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BUZZING DASHBOARDS AND OSCARS 

 
I often wonder about the peace our forebears enjoyed before they had the telephone inflicted 

on them.  We have sensor phones in our house.  We tend to eat late but seldom at any 

predictable hour yet the moment we sit down to a meal, the phone rings, actually it makes a 

noise.  I could not describe it but a noise it makes.  We have actually tested this sensor system 

by not only setting the table but by rattling the cutlery. This does not work.  Neither does  

 
Garrath Will  (the good looking one on the left) and I having just returned from an aborted trip to Government 
House.  This explains the somewhat pained expression on my face.  Incredibly by the end of this momentous 
day, between us, we had not only been thwarted by the otherwise very nice 1990 Turbo to my left whose 
alternator decided not to, but were committed to no less than three other failed generating devices on our 
hallowed cars! We eventually arrived at the wrought iron gates in my trusty Spur! 

 

Jumping up and down on the stools, but sitting firmly on those stools and taking a mouthful 

of food ï the phone will óringô.  Very very clever and we donôt have to pay any extra.  There 

is a variation in the garage where I have installed another sensor phone.  That one detects not 


