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Chapter  I

The Ear ly Days

Hi there,  my name is Alphie, and I  have great powers. I  can produce so

much power  that I  could easily cause much trouble for  my owner.  I

think that I  should tell this story from the very beginning.  I t was the

2001 Dayton Hamvention.  I  didn’ t exist yet, but K1QS kept returning

to the ETO Alpha booth.  His mind was churning and racing and doing

all kinds of strange things.  Finally, he asked Dick if he could get the

show pr ice if he ordered after  discussions with his XYL (I  have since

learned that xyl is wife).  Dick pondered a bit, his hand embracing his

chin, and finally agreed that that would work for  him.  He did,

however , indicate that there would be a wait of approximately six

months.  Well, as he had a Kenwood TL-922 at home, QS agreed and

had his name put on the waiting list.  See, I  still am not yet built; I ’m

still just a dream.  The months went by, slowly, slowly they crept along.

At the end of September  he was notified that construction on his new,

power ful linear  amplifier  had begun, and he should complete payment.

The quoted pr ice covered shipping and the auxiliary fan, used to cool

the power  supply, was included as a bonus.



I  was star ting to take shape, the chassis, the tube sockets, the blower  for

tube cooling, the transformer , and, of course, the pi network, along with

the diode needing clipping to make it possible for  use on the 24 and 28

mHz bands.  Oh, yes!  I  was taking shape, and was almost ready for

shipping.  I   was quite resplendent in my black wr inkle coat.  Of course,

before they could ship me, they had to check all of my components and

my performance.  I  was impressed by the thoroughness of their  QC.

They tuned me up on every band, making a notation of my settings for

each band.  I  was really going to be a “ warhorse”  when hooked up to a

decent antenna.

Suddenly, it felt like my hear t was being r ipped from my chassis.  Oh,

my goodness!  What is happening here?  They placed me, completely

surrounded by “ peanuts”  in a box.  I  cr ied, but no one heard.  I t was so

black in that box, that it matched my covers.  I  didn’ t know it at the

time, but my transformer  was set on a wood base and packed so as to

preclude any possibility of damage or  danger .  I  felt motion and I  was

turned upside down and thrown  down into what I  was to later  learn

was a truck.  There was a feeling of movement, and then more

movement into the belly of an aircraft.

I  was to feel all of those movements, and since none of them was much

different, I  won’ t repeat this over  and over .

For  me, the journey was almost over.  I  was delivered on October  16

(2001) to my new owner.  I  was worr ied, however, as the first thing he

did was take off my case. I  was very relieved by what followed. He put

my transformer  into its proper  position, and while he had the cover

removed, he clipped the diode enabling me to function on both the 24

and 28 mHz ham bands.  Gosh, that feels good!



He searched his room, finding NOT that which he sought.  He hastily

removed the special plug from another  amplifier  and attached it to the

end of my AC power  cable.  That felt good.  Now, he need only plug me

in and set the controls, which he did posthaste.  

His TS-940S proved more than adequate to power  me to full legal

output.  He tested me on all of the bands for  which he had antennae.  He

was at least smar t enough to note the settings for  each band, both SSB

and CW.  I  could feel the warmth as he tuned through the bands.  I

could tell that he was prepar ing me for  the CQWW SSB on the last full

weekend of the month.  Oh, I  won’ t even work up a sweat dur ing this

contest.  Maybe next month we’ ll (my owner  and I) give the QSK

function a workout dur ing the CQWW CW contest.  This is fun.

Across many months he tr ied me with different radios, a TS-850SAT,

and then, in November  of 2002, he orders an expensive radio, a FT-

1000MP Mark V field.  The radio, quite appropr iately, was delivered on

November  11, Veteran’s Day.  My owner  didn’ t open the box until

December  20.  There apparently was some psychology at work here.  I

didn’ t understand it, but now, I  had to adapt to a new radio.  Boy, this

new radio makes a ter r ific par tner .  We just hum along.



Chapter  I I

Loafing Along

Dur ing the ensuing months (years) everything was just fine.  I  knew

that he had bought spare GU-74B tubes, hoping he wouldn’ t need them,

and I  pretty much made it my mission to keep him from needing them.

I  won’ t bore you with the day to day operations.  They were all pretty

much the same, helping him to break pile-ups with one call.  This was so

much fun.  I t was incredible how much he had come to rely on me.  He

had such trust that he sold the Kenwood linear.  He did, however  hang

on to his old Dentron Clipper ton L  which he purchased in March of

1979, had managed to keep on pumping out RF.   But, he didn’ t play

around with that baby amp.  No, sir , by golly, he always chose me.   Oh,

I  was so proud.  I  completely agreed whenever  he said “ L ife is too shor t

for  QRP.”   This, I  think, is more a mission for  him and his radio

fr iends.  That’s why I  freaked out when in ear ly November , 2005, after

years of flawless operation; he tr ied water  cooling my tubes.  Oh, it was

ter r ible, and I  had no towel.  I  don’ t think he realized what was

happening.  Of course, it happened less than a month after  his four  year

warranty expired.  

I  felt a pain.  I t was a sharp pain.  Although I  didn’ t know it, several of

my components were instantaneously short circuited, and I  couldn’ t

produce any output.  Thanks, Mr. Ohm, for  the safeguards designed in

my circuits.  I  could warm up my tubes, but went into a fault state.

Now, there was additional pain caused by the abrupt removal of the



coax cables, both input and output.  I  was truly in pain, which increased

exponentially when he removed my AC plug from its socket.  He lifted

me from the desk and carr ied me to another  room where he deposited

me atop, what I  was later  to learn, a Singer  treadle sewing machine, and

there I  sat.  I t was many moons before I  was opened up.  I t was at this

time that my owner  star ted the trouble shooting.  After  looking inside

(kind of like a guy peer ing under the hood of a modern automobile) he e

mailed the tech support at Alpha.  “ Sounds like the fifteen ohm resistor

in the screen voltage circuit.”   Sure enough, that par t 

was blown.  He put  in another  resistor  only to watch it, too, go up in

smoke.   

