Your Tip for the day.

All right, then. So you’ve got lots of stuff to dispose of – you know the sort of thing, the stuff from the cupboards at the back of the garage the ones that you’ve neglected for years. Before you get in too deep you put your nose into the area and notice a few things. Big, empty cardboard boxes; an old wheel and tyre that don’t fit any of your cars; old wooden items of no use now; stuff in bags that have been long forgotten.

You need the space, so something has to give and then - remembrance of things past -  you remember the Household Waste Disposal Area.  Of course, you don’t call it that. It’s the Rubbish Tip. Time was that you took everything there, from old pram wheels to food waste, but now it has to be the right things in the right containers. 

So you do the correct thing. You look on the Internet and find the nearest local tip – where it always had been, of course – and then make a visit to check. After all, who’d want to be the one to have a car full of waste and no access to disposal sites?

Reaching the tip in (thankfully) only a few minutes you look around. Everything is in order, not as you expect at all. No piles of refuse with small children burrowing into them in search of shiny glass bottles or some else’s treasures now discarded, no grubby adults looking for electrical goods which just might be repairable for a  later sale, just calm and order: And lots of big skips, each labelled with the relevant name; Glass, Cardboard, Oil, etc.
And one other thing you weren’t expecting. A small office, staffed by two workers, checking all is well and helping where help is needed. They have things worked out, those men: Comfortable chairs, heating from an electric fire, a radio and TV, as well as the usual office furniture…..I wonder where it all came from?!

You speak with them for a moment and find them most helpful – and not at all surprised at your assertion that they’ll soon need more skips to  cope with your rubbish goods – they’ve seen it all before and greet the exaggerated claims with tolerant good humour, pointing out the correct destinations for the waste.

You go away feeling better – here were men who could cope with anything the world had to throw at them (almost literally) and who would come back for more. They deserved any comforts they could salvage ….sort of a tip from the tip, really……

