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NEXT MEETING 
  
         Hyde Park Hotel  
 18th February 2008 10 am   
     
      Please note the time and 
date for our next get-together.  
Members and non-members 
welcome.     Thanks to API, our sponsor. 

Keeping morse code alive  

Eucla Telegraph Station South Australia 1904 
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Royal Show 2007     Sept 29th—Oct 6th 
 
A total of 2230 messages were handled over the 8 day  
period, the highest number since we started attending this 
event in 2002.  

Point Peron Naval Base visit.  
 
Six of our members enjoyed the company and hospitality of 
present and former Navy Communicators at a BBQ at Pt 
Peron on Friday the 7th December 2007.  
Those members who made the trip were Ken Knox, Alan 
Jolley, David Murray, Ian Darroch, Ron Tyler and Jack 
McShane.  
During the afternoon the morse gear was brought out and 
several Navy operators tried their hand.  
Thanks to WO Jodi Bonney who organised the event. 

The Eddystone jigger Jeff used. 

Photo: Ken Knox 

David Murray, Max Hasson, (……….), Allan Jolley 

Parkes Radio Telescope Day 2007. 
Attendees included Mal McGrath, Keith MacRae,  
Brian Mullins, Les Edwards, Alex Livermore and Eddie Parrott. 

Guess who? 
 
A Teleg was up for promotion. 
 
The Super calls the Teleg over:  “A vacancy has occurred and 
your name has been put forward , we would like to offer you 
the position.” 
  
“oh, thanks” was the reply. 
 
“There is one condition” says the Super.  “You would have to 
wear a tie”.   
 
“Ah, alright” was the teleg’s reply. 
 
The next morning, the newly promoted Teleg walks in wearing 
a tie……………………………………….to hold his trousers up. 
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SEASICK WHILST FISHING ! 
 
Is he a sailor… or not ? 
Picture a pleasant day fishing on the boat up at Lancelin - 
the sea as flat as a millpond. 
 
After about 1-1/2 hours in idyllic surroundings, the colleague 
suddenly started to look a bit pale and we had to go back to 
terra-firma. 
 
The next day, weather was so bad, the boat couldn’t be 
launched— 
 
Who was the prominent Morsecodian land lubber….? 

                             MNEMONICS FOR LEARNING THE MORSE CODE          ex WWI 

.Letter        Morse    Mnemonic                                      Letter                      Morse   Mnemonic 

A   .      a-las                                             N      .             noo-dle 
B    . . . ba-by-ish-ness                           O             out-side-door 
C    . . cal-cu-la-tion                              P      .  .       pol-ice-sta-tion 
D    . .  dub-i-ous                                    Q       .      Queen-Car-o-line 
E    .         Egg                                            R      . .           re-cord-er 
F     . fed-er-a-tion                             S      . . .        si-cil-y 
G    .  green-gag-es                            T                     tool 
H    . . . . hes-it-an-cy                                U      . .           un-ex-celled 
I      .     inn-er                                         V      . . .         ven-om-ous-snake 
J     . jap-an-tea-tray                        W     .           with-out-doubt 
K    .  koh-i-noor                                 X      . .        ex-cell-ent-work 
L     . . . lin-o-le-um                                  Y      .      York-shire-cream-cheese 
M      mon-soon                                 Z       . .       zo-ol-o-gy 
 
Thanks to Graham Sinclair for forwarding this on. He was talking to Ken Beer (Hand Tool Preservation Society) at the Royal Show who said 
that this method of learning morse-code was told to him by his Great Uncle Bert Beer who was a signaller in World War 1.  Good one.      ed 

The Victorian Telecommunications Museum Inc was 
founded in 2003 by a group of dedicated volunteers who 
meet every Wednesday when tours are conducted—
booking are essential– contact by the above numbers.  
They also meet on the second Saturday of every month. 
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President                   Terry Keays              (08) 9279 4696 
Vice-President          John Meadowcroft    (08) 9386 6636 
Secretary                   Richie Bright            (08) 9276 6936 
Asst. Secretary          Allan Greenslade      (08) 9390 5410 
Meetings are held on the 3rd Monday in February, June  
and October each year in the Hyde Park Hotel North Perth. 
Postal Address:   The Secretary 
Morsecodians Fraternity of Western Australia (Inc.) 
475 Crawford Rd Dianella WA 6059 
Newsletter Editor:  Larry Rice                    (08) 9255 2280 
 
Club Email jarbright  tadaust.org.au 
 
Newsletter email oseagram iinet.net.au 
Website: http://members.iinet.net.au/~oseagram/mfwahome.html 

  Ernest George Walker                 DOB 31/10/1909.   
 
Ernie died recently. His first appointment was Messenger 
at Goomalling in 1924, and retired as PM Narrogin in 
1970. 
Ernie recalls many reminiscences in a 17-page document 
presented to the Morsecodians Fraternity. 
 
”During my 46 yrs service, I never found one messenger 
or telephonist who could spell “accommodation”. 
 
“Before leaving Wyndham on 9/9/35, I was asked by the 
Superintendent Telegraphs Perth (Mr Pitcher) to make an 
important test. Knowledge that would be invaluable in 
case of war. I sent and received (wrote) from each     
repeater station around Australia: Broome, Marble Bar, 
Mullewa, Perth, Adelaide, Melbourne, Sydney, Brisbane 
and Cairns. The telegraphist at Cairns was most surprised 
when I said ‘I am writing from Wyndham in the far north 
of Western Australia for Cairns in Queensland—How do 
you read me ?’ This was the only such test ever made.” 
 
“Tom Langdon and I had two unusual experiences with lightning whilst in Broome. Lightning blew the arrester cover off the 
wall behind the table, blew us both over backwards, chair and all, melted the key under Tom’s hand and burnt out the polar 
relay.  
During a cyclone when the PO was surrounded by water up to my waist, Tom and I were going home one night in our  
bathers and pushing into howling wind and rain, when a big bolt of lightning struck the electric light pole on McDaniels   
corner, rolled into a huge 6 to 8 foot ball of swirling fire similar in size to a bale of rolled hay, came slowly down the pole, 
then slowly crossed the road and hit the corner of the six foot galvanized iron fence of the convent. There it split into two, 
one part following the line of the fence alongside the road we were about to travel along and the other part branching off at 
a tangent at right angles along the other part of the fence.” 
 
“One night at Fitzroy Crossing, I awoke with a start with a ringing in my ears, knowing that some unusual sound had      
disturbed me. Suddenly I heard a voice say, ‘Who are you?’ and I guessed that someone was up front robbing the Post-
Office. With no electric light or torches in those days, I groped for my box of matches on the table, and crept to where I 
had left my rifle standing in a corner. I moved forward towards the office which was at the head of three bedrooms in a row 
and stopped outside the office door which was never locked. I loaded the rifle as I moved forward and with it cocked and 
ready to use under my left arm and with my left hand holding a matchbox, I held a match in my right hand ready to strike 
as I opened the office door and jumped inside. The match flickered and went out but not before I could see that there was 
no-one in the room. I stood in the middle of the room in seeming darker darkness and knew that any intruder would have 
seen the light and could be ready to do me in. Suddenly I heard the voice again: ‘Who are you?’ It came from near the       
verandah at the front of the office. I opened the front door of the office and went outside to investigate. The voice came 
again from a tree just in front of the office. Next morning I asked Big Paddy the aboriginal help who had taken over from 
‘manager’ when he went walkabout. ‘What name that fella longa voice -who are you-, Paddy’ and he replied, ‘That one, 
nightjar, boss.’ “  
                                                                                                                                                         Vale Ernie. 

Ernie with Terry in 1999. 