One more resistor  tr ied and failed and he put the cover  back on, and

walked away.  I  was later  to learn that he was contemplating the “ Big

Hammer”  approach to repair .  



Here’s a photo of my owner  Walt, K1QS, and his wonder ful wife, Mickey.  Photo taken in

July, 2005, dur ing their  visit with fr iends  in England.



Chapter  I I I

The Cure

(or , Roger  to the rescue)

After  a cooling down per iod, he began to contemplate the next, best

move.  I  heard his wife (XYL in “ ham”  terms) tell him to send it back to

Alpha.  That approach would separate he from me, and it would also

separate him from an as yet unknown amount of money.  I  know that he

contemplated following that path.  Several days later , I  heard him

phone his long, long time fr iend Roger , N1RJ, who had previously done

much trouble shooting and repair  for  him for  fr iendship only.  This was

not acceptable to him, but he called Roger , begged his help, promising a

mere pittance remuneration, which will become known at this chapter ’s

end.



Roger and Walt enjoying the fabulous, most terrific breakfast
before heading off to the show.  These guys have known one
another for nigh’  on to fifty years.  Ham radio keeps them in

touch.

Step one; preliminary examination detects “ most of the semiconductors

in the screen regulator  circuit are history. I  think it would be prudent to

replace them all. I t will probably cost more for  shipping than for  the

par ts!”   (note: exclamation punctuation is Roger ’s contr ibution.)  There

was also a 47 ohm resistor  that required replacement.  Questions ar ise

concerning the screen regulator  circuit design.  Some modifications in

the circuit seem to be a sensible approach to repair .  This might result

in a minor  lower ing of my output in watts, but no one will ever  notice.

I  had my tube screens checked with a megger , and they seemed to be

OK.  The only way to be sure is to test them under  power .  Uh oh, bad

news, All the bad par ts were replaced, but when he fired me up, all the

screen regulator  components blew out, again.  Once again, they are

replaced and tested with the tubes removed.  I  was feeling quite

ambivalent, so all was well, but he is out of par ts.  Oh, here come a pair

of new tubes, but every thing blew again.  Roger  repor ts that he is out

of par ts and out of ideas.  Here I  sit, open and not working.  More par ts,

more possibilities.  Roger  is cer tainly patient.

Drat!  Everything is looking good. I  hope to soon be heading home and

hooking up with the field and chasing contacts.  Once again, the screen

supply goes up in smoke.  Now Roger  repor ts that I  must go home to

Colorado for  fur ther  service.  My owner  is so depressed.



Roger , admittedly a stubborn Swede, just had to have one more go at it.

I  tr ied very hard to help him with this attempt.  You’ve got to love a

guy that won’ t give up.  Suspecting a shor ted tube socket, I  won’ t tell

you all that he did nor  the words he uttered, loudly, but he shut off the

lights and applied the voltage.  I  responded with an arc inside the tube

socket.  Now he knew where to star t (over).  Not having worked with

sockets like mine, he sought a word or  two on the amp reflector .

Nothing came in from the net.  Meanwhile, noting that my sockets

seemed to resemble a sandwich which, after  careful perusal, he found

that it is indeed like a sandwich.  Upon opening the defunct tube socket,

he found that the screen bypass capacitor  is an annular  ceramic disc

that is coated on both sides.  I t was a warm fuzzy feeling when he gently

cleaned both of my sockets.  His is a tender  touch.  

Success!  No smoke!  Another  serving of high voltage FETs.  Installed,

screen voltage up to 352, but the odor  of burning components invaded

Roger ’s olfactory system.  He immediately shut me down. Too late! I

sacr ificed my sub-ohm dropping resistors.  Another  session asking why

on ear th Alpha designed this way.

  

Forward to Fr iday, January 26.  I  heard Roger  return from lunch with

the guys.  On his way home, he stopped and picked up five watt sub-

ohm resistors.  And this completed the repair  cycle.  All that was left to

do was pour  some RF to me and see how I  handled it.  I t was on the 80,

20, and 10 meter  bands where he put about 40 watts in, and I  was so

happy to be generating RF, that I  produced 1500 watts out on each

band.



Sunday morning, Roger  carr ies me to his car , and goes to meet my

owner  for  breakfast.  Well, I  mean to tell you it was a bit cold waiting in

the car  while they ate, drank hot coffee, and had a wonderful

conversation.  I  just wanted to head home.  Of course, after  they

finished breakfast (Walt bought) they settled up expenses.  Walt wrote

the check with the comment “ cheap at twice the pr ice.”   Two hundred

for  par ts and labor  means that he received about thir ty seven cents an

hour  for  his time.  That’s what we made when we first entered the

military.

At last, they finished solving the Wor ld’s problems and propagation

problems, all of that, and they finally transferred me to my owner ’s car

for  the shor t dr ive home (did I  mention that Walt bought?)  OH, yes,

you poor  substitute amplifier  (A Dentron Clipper ton L [ser ial

nimber304]) .  Get out of the way and let a real amplifier  show you how.

Yes, sir , I  can feel the electrons flying from that Yaesu field and

charging from me to the coax and on out to the big antenna.  1500 watts

makes one call for  VU7MY.  I t’s great to be home again, and it is really

great to have a fr iend like Roger .

While he didn’ t say it aloud, I  think Roger  will wreak havoc with Walt

should he try water  cooling again.  Meanwhile, I  will just sit here,

purr ing along.

The end




