BUREAUCRACY – RUBBISH!

In England we are used to complaining about bureaucracy – all that paperwork, forms, Health and Safety and so on.  This even affects disposal of waste.  We now have four different bins, and are expected to sort our rubbish into the correct bin type and colour.  In some areas we can be prosecuted for getting it wrong.  Mind you, looking at the streets of South Mimms or even Ridge, you might wonder if we had waste disposal systems at all!  Clearly the proper thing to do with your sweet wrapper or drink can is to deposit it carefully in the middle of the pavement.

But when it comes to rubbish, it’s hard to beat the French or understand their waste disposal systems.    In the UK at least we do have bin men to remove our rubbish, as well as a local tip with all its recycling arrangements.  In France, rural France, that is, you have to take it all away yourself.  At the end of the lane, perhaps a mile away, there’s a sort of lidded chariot for “household rubbish”.  This is a tightly defined French technical term meaning kitchen waste and household rubbish put in your ”poubelle”.  Anything not in a plastic bag, like bottles or garden rubbish, must go to the local tip.  No-one collects it from your house and no-one else does it for you.

I found this out recently, staying in a remote part of Normandy.  Holiday cottages tend to generate large volumes of garden cuttings, as well as all those empty wine bottles.  So we took them to the refuse site on the way to the town.  There was no sign, but we spotted it behind its screen of tall trees.  The chap in charge asked where we were from.  Just chatty conversation? Not a bit of it.   We, from our village, had no right to use this refuse dump: it belonged to another community.  We had to go and find our own  dump.  

So we asked our neighbours, who, being local, knew quite well what to do with refuse.  However, when asked to point to the dump on the map, they became a bit secretive, and gestured vaguely to several locations.  We drove around the area they’d shown, and finally struck lucky: down the lane, fifty yards off the road was a sign pointing to “The Rubbish Tip”. 

Feeling a bit like explorers, we took our plastic bags of rubbish there, in hope.  There were two chaps in charge at this dump.  One of them accosted me, as I took my bag of household refuse to a bin which I could swear was marked “household refuse”.   He inspected its contents, a bit like a customs officer, and told me I had to take it to the proper bin.  He frog-marched us off with the bag and pointed to a roadside bin a quarter of a mile away.  He wasn’t having any “household refuse” in his tidy tip!

Next I successfully emptied the garden stuff into the correct bin, watched all the time by the other refuse official, a callow youth in glasses, who accompanied me to the recycling bins.  I asked him what to do with each item. It was clear he didn’t know what to do with expanded polystyrene either, so I dumped it with the cardboard boxes.   As we drove away, they watched us suspiciously.  The French will try to educate you about anything.  Next time I go to the tip there I fully expect a lecture on the different types of rubbish and what to do with it all.  I could tell them, of course…
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