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A FEW OPERATING EXPERIENCES  

 
From my work on the BOUNTY I learned a great deal. Much of this I should have known when I went on 

board. I received excellent instruction from the Radio College of Canada, Toronto. I had three of the finest 

instructors I have ever had. But without the six-month experience with an experienced operator, that so 

many foreign radio operators received, I had plenty to learn the hard way ï via trial and error. 

 

To say the late Captain Ellsworth T. Coggins was the finest Captain under whom I ever sailed would be an 

insult to so many who were just as good, but his patience made my learning process much easier, while I 

learned a trick or two from the BOUNTY. Since we sailed together I have often wished I could make 

another trip with him. I was most disappointed that BLUENOSE II was not fitted with a radio room. 

BLUENOSE II with call sign CYJZ is a replica of our famous schooner BLUENOSE that won so much 

fame from the international fishing schooner races during the 1920ôs. She is depicted on the back of the 

Canadian ten-cent piece. 

 

BLUENOSE II was launched early in 1963 right after we paid off from BOUNTY. She was fitted with 

radiotelephone only. Captain Coggins commanded BLUENOSE II. He was in command until Olandôs 

Brewery, who had built her to advertise their brand of schooner beer sold her to the Nova Scotia 

government. Some of the crew from BOUNTY made up part of the first crew in BLUENOSE II. 

 

The efficient operation of radio equipment requires a good electrical connection with the earthôs surface 

and BOUNTYôs wooden hull made this very clear. All of her electronic equipment was leased from the 

Radio Corporation of America. If I remember correctly, this rental was four hundred fifty dollars per 

month. The electronic equipment was the latest tube type; the transistor was just starting to make an 

appearance. BOUNTY had a main medium frequency transmitter, a high frequency transmitter, and two 

general coverage receivers, from the RCA 5U Console. A small two megahertz radiotelephone of around 

fifty watts output, and all of this equipment was installed in my cabin with my bunk, locker, desk or shelf 

for operating, bookcase, and shelf with this equipment secured to same; one of the most convenient stations 

I have ever operated. 

 



 
Radio Corporation of America 

 

Main Transmitter 

350-515 KCS 

A1 or A2 Emission 

250 watts output 

Mains Operated 

 

Main Receiver 

85-560 KCS 



1.9-25 MCS 

Superheterodyne 

Mains Operated 

 

High Frequency Transmitter 

2-24 MCS (Xtal Controlled) 

A1 Emission 

300 watts Output 

Mains Operated 

 

Emergency Transmitter 

410-500 KCS 

A2 Emission 

40 watts output 

12 volt battery power supply 

 

Emergency Receiver 

14-650 KCS 

Regenerative 

Mains or battery operation 

 

The chart room had a Loran receiver, small ten-inch radar, and a small Bendix direction finder. The radar 

antenna was mounted up on the foremast with plug-in connectors so that it could be removed easily. This 

was required so that the radar antenna would not appear in any of the film while making the movie Mutiny 

on the Bounty. For the same reason the loop antenna of the direction finder was mounted on top of this unit 

in the chart room. Therefore, the direction finder never worked as designed, but made an excellent 

broadcast receiver.  

 

One of the RCA technicians and I tried to lessen the electrical grounding problem. BOUNTY had a sheet of 

copper attached to the outside of her bottom for this purpose, with a bolt running through her bottom to the 

bilge. We replaced the copper strapping running to the radio equipment from this bolt with some much 

larger. This would decrease the electrical resistance to electrical ground, and was all we could accomplish 

in that area. The company officials insisted that her main aerial had to be cap-tarred in order to protect the 

seamen working aloft on her sails. BOUNTYôs first antenna was a long piece of electrical welding cable, 

the stuff that runs from the welder out to the clamp holding the welding rod. This of course is cap-tarred, 

but horrible stuff for an aerial because the actual wire inside is multiple-strands of fine copper resembling 

horsehair. It worked, but salt water did awesome things to it. When salt water struck those fine wires, they 

turned the many shades of the rainbow, and many more shades of their own. In other words, this was 

corrosion and a high resistance to electricity. This main aerial entered the radio room via a large feed-

through insulator. The inside connection was above the operating desk. The outside connection was up 

above the after-channel on her starboard side. The channel is the proper term for the large piece of wood on 

the side of a sailing shipôs hull. These channels give the shrouds a wider spread. Naturally to keep my 

relationship with BOUNTYôs Chief Officer, Captain Ralph Hemphill in proper perspective I insisted on 

calling these the running boards. And he of course insisted I use the proper term. I never think of Captain 

Hemphill but my big toes ache. As BOUNTYôs Chief Officer he naturally had the four to eight watches. 

