
The Guy in the Tie 
 
It has been said that the most arrogant thing a person can do is to write. As though 
they know anything.  After that the even-more-most arrogant thing a person can do 
is write about themselves.  As if anyone cares.  But I am 7 months away from 65. It is 
my right to drink free coffee from Whataburger and to do stupid things.  Therefore I 
shall record my story knowing that my heart has quit its voluntary beating once and 
may again at any time.  In response to the overwhelming cry to know my story I 
shall write to satisfy the both of them.  As Augustine wrote his Confessions, I shall 
write Tommy’s Conflations.  
 
I was born before my time, my parents needing a tax deduction at the end of 1950 – 
thus I was induced on December 29th, assigned ever to receive Christmas leftovers.  
Herbert Thomas Nelson, Jr., although I was the second born son.  Bob, my older 
brother, received my grandfather’s name because a relative named Thomas had 
soundly offended my parents.  By the time I came, their ire had receded; I was 
dubbed Thomas, the 2nd son of Herbert and LaVelle Nelson. 
 
Our stock was Miller, Logsdon, and Perry on my mother’s side from Georgia, Belfast, 
Belton and Abilene.  Daddy’s side was Reid and Nelson from Corinth, Mississippi and 
Eola outside San Angelo. Mom and Dad met in Waco – their respective tributaries 
having co-joined in a chance meeting at a Piggly Wiggly cash register.  Daddy 
outright lied and asked Momma there in 1942 to give him her hair ribbon before he 
went off to meet most certain death in the South Pacific which was a lie because 
Daddy was 4-F because of a chunk of wood in his inner ear that got stuck there by 
being whopped up’n side the head while out chopping.  But it worked because 
Momma gave him a ribbon that he might not die disemboweled and alone on some 
island.  He admitted he was six years older than she was, which was also found to be 
a prevarication as Daddy was ten years older, Momma discovering it 4 boys later 
while handling his drivers license producing it was reported a legendary 
donnybrook betwixt them.  Thus my conception was cloaked in mendacity and 
deception.  My birth expedited for a $400 advantage.  Misnamed at the abating of 
disdain. An inauspicious beginning indeed for the young wraith cast upon the hard 
bosom of this world. 
 
Born in Hillcrest Hospital, the foursome (Momma, Poppa, brother Bob and me) 
traveled north four blocks to Wenz Avenue.  One of a scad of new streets and brand 
new 12 thousand dollar post-war wooden pier and beam frame houses in West 
Waco.  Readied for all the returning G.I.’s ready to bring forth the Baby Boom 
already in progress.  Elementary schools went up about a mile, every mile in all 
directions.  It was a veritable forest of new life all about us. It seemed like the world 
was black and white.  I never remember in color.  All my memories lack is Donna 
Reed and Robert Young. 
 
Our neighborhood was built upon a WWI Army camp – Camp MacArthur – not 
Douglas but his father.  All streets in our neighborhood connected to MacArthur 



Drive.  It seemed all the parents about us were in their 20’s and 30’s. Kids were 
everywhere. It was like the Munchkins in Oz. And we all grew up together.  Very 
rarely did anyone move.  They set up, dug in, and raised kids.  Sammy, Mike, Arthur ( 
who ate his own scabs ), Cheryl, Carolyn, Ronny, Randy (twins), Ronny and Randy 
(brothers), Porky (aka Robert), Ruel, Jim, Fred, Donald (the thug), Ronnie (the thief), 
two kids – a brother and sister with deaf parents (Her name was Darlene. The boy 
thought I was hilarious.), all of whom could sign, the Downey brothers whose 
mother and father screamed continually, Don and David (the oldest among all of us), 
the Mahoney brothers Corky and Marvin (to be avoided), Jackie Bilbrey (who had no 
father – the neighborhood scandal), the Macauley brothers Bobby and Tommy, 
Bobby and Tommy Donallen (apparently Bobby and Tommy were popular names) 
and us – the Nelsons – Bobby and Tommy soon followed by Billy and Jimmy.  And 
then there was my next door neighbor and pal, David Smith.  Funny, but I never 
remember the adults or parents. They were the silent drones who disappeared early 
then rattled home. They worked so we could play.  A Presbyterian church was six 
blocks south, a Baptist church two blocks east. The Christian church four blocks 
north.  A Church of God one block west.  Another two Baptist churches were 8 blocks 
north.  Our Methodist church was far away – 2 miles east.  A baseball/football field 
was 200 yards left out from the front door.  Another field was 300 yards to our right.  
Another was two blocks behind us.  Another six blocks north.  Our elementary 
school six blocks north had 3 backstops.  Each street had its own previously 
described scenario.  Sometimes tackle football crossed neighborhoods and the 
tension was thick.  Each neighborhood had its legends.  Each elementary school its 
mythic tales.  To get a “two below” game going in the street all you had to do was go 
outside and start throwing. The noise was a magnet. 
 
It was magic. 
 
It teemed with post-war life.  Dreams were everywhere.  My first grade picture 
looked like my sixth grade.  Each grade had 3 classes.  Every kid conceived from the 
winter of ’49 through the spring of ’50 in the six block square ended up in one of 
those classes at Lake Waco Elementary School.   Few moved in those days.  We grew 
and fought and played Dr. Pepper league, Boys Baseball, and Little League.   We 
were Cub Scouts, Brownies, Blue Birds, and Boy Scouts all together.  We swam at 
Lions Pool.  We bought “sody waters” at 7-11 on MacArthur Drive.  We followed our 
mothers to Scarmados and Piggly Wiggly on Herring Avenue.  We watched our lives 
together.  
 
Most of them preceded clear memories.  
 
They were before memories. 
 
It was called a “neighborhood.” 
They are all still 10 and 12.  They still live in my soul.  The first impress of my 
memories.  They are my blood.  
This was the trunk of my tree.  My blanket.  



We moved my mother up here to Good Sam 4 years ago.  We sold our house.  We 
cancelled PL2-8833.  It was like putting down your dog.  Like pulling the plug on an 
old life.  I took a rock from our back yard.  It sits on my mantle. 
 


