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Dedication 
 
 
 
 
    Throughout my 44 years at CJAT (now K.B.S.) I have been privileged to know, and 
learn from many giving and talented people, both inside and outside of 
broadcasting. That, of course, includes you, the all-important listener. 
 
    In particular, I owe a debt of gratitude to the late John Hepburn, and of course 
Joe Kobluk. Both took a gamble on a persistent Rossland lad, and launched me 
on a fascinating and varied career. And, a very special vote of appreciation to 
Dennis Gerein, who allowed me to 'spread my wings’ in my later working years, 
and encouraged me to discover more of my potential. 
 
    Last, but by no means least, much love to my wife Dawn, and a fantastic family, 
who have stood by me with their support through both the good and bad times. 
 
    And so, to all who have touched my life, I dedicate this little book. Thanks for 
always being there for me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Foreword 
 

 
   The year 1993 will remain vivid in my memory as a bitter-sweet time of mixed 
emotions:  the joy of being able to do something positive with my life, and sadness at 
leaving a business that had been extremely good to me. 
 

   Radio has always been a major part of my life from childhood, considering the fact 
that my father, Ike Glover, was one of the first amateur, or “ham”, radio operators in 
the Kootenays.  He received his first licence in 1926, two years prior to my birth, and 
operated out of our home in Rossland, B.C. under the call letters VE5A1 and later on 
VE7A1, when there was a restructuring of operating regions. 
 

   I spent many hours with Dad in his radio shack, listening to his chats with other hams 
around the world, and helping in building of electronic equipment. As well, prior to high 
school graduation, I was lucky enough to land a summer job with the B.C. Forest 
Service in Rossland, as radio dispatcher. This also influenced my desire to get into 
broadcasting. 
 

   By this time, I had gained a very basic understanding of how all those interconnected 
tubes, resistors, condensers, and such, worked. So, following graduation from high 
school I applied for a technical position with CJAT, only to be told I was too 
inexperienced. 
 

   This was certainty a blow to my teen ego, but I took the comment to heart, and 
applied for a year-long technical radio course at the now-defunct Sprott-Shaw School in 
Vancouver. Following the successful completion of my studies, I returned home with 
diploma in hand and reapplied at CJAT, only to be told there were no openings. 
 

   There followed a number of frustrating weeks waiting for the call that would launch 
my career. Nobody, it seems, needed the invaluable services of the 'No. 1 Technician in 
Canada'.  The days rolled by, without a word from the radio station that really did need 
my services; but no such luck. Didn't they realize how beneficial I could be to their 
company?  Well, exaggerated over-confidence soon bowed to the great leveller, 
humility, and I resigned myself to seeking other employment.  
 

   Then one day it happened! The phone rang, and I was asked if I was still interested. I 
waited all of two seconds to accept! 
 

   I would never have dreamed, when I started working at CJAT, that I would be invited 
to compile a history of the station from its birth to the present day. 
 

    I only hope I have done justice to a radio station that gave me numerous 
opportunities. Over the 44 years I was employed there, I was lucky enough to be 
involved in the many aspects of a fascinating business. 
 
    I also had the good fortune to work for, and with, people who encouraged curiosity, 
and motivated me to accept the challenges of an ever-changing industry, and so, to 
each of you, my undying gratitude. 
 
 



IN THE BEGINNING … 

 
    What follows is an attempt to chronicle the history of radio station CJAT (now KBS), 
from its inception to 1994.  But first, it seems only fair that homage be paid to famed 
inventor Gaglielmo Marconi, who is more or less responsible for it all. 
 
   Born on April 25th, 1874, to well-to-do parents in Bologna, Italy, the curious Marconi, 
on his way to adulthood, developed a keen interest in things electrical. And, shortly 
thereafter, he delved into the mysteries of electronic waves; his efforts eventually 
culminating in his history-making trans-Atlantic wireless message from England to 
Newfoundland on December 12, 1901. 
 
  In setting the stage for what is to come, let me state publicly that I hold the famed 
inventor fully responsible for any trials and/or tribulations suffered by those who have 
become, or will become, broadcasters. To be fair, l similarly hold this early electronic 
genius responsible for the many rewarding careers that have resulted from his 
experiments. And so, on to the saga of CJAT (or K.B.S., as it Is now known). 
 
1910 – 1930 

 
   According to the extremely sketchy information I have been able to glean from a few 
sources, radio quickly gained an enthusiastic group of 'tinkerers' in the Trail area around 
1911; just ten short years after Marconi's first broadcast across the Atlantic. 
 
   At this point in time, one can only assume that there was a great deal of 
experimenting going on, as the “locals” sought to learn more about this latest marvel.  
Imagine!  Wireless communication! Amazing! 
 
   Well, learn they did, and as the 1920's began, the Trail group were, I think it is safe to 
say, beginning to seriously envision this new medium as more than just a plaything and 
passing fad.  As a matter of fact, locally there was more than a little annoyance with the 
difficulty in receiving the weak and static-riddled signals from the few radio stations on 
the air at the time. As a result, those pioneering 'tinkerers' began giving serious thought 
to establishing a station in Trail. 
 
1930 – 1940 

 

   No doubt, the decision to take the plunge and apply for a broadcast licence, followed 
considerable discussion of the pros and cons of the proposal. Obviously the Trail group 
did submit an application; shortly thereafter, strange as it may seem, the Federal 
Government's Ministry of Fisheries; which at the time was the official radio licencing 
agency in Canada; gave their blessing, and radio station 10AT was born on Christmas 
Day of 1931. 
 
    In February of that year, the Trail Amateur Radio Association was formed with B.A. 
Stimmel as president.  Charter members were signed up at a dollar a head, for the 
privilege of participating in the establishment of a bona fide radio station in Trail. 
    



    At this point, it might be appropriate to to pay a well-deserved tribute to the original 
players in the new enterprise; T.G. Robinson, B.A. Stimmel, A.A. (Bill) Busby, Harold 
Doyle, W.G. Carrie, C.R. Mear, W. “Bill” Thomson, J.R. Forgie-Thomson, Jim Stewart, Bill 
Devitt, Mervyn Williams and Ernie Clay. And, as you might guess,  most, if not all, were 
employed in various capacities by The Consolidated Mining Smelting Company Of 
Canada Ltd. (now Cominco, of course.) 
 
    It is also noteworthy to mention that E.W. Hazlewood, a Trail drugstore operator who 
some years later became President of Kootenay Broadcasting Company, also foresaw 
the future of the medium. He was the first to offer radio receivers for sale In the Trail 
area. 
 
    Equipment and facilities in those early days certainly left much to be desired. For 
instance, the company's first tiny 25-watt home-built transmitter was housed in an old 
apple box. It was driven by an equally rustic homebrew carbon-type microphone, similar 
to those found in vintage telephones. The original studio was apparently located in a 
small back room of the former Hunt's Confectionery, in the 1500 block of Cedar Avenue, 
although another source indicates 10AT's first home was in an extremely cramped 
storage space under a stairway at the Knights Of Pythias Hall.  Whatever the location, 
the station came to life with extremely spartan equipment and quarters, compared to 
today's high-tech hardware and accommodation. 
 
   Yesteryear's bare-bones equipment and studio certainly placed severe limitations on 
the kinds of programs that could be offered. Technical difficulties were frequent and 
stressful, to say the least. As a matter of fact, rumor has it that there was a great deal 
of dead air, and often, less-than-gentle language picked up on microphones that were 
accidentally left on. 

   However, in spite of it all, the founding group’s apparent flair for making the 
impossible a reality prevailed and they somehow managed to carry out their first remote 
broadcast, sometime during the first shaky weeks of the fledgling station's life. 

