
        Why Did I Take a Bartending Course Anyway? 
 
The question I ask myself is, “why did I decide to take a bartending course, anyway?” Now that I 
teach bartending, I think I can come up with that answer. 
Through my teenage years I was a bit of a loner. I had a few friends and just played sports. 
What I wanted to be since a very young age was a football player. In High School, I was quite 
the pass receiver, and was even invited to a junior camp run by the professional team in 
Montreal. It was the end, though, as I was too slow and skinny to compete with the bigger 
athletes. 
Not knowing what I wanted to do after that, I jumped from job to job with only a small amount of 
money to show for my work each year. I would always wait till the end of February to get all my 
income statements so I could file my income tax and hopefully get a refund. 
Basically, until the bartending course, the only jobs I did have were janitor jobs, shipper-receiver 
jobs, fork-lift, and truck driving jobs. Oh yes, and cleaning jobs. Loved cleaning toilets out and 
office cleaning–no, not really! 
My first full time job was at Humpty Dumpty where my diet consisted of BBQ corn chips and 
potato chips. It was a couple of years after that before I could taste another one. 
Other stellar jobs included working at a steering wheel automotive plant when, for eight hours, I 
would put defective steering wheels into an oven so the plastic would melt and then I would toss 
the frame into one bin and the plastic into another. I also worked on a paste line at a wallpaper 
plant. 
I even tried my hand at selling pens that had the time and date flash on them. They went for a 
cool $19.95 back in 1978. I sold accident insurance, too. 
In the new subdivisions where I lived, I sold two-inch storm doors for $249. The only problem 
was, there was a guy who bought them wholesale who sold the same door for $179. 
I took courses in car repair that showed us how to actually work on a car. Remember the 
carburetor? Anyway, I discovered I didn’t like getting my hands dirty. I took a course in 
Accounting, but that was too tedious. I tried my hand taking a course in Electronics, but dropped 
out halfway through. 
Someone mentioned taking a Dale Carnegie course, so I spent $500. After the third class, I was 
so far ahead of the others in public speaking they wanted me to go for being an instructor. 
Rather than see that as an opportunity, I figured I didn’t need it, so dropped out after the third 
class. 
If you are like me, you are probably terrible at building things, so that rules out any trades that 
you would be good at doing. I tried to get into the police force, but flunked the psychology test. I 
even tried to get into the Armed Forces as a pilot, but flunked that test as well. Then, because I 
just wanted to be a pilot, I turned down a chance to go through training to become an Officer in 
the Navy. 
I was also very stubborn. 
Taking a bartending course was probably going to be a lot of fun and perhaps something would 
come of it, I hoped. 



I also liked to drink. I would go out drinking at the bar and wake up in the morning to throw up 
before heading off to work. I always remember my mom asking from the bedroom if I was sick 
and my response was always, “I think I had some bad pizza last night.” 
At the time, I was eighteen and making Maalox in a pharmaceutical plant. We would get so far 
ahead of our work that in the afternoon I use to lay my hungover head behind the warm oven 
while the tablets were baking. Then I would finish the day and go out again that night. Yes, 
come to think of it, that happened on more than one occasion. 
My greatest experience up to the bartending course was when I dropped out of John Abbott 
College in Montreal and went to Europe with my friend for 45 days. It was a blast traveling 
through all the countries. That made sense, as History and Geography were my two best 
subjects in school. 
The only problem was, when I came back, I was in a different location from when I left. My folks 
had moved from Quebec to Ontario while I was in Europe. This move was typical during the 
mid-1970s when it looked like Quebec was on the verge of separating from the rest of Canada. I 
knew no one when I returned from Europe to Ontario. I returned to school and tried to get 
through Grade 13 in Ontario. I spent a month at school then dropped out. 
Just over two years passed between the day I dropped out of school and the day I took the 
bartending course. During that time, I had over 25 jobs. The shortest job I had was a couple of 
hours and the longest one I had was 13 months. In that time, my folks moved back to Montreal 
and I stayed back in Ontario. After some time, I moved back to live with them in Montreal until 
they split up. At that time I moved out. 
So in a nutshell, who takes a bartending course? If you are like me, you will drop out of school, 
travel to Europe, drink a lot, experience the split of your parents’ relationship, move all over the 
place, have over 25 jobs, many of them dead-end, and fail to gain entry into the police or armed 
forces. All this in as little time as possible––like a couple of years. 
But one thing I was always doing was looking for something that might interest me. I didn’t know 
quite what that something could be, but I figured if I didn’t look, nothing would change. As I 
mentioned earlier, I had some sales experience during which time I learned of positive 
motivational books and tapes. I devoured those and I dare say it helped me quite a lot to 
understand myself and give me the strength to see further than my present circumstance. The 
books made me believe I was capable of doing anything, and I began to dream of a more 
exciting life. 
So when I was glancing through the Montreal Star one day, I saw an ad about a bartending 
course at, of all places, McGill University. Hey, McGill is offering a bartending course. How cool 
was that! 
I was a cool-looking 20-year old dude off to University in November of 1979. Well, okay, it was a 
bartending course, but at least I can say I went to University. 
I really didn’t know what to expect. I really think the only reason I took courses to begin with was 
in the hopes of meeting a girl. The first thing I always did was check out what females were in 
the class. At least if the course was boring I could try to get to know some new women. 
Meeting women was always a bit of a challenge for me. I was quite shy in High School, even 
turning down a chance to take a girl to the graduation. Up to the time of the course I think I 
dated only two or three girls. Pretty pathetic really! 



I think one of the thoughts I had was I couldn’t quite figure the female gender out and anything I 
couldn’t figure out I usually avoided. Also, I chose not to get into a relationship because I 
thought it would take too much up of my free time. My freedom was everything to me and 
halving my time with someone else seemed too much of an ordeal. The advantage I had with 
Bartending though was working with beautiful women. I knew I would eventually meet the right 
one. It took a few before I landed the right one but unlike other occupations it was okay to mess 
up. Sooner or later someone else would arrive on the scene. I didn’t have to go out and look for 
someone. 
At that moment I was working at a pharmaceutical plant in Montreal as a shipper-receiver and 
drove their truck to deliver and pick up raw materials. The most memorable thing or two I 
remember about that job was that I helped move the entire warehouse to a new location and 
empty these huge containers of sodium cyclamate that would arrive by ship from Taiwan. 
Twenty-five kilogram sacks stacked upon palette after palette. I think I must still hold the record 
for unloading the container the quickest. The boss used to marvel at my work ethic when it took 
me only 90 minutes to empty it. 
It certainly wasn’t something I wanted to pursue as a career, though, with the only hope being a 
possible promotion to an office job. That seemed a bit too boring for my liking. I thought that 
maybe the bartending course would change all that. 
 
 


