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Then, Old Age and Experience, 
Hand in hand, 
Lead him to DX 
And make him understand, 
That all his life he has been wrong 
To call "CQ DX"so long... 

d o m e may think that August is the 
month to hibernate, but we have been us
ing the days to check to see if any of the 
longwires need work so that we will be 
ready for the low bands in the October CQ 
WW DX Test. But all the bliss was blown 
away when an irate Local came charging 
around the curve of the hill. This one was 
running on righteous indignation, the 
most explosive kind of indignation. 

"Look at this," the Local demanded, 
thrusting some papers at us.' 'A couple of 
months back I worked this H44 station on 
40 CW. I sent off my QSL with a stamped 
envelope for the return of his. Heck! I 
even went so far as to get that country's 
stamps for postage. Guess what I got 
back. Nothing!" 

At times one has to sift through all the 
storm and fury to find the problem. Ob
viously this one had something or he 
would not have been showing such agita
tion. So we read the papers and there it 
was, all in a short note: "Sorry, but 50* 
stamp does not help run this end." And 
that was it. 

What could one say? We could 
remember years back when we felt the 
same emotions, when we thought we had 
cornered a needed country for DXCC on
ly to find that there was more going on 
than just working the station. There is— 
and never doubt it—a value to a QSL 
card, and especially one that will add a 
counter to your DXCC list. The first is a 
treasure to be enshrined forever in your 
DXCC records. By the time you have QSL-
ed for that country about 25 or so times, 
you just send them through the out-going 
bureau in Newington. QSLs are always 
valued, sometimes more than others. But 
we had the Local obviously waiting for 
our denunciation. We were not going to 
disappoint him. 

"You are right," we assured him. "You 
have run into one of those 'pay for QSLs' 
operators. Most DXErs realize that such 
things show at times, but generally there 
is disapproval of such tactics. Over the 
years DXers have often spontaneously 
shown willingness to help in situations in 
which they might feel it is needed. But it 
should always be voluntary." We paused 
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to see the Local's condition. "You do un
derstand this, don't you?" we asked, and 
he nodded his head. Perhaps he did, but 
as one often finds in DXing, there are a 
number of levels of understanding. 

"Look," the Local espostulated, "I 
even spent a dollar for that stamp. I did 
what I thought was right and everything 
that might be expected of me. And what 
do I get? Nothing but a note that my price 
was not right! Are we supposed to sub
sidize DX stations so we can work 
them?" 

Of course not. We explained all of this 
to the Local so that he would know it. We 
know it and you know it, but sometimes 
there are others who are not quite as 
sharp. Years ago we had tried to 
cautiously work around this question with 
a DX type from an exotic DX spot. Frank
ly, what we were trying to determine was 
the line between need and greed. We did 
not get very far. 

"Take a look at it from my end," this 
one had protested strongly. "I spend a lot 
of my free time on the air so that the coun
try is available. Shouldn't I get some con
sideration? After all, what joy is there for 
me in working the endless streams of 
W's, K's, JA's, VKs, Fs, and Gs and all the 
rest of the alphabet? They want to work 
me, but do you really think I need their 
QSL? Hardly!" 

We had tried to steer the discussion 
around to that enduring tenet that 
"Amateur Radio" is amateur radio. That 
one gets in because often it becomes the 

enduring interest for one's freetime; that 
there are values of fraternalism, friend
ship, and world-wide camaraderie plus 
other abstract things such as these that 
have to be considered. We have always 
tended to think that DXers themselves 
are the ones who really appreciate these 
values. In this instance, we hardly made 
any impression at all. 

We did not even mention that this one 
was at that exotic spot because his work 
took him there, that it was hardly a place 
where, under the great, lonely arch of the 
world, there was any local action except 
to watch the sun rise and the sun set, and 
that amateur radio was his ongoing con
tact with another world to which most 
other DXers were confined. Perish the 
thought, but without it things might be a 
bit drab for him. 

"Look," he finally told us, "I've been 
reading the sports pages, and every time 
there is a report of someone getting a big 
salary to play a game he evidently enjoys 
playing, there is someone sure to rise and 
defend the salary, saying, "Get it while 
you can!" What's wrong with that think
ing?" 

Analyzing and attempting to correct 
his thinking was not what we were pre
pared to do. Every man has his own sense 
of beauty and every man will be stirred to 
protect his own thinking or his own in
terests. When we talked this one listened 
but heard nothing. 

We talked on with the Local. This had 
been his first contact with the country in 
question. That was what hurt. We talked 
of various things such as printing costs 
for QSL cards, postage, equipment, and 
things like that. We also talked about 
other years when the problem had 
perhaps first gained proportions enough 
to be a problem. While many may dislike 
and decry the situation, no real overall 
solution exists except perhaps for the DX
ers themselves to control things. Acqui
escence or even bidding for QSLs only 
makes the situation worse. 

"Always keep in mind," we advised the 
Local, "that DXers are usually noted for 
their willingness to help. But there also 
will be efforts to take advantage of this 
willingness. Many of the matured, let's 
say elderly, DXers can cite instances of 
such happenings." We recounted to the 
Local the story about one DXer, anxious 
to help get a needed country in Central 
Africa on the air, who spent the better 
part of a year packing components in 
small packages to meet postal regula
tions and shipping them to that country. 
There the recipient working in that coun
try had an amateur license and promised 
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