That broadcast involved a hockey game in Kimberley between the Kimberley 
Dynamiters and the Trail Smokeaters, and one cannot help but feel that those pioneers 
involved must have viewed this locally-historic event as somewhat on a par with 
Marconi's initial effort. 

The commentator was the late W.E. Leman, who recalled, in an early interview, that 
he was compelled in those days before the comfort and security of broadcast booths, to 
sit at the boards, in the midst of a group of avid Kimberley fans. And, when sports-
caster Leman attempted to be impartial and praise the "Smokies" when they scored or 
made a good play, the hometown Kimberley faithful became extremely hostile, and 
Leman wondered how he ever made it through the game in one piece.  At any rate, I 
think it's fair to say that all of those who had a hand in staging that first-ever remote 
broadcast on 10AT, were ecstatic at being able to carry it off successfully. 

There is no mention of the presence of a musical cheering section, as was evident 
later on at the Smokies’ home games. if there was, it is unlikely to have offered the 
showmanship of Al’s Underwear Band,  featured at many local basketball and 
Smokeater hockey games from 1939 onward. That uniquely-costumed group of 



talented and fun-loving musicians was led by the late Alan Tognotti, a longtime Trail 
musician, businessman and city councillor. 

As 10AT steadily gained stature, there were other program-ming activities initiated 
as well, thanks to the acquisition of more adequate studio equipment. One such 
presentation featured The Luncheonaires, an orchestra directed by the late 
saxophonist and violinist, Albert Hild, and including his brother Vic as well as pianist-
friend Tommy Evans. They opened 10AT's program day with a full hour of 
instrumental music. 

Following a 3-hour break, programming returned to the air at 4 pm with 30 
minutes devoted to the children. 
 
   William Reeves, who owned a music store in Trail, took on the alter-ego of Uncle Billy 
and entertained the youngsters with stories and songs. Not to put down the affible 
Uncle Billy but rather, demonstrate the frailty of impatience inherent in most of us, the 
beloved kiddies host is alleged to have exclaimed into an open mike, following a 
particularly trying broadcast, “That should hold the little brats!”, or an expletive to that 
effect. At any rate, Mr. Reeves remained very popular with the youngsters, as did Mrs. 
Hobbs, The Story Lady, who followed with a similar show. Evening programming 
consisted of both live and recorded music. 
 
    Another extremely popular program of the day featured the Reid Brothers Band, 
comprising Jimmy & Jean Reid, brother Sam, Sam's wife Peggy, and Rebecca Reid.  By 
the way, Rebecca was offered a job with Canada's premiere big band of the time, Mart 
Kenny & His Western Gentlemen. However, she decided to decline Mr. Kenny's offer. 
  
    The Reid combo held sway on Saturday nights, with a toe-tapping selection of 
traditional reels, strathspeys and waltzes, and listeners loved the group. 
 
    As time went on, others from the Trail area talent pool per-formed on the air. They 
included the Rancho Grande Boys, Mr. and Mrs. T. Wilson on piano and violin, tenor 
Frank Chapman, Mr. and Mrs. Matson with their old-time music, and vocalist Jessie 
Anderson, to name a few. 
 
    On Sunday evenings the audience was treated to selections by The Sunday Salon 
Orchestra, a 12-piece aggregation conducted by Thomas Wilson.  Mrs. C.N. Jeffares was 
the featured vocalist, and another well-known Trail musician, Ernest Leschiutta, played 
the accordion. 
 
    Also, The Tonvarizza Orchestra, touted to be the first all-string Bohemian group to 
play in North America, were also frequent guests on the station. As well, recognition is 
also due to the Bon Accord Orchestra, the Jamboree Entertainers, and Silvertone Seven 
dance band, who generously lent their talents to the radio station in those initial years. 
 
    It must be pointed out that programs back then on 10AT, were not only of the 
musical variety.  Drama, of a sort, was also featured. To quote from a reminiscence 
found in an early issue of the long-popular Cominco Magazine, the author of the article, 
'Auntie Enna', stated that, “One of the best-remembered performances was a dramatic 



recitation in which the heroine was named Castoria” (and you can make of that what 
you will!). 

With the success of the first hockey broadcast, mentioned earlier, it was inevitable 
that other similar activities would follow.  Special events, band and orchestral concerts 
from various locations, as well as religious service from the Anglican and United 
churches, all found their place in the program schedule. And I have been told that even 
in those early years, despite equipment limitations, 10AT was able to initiate a 
‘singsong’ program that was fed to other parts of western Canada. 

The late Walter Harvey, one of the founding members of 10AT, who became 
electrical trades superintendent at Cominco in Trail, was one of 10AT's first disc 
jockeys, and as such, would have likely been involved in many of the programs offered 
at the time. 

In a conversation some years ago with then-manager Joe Kobluk, he confessed he 
was guilty of uttering one of the first bloopers on the air. As Mr. Harvey told it, “I was 
introducing a tune called 'Lady Of Spain', but, somehow, it came out ‘Lady In Pain’.”  
Such are the hazards faced by announcers, even to this day! 

Progress finally overtook IOAT in June of 1932, with the installation of the first 
crystal-controlled transmitter, resulting in a more stable signal. The following year 
10AT became CJAT, broadcasting at 1200 kilocycles on the dial, with a power of 50 
watts. 

1934 was a busy year for the station, with Kootenay Broadcasting Company Ltd. 
incorporated in January as licensee of CJAT Radio . This was followed in April by a 
change in dial position to 910 kilocycles and a power boost to 250 watts. In July of 
1934 the transmitter and studios were moved to Warfield with the help of newly 
acquired engineers Earle Connor and Charlie Smith, both of whom also announced, 
wrote copy, and did various other chores, including trans-ferring a bulky pipe organ 
from a local theatre to the new facilities.  

All was relatively quiet until May of 1936, when power was increased to 1000 watts 
and the studios moved yet again; this time to the basement of the Relbin Building, 
across from the present Canadian Imperial Bank Of Commerce, and a rather unique 
new wooden tower was erected in Warfield. It was built entirely of Douglas fir beams 
and, for many years, the local landmark had the honour of being the tallest free-
standing wooden tower in Canada. It soared some 272 impressive feet into the sky, 
and supported a wire that was the station's transmitting antenna. 
 
    Sometime during the period that the studios were In Warfield, the organ was 
replaced by a rather fine grand piano; generously donated on a temporary basis by the 
Stimmel family.  The instrument proved invaluable at a time when the radio station 
offered many local musical productions from its studios. As it turned out, the instrument 
remained in the company's care for many years, surviving a couple more moves, with 
little or no stress; first to the Masonic Temple Building on Victoria Street, and finally to 
the Radio Centre Building at the corner of Cedar and Eldorado in Trail. Here it remained 
in relatively quiet retirement until being reclaimed by the executor of the Stimmel 
estate. 
 



    Getting back to the Warfield transmitter site, if you will excuse the foregoing 
digression, it seems that shortly after the Warfield facility commenced operation, an 
amusing tale developed, and is still heard from time to time.  As it is told, there was a 
traveller who came into Trail one dark and stormy night.  Arriving in the downtown 
business district, the fellow struck up a conversation over coffee with a resident.  He 
mentioned that he had just come down from Rossland and through a small community 
called ‘Cee-jat’. He was certain that was the name of the town, according to a bright red 
neon sign he had seen just off the highway, and to his right.  Of course, it was the radio 
station's call letters prominently displayed on the side of the wooden transmitting tower 
in Warfield. 
 
    As a commercial broadcasting station, K.B.S. (formerly CJAT) has always had to 
depend on local and national advertising to sustain it, and a major client back in those 
early years was Butorac Motors, the local Hudson Motor Company dealer. 
 
    As part of their advertising the firm presented a well-received weekly musical 
program featuring a guitar, banjo and vocal duo, Slim and Doc, who performed as The 
Terraplaners, a name derived from the auto builder’s popular Terraplane model. 
 