And the BOUNTY had air-conditioning but such a small unit it was of little use. Especially in the tropics 

and warmer weather sleeping with anything over you was a bit warm. When it was time to get up in the 

morning my feet were normally out at the foot of my bunk and Ralph would tie a small piece of line to the 

radio room door with a slipknot in the other end and drop this over my big toes. He would then grab me and 

yell ñSparksò. Naturally I would jump nearly out of my bunk and own hide for that matter. It is a wonder I 

did not pull one of those toes out at the roots, but all in fun and a pleasure at this date to remember his 

laughing so hard. 

 



 
London News Agency Photos Limited 

  This is the Canadian replica of HMS BOUNTY entering the Tower of London Bridge September 1962. 

 

For Captain Hemphillôs benefit I will use the proper term. Every so often I had to climb over the bulwarks 

and get down on this channel. I then removed a foot or so of the main aerial to get rid of this corrosion. 

Captain Coggins got a new aerial for the station just prior to crossing the Atlantic. Where he found it, I 

never dared to ask. It was proper shipôs antenna wire, the seven strand heavy copper, but cap-tarred. This 

further improved the efficiency of the station. Now all possible had been done in the way of improvements 

so I had no reason to complain. BOUNTYôs main aerial was the standard inverted L or Marconi 

configuration. It ran from the insulator above the channel to the top of the mizzenmast then over to the top 

of the main mast. I can see it in the movie a number of times, and in every photograph I have ever seen of 

the BOUNTY. In addition to the main aerial, there were two more. A long vertical wire of welding cable 

ran from a small feed-through insulator on the opposite or port side of the ship to the top of the 

mizzenmast. This we called the receiving aerial. I had a small knife-switch for this on the bulkhead 

separating the radio room from the chart room next door in order to use this on the main receivers. I rarely 

used this and left it connected to the Loran receiver in the chart room. The third aerial we called the 

radiotelephone antenna, mainly because this is where we found the radiotelephone worked best. I could use 

this as the main stationôs emergency antenna via the large main knife switch mounted on the radio room 

deck head just above the main feed-through insulator. This was another Marconi or inverted L arrangement 

that ran up and across from the mizzen to the main mast, crossing at the main yard. 

 



 
C. E. Young 

This is the Canadian replica of HMS BOUNTY off Lunenburg, Nova Scotia on sea trials from her builderôs 

yard; Smith and Rhuland, Lunenburg. 

 



                                        
                                                Radio Officer S. G. Roscoe 

                                 This is the Medium Frequency or Main Transmitter in BOUNTY. 

 



 
Joan Roscoe 

This is Radio Officer Spud Roscoe in the Radio Room HMS BOUNTY adjusting the lower of the two main 

receivers. The unit on top of the two receivers is the 2-mHz radiotelephone. The medium frequency CW 

transmitter is to the left and the high frequency CW transmitter was to the right out of this photograph. 

 



 
Joan Roscoe 

This is Radio Officer Spud Roscoe in the Radio Room HMS BOUNTY transmitting a message. The main 

or medium frequency CW transmitter is to his right. 

 



 
Joan Roscoe 

This is Radio Officer Spud Roscoe operating the Collins KWM-1 Amateur Radio Station VE0MO in the 

Radio Room of HMS BOUNTY. This was just to the left of the main operating position. Note the main 

power supply to the RCA main station down on the left in this photograph. 

 



 
S. G. ñSpudò Roscoe VE1AGN 

These are some of the many QSL Cards received from the many Amateur Radio Operators contacted with 

station VE0MO in BOUNTY. These are posted around the head of the Radio Officerôs bunk in the Radio 

Room of HMS BOUNTY. 

