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Dear Colin,

It takes a lot to get me to write to a magazine without being paid for it, but I'm still seething from something I saw this morning and I want to get it off my chest.

I was on my way to work on my pushbike, and just as I reached the main road into the city, I saw a speed-trap. One sweaty fat Doris  pointing the hair-dryer, and 6 (yes, six) plods in the layby giving car-drivers the third degree and writing in notebooks. 

IT WAS 5:45AM FOR CHRIST'S SAKE! What kind of person is out motoring that early?       Answer: a respectable, hard-grafting citizen on shifts who would be ashamed to be late for work. These people are the salt of the earth, Middle England, the quiet tax-payers who fund the police. They are the natural friends of law and order, but now they will spend all day telling their workmates what a bunch of arseholes the police are.

Coppers, please note these findings from the Royal Society for Study of the Bleeding Obvious:

1. You're not going to catch  violent lowlife scum on the roads at a quarter to six in the morning.

2. NOBODY CARES if Joe Average is doing 50mph in a 40 zone.

3.  Stay in bed of a morning, and get all the manpower out at midnight in time for the druggies, gangsters, burglars, muggers, rapists, and  drunken yobs.  Sort them out, and Joe & Joanne Average will be back on your side when you next want a helping hand or a pay rise. Simple, innit?

Right, I feel better now. Speaking of pay rises, Colin, isn't it about time I had one?

Cheers,

Ian Cramp.
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