    In the late 1930's another eagerly-awaited weekly musical series featured the country 
and latin stylings of The Columbia Hillbillies, comprising Bill Leckett on Guitar, pianist Ed 
Catalano, accordionist Betty Kobluk and brother Joe on violin.   Roy Cox was the Master 
of Ceremonies, vocalist and tambourine virtuoso.   The show was sponsored by The 
Columbia Music Shop, operated by Isadore Lazarri and partner Alice Dorne, who also 
offered accordion lessons in the rear of the store. 
 
    During the fall of 1936, after becoming an affiliate of the old Dominion network, 
predecessor of the Canadian Broadcasting Corporation, CJAT fed quite a number of 
weekly musical programs to that network including, according to former ‘AT announcer 
Rudy Hartman, a 15-minute program of organ music from the city's United Church 
sponsored by the Carnation Milk Company.   The station also introduced a locally-
produced dramatic series to the national audience. 
 
    Written, produced, and directed by an extremely gifted local staffer, Mercer McLeod, 
the weekly Ghostwalker thriller was fed to the Western Canada portion of the Dominion 
Network. As you might suspect, each Saturday night episode kept folks on the edges of 
their seats, and anxiously looking over their shoulders, as the spooky tale unfolded. The 
popular series wrapped up appropriately with a Christmas Eve production of Dickens’ A 
Christmas Carol, starring an 11-year old bit-player, Joe Kobluk, who went on to become 
CJAT's most familiar voice, and eventually, General Manager of the station. As for 
Mercer McLeod; he was drawn to the temptations of The Big Apple, and became a 
highly regarded producer-director in New York City. 
 
   CJAT, it seems, has always been a highly esteemed training ground, and stepping-
stone to success for many former employees.  Along with Mercer McLeod, a few others 
come readily to mind; veteran sportscasters Jack Wells Sr., Bill Good Sr. and Eric Bishop, 
Dennis Sweeting, Telford Oliver and Larry Rose, who moved on to CBC Vancouver. As 
well, one must include Rudy Hartman, who went on to become program Manager for 



Vancouver ethnic station CJVB, and of course, Bill Hughes, a radio legend as a result of 
his long-running, daily Roving Mike broadcasts from the Vancouver Bus Depot, arid 
ultimately head of radio station CKNW's considerable empire. Bill's historic 15,900th 
broadcast took place on May 16th, 1994; an amazing accomplishment! He planned to 
retire and lake life easy in August of that year. 
 
    In more recent times there have also been those who have gone on to greater 
things: Vancouver DJ ‘Doc’ Harris, who some years ago hosted CJAT's wake-up show as 
Buffalo Gil, announcer Henry Shannon who went to CJRB in Toronto, newsman Ken 
Cavanaugh who worked at CTV in Toronto as a prime time news anchor, and Don 
Kalmakoff, whose creative mind was responsible for the development of the 'Aristocart' 
tape cartridge, used extensively for many years by the broadcast industry. I know there 
are many others I have missed, and I apologize for any omissions. However, the 
foregoing list of successful former staffers should serve to point out the calibre of 
experience to be gained by working at a small market operation such as CJAT. 
 
    In January of 1938, the Kootenay Broadcasting Company, Ltd., owners of CJAT until 
1972, moved the studios to the Masonic Temple Building on Victoria Street in the space 
later occupied, until 1994, by the Medical Associates Clinic. 
 
    Before moving on to the next decade, it should be noted that CJAT, at the time, was 
the only commercial radio station in southeastern British Columbia; that is, until the 
establishment of our current sister station CKKC (originally CKLN) in Nelson in 1939.  
Sadly its birth was over-shadowed by the outbreak of World War II that same year. 
 
1940 - 1950 

 
    Naturally, with the outbreak of World War it in 1939, very little in the way of technical 
change took place, as the country lent full support to the war effort. However, in 1941 
the radio station did manage to make a frequency change to 610 kilocycles; a dial 
position it maintained until recently. 
 
    During that unsettling time, CJAT kept area residents on top of the ever-changing 
situation in Europe and the South Pacific, through its CBC network affiliation, and a 
somewhat limited local news operation; a situation that was soon to change for the 
better.  Prior to the end of hostilities, a fully-operational news department was 
established through the facilities of Canadian Press. 
 
    I recall, as a youngster, listening to news stories from the battlefronts, war bond 
drives, as well as the many network morale-boosting musical and dramatic programs 
carried by CJAT at the time. One particular program remains vividly in my memory to 
this day. It was called L, For Lanky, an exciting weekly serial portraying the day-to-day 
hazards and situations faced by the Canadian crew of a Lancaster bomber in the 
European war zone.  The series motivated my youthful patriotic passion so much that I 
fired off a letter to the Royal Canadian Air Force offering my services. In reply, I 
received a very kind letter from the Air Marshall of that time, who thanked me for my 
offer to help defend the country. However, considering my young age and a physical 
disability which made walking difficult, he felt that active duty was out of the question. 



He did send along three aircraft identification manuals, which I cherish to this day.  
 
   According to Joe Kobluk, CJAT marked the end of World War II in fine style at the 
corner of Bay Avenue and Spokane Street in Trail.  It was here that a large throng had 
gathered to celebrate the coming of peace. He, along with fellow announcer Frank 
Flemming, rushed to the happy scene, and with the aid of a small shortwave 
transmitter, broadcast from the scene to the studios in the Masonic Building. There the 
signal was fed into CJAT's main transmitter for all to hear. 
 
    During the last two years of the war from 1943 to 1945, Walter Dales, a talented 
writer, was appointed manager of CJAT. Prior to his promotion, Dales was instrumental 
in scripting and producing a number of features for the station, the most notable being 
a weekly dramatic series entitled The Barclays of Beaver Bend.  The locale for the soap 
opera was Beaver Bend, situated on the highway across from Webster School in 
Warfield, B.C. 
 
    At the end of 1945 Mr. Dales moved to Montreal, where he established a thriving 
script service and ad agency, and Eric Aylen, CJAT engineer at the time, assumed 
managerial duties. 
 
    If my sometimes faltering memory serves me correctly, it would have also been about 
this time that a long-running musical variety show called The Happy Gang hit the 
airwaves; soon to become a Canadian institution.  Weekday mornings were not 
complete without a coffee and Bert Pearle's talented, and sometimes madcap cohorts. 
The popular series ran into the 1960s.  As well, I recall such equally-popular programs 
of the day as Don McNeil's Breakfast Club, weekday mornings from Chicago, and soap 
operas such as Ma Perkins, the pre-TV Guiding Light, Big Sister, and Canadian 'soap' 
spinoffs entitled One Man's Family  and John & Judy, (none of which were as explicit 
and steamy as today's television equivalents!) 
 
    Another much-listened-to dramatic series, Lux Radio Theatre, directed by the late 
motion picture giant, Cecil B. DeMille, drew heavily on Hollywood's major stars, in a 
weekly series covering the gamut from the more serious works to light-hearted comedy. 
And speaking of comedy we must not forget the likes of Jack Benny, Fibber McGee and 
Molly as well as Amos and Andy. Not to be neglected, the kids were enthralled by the 
escapades of such radio heroes as The Lone Ranger, Superman, Chandu The Magician, 
Jack Armstrong, The Shadow, and The Green Hornet, to name a few. Radio in those 
halcyon years was truly the theater of the mind, as our imaginations brought those 
programs and characters to life. 
 
    In the 30's, and even into the early 50's, prior to the convenience of tape recording, 
radio stations were compelled to run many locally-produced commercials and programs 
live. There were exceptions, thanks to the availability of disc-cutting equipment. The 
process involved feeding the announcer's voice, and any necessary music, into the 
recording unit where a diamond needle picked up the electronic vibrations and etched 
them onto the plastic-like surface of an aluminum disc. 
     



