Cowboys on the Roof  or  How to position a satellite dish in the Conservation Area   A Drama in Four Parts
Does this sound familiar?

1.
Your children’s pestering campaign succeeds.  You sign up for a satellite TV package.  The familiar van drives up and out gets an engineer who insists that only if the satellite dish is fixed prominently to the front of your house will you be able to get a signal.  It’s not allowed, you say, don’t you know this is a Conservation Area and anyway it will look ugly. Well sorry love, I’m not authorised to go high enough anyway – you’ll need a different team for that.  Dunno when they could come (on phone “yeah, near Queen’s Park, fussy lot, [rest inaudible]”).

2.
Bad evening when your children cannot watch the match but another engineer soon arrives and suggests a large pole bolted to the chimney as the only possible solution.  You hesitate- the chimney’s rather old and this will spoil the view from your bedroom and more importantly no one else has a dish on the end of a pole.  Engineer departs.

3.
Family in despair.  Even the cat has left home to watch snooker elsewhere.  A third engineer arrives, a member of the elite “height team”, and charming with it.  Nothing is too much trouble for this man.  If only you’d known you’d have got in some chocolate biscuits.  Before you can say “Article 4 Direction” this man is inspecting the house from all angles, noting the rows of satellite dishes pointing south, flicking cables over the roof, admiring the roses which are catching on his clothes, dangerously hanging out of windows and gallantly refusing all offers to hold onto his legs.  All talk of dishes at the front of the house or wobbling on poles is forgotten.  A dish is neatly tucked in at the back of the house just below a bedroom window.

4.
Children contently watching cartoon network.  I’ve run away with the engineer.

[Name supplied but withheld to avoid embarrassment]


