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IN THIS ISSUE 

Home made 16ó truss  

Dobsonian telescope.  Stands 

over 2m tall in its base. 

Meade mirrors recently 

 resilvered. 

Revelation 2 speed focuser 

Fabulous light bucket of a 

scope!! 

£500 Collected from Salisbury 

David G4YVM 
 

Racal Dana 9912 VHF frequency 

counter free to a good home or 

donation to club funds 

also G4YVM 

The EDITORS DESK 

Please send all your News, Reports and 

Articles to 

aracnews@ntlworld.com 
  Microsoft Word is the preferred 

format if possible 

Thanks -Tony GØOMD 

The Arac annual dinner was 

again held at The Wyke Down 

Country Pub in Picket Piece - a 

good time was had by all as the 

following pictures show.... 

 

The Magazine of the Andover Radio Amateur Club 

FOR SALE etc 

Photos by Tom Moore-Morton 

mailto:aracnews@ntlworld.com
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By David ñwrong wayò 

Perry, G4YVM*  
 

On the evening of October 6th 

there was a very good talk by 

Steve Appleyard on ñMy Life 

as a Radio Officerò, a subject I 

find endlessly fascinating and 

very much wanted to hear.  In 

fact I had the evening sorted, 

supper was done for my Be-

loved, the house was clean, my 

daily work completed.  All that 

remained was for me to walk 

to dogs and feed them -  easily 

done by 6pm or so, then I 

could have a final cuppa and 

make my way leisurely to 

club!  Easy! 

 

Now, my dogs usually get 

taken to the Plain, or to Figs-

bury Rings perhaps or some-

times to a field out Cholderton 

way.  Rarely, yet occasionally, 

I take them to Grovelly Woods 

-  an interesting place for 

them, full of smells and logs 

and things to run through.  To-

night, for whatever reason, it 

was Grovelly.  No one knew.  

I left no note or ATC message, 

I carried no phone or handheld 

and even my usually faithful 

KX1 was left in itôs case: just 

me and the dogs.  What could 

possibly go wrong? 

 

Well, I started out walking, 
setting a brisk pace (an un-
usual event as it happens !)  
the dogs running about 
three times as far as they 
rush around in circles and 

loops, first ahead then be-
hind.   The track into Grovelly 
is metalled, but soon be-
comes just muddy and bifur-
cates many times, as I 
walked so I meandered, not 
really thinking about direc-
tion , one good turn deserv-
ing  another.   And so it went 
on.   I retained a reasonable 
notion of where the car was, 
but lost any situational 
awareness of where I was.  I 
also failed completely to re-
main aware of my speed over 
the ground.  So, no heading, 
no groundspeed.  Yikes! 
Rookie error!! 
 
Eventually, when we were all 
thinking of home I thought, 
ah! Just down that hill  to my 
left lies my car, so I plotted 
my course through the 
woods...however, the woods 
still never ended and I still 
never found better light.  I 
wasnôt exactly nervous be-
cause I was sure that ñjust 
down that slope to my left lies 
my carò.  As it happens I was 
right - it just lay further down 
than I thought! 
 
I left the main track and en-
tered the woods where the 
tracks were well worn and the 
light filtering through was 
nice; really, a very pleasant 
walk.  After a few more turns 
however I began to notice 
that the paths were more and 
more frequently bestraddled 
by twigs and vines and so on; 
no tractor or vehicle had 
been this way in weeks or 

months.  Furthermore, the 
light was darker - evening 
was on its way, the canopy 
thicker and, more worryingly, 
the woodland had no edge 
that I could discern.  Pushing 
such concerns into the cor-
ners of my common sense I 
plunged onward, one more 
turn and Iôd find the edge, I 
thought.  One more turn.  
One more. 
    
I really needed to find a way 
out of the wood, I needed an 
edge and sunlight and I 
needed to find my car, so 
when, after while I could see 
the sun on a ploughed field I 
made my way up a slope to 
the open air.  I expected to 
see Salisbury, a few recog-
nisable sights and get a fix.  
Itôs only Grovelly! 
 
