
 

 

WYNFORD WINDOW REPLACEMENT DIARY 

23rd July, 2022 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

As planned, the window installation team arrived at our door 

promptly at 8:00 am. My wife, Felicity, and I had spent a sleep-

less night, stressed by H&R’s impending assault on our already 

difficult lives. We were in no mood for this overwhelming intru-

sion. 

 

But a surprise awaited us: we were promptly taken to H&R’s 

luxurious Tenant Hospitality Suite on the 26th floor! Hot towels 

and a refreshing array of drinks (I chose a Mimosa - a generous 

mix of fresh orange juice and champagne) and fine coffee greet-

ed us! 

 

Our frayed nerves were further soothed by a small string ensem-

ble which played our favorite Vivaldi tunes while our servers, 

Randy and Raphael, offered us a tantalizing display of breakfast 

menu choices. I chose fresh croissants and an Epoisses de Bour-

gogne Souffle while my wife had Shirred Eggs “En Cocotte.” 

We both enjoyed fresh strawberries with Devon cream. The food 

and the view from on high were excellent.  

 

But we were exhausted. The previous 9 days had been spent fig-

uring out how best to protect our belongings from dust, theft, 

and damage, move our furniture as far as possible from windows 

and balcony door, and to notify our employers that our work as-

signments would be delayed by at least a week. For us - at age 

75 - these requirements were extremely aggravating. 



 

 

 

In fact, we viewed the situation as outrageous. The land-

lord’s “legal right” to disrupt our lives was wholly arbitrary 

and unjust. The window replacement program had begun 

with a thuggish H&R letter that had made illegal threats of 

penalization for tenant non-compliance, and it clearly con-

tradicted tenants’ rights to “reasonable enjoyment” of the 

rental unit. With rent payments totalling nearly 

$2000/month, we felt no obligation to cooperate. 

 

The kicker was that the cleanup/plaster and paint crews 

wouldn’t finish the job until the following Tuesday, nearly 

two weeks from when we were given our schedule notice. 

 

But here we were, suddenly being treated like guests at a fine 

hotel. I admit that we were feeling a little better.  

 

“This makes up somewhat for the inconvenience of the window 

installation program,” I said to Randy.  

 

“We want to remove as much discomfort as possible,” Randy 

replied. “After decades of ceaseless profit from Wynford - mil-

lions and millions of dollars - at some point, I started to wonder 

’How many more mansions, summer homes, yachts, Bentleys, 

and politicians can I buy?’” 

 

He had a point. 

 



 

 

Breakfast over, my wife and I retired to a richly appointed bed-

room & entertainment suite, where we snuggled and snoozed 

waited for our windows to be installed. Time flew by! 

 

Returning to our apartment, we discovered a gift basket from 

H&R, stuffed with gourmet cheeses, patés, Godiva chocolates 

and bottles of cognac. And to top it all off, from Randy: a 

cheque for $1000 - half a month’s rent at Wynford!  

 

Finally, some respect for tenants! 


