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IS IT THAT TIME
OF THE YEAR
AGAIN?
ANOTHER YEAR AND WINTER IS
ALMOST HERE, AND I STILL DON’T
HAVE MY ANTENNA READY YET!
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transmitters.
VIEW FROM THE TOWER
When I was about ten years old I built my first radio set
from a Boy Scout kit. I strung the antenna out the window
and to the nearest poplar tree and heard actual radio
signals from KSL, KTFI and other AM stations. I also had
a crystal radio. About this time my uncles gave me an old
telephone hand crank signal generator. I used it to illuminate light bulbs and give my brothers electrical shocks
when they climbed into our metal bunk beds. Somewhere
in subsequent moves I lost all these things. I sure wish I
had them now.
My mother passed away when I was eleven and subsequently my six siblings and I moved to Preston, Idaho
when our
father
remarried.
In Preston
FEATURE ARTICLE
I bought a
Colin Wheatley W9UPK
Hallicrafters S-38,
strung up
more wire
Some of us have actually met some of the others we
and lishear on the Saturday morning MARA net; maybe at an
tened from
annual meeting, at Hamvention, or perhaps through the
a storage
Church. For those we don’t know, if you are like me, we
shed. The
wonder who is behind the voice coming out of our speaksunspots
ers.
must have Colin W9UPK at the microphone at the Horrible Hilly
Most Saturday mornings I can hear Colin, sometimes
been great One Hundred in SW Wisconsin a few years ago.
strong and sometimes just above the noise, but he is
because
usually there.
there was always something to listen to. Later I traded it
Here is his story from his own hand...
for a National 100. I was always messing with old radios
(received a noticeable shock when I tried to remove a
war baby, that’s me. I was born in 1943 in
large capacitor with my pocket knife) and would have beTremonton, Utah, while my father was in Army
come a ham if there had been an elmer to take me in hand.
Medical Corp training in Oklahoma. He later
In 1962 I left for the North German Mission. We were
saw combat in India, Burma and China with
the last group to learn German on the doorsteps as they
the Burma/China Road over the Hump. I was named after
then began the
Colin Kelly, the B-17 bomber hero,
language training
Colin
built
his
first
radio
at
about
ten
who flew his wounded aircraft into the
centers. In 1965 I
years of age from a Boy Scout kit.
side of an enemy ship.
returned from GerAbout 1948 the family moved to
many and entered
Carey, Idaho to a farm near the Central Idaho lava beds. I
BYU where I eventually settled on a major in German
grew up around sagebrush, rattlesnakes and rock chucks.
Language and a minor in Asian Studies while supporting
It was in Carey that I first became interested in radio. Our
myself as a 4 AM campus custodian. I was fortunate to
neighbors gave me an old tube radio they had thrown out.
have a great roommate from Gardena, California whose
I attached a string and block of wood to imitate a mike
parents took me under their wing and provided employand cord and proceeded to the roof of our tall machine
ment every summer and during Christmas breaks. This
shed. There I sat all day playing communications with
led to marrying a wonderful young lady, Gail Hayashi, a
everyone around the world. It was probably the quietest
BYU grad student, whose parents also lived in Southern
day my mother ever had without me being under foot.
California.
Later when we got indoor plumbing, the outhouse became
From BYU, it was off to the University of Nebraska
my radio room - no equipment; just pieces of wood nailed
for graduate work (imagine, HyGain was right there in
to the walls to approximate as best I could receivers and

