A TRUE STORY ABOUT A DAMSON IN A JAM- MAKE THAT A DAMSEL IN DISTRESS (IT’S NO JOKE REALLY)
It was New Year’s Eve and our beautiful heroine decided to go for a breath of fresh air.  Riding her trusty steed (her electric wheelchair) and wrapped up warmly against the cold she set off accompanied by her two faithful hounds (Tia and Acer).

It was early afternoon around 1pm, so they had a leisurely journey up to the local garden centre: where our lovely lady had decided to look for a Christmas flowering Box plant which has a rather beautiful scent and lovely flowers.

Arriving at the garden centre she went in through the car park where a couple of cars were parked, as usual passing the well lit shop she noticed a welcoming sign “Open 7 days a week” so she didn’t worry too much that there was no one else around; she just thought it was a bit quiet being New Year’s Eve.

After having a good look round, and with much assistance from her two faithful hounds investigating all the nooks and crannies she was unable to find her plant.  She then decided as it was getting chilly and gloomy that it was time to go home.

Imagine her dismay at reaching the 9ft gates only to find them padlocked leaving no possibility of getting out.  Not a lass to be put off by a minor setback, she went to knock on the shop door but it was locked and no one answered.  She then telephoned the number on the sign but although she could hear the phone ringing from outside, again no answer.

At this stage desperation started to dawn and realising her phone battery was getting very low she then sent a text to a friend to say “what do you do when you are locked in a garden centre?” and the reply came back “I don’t know what do you do when you are locked in a garden centre?”

By this time becoming more anxious and only being kept warm by one of her lovely faithful hounds sitting on her knee she managed to call the police and ask them for help.
Once again she heard the phone ringing in the shop as the police tried to contact the key holder, of course with no reply.  She had no way of knowing how long help would be in arriving because the police had told her that they would send a patrol car as soon as one was free (who knew when that may be if they were busy).

Cold and weary our heroine waited and sent another text to her friend “have you any candles? It’s dark and lonely here”.  Of course by now he knew it really was no joke and had thought she would have been rescued well before.  Then a patrol car arrived, fortunately because the battery on her phone was now very, very low and needed charging.  The officer was very nice and reassured our, by this time, frozen damsel, but unfortunately could not release her because he didn’t have any tools to remove the padlock.  So he then had to request another patrol car and assistance from someone with the necessary equipment to remove the padlock.  This time a WPC arrived carrying with her the required padlock cutters (crowbar!).  At last our lovely lass was released and, although frozen, none the worse for wear and allowed to go home to get warm.
The story soon spread, with much chortling and some loud guffaws (trying to be stifled of course) until it came to the ears of our champion, a very determined lady who ensures that any wrongs are put right.  She did no more than telephone the unfortunate owner of the garden centre, who had inadvertently locked up our lady.  Our champion had intended to give a stern lecture to Mr Garden Centre but he was so apologetic and seemed genuinely concerned that she just encouraged him to telephone our damsel and ensure that she had not suffered any long term damage.

This he did with great alacrity, he was on the phone right away apologising and asked if he might visit our heroine, and most generously he brought round chocolates (plain ones, how did he know!) and gift vouchers as a peace offering.

The funniest thing of all was when he said that garden centre had been closed on New Year’s Eve and he had only opened the gates for a few minutes to let in his brother in law, so of course when they locked up again there was no possible thought in their mind that; as he was tripping round Asda, doing a favour for his wife, a poor soul was locked up in his garden centre.

Fortunately all’s well that ends well and our intrepid heroine lives to ride another day hardly the worse for wear.  A fitting song later on the radio - “Please release me, let me go”.

PAGE  
13

