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PROBLEM? RELAX. YOU'VE GOT THIS!
A tongue-in-cheek guide series ;)

My Neighborls
Testing My Patience

How to Handle Noise, Shared Spaces, and
Everyday Friction Without Starting
a Neighborhood War

@

We've got a problem. But relax.
It can be solved - and we'll even have something to laugh about.




TABLE OF CONTENTS

INTRO .ot e eeeee e e e e e e eeeeaaes 1
Chapter 1 - Is This Really a Problem, or Does Your Neighbor
SIMPIY EXIST? i e e 20
Chapter 2 - The First Conversation, or How Not to Start a
War with "We Need to Talk".....ccooveiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeiiee, 39
Chapter 3 - Noise, or When Someone Else's Life Starts
Sounding TOO LOUd ....uiiiiiieiiciiiie e 57
Chapter 4 - Shared Space, or How One Cardboard Box Can
Divide an Entire Building........ceeeiviiieriiiiiiiniiciiiee e, 78
Chapter 5 - Notes, Group Chats, and Messages, or How Not
to Become the Administrator of Your Own War .................. 98
Chapter 6 - When Talking Does Not Work, or How to
Increase Firmness Without Increasing the Drama.............. 17

Chapter 7 - Children, Dogs, and Guests, or When the
Problem Has an IndireCt OWNEr.......coeevveeeevieeeiiieiiieerinnnnn, 139

Chapter 8 - Privacy and Boundaries, or Your Neighbor Does
Not Need to Know Everything .......ccuuuveiveeeeiiiiiiiiiiiiiinneeeeees 159

Chapter 9 - When Your Neighbor Wants an Argument, or
You Do Not Have to Accept Every Invitation to Conflict ... 180

Chapter 10 - A Good Neighbor Does Not Have to Be a Friend,
or How to Live Next to Each Other in Peace ..................... 202

Chapter 11 - Renovations, Smoke, Smells, and Other Things
That Travel Through Walls ........oeeiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeevee e, 224

Chapter 12 - A Peace Plan for the Building, or What to Do
NEXT TIME ittt ettt e e et e eeeeeees 247



Chapter 13 - Building Meetings, Shared Decisions, and
Shared Money, or Neighbor Conflict in Official Form ....... 269

Chapter 14 - How Not to Take Your Neighbor Home Inside
YOUr HEAd....cciiiiiiiiiiiiceieiieeee et 293

Chapter 15 - New Neighbors, Renters, and Constant
Turnover, or Someone New Has to Discover the Trash Room

EVEIY WEEK. ..o 317
Chapter 16 - When Things Become Serious, or Safety
Matters More Than Good Manners.........cccccevveeeeeeiinnneennen. 342
Chapter 17 - Your Neighbor Still Exists, but Now You Have a
PlaN et eeeee 366
Chapter 18 - Cameras, Doorbells, and Neighborhood Groups,
or When Security Starts Watching Too Much ................... 390
Chapter 19 - What If Sometimes You Are the Difficult
NEIGNDOI? e e an
Chapter 20 - The Ten-Minute Neighbor Manual, or the Entire
Guide Without @ Thick BiNder .......ccoeveevieiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeenanans 435



INTRO

You Buy the Apartment. The Neighbors Come Free

When people choose a place to live, they usually inspect
the obvious things.

The size.

The layout.

The kitchen.

The bathroom.

The balcony.

The parking space.
The view.

The amount of daylight.
The distance to shops.

They measure walls, imagine furniture, open cupboards,
stare thoughtfully out of windows and ask important
questions such as, "Could a proper dining table fit here?" and,
"Would this bedroom survive a wardrobe without becoming
legally classified as storage?"

There is, however, one major feature that rarely appears
on the floor plan.

The neighbors.

There is no specification sheet.
No premium upgrade.

No checkbox marked:

"Quiet people only, please."



You cannot ask the developer to install a family upstairs
that never moves furniture, owns no subwoofer and
considers drilling before 9 a.m. morally unacceptable.

You cannot order the deluxe parking package in which
everybody understands painted lines.

You do not get to test the future residents of apartment 28
for door-slamming tendencies before you sign the
paperwork.

And yet the people living a few meters away can influence
your quality of life more than the color of the walls, the kitchen
worktop or the fancy rainfall shower you were briefly
convinced would transform you into a calmer person.

Sometimes it works beautifully.

You say hello.

You accept each other's parcels.

Someone lends you a screwdriver.

Someone waters your plants while you are away.

You live close enough to help each other but far enough
apart to maintain the healthy illusion that everybody has a
completely normal private life.

That is the ideal version of apartment living.
Polite contact.
Reasonable consideration.

And absolutely no need to understand why someone
appears to drag a chair across wooden flooring every night at
1:14 a.m.

Then there is the extended edition.
Someone plays loud music.



Someone parks as if the painted lines are merely an artistic
suggestion.

Someone leaves a stroller in the hallway.
Then a scooter.
Then a bicycle.

Then a box that has apparently been waiting "just until
tomorrow" since March.

A dog barks.

Children run.