A
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Lincoln, but at that time, I didn’t have a clue about yagi
and vertical antennas) and then on to UC-Davis for more
graduate work in German Language and Literature. As
it often happens, our marriage was joined by three great
children. After five years of grad school, academics came
to a halt when the market for PhDs in German along
with most of the
humanities went
belly up. The market was saturated
with available,
promising PhDs. It
was time to leave
the ivory towers
and join the real
world. Eventually I ended up in
college textbook
publishing, first
The tower and antennas at Colin’s qth. The
as a sales rep
large beam is a 3-element SeppIR. Above
that is the GP1 VHF/UHF vertical, and a
in California,
Cushcraft VHF/UHF beam. Not shown is a
Oregon, Washing- G5RV which was added after the photo was
taken.
ton and parts of
Nevada and Idaho.
I enjoyed having a foot back in academics, loved books
and enjoyed education. In 1987 I was promoted to editorial at Wm C. Brown Publishers and was transferred to
Dubuque, Iowa. This wasn’t California and my wife and
kids hated it, although today, they would all agree that
leaving California and moving to the Midwest was a good
move. One daughter is back in Riverside, California and
can’t wait to come back to Iowa or Wisconsin as soon as
possible.
At Wm C. Brown I was responsible for the college
textbooks in anatomy, physiology and nutrition, although
there were times that I also took over titles in general
biology, microbiology, and chemistry. I managed the
textbooks and the authors who wrote and revised them.
In the process I found and developed many successful
new authors for the company. About this time the children were growing up and moving out on their own, and I
realized I could finally go after my life long dream of ham
radio. I breezed through the ARRL’s Now You’re Talking
and obtained my ticket in 1995. The Great River Amateur
Radio Club had some great elmers and when we moved
to Atlanta to work for ADAM software, I found more good
old guys in the Kennehoochee ARC. Although it was still
several years before I upgraded to general, I immediately
began listening to the MARA nets every Saturday morning. In Atlanta we also had a 2-meter MARA net.
The work at ADAM software lasted only a year. The
management at Wm C. Brown wanted me back and so I
returned to work for them in Madison, Wisconsin. In the

meantime, WCB had been acquired by the McGraw-Hill
Companies. Eventually the Madison office was closed
out and I began working from my home and commuting
to Dubuque two or three times a week. This was a ninety
minute commute each way and I became a mobile HFDXer. I began with a Radio Shack HX-10 and CB antenna
cut to 10 meters, and then made the big upgrade to the
ICOM 706IIG, an SGC antenna tuner mounted on top my
Subaru Outback and an 8.5’ whip. I’ve literally worked
the world while mobile. One exciting moment was calling
CQ, CQ, CQ and South Africa coming back to me with a
5/9. I had worked South Africa before but it was always
in response to their CQ and not mine. The OM couldn’t
believe that I was running only 100 watts and mobile.
Everyone crowded in and took my frequency so they could
QSO with SA, but I didn’t mind. I haven’t sent in my QSL
cards but I could easily qualify for DXCC just from my
mobile DX contacts.
In Madison, I finally reached a major milestone, a 40
foot self supporting tower with a Traffie HX-5 Hex-Beam
on top. And would you
know, they called me to be
Being called as
bishop of the Madison 3rd
a Bishop doesn’t
Ward. I didn’t have to give
leave a lot of time
up ham radio entirely, but
it came always after church for ham radio!
and family responsibilities.
Saturdays, I could usually join the MARA nets unless we
were headed for the Chicago Temple. Parenthetically I
have to say that leaving Utah and Southern Idaho gave
us far more opportunity to serve in the church and we’ve
enjoyed every challenge and opportunity to serve. I’ve
especially enjoyed working with the youth of the church.
In 2001, my dear Gail passed away after fighting lung
cancer for seventeen months. Thereafter I had a rich spiritual experience of finding love again and marrying Cindy
Foss, who lived in
one of the Madison wards. I had
worked with her
children previously
as a member of our
ward bishopric.
Cindy took the RS
motto of “Charity never faileth”
- meaning me, to
Lightning in the clouds behind W9UPK’s
heart and said,
antennas.
“I do,” in the
Chicago temple. With the marriage came seven additional
children - but only three were still at home! Consequently,
I’ve had the blessing of sending a son on a mission to
Jamaica and helping our daughters prepare for temple
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marriages. Between us, Cindy and I have ten children
and fourteen grandchildren. Some of Cindy’s children
have decided to call me Dad and some of the older one’s
don’t, but that is okay since we all have a great love and
respect for each other.
In 2006, McGraw-Hill asked me to move back to
Dubuque. We found a wonderful home on a high ridge
out in the
country with Between them, Colin and
room for the
Cindy have ten children
tower and
and fourteen grandchildren.
dipoles. As
of now, Cindy won’t let me cross the back acre with a loop antenna,
but I’m working on that. After three years as stake YM
president, I was called back to our ward to serve as HP
group leader. This has been another great blessing since
Cindy is the RS president and we can now work together
seeking out the lost sheep and looking after those who are
ill and in need. In three years we will retire and plan to
fulfill a church mission.
One afternoon, I successfully concluded one of the
Wisconsin traffic nets as NCS and thought about that
young boy, so many years ago in Idaho, who was sitting
on top of the machine shed with a broken radio and playing radio communications with people around the world.
Life had come full circle. Life is good and I’ve been very
blessed with the gospel, a very happy marriage, children,
grandchildren, and ham radio.

