Summer Camp Wimbleball Lake, Somerset July 2007

Being a Scout Leader who always insists that whatever the weather activities will take place regardless, the rain this summer did push everyone to their extremes of endurance during our 2 week green field summer camp.  (Green field – no facilities except a tap!)  Along with the rest of the country Exmoor experienced high levels of rain during the last week in July and with 60+ young people aged 10 ½ to 18 and up to 20 adult leaders and helpers changes had to be made to the programme of outdoor activities.  Following two full days and nights of heavy rain the field was turning into a quagmire and the road leading to it flowing under 6 inches of water.

The young people were on a promise that whatever the weather the following day we would all get off site together and make a trip to the cinema. Not a usual scouting activity, but needs must!  Then the logistical problems started; 2 mini buses would take 27 of the 60 but the return trip would be 1 ½ hours so too long to come back again.  A trip into the nearest town of Dulverton and a very accommodating coach hire company secured a coach for 50 and with 2 mini buses we could all get off site.  Clutching a print out of the cinema listings and phone number supplied by the coach company who had taken great pity on a lady scout leader dripping wet from the elements and weighed down heavily by the necessity to keep the morale of everyone high.  I made way to the nearest phone box at the public camp site – getting no mobile reception due to the location and heavy cloud.   After waiting for the previous occupants long and lengthy phone call to finish, I finally made my call clutching all the change I could muster.  However, this was just the start of an extremely frustrating hour.  Dialling 0800 ….. would come up with the message “number barred”, no problems I thought I will go through 118 118 and this time I will get put through to the required number.  Dialling 118 also came up with the message “number barred”.  Leafing my way through the telephone directory and trying various numbers which were always answered by a machine, the only human voice attainable was on BT domestic land line faults reporting.  After explaining my predicament I asked the young man to put me through the to cinema in Taunton.  He told me that he couldn’t do that but would report a fault on the phone box line.  Taking a deep breath I assured him whilst I realised that the weather nor the condition of the phone line were not personally his fault, it would be extremely accommodating of him if he did as I bade!  Fortunately he did take pity and did not play the jobs worth card and put me through.  That was just the start, I was 15th in the queue the machine informed me to leave my number and it would call me back within the hour.  No way was I going to hang up, so I hung on as the numbers crept down and I finally had a voice recognition service asking me what cinema I required.  

Next stage, giving all the information I wanted and listening to interminable viewing times and censorship listings, I was told by the machine that the most number of tickets that could be booked on line was 8 – I wanted 10 times that numbers so should press another button to get put through direct to the cinema.

More holding on and a human voice at last.  After going through my request for 80 tickets I was told that that could be a problem as it would have to go through 3 tills.  My reply was frankly I didn’t care how many tills it went through I was going to make the booking.  But not yet I wasn’t, the supervisor had to be called and I explained it all over again.  Okay she said “credit card details please”.  I can’t say what I thought when I realised I didn’t have it with me in my layers of waterproof clothing and she would have to take me on trust.  Apparently not it was not possible to do that I would need to walk up the hill flowing like a river, back to the quagmire of a field retrieve my card from the depths of my tent and return to confirm the booking which would be held for 1 hour.  I did at least get the direct line number for the return phone call.

The next day dawned bright and sunny and mood was high as we waited at the assigned location for the coach to arrive.  Still the gods were against us, a horse box had broken down on the single track road and nothing was going to get up or down until the emergency services had in on the back of their lorry.  Amid directing traffic from both sides I found the coach and duly told him not to progress further for fear of getting totally stuck between reversing cars and break down vehicles.  The young people squeezed past the offending vehicle and made their way to the end of the lane and we all boarded for our hour long drive to Taunton.  It was only when we were walking the last 300 hundred yards to the cinema and the diners at McDonalds rushed to the window to see a bedraggled train of boys and girls some 100 yards long that I realised their were all mine.

Who can say what the Simpsons movie was about – I had my eyes shut!.

Still thanks to Ridlers coaches of Dulverton, one sympathetic BT operator, and the George at Brompton Regis who fed 80 wet and smelly scouts and leaders supper that night we are all looking forward to camp 2008.

Kate Lillie – Scout Leader