In fact I could see nothing 
that I recognised except the 
fast sinking sun!  No roads, 
no houses, no spire, nothing!  
Nothing but more fields and 
hedges and fences.  It was 
around now that I wished Iôd 
had a couple of magnetised 
boy scouts with me!  Or at 
least my phone with itôs 21st 
century equivalent of sextant 
and chronometer!  I made 
my way across a ploughed 
field to another brow...still no 
recognition but, far more 
worryingly given the shorten-
ing days, still no roads or 
tracks either...just more 
farmland.  Trudging to the 
brow of what looked like an 
earth work I looked down 

Whither the Chairman Tonight 

Or Why I missed a really good talk 



nately, as this wonderful cy-
cle of self-oscillation runs itôs 
course anything - and I 
mean anything -  caught in 
itôs path is, shall we say, 
downtrodden.  And of 
course, Muggins here, was 
in its path.  I must say at this 
point that my dogs exhibited 
what I shall interpret as intel-
ligence.  They were miles 
away on the other side of a 
fence.  Thanks, dogs. 
 
Ultimately Muggins and 
cows met the fence that 
would end this misery; three 
strands of pristine barbed 
wire, the lowest strand I fig-
ured just far enough above 
terra firma to allow a slim-
build like me to slither under-
neath; especially a slim-build 
who was fast running out of 
options.  I threw myself at 
the ground and rolled under 
the barbs.  Well, the cows 
stopped but the dogs were 
laughing Iôm sure of it. 
 
After getting up and having a 
look I could see a track way 
down below me, so off we 
trogged. ..except my track, 
when I reached it, was a rail-
way line beyond which I still 
could not see a proper road, 
houses or anything!   
So "more merde!!"  We fol-
lowed the track until we 
found a crossing point 
whereupon, after what felt 
like a few months, I was on a 
proper road, though to and 
from where I knew not.  I 
flagged down a car and got 
directions...not far she 
said!  Two miles later a very 
tired, weary and foot sore 
quadrigal of man and three 
hounds found themselves at 
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neath tussock grass.  I saw 
red kits playing, just waiting 
for their chance to pick my 
carcass clean!  Would my 
faithful dogs join in, I won-
dered?  I was seriously wor-
ried that I might not get off 
this cross country event until 
after dark, at which point I 
was there for the night be-
cause walking in the dark 
could have been suicide; the 
ground was so rough that a 
broken leg was almost inevi-
table.  I recalled a friend of 
mine who, ten years ago, 
made a similar error when 
climbing a style.  A fall, a 
broken leg and two days 
spent out in the open before 
being found.  It happens. 
These fields were used but 
not often...I might have spent 
some days waiting for the 
helicopter!   
 
Onward I pushed, tired and 
concerned yet still with loop-
ing dogs keeping me com-
pany.  Eventually I found that 
I had to cross a field of 
cows...cows are inquisitive 
but after being shooed and 
herded they get bored and 
run away, then after a while 
they get more bored yet also 
emboldened and they run at 
you.  The stupid cows at the 
back of course think they are 
missing out so they run 
faster still, an event which 
causes the cows at the front 
to think thereôs some reason 
to run away so they also run 
faster still.  This positive 
feedback loop goes on and 
on until the whole herd 
meets a barbed wire fence 
and it ñgoes to groundò, to 
use a radio term,  and the 
energy vanishes.  Unfortu-

into the valley that had been 
on my left all these miles, 
the valley in which I was 
sure lay my car.  ñShockedò 
does not express my feel-
ings when I saw the valley 
was verdant pasture and 
that, failing a time warp, had 
never yet held my car or 
anyone elses!   
 
I walked for a while to an-
other brow and saw, in the 
far distance, a new 
wood...actually the same 
wood, contiguous all the 
way with ñmyò wood....and 
thought to myself 
"merde!"  I had to cross a 
lot of ground before it got 
dark.   I had to choose ei-
ther to retrace my steps or 
go cross country.  The easy 
answer was to retrace my 
steps -  easy until I recalled 
I had no way of finding them 
in a dark wood!  No com-
pass or phone or any-
thing.  So cross country it 
was.  This left me feeling 
rather uneasy because, 
again witness those who 
know me, cross country 
walking isnôt my strong point 
anymore and the notion that 
I might actually become ex-
hausted and unable to 
reach my goal was a real 
one. 
 
