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The participatory book series began in January 2007. I decided I
wanted to make some books and in my head I could see them, but I didn’t
have any content to actually make them. Life had been complicated for a
really long time and i didn’t want to use any of my own stories. The
truth is, I was sort of tired of myself and figured other people might
have stories way more interesting than my own.
So, I started a blog that asked questions. Have you ever had a smell
trigger a memory? Do you believe in an interventionist God? Has the
mental health of other people had an influence in your life? Do you
remember your first love? Can you tell me the story of a breakup?
And then I asked some friends to participate. This is one of the books
from this series. I hope you enjoy it.
For more information or to see some of my other work you can visit my
website: www.mrpetit.com
M.R. Petit �Copyright 2007.

Participatory Book Entry:
Working Nine to Five
Okay. Working for a living. We all do it.
I’m interested in your job stories.
What was your first job?
Tell me about the first time you had to deal
with the reality of employment?
or perhaps there another job that was really memorable?
What was it?
What did you do?
Were you good at it?
Who was your boss?
How long did it last?
Post the story and I’ll illustrate it.

“The Library”
Story by Marianne R. Petit
When i was little i was always
reading, often indiscriminately.
So it made sense
that my first
job was at our
local public
library.

I loved the library.
When i was a kid my
mother would take us
there all the time.

and during the
summer we would
check out books
several times a
week.

My job was to stack books. i would
wheel a cart full of returned books
through the narrow stacks and
return them to their proper spot.

I learned a lot about the dewey decimal system.
All knowledge is organized
into 10 main classes.
Then the 10 main classes
are subdivided into 10
divisions and then each
division has 10 sections.
So there are 10 main
classes, 100 divisions
and 1000 sections. Here
the first number “6”
puts the book in the
“technology and applied
sciences” class.

the second number “1” puts
the book in the 610s, or the
“medical science” division
while the remaining numbers
represent a section or
category of “diseases”.
then the last line starts
with the first letter of the
author’s last name and then
you just keep adding numbers.

It turned out that
i wasn’t very good
at this job though.
Stacking books was
really boring.
Reading books was
more interesting.
So inevitably as i
was placing books
back on the shelves
i would see a book
that would strike
my interest.

gourd
art!

and i would just sit
down in the aisle and
start reading.

Hours would pass with me sitting in the aisle reading instead of
stacking. At the end of my shift I would roll the still-full cart
back to the desk and
get the hairy eyeball
from the librarian.

I wish I could say that i spent my time reading great literary works.
But i think the books i read were often crap. I skimmed the entire
works of Sydney Sheldon in an afternoon. I quit when school started.
I’m pretty certain they weren’t sorry to see me go.

“Out in the Cold”
Story by David Marc Fischer
My first job involved delivering packets of advertising to about
174 Long Island homes by ten o’clock every Saturday morning.
My boss, Mrs. Weinstein, would deliver the papers on Fridays.
I’d take those papers down to the basement, stack records
on the stereo, collate and fold the papers, stuff them
into yellow plastic bags, stuff those bags into
plastic shopping bags, and then put the bags
into the upright folding cart that I
towed behind me on the route.

I listened to Stevie Wonder, The Beatles, Chicago,
the soundtrack to American Graffiti, and jazz by
Bill Watrous, Maynard Ferguson, Benny Goodman,
and Glenn Miller. Later on in my career, I might have started listening to bebop, too. Sometimes I’d watch some old Flash Gordon or Buck
Rogers serials on PBS, through the static of one of our black-and-white
TV sets.

The folding and stuffing
usually took about two
hours, or six album sides.
By the time I’d be
finished, my hands would
be black with ink.

On Saturday mornings, I’d put the plastic shopping bags into the cart
and deliver the papers, hanging a yellow bag on the front of each house
on my route. Halfway through, I would usually take a break at my house
before delivering to the remaining houses. The entire route
usually took about two hours.

The pay was so small that i have trouble remembering it.
It might have been seven cents per house.

One winter morning, the weather
made my paper route almost
impossible to do.

The snow was deep and it
was bitterly cold and windy.
I trudged through the snow
for hours. I got colder and
colder in my parka and boots.
Hours passed before I finally
came home to take a break.

I stripped off my snowy
clothing in the laundry
room and shivered.
My hands throbbed
painfully as they
thawed.
I was on the verge
of tears.
My mother came
downstairs.

I can’t go back
out there!
I can’t go back out
there!

Mom, I can’t finish
the route today.

No, you have to go back
out there. It’s your
responsibility.

I can’t believe you’re
telling me to go out in
that cold! I’ve already
been out there for hours
and I’m only
half-finished.

What do you
mean?

Are you crazy? I’m not
going to do it! It’s
freezing out there!

That’s what doing a
job is all about.
You must be
responsible.

It’s too cold.
It hurts!

No! You must!
It’s your job!

You’re my own mother...
and you’re telling me to
go out in that weather...
to finish a stupid paper
route? I HATE YOU!

That hurts me!
I HURT!

