

A delightful story from which to extract some learning.

Are you sitting comfortably?
Then I'll begin.
Back in the old days, before we had a garage, I used to keep my old Ford Escort out in the open.  
Being a rag-top it had a tendency to leak when the rain came down hard, as it wont to do in 11 months of the year here in sunny England.  
To keep the interior dry I purchased a large plastic cover, but sadly this used to blow off when the wind blew strong, as it wont to do in 11 months of the year here in sunny England.
To keep the plastic cover on the car in the wind I obtained a selection of strong magnets, several of which were the variety used by supermarkets to suspend sale signs from the metal parts of their internal ceilings.  These magnets come with a ring to tie to the sign on to.
These magnets I keep in the garage, stuck to the swing arm of the up-and-over garage door.
 
But this story isn't about cars, weather or the contents of my garage
 
Yesterday the man came, dear readers, in his little van, to service the Klargester in my garden; this is a private sewage treatment tank, not uncommon in outlying areas of rural England.  
In order to service this beast, the chap had to lift the lid in order to gain access to the electric motor and bearings which he needed to inspect and lubricate.
By lifting the lid to access the parts he needed to work on, his work environment was directly above, and not "protected" from, several hundred gallons of untreated and partially treated sewage.
In order to reach the motor and bearings he required to reach out over this morass with his upper body in a near horizontal attitude.
 
On arrival at our home he had locked his van, like a good, safety and security conscious employee would, and had put the van keys in his pocket.... the breast pocket of his overalls.  Near his heart, one could say.
 
Sadly as he leaned over the churning and gurgling pool of unmentionable ooze, the keys for his van (with several other important keys attached) moved in the pocket, drawn as they were by the inexorable force of gravity until they slipped from his now nearly upturned pocket and dropped deep into the bowels of the churning and quietly buzzing Klargester Size 10 Domestic Sewage Treatment Plant.
 
Understandably distraught (whether at the thought of being stranded in my garden for life, or at the thought of having to handle the keys again after their journey, I did not ask, but he was certainly distraught!) he came to my door in need of a strong magnet with which to recover his keys.
 
Luckily, due the tendency of my car to leak in the wet, I was able to quickly and painlessly provide him with such a magnet and I felt that it was only charitable to inform him that once he had recovered his ignition key and its fellows he was free to keep the magnet for future possible use. 
 
Sadly I was engaged in a conference call when he completed his mission so I didn't see him go (nor did I shake his hand), but I did hear the sound of his van leaving the drive, so I can assume that the keys were indeed rescued from their otherwise gooey grave.
 
The bill for his services arrived the following day in the post!
 
The “learning points from this experience are many and varied for both me as the householder and for the chap who continues to service domestic sewage treatment plants for a living.........
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