    This method was used extensively for material that had to be saved, or used repeatedly 
for a short time. As you might expect, the discs tended to wear out rather quickly. 
 
    Many nationally-produced programs and music services, at the time, were recorded on 
16-inch records (or transcriptions, as they were called), with hour-long programs 
offered on 2 double-sided platters. 
 
    As you might guess, it was inevitable that operators would occasionally play the odd 
side out of sequence; an accident  that resulted in thoroughly confused and angry 
listeners, and brought the scorn of an irate manager down on the the head of the 
unfortunate announcer-operator. 
 
    Aside from a number of transcription services, the general run of music programming 
came from 78 rpm off-the-shelf recordings, containing a single selection on each side of 
either a 10-inch or 12-inch disc. These records were made of a brittle, bakelite type of 
material, and there was frequent breakage. As well, they tended to wear out fairly quickly 
with repeated use,  becoming extremely scratchy in time. 
 
1950 - 1960 

 
   Technically, things seem to have been relatively quiet until about 1950. That was a 
year after I signed on as a transmitter operator in Warfield, a growing community with 
ever-increasing demands for electricity --  demands that created troubling fluctuations in 
power during periods of peak usage. 
 
    It was a situation that caused considerable headaches for operators trying to cope 
with the whims of an aging transmitter and outages were fairly frequent during meal 
preparation periods in particular. However, being an inventive lot, operators hit upon the 
routine of jamming the transmitter circuit breakers with broom handles, cut to the 
appropriate length. It was certainly unconventional, but it did help keep us on the air. 
    
    Looking back, I have to marvel at the fact that we also managed to do even some 
very limited programming from the Warfield transmitter facility. Our equipment 
consisted of a microphone, an ancient turntable, somehow avoiding a long-overdue 
reincarnation as a boat anchor, and a tall homemade wooden stool. In the event of a 
loss of signal from the downtown studios, the transmitter operator, who had to be in 
reasonably good health and fairly agile, flipped on the mike, offered the appropriate 
apology, moved quickly off the stool, gave the relic turntable, which was on the floor, a 
push to get it up to speed, and prayed the failure would be corrected before the record 
ran out. Usually, we weren't that lucky, and, as you might suspect, there was a fair 
amount of dead air during extended breakdowns. Even so, we did manage to run the 
odd, un-interrupted transcribed program from time to time. To say Warfield transmitter 
duty was a challenge would certainly qualify as the understatement of the century! 
 
   The transmitter, with the front panels removed for easier access to vital parts, was 
housed in small room adjacent to the operating area. As a safety measure a heavy 
sliding door isolated the high voltage equipment and its ever-present hazards to life and 



limb, a fact of which operators were well aware.  However, much to my everlasting 
regret, one day I neglectfully left said door partially open. 
 
   At this point 1 must explain that the engineer's wife had a pet cat which she loved 
dearly. The animal was extremely friendly and was allowed to roam about most of the 
Warfield transmitter building. That did not, I hasten to add, include the area in the rear 
where the transmitter was housed. One day I inadvertently left that door slightly open, 
and being of the curious nature with which most cats are endowed, the creature slipped 
into the room. Before l had a chance to entice it away from the equipment, it sniffed a 
high-voltage terminal and, in a flash, expired!  Needless to say neither the engineer nor 
his anguished wife were amused. Luckily I somehow managed to keep my job, but it 
was some time before Beryl Hepburn would forgive my negligence. 
 
   It wasn't too long before our ongoing power problems at the Warfield plant led to the 
search for a new transmitter location, and so a deal was struck with Cominco.  Soon a 
site was prepared at Duncan Flats, a barren, sandy plateau above the highway east of 
Trail. 
 
   Several hectic months were spent laying out an extensive ground system, erecting a 
new 275-foot all-steel antenna, and installing the very latest 1000-watt transmitter and 
associated electronic equipment. 
 
   Upon completion of construction, we said goodbye to the cramped old building, which, 
in its final years had also served as residence for engineer John Hepburn and his wife 
Beryl, and moved into our sparkling new home in February of 1950. 
 
    Following the installation of new equipment and the erection of a new steel tower on 
Duncan Flats a new problem came to light; how to dispose of the old wooden tower in 
Warfield. As it turned out, the challenge was accepted by two long-time Trail residents, 
Al Warrington and Arnold Lear. 
 
   According to Mr. Warrington, the two friends discussed the project and decided to 
take on the task, which entailed a certain amount of risk to life and limb, not to mention 
adjacent property.  The daring duo surveyed the situation and decided that without 
appropriate equipment for dismantling, the tower would have to be toppled. 
 
   As Mr. Warrington tells the story, “Upon examining the base we noticed two of the 
three legs faced a line in behind, and parallel to, the Warfield business district and a 
number of homes in the area, and rested on a firm piece of ground that would safely 
support a truck. And, having acquired temporary ownership of the tower from the radio 
station for $1, we made preparations for the fall.  This involved my climbing up the 
tower the day before, to secure a 50-foot length of 1/2-inch cable to the structure. After 
a good look around and the realization that I was going to be the last person to be on 
top of the highest self-supporting wooden radio tower in Canada, I carefully brought the 
cable down to the ground, where we attached another length of cable sufficient to reach 
the truck.” 
 



   The next day, Warrington and Lear, blessed with a cloudy, but windless day, attached 
the cable to the truck and undercut and axed out about one-third of the two legs facing 
the vehicle.  They then cut through the remaining leg, signalled the truck driver to 
gradually increase the tension on the cable, and the tower toppled, "right on the 
money”, with no damage to surrounding properties. 
 
   With the move to our new quarters, little did we realize that transmitter operators 
would soon become victims of automation, with the installation of a remote control 
system three years later. This equipment would make it possible to monitor the 
condition of the transmitter, as well as turn it on and off, from our studios.  However, 
the thought of being replaced was the furthest thing from our minds as we moved to 
Duncan Flats.  As a matter of fact, we felt we had entered Radio Heaven when we 
occupied the new site:  two new instant-start turntables, a modern microphone, and a 
fully equipped operating console. We never had it so good! 
 
    As you can guess, working conditions at our new home were excellent, with very little 
maintenance at the outset, thanks to all the new “goodies”.  Much of our day was spent 
taking meter readings, keeping an ear on the radio, washing floors and windows, and 
generally, keeping things neat in and around the property. This was high on our list of 
priorities, as you never knew when management or other visitors might drop in, as they 
did frequently during the summer, to look things over or to escape the stifling heat in 
downtown Trail. 
 
   Transmitter duty also offered another benefit, in that we all learned some basic 
cooking skills in our compact, but adequate living quarters. It was an area that included 
a double bunk, kitchen sink, electric rangette, small fridge and a fair amount of 
cupboard space. A full bathroom with shower adjoined the kitchen, along with an oil 
furnace that had us holding our breath, as it had blown off its cleanout door a few 
weeks before we moved in.  Aside from that temporary hazard, we had all the comforts 
of home (including a heated garage). It was a good thing too, as you will discover. 
 
   Getting to and from Duncan Flats back in those days, was no problem during the 
spring, summer or fall.  But winter was a different matter. 
 
   During one particularly heavy snowfall, I had the misfortune to get stuck on the way 
up the hill.  The car bogged down in a snowdrift just a short distance from the 
transmitter shack.  I managed to pull to the side of the narrow road, and made my way 
to the building, relieving the operator on duty. 
 
   As we normally stayed there for 24 hours and then enjoyed two days off, you can 
imagine my surprise when my shift lasted for several days. Apparently we were at the 
bottom of plow truck's list, and so there was nothing to do but wait it out. Thankfully, 
there was heat, water, a well-stocked pantry, plenty of reading material, and of course, 
there was also the radio for company in those pre-TV days. Needless to say, I was 
overjoyed when they finally plowed the road, and my replacement arrived. 
 
