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There is still something to 
smile about!
It is difficult to be particularly upbeat when there is 
so much financial and economic uncertainty isn’t 
it? And the awful weather we have been enduring 
hasn’t helped much either.

That is, unless you are a sports fan, in which case 
Summer 2012 is heaven-sent… Test cricket against 
the West Indies and South Africa, a one-day series 
against Australia, Wimbledon, Henley, Epsom/Ascot, 
Euro 2012 and, of course, the London Olympics and 
Paralympics which are going to be amazing.

However, if you are not a sports-nut and you are 
feeling a little down, then I hope that this issue 
of The Navigator will cheer you up a bit. Our 
contributors have delved deep into their working 
pasts to come up with an amusing collection 
of anecdotes. I hope that you enjoy them… 
and remind yourself that it is not all doom and 
despondency.

ROBERT HOUSTON, ST BRIDE’S MANAGERS LLP

Suit you sir 
I was engaged by my first employer in 1973, 
and it was only a couple of years before that, 
that the firm officially dropped bowler hats 
from their dress code. Dark suits and white 
shirts, however, were still the norm. How times 
have changed!

You can imagine the kerfuffle, therefore, 
when a member of the architectural 
department turned up to work one day 
wearing a white suit. 

“Go home immediately and change that suit’’ 
barked the head of department. 

Crest-fallen, the hapless architect duly went 
home and returned back to the office an hour 
and a half later wearing a pink suit. He was 
sacked on the spot! 

ROBERT HOUSTON, ST BRIDE’S 
MANAGERS LLP But I thought you said dress up Friday!
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A surveyor gets his kicks
During the 1970s, clients would purchase very 
dilapidated residential properties with a view to 
conversion into self-contained flats. Such properties 
were often semi-derelict and former occupants would 
leave abandoned possessions and fittings. Having 
obtained keys from vendors’ agents, our task was to 
measure and carry out condition surveys in order to 
design and specify repair and conversion works.

Once inside the property, any internal door found 
to be locked was opened. If there was no key… by 
means of a technique involving running at the door 
and planting the sole of one’s boot just above the 
lock. Usually the ‘keep’ attached to the door lining or 
architrave would be sprung and the door would fly 
open in a most satisfactory manner. However, if the 
‘keep’ was of good quality and could not be sprung, 

but the kick was sufficiently robust, then sometimes 
the lining, architrave and ‘keep’ would fly off and fall 
to the floor with a resounding crash!

In one scruffy looking Victorian house, having achieved 
complete success using the latter strategy, with bits of 
splintered joinery and ironmongery flying in all directions, 
imagine my surprise as an elderly lady, her head adorned 
with curlers and the bed sheet pulled up to cover her 
confusion, shrieked loudly enough to wake the dead. 
With barely a moment’s hesitation I said to the swooning 
spinster “Would you like us to start in another room first?”

It goes without saying that thereafter, we always 
knocked loudly before kicking the door in! 

DAVID TUFFIN, CONSULTANT TO ST BRIDE’S 
MANAGERS LLP

Red means stop
A colleague received a phone call from a man in a government department telling him that a vacant 
building he was about to sell on behalf of a client was not to be marketed. The property was adjacent  
to a building occupied by the UK Communist Party! 

PETER DANDY, CBRE

Where would you like me to start?
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True talent will out
I started my career working in the valuation 
department of one of the largest general practice 
surveying firms in the country. It was really boring.

I became withdrawn and wondered whether the 
property industry really was for me. My days were 
spent with endless travelling around the country 
measuring countless buildings, then returning to 
the office only to spend the remaining time dictating 
reports. It was so tedious that one of the three 
colleagues with whom I shared an office always sang 
his dictations! 

One of the jobs I was given was to measure and 
report on the whole of the Universal Underwear Textile 
Group property portfolio. Just try being a lone 22 year 
old male measuring Victorian warehouses which are 
completely occupied by old women. I can tell you, it’s 
an eye-opener!

My ambivalence must have shown through as, after  
a year, it was suggested to me by one of the firm’s 
partners that perhaps property was not my vocation and 
that I should seek pastures new. Fortunately I disagreed! 

