
Scott Bagshaw
“I wanted to be a teacher but I hate kids, so 
one day I woke up and realized ‘Fuck it, I’m quitting what I’m 
doing and I’m doing what I love’.” 

Thirty-five-year-old heartthrob Scott Bagshaw is sitting 
at the bar of the hugely successful Pizzeria Gusto, unwind-
ing with a beer after a long night. One would never be able 
to guess that Scott holds a Sociology and pre-law degree 
from the University of Winnipeg, and lived in Australia for 
three years where he completed his post-graduate educa-
tion, taught, and worked in a Vietnamese kitchen.

 “That was a fucking gong show. No one in that 
kitchen spoke a word of English. I was the tallest, whitest 
kid in the place,” says Scott, who nonetheless got reviewed 
in the Australian Good Food Guide and the Sydney Morn-
ing Herald for his ingenuity in the culinary world, and 
receiving  an impressive 13/20 review from the Australian 
Travel. 

 “That may not seem like much but it’s huge, 

because Kiley Kwong (of Food Network fame) only got a 
14/20,” explains Scott.

 But after three years of being driven by passion 
and ambition, his visa expired and the chef returned to 
home soil where his accomplishments were for the most 
part unheard of. “It was weird because I went from be-
ing very well-known in Australia to being a nobody back 
home,” laughs Scott, who was forced to take a job doing 
prep work, finding himself once again at the bottom of the 
ladder.

 Moving up the ranks quickly, Scott soon took a 
position as sous-chef, then left for Toronto to go through a 
month of culinary training. Upon coming back to Win-
nipeg, he was offered the position of head chef at Pizzeria 
Gusto, with the promise of complete freedom with the 
menu and the ability to order top of the line ingredients 
straight from Italy.
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 “My goal is to re-educate 
people about Italian food, because 
the Italian stuff you see here is so 
completely different from what you 
would eat if you went to Italy,” says 
Scott. Though he is passionate about 
food and cooking and he takes his 
profession very seriously, at home 
the tattooed single chef stays out of 
the kitchen.

 “I use the prostitute analogy: 
If your job has you fucking people 
all day, the last thing you want to do 
is come home and fuck your boy-
friend, right?” he asks with a shrug. 
With his mysterious air and boyish, 
trouble-maker smile, Scott’s carefree 
and honest banter is refreshing and 
entertaining to the customers sitting 
at the bar of his open kitchen. But 
Scott claims that the reason he got 
into the business in the first place 
was to hide in the kitchen because he 
is not personable.

 Being in an open kitchen 
does have its perks. “We play the 
‘would you’ game,” laughs Scott, who 
spends most of his 14-hour shifts 
rubbing elbows with his sous-chef 
Matt. “You know, ‘would you sleep 
with her?’ type of thing. We have 
our inside jokes, it makes you forget 
you’ve been working fourteen hours.”   

 Leaning back into his seat at 
the sleek bar, Scott surveys the dim 
dining room, lit almost solely by the 
warm glow of the authentic Tuscan 
wood oven. It’s 11 p.m. and a young 
14-year-old boy in uniform that Scott 
introduces as the dishwasher 

approaches him, asking his permis-
sion to go home. Scott winks and 
calls him buddy.  

 The atmosphere is calm 
and subdued, so very different from 
Scott’s rowdy adventures in Australia. 
The mere memory brings a mischie-
vous glint to his eyes. 

 “When I first became head 
chef at the Vietnamese bistro in Aus-
tralia, I worked 23 days in a row, 14 to 
16-hour days, and it was taking a toll 
on my physical and mental health,” 
starts Scott, recalling a gruelling 
period where working to exhaustion 
was the norm. Seeing the state of his 
overworked chef, the owner decided 
to close the restaurant for a Sunday 
and bring him down to Sydney for 
a “vacation”. After a $175 cab ride 
straight from the restaurant into the 
city late Saturday night after service, 
Scott knew he was in for a long night.

 “That’s just the beginning. 
We got there and the owner knew a 
lot of nightclub owners down there 
so we hit up the clubs, then the alco-
hol came out, then the drugs because 
I think he could see I wouldn’t get 
through the night on alcohol alone.” 
Saturday night turned into Sunday 
morning, and the party was in no 
hurry to end. The crew headed to a 
party hosted at, ironically, a building 
that resembled a church.

 “We were outside just eating 
and drinking all day, then there was 
an after party to the after party, I 
think. So now it’s Sunday night and 

somehow I didn’t sleep that entire 
weekend – we just partied,” laughs 
Scott, thinking he was going to be 
getting a relaxing getaway. 

 The restaurant was open 
on the Monday however, and at 4 
a.m. the crew got aboard a train and 
headed back to the restaurant. A 
quick hour-and-a-half nap and Scott 
was back at work to open the res-
taurant at 9 a.m. “The day was just a 
blur,” Scott recalls, being completely 
sleep deprived and still feeling the 
effects of the compiled activities from 
the weekend. 

 “Everything was in slow 
motion, everything was in two-
dimension, like I’d go to grab 
something but have no perception 
of depth,” he demonstrates by slowly 
reaching for his beer bottle but 
stopping just short and grasping the 
air, as if delusional.

 “I think that is the most epic 
kitchen story,” Scott laughs, proud 
that he survived. “I don’t remember 
a time that entire weekend when I 
didn’t have a beer or a Caesar in my 
hand.”

 The restaurant is now empty 
and two waitresses walk up to the bar 
to ask Scott if he would make them 
a meal. He rolls his eyes in mock 
exasperation and they laugh and 
beg. Cracking open another beer, he 
walks behind the bar and smiles, the 
self-proclaimed temperamental chef 
at ease and at home in his kitchen.

Everything was in 
slow motion, 

everything was in 
two-dimension, like 

I’d go to grab 
something but have 

no perception of 
depth.
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