So, off I set,  walked down 
the slope and climbed back 
up the other side.  This took 
time with many stops to get 
my breath back, the ground 
was rough and the incline 
steep.  Some holes were 
leg-deep and hidden be-

David òwrong wayó Perry 

Continued... 



a car!    To add insult to in-
jury I had no money on me, 
so the pub I passed, well, I 
passed. 
 
When I got back in my car I 
just had to drive along the 

road I had walked, just to 
find out quite where I had 
been. Amazingly I had 
walked from the carpark at 
Grovelly to the Langfords 
and back, mostly cross 
country and with growing 
trepidation eating at my re-
serves.  On the up-side, I 
found a nature reserve, a trig 
point and some lovely 
views...none of which I shall 
ever see again.  And I 
missed a really good talk.   
 
Next time you take your dogs 
for a walk, remember to 
pocket the boy scouts! 

 
Toodle pip...  
 
 

David G4YVM  
 

*  ñWrong Wayò is a reference 

to ñWrong Way Corriganò.   

 

Douglas Corrigan (January 22, 

1907 ï December 9, 1995) was 

an American aviator born in 

Galveston, Texas. He was nick-

named "Wrong Way" in 1938. 

After a transcontinental flight 

from Long Beach, California, to 

New York, he flew from Floyd 

Bennett Field in Brooklyn, New 

York, to Ireland, though his 

flight plan was filed to return to 

Long Beach. He claimed his 

unauthorized flight was due to a 
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navigational error, caused by 

heavy cloud cover that ob-

scured landmarks and low-light 

conditions, causing him to mis-

read his compass. However, he 

was a skilled aircraft mechanic 

(he was one of the builders of 

Charles Lindbergh's Spirit of St. 

Louis) and had made several 

modifications to his own plane, 

preparing it for his transatlantic 

flight. He had been denied per-

mission to make a nonstop 

flight from New York to Ire-

land, and his "navigational er-

ror" was seen as deliberate. 

Nevertheless, he never publicly 

admitted to having flown to Ire-

land intentionally. 

David òwrong wayó Perry 

Final episode.... 

 

As the Late Jimmy Savile might 

have said, hows about this then?  

We are trying to put together a 

short Dxpedition to the island of 

Great Cumbrae, IOTA entity 

EU123 off the coast of Scotland 

near Glasgow. 

Tim Bannister has managed to find 

B and B at the Sport Scotland Sail-

ing Centre so that for £40 per per-

son per night we get bed and 

brekky plus a day room for our 

use.  We can therefore run a full 24 

hour radio station during the IOTA 

contest (29th / 30th July) and have 

a good time doing it!   

 

The current plan looks like either a 

fly up to Glasgow, or a minibus 

drive for some of us, and a two or 

three day break - though one or 

two members are feeling more in-

clined towards five days.  The mini 

bus means we can also explore the 

small island itself. 

 

If you fancy the idea of being in-

volved with this project do please 

let us know...we could use the help 

to form a sub committee and get 

things rolling, thereôs quite a bit to 

do if we are to do ourselves proud! 

 

David G4YVM  

ARAC DXpedition to 

GREAT CUMBRAE 
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The NEW SHORTBREAD BAND RADIO   -  Richard  M1CFW 

Sound is a bit tinny but works OK on the Shortbread band. On opening I was able to 

glean a few crumbs of information as to how it works. The ñChipsò are contained in an 

unusual 360-degree packaging. 

My Christmas Present Radio. 

Dates for Your Diary 

Chairman             David  G4YVM 

Vice Chairman     Andy   G6JRS 

Secretary             Paul    G4KZY 

Treasurer               Terry  G8ALR 

Events Manager    Jim  G4NWJ 

Web Admin            Angie  G6ABM 

Member             Richard  M1CFW 

Member                Tim  2EØDJU 

YOUR COMMITTEE 2016 

Harwell Radio & Electronics Rally 

14th February at Didcot 

The Spring ARAC Rally 

Sunday 17th April - WILDHERN 