 

Two weeks later I was given a job by Hampton & Sons  
in their office agency department at more than twice  
my previous salary!

Ten years later I started Morgan Pepper which quickly 
established itself as one of the top niche agency 
practices in the City. Three years later the same 
person who - thirteen years earlier - had suggested I 
leave property altogether, came knocking on my door 
in a bid to buy my company! 

TREVOR MORGAN, MORGAN CAPITAL PARTNERS

Old ladies and soap stars

A couple of years ago one of our surveyors 
was out doing a survey of a mansion block 
by Baker Street Station for a client looking 
to acquire the building. He was standing 
on the street corner early in the morning 
with his kit including dictaphone, camera 
and binoculars all clearly on display. An old 
lady exited the mansion block and walked 
towards our surveyor. He smiled and said 
good morning only to be hit by the old lady 
with a plastic carrier bag and told to go away 
and leave her neighbour alone otherwise she 
would call the police. It transpires that the 
old lady thought our surveyor was a red top 
reporter harassing one of the residents who 
was a high profile cast member for a popular 
BBC soap opera. 

TREVOR DOWD, TRIDENT

I’ve come to measure your capital assets

Step backwards for measurement

Working for a leading fund property manager in the City I was dealing with 
the acquisition of an industrial estate in Cambridge. My boss decided 
to come with me and offered to help measure the gross internal area by 
counting his strides down the outside of the terrace of units! 

JOHN SYMES-THOMPSON, CBRE

Four thousand two hundred and eighty one,  
four thousand two hundred and eighty two…
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I want to tell you about the time when the office was 
overwhelmed by a noxious niff and became virtually 
uninhabitable. I worked for an organisation that had 
calmly worked through both IRA City bombings 
and the ruin of its parent company without missing 
a beat but it was almost brought low by an all-
pervasive odour. 

The smell came on quite slowly and, at first, we 
blamed the accountants, who were always thought 
slightly unsavoury at the best of times but, day-by-
day, the pong grew stronger. Everyone blamed each 
other. As usual, the acquisitions people blamed the 
asset managers and the asset managers blamed the 
fund accountants. The research team had a theory but 
no-one took any notice and the secretaries all wanted 
to go home early. Amidst all this acrimony, the smell 
got worse and worse. The company hockey team was 
asked to take its kit home, people who cycled to work 
were given a hard time and the office manager had to 
hire some hospital cleaning specialists to purge the 
offices – all to no avail.

The smell refused to go away and, in fact, it grew 
stronger day by day. It was a rank, musty smell and 
it pervaded every corner of the office. It was there to 
greet us in the mornings, it hung around all day and 
even followed us home on our clothes and in our hair. 

Relief came unexpectedly when a corporate advisory 
team director returned from holiday and found a 
dangerous piece of Camembert, which he had 
recklessly abandoned on the seat of his chair before 
going away. The cheese, comfortably nestled in its 

cosy wooden box, had sat undetected under an 
empty desk for two whole weeks. First it sweated, 
then it swelled and then it hatched its fiendish plan to 
colonise the office.

Years later, I was reminded of this story by a former 
colleague at his retirement party and was mortified 
to learn that - as a well known francophile and lover 
of ripe cheese – I am attributed as the cause of the 
entire incident in the collective memory of my former 
colleagues. After all this time, I am now delighted to 
set the record straight. 

CHARLES WOOLLAM, SIAM 

Maintaining the drama 

Having completed his routine maintenance 
inspection of the London HQ of The Royal 
Academy of Dramatic Art (RADA), our surveyor 
summed up his findings to the RADA Finance 
Director by stating that he had discovered ‘no 
major dramas’. 

SETH LOVE-JONES, TUFFIN FERRABY TAYLOR

Under arm underwear 

In a meeting with my boss and a female colleague, my 
colleague noticed that there was a small bulge under 
her sleeve and reached in expecting it to be a tissue. 
Catching a surprise she suddenly said out loud, 
“What the heck is this?” And with that she pulled out 
a pair of her undies. Unsurprisingly she was mortified! 

IAN HOUSTON, ST BRIDE’S MANAGERS LLP

Why does no-one ever invite me out to lunch?