   In contrast to the hazards of winter, the other seasons, at Duncan Flats were rather 
pleasant, aside from the odd rain storm, and relatively brief periods of punishing heat. 



Except for the occasional visits of folks from town, and amorous couples seeking a little 
privacy, our only company was the odd wayfaring bear, deer, coyote, or cows from the 
dairy farm just up the road.  As it turned out, having the farm close at hand proved 
advantageous, as the folks there, kept us supplied with milk, veggies, fruit, and 
occasionally, home-baked treats. Life was good! 
 
   The mid-1950's was a bit of a transition period, as transmitter automation came on 
line, and operators had to make a decision; move downtown to the studios to another 
job, or seek employment elsewhere. I chose the former, and remained there until my 
retirement in 1993. 
 
   At this point, time out for a well-deserved salute to CJAT's engineers, who have 
carried, and continue to carry the unenviable burden of keeping all of the electronic 
equipment working.  Among the group have been the late John Hepburn and Gordon 
Fairweather, as well as Jack Molyneux, John Renzie, Bruce Crowe and Darren Fowler. A 
tip of the hat as well, to any others I may have unintentionally omitted. Please accept 
my apologies. 
 
   When I decided on radio broadcasting as a career, there were very few schools 
offering training in the field; especially in programming. Employment hinged on how the 
interviewer assessed the prospective employee’s experience, potential; and, of course, 
job availability at the time.  Landing a job depended on whether or not your interviewer 
was prepared to take a gamble on you. More often than not, the applicant was told that 
the station was looking for someone with experience. (and so, good old “Catch 22'). 
 
   I was lucky enough to be able to enrol in the long-gone Sprott-Shaw Business & 
Technical School in Vancouver, where l was able to gain the basic knowledge that 
allowed me to get my foot in the door at CJAT (KBS).  Many others were not so lucky. 
 
   Today, those wishing to make broadcasting a career, are fortunate to be able to take 
advantage of courses offered by a number of excellent schools across Canada, such as 
the British Columbia Institute of Technology. They offer students training in all aspects 
of radio and television broadcasting, and certainly improve the individual’s chances of 
gaining employment. That valuable resource has, I feel, also been responsible for a 
marked decrease in the unpredictibility, and off-the-wall antics displayed by some of 
those free spirits who seemed to gravitate to the business in past years. And, believe 
me, CJAT (KBS) has attracted its share of these loveable rogues; some who shall remain 
nameless, out of the author's fear of lawsuits or reprisal. 
 
    However, I will risk mentioning a couple of Incidents that remain entrenched in the 
memories of a few former staff members and many long-time listeners. One involved a 
talented balladeer who, many years ago, worked the sign-on shift, and regaled the 
audience with his guitar-backed folk songs. 
 
   It seems the announcer, who enjoyed partying, happened one evening upon a bash 
attended by a local union boss. As will sometimes happen, one drink led to another, and 
sane discussion turned into heated argument. And so with the approach of dawn, a 
thoroughly disgruntled deejay left the party in time to tackle his earlybird shift. 



 
   Still feeling the effects of one too many, and still extremely angry, he proceeded to 
reprimand the anonymous union leader with whom he had disagreed on the air and 
apparently invited the gentleman and his companions to a punch-out.  As you might 
suspect, the union leader, or one of his lieutenants, heard the outburst, and immediately 
phoned the station manager.  Said manager headed for the radio studios; and after a 
brief and heated exchange of words, the announcer left the premises, never to return.    
 
   At this point, the incident should have ended; but not so! The silver-tongued disc 
jockey had thoroughly captivated his female listeners, and there was an unbelievable 
outcry from the ladies upon news of his dismissal. There was also a flurry of petitions 
demanding his reinstatement.  But this was not to be, and over time the incident and 
the errant jock became only a memory, especially to all those local people to whom our 
loveable con artist owed money. 
 
   Our little tale does end on a happier note; our talented, but devious con artist quickly 
left for the safer environment of the east coast where he quickly became The Toast Of 
The Maritimes'. Where Is he now? Who knows! 
 
   Another character employed in the CJAT news department displayed a hidden quirk of 
which we were not aware.  He did his job very well, and during his off-hours, managed 
to write and produce an excellent dramatic account of the birth of Jesus; portraying the 
event as if was a present-day news story, with ‘live’ reports from various locations. By 
the way, one of the cast members was the well-known Canadian television personality, 
Roy Bonisteel, who happened to be in Trail for a meeting with the Ministerial 
Association. 
 
    Following the airing of the program, our reporter decided to move on to greener 
pastures in Regina, where, according to one of my spies, he was involved in public 
relations with the Saskatchewan Progressive Conservative Party.  From there he moved 
on to Edmonton where he was employed for a time as a TV producer. According to my 
informant, his behaviour during that brief sojourn in the Alberta capital drove the 
Executive Producer who hired him to the brink of apoplexy. 
 
    It was in Edmonton, apparently, that our free spirit gained an appetite for robbing 
banks  and, during an escapade in Vancouver something went wrong, and our 
impetuous newsperson supposedly spent some time in the slammer. 
 
   lf his story to the judge is to be believed, our amateur Robin Hood claimed that he 
pulled off the stunt in order to amass research material for a book he planned to write 
about the B.C. prison system. At any rate, the gentleman in question, bored with his 
enforced holiday at a B.C. minimum-security prison, went AWOL prior to the completion 
of his jail term and sailed off to Australia, where his smooth tongue gained him entry to 
the teaching profession.  Alas, the long arm of the law finally caught up to him, and he 
was returned to Canada, to complete his interrupted sentence. At this point the trail 
peters out on our elusive former employee, and his fate remains unknown at the time of 
writing.  As you can see, radio people come in all types. 
 



   On a more positive note, another incident worth mentioning, was a cross-Canada 
bicycle trip proposed by two enthusiastic CJAT announcers back in the late 1950's or so. 
 
   Ralph Milton and Fraser McAlpine planned the trip for months, and finally were 
cheered on their way. Depending on one's view of the venture, bad luck or Divine 
Intervention apparently put an end to the four-month jaunt somewhere in Ontario.  And 
so, our heroes returned home the same day, relatively unscathed except for a couple of 
mildly-bruised egos at not having been able to finish their coast-to-coast trip.  However, 
everyone back home enjoyed their daily progress reports and gave our intrepid 
adventurers a hero's welcome upon their return. 
 
   Staff hijinks and relatively harmless practical jokes seemed to more or less come with 
the territory when one decided to take a chance on a radio career. You never knew 
when coworkers would set your news or program script aflame, turn out the control 
room or news booth lights, moon you through the window, or attempt a number of 
other unsettling distractions that are best forgotten.  
 
    There were a couple of interesting situations that former co-worker and long-time 
friend Dave McCrady brought to mind, and so let him tell all:  
 
  “One evening a young fellow from Castlegar, who my brother had played with in a 
band over in the Okanagan, called during my shift, and we decided to record his latest 
group at the station. So one Saturday night after sign-off they came in, got set up, and 
around 1 am, I rolled the tape.  Being a typical teen band , they were loud! VERY LOUD!  
As a result, and much to our surprise, who should show up, but Henry Gallas, the 
station janitor at the time.  I was not aware that Henry and his wife Elsa, lived in a small 
apartment upstairs.  Needless to say, the impromptu recording session, came to an 
abrupt end!” 
 
   Dave recalled yet another incident that involved another employee at the time; a well-
known Trail native (and I'm sure, being a good sport, he won't mind his name being 
used ), Burt Decaire.  Again Dave sets the scene: 
 
   “When Burt first started working at CJAT, it was as a part-time announcer-operator 
whose basic assignment was to fill between the two Saturday board shifts, while the 
Metropolitan Opera was on the air between 1 pm and 4 pm.  Being of flexible length, 
the opera did not always fill its allotted three hours.  Burt's job was then to play disk 
jockey and fill the time between the end of the opera and the start of the night jock's 
shift at 4pm. I was the night man. Gerry Stevens was the morning man."  
 
