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Introduction 
 
Many people have suffered during the pandemic. I thought I was immune but things changed. No I didn’t get the virus. No I was not in the restaurant business but I was a teacher. The lack of preparedness and the rush to get back to “normal” had an effect. Students were put in close proximity and the institution rushed to catch up. This was not good. Safety protocols were lacking. So I quit. 
 
This is a story about my 100+ days during the pandemic. The stories are written from my perhaps jaded perspective. I believe all writing is done through the lens of the author be it accurate or not. Any true resemblance to real people or events may be purely coincidental. No offence is ever implied or intended. This is just a story.
 
 
Chapter 1 - A place to park
 
When the Novel Corona Virus, renamed Covid-19, came upon us, the Province of Ontario declared a state of emergency. Everyone was to cease all human interaction, stop work and stay home. The slogan was “Stay safe, stay strong and stay home”. For many that was not an issue, at lest initially. Not so easy for me.
 
 
I live in a truck camper having transitioned from a Class B motor home. The transition has been less difficult than I had expected. Given the nature of my work, I was tired of commuting every day to different locations. Both units allowed me to work and stay in one location at week at a time. My dilemma was where to park during the shut down. Walmart’s across the province used to be a fallback. However with snow birds returning home in March 2020 and stopping to shop, Walmart banned all forms of campers. What to do?
 
My usual routine on weekends was to drop in to a local coffee shop for breakfast. That place was now closed. Well before the state of emergency hit, I asked one of my breakfast buddies about his plans to establish a tiny house community. Now that everything was shuttered, I emailed him about the state of his plans. They had advanced to the point where there were three tiny homes on land he owned far out of the city. Could I rent a spot until this all blew over, likely for a couple of weeks?
 
Unbeknownst to me before he said yes, he asked two of the residents if they would mind this guy parking his camper in the community. They gave a reluctant yes, not knowing what I was about - did in run around naked during the day (or night), did I play loud music, did I bathe?
 
Once I got the okay, I parked well away from the others. The spot was near a small lake that is really nothing more than a big pond. Everyone calls it a lake. I parked at what was called “Mid-lake” half way along one side of the pond. Two of the tiny homes, one of which was unoccupied, are located at what they called ‘West-point”, not to be confused with the military academy of the same name. There is one other tiny home placed between where I parked and West-point. I don’t make up these names.
 
 
Weeks went by with no contact. We were “social distancing” by about 500 meters before that term became part of our lexicon. Then one day when I was fiddling with my truck, two people walked by. They asked about a tee-pee I had build beside my truck. Was it a Covid-19 talisman? No, it was to mark a big root that stuck up and was a visual guide for me not to puncture a tire. We traded light hearted words and I told them I was growing a Covid-19 beard as suggested by many movie stars. I asked them if they too were growing a beard. Not really was the reply but they were letting their under arm hairs grow - they were women. Thus began a communal tiny house, minimalist friendship. It was gradual.
 
We started with morning walks in the surrounding woods. Then the occasional morning coffee. Then communal dinners where I supplied the wine. Later on I supplied samosas which then morphed into fresh maple syrup for a desert made of Kefir and fruit.
 
As the only guy, a light bulb must have turned on with the woman.”Hey can you help me install a door?”. “Hey can you help move my backup generator, it’s really heavy?”. “Hey when do you add oil to a car?”. “Hey how do you start this lawnmower?”. “Hey can you build a fence around my garden?”. I certainly earned my keep and was now part of the community, no longer a threat, no longer the weird guy in the truck camper.
 
 
Weeks turned into months. As no one showed any signs of a virus, we took a day trip packed into one of the smaller cars. We stopped at a roadside burger joint, ate our food by a real lake, stopped for ice cream in another small town, shopped for garden supplies, toured country roads and thoroughly enjoyed the outing. We had been cooped up for far too long.
 
Now don’t get the wrong impression. I’m a guy living in isolation with two woman. That third tiny home was unoccupied during my stay. The owner was isolating at the other end of the country, namely in British Columbia. The relationship was platonic and slightly co-dependant. Remember I am needed as a second set of hands as well as guard duty should trespassers appear. There is something even in this modern age about a guy confronting strangers versus a woman doing the same.
 