Was that smell you?
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Looking for business in Kings X
Surveys always seem to throw up the unknown. People want to 
know what you are doing and some want to know whether the 
building is going to fall down. Others make it quite clear that they 
don’t want you to be inspecting at all. We had two surveyors 
inspecting a hotel near King Cross a few years back. One started 
inspecting inside and the other started on the outside. 

The one on the outside was screamed and shouted at in a foreign 
language any time he went anywhere near a bedroom window 
and couldn’t understand why. It was only when he met up with his 
colleague working inside that it was clear the hotel rooms were 
being booked by the hour by a number of ladies from an Eastern 
European country. Their gentlemen callers were being upset by the 
Barbour jacket clad surveyors that looked like police detectives. 

TREVOR DOWD, TRIDENT

Psst wanna buy a survey?

IT has never been something the property industry has 
totally embraced is it? 

Nothing convinced me more of this than a story I was 
told from the early days of e-mails in the 1990’s. A 
partner at one of the big surveying firms, who was 
approaching his retirement, was trying to get to grips 
with the use of e-mails. 

Anyway, one Friday afternoon, when a number of his 
colleagues (including his secretary) were out the office 
he painstakingly typed out an important e-mail to a 
client. He had even managed to type in the correct 
e-mail address for the recipient in the right place. All 
that he had to do was run the spelling and grammar 
checks and then send the e-mail. But, before he 
had the chance to do those vital checks, the partner 
inexplicitly clicked the send button…the e-mail in its 
very draft form had been sent. 

Panic filled the air, but despite the odd expletive there 
was no real screaming for help. Instead all that could 
be seen was the partner in question climbing off his 
chair and underneath his desk in search of the plug 
socket! His flawed thought-process being that if he 

could quickly turn his computer off at the mains then 
the e-mail wouldn’t have been sent in time and an 
embarrassing situation with a client would be avoided.  
If only life was that easy…

IAN HOUSTON, ST BRIDE’S MANAGERS LLP

When I say stop you stop!

The old ways are still the best?
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Definitely not the ticket
A small group of directors and their Managing 
Director were due to join their regional colleagues at 
an ‘organisational and time management’ training 
session for the day, which was taking place in Crewe.

The London-based team arrived at Euston in plenty 
of time for their train, but because no-one had 
bought tickets (everyone thought that someone else’s 
secretary had bought them), there was a last minute 
panic. Being rush hour, the ticket office queues were 
long. By the time the tickets were ‘in hand’ it was a 
sprint to catch the train.

Remarkably, they managed to get on the train but 
the journey took a turn for the worse when the ticket 
inspector turned up a while later. It transpired that 
they had got on the wrong train and that whilst the 
train was going to Crewe, it was in fact not going to 
stop there. The next stop was Manchester!  

As the train hadn’t yet got to Crewe (some half an 
hour distant), the Managing Director, as befitting a 
person of his stature, tried but failed to persuade ‘the 
powers that be’ to make an unscheduled stop for 
which he would be prepared to pay an extra fee. The 
fact that the train subsequently had a wait just outside 
Crewe for some 15 minutes did the frayed nerves no 
good at all. The team started talking wildly of jumping 
off the train and making a run for it. Fortunately, sense 
prevailed, although there were some very concerned 
colleagues and some very amused passengers who 
were witnessing the plot unfolding.

In Manchester, the ticket inspectors had a field 
day accusing the group of attempted fare evasion. 
Emotions were very high as they suffered a further 

delay of some 30 minutes, the time taken to clear 
themselves of fare-dodging charges and avoid a very 
hefty fine.     

Once free and now waiting for about an hour for the 
next train to arrive, it was clear that by the time they 
travelled back to Crewe and on to the venue, they 
would be so late that it would not be worthwhile 
going. In fact it was going to be far too embarrassing 
to explain what had happened at the group session, 
particularly bearing in mind its ‘organisational and 
time management’ theme, so they called it a day and 
went straight back to London! 

JULIAN MUNGO, AQUILLA 

Delays due to wrong kind of ticket

Acquiring bargains
An acquisitions director recently told me that although he was disappointed on being outbid on an 
office building in Mayfair that would have been an ideal complement to their existing high quality 
assets. He was not too concerned. He said that “in property, the deal of the century comes around 
about once a week.”