   As the tale unfolded, McCrady recalled that Burt's practice was to come in the 
previous evening and select about an hour's worth of music from the library. Then on 
Saturday, he would show up only a minute or two before his shift started.  And as 
McCrady continued,    "Gerry, Pat O'Neil and I decided to play a practical joke on poor 
Burt!  The two control rooms in those days were pretty much identical. Each had two 
pilot lights to indicate whether for not it was on the air: red for ‘on’ and green for ‘off’.  
In both rooms we switched the jewelled glass covers around. Thus Decaire thought his 
control room was on the air when it was not." Our mischievous trio, through some 



electronic switchery, cut the CBC feed to the control room and crippled much of the 
other equipment.  Burt was left with a microphone and two turntables -- nothing else!”   
As McCrady continues the story, “We turned down all of the off-air speakers in the 
place, and at 1 o'clock, just as the unsuspecting Burt was coming through the door, we 
switched control rooms and put the opera on the air from the second one. Burt noticed 
that O'Neill was playing a record instead of taking the opera broadcast. The devious 
O'Neill then told Burt that the opera had been cancelled, and that he would have to fill 
until 4 pm, and regularly inform listeners that the network program was not available.  
At this point we left our victim and headed to a coffee shop, complete with portable 
radio to monitor the opera broadcast.” 
 
   To add further insult to injury McCrady, Stevens and O'Neill later  returned to warn 
poor Burt of an impending news bulletin.   In due course, O'Neill appeared in the 
annunce booth and reported the assault of our news director in broad daylight by the 
local mayor.  It was completely fictitious, of course. Pat broke up part way into the 
fabrication, and then and there, Burt knew he had been the brunt of a practical joke. I'm 
not too sure Decaire ever forgave ‘the terrible trio’, and to be honest I can't fault him if 
he hasn't. 
 
   Looking back, I'm sure the perpetrators still carry at least a smidgen of guilt for the 
hoax on a fellow employee. However, it serves to illustrate the extent of some of the 
youthful pranks of the past. Luckily, no serious injuries were sustained, and memories of 
such stunts usually brought back nothing but good thoughts. 
 
   Dave McCrady also tells this story on himself:  “When I started at CJAT the telephone 
switchboard had a key on it that was thrown when the receptionist wasn't on duty so 
the announcer on shift could hear the night bell and answer calls after hours.  One 
Friday night she forgot to set it.  I was doing Saturday mornings at that time and Hellen, 
my wife-to-be, was a telephone operator at the Trail office.  She started getting calls 
that morning from people who were trying unsuccessfully to get through to CJAT.  She 
also tried in vain, and decided to call the Trail police office.  I had just started to read 
the 7 am news when someone started leaning on the back doorbell, and continued to do 
so through the entire newscast.  When I finally got a record on and went to see who it 
was, a patrol car was just pulling away.  I then called the RCMP office and found out 
what the problem was.” 
 
   Strange as it may seem, I miss the misadventures, as well as the mischievous 
characters who seemed to find their way into radio in the good ol’ days.  A body never 
quite knew what was going to happen next. Suffice to say, life was never dull or routine, 
and in some ways, I feel a sense of regret at the passing of that era.  However, times  
change and life goes on. 
 
    I feel that the move to the programming side of radio was one of the best decisions I 
ever made, although there was one occasion during my transformation that made me 
feel I had been a bit hasty in my decision. 
 
   One of the first live commercial announcements I had to read dealt with a sale of 
women's undergarments. Such ads were, as I recall, usually read by one of our female 



staff members at the station.  In that male-dominated era, such commercials were 
shunned like the plague by the guys, feeling perhaps, that their masculinity would be 
questioned.  Away, the story was that there had been a last-minute copy change, and it 
had to be read immediately; and being on the air, guess who was elected. 
 
   In all likelihood, I would have made it through the commercial with little difficulty, 
except for the fact that two or three of the fellows on staff chose to stand in front of the 
control room window, grinning from ear to ear. After what seemed an eternity, I got 
through the 60-second spot, suffering nothing more fatal than a severe case of 
embarrassment and jangled nerves. 
 
   To this day I can't help but feel that, being the new kid on staff, I had been set up.  
But, as it turned out, that memorable incident alleviated much of my early on-air 
nervousness. 
 
   Having discovered I was an incurable ham, I thoroughly enjoyed the major part of my 
career in programming, thanks, in large measure, to the guidance and encouragement 
of more experienced local broad-casters such as Joe Kobluk and the late Ken Hughes. If 
you have been in the West Kootenay region for some years, you'll likely remember Ken 
as the host of the extremely popular Cominco Album, a daily information and human 
interest series focussing on employees at the smelter in Trail and the Sullivan Mine in 
Kimberley.  Ken and his wife Marg seemed to thoroughly enjoy the area, although he 
had been lured away from a lengthy, major-market career at radio station CKWX in 
Vancouver.  Marg (or Margo, to use her radio name) was featured in a nightly program 
of popular organ music. 
 
   Around the same time, Ben McPeek, an extremely talented and inventive young Trail 
pianist, who went on to bigger and better things in Toronto, was featured in a twice-
weekly program of jazz and popular standard selections.  Regrettably, Ben passed away 
a few years ago, at the height of his musical career, which involved composing, 
recording, and jingle production back east. 
 
   Speaking of music:  during the 1950's there was an incident that, I'm certain, agitated 
the ulcers of more than a few programmers: a music boycott! 
 
   The disagreement resulted from the possibility of a rather hefty fee increase 
suggested by the American Society of Composers and Publishers, the major music 
licensing agency of the day.  ASCAP was established to protect composers and music 
publishers, who, prior to its formation, received few, if any, royalties, from the 
commercial sale and public performance of their tunes.  By the way, it should be noted 
that there was a similar organization, Broadcast Music Incorporated, newly-established 
by commercial radio stations, some time just prior to the embargo. 
 
   Broadcasters, angered by the possibility of a substantial ASCAP fee hike, refused to 
play the songs blessed by that agency. Unfortunately, they controlled compositions by 
the major popular composers, up to and including the 1950's.  As a result, broadcasters 
were compelled to rely on the lesser-known compositions and composers in the BMI 
stable.  There was also considerable use of older music, considered to be in the public 



domain and use of which was not subject to royalties and licence fees.  And, as I recall, 
this made for some pretty drab programming until the warring parties reached a mutual 
agreement a few weeks after the start of the ban. 
 
   The boycott certainty emphasized the importance of recorded music to the broadcast 
business, and to the general public, who would, ultimately, enjoy the benefits of some 
rather starting developments coming up in the field of sound recording. During World 
War II, an electronics wizard invented the wire recorder. But shortly after its 
introduction there was a feeling among users, that it may have been a secret weapon of 
the enemy, developed to drive operators on the allied side crazy.  The spool of thread-
like wire on which sound was recorded, had a nasty habit of tangling or breaking at the 
most inopportune moment. And, aside from the fact that a broken wire could be spliced 
together quickly with a match flame, the wire recorder quickly became history.  That ill-
fated device was quickly replaced by the bulky reel-to-reel tape machine, using a paper-
backed magnetic tape that frequently tore in the midst of an important program, 
interview or news story. Thankfully someone soon had the presence of mind to make 
use of newly-developed vinyl material in tape form. As a result, fidelity and reliability 
improved remarkably. 
 
   Initially, the tapes were offered only in reel-to-reel format.  However, it wasn't long 
before the short-lived 8-track cartridge was introduced. It showed promise, but never 
really caught on with consumers, being replaced in rather short order by the more 
compact, and still popular, cassette tape. 
 