 
Chapter 2 - Two woman and a wanderer
 
Rarely do I name the people involved in these pieces. This is perhaps an exception. I’ve used initials for the main players. 
 
YG:
Some say that she is manipulative. That would be unfair. To say that she thinks she is more independent than she really is, may be a fairer description. She needs people around. She rarely take time for herself. On the rare occasion that someone does something for her without asking, she is truly appreciative. She is not used to that. (YG recently FaceTimed me on a morning walk so as not to be alone. Good thing I was dressed. I’ve also turned off FaceTime.)
 
To over analyze would also be unfair. To say that her upbringing played a major factor would be a fairer description. She grew up in an immigrant family as the middle child: All girls, with a father that preferred to sit on the couch. Not uncommon but it forced her mother to figure things out. As the middle child she most likely was the one that carried the tools to her mother. As time evolved her mother began relying heavily on YG. Her two siblings were too preoccupied to care about mother or YG. Yet the mom can and has fended for herself. When a neighbour showed up at her door unannounced and the mom was in the middle of baking, all she did was waive the rolling pin and the intruder disappeared. 
 
RJ:
RJ is the self sufficient resident of the community. She was the one called upon for maintenance such as fixing plumbing or installing electrical connections. RJ has said that the calls for help are less frequent now that I am around. She thanked me for that respite.
 
A perfect contrast is that YG’s tiny home is plugged into and dependant on the electrical grid. RJ has solar power and is reliant on the sun and the sun alone. RJ worshipped her father who taught her how to fix and repair whatever broke down hence her skills in fixing things. Fathers in all cases influence the present. We are in the product of our upbringing. Unfortunately RJ was in a serious car accident leaving her with gaps of memory. Recently she forgot that my steak was on the barbecue. I ate the charcoal coated burnt remnants to be polite. 
 
At the end of the day I consider them both my sisters. I never had either the middle child syndrome nor any sort of relation with my own older sister. My sister left home when I was 10. My father was much like RJ’s, fixing that which broke, though like YG I only carried and held the tools. Yet the resident women tend at times to clash. Both mean well but have, at times, issues on how to relate to each other. RJ acts towards YG, like an older sister acts towards a younger one, teasing without a parent telling her when to stop. (Weeks after writing this section, YG told me that the interaction with RJ brought back memories of YG’s conflicts with her older sister.)
 
 
The relationships work. With YG we can set out for a day’s road trip. With RJ we can share a glass of wine or coffee. With both, I can offer encouragement on what either has accomplished. A nice way to spend isolation during the pandemic. 
 
As is said, time will tell how long it can last. I am fully aware that YG needs me during the week when the friends she really likes are not around. RJ just wants company at the end of the day to share stories. I will eventually have to return to work with only weekends, if that, to spend with my covid sisters. Isn’t that the way families work - get together for special occasions or the occasional meal. I can’t be sure as I don’t have the family experience. I am estranged from both my siblings. I am divorced and somewhat distanced from my kids. My covid sisters have similar baggage. YG is divorced and her older sister is a write off (she still tries with the younger one). She has no kids and doesn’t want any. RJ is divorced, her brother is a write off and her kids don’t like her lifestyle. Perhaps all this adds to the symbiotic relationship that has been established. Perhaps.
 
 
Now for mothers since I’ve spoken about the influence of fathers. YG’s mother is domineering. Mine taught me to dance, sing and often said that there was a song for everything. Say a word or phrase and she would come up with the song’s lyrics. YG’s mother while having a critical eye on everything YG does, did not affect YG’s ability to sing and match phrases to songs. She and I match wits on lyrics as well as foreign accents. Her imitation of her mother’s accent is spot on as I have met and conversed with the mother. I have yet to explore RJ’s history with her mom.
 
 
I find it interesting that we live in the moment. They both accept me for what I am in the present. I accept them for what they are in the present. We are the closest to what I think a commune would have been in the 1960’s though we shower regularly ... separately. 
 
 
YG is an unconventional Muslim. Her rebellion takes the partial form of dating a Jewish boy much to the chagrin of the boys family. Her circle of friends is wide. She can belly dance with some, garden with others. She practice homeopathy but doesn’t push it unless asked. Her knowledge of plants and herbs is amazing, though she sometimes is aided by an App that identifies trees. She has no compunction in shopping at a Muslim food store dressed in shorts and a t-shirt much to the chagrin of burka wearing clerks. 
 
