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tMusic ior The Brass Ppounder
Whether they realized it or not, Mr. Kennelley and Mr. lleaviside
noted a tone poem as certainly as sStrauss, but where strauss was con-
cerned with vibrations and harmonics at audio freauencies produced hy
musical instruments, the tormer were concerned with electro-marnetic
vibrations at various radio frequencies a® aftfected hy the iongéhere.
The working wireless telegrapher, removed from the awesome and *
.scientific, was placed in a mundane position of carrving out comnun-
ication, and in this wori, could let his imagination run ranpant,
motivated by the phanomena of siin and sclective fading.

In the high frecuencies, early mornihic seemed to be the most
fertilg time for this condition. During cround radio check in
Singapore larbor, as the sun rose from the straits, was a good
example,

On this trin I had KHA3V aboard a flying boat built by the Glenn
L. Martin Company and named the China Clinper. It afforded a trans-
mitter forward behind my seat, and one aft, in the tail; each with
plug-in coils and nowered with a dynamotor. The transmitters consisted
of a UX210 master oscillator and a UX210 nower amnlificr,

At the operating position were two receivers, each three tulie
with a regenerative detector, untuned rf stage and one stage of audio.
As with the transmitters, each used plug-in coils and either could be
used with the D/F loon. A fixed and trailine antenna comnleted the
communications equiprient aboard,

With this equipment I, as did all the Pan \Am Xadio pfficers,
endeavored to maintain constant communication, handle all traffic and
furnish long and short range radio bearings to the navigator. 1In

addition, during an instrument annroach to the landing area in stormy

or foggy weéather, we assisted the cantain in his orientation with
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numerous relative bearings taken on a homing signal during aircraft
maneuvers in a prescribed manner.

It was comnon practice to gather weather renorts from shins at
sea and if a ship were on our course, I would try to enlist the
cooperation of the radio officer to make signals for me on which to
take bearings as we flew past, even ifehe had to stay up haif the
night rather than close his station on time. I can't remember of

|
anyone turning me down, such was the macic of Clinner Glory!

Perhaps worliing an aircraft, (a five-letter call), from shin-
board was a novelty, but its ramifications weren't overlooked.

Many times, in the far reaches of the pragific, I've taken long
mess;ges—-letters really--from lonely oncrators on six knot freighters
and %ade sure they'd reach their <lestinations when I arrived stateside,

It was about six A.M. Soon, with passencers and cargo aboard, we
would thread our way through the many anchored ships and look for a
place clear enouch in which to make our take-off run. The lonzer we
had to wait,the more difficult this became as the temperature,
already high, was rising rapicly and the new day was losing its
t reshness and the clamny humidity was taliing hold. This condition
reduced the nower from the engines as it did the enercv from the
human body and spirit.

My small radio compartment, directly behind the pilots, would
seem unbearable shortly. Perspiration was forming on ny exposed skin.
An hour before, when we left the Raffles liotel with a heavy English
breakfast under our belts, it was almost chillv. As the heat rosec,
it would have been a relief to take ofi my uniform coat, had I one,
but we didn't wear coats west of Midway Islands.

The engineer had the master switch turned on now, his gasoline

sticking overwith, and I switched on my guard receiver. As I fitted
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the split earphones to my head, I heard KZ)Y, Panay, 1700 miles away
in the Philippines call ZCK in llong Kong with a weather report. Ile
would be my guard station a couple of days later on my way from Manila

do Guam,

As usual, ZCK, from its grecat tower at lkai Tek Airnort and with

its powerful RAC note, immediately answered. =
" His signal must be at least 30 hz wide I thought.

