
Some people take great 
pleasure in sitting on the 
riverbank for hours 
drowning worms, waiting 
for a fish to submit to 
being hoisted ashore, 
forced to pose for a selfie, 
while trying to avoid 
looking like Katie Price, 
before being thrown back. 
More energetic people will 

make the ascent of a mountain to greet the 
emerging sunrise. I would love to share 
that peak experience, but would have to 
be transported on a hammock in a duvet 
with a 15 tog rating as I’m not a natural 
mountain morning person.  
If I had to choose a daily pastime that 
provides satisfaction and a little 
exercise, I would have to say it’s 
vacuuming.  I wouldn’t call it a 
hobby, (although I do have a 
few books on the subject). 
Most of the debris in a house 
littering the carpet or loitering in 
nooks and crannies is smaller 
than my four eyes can see, and is 
only visible when it’s circling in the 
hoover's transparent container. Word 
of warning: hoovering in dark places 
can be tricky. I once had half a banana 
lodged up my nozzle for half an hour. I 
do worry about the spiders who have to 
be re-homed outside though. They 
probably don't make that 
much of a mess in the 
house, but they do 
have eight legs and 
I've never seen one 
wipe its feet?  
Isn't it absolutely 
fascinating that the 
vacuum cleaner 
has had so many 
versions in its long 

history? A sucker born virtually every minute. 
Hubert Cecil Booth invented the most well-
known vacuum machine called the ‘Puffing Billy’. 
(Coincidentally the same nick name I acquired 
when I took up jogging.)  Hubert's machine was 
a four-wheeled coach with a multitude of large 
elephant trunk-sized hoses, pulled by a pair of 
horses. It sucked up dust from offices and 
cinemas, and probably a few small-sized 
uniformed members of staff too. Efficient but 

totally impractical. If you decided to do a 
spot of vacuuming before you went 

to work, you had all that palaver of 
saddling up a team of horses. 
Now we have brilliant cordless 
vacuum cleaners. No longer do 
you have to constantly wrench 
the cord from behind, risking 
lassoing yourself and toppling 
over. Which meant you'd lie 
there hog-tied until you're 
rescued by someone who 
couldn't stop laughing. 
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Just suck up the tension 

Bill Naylor’s “Misadventures of a Zoo Keeper” 3rd edition,  available from Amazon.com 
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