    In the mid-1950's disc recording took a giant leap in progress with the introduction of 
the 33-1/3 LP.  As a result, numerous musical selections could now be placed on a 10-
inch or 12-inch vinyl record, and shortly after, the old single-play 78 rpm platter was 
replaced by its 45 rpm successor. 
 
   Locally, the LP apparently led to an interesting situation in connection with CJAT's 
evening programming. At that time, the studios were next to the Royal Canadian Legion, 
a favourite watering hole of the announcers.  It wasn't long before one or two 
enterprising jocks found that they could put a disc of appropriate length on the air, nip 
next door for a quick one, and be back in time to turn the LP over, or put another record 
on the turntable, thanks to a radio behind the bar that was kept tuned to CJAT.  
However, keeping in mind the old adage, ‘all good things must come to an end’, the less 
than acceptable practice caught up with one unfortunate soul: the needle became stuck 
in a groove, repeating several times until the announcer returned in a panic, and 
corrected the situation.  Unfortunately, it was not before management had been alerted, 
earning the thirsty individual a severe reprimand and putting an end to the practice. 
 
   Kootenay Broadcasting Company Ltd. wrapped up the decade with yet another move; 
the purchase of the former Post Office & Federal Building at the corner of Cedar Avenue 
and Eldorado Street in downtown Trail. 
 
   Officially opened on September 29th of 1958, CJAT's Radio Centre Building was 
located just across the street from the original home of 10AT some 27 years earlier. 
 



   Our new home offered far more room, and a larger production studio in which to 
showcase local and area talent. Along with those artists mentioned earlier, I recall 
programs by the Maple Leaf Band, the Serenaders big band with the Tognotti brothers, 
Fred Orlando & the Rhythm Kings, Trail Male Chorus, Buddy Marr &The Versatiles from 
Castlegar, and the popular Mel Ringhelm Country Band, with Bob Meneer. During the 
decade there were also many other individual musical artists and guests, whose names 
escape me, but who nevertheless deserve 'thanks' for contributing to the programming 
offered by CJAT at the time. 
 
   Remote broadcasts were always an important facet of programming on CJAT, and in 
the 1950's they ran the gamut from hockey, curling, baseball and golf, to airing local 
dance bands on Saturday evenings from the Kinnaird Hall in Castlegar. Announcers 
Telford Oliver, Tom Mableson and Norm Young shared the duties of Master Of 
Ceremonies, with Yours Truly handling the equipment set-up and operating chores. 
 
   And speaking of Norm Young, many of our more elderly listeners may recall him as 
the genial host of his popular Casino  game show.  Also, about that time a youthful 
fledgling announcer by the name of Burt Young (no relation) took on the station's 
Saturday morning kiddie's show, featuring songs and stories, The Big Blue Birthday 
Book, and a character named Bobby the Bunny, who certainly predated Alvin of The 
Chipmunks", but possessed the same type of voice. 
 
   Young may have been a pioneer in this special effect, having devised the technique of 
speaking very slowly and precisely into a microphone attached to a tape recorder 
running at slow speed. The tedious task was rather amusing to those who witnessed the 
process, but when the tape was played back at regular speed, the result certainty 
captivated our Saturday morning pre-school audience. 
 
   During the 1950's, and into the early 1970's, Trail Parks & Recreation brought a 
number of name bands to the Corninco Arena.  As a result, I had the singular honour of 
handling the arena sound system for such music legends as Harry James, Duke 
Ellington, Lionel Hampton, Tony Pastor, Lawrence Welk, and Canada's own Mart Kenny 
and His Western Gentlemen.  Being a long time big band buff, it was the thrill of a 
lifetime. 
 
   The middle-1950s period was one of the high points in my life in that I married Dawn 
Harcus, and upon returning from our honeymoon, discovered that I had been assigned 
the early-morning sign-on shift, which began at 6 am.  It was not a happy situation for a 
newlywed living in Rossland, and faced with getting up at 3:30 am for the commute to 
the station in Trail.  To put it mildly, that shift put quite a crimp in both our nuptial and 
social lifestyles!  However, thanks to an understanding and helpful wife, the marriage 
survived, and we managed to raise wonderful children and cultivated many lasting 
friendships.   
 
   Rising at that early hour was disagreeable enough through the spring, summer, and 
fall, but the winter months proved to be a real pain on being faced some mornings with 
knee-high snow. And here I must pay tribute to the late Ted Davies, who operated the 
towing service in Rossland at that time. There was many a time when I had to call him 



out before the birds got up to get me on my way. Some years later, he confessed to me 
that he had heaved a great sigh of relief when Glover finally moved to Trail. 
 
   While I'm passing out bouquets, another situation comes to mind. Back in those days 
the highway between Rossland and Trail was not ploughed in winter as frequently as it 
is now.  Consequently, because of my early shift, I was often the first, or one of the 
first, drivers down the hill, followed by the smelter workers heading for Corninco.  If, 
after an overnight snowfall, they didn't see any tire tracks, one or two faithful listeners 
would phone me, knowing I had slept in.   So, my undying gratitude to those thoughtful 
gentlemen who saved my bacon on a number of occasions. 
 
1960 - 1970 

 
    In 1968 keeping pace with the latest technological advances, Kootenay Broadcasting 
Company introduced the first FM stereo broadcasts to the Kootenay region, with a 
transmitter and tower on Red Mountain, near Rossland.  (For those into trivia, the top of 
the 100-foot tower was exactly one mile above sea level.) 
 
   From that lofty location, the signal reached listeners directly, as far away as Spokane, 
Washington, to the south and with the cooperation of cable systems, to the east in 
Alberta. 
 
   Sadly, due to economic and other factors, the FM facility remained on the air for only 
a very few years, before being silenced.  The move was extremely upsetting to ail those 
who had worked so hard to make the venture successful, and there remained the 
nagging feeling that, with a little more patience, we might have capitalized on the 
sudden popularity of stereo FM, a year or two after the station's demise. 
 
   For years the Columbia River posed an annual springtime flood threat to the city of 
Trail, but with the construction of the Hugh Keenleyside Dam near Castlegar, and a river 
wall along the Trail waterfront, it was thought that hazard was a thing of the past. 
 
   As it turned out, in April of 1969, a sudden thaw caused Trail Creek to overflow its 
banks, and unleash a flash flood that very quickly turned Trail’s downtown business 
district into a giant swimming pool, and surrounded our studios, at the corner of Cedar 
Avenue and Eldorado Street, with a foot or so, of water. Consequently CJAT found itself 
in the middle of the flood, and I along with a few other staff members, stayed with the 
ship around the clock, to keep listeners informed of the situation. 
 
    It is interesting to note that the very wall that was built to keep the Columbia River out of the 
city, had to be dynamited to allow the flood waters to drain away. 
 
1970 – 1980 

 
     In July of 1972, Kootenay Broadcasting Company was purchased by East Kootenay 
Broadcasting Company of Cranbrook, B.C., and a year later the station received 
permission from the CRTC to increase its power to 10,000 watts. As a result, a new 
state-of-the-art transmitter went into seivice in January of 1974. 
 



    Still another move was in store for CJAT (KBS) when in May of 1979, new studios 
were occupied across the Columbia River in East Trail.  Not too many months after 
becoming settled in the new facilities in East Trail, the radio station entered the era of 
space-age communications in which network programs and news services, formerly 
delivered by interference-prone telephone lines, were now available by focusing a 
receiving dish on a satellite far out in space. Of course, this resulted in vastly improved 
sound quality and reliability. 
 
