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Meditation


I didn't want to be a plumber. In fact, I didn't want a job at all. An ideal summer for me would have consisted of many hours spent sleeping, playing golf, and wakeboarding on Lake Wateree, but unfortunately my dad had other plans.


After giving my name out to many of his friends who own businesses around Camden, my dad volunteered me to work for Hill Plumbing Company. He delivered this information to me in a matter-of-fact tone, but it was a very big deal to me. If I would have wanted a job, I would have gone to find one myself. I planned on avoiding work like the plague all summer, but my plans were quickly foiled.


After dreading this job for a good two weeks, I decided I might as well make the most of it. Being a commercial plumber did sound bad, but at least I was going to be making a lot of money. I gathered together old clothes to wear to work, and got started. Over the summer I worked on a few houses and many commercial buildings around the county. I learned a little from the work itself, but I learned a lot from the people I was working with.


These people lived a much different live than I had ever known. Their lives were spent paycheck to paycheck, and most of the time no two paychecks were the same. If the company got no work, the plumbers got no work. Sometimes we would arrive to find nothing to do; therefore we didn't get paid for that day. Sometimes the owner of the company, David, would give us odd jobs to do because he realized the financial situation of his workers. We would pick up trash around the shop, organize pipes and fittings, and wash the company trucks whether they needed it or not. David would even take us out for breakfast every once in a while. At first I was not interested in working or talking with these people, but after a few days of getting to know them, I realized they were no different then my parents and their friends. I had never realized people like my family could live this way.


 How can they survive on an income that changes like the weather? How can they live not knowing if they will have money to give their children for lunch? How does it feel not being able to pay the bills?  


I had always reserved this type of lifestyle for the "poor.”  When I thought of the word poor a vision of a skinny homeless person comes to mind, not a person that could be living down the road from me. 


I worked at Hill Plumbing Company all summer long. I worked with many people of all ages, races, sizes, and backgrounds. I went from Jason, a twenty-two year old Francis Marion University dropout to J.W., a 69 year old illiterate man who got around the county by memorizing landmarks and street names. There are many stories I could tell about this summer. We worked everywhere from a church downtown to a small country home in the middle of no where. 


The people I worked with were not the only people that changed my view of the world this summer. Working on smaller country houses gave me the opportunity to step into the homes of people I otherwise never would have met.


Not only did I meet people of other classes and ethnicities, I also worked in the house of a gay man. I had always pictured the homes of gay men almost like Martha Stewart magazines. There were no floral arrangements or arts and crafts in his house. It was just like mine.  We worked in the homes of both young and old, and worked on all types of problems. From fixing a leaky faucet to plumbing an entire house and all of its fixtures, we did it all.


After working a few weeks the other plumbers were more than just my partners, they were my friends. Who would have thought I could be friends with this group of people? I know I didn’t. I realize now that my dad did not get me this job for the money, he didn’t get it to take up my time; he got it to teach me a lesson about life. It was definitely not the job I wanted, but it was just the job I needed.

