Start of August.         

 Not all traffic wardens are…….

 It was a busy day in Penrith in Cumbria. The traffic was flowing slowly and getting snarled up whenever someone slowed to find a place to park on the main street. I drove around the area twice without success, then on the third attempt (it would have been my last) I spotted a place near the largest hotel in the town centre. I was pulling into it when I noticed the traffic warden, carefully ticketing and then photographing the car next to mine. Should I stop at all?
I did the best thing I could have done. I got out, noticed a ‘restricted parking’ sign and so asked the warden where I could park nearby. ‘Just two spaces along’ said the helpful young lady – ‘that car’s going now. By the way, do you have a parking disc?’

‘No’ I said, never having understood such things.

‘Well here you are then.’ she said, reaching into her bag and producing one for me. My thanks were effusive and sincere, and she smiled as if those were the first kind words she’d heard all day – then moved on to deal with problems elsewhere, probably to receive abuse for just doing a difficult job.
I’m looking at that disc now as I write (she told me to keep it for future use) and thinking how a little kindness goes a long way.

If anyone in authority in that town reads this they should commend that traffic warden- she’s done more for goodwill than all the paperwork on the local Council’s books.