1980 – 1990 

 
   In September of 1985, Four Seasons Radio, the current operators of CJAT, offered a 
truly regional broadcasting service under the banner of The Kootenay Broadcasting 
System. This came about as a result of the parent company's purchase of CKKC in 
Nelson and CKFC in Creston.  Initially the Nelson facility ran its own programming, with 
a full staff, for most of the daytime hours, relying on service from CJAT during the 
evening, and overnight.  Creston, on the other hand, was operated as a satellite of 
CJAT, because it was not economically feasible to offer a fully-separate service to that 
smaller market. 
 
   Despite efforts to retain CKKC's individuality, recessionary pressures eventually forced 
the company to also program Nelson from Trail.  In spite of the unfortunate reality of a 
sluggish economy, every effort has been made, through electronic wizardry, to keep as 
much local news and programming flavour as possible in in all three communities.  As of 
this writing, both stations retain a skeleton news and sales staff; an arrangement, 
although not ideal, that seems to have found favour with many listeners in those 
communities. 
 
    Earlier on I mentioned the progress made in sound recording; progress that 
continues with the current Compact Disc introduced in the late 1980's, and quickly 
gaining increased public and broadcast acceptence.  As a result it has all but replaced 
the Long Play record and 45 rpm disc. This little 5-inch marvel can hold an hour or more 
of music, and with reasonable care, will apparently last a lifetime without loss of sound 
excellence. 
 
   When l began working at CJAT, the record library was housed in a large room, with a 
rather detailed cataloguing system. Today’s CDs require only a relatively small shelf 
space in the station's control room, to accommodate many more musical selections than 
were ever dreamed possible in that old facility. (One can only wonder, “what next?”) 
 
    Some time around the Mid-1990's, the station began the transition to computers; a 
move that has seen most office procedures encompassed by this amazing technology, 
with still more to follow, no doubt. As well, the more efficient word processor has 
replaced the traditional office workhorse, the typewriter.  And, the almost instant 
communication of the indispensable Fax machine, with its electronic mail, shows 
indications of replacing conventional letter-mail services in the not too distant future. 
 
1990 - ? 

 



In the early 1990's Kootenay Broadcasting System expanded its coverage of the district 
by establishing a low-power FM repeater transmitter at Kaslo on Kootenay Lake and, not 
too long after that, at New Denver on Slocan Lake. Thus, residents in those areas were 
able to access news, a variety of other information programs and entertainment not 
previously available. 
 
   From its birth, CJAT has placed great emphasis on public service; always ready to 
assist in fundraising, and lending a helping hand to a host of worthy local, provincial, 
national, and international organizations.  Most of those events have been extremely 
well-supported, thanks to the listeners who have been more than generous.  And as you 
might guess, public service will remain a high priority as the radio station progresses 
through the 1990's, and beyond. 
 
   As the years have come and gone, commercial radio has moved from the pioneering 
seat-of-the-pants style to a more regimented format approach. 
 
   In an effort to remain economically solvent, a station aims at garnering the maximum 
possible audience; and although the method has both its boosters and detractors, it is 
not undertaken arbitrarily; but is preceded by considerable research, surveys, and a lot 
of soul-searching. 
 
   Music and programming trends are watched carefully, and over time, adjustments are 
made to meet audience demands. In short, stations must deal with the impossible tasks 
of satisfying the desires of the many, while also paying attention to the wishes of the 
few.  It is certainly a frustrating task. 
 
   Commercial radio has become extremely competitive in recent years, with many more 
stations competing for audience and revenue, a significant change compared to the 
Golden Days from the 1930's to the 1950s. 
 
    During those years prior to the increased popularity of Television, FM stereo, and 
cable, small-market stations such as CJAT had less competition, and greater opportunity 
to capture a major portion of the available audience and the all-important advertising 
dollar. It is an entirely different game today, with competition from a host of radio 
stations offering a diverse musical and information menu to the listener. As a result, 
station managers are faced with the horrendous task of meeting listener demands, and 
bringing in enough revenue to keep their operations afloat. 
 
   Since it became such an important part everyday life, radio has, in some respects, 
been taken for granted and treated much like a utility, like electricity, water, and gas.  
We perhaps tend to take it for granted as something that is always there, at the flick of 
a switch, or twist of a dial.  And unless you have visited a radio station, it is sometimes 
difficult to visualize the effort and the expertise, that go into bringing programs and 
information into your home, vehicle, or workplace. 
 

   As you will see, it takes many people to keep a regional enterprise such as KBS (CJAT) 
operating and giving you the service you deserve.  Behind the voices you hear each day 
are a number of other talented and dedicated folks; out of the spotlight, but 
nevertheless extremely vital to the facility's daily operation. 



 

    Making certain the transmitter’s signal gets to your home in listenable fashion, is the 
engineer.  A large news and sports team keeps you in touch with that is happening in 
the Kootenays, across Canada and elsewhere around the globe. Then, there are the 
salespeople who service the many area advertising accounts, the creative director who 
puts together an attractive message for the sponsor, and of course, the announcer who 
produces the finished product. 
 

  Before airing, the information regarding the ad is passed on to the traffic manager; the 
oft-times unsung hero (or heroine), who inserts the commercial in the program log. This 
log is the road map for the day's activities, containing all of the information required to 
run commercials and other features broadcast by the station. 
 

   There is an additional support group involved in the day-to-day business of 
broadcasting: the office supervisor, the accountant, the program, news and sports 
directors.  And last, but far from least, the general manager who attempts, sometimes 
under trying circumstances, to keep things together and running smoothly. 
 

   At this juncture, l think it is appropriate to salute that particular group of leaders who 
must attempt to please the listening audience, sponsors, and deal with the sometimes 
capricious' staff. 
 

   And so, an appreciative round of applause for KBS (CJAT) General Managers, past and 
present: 
  
1931-1938 - T. Robinson  
1938-1941 - A. Balfour  
1941-1943 - A. Nicol  
1943-1945 - W. Dales  
1945-1948 - E. Aylem  
1949-1957 - J. Loader  
1957-1976 - J. Kobluk 
1976         - G. Garrett (June to November) 
1976-1980 - B. Clark (Dec.'76 to June '80) 
1980-1981 - Managed by East Kootenay Broadcasting in Cranbrook 
                   until sale to Four Seasons Radio in Kelowna in 1981 
1981-1995 - D. Gerein (took over June 1981 , left April 30th, 1995) 
1995 - ?     - Karl Johnston (assumed managerial duties May 1st, 1995) 
 
 
 
   To round out this brief history of CJAT (now KBS), it is gratifying to note that many 
more listeners throughout the Kootenays should now be able to receive the station's 
programs.  This is the result of relinquishing the long-established AM radio frequency.  
The result: improved sound quality and a more consistent signal at 95.7 on the FM dial 
from a transmitter located once again high atop Red Mountain near Rossland. 
 
   For those of you who like to keep track of such things, Kootenay Broadcasting 
System's AM transmitter went silent as of 11 am on January 3rd, 1996. 
 



   As well, it should also be noted that as of January 1996, the Kootenay Broadcasting System 
was sold by Four Seasons Radio of Kelowna to the Okanagan Skeena Group, yet another 
milestone in the history of the Kootenay Broadcasting System. 
 
   Generally, radio broadcasting has never been an entertainment and information medium 
content with the status quo.  Those few operations that chose to follow that path are likely out of 
business, or soon will be.  I was lucky enough to get in on a few of those Golden Days of radio, 
and in recent years, I must confess I have sometimes yearned for that simpler era when radio 
seemed to be more unstructured, and in some ways, more innovative and entertaining. 
 
   But, as I indicated earlier, the medium is, by nature, driven by restlessness and change.  And, 
although some will mourn the passing of an old, familiar friend at 610 on the AM dial, progress 
prevails. 
 
   I am certain most listeners, along with those who have been or still are in broadcasting at KBS, 
look forward to the future with great anticipation.  I hope you share that optimism. 
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