 

To give some indication of just how my signal behaved, I made up an ordinary pig tail lamp, an ordinary 

household light socket with the two pieces of wire hanging from it for a short distance. In this I placed a 

regular one hundred-watt bulb. Then I hooked this in series with the main antenna, actually using it as a 

short piece of transmission line. When I keyed the transmitter while BOUNTY was on an even keel you 

could hardly see in the radio room, this light was so bright. The copper plate on BOUNTYôs bottom would 

be down in the water as far as she could place it. As BOUNTY rolled over in a sea and brought this copper 

plate towards the surface of the water, this lamp would get progressively dim, and would reach a point 

where no sign of light showed on the bulb filament. Therefore, my signal varied in strength in direct 

relation to BOUNTYôs hull lifting and lowering through the water. I can visualize the signal I was 

transmitting, but would dearly like to hear a recording of it, especially one made while we were in a fairly 

heavy sea or swell.  

 

Knowing this I became rather intrigued with exactly what was being loaded, absorbed, or reflected, from 

topside. I had with me a small homemade RF ï radio frequency ï meter. This was better than most such 

meters. Most are nothing more than a tin can with a neon bulb and the degree of brightness of the light or 

bulb will indicate the strength of the RF field the meter is measuring. This one was a deluxe model in that it 

contained an actual RF meter that I could adjust for the level or reading I wanted, thanks to Frank Milton, 

W6BZN Supervisor of the Sound Department of Metro Goldwyn Mayer at Culver City, California. Frankôs 

name appears on the sub-titles of most MGM movies filmed at the time, shortly after the Lion has finished 

growling. 

 



With the help of two off-duty seamen, one to key the transmitter and the other to relay my instructions, I 

went for a look. With this R.F. meter held about six inches from the main antenna, I adjusted it for a 

reading of sixty on the scale and then went about the ship taking care not to move this setting. The stays 

and shrouds supporting the masts were steel cables coated in hemp rope to look like the lines on the 

original BOUNTY. I was loading everything on the ship even the forward stay coming down to the 

bowsprit gave the identical reading to the main antenna. 

 

What was it my superb basic electronics instructor, Mr. Spence G. Smith, at R.C.C. said? ñThere are no 

good conductors or insulators. The difference is in the degree of permeability.ò What he said, and what I 

am trying to describe, is that when I keyed my transmitter on BOUNTY, the material that resembled a 

conductor became an antenna, and the rest of it was a fairly poor insulator. 

 

Only once did this fact scare me. Over a meal one day, Captain Coggins stated that the radar was likely not 

working well, because some of the seamen had complained of an electric shock while working aloft. For 

once I kept my big mouth shut and let the radar take the blame for what was most certainly my keying one 

of the transmitters. Therefore, I kept things down to a minimum. If this persisted and the real fault became 

known, that would definitely terminate my Amateur Radio Station VE0MO, and would limit my 

transmitting to a short daily position message of ten or fifteen words while the seamen stayed clear of the 

rigging. I heard nothing more of this and went back to a full routine a few days later. 

 

The only operating problem I had in BOUNTY was trying to get rid of our daily position reports while off 

the West Coast of Mexico. As stated, the static is the highest level in that area of anywhere around the 

world. It is so strong on 500 kHz one has the feeling one could get out and walk on it. The cause of this 

static is the natural heat lightning over the various hills on land. Therefore, this is the bad portion of the 

good ï the colourful flashes of lightning at night, especially over the hills along the West Coast of Mexico. 

This meant 500 kHz was out of the question. In order to contact an American station I had to use a high 

frequency. Mr. Stroud, our excellent code and operating instructor at R.C.C. Toronto, had given each of us 

a copy of the British publication ñHandbook for Radio Operatorsò. We used this for our operating 

instruction, and I naturally carried mine aboard BOUNTY. Not wanting an infraction report and I have yet 

to receive one, I operated via this book to the letter. If I remember correctly the procedure for calling on the 

high frequencies in this manual stated we could send the call sign of the calling station as many as thirteen 

times. Then we had to identify with our call sign three times, send the last three digits of our working 

frequency and the letter K, the invitation to transmit. We were allowed to do this twice and then had to wait 

for two minutes before repeating. We were permitted three repetitions of this and if no answer, were to 

terminate. Since I did not catch one of these stations on so few calls, needless to say I was getting nowhere. 

After a few days of not being able to report our position, I decided something had to be done to improve 

this performance or else it would be to everyoneôs benefit for me to report to Louis Belliveau, BOUNTYôs 

excellent cook, and have him put me to work washing dishes. My transmitter was putting out maximum 

smoke, such as it was, so the only thing left for me to do was to get a receiver on the calling frequencies 

and find out how the old timers made contact. It was quite a lesson. As near as I could tell they kept tapping 

the calling stationôs call sign until that station lifted his calling tape or marker transmission, and gave them 

a DE ï who are you or from? Then they were in business. I closed my handbook, threw it up on a shelf in 

the bookcase, grabbed that old RCA telegraph hand key in earnest, and have never looked back. 