RJ is a recovering Anglican. She had some issues growing up that doctors failed to diagnose. It was only after years of struggle that she was able to cope. It was only after many dinners and chats that she opened up about this struggle. Her creativity takes the form of building model railroad scenes with detailed landscapes and buildings. Landscaping seems to be a common thread. I will say this: She called to see how I was doing after I had dental work done on a broken tooth. That same day YG texted about her mother’s taxes. 
 
A new resident, Mya, is to arrive in October. Her home is apparently off grid like RJ’s with a $4,000 incinerating toilet. This may well change the dynamic. It may be that YG, in an effort to not be alone in West-point, has gotten more than she bargained for. She complains about people (and her mother) dropping-in unannounced in particular Christine who drops in to walk her two dogs (she was told not to, but does it anyway). Mya who has yet to move her home, dropped in with an extended family and a yapping dog to show them her prospective plot of land. YG will have more noise, visitors and more dogs. GL, the land owner and my breakfast buddy, takes a hands off attitude trusting in YG to act as tiny home recruiter and police woman. That trust, at least in this regard, may be misplaced as YG like GL, avoids confrontation. Time, again, will tell, assuming I’m still around. 
There are rumours that GL is not well. There is a sign nearby about a re-zoning application. Whether the two are related is unknown. Similarly should something happen to GL, will his heirs continue with the tiny home community? More unknowns. Yet if push comes to shove, as YG put it, “all I have to do is hook my house to a truck and move”. All I have to do with a truck camper is turn on the ignition and drive away - I’m the wanderer!!!
 
 
Chapter 3 - East-lake
 
On weekends, the Eastern part of this community is busy. There is a wake board operation. It entails a zip line across the “lake” that is remotely operated by Jordan, the owner/operator of this facility. Picture water skiing without a motor boat that takes about two minutes. From one end to the other there are jumps that wake-boarders can traverse. There are yelps of joy making weekends less calm and more noisy.  
 
Jordan wants to set up his own tiny home. He took a garden shed and plunked it near YG’s tiny home. GL complains to YG, wants it moved but won’t confront. It has sat un-renovated all summer. He has however cut the grass around his shed taking much more than his allotted parcel. Another dynamic that affects the community. 
 
 
A tiny house community is not your typical suburban neighbourhood. We are all a bit “off grid” in the personal sense. Mya the prospective new addition, requires our approval before moving in. GL has delegated that task. She is reaching out to Jordan and me for final approval. Jordan is reluctant as it may affect his business. I am taking an almost hands off approach other than stating that she and her family were quite noisy the day of my dental visit. I was in pain and trying to work through my discomfort. The dentist had both hands in my mouth as the upper molar, that needed repair, was hard to get at. 
 
YG considers herself an empath. She takes on the feelings of others. The possible distrust by Jordan of a new resident affects her greatly. Added to Christine dropping in unannounced with her dogs, adds to the stress. Then there is another potential resident, a friend of RJ, Melodie, who is having a tiny house built in Calgary. Jockeying for a spot has begun. While Jordan has done little to his shed, I foresee construction starting in earnest. He too has a dog which will take away from the calm that permeates the community.
The joys of a tiny living. Four women, two guys - not sure I can take the ups and downs of hormones. 
 
And speaking of ups and downs, I had my first set-to with YG. 
 
Alannah the reclusive BC resident wants to sell her tiny home. Up to this point YG screened all applicants and did the showings. As I write this, Alannah is coming to clear out her home and show the place to 5 or so people she found on Kijiji. Not the best way especially since there was no pre-screening. Police forces across the country allow you to meet prospective buyers in the police parking lot for safety reasons. A few weeks ago I was asked by YG to be present when a previous unscreened Alannah prospect showed up. It was a mismatch from the get go as the husband barely fit through the door let alone climb to the loft where the bed was located. The results of no pre-screening or at least not giving proper dimensions in an advert. 
 
The first summer heat wave struck with humidity levels making it feel like 40 degrees Celsius. As a result I moved my truck from parking in the bush to parking near YG and Alannah. This way I could plug in and use my air conditioner. It only works when I am connected to what campers call “shore power”. 
 
