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Report #2:  Reality Bites

Things have finally started to settle down for Gisele and I here in Doo-Rant. Although things still
surprise me every now and again, the surprises are far fewer and much farther between. As I mentioned in
Report #1, this is a small town where everybody is related to everyone else. Well, my boss just made the Uni-
versity community a little closer.

My boss, Dave, finally found a house suitable to his station in life and moved his wife and son down
from Stillwater. She quickly found work at the University.... As the head of the Personnel Department. A De-
partment Chair and the head of Personnel. Ain’t that cozy?

In other news, it never seems to fail. I can receive any radio station I try so long as it isn’t the one I want
to listen to. Although it took me several months I was finally able to reliably receive the local OKC based
National Public Radio stations (KGOU/KROU 106.3/105.7 in Norman and KCSC 90.1 in Edmond). When In
Stillwater I tuned into the powerful KOSU (107.1) No such luck here in the “desert southeast.”

The closest station is KCCU (90.3) broadcasting from Ardmore which is about 60 miles away. I also
occasionally receive KERA (90.1) in Dallas. Unfortunately, due to my geography, or should I say topology,
reception of either of these stations is problematic and unreliable. In addition, due to some very strange atmo-
spheric conditions, apparently very conducive to VHF ducting, KERA and KCSC (both broadcasting on 90.1
MHz, remember) fight it out in the ether. One minute I’m listening to Bob Edwards via Dallas and the next
thing I know in my semi-aroused stupor is that I am listening to a Bach concerto being performed by the Acad-
emy of Saint Martin in the Fields (Neville Mariner conducting, naturally).

Just to add insult to injury my primary morning radio is my old Alpine salvaged from my late-great
1970 Torino Cobra which I sold in 1982 (this is a long and ultimately tragic story I will bore all of you with at
some future date). The radio has analog tuning so I’m never quite sure what station I’m tuned to. Regardless of
the numbers on the dial I can quickly discriminate one of the NPR stations from the nearby Country-Western
and Fire & Brimstone stations. However, on some mornings I hear the local announcer state that I am listening
to the “Red River Network!” These stations are all in Eastern Texas and Louisiana!  One morning I was actually
receiving a station in Northern Mississippi! And this was with the crappy antenna!

This past weekend I got serious. I built a cubical quad antenna (see any ARRL handbook for the proper
dimensions) and then built a crude tower upon which to mount it. The tower, assembled from old concrete
forms used to build my new house, is about 25 feet tall and now I can actually receive both KERA and KCCU
with some regularity. Not full quieting, mind you, but much better than it used to be. Now that I have a reliable
source for Morning Edition and my old shower head installed in the bath this place is really starting to feel like
home!

I will now leave you, gentile readers, with a sad and ominous tale from deepest, darkest Durant. I over-
heard some of the young college men talking at the airport a few weeks ago. Being young men, young women
were the topic of conversation. Most of these young men I have come to know over the past five months and,
while young and easily excitable, none would be considered shallow or completely insensitive to the fair sex.
So it was with some interest that I listened to their discussion.

Apparently, a gent named Harry (not his real name, of course!) had met and taken a shine to a young
filly at Miss Mary’s a few nights before. One of my students plays in the house band at Miss Mary’s and a
number of the students from our department frequently socialize there. The problem Harry was experiencing
was in determining this young lady’s qualifications for future romance. When I cam into the conversation the
discussion revolved around one important question: Where they real?



The first thing that crossed my mind was that my image and opinion of Harry was now much dimin-
ished. I did not think that he would lower himself to the level of discussing the relative degree of augmentation,
if any, of a woman’s breasts as a condition of asking her out. I mulled this over for some time, losing track of
the conversation while doing so. When I returned my focus to the subject at had I was trying to determine the
best way of elevating the conversation, teaching these otherwise fine young men a good moral lesson, and not
alienating them all at the same time. Then some of the details of the conversation I had been only half listening
to came to the fore with the power of St. Paul’s revelation on the road to Damascus!

I was mistaken. They were not trying to determine if this young woman’s breasts were real. Rather, they
were trying to decide if her TEETH were real! I later learned that in this neck of Oklahoma a barfull of women
may only count one full set of teeth among them. Monogamy is sounding better and better all the time.