WALTER DAVIS, AUGENTIUS
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In the early 1990’s, I was managing Exmouth Market in 
Clerkenwell for a family trust. Exmouth Market is now a 
vibrant and trendy street with restaurants including Moro, 
Caravan and Medcalf and numerous cool and funky 
shops. In the early 1990’s it was a desolate and unloved 
place with lots of empty units. The pie and mash shop 
and Ladbrokes were the highlights.

We managed to let one unit to a guy called Dennis. 
Dennis was black and cool and wanted to open a bar 
named after his daughter Chloe. We were excited and 
gave him a long rent-free period and waited for this 
trendy new bar to arrive. We waited a long time…

In the end, 12 months behind with his rent and with 
no sign of anything happening on the ground floor, we 
repossessed the unit. I attended with the bailiff and the 
locksmith and went inside to find that the basement had 
been turned into a fairly seedy club complete with lots of 
fake fur and leopard skins, private booths and poles (as 
in dancing poles rather than people from Poland).

30 minutes or so later I got a call from ‘Mitch’ who, in 
between a number of expletives, informed me that he 
was the leader of a particularly nasty Yardie gang based 
in Hackney, who had taken over the basement of this 
unit. He most certainly didn’t care for the finer detail of 
leases, rent and bailiffs! He told me that he had kicked 
the door in and was back in and hoped that I slept 
comfortably in my flat in Putney that night…

After a few nights sleeping in the spare room of a friend’s 
house and trying to persuade my wonderfully eccentric, 
upper English gentry folk clients that we really ought 
to inform the police and ask CO19 for assistance, they 
decided that they would like to personally meet ‘Mitch’ 
and his mates and have it out with him man to man.  
I called ‘Mitch’ and arranged to meet.

On the day of the meeting my two clients (both in their 
late 60’s) marched down Exmouth Market resplendent 
in three piece country tweed suits and shiny brown 
brogues, with me in the middle. We were met at the 
door by two friends of Mitch who looked a little like 
Mr T. They were obviously armed, had a penchant for 
heavy gold jewellery and clearly enjoyed time in their 
local gymnasium. After clearing security we were led 
downstairs where beer crates had been arranged in a 
circle. Mitch appeared and suggested that we all put our 

firearms on the floor in front of us. I thought about putting 
my rather large mobile phone on the floor but decided 
that it was not the time for jokes. The 5 Yardie gang 
members had 8 guns between them!

The more senior of my clients Jeremy, said that he was 
a bit deaf and would find it useful if everyone spoke up 
and introduced themselves. He introduced himself as 
an ex-lawyer, turned school teacher, turned farmer and 
property owner and that he had the title deeds to the 
property in his possession if anyone was interested. Nick 
(the other client) and I then introduced ourselves and 
then the Yardie gang gave us their CVs – although as you 
can imagine they were a little low on detail. 

After less than 5 minutes and clearly embarrassed by the 
straight-forward, non-aggressive and polite approach 
taken by Nick and Jeremy, Mitch and his pals picked up 
their guns, said they were going to look for Dennis, were 
sorry for any inconvenience caused and left us sitting on 
our beer crates.

That was it – dispute resolved and off we went to 
celebrate with pie and mash.

The sad postscript was that about 12 months later I was 
taken in for questioning by police investigating the fatal 
shooting of Dennis. Two Yardie gang members were 
subsequently found guilty of his murder and sentenced 
to life imprisonment! 

NIGEL MAPP, MJ MAPP 

Nice cup of tea anyone?

Lock, stock and smoking beer crates
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Hello. I think I’ve found out what happened  
to your last surveyor

Surveyor gets the bird!
On a Homebuyers survey in south Oxfordshire, I set 
up the surveyor’s ladder and inspected the confines of 
the roof space. Once within I realised I was not alone, 
and the feeling of dread began to rise. 