YG planned on going away for the weekend. She asked that I stick around to help Alannah. I had no issues with that as I could help while having air conditioning - double bonus I thought. 
 
When YG showed up early she asked that I move my truck 5 feet forward so as not to block the view from Alannah’s home, a bathroom view of the bush (not the lake). I tried to explain that I texted Alannah (who never replied) to explain that I was parked between her place and a shed (the shed has shore power). I added that Alannah could tell prospective buyers that it was temporary parking. YG wasn’t listening. “It’s up to you” she kept saying but it clearly wasn’t. I moved the truck so as not to upset the scene. 
 
As I sat at my kitchen table all I saw was the shed wall. It was not great. I turned on the ignition of my truck and moved to my previous spot in the bush even though it was stinking hot. 
 
I wasn’t parked for more than a few minutes when YG showed up on her bike. 
 
“Why did you move? Are you upset?” She asked.
“Well sort of. I need to see the view of the lake to write. Where I moved the truck, all I saw was the shed.”
“Well it’s your decision. Don’t want you to be upset. Your decision.”
“I’ll be back later” I added and she rode off. 
 
I was being diplomatic. 
 
Upset? Dam right. I have as much right to be there as any other lake resident. Ya she’s an empath and sensed the upset but didn’t listen to my concerns either when I explained the Alannah text or my relocation back to the sweltering bush. “My decision”, ya, under duress. I’m tempted to write, “her way or the highway”.
 
Ironically a few nights before this incident, RJ vented about YG constantly texting and gossiping. RJ wants no part of it. When I said I was asked to be around at YG request for Alannah’s viewings, RJ began a rant about YG minding her own business and not trying to control the situation. We then reverted to the usual with RJ telling me what she repaired or installed or ordered from China. Contrasts. 
 
Hours passed. Viewings were done. I returned to not only clear the air but to show no hard feelings remained after the tiff. Talking it out will have to wait as YG’s mother and RJ showed up (mother unannounced and on a very hot and humid day - she has an apartment that she tells me is always cool - is she checking up as apparently she doesn’t like me (eventually changed her view) and wonders (no longer) about my motives. 
 
As I approached the group for a polite sit down, YG was in the midsts of reading Alannah’s coffee remnants and talked about Alannah’s future. RJ and I talked about repairs, as is our want. YG mother worked on a word game and seemed to ignore the conversations. I doubt it. 
 
YG injured her leg last winter. She needs to bike to keep her left knee from seizing. Once the group was paired down to YG and her mother, I joined YG on the bike ride as an opportunity to clear the air, well out of earshot of her mother. I tried to explain my view of the truck movement. She listened but pushed back. Her way or the highway. She also tried to explain the event by blaming Alannah as being passive aggressive. 
 
I looked up the definition of passive aggressive: “A type of behaviour or personality characterized by indirect resistance to the demands of others and an avoidance of direct confrontation”. To me this describes pretty much YS, GL and perhaps others in this tiny house community. Perhaps. 
 
 
Let me tell you about Bonnie one of YG’s friends. Bonnie owns an island some 50km away. She runs a business renting out the place. Recently she wanted to buy a cottage near the island with friends investing about $10,000 each. YG tried to convince her not to do it and went to great lengths explaining many of the pitfalls including: “Friends who become investors may no longer be friends”. Bonnie is going ahead anyways. All YG had to do was decline the investment and not give advice. As RJ stated many a times, don’t get involved in other people’s’ affairs. Did I mention that Bonnie is close to 6foot tall, blond and a triplet. I’ve met two and they are identical. I don’t need that sort of trouble nor will I invest. 
 
As a footnote to these events, a few weeks before the cottage proposal, Bonnie invited YG to the island for a day visit. Guess who else showed up? Christine. She monopolized what was to be a quiet getaway by asking which logo should be used for her own business. The group agreed on one but Christine refused the group advice. As YG put it, if this logo is to entice the public, don’t you think the group opinion is preferable?
 
I think you get a sense of the players and personalities. At least YG can vent and I can record. 
 