I don’t think my
mother answered that.
She just turned
around and went
back upstairs,
leaving me
stewing.

I went out again that
day and finished the
deliveries -- but I was
very upset about it.

I can’t believe
she’s making me go back
outside. How can she do
that to me? For a stupid
paper route!

This episode left a lasting impression on me. I’m pretty sure it was the
only time I told my mother that I hated her. Years later I brought it up.
Do you remember making me go
out in the snow that day, just to
deliver those papers?

Yes.

You know, I still think you shouldn’t have made me go out there.
It was only a stupid paper route. Nobody would have been able to do
anything with those papers on that day -- no one was going outside.
I’m sure Mrs. Weinstein
wouldn’t have made me
deliver anything if
we’d asked her. Come
to think of it,
why didn’t we
ask her?
(My Mom didn’t say
anything.)

But Mom, I’m sorry
I said I hated you. I have to
be honest and say that I did hate
you at that moment because you were
being unfair ... but I’m still
sorry I said that.

“I Quit”
Story by MaryKate O’Neil
First job - delivering papers. The neighbors’ dog major bit me
in the ass while I was riding by on my bicycle. That night i was
supposed to go to roller kingdom with my friends. I quit.

Second job was working
at an ice cream stand.
All the kids did whipits
and drank rum in the
back. My shift was at
7am on Sundays. It
was hard being drunk
so early. I quit.

Next job was turning the knobs
at a tanning booth. I would set
the timer for 15, 20, 30 minutes ...
and then Windex up the sweat
people left behind. I quit.

Next I sold sunglasses in Faneuil Hall in Boston. It is a touristy
kind of place. Every person would come up and try on the kooky
glasses and look at me to laugh. I quit.

Then I worked at a mental health center.
(aka institution).
A patient escaped and a nearby hospital
found the woman and i had to go get her
and wheel her back to the center.
She screamed the whole time.
I quit.

I’ll never
get to heaven, and
i’ll never get
to heaven!

I worked in a toy store on Newbury Street.
A guy came in and robbed me at gunpoint.
I gave him all the money. He was soon arrested
and as it turned out had just got out of prison
for murder. About a week later another guy came
in the toy store and said he was looking for a
toy ... he couldn’t remember the name of it ...
so he passed me a note which said,
“I’ve got a gun, give me all your money.”
I gave it to him. I quit.

“ESPOSITO CONSTRUCTION”
Story by Steven Peluso
First, slow pitch softball. Let me start at the end.
One summer I worked for Esposito Construction.
The owner, one Vito
Esposito, was potentate of
a once proud construction
empire that if had not
exactly fallen on hard times,
was at least entering its
sunset years.
(as was Vito.)

But allay all fears, Vito, or Vit as I came to know him, was likely worth
a fortune in real estate. After all, it takes some serious coin to acquire a
tricked out Chevy van complete with running boards and Mohair roof. This was
the Eighties after all.

And don’t let ol’
Vit’s looks fool ya:
he was quite the
ladies man.

A generous man, Vito
found it in his heart
to procreate: twice.
His son Anthony, or
Ant for short, was the
heir apparent to the
Esposito Construction
empire. Ant was hell
bent on carrying on
his family’s proud
tradition. You see,
the Espositos had been
stoop laborers since
time immemorial.

Perhaps it was the van,
or a prodigious co**k,
or maybe, just maybe, it
was the aforementioned
real estate portfolio.
I’m not one to judge. Despite
the fact that he looked like
the bulldog perched on the
hood of a Mack Truck,
it was a rare evening
when Vit left The Forty
Thieves sans a piece of
eye candy; if you know
what I mean. For more than
one sexagenarian dilettante
has found herself losing
any semblance of
modesty bent over a
naugahyde divan
engulfed in the tell
tale scents of white
hot monkey love
and Old Spice.

First day on the job, Short Hills, NJ.
Yours truly is perched on the back
of a 3/4 ton dump truck. The only
thing standing between twenty-five
pieces of slate and Mr. Jones’ new
walkway was me. These were no
ordinary slates mind you. These
were “SLATES.” Each one must have
weighed 150 - 200 lbs. Those Frisbee
sized suckers you see in the movies
are for pussies.
Right ‘bout then I was rethinking
turning down the job at Home Oil
runnin’ mail ‘tween Norwalk and
New Milford. Fact that I didn’t
have my lunch didn’t help. Turns out
Vito had no intention of running
over to TGIFs for some hot wings and Bud.
Well, there I am turning three shades of blue
when ol’ Ant comes round the bend. What set
him off, I did not know, still do not know,
and perhaps will never know, but I can still
hear Vito screaming ...
Ant, hasty wastey
I’ll paint it on all
my trucks.

Well as it turns out this was SOP, or perhaps maybe just maybe an expression
of a father’s love for his son. But these twenty odd years later I still get a
chuckle thinking about that day.
Sure there were others,
like the time Vito
crashed the steam roller
in Jack Par’s driveway.

