GETTIN’ A LITTLE ON THE SIDE, OR NOT
 
   Yes, it’s the ever popular and famous, side jobs. This is where a doorman or handyman may do something for a tenant to earn a little extra cash, on the side. Unfortunately, many building residents don’t understand this concept, the money part of it. At one time in our lives, maybe more frequent for others, we try and get something for nothing. If it works, great! But if it doesn’t, at least you tried. But getting someone to comprehend that my hand out doesn’t mean being slapped five, is one giant battle that I and the staff have dealt with all too often.
   My job description as a doorman is as follows:
1) Security
2) Meet and greet tenants/ guests
3) Open doors, duh?
4) Clean working area making sure it’s neat and tidy
5) Handling of packages and dry cleaning
6) Inform a tenant of visitors and deliveries
7) Log in complaints pertaining to building
8) Have good verbal communication skills
9) Follow safety policy procedures
 
That list is a rough one, but pretty fair in describing the essential duties of a doorman. If you notice though, never in that list does it say anything about working in someone’s apartment? So if I do, or any doorman wishes to, it is because we expect to be compensated for our time. Side job equals extra money on the side.
   This entire idea of me bringing home a little something extra in my pockets is easier said than done. I have been duped and conned more times than I can remember. This applies to not just only doormen, but it has happened to many porters and handymen and even supers. When a new tenant buys his or her apartment, they are giving a set of house rules they must obey. This would be in the form of a few papers, but seems like it has expanded throughout the years into looking like the continuation of War and Peace. Its funny how in these set of rules it doesn’t break down what is and isn’t a part of a tenants maintenance. And because of this, they will stretch their limitations as far as they can go. Before I break down my stories and gripes, allow me to give you a general run down in the history of other pissed off moments from some of my co-workers.
 
A) All by your-shelf
   Owning an apartment brings about many decisions. What color to paint the living room? What carpet should I put in the bedroom? What piece of furniture looks good where? These decisions are based on personal preference of course. But to what cost? Some people take the route of hiring a contractor for a full blown renovation while others might purchase something they like, with the hopes of installing it themselves. Now if this procedure is deemed too hard, they may go out and seek the help of a handyman. Let’s get one thing out of the way right now. ANY PRICE A HANDYMAN GIVES IN ORDER TO DO WORK IN YOUR APARTMENT IS GOING TO BE WAY LESS THAN HIRING SOMEONE FROM THE OUTSIDE. I just had to write that in caps to get the message across. If a handyman gives a price, compared to what a plumber will charge, or an electrician, or whomever, it will definitely be a world apart, as far as what you’re looking at in terms of spending.
   Is this the reason some people take advantage? It sure does look that way often. Take for instance one particular tenant who needed something to be done in her apartment. It involved installing a couple of shelves on the wall. She eventually approached the handyman about the job, which he agreed to do. The job was easy and basic enough, four corner shelves, spaced out evenly going down the wall. Jobs like this sound like a piece of cake. But first, they can be time consuming, and second of all, they put a little pressure on the person doing the work. The handyman must be sure to not drill unnecessary holes and possibly damage the wall. And therefore by having to be precise about the whole operation, time is needed. If by some chance something does go wrong, then the handyman feels obligated to patch the mess up, but this also means that he will have to return to the apartment some other day. Despite this, handyman, supers, and doormen take a risk, just so they can try and make some cash.
   The handyman successfully put the shelves up, and they looked pretty nice. They ran down the wall just as the tenant requested and everybody was happy. Yeah right? The first part is true, and the tenant being happy is true. Let’s rewind a bit, this is before the job. This same tenant came out of the elevator one day and asked the handyman if he would be able to spare a quarter she needed for the dryer in the laundry room. This he gladly did in order to help. Now we fast forward back to the job. The tenant wasn’t home while the handyman worked, but said she would see him later on during the day. She came home in the afternoon, had gone upstairs, and a short while later came back down with an envelope in hand. She commented on how everything came out nice and it looked good. She then gave the handyman the envelope and thanked him. This was yet another fine job well done by him. I mentioned that she was happy. When the handyman opened the envelope, he wasn’t.
