
A Blessing


By Morton Laitner

I glanced out the large glass door of my home and observed a heavenly mist floating three feet above the lake. A wintery wind swirled the mist into tight mini tornadoes. This visual blessing reminded me of another blessing that occurred one year earlier. Here’s the tale.

As counsel for the Health Department I have a myriad of responsibilities. One of them is to seek the revocation or suspension of licenses of septic tank contractors. Some of these contractors fail to complete a job after securing a substantial deposit.

One notorious company, Snidley Septic Tank Contractors had secured a five thousand dollar deposit from Miss Nell Fenwick. After months of trying and failing to get her septic system installed or the return of her money, Nell approached the Health Department for assistance. I met sweet Nell in my office. I felt her pain. She cried as she told me that the money represented most of her life savings. After calling Snidely and leaving a message on their line, I sent our demand letter with the usual warning:  Either you return the money to Nell or we’re going after your contractor’s license.

Two weeks later, when I handed Nell a certified check in the amount of five thousand dollars, tears of joy dripped down her face.

            She exclaimed, “God Bless the Health Department!”

 I smiled back at Nell and said, “Nell, health department employees get praised once in a while, but when one of our customers calls on the higher power to bless us, we are truly blessed. Thanks for your kind words.”

I opened the glass door and stepped into the wintery chill. As I approached the lake the mist had started to burn off. But my heart was warmed by the memory of sweet Nell’s blessing. 
