
Beautiful tropics with terrible winds 

Part 3. We built, built, and finally built! 

I ran through the bands and began to wait for a propagation on 40 m. It was about 7 pm and everything 

seemed ready ... And even an attempt to install 3 el VDA at 20 m was planned for tomorrow.

 

A small explanation. I was asked several times why I did not put a tent and an antenna near the weather 

station. Protection from the wind, and some ropes could be secured more reliably. It would seem quite 

right. Even on Big Cat I was advised the same. However, plans and reality often do not approach each other 

as close as we would like. 

So, about the reasons. Agreeing with the advisers prior to disembarkation, I kept on mind that there may be 

an incomprehensible electromagnetic situation near the weather station and that it is in the center of the 

island, so the antennas will be further away from the water. 

After the landing it turned out that although the island is surrounded by a beach along the perimeter, it is 

possible to land without major problems only in one place. In other places under water, very close to the 

surface - a reef protruding in all directions. As such a boat cannot come close to the beach and have to 

unload all over the chest in the water, walking along the reef. And it, alas, is very uneven and cuts feet 

easily. From the place of disembarkation, I would have to drag all the cargo myself. Walk on the beach with 

a 30 degrees slope and sand easily submerged under the foot is hard even without any cargo. There remains 

only one way - directly, through the island, which is much easier. It can be seen in the photo - just a large 

space covered with sand and rare grass bunches. Yes, 400 meters. Well, I would go 8-10 times, quite easy. 



Yes, at first it seemed to me the same way.

 

And I even made an attempt to go directly. And tried on other day, but alas ... 

Such a good surface turned out to be insidious. Unlike the place where I landed, when I walk out for 30-40 

meters away, the unpleasant thing began. At every third or fourth step the leg fell to the knee, or even to 

the groin. The island is made up of coral sand, guano and garbage. Therefore, where there is no permanent 

"ramming", just below the grass is full of voids. The real opportunity to be on the island alone with a stretch 

or even a dislocated leg did not appeal to me. So after assessing the risks "pro" and "contra" I decided to 

stay where I landed - on a blown lawn with loosely fastened ropes, but with soil giving at least some 

opportunity to walk without fear and ease of disembarkation. 

But back to the radio. 

Everything is ready, I'm just waiting for the beginning of the propagation on 40 m. For a while everything is 

as usual - broadcasts, incomprehensible whistles, buzzers and fishermen. But slowly the air was clearing and 



the first timid, at the level of noise, signals begin to come up.

 

April 11 07.59 UTC - first QSO with R0XA. After him 3 minutes later – bloody mixture of calls from Europe, 

North America, Oceania, Asia. The tempo reached 4 QSO per minute. I stopped few times to to look out of 

the tent and observe what was happening outside. The headphones were periodically pierced by a roar, 

very similar to a strong peal of thunder. I even several times tried to turn off the transceiver and disconnect 

all the cables. But there was no rustling, there was no static. And nothing shone in the sky. Just the wind and 

very heavy waves were so strong that I got a full feeling of a very strong thunderstorm outside. 

In the beginning there was no rain, although I was constantly afraid of this, since the roof of the tent was 

just a mesh. A large cloth was prepared to cover the desk with the equipment, and it was needed that night. 

Approximately at midnight on UTC from 11 to 12 April it was a heavy rain, and even with hail. I had to turn 

off for few hours, covering the equipment. Similarly, I had to take care of the generator - my only source of 

energy on the island. For a while I even seriously thought about dragging it into the tent, but I did not dare. 



  

It was very cold. I would never have believed if someone had told me before that I would be dressed like 

this in the tropics. But - many thanks to Larysa, who insisted on the jacket. 

 

The wind howled very loudly, the walls of the tent moved in all directions simultaneously, the water in the 

lagoon roared. But all this did not drown out the constant bird screams. I set up a tent very close to one of 

the few bushes where they live to somehow protect myself from the wind. 



 

Then the pileup continued, with interruptions to sleep and a walk along the shore. Alas, the idea to put up  

20 m VDA had to be postponed to the next day. The wind kept me from lifting the mast even 30-40 degrees. 

But I did not have to miss. Everything went more or less smoothly till 10.25 UTC on April 12, when  

something happened that could become the end of the expedition just a day after the start. 

At that moment I happily gave a report to Tony W4FOA, always appearing in the log of all my expeditions. 

Farewell TU ... QRZ up ... and the amplifier turned on all the LEDs like a Christmas tree, display showed 

VSWR 3.2, the generator roared and fell silent. It lasted a second, but it was very long ... As Tony wrote 

later, the signal was S6, instantly fell to S1 - and I disappeared. 