Whilst hastily and tentatively noting under-felt, 
ventilation and gable strapping, the bird took flight... 
a starling. It continuously flapped, fluttered and 
flew from one end to the other whilst I ducked and 
squatted in the middle, trying to check the water tank 
support and reach the hatch without putting a foot 
through the ceiling. I managed to extricate myself and 
secure the hatch, without the bird escaping, much 
flustered and heart racing. The fear lives on. 

BEN SERCOMBE, TUFFIN FERRABY TAYLOR 

Using Microsoft 
Architrave 7

A colleague of mine a few years 
back called the IT computer 
help-desk with a problem with 
her printer. The guy at the IT 
help desk answered by asking, 
“Are you running it under 
Windows?”

My colleague replied, “No, my 
desk is next to the door, but 
that’s a good point. The bloke 
sitting next to me is under 
a window, and his printer is 
working fine.” 

MIKE HARRIS, OXYGEN 
ASSET MANAGEMENT

Look out overhead!
The year is 1993. In the previous year we were shortlisted by Los 
Angeles Fire & Police for a $25 million allocation for our European 
Fund. This is what happened next… 

A meeting is fixed for 8.00am one morning. As the decision-makers 
include active Police and Firemen the time is set to accommodate their 
shift times – and it means we all have to be in LA the night before. Our 
Head of Marketing has to interrupt his holiday in Brazil, whilst Murray 
and I fly in from New York. We all arrive promptly at the Fire Department 
venue and walk into the smallest conference room jammed with about 
12 Trustees, at least 4 of whom are Firemen/Police coming off shift. 

In those days, presentations were done by overheads and our Head of 
Marketing had liaised in advance to confirm the client had one. Many 
times. But, of course, there was no overhead in the meeting room.

“Hey guys, please can we set up the overhead?”

Overhead? What overhead? Much discussion. After a few minutes 
one of the cops says “we’ve got one, give me a minute and I’ll get it 
from upstairs.”

Five, ten, fifteen minutes go by. We are now 20 minutes into our 40 
minute allocation. At last the door opens, a police department guy 
comes in and says “sorry, our overhead was stolen last night.” 

RICHARD SAUNDERS, ST BRIDE’S MANAGERS LLC
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Magic camera
We had a consultant surveyor (Neil X) who was helping 
us with a big stock condition survey of a large housing 
association portfolio in Cornwall. Upon his return, his 
partner in charge said “How did you get on? Did you get 
lots of photos?” He said “Yes, great, lots of photos. It’s a 
smashing camera; it just kept on taking photos and the 
film never ran out!” Naturally this pre-digital SLR camera 
was not magic. It just didn’t have a film in it and he had 
to go back to Cornwall and start again! 

DAN HENN, TUFFIN FERRABY TAYLOR 

Yes and yes but no
Thirty years ago I joined Titmuss, Sainer & Webb to work for Michael 
who was one of the partners. Michael had a client, Mr S, who owned 
an investment property company. Shortly after I arrived I was deputed 
to act for Mr S’s company in a loan from a life assurance company. 

Mr D, a partner in a West End firm was acting for the lender. Michael, 
Mr S and Mr D all lived in the same part of north London and attended 
the same synagogue. Negotiations proceeded and we were soon 
down to one significant point on the loan agreement. I was discussing 
it with Mr S who knew that Mr D was acting for the lender. 

“Tell Mr D to agree this point”, said Mr S to me, “or I won’t smile at him 
in synagogue on Saturday”. 

I duly called Mr D to discuss the outstanding point and, having 
said my piece on the commercial and technical reasons why he 
should agree with me, added that my client would not smile at 
him in synagogue on Saturday if he did not concede the point. Mr 
D went ballistic. He accused me of being unprofessional. He had 
never had such a thing said to him before. He demanded to speak 
to the partner in charge. I told him this was Michael. As soon as 
the call was over, I hurried into Michael’s office to tell him what had 
happened. I feared the worst. Michael was notoriously hot-tempered 
but, luckily, he thought the story was hilarious. I was not present at 
the call between Michael and Mr D but I assume Michael kept a 
straight face whilst Mr D expressed his displeasure.

The moral of this story is not to comply unthinkingly with your client’s 
instructions. 

CHRIS EDWARDS, SIAM

All shworking  
well here hic!

