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TRUK CRO ESIKAR HAIMIN WIT H WIS FAMILY AND HIS HOUSE -- AFTER "AMY'S VISIT 

         
        

  

"AMY" VISITS TRUK - by Russ Spalding 
  

Saturday, May 1, arrived in Truk with 
a real BANG as well as a "whoosh" and 

"swisssh,” 
Some 14 hours before, we had been ad- 

ized that Tropical Storm Amy was moving 

toward Truk Lagoon and would pass fairly 

close to Moen with winds up to 55 knots. 

As further warnings arrived during Friday 
evening it began to appear that TS Amy 
might be a little tougher than originally 

forecast. About 2200, winds began to 

pick up, and some time around 2300, the 

old Truk Hospital moved all it's patients 
to the new facility. 

DCO Mike Willett had already distri- 

buted Motorola "Walkie-Talkie" gear to 
key personnel just in case phone service 

was disrupted, and Communications was 

ready for the storm. 

As May 1 arrived, the winds began to 
  

  

pick up, gusting to about 50 knots, and 

it looked like we might get a real blow. 
Around 0130, Mike's foresight payed off 
as the telephone operator decided that 

discretion was the better part of valor 

and abandoned the switchboard in favor 

of the Receiver Control Station, which 

is a concrete structure. 
Soon after that the switchboard roof 

abandoned the switchboard, and the front 

of that building attempted to join the 

back. Phone service was now "pau." 
rain was falling and the wind, now in- 
creasing in strength, gusting to 70 knots. 

Local housing, those picturesque tin 

shacks, was beginning to blow away and 

quonset roofs were loosening. 

At 0415, Public Works decided to turn 

off the power before lines began shorting, 
and so, Moen Island became dark. But 
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     _ AMY IN TRUK (continued from page 1) 

emergency generators at both, the trans- 
mitter and the receiver station, took up 
the load with no hesitation and commun- 
ications continued to function. 

By this time, we had decided that TS 
Amy might be bigger than anyone had 
expected, especially since many pieces 
of Moen were sailing through the air. 
Several quonset huts were beginning to 
shed their roofing, including the one 
belonging to DCO Willett. 

He moved his family to the Receiver 
Station, along with my family. I had 
decided that one of my "ham" antennas 

“‘could easily come through the roof of 
my ''J&G" house and so, at about 0500, 
had moved my family to the Receiver 
Station. 

At just about this time, it became 

very calm. No wind, no rain, no nothing. 

No, the storm wasn't over. Amy was now 
a full-fledged typhoon and was presenting 
us with her "eye." Ah, the blessed peace 
and quiet. For awhile! Then, all hell 
broke loose again as we caught the trail- 
ing back of the typhoon. 

The last recorded gust of wind was 
98 knots, then the annemometer at the 
Weather Bureau "fell down." 

The Radiosonde Tracking Antenna, a 

large radar-type dish on top of the 
Weather Office, blew over. The large 
fibreglass dome sailed through the air 
and landed in a small canal some 80 
yards away. 

Inside the Receiver Control Station, 

we could actually feel the pressure of 
the wind, even though the walls are 
heavy concrete block! 

The wind continued to increase in i 
strength and about 0600 several of the 
masts just outside the Receiver Station 
were carried away, taking the antenna 

for the VHF along. All during the storm 
so far, the only communications on the 

island had been provided by the Motorola 
VHF system. 

Saeson Poll, SEMT Truk, grabbed me 

by the hair and dragged me out kicking 
and screaming, to help him lash the 
mast and antenna to a large telephone 
pole, restoring our VHF contact with 
other stations on Truk. 

Then, a near disaster. The Receiver 

Station, being solid and fairly dry, was 
sought out by many people whose homes had   been carried away by the high winds. 
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About sixty persons were huddled in corners 
in the generator room, and in my palatial 
office (12 X 10). With no warning, the 
plate glass window in the office blew out 

of the frame, knocking down a woman and 
her small son. Fortunately, my ten-year 
old daughter kept the glass from falling 
and immediately shattering, but she could 
not hold it long, and it fell to the floor 
shattering into a million pieces among 

screams and shouts. 
We were indeed lucky, no one was cut 

or injured, and soon after, Saeson Poll 
and Mike Willett braved the storm to get 
some plywood, a saw and hammer, and 
plugged up the opening. 

After about 0800, the storm really 
fell off, winds only around 60 knots, and 
we knew the worst was over. About 1100 
we began to leave the station and return 
home. All except Mike. His house was 
almost roofless and nothing was dry. A 
real mess. 

Esikar Haimin, CRO Truk, also complete- 
ly lost his house, right across the street 
from the Receiver Station. No roof left 
at all. 

Most of the people who had taken 
shelter in the Receiver Station were now 
homeless. Their small tin shacks complete- 
ly destroyed. 

Saeson and I were lucky. Our J&G 

houses survived pretty well, losing only 
one window in the bedroom. It was wet 
and glassy, but the houses were intact. 

Incidentally, one of my "ham" antennas 
did come down, but not through the roof. 

At this writing, the cleanup on Moen 

is progressing rapidly. The spirit and 

energy of the people is astounding and 

already many of the houses which were 
completely destroyed have been rebuilt! 

Although many power lines blew down 
and some poles were destroyed, Public 

Works restored power to most areas by 

Wednesday, a herculean feat. 
With pride, I point out that at no time 

during the storm did Truk Communications 
go off the air, and we were in constant 
contact with Saipan and Guam. 

The Motorola VHF units were used all 
through the storm with excellent results 
and are now in service as our "telephone 
system. The old Truk switchboard will 
never again handle a call. We must await 
the installation of the new phone system. 

For those of you who have never been 
through a Typhoon, a word of advise... 
Don't ! 

  

 