   For all his time and effort, and even looking out for this tenant when she needed the quarter, he was compensated, a very handsome and well earned sum of eight dollars and twenty-five cents. She gave back the quarter she borrowed, and paid him eight dollars for the job. That is exactly two dollars per shelf. That also breaks down to two days of work going back and forth on the train using a metrocard.  If this handyman owned a contracting business, he would have to close down shop within a month due to lack of income. It was that or either put up a thousand shelves a week in households all over the city. It is safe to say at least, it’s been a long while since he’s attempted any shelving projects in the building. He might have given up all together.
 
B) Tonto y Necio (Foolish and Idiotic)
   The words Tonto and Necio are Spanish for foolish and idiot or idiotic. If you put it together it can be read as a person being a foolish idiot. These words were used by a tenant to describe our handyman for a job he did in her apartment. She had been nagging about her kitchen sink not working properly. She complained there wasn’t enough water pressure when it was turned on. Finally, the handyman went inside the apartment to check on the problem. He eventually told her that it was the sink itself and it needed to be replaced. Though not a certified plumber, the handyman is knowledgeable about many plumbing needs, so he agreed to do the job for this tenant. Every start to a problem always seems to have an idea of it being a very simple and easy solution. But in my building, it never turns out that way.
   First off, a plumbing matter can range anywhere from one hundred dollars, to hundreds of dollars. Keep this in mind as we continue along. This tenant’s apartment was very cramped to say the least. She had old newspapers and magazines that were piled up in stacks and took space in the living room. They were so old in fact that dates on a few National Geographic magazines read from the nineteen fifties. One would assume that this lady was probably a collector. But the condition on these magazines would hardly garner a single dollar. This was her apartment, cluttered with useless items that had no reason being stored. She just did it anyway. As you made your way into the kitchen, it was the same. There were old pots and pans that hadn’t been used for ages. Dirty plates and utensils along with empty jars and damaged Tupperware. And this was just on the table and counter top. As the handyman made his way underneath the sink, he was met with more garbage, but he patiently removed them so he could work.
   Every problem seems to have a simple solution? The kitchen sink was very old, probably the first and only sink that had been installed in this apartment even before this woman had moved into the building. Mind you, she had been living there more than twenty years. The pipes and connections were all rusty and worn. But the handyman valiantly gave it a try. Upon merely touching the shut off valves for both the hot and cold water, one of them broke. It was the hot water valve. The handyman lay there underneath the sink as piping hot water splashed all over his face. He furiously tried to do something, anything to control the water, but couldn’t. A little problem was beginning to turn into a big one. Apart from squirming in pain from the hot water ripping the flesh off his face, there was now a flood beginning to form in this woman’s kitchen. I’m exaggerating of course about third degree burns, but it was a painful experience for him. And while all of this was happening, this woman just stared at him, not offering any kind of help. After several hours, the handyman was able to get the situation under control, and even replaced the sink with a new one. Side jobs can sometimes take its toll on a person, but everything was back to normal. 
   A few days had passed and I was in the lobby with this woman as she explained to me what happened in her apartment. I desperately tried to remind her about how this handyman was getting burned and wet as he tried to fix her sink. But she sat there looking at me unsympathetic. I told the story based on the handyman’s view of it all, how he purchased a special cream for burns, so as to sooth his face and hands. And still she looked at me as if that didn’t faze her. She was stone cold, relentless in her words for him. She went on and on, adamant in calling him a “Tonto y necio”. Now what makes this conversation even richer was that while she went on with her remarks, the handyman was in the elevator listening to everything the whole time. The elevator was on manual. This is done when the handyman or super are doing the garbage. They go from floor to floor collecting that and recycling in order to bring it downstairs for throwing out. As I glanced over, all I could see was his face pressed up against the window hole looking right back at me. These words from her mouth were duly noted.
   As I said, a few days had passed, but still no payment. Some tenants like to play this game. They’ll have someone do a job in their apartment, and wait to pay. Then all of a sudden a week or two goes by and they take a chance that the job is all forgotten about. Give someone a piece of rope, they become a cowboy. This woman finally came out of her apartment one day and told the handyman she was going out, but she will be back soon. Sure enough about an hour had passed and she came back, handing him an envelope. Without thinking much of it, the handyman put it in his pocket and went about his duties in the building. The day now came to an end and as he was changing, he reached into his pocket and opened the envelope. Inside was a nice and crispy brand new ten dollar bill. So let’s break down the entire mess.
