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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 
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only the moment when I have finally managed to entwine my body around the subframe of 

the car,  but waits until balancing a 2BA nut on the end of a well greased finger, I have 

almost got the latter to thread on to a carefully concealed bolt ï and then it rings!!!! 

 

óGood evening Mr Coburn and how are you this evening?ô   

 

Let me expand your vocabulary.  The phrase used by the caller is described in grammatical 

terms as phatic, meaning the use of words to convey absolute no meaning.  So many people 

do it.  I regularly go to a bolt and nut shop, get in the queue and observe.  Customers front up 

to the counter and their first words are óhow are you?????  My mate who makes many phone 

calls always starts by saying óhow are youô.  It is such a waste of breath. 

 
This wonderful old car seen resting outside our carport after I had lavished extensive restorative care on it some 
years ago, may explain the connection Garrath and I have with the more illustrious members of our Country. 
 

If you want a diversion wait until you get one of these enquiries and reply factually.  I 

received one last night.  The caller identified himself as ôCharlieô and asked how I was this 

night. (To save confusion it turned out he was going to reduce my telephone bills by 40% - a 

category of call I have come to sense even before the phone rings!). ñCharlieò I said, ñI am 

glad you asked.  I have this problem with feet, they are so painful, can you suggest a remedyò  

Total silence.  ñMr Coburn my name is Charlie and I want to reduce your phone bills by 

40%ò  ñBut Charlie you asked how I was and I want to tell you, particularly about my feetò  

ñCharlie, Charlieò  - dial tone! 

 

Only last night I tried this approach at Government House where His Excellency and his wife 

kindly supped Garrath Will and me (among others) at a very nice reception.  Our Commander 

in Chief is very happy that Garrath managed to cure the Hydramatic incontinence of the Vice 

Regal Phantom VI and in fact told him so! Sometime later a lady I know quite well came up 

and asked me how I was.  I fixed her with a beady stare and made as if to lower my trousers, 

explaining all the while that I had this rash on my inner thigh for which she might like to 

suggest a cure.  Fortunately she is aware of my madness and made some very inappropriate 

remarks and changed the subject. 
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And so it was that early one morning a familiar voice called from Sydney.  No phatic 

practitioner was this caller. óMy dear chap, I have a buzzing dashboardô.  Well full marks for 

an original opening.  Seems that this car, an early Shadow, the property of a friend with a 

notably foreign name, had a buzz behind the dashboard that could not be ignored.  The caller, 

well known for frequent startling observations, recollections and emphatic advice then 

competed with me as to the cause or source of the noise.  There was much banter, punctuated 

by small recitals of the noise relayed via the receiver until I eventually confessed I had no 

idea.  We then went through the fuse pulling routine whereby you stop the problem but 

preferably do not incapacitate or destroy the car.  But had my caller mentioned that the car 

was originally a German delivery I would have been able to tell him that the buzzer was to 

remind the driver when he opened the door that the key was still in the ignition lock.  Perhaps 

had he asked óHow are youô I might have solved the problem! 

 

 
As if I had not had enough excitement, The Editor of the illustrious Praeclarvm, David Neely and his lovely wife 
Linda arrived in Canberra to witness the celebration of the Silver Jubilee of the ACT Branch.  And at the dinner to 
celebrate the occasion held at the home of our new President Chris OôRourke, I was presented with another prize 
for thirty plus years of strange practices with Rolls-Royce cars! 
 
 

óYou are not coming to the dinnerô the caller gasped!  óNahô I replied, pleading poverty, 

exhaustion, obesity and general ill humour.  Some little time later that phone rang again, this 

time a lady, whose directions I have learnt not to ignore, quietly advised me that I was going 

to attend the 2007 New South Wales Presentation Dinner in Sydney.  The thought of a 300 
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kilometre drive, black tie and negotiating Sydney traffic did nothing for my appetite, but 

attend we did.   

 

I joined the NSW Branch of the Club in 1973, I think.  I have only ever attended one monthly 

gathering when I happened to be on site; otherwise my meetings with the membership are 

quite unpredictable.  Even so I always feel very comfortable and welcome with this group of 

disparate owners.  Greetings, hugs and the occasional snog over, we sat down at what was 

clearly the head table and there staring at me was the menu clearly printed with the advice 

that the dinner was in my honour! It turned out that the subterfuge used to ensure that I 

attended, unaware of the honour, would have made a good plot for a Le Caré novel! 

 

It was a wonderful surprise, crowned by presenting me with the George Sevenoaks Medal ï a 

gesture I consider as a signal honour. 

 

And so all the foregoing is by way of saying thanks for your support and encouragement.  

Had I received an Oscar for my efforts I would have been equally embarrassed as seems to 

occur with all those winners, but it is my luck to have these pages to record my pleasure!  

 

@@@@@@3 

 

 
 

WHAT ON EARTH!!!!!  

 
I show you this as an act of mercy.  For the uninformed it is a Solex carburettor model 4A1 

used initially on Corniches but when the Factory decided to have a crack at turbo charging 