 

If you let plain old common sense be your guide, all will go well. When radio operators got together in one 

way or another, infraction reports were a topic of discussion on occasion. Rod Sheppherd, a British 

operator told me he got caught in a political incident over them one time. I believe he said it was the 

Portuguese who, at the time, were out to get British operators and were picking them up on any infraction 

they could. Bill Kerwin claims he got one for transmitting KPH (San Francisco) eighty-five times while in 

the South Pacific. When I asked him what he did about it, he said he framed it, because anyone with 

nothing more to do than count the number of times he called KPH deserved some respect. So a routine 

breach of regulations is not as serious as I had feared during my first months in BOUNTY. Naturally the 

fraudulent transmission of a distress signal would have gotten you shot on sight, and so it should, but the 

infraction reports were based on common sense. 

 



No one, especially a former student at Radio College of Canada, can record any of the history of 

communications in this country without a brief description of the late Ted Stroud, the operating and 

telegraph instructor at this institution. He was truly a legend in his own time, and about the only thing he 

can be compared with is one of these modern automatic code transmitting machines. He seemed to be 

programmed for various speeds, and transmitted perfect code at any speed desired. One of the first 

questions former students of his ask each other is whether or not they ever heard him make a mistake. No 

one to my knowledge ever did and this goes way back to the earliest portion of his career, because the 

oldest former student of his I have met was a student during World War II. 

 

The only complaint I could find with my instruction at Radio College of Canada was the fact we were not 

given a weekly transmitting test. We did have a weekly receiving test and I made one hundred percent on 

everyone we had. Al Johnson, a former naval operator who was in the Navy with me, would have done as 

well except we were kicking each other under the table one time and that caused him to miss a few letters. 

He got ninety-eight on that test, but a perfect score on all the others. I have always found receiving code 

very easy, to the point the Navy moved me ahead one class during the first weeks of our training. I knew 

nothing of the code when I joined the Navy, but in our branch we did no transmitting. One of the few times 

I ever touched a key was when I wrote my second-class certificate exams and I had been told by several I 

felt should know that anyone who could receive code could also transmit code. The Navy had measured my 

receiving speed at forty-five words per minute in five letter groups just previous to this, so the twenty 

words per minute on the second-class certificate exam was so easy it bordered on boredom. The Radio 

Inspector who examined me was so impressed with the neat printing I gave him on the receiving he paid 

little attention to the transmitting. Any transmitting I had done in the Navy, both on their equipment and the 

Amateur Radio Club Stations had been via radiotelephone. The first telegraph contact I made was the first 

message I sent from BOUNTY. Whoever gave me the QSL ï acknowledgement for receipt ï for that 

message deserves a medal of the highest order. Adding to everything else, I was not in the best shape from 

a rip roaring bon voyage party just before we departed. Since then I have been trying to improve my 

transmitting, but am convinced until the very end I will be trying to figure out why I can copy so well, and 

send so poorly. Over the years I have found that in many cases the poorest senders can receive better than 

the good senders and for sometime I felt that those who sent good code were so impressed with themselves, 

they had no time for copying anything but the best code. This could be true in some cases, but no one has 

the magic formula for the making of a good telegraphist. Copying code from one of those automatic 

machines bores me to the point of falling asleep. Give me a swing or signature in the code any day, 

something to keep my interest up, and this is likely the reason I send so poorly. I like a swing so try and 

send one. I am very nervous and no doubt the average rock has more rhythm in it than there is in me. I have 

never had any trouble in sending messages so it is not that serious, and the best claim they are not happy 

with their code. But a good swing in the code from the twang of one of those old RCA transmitters will 

move me to homesickness every time. 