 
Installation of new sink = two hours work wasted
Payment for the job = $10
A and D ointment with Aloe Vera from Walgreen’s = $4.49
Being called a Tonto y necio (foolish idiot) = PRICELESS
 
   The saying “Payback is a bitch” has a funny way of showing itself in different times and places, and caught up with this woman one day. It was the start of the summer and the days were beginning to get hot and humid. The handyman found it strange this woman wasn’t around, at least to sit on the bench and politic with him or the super. He told the super about this who suggested he try and knock on the door, there was no answer. It wasn’t a matter of urgency but it just wasn’t like her to not come outside. The handyman decided he would open her door and make sure everything was alright, just to be on the safe side. Whatever the impulse or feeling he got, sure was the right one on this day. As he entered into her bedroom, the handyman found this woman on the carpet, passed out. A few weeks before this incident, she was rushed to the hospital. She was having difficulty breathing and was admitted for testing. She eventually came home but needed the aid of an oxygen tank for a couple of hours a day to help her out. And on this hot summer day, there she was on the floor, unconscious.
   Apart from the situation at hand, there was also a foul smell in the apartment, right there in the room in fact. As the handyman knelt down to check if this woman was still breathing he noticed her nightgown stained with feces, running up alongside her back. He immediately called 911 for help. It was later revealed that at some time in the morning, this woman felt dizzy and collapsed in her bedroom. The EMS workers that arrived to the building later informed the handyman it was a good thing she was found early. If any more time would have gone by, this woman may have not made it through. After everything she said about him, who would have guessed the “Tonto y Necio” would come to the rescue. About two months after that, her family thought it would be best if they sold the apartment and move her out to Miami, where she is today. I’m pretty sure as she relaxes on a bench somewhere, she might think about the handyman and the rest of the staff. She might even reflect on whether or not he really was that much of a foolish idiot, or perhaps an angel in disguise. One thing is for sure, we’ll always remember her and the gift she ultimately left for the handyman and me in her apartment. Hidden deep in her closets were stacks of old and damaged National Geographic magazines, about three hundred or so that we had to remove and tie up, then later throw out in the garbage. That job, we had to do for free.
 
C) Fruits of labor
   Many years ago there was a tenant in my building who very much so resembled the late actress, Ruth Gordon. Among countless films and Broadway productions, two movies which stand out to me were “Every Which Way but Loose” and “Any Which Way You Can” both starring Clint Eastwood. Her character in these films was Ma Boggs, a tiny, but fiery and brusquely spoken old lady who couldn’t stand Eastwood’s pet orangutan, Clyde. This tenant looked exactly like her, talked like her, everything. Unfortunately, I must have resembled to her, well Clyde. It wasn’t that she didn’t get along with me. I say this to the effect of her always wanting me to help her out in some fashion or other. But the payment for services wasn’t monetary. It was fruit. I sort of felt in some strange way this little monkey of hers climbing on top of step stools to replace burnt out light bulbs, and reattaching fallen blinds, all for an orange or apple. And they were plain ones at that, nothing fancy like the ones in Russia. So why did I do it? Why did I succumb into this personal handyman of hers? To this day I am yet to answer that question for myself. Maybe I did it because I saw her as this helpless little old lady who stood about four foot eight. Knowing for a fact she would never be able to reach the ceiling, let alone install a light bulb. Maybe it was the way she spoke about the others so openly with me. She obviously had no trust in the super and the handyman at that time, put together. But why fruit?
