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68th Installment From the Other Side of the Desk

Boy, I sure wish I had your job!
At the time I was lying underneath his armoire on my back trying to hold a piece of tulipwood veneer in place as I was doing an inlay along the leg with a 5 minute epoxy.  I looked up at the shipper, while my back was killing me in this position, as he went on to say “It must be nice being your own boss, you make your own hours, you come and go as you please, you want to take a vacation – you take a vacation”.

I thought to myself “yeah, that’s right, everyday is a holiday”  Then I looked around at the shipper’s 4800 square foot loft apartment down in New York City’s Greenwich Village I thought to myself “this place must have cost about 6 million dollars and he wants my job”????????

I went back to what I was doing as the epoxy was starting to set up as well as on my finger on the veneer inlay (as I was talking to the shipper I neglected to remove my finger).  At the same time my blackberry starts buzzing as I’m getting a text from the office that the next stop just canceled leaving me with nothing to do for the next 2 hours.  Guess I could just lay here listening to the shipper dream about having my job!

The shipper is still looking down talking to me saying “Ya know, you don’t realize how much stress I’m under.  I’ve got to come up with the economic forecast for Bolivia until the year 2016 – do you know how much pressure that is?”

As if in a cartoon, the little thought bubble above my head reads “no, I have no idea how much pressure that could be” looking again at this nicely appointed 6 million dollar apartment.
Next thing I know, my cell phone goes off.  Luckily, I have my blue tooth in my ear (Lucky?  It’s probably slowly giving me brain cancer).  I answered the call only to find out that the beveled glass insert for a coffee table for this Fridays job just came in but it was cut 1/8” too big – it won’t fit into the insert.

I’m starting to get that all too familiar knot in my stomach again.

The shipper’s still standing there looking down at me saying “Yep, it must be nice owning your own business, having the freedom to make your own decisions”.

My blackberry is buzzing away with another text.  One of my lead techs had to leave the job he was on as the pain from a head ache he’s experiencing from a sinus infection is making it impossible for him to work and he’ll probably be out for the next 2-3 days.

I finally freed my finger from the glue and veneer inlay and I dialed my office back to re-schedule the next few days for that lead tech and figure out what else to do
(this situation will impact about 8 other jobs).

The shipper is still standing there looking down at me saying “yes sir, it sure must be nice.  Not a care in the world!!  And you have the artistic outlet too!”

That little thought bubble above my head fills with “yeah, I’m blessed amongst men.

How am I going to figure these next 3 days out with my guy out of work with a sinus infection”?

This fellow is still standing over me going “yep, yep, you don’t know how stressful it is to actually fly to Bolivia for a week and meet with the economists down there to work on this problem”.  He then goes on to mention that he will be staying at a chalet on lake Titicaca outside of LaPaz.  Pop, there goes that little thought bubble again above my head – “You really want my job?  I might get a week down the Jersey shore this summer”.

My blue tooth goes off again, it’s my son Jason on the other side of Manhattan letting me know he can’t take the items out for repair from the building he is in without a Certificate of Insurance – opps, shipper neglected to tell us that.  Now I’ve got 3 techs over there doing nothing for the next hour.

So now I move to the opposite end of this enormous loft apartment to work on the arm of a French chair – of course the shipper follows me over there.  He is just so fascinated by the freedom and the lack of stress I have in my life.  He says “Yep, that’s what it is!  It’s that creative outlet you guys have and that lack of having dead lines”.  Now I’m thinking “I’m not going to finish this deadline if he doesn’t stop talking to me – this is a 21 day close”.

I finally finished the repairs and thanked the shipper for taking the time to see me.  I was waiting for the freight elevator my blackberry starts buzzing again. 

A text from my office lets me know there is an emergency claim on the east side of the city.  The movers lost the hardware for a baby crib, the baby is sleeping on the floor, got to get over there right away!  Dinner tonight is not looking good – eating dinner with your family is over-rated anyway.

Yep, that guy is right – he should have my job!  No stress, artistic outlet, I call my own shots.

The freight elevator delivers me down to ground level, I walk over to my van and find a parking ticket on the windshield for a muni meter that still has 2 minutes to go on it.

And so it goes…………