Or the time
Ant buried the
steam roller half
way up the
rollers in mud.

Or the day
I learned a valuable
lesson about the
inverse relationship
of asphalt’s core
temperature and
its spreadability.

So here’s to you, Vit,
wherever you may be.

“Take this job and shove it”
Story by Matthew Belanger
My first “real” job was at an advertising
agency as a Production Artist.
(which is basically a Designer
except they can pay you a lot
less if they just call
you a Production Artist).
(Mac 7100 - or
oldest piece of
shit computer
in the office at
the time.)

The Creative Director, Danny, was a big
shot they had hired away from an agency
in Houston. It was his job to take our
work to the next level.
(note: This drawing is an exact replica
of an actual headshot found on the
internet of the real danny at his current
advertising agency. This story, for the
record, takes place in Arkansas.)

The fact is, we
had a pretty good
setup before Danny
showed up. I worked
with two of my
best friends and
everything was
great.

Danny was one of those guys who always had to look and sound like the biggest,
coolest, smartest, toughest, guy in the room (a true Texan). He especially seemed
to get great pleasure from demeaning me in front of others. I think he thought
he was being funny but really it was just dumb and offensive 99% of the time.
Hey Kid. You couldn’t find
your ass wtih both hands if the
lights weren’t on. Har Har.

One of Danny’s first acts was to hire an Art Director.
An Art Director is a
Designer who makes a lot
of money because he has
years of experience and
a “killer” portfolio.
The guy Danny hired had
neither. After about a
month I think it became
clear that a mistake had
been made and the new
Art Director was
unceremoniously fired.

Example
“killer”
concept.

I ended up inheriting all of his
projects and it became my job
to mop up the mess that was left
behind. I redesigned everything.

and went on a three day photo shoot
to finish a project that had been
left in a state of disaster.
When I got back to the office the
next week it became clear that I
had apparently fucked something up.
Danny was furious.
One of the ads we were producing
had copy written that
talked about a hospital
patient, and she was
supposed to be pictured
in the room where she
had had her heart
operation.

Susan Mary Smith had
her life-saving heart
surgery in this state
of the art room at
Saint Mary’s Hospital.

The only problem was that Danny had scheduled the woman for her photo when
they were operating on someone and the room wasn’t available. I think Danny
actually expected me to have someone wait for their heart operation while
I made sure we got the right picture.
Sorry Dude. We’ve
got a photoshoot.

In the end I was able to Photoshop the shot taken of
her into a shot of the operating room taken when
it wasn’t in use, problem solved.
But that didn’t stop Danny
from busting my balls.

Susan Mary Smith had
her life-saving heart
surgery in this state
of the art room at
Saint Mary’s Hospital.

Fast forward a few weeks and we had an ad deadline.
A new Art Director had been hired to take the place
of the last one. Only this guy was talented, but kind
of an alcoholic, and a little forgetful.
He had gone to lunch and instead of copying the latest
files to the server, where he had
been instructed to leave them,
critical
in case someone else needed to
files
work on them, he left them
on a Zip disk in his
locked desk drawer.

Anyway, the job was hot-hot-hot, under
a tight deadline, and the new guy was
out drinking so I got asked to finish
and send it out. I grabbed the files
from the server where I expected the
latest version to be and put them on a
disk for output. The output was slightly
different from the approved ad
because the correct files were not on
the server.
This is YOUR fault!
Of course it ended up being my fault.
It didn’t matter that neither Danny,
nor the Proofreader, nor the Traffic
Manager, nor the Media Person caught
the error. And it didn’t matter that
they had all actually seen the ad before
and I hadn’t.

Later that same day a job of mine was due. I had to put it aside to deal with
the Art Director’s job. My project was a large job and required a lot of
printing and pasting up to make it look like the actual booklet it was supposed
to eventually be. The office had two antique color printers and I had them both
working double-time. They were prone to overheating and both failed leaving me
totally high and dry. Danny stormed into the room.

When will
this job
be done!?!?

I’m working
on it.

Get your head
out of your ass,
or else!!

And he walked off.

I tried to let it go, but by the time he got to the other side
of the room I erupted.

FUCK
YOU!”

He quickly walked back over to me as if he was going to punch me or something.
Do you have
anything else to say?!
No.

Ha!
Then...

No. I won’t give you the
satisfaction of firing me.
I quit!

It was quite a moment. I still shiver when I think about how good it made me
feel to stand up for myself. In that instant I decided to go back to school and
get the hell out of advertising. I look back at that moment as one of the best
decisions I’ve ever made.
A few days later
it got back to
me through my
friends that
Danny had told
them:

He’s made
the biggest
mistake of his
life. That kid
will never
work again.

That was fine by me if it meant
that I didn’t have to work with
another douche bag like him.

I went back to school and got a BFA and then went for a Master’s degree.
Right now I am doing work in advertising. It is an easy trap to fall into
because the money is good and the work is endless. But now I make sure to do
it on my own terms as a freelancer. That way I don’t have to deal with the
Dannys of the world.