   Every Christmas she gave us an envelope with money in it, no fruit. But when it came to a job, it was an orange here, an apple there; she would even throw in an occasional pear and banana upon completion of a fruitful hand lent to her. I know she had money, not because I’m nosy but let’s face it; you have to have some bank to live in the building. Maybe she was a fruiter? That would explain her gifts to me and her having money. That was her business. Or maybe my strange mind isn’t that farfetched at all. She probably saw me as this frugivorous orangutan, starving for the moment to hang a blind for her. There are many ideas that constantly inhabit my brain. Forever working to find questions to ask and answers for questions asked. For all I really know she could have been a naughty little old lady finding different scenarios to lure me into her apartment. The fruit was a symbol or her metaphoric way of telling me she wanted to have a fructiferous relationship. Imagine that. She saw me as this young stallion, ripe in age, ready for one last shot at fructification, along with her sagging melons. Could that even be possible? I bet it would be the pits. She was a small woman, frail almost, which could explain yet another theory. She may have been a fruitarian. When I first started my job I was kind of on the heavy side. She thought of me and wanted to do me a favor, and try and convert me in order to lose some poundage. Help with some groceries up the stairs, have a fruit. Help catch a taxi, have a fruit. I am proud to say that I have lost weight and have maintained a decent amount of it off. Sadly though, I doubt it was her and the fruit for I ingest more than just that.
   It has been many years since she lived in the building. She was old then, so I don’t know if she is even alive now. But in some weird paranormal way perhaps, her presence may still roam about the building, taking form in other tenants. Not too long ago one tenant who constantly asks if I want something to drink, for which I always politely decline, asked if I wanted a piece of fruit. I helped another tenant with some packages and groceries that on the same day had gone apple picking on a farm. She and her son handed the handyman and me a bag full of them. Mr. Sip and Drink always has bananas on his desk which he never eats, so he told me once to grab a few, if not all. And the staff was given a fruitcake for Christmas one year, which remained in the closet for months until it was thrown out. All of these gestures are nice, but have nothing to do with making a little extra on the side.
   Because of this woman, I have had to live by a golden rule that must be followed strictly. I must be strong and assertive with my words. I must always stick to my guns when taking on a side job. No money, no job. That’s it, and it’s final, and especially not for fruit. I mustn’t be caught with my guards down, accepting a peach or plum for work performed in or around someone’s apartment. Mmmmm… chocolate covered strawberries sounds tempting, but no! I refuse to. I won’t and will not. They might ask, or offer, but if I do a job, money has to be talked about up front. Damn, chocolate covered strawberries; no one has ever offered me that? I can’t, I just can’t. Maybe one, that and money. No, because now I’m being greedy. I must stay focused. No fruit, no fruit. Oh hell, forget it. Who am I really fooling? Trying to get money out of some people is well, fruitless.
 
D) Well hung
   Apart from the multiple job descriptions associated with doorman, please allow me to add one more, interior decorator. I admit that around my home, now we’re talking my sanctity, my domain, my dwelling. I am sometimes hesitant of doing chores and minor handyman type repairs and fix-its. For this my wife digs into me big time. So why would I want to come to work and do them in the building? Last I recall there weren’t any signs or name tags hanging from my uniform reading “Hello my name is so and so, welcome to Home Depot”. If I put myself in this predicament, it’s because I plan to be rewarded. Again, some of these side jobs are stressful. If I mess up at home, I have enough time to correct the issue when I get the chance. This may be the same day of the job or the week after. But when it comes to the building it must be done right, hopefully in a one shot deal.
   About a month and a half prior to me tackling this next job, there had been a leak in one of the apartments. The leak was so bad that it also affected other units on the same floor and some below. The main apartment where everything began had to go through a nice amount of work. First there was a drying out period. That was followed by having to remove carpeting from the entire apartment. You then had some workers come in to do patch work, followed by painting and done. Now in between all of this labor going on, I forgot to mention that furniture in the apartment was removed and placed in storage, so that workers would have more space. So what do we have now? After everything got back to normal, this tenant who resided in this apartment was left to put things back together again, the way she originally had it or wanted to move around. Here is where I came in. My vast knowledge and calibrated ultra quasi futuristic visionary ideas were needed to help this tenant hang up some picture frames and mirrors.
   The art of hanging up a picture frame is nothing life threatening. But it does require a good eye, and proper measuring as to make sure the frame is put up nice and even. It also involves a nail in the wall and special hooks that can be purchased in any hardware store. All of these needs are neatly wrapped in one package, and is topped off with having some extra time, in order to do it correctly. This tenant felt the need to bring in the expert. She approached me about the gig one day while I was working. I told her I would take a look at it, but it didn’t sound too crazy of a job, so I should be able to handle it. The first asking was just for one mirror, to be hung up in her bedroom. She had bought all the materials that would be used and so I went up to her apartment. More money for me, easy money at that, why not?