Our client, the Head of HR at 
a large international bank was 
asked for regional headcount 
for an urgent space audit 
report, and found that the 
Bank’s records for their 
Brazilian offices looked to be 
seriously out of date. As a 
quick remedy, he sent out an 
e-mail to branch managers, 
asking for overall headcount 
figures, broken down by sex, 
age and length of service. 
The answer from Sao Paul 
was “We’re all fine here. No 
one broken down by age or 
sex. Alcohol is a problem, 
however.” 

RICHARD BENNETT, 
SHOR ASSOCIATES

Love these new film cameras. They’re so compact!
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Wifely duties
On holiday, one summer, we were driving 
up to Scotland when my wife turned to me 
and mentioned what a great idea it was to 
break the trip and stay a night in Hexham. 
It’s a really attractive little market town and 
she wanted to know how had I come up 
with the idea.

I replied that I was glad she thought well of it, 
but hoped she didn’t mind spending an hour 
the next morning helping me measure up the 
W H Smith unit which one of our fund clients 
was in the process of buying!

JOHN SYMES-THOMPSON, CBRE

This means a rateable value of…

A light bulb moment
I am really cross with myself. Last year at our 
Annual Seminar at the Cubic Theatre at The 
London Transport Museum, I missed a wonderful 
opportunity to impress our clients. Half an hour into 
the presentation the whole museum was plunged 
into darkness. There had been a major power failure. 
As is the case nowadays, the speaker at the podium 
was wholly dependent upon his PowerPoint slides. 
Thankfully power was restored 8 to 10 minutes later 
so not too much embarrassment was caused.

But we could have carried on almost immediately if 
I had been sharp enough to have asked the whole 
audience to wave their hands in the air. Why? 
Because everyone knows that ‘many hands make 
light work’.

ROBERT HOUSTON, ST BRIDE’S MANAGERS LLP Seminar delegate stunned by electrifying presentation 
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紳士淑女 (Japanese for  
‘Ladies and gentlemen’)
On a business trip to Japan, Stephen, myself and a  
couple of colleagues, were asked to speak at a breakfast 
about the state of the UK property market. One of 
our colleagues, having been to Japan on a number of 
previous occasions, saw this as an opportunity to show 
off his linguistic ‘skills’ and duly asked the interpreter how 
to pronounce the words on the distant signs for ‘Ladies’ 
and ‘Gentlemen’.

After practicing to himself, he began his speech with  
“Good morning, Ladies and Gentlemen” in Japanese. 
This got quite a reaction from the audience. He 
delivered a speech of property wisdom for 20 minutes, 
and then sat down to generous applause. He was 
quite pleased with himself. Only later did he learn 
how strange his greeting was; one of our hosts gently 
inquired why he had started his talk with “Good 
morning, Toilets and Urinals.”

ROBERT HOUSTON, ST BRIDE’S MANAGERS LLP 

In-flight disaster
Last year Aston and I were on a flight back from South 
Africa where we had been meeting up with clients. The 
captain was on the speaker and the announcement went 
something like: “Good afternoon ladies and gentlemen. 
We have just started our approach to Heathrow and will be 
landing in about 20 minutes and ..OH MY GOD!!!” 

The microphone suddenly went dead. There was complete 
silence in the passenger cabin. A few minutes later 
the announcement continued: “Hello again ladies and 
gentlemen. Sorry about that. Just as I was speaking to you, 
the stewardess was handing me a cup of coffee that spilled 
into my lap. You should see the front of my trousers!” 

A voice piped up from one of the passengers behind us  
and shouted out: “That’s nothing! You should see the  
back of mine!” 

MIKE HARRIS, OXYGEN ASSET MANAGEMENT

Love the  
whole office
A female colleague ended a 
voice-mail message to a male 
colleague with “Ok bye, I love you” 
as if she was hanging up after a 
conversation with her husband 
or kids. Not only did he get the 
message but he had been listening 
to it on speakerphone in a cubicle 
environment. So ribald laughter 
was heard across the entire floor! 

