Phone a Friend.

The other day I was staying at a large hotel which gives you, as most do these days, an electronic swipe card as a key to your room. I’m always afraid of loosing these, so I put this one next to my new mobile phone, safe in a shirt pocket.

During the day people called and I answered, marvelling at the ease of communication these days. How nice to be miles from anywhere and still connected to friends.

Then I got back to my hotel. The swipe card didn’t work – not just once, not at all. Eventually I went to the reception desk, feeling a fool, wondering if my credit cards had all been cancelled and no-one had told me.

They were the epitome of helpfulness, programming a new door card without any fuss as I fulminated on what could have happened. Then I finally caught on. ‘Could my phone have affected this card?’ I asked. ‘Yes, sir, if it was really close when a call came through.’

Really, I should have known there’s always something like that.

So, for the rest of my stay I made sure the phone and the card key were well apart and had no bother.

Now I know some of my friends can talk a lot, but enough to wipe an electronic key? Well, I’ve got the proof if it’s ever needed.