   There is one rule that must be followed to an exact tee. And this goes out to all doormen, handymen and supers. Any job you take on for a tenant, price must be negotiated up front. I state this fact so much because I, many times have forgotten to do so. By not negotiating a talked about price, it leaves a tenant with an open door as far as to what they should pay, sometimes too often, underpaying. When I was first told about this mirror, it was described to me as being this gigantic piece, weighing about a hundred and so pounds. I should have known better coming from the tenant who wanted the job done. She routinely leaves the building everyday to run her errands. This action of leaving and entering does get a little annoying. When she returns, she will more times than not, need assistance from the doorman on duty. This help is to grab her bags, or bag. The latter is the one that has always been very much of a head scratching puzzle to me. I vouch that this woman has some form of back problem. She at times walks as if leaning to the side a bit. But the contents of her one bag shouldn’t be a deciding factor in knocking her equilibrium way off. There would be in this bag, one, or two if you’re lucky, diet Snapple bottles. And that’s it! A regular bottle of Snapple is sixteen fluid ounces. Being that it is a liquid, the measurements of ounces to a pound is going to be different. But let’s just say for arguments sake that it remains the same. We know that sixteen ounces equals one pound. I found that out early and knowingly with Mr. Pusher-Man. So if this woman has two bottles of Snapple, each weighing sixteen ounces, then it equals two pounds. Can two pounds of anything make someone really and desperately need the help of another, so they can compose themselves and climb some stairs? Only to be handed the same bag back in their possession once in the elevator.
   When I arrived to the apartment I prepared myself for the worst, but it never materialized into such. The mirror in fact, weighed no more than thirty pounds at the least. Using a tape measure, the center mark was made. I then measured the back of the mirror and the height at which the chord in the back drops. Needless to say, with a little bit of effort, the mirror was successfully put up to this woman’s liking. For that job I received ten dollars. Not bad for a little time’s work. I was already off the official clock on the job and getting ready to go home. This all sounds good, but on a technical basis, if I were to deconstruct those words and break it down, the number part regarding payment is going to be off. If I were to be a stickler for the rules, then I can easily have demanded more money, at least enough to match what I make an hour and that comes out to more than ten dollars. But I didn’t and left it alone. These examples are not to show that I, or anyone else is being greedy for money, it’s more to educate a person on the lopsided mathematics of doing side jobs. In many instances, they rarely pan out for the person doing the work. Again, it was one mirror, nothing spectacular about hanging it up, so my job and day was over.
   The next week at work, I was approached by this tenant yet again. She told me that the mirror looked very nice and if I were available, she wanted me to put up another two. These were picture frames this time. I agreed, barring I had the time in which to get up to her apartment. I figured another ten dollars, maybe even twenty dollars this time because it was two now. Remember, side job mathematics don’t pan out. It should follow a pattern, but they never do. The day agreed upon happened to be one where I was doing a double shift. This would be my dinner money, with some left over. I chose a part of the day that wasn’t as hectic, where I could escape for a few minutes and complete the job. A few minutes ended up turning into about a half hour or more. It was the same process all over, the measuring, the marking on the wall, the nailing and putting up the hook, and hanging the picture. I might add that it came out looking pretty good. I had easily scored twenty dollars in my pocket, or at least another ten. CHING!
   This tenant quickly showed me a picture she wanted hung up in the living room, she asked for my advice on which one to put in the space. They were smaller frames. Key word there is THEY. Two more frames. In the quest for the almighty dollar, there is no room for second guessing. You either jump off the board into the cool blue water, or you get the hell off the plank. I was already in the pool, might as well do another lap. I should have drowned. Two more frames went up, looking smashing. I have now put up a total of four picture frames and one mirror in this apartment. I was steadily heading towards my certificate of a graduated, interior designer. The one thing missing was my clipboard where my punch list would dictate the dos and don’ts of apartment remodeling etiquette. “That table set with the Rococo Cognac finish looks good right there” I would tell my workers. I would then add “We’ll put it next to the Hadji Jalili wool rug from Pakistan, it’s to die for”. Punctuate that remark with a snap of my finger and some neck movement with attitude. But those dreams were shattered very fast. This woman turned around after everything was done and said to me “Thank you”.