This heavy, rasny note anpeared as an interrupted ribbon to my
mind, and as it bounced for 2500 miles toward singapore from that
ionized layer above, the ribbon seemed to twist and turn and it was
colored, varying from light to chocolate irgrown,

Finally, Panay heard ZCK and gave him his message. Then the
Chinaman wanted to clear his traffic--a weather sequence. K2zDY,
appearing light blue with a feathery dc tone, gave the go ahead. As
the brown ribbon procressed with the message, he frequently had to
break-in and ask for a repeat. This was unusual, as the Filipino
operators as a whole were very good and this particular one was
excellent. He had also authored¢ the famous message to the Communications
Superintendent, "Cobra in battery boX' and then was unraised for two
hours!

He kept revneating )N, QRN as he broke and finally, in
desperation, ranidly transmitted, 'Chung, this ORN is thicker than
your head!" This got the point across. Chunc cooperated sufficiently
and they cleared the traffic.

Here I jumped in and called VP4, singanore, who would be my
guard station until abeam of ilorneo, following which I would nick up
KZ3Q who would guard me until arrival in Manila,

No answer from VD, It's too early for him to be having tea

I thought.
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Fif teen hundred miles away 12BN called me in a staccato cryvstal
tone with a light blue hue. Panay's feathery call followed. I thanked
them, we exchanged wire sines, then I said "Good morning' and called
VPW again. No answver.

Then a wavering signal, appearing bluish but mixed with a
little dull pink, called with ''FR", w%ich was my wire sinpee* I came
back with "es'" for ''yes,"

He answered with, "IEpP here. 3ood morning big brother. You're
sounding good."

”Hi)ﬁv,” I said, My Drother was on watch at Gnam, 3200 niiles
away. Somewhere in its Jjourney, his signal‘with its several hounces
against the hzaviside layer had picked up this uhusual color for

.
KNBG.

"Good to hear {rom vou. !le seein” vou in a counle of days."

As we signed off and I called VVi arain, I thought htack to how,
not too many years aro, my brother, as a stateside radio amateur,
used to handle large numbers of messaces for Navy men on uam. In
those days we had hardly heard of Guam, 1lect alone knew where it was,
Of course, neither of us dreamed that before long, he would he a
prisoner and the Japanese would hold him for almost four yearsd

There was a Frenchman on the channel now, probably in French
Indo China. Iiis 120 cycle note 'i1os ‘he color of mud and sounded as
if it were interrunted with the most unwieldy key on earth. Ille
never stopned sending, all the while facding in and out, until one
wondered what manner of man was copying him.

Then VPW called me. Slowly and so loud his sicnal was hlocking
my three tuber. I had to read his kev clicks.

"QRK?'" I asked, punping away at my hand Kkey.
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The Malay renlied "QRES5.'* I thanked him, gave him my QTO message,
since we'd 3lust left our rnooring, and positioned mysclf to watch the
ships flash by through my little starboard window as we prepared for
our take off run. I could hear [NBI at Wake Island, 5000 miles away,

a weak crystal dc signal rapidly fading

(=]

s if interrupted by the Creator's
key in an unknown code. lie was calling IIAillJ, the Philippine,€lipper
A ;
and my sistership. Since we'd been delayed outbound four days at Guan
. ]
by a typhoon I figured, on schedule, that he must be bound for Guar

from Walke.

I called IJIAILY on impulse. onder of wonders, in what seemed like
: : " e
an ancient voice, he answecred me. lis note, mostly de, cracked and
A :

faded with age and distance and all the while his.dynamotor heat a
steadylrhythm in the backaround,

"Wo," 1 said. I user the morse O.

"JA," came the reply. }lis keying didn't really follow the bhug,
the effort too great and unbearable for the comlination keying/antenna
relay.

"FR here. RD?™

"BG," he said.,

Then he was ~one. someone in the heavens had thrown the main
switch,

"S U Johnny,' I said. I knew I wouldn't hear a reply. Also I
knew all stations would fade out soon except VPW.

As I adjusted ny secat helt and settled back for the take off run,
I was satisfied with my world. ‘here else could I find such peace and
contentment, such interest and satisfaction? Where else such music

and invention for my soul?



