Oh Yea, | Remember That!

By Dave Lugo, W5TAZ

Long deepless nightd! | suppose we dl have them from timeto time. Me, | seem to have
them quite often. Y ou know how it is, you wind up getting interested in TV or listening
to the scanner on those dl to often busy nights and before you know it you are up way
past your usud bed time and you can’t deep.

When | have nights like this | usudly st done, My wife doesn’'t seem to have these
problems, in the dark and after awhile, the scanner dows down, you learn dl thereisto
know about tightening your buns, dimming your buns or just Smply burning your buns,
Ouch! You wind up ordering a set of indestructible steak knives or one of those things
you put a chicken in and weatch through the unbreskable window on the front asit is
turned, tortured and browned to perfection!

Needless to say the wife has hidden the credit cards and blocked the phone between the
late evening and early morning hourd  Thisiswhen | drift off to the memoriesin my
head; looking back | don't think | could have had a better childhood.

| grew up in West Tulsa, back when the main place to hang out was Loui€ s Hamburger
King! For those of you who remember Loui€'s, the burgers were ok but the people who
showed up there was why most of us went. Friday and Saturday night you could drive by
and see people sitting on the roof drinking quarts of beverages, you know the kind, dark
brown bottles. The old Ice House was just across the river where 244 hits the Arkansas
and the closest thing | had to a transmitter was a set of walkie talkies | had gotten for
Chrismas.

| make it sound wild but it was't dl that bad. Most were locd people from the
neighborhood and we knew them by name. South West Boulevard or old route 66 was a
happening place! Peoria Avenue was called the restless ribbon and gaswas 18 to 20
cents per gadlon and ham radio operators built their own equipment and it al glowed in
the dark!

Those day’ s are long gone and today Louie’ s Hamburger King isjust amemory for us
older guy’s, filling our tanks is just about as painful asaroot cana, and the folks you
mention the Ice house to can’t believe there was actudly a place to buy ablock of iceto
keep you groceries cold!

| was too young to hang out at Louie’'s. My mom just would not have one of her boy’s
up there with that unruly bunch of thugs My Dad had a good job that paid for dl the
luxuries ayoung lad like mysdf could enjoy! We even had a TV and a Fridgeadaire.



Bless her heart, she raised us boys with a stern hand and taught us to fend for oursdves
and dways try to do the right thing. She raised three of us; I’ m the good-looking one of
the bunch! Over the years| gave my Mom plenty to complain and worry about, but when
the time came when | would wind up the man of the house | pulled my sdlf up and met
the chalenge. There is nothing to help a young man to become a man more than

respongbility!

| was the type of Kid who had to find out what makes something tick. If it worked |
would “open it up” to see how it worked, if it was broke, man did | have a grest time
seeing if | could fix it. Thisturned out to be greet groundwork for being aHam later on it
life

My friends and | used to make many of our own play toys. A tin can with the end cut
out and split down the seam nailed to a stick would provide hours of entertainment
steering awagon whed up and down the street. We spent days on end gathering materid
and parts to build downhill racersfor riding down the levy next to theriver.

We would scour the dump for old lawn mowers and disassemble the engines and use
severd to make one good engine. If we were lucky we would find a horizontal shaft
engine, which would dlow usto build a motorized go-cart. Through my child hood years
we had severd we literdly wore out.

Nothing was safe from my tinkering in the summer months. Old radios, you know the
table top modds made out of bake lite of cdluloid, provided hours of entertainment as
well, | learned by trail and error that when the internd antennawent bad | could string a
long wire up and get dl kinds of distant and exatic places like Chicago in my bedroom &t
night. My favorite shows turned out to be the old cered re runslike “The Life of Reilly”
and “Dick Tracy” and “The Shadow”. Wonderful programsthat kept this oddbal young
man entertained.

The West Tulsaof my youth isjust amemory now that | vist on those long deepless
nights. I'm quite a bit older and alot dower that | once was but in my head | ill enjoy
the adventures | had as a boy growing up. My mom ill livesin west Tulsa, inthe
shadows of the 145.110 repeater as ameatter of fact. She too is alittle dower these days.

She used to have the “Fastest Shoe In West Tulsa’. Whenever | would cross that line of
being a Good Boy to one of being a Heathen, that shoe would come off her foot and find
my head with the accuracy of one of those laser guided missiles you see on the news
these days. Not to worry though, my wife has vowed to carry on my mothers fine work,
she kegpsmein lineand if | don't stay within the reasonable boundary’ s that she has set
for me, | get reminded of my place in the pecking order around my QTH.
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Boy, doesit ook as though sheis enjoying thet alittle too much? It doesto me.

Today | spend most of my time and energy working for the betterment of my
communities. | try to get on the ham bands and talk to my friends as much as possible; |
don’'t dways get as much time as | would like to have. | work for the Okmulgee County
Emergency Management, write two newdetters and manage four web pages with afifth
oneintheworks. | keep mysdf busy, if not dodging the wife, on the computer or doing
chores around the house | find the time to get on and burn up the airwaves with alot of
nonsense and total lack of inteligence.

| may not awaystry to save the world, but | sure seem to work hard trying not to forget
it! But | guessthat iswhat we get out of life, memories, make yours good onesfilled with
loads of friends, in the long run you will benfit greatly from it. Even if your mean old
wife does whack you around with a frying pan!
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