 

The most stupid mistake I ever made was when we were bound for Tenerife in the Canary Islands. Captain 

Coggins was the only officer who had been there, and if I understood him correctly, he was not certain we 

would get ashore. Apparently there had been a political incident taking place while he was there. They 

could not go ashore to the point they could not get their own lines in. There was also some question as to 

whether the Spanish Flag would be the proper flag to fly while there. From my naval experience I felt that 

if you had a message you chose the proper frequency and sent it to the station nearest to the addressee. I 

still operate this way and could fill these pages with experiences on that subject. At the time, Radio Station 

EAT on Tenerife had medium frequency only. After many calls, including assistance from a British ship 

near EAT, I had no contact. Whatever prompted me to try and ascertain whether or not Madrid Radio EAD 

had telegraph service to the island is beyond me. But the circumstances surrounding our arrival, as we then 

knew them must have influenced me. I should have sent the message to EAD and let them figure out how it 

went from there. So, I went through the Q Code trying to find the code that would supply this answer. I 

compounded this mistake by not using QSO? ï Can you communicate with? For some reason I chose QSP? 

ï Can you relay free of charge? I had no sooner sent QSP? Then it hit me like a ton of bricks that the 

operator receiving would think I wanted free service between him and Tenerife. As these things go, I had 

contacted an operator as stupid as I was. Instead of acknowledging my request and giving me QSJ ï the 

charges for ï to send this message on to our office at Tenerife, he threw the switches on me and went back 

to sleep. 



 

I gave some thought to Cadiz Radio EAC, but went back to EAT in the end. It took close to fourteen hours 

to see that message over the side. When we docked at Tennerife we received the royal treatment. A 

fantastic island that I would like to see again, but this experience taught me that it is possible to contact 

station EAD Madrid, something I have not been able to do since. I have not put much effort in that 

direction, because on my next attempt in contacting this station I learned something that became my route 

from then on. 

 

Several years after this many of the crewmembers I was sailing with were living all over the place. Chief 

Engineer Joe Mano, mentioned on these pages, was living in Florida. 2
nd

 Officer Bruce Stirrat was living in 

Jamaica, and so on. Bruce joined the Canadian Coast Guard a few years after this and was Commanding 

Officer of at least two of their vessels. Back then we were at sea a lot so our families lived wherever they 

chose. Because of the speed of the modern aircraft, it would not take long to reach them when we were on 

leave. 

 

At the time I again tried to contact EAD Madrid I was relieving Ian Dodd in the GYPSUM QUEEN. A 

shipôs radio room should have been operated the way the British operated them. They were fitted with all 

the books, catalogues, parts, etc. necessary to obtain nothing but the best with the station. Ianôs station was 

in top shape, including a lengthy letter describing the past history of each piece of equipment and what I 

could expect from each. Little notes were pinned up giving the frequencies, times of traffic lists, and so on, 

of the majority of the stations contacted during the various voyages. It was a real pleasure to operate such a 

station. 

 

                    
                      Captain O.K .Langdon 

                                    SS GYPSUM QUEEN with international call sign GHYY 

 

The late Captain J. A. Blinn, VE1SZ was master of GYPSUM QUEEN, and the late Jan Starkel was Chief 

Engineer. Jan was living at the tourist Mecca of Mallorca, Spain, and one morning he gave me the usual 

birthday or anniversary greeting for his wife. One of the few pieces of paper-war we did not have to fight in 

the Gypsum fleet was the Portage Bill, which included the crewôs wages. The Captains did this. The normal 

procedure in handling a message for the crew was to transmit same, type up the necessary copies including 

one for the Captainôs file and indicate the charges for same. This had to be done in British Sterling then 

converted to American Dollars, the currency we were using in the ship. I also gave the Captain a small 

receipt in order for him to place same with the Portage Bill to remind him to deduct the charges from the 

crewmembers wage on his next pay day. In other words, all I had to do was send the message and the 

Captain collected the money involved. 

 

I no longer remember our exact position at the time, and the only point I could give to describe our general 

position with any degree of accuracy would be Florida. We were likely just north of Florida. After I 

cleaned up my routine work in the radio room, I decided to transmit Janôs message and tried to do so via 

EAD Madrid. After a number of calls my common sense, such as it is, told me I was wasting my time. It 



must be siesta time in Madrid. I had worked out the charges via EAD Madrid and decided to compare it 

with Portishead, England, GKB. Just as I finished this Captain Blinn walked into the radio room with 

nothing better to do at the moment, and asked me what I was doing besides creating interference. I replied 

that I was creating interference and trying to wish the Chiefôs wife a happy birthday, or whatever it was and 

was having no luck shaking Madridôs operator awake. He would have to sail past the Madrid station in 

order for me to throw a rock through the window and wake him up. But since that was impossible I decided 

to see what it would cost to go through Portishead and showed him my figures for the difference in charges 

that were very little. If I remember correctly something less than ten cents American, which is the reason I 

used mainly Portishead after that. My transmitter was idling away in the corner, and I swung down or up 

from EAD Madrid to Portishead GKB while I was telling him this. GKB was the same signal strength, on 

the same band, likely twelve-megahertz, as EAD. In a few seconds I was listening to GKB answer ships. I 

noted a few of the calls so that I would know when my turn was coming up after we had established 

communications. 