   In the blink of an eye, my diploma was shredded into a thousand little pieces and thrown away. I left the apartment feeling sullen, my head down. I was disappointed in knowing I would I have to spend my own money for food that night. In the most classic form of many television shows, I could hear an audience track playing in my head the sound of a great big “Awwwwwww”. As I look back at what occurred, this too needs to be broken down. One mirror, four picture frames at ten dollars. That’s an equivalent of two dollars per piece. Someone is definitely staying richer, and it wasn’t me. It also shows that a side job in my building is fast becoming a ten dollar maximum payout. If this continues, my ambitious, wanting to help out and make extra money attitude will have to take a back seat, along with my tool belt and the crack of my ass showing when bending over to look at a broken whatever.
   As I sit and write about this episode in the building, I continue to look over my shoulder constantly. Another offer to help out was asked of me, regarding two more mirrors in the living room. Do I say yes and take a chance of not getting paid squat? Do I let this woman know from the onset what I’m charging? Or do I not take on the job all together, and keep some kind of dignity? My tool belt is there waiting to be used. My golden hammer is ready to penetrate any wall, sheetrock or concrete. I’m willing to do any job, as long as the price is right. And if it is, satisfaction is guaranteed. The crack of my ass showing, that’s optional.
 
* There’s more to this story at the end of the chapter.
 
E) Too much of that will make you go blind and others worth mentioning
   One of the part-time doormen also got introduced to the ever growing class being taught in my building. This class goes under the name E-CON-NO-MONEY 101. Suffice it to say, he needed a tutor, and is still trying to keep up. It was a minor pop quiz that was sprung on him one day, right before he took on his night shift duties at the door. A pair of blinds had arrived for one tenant. Two boxes that sat in the lobby, heavy ones at that. The smaller one, I took upstairs. Not because I wanted to be lazy or anything, it’s because the larger box was too long to fit in the elevator. I helped this tenant with a little favor by bringing it up. My day was over, but I was feeling generous and decided to play nice. My intentions weren’t of netting a penny, but I would have gladly accepted it, if given to me. Anyway, there was nothing waiting for me when I got to her apartment. It’s sometimes better to not set your hopes up for anything. I’ve found out by doing so, there have been occasions where I was utterly surprised by receiving some kind of money. I then informed the tenant about the other box, and that there was a slight problem. Being that it was so long, it would have to be brought up through the stairs. This was six flights up, through the emergency exit. Did I mention my day was over? I was feeling generous, but not so generous. My attitude now shifted to “See ya, and wouldn’t want to be ya”. So the part-time man decided to step up to the plate.
   Six flights of stairs may not sound like a tumultuous mountain to climb, but can be a nuisance. The reason for this was the doorman would have to open the doors on each floor, and then drag the blind out into the hallway just a bit. After doing this, he then would have to grab the other end of the blind and position it upwards, continuing on to the next flight of stairs and floor. This process was performed all the way up. Upon finally reaching the floor, a bit sweaty I might add, he entered the apartment and sat the box down somewhere in the living room. For all his work and muscular power exerted, he was offered a coke. I can imagine that scene. There probably was a bead of sweat trickling down his brow. All of it worth the tip he was going to receive. Then suddenly that bead of sweat going into his eye, and burning the shit out of it, because there wasn’t any tip waiting for him. This doorman would not lie down in defeat. He explained to this woman that what he did was a big favor, ever so hinting and nudging her towards the direction of where he was going with all of this. Luckily for him, she was smart to catch on and ended up giving him a ten dollar bill. He passed the quiz. But having to come back downstairs, perspiring and feeling a bit winded, only to post up at the door, may not have felt like a great victory after all.
   Despite this, I’m glad to say that this doorman is doing pretty damn well in class so far. He hardly calls out sick. He’s present during homeroom when attendance is being taken. He’s definitely learned the rule of asking or negotiating prices before doing a job. It’s fair to also say that he’s had experience. This part time guy is a full time doorman in another building. He’s just working on some extra credits in mine. But the future looks bright. Until the day his thesis is due on “The correlation of eco social and behavioral patterns between tenants and door staff, and what it means to society as a whole in today’s industrial, residential and commercial surroundings”. Yeah I know. That class is a bitch!