 
Chapter 4 - Extension 
 
My stay at the lake was to be Covid related. Once the virus abated, I would move on. Yet I enjoy the place even with its ups and downs. So the next day I wrote to GL asking if I could stay but giving him the option of saying no. After all, his vision was for a tiny house community not a RV campground. A year or so ago he refused having a trailer on site. This was his reply:
 
Of course you’re welcome to stay. You’ve been a big hit and support there and only made the place a better community. I’m only sorry I haven’t been around for a visit. I keep intending to pay more attention to upkeep over there but have been distracted not just by Covid but also by so many other things, other things I’m trying to unwind and/or pass on to the next caretaker. Right now I’m being eaten alive by mosquitoes so I better start up this tractor again and get moving. Hope we’ll be able to have a visit soon.
Nice. 
 
I got a text from YG a few hours later about our truck moving chat. All was good between us. Two positive messages. What could go wrong the rest of the day?
 
As the day unfolded I looked out my side window and noticed that RJ had parked near the shed. I went to investigate as she rarely comes to West-point. She was there to inspect the plumbing. 
 
Background: The shed has a shower and toilet as well as the electrical connections to plug in tiny homes or my camper. YG wanted some of the pipes moved from behind the walls where they froze last winter. GL delegated the task to YG. YG in turn has hired and will pay RJ. 
 
After the investigation RJ and I sat down to chat with our obligatory cup of coffee. Un-prompted and un-connected to anything we were speaking about, I learnt a bit more about RJ’s mom. Apparently the mom developed Alzheimer’s disease. RJ took care of her for years and would often take her for walks. In one incident the mom sat down in a snow bank and refused to move. This is the type of situation that may not be that uncommon but shows the depth of RJ’s compassion. I experience a scintilla of that when she asked about my dental work.
 
As the talk continued YG showed up with her friend Karen and two kids. I met Karen, the kids and Pete her partner, a few weeks ago. Karen home schools and the kids do what they want both in schooling and every day life. If they want dessert without eating a proper meal, they eat deserts. The apparent rational is that both Karen and Pete were forced to eat so they didn’t want to impose that on their kids. YG has complained in the past about the kids running rampant through her tiny home touching everything and opening every drawer while cleaning their nose on various surfaces. Karen just lets them go. They tried to use the tiny home when Karen showed up with the two rascals. YG put a stop to it. 
 
RJ withdrew from the melee after the appropriate interval and I did as well. Oh ya,  Christine brought her dog who as dogs will do, had to pee and poop. YG’s mom also occasionally brings her daughters’ dog, an overweight small runt. GL doesn’t want dogs because of what they leave behind yet people still bring their dogs. There is one exception to this rule, which I’ll talk about later. 
 
Pete by the way is a native healer and has worked with YG’s mom. YG in turn gardens for them. Barter at its best. And as you would expect if you’ve followed this diatribe, just before RJ and I left, YG’s mom dropped in and was non-plussed that she was not the centre of attention. She also invited a friend for dinner once again imposing herself on YG when YG had other guests and plans. 
 
YG has told her mom to try and accept me as part of an extended family. The mom doesn’t agree, and on this, I am on the same page (covid sisters being the exception - sisters perhaps from a different parent). I don’t need all this activity and drama at the end of a long day. I don’t need a mom who drops in unannounced and invites a friend over for dinner. 
 
While I am on the cusp of three months residency, my “probation” is almost done. GL says I can stay. Can my karma withstand these ups and downs? Have I asked for a family dynamic? I wonder on this first full day of summer 2020. 
 
 
Chapter 5 - The others
 
Let me tell you about Dal, YG’s “boyfriend”.
 
Dal is a scientist working for the Feds. On the rare occasions we met, I found him to be docile and perhaps even meek. YG tells me that her mother likes him because he never talks to her and sits quietly so that all attention is paid to the mom. Dal’s mom still buys his clothes even though Dal is in his 40’s. I have even seen YG’s mom sewing Dal’s pants. Maybe that is why he is deferential and non-threatening. Lastly, Dal prides himself as a photographer but YG’s cell phone pics look more professional. Maybe that’s too harsh but it’s my view. 
 