Doors slam.

Cigarette smoke floats through an open window.

A renovation begins at an hour previously believed to exist
only for airport departures.

Someone leaves rubbish next to the bin rather than inside

A mysterious armchair appears in the shared basement.

And suddenly forty adults on the residents' group are
conducting a forensic investigation into who left a cardboard
box next to the recycling container.

The strange thing is that the object itself is usually not the
worst part.

The worst part is what happens inside your head.
At first, you hear music.
Later, you start waiting for the music.

Nothing is happening yet, but at 8:40 p.m. you are already
thinking:

"I wonder if he'll start again tonight."

At 9:15, you hear the first thump of bass.
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And suddenly you are no longer hearing music.
You are hearing disrespect.

You are not imagining a person in another apartment who
may genuinely have no idea how efficiently low-frequency
sound travels through concrete.

You are imagining someone who has personally decided to
destroy your evening.

This is how neighborhood wars often begin.
Not with a dramatic event.

Not with a major act of hostility.

With interpretation.

One person does something irritating.

The other sees it as deliberate disrespect.
The first hears a complaint and feels attacked.
They answer defensively.

The second person takes that defensive response as proof
that the neighbor is exactly as awful as suspected.

The next conversation no longer starts with the original
problem.

It starts with the entire history of the relationship.

"You always..."

"You never..."

"This is the third time..."

"Well, what about you..."

Welcome to the building.

Please keep your arms inside the elevator at all times.
This book exists to help you avoid reaching that stage.



It is not a manual about learning to love every person within
a fifty-meter radius.

| am not going to convince you that the neighbor who
practices something resembling a cross between a trumpet
and an emergency warning siren at 6:30 in the morning is
secretly a gift from the universe sent to develop your
emotional resilience.

Nor are we going to pretend that every conflict can be
solved with a warm smile, soft eye contact and the words:

"Could we perhaps have a calm conversation about this?"
Some problems are easy.

Some require a firm conversation.

Some require documentation.

Some require the building manager, homeowners'
association, housing cooperative, landlord or another
responsible party.

Some require formal escalation.
Some require professional help.

And some involve a person who simply does not want to
cooperate.

The goal, then, is not to make everything pleasant.

The goal is to make it effective without turning a
manageable problem into a permanent private cold war.

Because neighborhood conflict has one very special
feature.

Your opponent lives extremely close to you.

You do not finish a difficult conversation, drive home and
leave the situation behind.



You finish the conversation and walk three meters back to
your apartment.

The person you just argued with may be above you, below
you, behind your wall or four doors away.

You meet again.

At the elevator.

At the mailboxes.

In the garage.

Near the rubbish bins.

At 7:48 in the morning when you have keys in one hand, a
bag in the other, coffee cooling somewhere nearby, and fate
decides this is the perfect moment for Round Four of the
Great Bicycle Dispute.

This is why winning at all costs is often a terrible strategy
in neighbor conflicts.

You can win the argument and lose the next three years of
living there.

You can be completely right and still create an atmosphere
in which every accidental meeting feels like the opening
scene of a Western.

All that is missing is a tumbleweed rolling through the
hallway.

Throughout this book, we will therefore focus less on
victories and more on solutions.

There is a difference.
Victory sounds like:
"I proved he was wrong."

A solution sounds like:



"The problem stopped affecting me."
Victory sounds like:

"The building manager agreed with me."

A solution sounds like:

"The bicycle no longer blocks the elevator."
Victory sounds like:

"l told her exactly what | think."

A solution sounds like:

"The music stops being loud late at night."

If you ever have to choose, the solution is usually more
useful.

We will also separate two things that tend to fuse together
very quickly during conflict: a person's behavior and your
judgment of the person.

If your neighbor leaves a rubbish bag in the hallway, the
first useful fact is that a rubbish bag is sitting in the hallway.

It does not automatically mean you live next to the moral
collapse of modern civilization.

If someone parks over your line twice, this does not
necessarily mean they have spent years preparing for a
hostile takeover of thirty centimeters of your asphalt.

Maybe they were careless.

Maybe they did not realize they were causing a problem.
Maybe their standards are different.

Maybe the parking layout is terrible.

Maybe they are inconsiderate.

Maybe they really are difficult.



At the beginning, you do not know.

Problems grow when we choose the most hostile
explanation before the first proper conversation has even
happened.

If you knock on the door thinking:
"This idiot knows exactly what he is doing,"

your face, posture and voice will often communicate that
message long before your very polite opening sentence has
finished.

The other person then stops listening to the problem and
starts defending themselves.

Thirty seconds later, you are no longer discussing music.
You are discussing respect.

Then manners.

Then who has lived in the building longer.

And if the conversation becomes especially productive,
somebody will bring up an event from November two years
ago that the other person does not remember at all.

One of the most useful ideas in this book is therefore very
simple:

**fact - impact - request.**

Instead of:

"Could you finally stop making noise every night?"
you say:

"For the last few evenings, we have been hearing the bass
very clearly around 11 p.m. It wakes our child. Could you turn
it down after 10?"

Fact.
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