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Solder to Talk

Imported radios? Single sideband?
Solid-state rigs? Bah! Real hams
don't even need a mike button!

By Eric P. Nichols KL7AJ
PO Box 0
North Pole, AK 89705

sifted through the Suturday mail and
I funnd his QSL card. It was vne of those

photo QSLs that depict a ham shack in
~all its Jdisurray (I never knew why any ham
would want to make public his slovenly
habits). Emblazoned in red ink under the call
sign ALTLL was the signature, “"Sam Kyriss,
the Ham Virws.,” [ vaguely remembered the
QS0 from many months betora. T had run
across a strong carrier on the 73-meter band
and had thought that yet another brouwdcast
station had encroached upon my precious
bund. Upon further investigation, however, |
wils ainuzed to find that the carrier was ema-
nating from a legitimate Amateur Radio sta-
tton. | had never used the AM position on my
iransceiver, but 1 thought 1'd give it a try. |
mave ALTLL, ashout and he came right hack.

“You gotta back down on that RF gain
there, old man. Drop it down to a hundred
mils ur s0.”

How in the world does that guy even know
what rig I'm using, mmuch less to tell me how
much plate current | should be drawing? |
thought 1o myself. | was so taken aback that
immediately complied. ALTLL came hack
dgain.

“Now you're sounding almaost Tike u real
AM station, OM. Name here is Samn. (o
ahead!”

We exchanged all the typical drivel. and
then he procveeded with adialog of High-Level
AM and how modern “riceboxes” didn’t cat
the roustacd in the reat world. He gave a com-
plete rundown of every defect each modern
rig exhibited when it was used to try o “do
AM.” He had correctly identified make and
maxlel of my transceiver. Yes. the QSO wus
now clearly recalled. [ flipped over the QSL
card, und on the back was a friendly note with
an invitation for me to visit bis shuck “to see
how AM was supposed to he done.” The
address wasn't far away. and | had a few
errands to do in that part of town anyway, so
Thad little to lose indropping in on this unique
personage.

Flux, Fumes and Fustian

Shack was an apt ferm, Sam'’s place was a
tiny, yellowish-gray clapboard atfair, set back
ina jungle of unmowed grass, hoohy trapped
with old bicyeles and lengths of hidden an-
tenna wire. I knocked on the door und a big.
hald, heurded head appeared. | handed the
feltow his QSL card, and said that | was
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taking him up on his offer. He |ooked at his
card as 11 it were an invitation to an exclusive
country club, and handed it back to me.

“Cilad you could make it.” he said, and he
opened the door fucther 1o aliow my entry.
“The X YL is gone for the afternoon, ot [ mis-
placed her around here someplace,™

Sam led me through the kitchen, where
unwashed dishes were balanced in four-foot
teetering columns, We exited the rear kitchen
Jdoorand made cur way aeross aconerete patio
that looked as though it had been shelled with
maortar fire; it was full of cracks and holes. |
was struck Jdumb upon entering his garage.
Around the enitre perimeter was a continuous
hench. vovered with radio gear bearing names
amd madel numbers I'd never hewrd of, none
at which sounded even remotely Japanese. A
high-pitched whistle emanated from three
six-font equipment racks in the center of the
floor, reminiseent of a4 small gas turbine at
idle. An odor that secmed to be a cross bhe-
tween BO and burnt insulation permeated the
atmosphere of the garage.

One small area of the bench was oddly
clear of rubble, starkly contrasting with the
50 or su linear feet of equipment-sirewn ply-
woud surface, In the center of the odd clear-
ing, a hole was drilied through the countertop.
Two No. i0insulated wires protruded upward
through the hole about 10 inches, Each wire
was stripped about an inch from the end, To
the left of the wires sat a three-pound coffee
can filled to the brim with paste flux. To the
vight of the wires. in a ¢rude homemade
holder, rested a monstrous old-fuskioned sal-
dering iron. the business end of which
weighed three pounds it it weighed an ounce,

“lLet’s make a contact!” Sam threatened.
He made his way over to the bench where the
soldering iron rested, donned insulated
gloves, grabhed the tron and plunged it right
up to the hilt in the can of {lux. A veritable
Vesuvius of acrid smoke belched out of the
coffee can, Sam inhaled deeply and ex-
vlaimed, “Aaaxhhhhh, the smell of cadio!™

The Big Broadcast

[ watched in horror as he twisted the two
wires together, and several loud “elacks” re-

sounded from several locations around the

garage. He then ceremoniously soldered the
two wires together. The gas turbine sound
now resembled an K-111A at takeoft, He
ambled across the garage toward one of the

boat anchors, grubbed an ancientcarbon mike
and rapped it several times on the edge of the
bench, He then proceeded to call CQ for 10
minutes straight, finally ending in his call
sign. Then he walked over to the racks in the
middle of the floor and warmed his hands in
front of a couple of huge glass tubes whose
plates were now orange with agony. He re-
furned to the mystery wires und uasotdered
them with the same flaie, vnce again filling
the air with loud “clacks.” He sauntered to
another location on the bench and tuned
around on a receiver. listening for a response,
Much 10 my wmazement, a strong carcier
appeared. und when Sam fine tuned to 11, 1
heurd what sounded like someone rapping a
mike on the edge of a tabletop. The speaker
came to life.

“ALTLL, this is KL7GKY. How are vou
doing, vou old bag of BS?”

"GRY continued with i 20-minute dia-
tribe, dutitully pausing at the haltway mark
tor a station break, and then turned it over to
Suw. The carrier from "GKY's transmitter
vontinued for the better part of a minute atter
he suid “over,” and 1 surmised that Jack was
pertorming the same sort of ritual as Sam had
done. Sam plunged the ron into the flux once
more., and replenished the clond of Hux fumes
that hung in the atmosphere like 4 smoggy
day in Burbank, He resoldered the wires
together, und began another “transmission.”
which could be more aptly described as o
broadcasl. The garape was now uncomfort-
ubly wurm and [ noticed that the plates of the
tubes 10 the “afterburner” were now glowing
just short of the color biug.

After a few of these interminable ex-
vhanges, Sam asked if 1'd like to operate
some. He handed me his weupon with a
viguely sinister chuckle and said, *"I'he first
one is always free!” Trembling, 1 took hold of
the iron, twisted the wires together with a
aloved hand, plunged the iron into the can ot
flux, und watched as the plume of smoke arose
to the celling of the garage. Sam was rubbing
his hands together pleefully us I inbaled
deeply. “Aaaahhhh. the smell of radio!™

The wuthor 18 indebted to Sam Kvriss, ALTLL,
virrently living in Texas, his real-fife Flmer, who
taught him much chowt old-time Amatenwr Radio
ard mobile HE operating. Sam helped in the prepa-
retvion ef this story and continres o inspire younger
henns. [V o