YG keeps him in her circle for what I think are several reasons. First YG needs Dal’s medical benefits. Second, it allows her to be rebellious by dating a good Jewish boy. Third, it avoids conflicts with her mom since Dal is non threatening. Fourth and this may be a stretch, Dal drives an Audi. This allows YG to be seen in a fancy car even though she says she doesn’t like it. As a indicia, Dal had the Audi dealer buff out small unnoticeable stone chips cause it bothered him. Remember we live in the country where there are many gravel roads. Lastly Dal has an air conditioned condo used when things are too humid to stay in a tiny house without fans or air conditioning. Dal is a mommas boy and that suits YG just fine. 
 
 
There are no trespassing and private property signs at the two entrances to the lake. Yet now and again there are trespassers. There is one person no one dares challenge. It’s a police officer and his German Shepard. Poor dog stays in the back of a police car for most of the day. The lake gives the dog a chance to swim and play. Nice to watch but not to be interfered with on any account. When YG rode her bike to the dog swimming area, she stopped to speak to the officer. Her first question was whether the dog would react to a bicycle. The officers response, “we’ll see”. Nothing happened as the dog was more concerned with fetching a stick thrown and floating in the water. 
 
A few years ago I was searched at customs by a German Shepard. The dog was to sit if he detected drugs. As he approached he began wagging his tail in excitement. I had just come from a farm and the dog recognized the smell as play time. The officer looked at me and, smiling, said that I had ruined years of training. He was joking of course and allowed me to pat the dog. It just shows that police dogs and their handlers are a special breed with an open heart and great disposition. 
 
 
At the start of one particular social interactions, RJ and I discussed cell phone plans. She was paying $125 a month. She was constantly going over her data limit adding to the expense. I suggested that there were better plans with lower costs and more data. She switched to my provider and is much happier. YG heard about it and she too wants to switch. She also wanted to look at new phones since hers was not only old but she had never had a new phone. The difference is that RJ went on her own to the store. YG wants me to take her. Once again an indicia of independence versus reliance. At least it will be a trip outside of the community. (Trip: phone, clothe shopping for her, fish and chips for lunch, chocolates for dessert - discounts at the chocolatier if you wore a mask.) YG enjoyed the outing. As for RJ, YG called her saying that she was getting a new phone. Mind your business. Now RJ wants me to scope out prices. After 6 hours with YG and RJ calling for a sit down/chat, I declined. I needed to be on my own. Thankfully the humidity has broken and I can isolate in the bush as is my want. 
 
 
I wake up at 0430. YG at 0930. RJ at 1100. Say what you will about vibes or synchronization like in the book “The Red Tent”, both YG and RJ are now waking up earlier. They curse me even though we are about 500 meters apart in our homes. Yet RJ called one morning to say waking up early allowed her to catch her pet rabbits that had escaped overnight. In her words, waking up early was both a curse and a blessing. 
 
 
One of the reasons I write, is to chronicle my Covid experience. The other is due to my friend and co-worker Darcy. He loves the idea of my truck camper. He also wanted to know where I would spend my time in social distancing. As a result he wants to know all about my adventures and experiences at the lake. This diatribe or stream of consciousness keeps the events in my mind and allows me to relate these stories to him. 
 
 
Chapter 6 - And it continues 
 
Alannah has two offers for her tiny home. Both involve payments over time. YG has discouraged that idea as Alannah would still be on the hook if something went wrong. This is especially so as neither prospect is agile enough to climb into the loft where the bed is located. If one falls, would they sue? YG makes a good point and is slowly distancing herself from the sale. 
 
YG text: “Did you meet Johanna the other day?”. Who the heck is Johanna? Why do people always talk about people whom they assume I know. Co-workers do it to me all the time. I don’t know the names of their spouse, kids, neighbours or friends. Yet they persist. I later found out Johanna was the name of a prospective purchaser for Alannah’s home. Sheesh. 
 
Postscript to the cell phone trip. Given YG’s limited means, I bought the phone. Though she thanked me when she dropped me off at my camper, I would have expected a follow up text either that afternoon, night or the next morning. Nothing. Nada. It’s not that I expect anything in return, it’s what I do. Paying it forward. But no communication is weird - not her style. We will see what develops. 
 
