
  H A N DY A L L  A ROU N D 





Handy All Around

Tana Reiff

Grass Roots Press



Handy All Around
© Tana Reiff 2020
www.grassrootsbooks.net

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in 
any form or by any means, including photocopy, recording, or any information 
storage or retrieval system, without the prior written knowledge of the publisher. 

Acknowledgements 

Grass Roots Press acknowledges the  
financial support of the Government  
of Canada for our publishing activities.

Produced with the assistance of the  
Government of Alberta through  
the Alberta Media Fund.

Design: Lara Minja, Lime Design Inc. 

Library and Archives Canada Cataloguing in Publication

Title: Handy all around / Tana Reiff.
Names: Reiff, Tana, author.
Series: Reiff, Tana. Working for myself.
Description: Series statement: Working for myself | Originally published: 
Belmont, CA : Lake Education, ©1994.
Identifiers: Canadiana 20200241648 | ISBN 9781771533515 (softcover)
Subjects: LCSH: Readers for new literates.
Classification: LCC PE1126.N43 R44456 2020 | DDC 428.6/2—dc23



1

It’s Not a Job

“Don’t have a job, don’t want a job.” That’s what 
Wayne Hiller told people when they asked what 

kind of job he had.
“So what do you do?” they would ask.
“This and that,” Wayne would answer. “This and that.”
Those words were true. Need a paint job? Wayne can 

do it. Need a porch light fixed? Call Wayne. Need any 
leaves and brush cleared? Wayne’s your man.

Sometimes he would pass by a house and see a chore 
that needed doing. Then he’d just go up to the door and 
knock.

“I see your roof gutters are full of wet leaves,” Wayne 
would say. “I can clean them out for you.”

Usually, the person at the door would say, “Sure, go 
ahead. I’ve been meaning to do that for a long time. What 
would you charge?”

“Whatever you think my work is worth,” Wayne 
would say. Then he would get right to work. He’d clean out 
that gutter until it looked like new. When he finished the 
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job, he’d knock on the door again. He’d show the customer 
his work and take their payment.

Then Wayne would be on his way. Before long, he’d 
find another house that needed something cleaned or 
fixed or painted. But he didn’t have a job, he would say. 
And he didn’t want one, either. 

Job or no job, he was busy every day it didn’t rain. And 
some days when it did.

No one knew how much money Wayne made. It was 
more than anyone might have guessed. He lived with his 
mom, giving her money for the rent and electric bill every 
month. He helped out with food and other items for their 
home. He put the rest of his money into his bank account.

The more work Wayne did, the more he knew he 
needed a truck. He might even want to buy a house 
someday. And it would be nice to have his own workshop, 
too. But for now, the money piled up, and Wayne kept on 
making more.

He didn’t have a job, though. He didn’t even like to 
hear people say he did “odd jobs.” “I know I’m odd,” he 
would say. “But don’t call it a job.” That always brought 
a laugh.

Wayne’s smile and easy way helped bring him a lot of 
work. If Wayne came up and knocked on your door, you 
liked him right away. You knew by his face and manner 
that he was a good guy. If he had worked for your friend 
or neighbor, you knew he did good work. If he had worked 
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for you before, you knew how fair he was. Wayne Hiller 
was easy to trust. He trusted people back, too.