RICHARD BENNETT,  
SHOR ASSOCIATES

Good Morning Ladies and Gentlemen
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The answer is probably ‘yes’
A long while ago when doing work experience for the Portman Estate before going up to university, I was asked 
to show an Irish gentleman around a small mews house for sale in the West End. Outside, after the viewing, he 
turned to me and, whilst opening the boot of his Rolls-Royce, said “I like it and will take it at your sale price. Will 
you accept the £80,000 deposit in cash I have here in my briefcase?” 

JOHN SYMES-THOMPSON, CBRE 

I’ll pay you double. To be sure, to be sure.

Is that England playing? Or a couple?
I know there are almost as many cameras watching us now as there are rats beneath us but one recent 
incident made us even more aware of the cameras. Whilst surveying an office block in the Old Street area of 
London, one of our surveyors wondered why so many security guards were huddled around a CCTV monitor. 

The inquisitive surveyor went along to investigate and found the CCTV cameras located in the underground 
car park had been focused on a young couple of office workers who had decided to extend their lunch 
break and enjoy each other’s company. I am told the bonnet of one of the parked cars got a very good 
polish as a result. 

TREVOR DOWD, TRIDENT
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Potentially sticky investigation!
I returned to the office one day to find a phone message 
had been taken for me: “Client has called; Spearmint 
Rhino are complaining that a damp patch has appeared 
in their basement. Can we send someone to investigate 
urgently”. After checking it wasn’t 1 April, I duly returned 
the client’s call to find that it was legitimate. I was not 
short of volunteers to take on this instruction!! 

DAVID MANN, TUFFIN FERRABY TAYLOR

Goodbye good times
At a goodbye lunch for an old co-worker 
who was leaving the company due to 
‘rightsizing’, our manager spoke up and 
said, “This is fun. We should have lunch like 
this more often.” 

ANGEL RODRIGUEZ, ST BRIDE’S 
MANAGERS SL

Frozen in mid-air
This story relates to survey work on a retail park. Our surveyor 
was carrying out a full acquisition survey of a small retail park 
near Manchester last winter. It was very cold. Unfortunately 
the mobile access platform that had been hired for the roof 
inspection, didn’t arrive until late in the day. Anyway the 
roofs had to be inspected so the surveyor and the operator 
climbed onto the platform and the hydraulic arm was 
extended to enable the survey to proceed. The arm was at 
maximum extension, 25 metres above the ground, when it all 
went wrong. The arm stuck. All actions taken by the operator 
were unsuccessful and a call to the hire company’s offices 
confirmed the engineer was four hours away. And then it 
began to snow and it was getting dark. 

What do you do? Our surveyor called the office for 
instructions and we suggested calling the Fire Brigade. 
Our surveyor turned around to tell the operator – and 
found he’d gone! Had he fallen out of the platform? Heart 
in mouth, the surveyor looked over the edge…only to 
see the operator shinning down the freezing cold, heavily 
greased hydraulic arm with no safety devices. One slip 
and a dreadful, cold afternoon would end in tragedy. 
Luckily the operator did make it down to ground level and 
was able to get the arm working using the controls on 
the vehicle. It is good to smile about it now but that was 
definitely one of those ‘don’t do this at home’ moments. 

TREVOR DOWD, TRIDENT

Guess what? I can see the office from here

Return to sender?
I once received a fax with a request on the 
bottom to fax the document back to the sender 
when I was finished with it, because he needed 
to keep it.

ANGEL RODRIGUEZ, ST BRIDE’S 
MANAGERS SL
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I’ve been thinking about the amount of travelling 
we do here at Macfarlanes. For a firm with no 
international offices (our approach is, and has always 
been, to work with the best independent law firms 
whenever we operate abroad) we appear to be 
spending a great deal of time in the air. 

Incredibly, for a firm of 71 partners we clocked up 
nearly 600 flights last year - to China, Singapore, 
Hong Kong, the USA, Canada, South America, 
Africa, Russia, India, Scandinavia and continental 
Europe. In the last 12 months, for example, I’ve 
been to Dublin, Zug, Berlin and of course MIPIM (the 
equivalent to climbing Everest without oxygen three 
days in a row).

Given the large amount of travelling now being done 
at Macfarlanes, it is not surprising that amusing 
travel anecdotes can crop up from time. 