Twenty four hours without a word from YG. My sense of the forthcoming dialogue:
“Why did you buy the phone?”
“First I don’t want anything in return. You are a good person with a lot of hangers on. You want time away and Christine drops in. You want to help Alannah and she does her own thing. You quote a price to clean a house and the client gives you a hard time. So, it was time something was done for you without strings attached.”
The conversation never happened.
 
YG has often wondered if I am a spy. No. Or did she take Dal to get a new phone and he refused? He is a government scientist and likely makes good money. Yet if he refuses to use his air conditioner fearing the cost, maybe he is too cheap to buy a new phone. His usual practice is to buy a new one for himself and give her his hand-me-down. Then again if I was a spy, did I get her a phone with spyware? 
 
The answer came the next day (guess it took her a while to unlock her phone - I showed her that with newer models all you had to do was lift it up) and gave an indicia once again of her attitude.
 
YG to me at 1633hrs: “Hi there thanks for bringing me and helping me I just wanted you to know that Belle (spelling) just called me and offered me the same plan for $60 a month. I’m not gonna switch but maybe we can talk to your friend (at Telus) and tell him that Belle offered me that and see what they can do (Siri dictation forgiven)”. Trying to get a better deal.
 
She drove by as RJ and I were having a sit down and repeated the request. RJ was livid but kept (surprisingly) her comments to herself, until YG left. As RJ put it, she got a great deal and wants more. Further she wants you to do it. 
 
I feel bad for RJ as she went to the store without me and didn’t get as good a deal. I’ve told her that I’m working on it and I am. 
 
When YG was with us she mentioned that Dal didn’t want her old phone even though it was a newer model to what he had. Instead YG is giving it to her mom. Oh ya, YG is baby sitting a friends puppy and is to take it back later that evening. Her mom dropped in and once again has ruined the evening plans. 
 
In hindsight I should have just kept my mouth shut. I was trying to help two people on low income do better with their cell phone plans. My guy at the cell phone store went above and beyond. Instead of just doing the deal and saying goodbye he stopped us in the parking lot. He found a better plan and saved YG more money. I don’t really want to go back to him and tell him that Bell (proper spelling) could offer a deal at $5.00 less. No. 
 
That evening’s chat with RJ covered a wide range of topics. A partial list: YG’s cell phone (we agreed that she was not grateful for what she got and that it was not worth asking for $5), Dal (mommas boy), planes (no trains), automobiles (older Toyota’s easy to repair on your own), girlfriends (censored) ... you get the idea. 
 
 
During a subsequent chat, RJ tells me that Alannah has sold her place to a woman called Karen. Rent to own because Karen has no money. She was warned. RJ adds that Karen wanted to know if she could knock on my door. RJ said probably not, but try. Guess she wants help like YG. Again I fret about 4 woman:YG and RJ - current residents, Karen July 1st, Mya September 1st.
 
RJ is gone for the next four days visiting her girlfriend Vera in Peterborough. I’ll miss our evening chats. She said if she wasn’t gay, she would even consider me as a partner. Now that’s a compliment, backhanded as it may be. 
 
 
On Sunday night YG called. She needed to talk about how to handle a problem with her mom. It wasn’t a relationship issue. Her mom went to get an oil change and ended up being up-sold to the tune of $600.00. YG wanted to know how to handle it. As she put it, she didn’t have a man in her life growing up. As a result didn’t know how to deal with confrontation especially confronting a group of men at an oil change shop. (Momma boy Dal is of no help.)
 
We talked it out over an hours’ conversation. She was appreciative. I used the opportunity to remind her that I am here to offer support without strings attached. She often is pushed around and support is needed. I reminded her of an incident where a client baulked at her price quote for house cleaning (yes she does that in addition to gardening) when all she was trying to do was help during the Covid crisis. 
 
We then talked about Karen, the woman that bought Alannah’s place. She was concerned about the new resident, and as she put it, she “doesn’t like change especially since Karen is an unknown quantity”. In an effort be alone in West-point, the traffic and noise will increase. Karen has two daughters that will likely visit quite often, and maybe a dog as well. 
 
Bottom line to the oil change - she will call the boss and emphasize that an elderly woman with poor language skills and hearing loss was up-sold far too much. If that call fails to resolve the issue, I will go with her and meet the boss in person.
 
 
Postscript to the cell phone story. Alannah paid YG $1,500.00 for all her help cleaning
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