 

Many operators did not like working the larger stations, but I looked forward to some message traffic with 

them for the challenge if nothing else. For this reason I said to Captain Blinn that I would bet him twenty-

five cents I could have an acknowledgement for my call, not the message, in less than three minutes. He 

said, ñMake that twenty-five dollars and Iôll have the Bosun chop down your antenna and weôll see how 

well you doò. And with that he went away laughing. 

 

I started my call at thirty minutes after the hour, whatever it was, and by thirty-three minutes after was 

sitting on the working frequency with the high voltage switched off on the transmitter, and a QRY36 ï your 

turn is number thirty-six ï in hand. At six minutes past the next hour I had a QSL ï acknowledgement for 

receipt for Janôs telegram. Not a bad piece of work for thirty-six minutes and I likely had a friendly little 

comment on the weather or something to go with it. No matter how busy they were at that station, I always 

came away thinking they really cared about how we were doing at sea. 

 

At the next mealtime I walked into the officerôs dining saloon to find Chief Starkel and Captain Blinn the 

only officers at the table. When I sat down at the table and was glancing over the menu to make my choice 

of ñmarinated gainesburgerò or whatever ñthe blacksmiths in the galleyò were preparing for that meal, the 

Chief terminated whatever it was he and the Captain were discussing. He glanced over to me and said, ñDid 

you send my message, Sparksò?  I replied, ñYes, no problem Chief, it went out about an hour agoò, or 

whatever the time factor was. At that he said, ñThank you very muchò and carried on eating.  

 

No matter how hard he tried, Captain Blinn could never pass up the opportunity for a little good-natured 

fun, and he spoke up and said, ñHe sent it okay, Chief, but sent it to England and said you should be living 

thereò. At that the Chief quit eating and said, ñIs that rightò?  I said, ñYes it is, Chief, because the Captain 

refused to sail past Madrid in order for me to wake up their operatorò. At that the Chief asked the inevitable 

question, ñDoes it cost very much that way?ò Naturally, to keep things going I replied, ñOh yes, it costs a 

bundleò. That did it the Chief dropped his eating tools and just stared at me. Captain Blinn, laughing at the 

other end of the table, wasnôt any help. 

 

The Chiefôs wife would have been keeping a close watch of every penny that came in and went out. Money 

would be the only excuse for tolerating such an existence. We were away from home so much of the time. 

It would be in order to blow a dollar or two on such a telegram, but anything in excess would mean a 

portion of the next leave would be spent in explaining such extravagance. In other words, the fun and 

games were over. So I explained my reason for sending his telegram as I had, stressing the little cost 

difference and that the Portishead operators were the worlds finest and would give his telegram the best of 

care. I probably overdid my excuse to the point that from that day the Chief insisted all his telegrams were 

to go the same route. Since then I made a quick comparison with the charges involved. If I remember 

correctly all of my messages for Europe went via Portishead Radio. After my explanation and the Chief 

knew the facts we had a good laugh and dug into our ñgainesburgersò. 

 

Captain Coggins came into Charlottetown while I was sailing in the Coast Guard Ship TUPPER and we 

had him up to our home for a meal. This gave us time to swap a few yarns although any connected to my 

experiences are definitely no competition for the poorest of his. He had some fantastic experiences after 



leaving BLUENOSE II alone. He came away from World War II a Lieutenant Commander in the Royal 

Canadian Navy. Via our conversation during this meal he related a story that is well worth repeating here. 

 

During the first years of his command in BLUENOSE II one of his engineers was Ted Weeks who was 

Amateur Radio Operator VE1AGM. While Ted was with him, he operated Amateur Station VE0MY in 

BLUENOSE II. Marsh Pysar and I were operating at Yellowknife Aeradio, Yellowknife, North West 

Territories, at the time. Marsh had made contact with Ted several times via his station VE8BB. 

 

                           
                               Nova Scotia Government 

                                          BLUENOSE II with international call sign CYJZ 

 



                      
                         Nova Scotia Government 

                                                                BLUENOSE II  

 