CULTURED CORNER
by ANØNMS

H

er eyes beginning to water, she went on, “So I
would like you all to make me a promise. From
now on, on your way to school, or on your way
home, find something beautiful to notice. It doesn’t have
to be something you see, it could be a scent - perhaps
of freshly baked bread wafting out of someone’s house,
or it could be the sound of the breeze slightly rustling the
leaves in the trees, or the way the morning light catches
the autumn leaf as it falls gently to the ground.
Please look for these things, and cherish them. For,
although it may sound trite to some, these things are the
“stuff” of life. The little things we are put here on earth
to enjoy. The things we often take for granted. We must
make it important to notice them, for at any time...it can
all be taken away.”
The class was completely quiet. We all picked up our
books and filed out of the room silently. That afternoon, I
noticed more things on my way home from school than I
had that whole semester.

Every once in a while, I think of that teacher and remember what an impression she made on all of us, and
I try to appreciate all of those things that sometimes we
all overlook. Take notice of something special you see
on your lunch hour today. Go barefoot. Or walk on the
beach at sunset. Stop off on the way home tonight to get
a double-dip ice cream cone.
For as we get older, it is not the things we did that we
often regret, but the things we didn’t do. Life is not measured by the number of breaths we take, but by the
moments that take our breath away.
-Anon., from a story “The Teacher” (A Powerful Lesson)

GRANDMA MARA’S CORNER
GRANDMA’S SUMMER TRAVELS - PART 3

A

t the end of last month’s travels, Grandma was
headed west into the province of Saskatchewan.
Several of the folks on the repeater in Winkler,
Manitoba had given me suggestions of things to see for
both provinces.
I followed Route 3 westerly until it merged into Route
18, through Oxbow and Frobisher to Estevan, where I
switched to Route 39. On through Weyburn, Yellowgrass,
Milestone to Corinne, then taking Route 6 north to Regina. Nice easy-cruisin’ road for someone my age on a
motorcycle.
The city of Regina might be called the ‘ancestral home’
of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police, the Canadian Federal Police force, and they have their new recruit training
facilities there. Although the ‘Mounties’ aren’t required to
ride horses anymore (having graduated to more modern
methods of transportation), they still maintain the tradition
with their Musical Ride. This unit is made up of some 36
officers (both male and female) and horses, and is headquartered in the Canadian capitol of Ottawa in the province of Ontario. Fortunately for me, they travel between
May and October and I was able to catch one of their
performances.
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Historically the Ride goes back to 1887, with their first
‘public display’ in 1901. Members of the unit are regular
officers who must serve for two years ‘in the ranks’ before
volunteering. Many have no experience with horses prior
to their being accepted! They normally serve for a three
year period before returning to normal policing duties.
Next month Grandma tells about her involvement with
both a bunch of bikers and the police!

TECH STUFF
by VE1VQ

BATTERIES & RELATED THINGS - PART 3
MORE RECHARGEABLE BATTERIES

I

t’s all good and fine to say, as I did in last month’s
column, that lead acid batteries were the most common
rechargeable batteries, but what happens when you
actually want to have something to operate a little more
portable (than your car!).
The first small rechargeables that I remember working
with were nickel cadmium (NiCd). These have a typical
cell voltage of 1.2 volts. They were notorious for having
‘memory’. Supposedly, if they were not fully charged and
then fully discharged (i.e. only partially charged and partially discharged), they would then not take a full charge,
and of course, not last as long in operation. There have
been arguments, both in and out of amateur circles, over
the years as to whether or not this ‘memory’ is a real fact
or simply a myth. Whatever the reason, it is always better
to charge and discharge to the manufacturer’s specifications (that goes for any type of re-usable battery!). Over
charging is just as damaging as
over discharging. They have
approximately 1500 charge/discharge cycles.
Modern automatic chargers
have over come these problems
and will be discussed in next
months column.
Since cadmium is a toxic element, it was banned for most uses by the European Union
in 2004. NiCd batteries have largely been overtaken and
replaced by new advancing technologies.
The next one to show up in ham gear was nickel metal

