The Elevator Fiasco

By Andrew Sztein

Yesterday, a very interesting thing (to say the least) happened. My friends (BJ, Chef, and Abdi (We don't have a nickname for Abdi yet)) were on their way up to my apartment. However, this time, it was taking longer than usual for them to get upstairs. A full five minutes passes, when my cell phone goes off. It's BJ, and the conversation goes something like this:

BJ: Hey, Andrew, we're stuck in the elevator
Me: What do you mean? like the elevator jammed or something?
BJ: Yeah, we're stuck here on the 4th floor, the elevator isn't moving
Me: HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!!
BJ: shutup man, go and get the super and get us out!
Me: (starting to control my laughter) haha, okay man, I'm on my way...

As soon as I reach the elevator lobby, I can hear the alarm ringing from the elevator shaft. I can also hear the guys banging on the door, and I can hear them screaming obscenities to each other along the lines of: "YOU ARE SO FUCKING STUPID" with little variation.

I nervously step into elevator, praying that the same thing doesn't happen to me. After a few nervous seconds, (where the banging in the shafts got louder as I approached the fourth floor), I reach the ground floor. I go over to the super's door, and notice the big OFF DUTY sign. At this point, I start to laugh uncontrollably again. I think to myself that this situation can't get any more ridiculous. Boy, was I ever wrong.

I run into another guy who heard their pleas for help in the lobby in front of the super's apartment. I'll just call him the good Samaritan. So me and the Samaritan, now have to head on over to the other building, to talk to the head superintendent. For those of you not familiar with where I live, there are two buildings to my complex, One is bigger than the other, and I, of course, live in the smaller one. Therefore, the rental office, and the head superintendent are both located in the bigger building across the plaza. When we knock on the super's door, we inform him that my friends are trapped in an elevator in my building. He gives us a look that just screams: "Aw crap, not again, DAMMIT!!" He tells us that he'll get the "head elevator guy" (his exact words), and my buds will be out in no more than 15 minutes. As soon as we go outside again, my cell phone goes off again, and it's BJ again. He says they escaped the elevator. I hang up and go to the lobby, where all of them are laughing about the situation. But none are exactly willing to head back up to my apartment. eventually, I convince them to come up. 

On the way up, one of us has the musing: Did someone call the fire department? We dismiss the notion before we reach my floor, but just for the hell of it, I decide to look out the window in the main concourse of my floor. Without fail, there is a FIRE TRUCK out front!! The guys can't believe it, and we come to the conclusion that we should head BACK DOWN to inform the firemen that everyone, is, in fact, okay. However, someone had the bright idea that the elevators were not safe (who would ever question the safety of the elevators after that experience?), so we decided to walk down 12 flights of stairs to get there. 

Once we reach the lobby, tired after running down 12 flights of stairs, we see a big crowd of people in the lobby. Apparently, all the elevators have been shut down, and the superintendent looks upset. Apparently, someone heard my friend's desperate pleas for help on the sixth floor, and instead of calling the super, they panicked and called the fire department instead!! Eventually, we sorted everything out, and everyone, firemen included, had a good laugh over it. 

End Notes: Apparently, the elevator jammed, because my buddies were shaking the car on the way up, which makes their fear of the elevator all the more humorous, because when we were on our way up, they were PULLING THE EXACT SAME SHIT... aw well, it was all in good times. After all the laughter though, I realize that I'll never look at the elevators in my building the same way again...

[Cue Scary music...]