For example the most recent one I heard was 
when a colleague, after his return from a meeting in 
Frankfurt, couldn’t find his luggage in the Heathrow 
airport baggage area. So he went to the lost luggage 
office and told the woman there that his bags hadn’t 
shown up on the carousel. She smiled and told him 
not to worry because they were trained professionals 
and he was in good hands. “Now”, she asked him, 
“has your plane arrived yet?”

Nothing though from Macfarlanes compares  
with one of the funniest travel stories I heard on  
the radio recently.

The story goes that a crowded BA flight was 
cancelled. A sole lady at the check-in desk was  
re-booking a long line of inconvenienced travellers. 
Suddenly an angry passenger pushed his way to the 
desk. He slapped his ticket down on the counter and 
said, “I HAVE to be on this flight and it has to  
be FIRST CLASS.”

The lady replied, “I’m sorry sir. I’ll be happy to try 
to help you, but I’ve got to help these people first, 
and I’m sure we’ll be able to work something out.” 
The passenger was unimpressed. He asked loudly, 
so that the passengers behind him could hear, “Do 
you have any idea who I am?” Without hesitating, 
the check-in lady smiled and grabbed her public 
address microphone. “May I have your attention 
please?” she began, her voice bellowing throughout 
the terminal. “We have a passenger here at the gate 
WHO DOES NOT KNOW WHO HE IS. If anyone can 
help him find his identity, please come to the gate.”

Hearing stories like these certainly show that there 
is still something to smile about. Even though the 
world remains an uncertain place, we have to remain 
positive. There are vast funds out there that need 
to be carefully invested and we live and work in the 
world’s number one city. Our offices are buzzing, 
work loads are up and long may that continue.

DOMINIC CUNLIFFE, MACFARLANES

This is nothing old boy. You should try MIPIM!

Happy landings
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St Bride’s Managers
Contact Details

St Bride’s Managers LLP
5 St Bride Street
London 
EC4A 4AS

UK
T +44 (0)20 7078 1961

www.stbridesmanagers.com

St Bride’s Managers LLC
Two Stamford Landing
68 Southfield Avenue
Stamford

CT 060902, USA
T +1 203 905 6724

St Bride’s Managers SL
Calle José Abascal
No 44 – 4o

28003

Madrid, Spain
T +34 91 395 2889

Aquilla | Insurance Brokers
Julian Mungo
T 0203 159 4315
E julianm@aquillaib.co.uk

Augentius | Fund Administrators
David Bailey
T 020 7397 5453
E david@augentius.com

CB Richard Ellis | External Valuers
John Symes-Thompson
T 020 7182 2233
E john.symes-thompson@cbre.com

Macfarlanes | Lawyers
Dominic Cunliffe
T 020 7849 2734
E dominic.cunliffe@macfarlanes.com

MJ Mapp | Property Managers
Nigel Mapp
T 020 7908 5501
E nigel.mapp@mjmapp.com

Morgan Capital Partners | Asset Managers
Trevor Morgan
T 020 7427 6981
E trevor@morgancapitalpartners.co.uk

Oxygen Asset Management | Asset Managers 
Mike Harris
T 020 7427 6992
E mike.harris@oxygenam.com

SHOR Associates | Building Adviser
Richard Bennett
T 020 7078 1965
E richard.bennett@shor.co.uk

SIAM | Sustainability Advisors
Charles Woollam
T 07808 479 338
E charles.woollam@siamllp.co.uk

Trident | Building Consultants
Trevor Dowd
T 020 7280 8153
E trevor.dowd@tridentbc.com

Tuffin Ferraby Taylor | Building Consultants
David Mann
T 020 3479 7777
E dmann@tftconsultants.com

St Bride’s Managers LLP is a limited liability partnership registered in England and Wales, registration number OC350592, registered 
office 5 St Bride Street London EC4A 4AS. St Bride’s Managers LLP is authorised and regulated by the Financial Services Authority.

Disclaimer: Detailed specialist advice should be obtained before taking action as a result of comments made in this document which 
are intended as a brief introduction to a particular subject.

All the contributions are from lead-advisers to St Bride’s Managers and hence qualify as members of the ‘Navigator Club’.


