A Stick in time saves……

This is a tale of coincidence and of someone else’s poor behaviour…..and then of a happy ending.

We were sitting and having a chat on a bright Sunday afternoon – in the car park near the Longmynd Hotel part way up the hills outside of Church Stretton in Shropshire….a quiet and scenic place well frequented by walkers and those seeking exercise. As we chatted we noticed that on a nearby stile – the start point of a hill path through some interesting (but strenuous-looking) countryside – someone had placed a trekking pole…clearly dropped inadvertently by a passing walker.
We continued our conversation, thinking that we would be interested to see if that stick were retrieved when someone noticed that it was missing….and then something happened which surprised and (just a little) shocked us.

Coming up the hill was a family out on a stroll, mother, father and two children, one of them quite large and grown up. When they reached the stile this child picked up the trekking pole and started to walk off with it, saying that he liked it and would keep it as his own. The mother noticed us watching and told him that it wasn’t his to take and that he should put it back for the real owner to reclaim.

At this point the youth became surly and disputed the matter in such a way as to make us believe he was far too used to getting his own way – and then flung the pole into the long grass nearby, so it was again lost. This response was allowed to pass by the parents - he would have got a different response from us, when out of sight of the public – who blithely continued their stroll, leaving us to imagine what their neighbours at home might think of such a family living near them. Father said nothing at all throughout, showing himself as the pillar of authority on which the family stood….or perhaps not.
After a few more minutes we were making ready to leave the area (watching people take exercise is rather tiring), but we decided that we would, before leaving, find that trekking pole and restore it to its place on the stile in case its owner returned.

After a short time casting about in the long grass we did find it, just as a couple of walkers arrived to watch us scrabble in the grass. Feeling a little foolish perhaps, my companion said ‘we’re not mad, but…’ and then recounted the tale above.

Imagine our astonishment when the lady she was speaking to said ‘That’s my stick’ and produced another of the same (rather unusual) make! At this point we all began laughing and it turned out that these two had noticed their loss when about four miles away and had thought the loss permanent, returning to the area only as part of their normal walk. 

What a coincidence indeed, but a happy ending all round as they made their way onwards, trekking pole restored to its proper owner and we drove away again to admire the scenery on the way to Much Wenlock and Shrewsbury.
I have always been a believer in the old saying – ‘Find a pin and pick it up….and all the day you’ll have a pin’ (luck isn’t always involved) – but this time there was a new adage – a stick in time saves…buying another one, perhaps….and the events of that day still provide us with a cheerful thought at any time when we think of the incident! 
