard that. Let's rail this one out and head back to the



| was swinging behind the the property when | saw a Ford LTD being shady.ds hell
swung around behind it, killed the lights, and waited.

@Wwhat are we doing?
9Shh, I'm teaching you a lesson

(Z\What lesson?

@What's wrong with that car?

The car started to move up and down ever so slightly and the windows were fogged as
hell. You could clearly hear shitty rap music blaring inside of the car.

(JOH!
& That's what she said.

(DAre we just going to sit here and watch? This is kind of creepy, Bruiser.

@SHH! I'm teading you a lesson.

| hit the controls to raise the hopper. Fully er&fthe truck looks like some sort of
bastard Transformer from the seventh layfenell. Because the truck is noisy as hell, |
eased the truck right behind the LTD (which by this point was in full motion).

A few weeks prior, | had found a miniature kid's bull horn behind a Walgreen's. Loaded
up with fresh batteries, now seemed lékgood time to use it. | opened the door and left
instructions with Jim.

Doing my bes#®, | creeped around to the drivers side of the LTD. | madend hotion

to Jim. He started the blower motor and ran the throttle all the way up while turning on
the high beams and all of the curb lights. Dust was blowing out of the intakes. With the
hopper up, with the noise and the dust and the lights... welgket like a fuckin' death
robot. That's the only words | can think of.

| brought the bull horn to my lips. In my best higitched metal voice, | said:

‘@ @%&’From the neither world of Satan | come trouncing through the night
WAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!

The girl inside started screaming and | could see them trying to put clothes on

'@ @&/ HAVE COME TO DELIVER A MESSAGE FROM OUR DARK PRINCE
000000000000 000000000



The door flew open and the guy comes out of the LTD.

‘@@&/OHHHHH GET THE FUCK OFF OF MY PARKING LOT AND GO FROM
WHENCE YOU CAME, GET THE FUCK OFF OF MY LOT, HIDE YOUR FACE IN
SHAME! HEAVEN HELP IF YOU LEAVE A RUBBER, THAT SHIT JUST WON'T
DO, YOUR GIRLFRIEND IS SO FAT IT, | THINK. SHE. JUST. SAID.
MOOOOOO0O000000!

=)
e and | make the

Well, the guy is about 16 and scrawny. His girl is a com
motion for Jim to cut the engines.

fEHey, man!
EWho the fuck are you?!

'm the guy that was going to have to clean up that used rubber you were about to
throw down on my lot.

T T

91...1...1... 1 think you and your girl better hit the fucking bricks before I call the cops.
@You can't do shit!

| pulled out my phone and got ready to hit the speed dial.

f@Please. Please talk some more shit so | can see my friend bust you and your girl. *leans
in very close* how old is she, man?

#5Six.. Six...Sixteen
And how old are you?
tZ*hangshead* Eighteen.

How'd you like to do time for statutory rape? Do you know what they do to people who
go down for rape?

=INo.

& They trade your ass to Tyrone for a pack of Lucky Strike's. Tyrkas tb dance. Do
you like to dance?

I@*starting to sob* No...



9| didn't think so. Now, what was that about me not doing shit?

@please don't, | love her and her mom-and

#Stop. Get back in your car. Leave. *look ~* You! Go home, talk to your

parents! NOW!

The girl hops back into the LTD.

t2iThankyouthankyouthankyou!

)| better not see you ever again.

“Z¥No sir!

The kid jumps back into the car. As | get backitite truck, | lean out with the bull horn.
f8GOD BLESS!!! HAVE A GOOD NIGHT!

We pull away and Jim is just shocked

o

“Ahwhat was that?
| lit a cigarette.

That, Jimbo, Is how the job is done.

| 6 m wiai you expected pt 2:

| pretty much forgot about her the rest of the night. | finished up, turned in, and crashed
hard early the next morning. After a too short sleep, | woke up and was ready for the
grind again. As promised, | showed up the very mégt at around 3ish and started

doing my job.

Luckily, the sun broke early in the day. Despite it being cold as balls, the slush melted
away and made my job a little easier. Dressed somewhat in the same way (this time it
was a Capitals Hockey Jersey)yént about my cleaning. | was loading a bag of garbage
into the rack that sits behind the truck when Jen came our of the front door.

&The Cajtals suck.

You're from Florida. | thought you didn't know about ice.

&)l know enough to know that the Capitals suck.



&And who do you root for?

&Red Wings.

©@How does it feel?

@How does what feel?

&Y ou know... riding on that bandwagon all day long.

@Pretty good, considering.

f2Considering what?

&Considering that we have a Stanley Cup. OH MY GOD, WHAT?!
f2Yeah, yeah. Anyway, how's your elbow?

&Sore as hell. | wanted to come out here and personally thank you with this cup of
coffee.

@ Thanks! You didn't have to do that. | was just doing my job.
&My hero. Walk me out to my car again?

And so | did. We walked out, shot the shit for a few minutes, and reached that silence
where it's time for someone to go, but you none of you want to leave.