   The other worth mentioning moments in the building are mere branches which have falling off a larger tree. Like the tenant who had the handyman remove all of her kitchen cabinets and shelves because she was getting it redone, all for ten dollars. There was also the tenant who asked if I may be so kind and park their Porsche, in a spot out in the street.
I stand at about six feet tall. Upon entering the car I heard a rip. It was my pants. I was giving five dollars for that, which I had to use to give the tailor upon sewing them. I get a forty five minute break every night for my dinner. One night a tenant who I call Dr. Deadbeat Loveless asked if I can take a few minutes and help her reattach a closet door on its hinge. I spent fifteen minutes up in the apartment, reattached two closet doors on their hinges, and received nothing for it. I ended up well into my break, having to scarf down my meal with the insatiable hunger of a zombie chewing on an arm. Only to regret it later as I asked tenants, anybody with a spare Tums, so I can ease the heartburn I was feeling.
   The removal of an entire carpet in an entire apartment can be an expensive project for someone. This also includes cutting the carpet, tying it up, and throwing it out in the garbage. I take the blame for this next one as I put my foot in my mouth for taking on the job. I also take the blame for including the handyman. We did as such for a lousy twenty dollars each. Ouch! Sorry about that. The carpet was heavy and reeked of old age and usage. It also left traces of little carpet fibers all throughout the hallway and in the elevator which prompted the use of the vacuum to clean it up. The fibers or maybe dust mites even had a field day with my skin as I broke out with a slight rash on my arms and hands. I could feel the handyman looking at me as I scratched away, possibly causing a chain reaction in the itch department on his own person. Damn me!
   And lastly, a bevy of wants and stuff done that paid out zero. The removal of dead mice in a living room and bedroom, installation of a new ceiling fan, the holding of mail and dry cleaning to the extreme where it takes up space in our package closets, for this it is brought up to the person’s apartment and conveniently left there while this tenant is away. What about the loading up of a tenant’s van with luggage and bags and strollers. Even strapping in car seats and placing the little fuckers in them. The woman sorely moaned about having a bad back yet had three kids, two girls and a boy, each within a year and a half apart. She was also pregnant with twins. The ice maker in a refrigerator, fixed. New hose for a dishwasher installed. Bags of potting soil lugged from the street to an apartment. Unloading another tenant’s car filled with luggage and grocery bags, all the while she was in the car on her cell phone, listening to DMX. I’ve held parking spots, allowed someone to park in the building’s garage. And so on, and so on. I hate to sound as if a disgruntled worker, truth is there are quite a few good tenants in the building who know what it means to have some help done. For this they shell out. They are also genuine people, who ask if your thirsty, or hungry because they really do care. I have not forgotten these people and saved a chapter just for them.
   In the end, it really comes down to this. I’ve never accepted a job because I thought it was going to pay out a ton of money. Nor have I ever charged someone a price which was farfetched. It’s about using common sense. The know how of seeing a situation as help being giving, or someone in an apartment doing work. Differentiating the two unfortunately has and may continue to be the one thing blocking some folks of giving out that elusive extra side money. To that I caution workers beforehand. Enter or take on at your own risk. Because sometimes getting some on the side, really means getting nothing back at all.
 
* Well hung- I have to be fair in my tales of jobs taken on in the building. This particular story really ends with me having gone back to this woman’s apartment and finishing up the hanging of two more mirrors. She gave me twenty dollars for that one. I also note that on the last mirror, I messed up a piece of the wall, chipping some of the plaster. Here I am talking about side jobs and pressure for not screwing anything up, and the same exact problem bit me in the ass. Everything had gone so well until that one last hanging. About a month passed and she hadn’t forgotten. She would remind me every now and then. I finally came into some luck one day when the legitimate plasterers came to the building, to do some patch work in other apartments. I politely asked the worker if he wouldn’t mind stopping into this woman’s unit to fix what I had messed up. He ended up helping me out. But I’m officially done. It would really take a lot for me to attempt to hang anything in the building from now on. That is unless I come to terms one day of giving in to the feeling of being suicidal. I’ll then just hang myself.  