hydride (NiMH). This technology is supposed to be free
of the ‘memory’ problems of its predecessor the NiCd.
NiMH cells have approximately 1000 charge/recharge
cycles. These also have a cell voltage of 1.2 volts and
quickly became the direct replacement for NiCads.
As well as battery sizes made to fit in specific places,
manufacturers have
incorporated NiMH
technology in the sizes
associated with our old
friends the zinc-carbon
and the alkaline. This
makes it easier to build
things and have the
advantage of both standard and rechargeable
power for the project.
Cellular phone technology has spurred rapid changes in small size battery development as nothing before. It seems like almost every other
day a new type emerges, seemingly from out of nowhere.
Similar things are happening with larger batteries because
of the interest in green technology in vehicles (and the
uncertainty about oil supply and pricing).
Today’s current favorite for both cell phones and handhelds is lithium ion (Li-Ion). According to the available
literature these have one of the best energy-to-mass ratios
and a very slow loss of charge when not in use. Cell voltage runs higher at 3.6 volts.
All batteries (rechargeable and single use) have selfdischarge; another way of saying that if you fully charge
the battery and put it away in a drawer without using it,
it starts to lose that charge. Ni-Cds and NiMHs drop by
around 20% per month, while Li-Ions are down in the
5-10% range. In comparison, car batteries have a selfdischarge rate of 3-4%.
Some of the emerging technologies are lithium sulfur
(actually developed in 1994) which claims better energy
to weight ratio and a lower material cost than other current lithium batteries, thin film (a refinement of lithiumion) claiming a charge/discharge number in the order of
40,000 times along with higher charge/discharge rates,
nanowire batteries with lower mass than Ni-MH and a
thousand recharges, and paper thin flexible batteries.
For those of you into something a little larger, consider the one that Cerametec is testing “which contains a
chunk of solid sodium metal mated to a sulfur compound
by an extraordinary, paper-thin ceramic membrane. The
membrane conducts ions back and forth to generate a
current. The company claims that it can cram about 40
kilowatt hours of energy into a package about the size of
a refrigerator, and operate below 90 degrees Celsius. The
company also claims that their battery will allow for 3,650
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discharge/recharge cycles (or roughly 1 per day for one
decade.)” - from Wikipedia. That will certainly keep your
child’s cell phone going for as long as they can text or
talk.
Next month in Part 4
More battery stuff - charging the rechargeables.

QUOTE OF THE MONTH
A baby is God’s opinion that the world should go on.
			

Carl Sandburg

Give a thought about those of our acquaintances, friends
and neighbors who may not be as blessed as us, who may
not have family nearby or have any family at all. Reach
out and share our bounty with them. Just as important
as sharing our food is the sharing of our friendship; and
becoming a friend with someone is another way of sharing
the gospel.
While we Canadians up here in the northland have
already gotten a head start on the turkey and trimmings,
because our Thanksgiving was last month (in October),
I’m sure that we are all together in wishing each other a
good holiday; one both happy and safe.
Until next month,
VE1VQ

SWAP SHOP
List for free any items you wish to buy, sell,
trade, or give away.

IN THE DECEMBER NEWSLETTER...
CHARGING THE RECHARGEABLES PART 4 and,
CHRISTMAS THINGS

DI-DAH-DI-DAH-DIT

G

by Normon Rockwell - Freedom From Want

rowing up, some of us were lucky to have
traditional
family meals
at Thanksgiving,
Christmas and other
family occasions like
the one shown here.
Some of us were not,
but have been able to
start these traditions
once we were married,
borrowing the good
things from both sides
of our respective
families. These are
the things our children
and grandchildren
remember, as they move out to experience life on their
own, influencing them in the establishment of their
family values, in the years to come. And beyond them,
generations untold.
We have so much, so very much to be thankful for
on this Thanksgiving Day (and every day of the year!).
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