Then the generator started up again automatically. The amplifier had been turned on - there seems to be no 

indication of an error, but VSWR was moving from 2.6 to 3.2. I tried to trnsmit - again full illumination. 

It became clear - a problem with the amplifier, or with the antenna. The amplifier had nothing to try, it is 

impossible to understand what did happen to the antenna in complete darkness. I must wait until morning. 

That's when I was proud to think that I was not wasting money to bring second  transceiver. 

 

 



Slightly recovering, decided to have a little sleep, waiting for morning. The sleeping place was comfortable - 

just between the chair and the desk I was laying a rubberized blanket, on it a thin sleeping bag. A pillow - a 

bag with clothes. Well, and the jacket on top. Sleep .... wasn’t too not bad. 

 

 

The morning did not bring any joy. Even at the first 

glance to the antenna it became clear that everything 

looks somehow wrong. On the left photo - as it was, on 

the right - as it is than. It was obvious that the upper 

section had broken off and was hanging on the wire. 

Given that the lowest section is broken at the 

beginning of the installation, the possibility of fixing 

this mast was unreal.



 

After woeful meditations, it became clear that from now on I have only one 12 m mast from Spiderbeam. 

There were only four possible antenna solutions (provided that the wind subsides and the mast can be 

raised by myself) - use the same 40 m GP, install 3 el VDA for 20 m, use a VDA vibrator as a 20 m sloper and 

finally , use a multiband 40-20-15-10 m dipole from Spiderbeam. 

 Since the first 3 decisions left me with only one band, it was decided to hang a multiband dipole. It’s 

limitation of 100 watts power no longer played any role - the amplifier may have died, and I did not want to 

disturb its ashes till come back home. 

Well, the day was happy with 

colors ... But it was necessary to 

continue. The broken mast was 

tumbled down, the 12 m mast 

was deployed on the ground 

and prepared for installation. 

I tried to raise it up several 

times, but the wind did not let 

it go, threatening to take me 

along with the mast into the 

bushes on the next attempt, or 

to break it. The mast 

anticipated this and behaved as 

if alive, wriggling in my arms 

and almost screaming "Oh, 

leave me, disgusting! I'm not 

like that, you do not know me at all ..."  



And locals, fully accustomed to my arrival, looked inhospitantly at an incomprehensible person, trampling 

their native lawn, cluttering it with all sorts of garbage. And they calmly won it back. 

 

Birds walked and flew around very close, no more than a meter from me.  

 

But as I approached they started whistling, and then barking like dogs, especially the couple in the picture 

below. Most likely, they performed watchdog functions. One of the cool guys from this pair attacked me 



decisively when I approached too close. I had to retreat - the beak was open wide and seemed very large 

and deep. 

 

 

In one of the aimless walks along the 

beach something caught my eye in the 

sea. Looked closely - and for sure, Big 

Cat is behind the reefs. I knew that it 

was spinning around somewhere, not 

more than 15-20 miles away from the 

reef. But it seems that the team had no 

plans to return to the end of the trip. 

As it turned out, I was lucky again. 

Since on this day fishing was useless 

because of very strong swell, the video 

team decided to land on the Cato and 

takes some footage. 

 



It was just a gift of the gods! 

Captain James came with them as well as few the other members of the crew. Seeing all the destruction and 

briefly listening to the situation, James took matters into his own hands. All participated. And an hour later 

the mast with the antenna was already standing, for the reliability not three, but four tiers of rope have 

been used. 

That's what the common work for my benefit means !  

  

 



 

After my brief, heartfelt gratitude speech, the participants clapped their hands proudly. Not knowing how to 

show my appreciation, I asked James to have a drink for everyone at my expense tonight. To which he 

politely shortened the program to two shouts each, of course, not including crew members. It turns out that 

Big Cat has an iron law for the crew -  0 ppm from the time of going to sea and till coming back. And it was 

carried out rigorously.  

After about an hour wandering along 

the shore, trying to fish from the 

beach and operating a drone, all 

guests in 4 boats went back – low tide 

started to move water out of the 

lagoon. 

The photo was taken shortly after the 

departure of the boats. 

 

 



 

And further - further quiet work on air began again, mainly at night, with walks on the shore during the day, 

watching the local inhabitants and trying to sleep sitting. It was too hot to touch the body with anything else 

at day except for a chair, despite the strong wind. And of course, with falling into the water and dousing 

from the bottle with sea water every half hour. 

So you can easily say that all the days on the island I did not dry up   

So, the antenna is in place, the new setup with the IC-7200 is on the table. Again - on the air! 

 

 

 

 