&Hey, what are you doing this weekend?
f've got tomorrow night off.
@Really? So do I!

@well, barring boyfriendshusbands, and common law spouses, How about we go for
some dinner? Nothing too serious, just casual.

&You don't play around, do you?
f@Life's too short.
She pulled out a piece of paper and a pen from her jacket.

©Here's my number. Hopefully you won't be like every other guy and flake out on me.



You don't play around, do you?

&*mockingly* Aw schucks, Bruiser. | think I'm sweet on 'ya.

@Hah! Well... I'l give you a call tomorrow afternoon. We'll see who flakes out.
&Calling my bluff?

I'm not a gambling man. But thanks for the coffee.

She looked up at me with a smile that could melt even the coldest of hearts. With soft
eyes and a softer voice.

&Talk to you soon.

| rolled over and smashed the snooze on my alarm clock. | went out on the back porch for
a smoke and dialed Jen.

@Hello?

@Hey, it's bruiser.

&You called!

9 told you | would.

&S0, are we going out tonight?

&You like Italian?

&Does the Pope shit in the woods?

3 don't know. Do bearwear funny hats?

&)If they're Russian circus bears drunk on vodka they do. ** (if you read the Lucy post,
that's where | got the Russian bpart from)

How does 7:30 sound?
©Pafect!
She gave me the address to her house across town. She told me to knock and if she wasn't

ready, one of her roommates would grab the door. We parted, and | dialed another
number.



%"ello?

2Antonio! It's Bruiser, how are you my friend?

%VBRUISER!! | haven't heard from you in weeks! How are you doing?

#Good, good. | need a favor.

%’Any‘[hing for you.

You see, Antonio just happened to be a chef at a really nice Italian place. He's a friend of
a friend and | swept the parking lot next to the restai Well, since he's a friend of a

friend, | decided to start sweeping the restaurant for free. Hell, it was next door and it
only took me 5 minutes.

1 need your finest table tonight.

%"Is that all? | was expecting a body to be moved. Sure, You've got it. What time?

@ About a quarter 'till 8.

%’I'II tell the host to give you the special treatment fos you.
&My hero.
We hung up, and | relaxed until the date.

| clean up pretty damn well. Shaved, scrubbed, and looking handsome, | drot@ over
her place. | was wearing my tailored wool khaki colored slacks, black turtle next and a
black jacket. | looked like a Bruiser sized Steve McQueen.

| pulled up and rang the doorbell. Her roommate answered the door in PJ's and a pint of
ice cream.

@Yes’?
&Hi, is Jen here?
... What?

'm sorry, | was looking for (address), is this the right place?



EJUhhhh... OH! Yes! I'm sorry, you must be Bruiser!

Yes.

EISure! Come on in. I.. uh.. You're not what | was expecting.

INo problem.

ElLemme go get her.

Her roommate nearly busted her ass up the stairs, running to go get Jen. | just stood there,
hands in pocketpbking around. To be honest, It sounded like a wrestling match up
there. Running around, giggling, a yelp or two. Christ, what the fuck was going on up
there.

Finally, She came down the stairs.

EWow.

You beat me to it. You look fabulous.

&And you clean up like no one I've ever seen.

E\Why thank you. Are you ready?

@Let's go!

| held the door open for her and we walked out to the Hummer. Little did | know, we had
drawn a crowd of her roommates looking out throughntimelows.

&You have GOT to be kidding me.

©...Huh?

@A Hummer?

20h... I'm sory, | know it's really ostentatious, but it's all I've got.

& This thing is sex on four wheels. | grew up taasing around Florida in my olde
brother's jeep. Tell me you go effad.

\Whenever I've got the time.
| opened the door for her and helped her in. She just beamed at me.

& Thanks.



We were on our way to the restaraunt.

&S0, how does a street sweeper afford a Hummer and nice clothes?
| looked over at her with a deadly serious look.

2'm a midlevel enforcer fothe mob.

&... what...

8 wanted to ¢ll you sooner, but | couldn't work up the courage. | didn't know how you
were going to take it.

&I1...ah... wow...

9| hope this isn't a deal breaker.

&@well... | mean... Really?

INo. Are you kidding me? | worked hard and saved up for this.

&Haha! You're pretty smooth, you know that?

Honestly, I'm just being myself.

She just looked over at me, playing with her haad amiling that smile. We got to the
restaurant, parked, and made our way to the front door. | held it open and we walked into

the foyer. | saw the host brighten up.

ZBruiser! We've been expecting you. May | take your jacket? What a beautiful woman
*kisses her hand* a pleasure to have you!

| palmed him a 20 and he lead us to an out of the way table that was set in a small nook
towards the back. It wai say the least, romantic. Candles, low light, the whole

schmaltzy nine yards. Jen was eating it up with a spoon. Well, we ordered and Antonio
brought it out himself.

%’Compliments of the house for a dear friend and his beautiful date.
You couldn't sandblast the grin off of her face.
&Dearfriend, huh? Sure you're not in the mob?

More like a friend of a friend.






