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Society of Wireless Pioneers California Historical Radio Society

Stockton Calif. November 16 1960.

Mr. BEd. Marriner
La jolla Calif.

Dear Sir: B
I have your letter dated yesterday. Thank you for the
same. I am sure you do not realize what a gabby and verbose
septuagenerian you have invited to write to you. He is on

the verze of 71 , who lives much in retrospect. Still he may
have some interesting facts for you.

'irst I want to know who Jack Slater is. Is he the
John Slater who once 1lived in Alameda snd who married PFearl
Christenson? If he is, I remember him.

Yes. I was one of the old timers who hammed and then
went into Radidprofessionally before 1918. In fact my first
license is dated 1911. I*was headed "Certificate of skill in
Radio Co munication" and was signed by Lieut. Fawell who wasg
stationed at Mare Island and who was apthorized to give gzovt.
examinations. Joe Hallock went with me to take the examination.
He was asked the question,"What is a pure wave". His answer
was prompt. He said, " A pure wave is a wave that isn't humped."
I think Jpoe has been a Radio Inspector for many years.

My first ship was a little steel steam schooner named
the Falcon. She was what was knowias a two islander, having a
poop deck and forecastle. My radio shack was on the poop. I was
operator on her for theee months and don't remember a day at sea
on her that I wasn't sea-sick.

The chief opnerator in San Francisco was Lawrence
Malarin, who I loved like an attack of diabetis of the porthole.
However, he did me the favor in 1910 of ftransferring me from
the Falcon to the J.A.Chanslor, a large oil tank. Her skioper
was Capt. George MaeDonalde. I saild with him between Coast
ports for about a year. During this time I established some-
thing of a reputation for accomplishing long distance communica-
tions. Malarin wanted someone to sent to the Orient on the
Pacific Mail passenger steamer Asia, someone who could get the
messages through the 1long distances. He gave me the job.

My first trip to the Orient was without any outstanding
incident. The second trip was the Asia's last voyage. On the
morning of Aopril 23rd 1911 she piled up on a great pile of
rocks just south of Formosa and tore out her bottom.

It was 5.30 in the morning. I was sound asleep.
My first intimation that something was amiss was the bouncing
rattle of the engine going full speed astern. I was just rolling
out of mv bunk when she struck. The sensation was almost



indescribable. She bumped up and down mightily, then heeled
45 degrees to port where she finally settled.

Daylight found us surrounded by a dozen large junks and
sampans which the Captain said were Chinese River virates. When the
brought their craft too close to the grounded Asia, the captain,
who was watching proceedings from the bridge, warned them away.

When they did not obey, he fired at them with a large caliber
pistol. N
Rembering the lessons I had received as to my conduct in
case of shipwreck, I realized that I was supposed to report to the
captain, get the ship's position from him and broadcast the news of
our mishap and our location.

I grabbed my pants from the foot of my bunk. Then I
pondered the propriety of rushing immediately to the bridge un-
clothed; or should I first don my pants? Finally the ungency of the
situation impelled me to dash out onto the bridge carrving the pants
in my hand,y my sole garment being a short shirt.

I rushed up to thes Skipper who was busy shooting at the
so-called river pirates. As I neared him his pistol appeared to jam.
"What is our position,sir?," I asked him in a voice wavering from
fright and excitement.,

"None of your bloody business! Get off the bridgel,"
was nhis reply.

I started to leave. Then I realized the importance of
getting our position so I cHould send it out. I turned back to the
skipper who was hammering the hammer of his big pistol with the
handle of his pocket knife. Suddenly the pistol discharged. The
bullet splintered the wooden grating on the floor of the bridge.
8plinters stung my bare legs. I danced about the captain and
tried to get over the idea that we ought to broadcast our position,
It finally penetrated. He gave me our locatisgland I hastened bhack to
the Radio Shack to send my SOS. As I entered the radio room I was
surprised to find a couple of inches of water on the floor. The
floor was still many feet above the level of the sea, I wondered but
didn't waste time in pondering the phenomenan. Bzre-footed I waded
through the liquid on the floor to my operating table. I tried the
main motor-generator which was located in the engineroom. No
results. It must be flooded. Then I started the 1 KW motor generator
which got it's power from a 110 volt storage battery which was located
in my radio room The 1 KW guxiliary turned over oke. I sent out
my SOS and nosition. Rgplies came thick and fast. Several ships
reported heading our waye.

Meanwhile I had becom conscious of pain and buring
und r my toe-nails. I examined my bare feet. Suddenly the smell of
acid made me aware that the "water" I had been wading around in
was bzttery 2cid. Dye to the heavy list of the vessel it had spilled
out of the glass battery jars and covered the floor. Fortunately
for me there was a rack of old fashioned round bottomed fire buckets
ina rack just outside my door. Into the salt water these contained I
plunged my feet a2nd got relief.

I £ind myself rambling on just the way you would exnect
an old fellow like me to. Well, I will enclose some photos of the
wreck and some clippings from The S.F. examinzr and Chronicle dated
April 25 1911. Please send them back as I prize them.



To continue with a brief outline of my radio carreer-- I anent
several months on the Ngrwood, a small wooden St+eam Schooner.
Then I ¢ot a job as radio operator and freight clerk on the Pze,Coast
S.5.Co Beaver which ran between S.p Pedro, S.F. .4 P,ptland.
Was on the Bggwver for about a year. i

In 1912 I was second trick op=rator at KPH .t in Daley City.

Later Apthur Isbell, who was Synt. of Canstruction for the
Marconi Co,, Gave me a job putting radio gear on the shipps in
the S.F.Bay area.

Uutil 1915 I yas employed as a radio technician by Mgneoni ,
RCA and the Federal Tel. Cq,

I, 1915 I went to work for George Hanscom, the big man in
radio at Mare Island Navy Yagrd. In 1918 I transferred to B, merton
Navy Yard in Wyghington.

(This t pewriter gets worse by tha minute,)

Dur :}_ng W






