
        From the Author 
  
Today, in 2007, as I measure the vast difference in the lifestyle and 

the successes of the families of our little town of West Tulsa, Oklahoma 
against those early days when practically all of us had nothing of value, and 
didn’t even own the little withered shacks we lived in, it is immensely 
gratifying to know we’ve come this far. When we look around us, we no longer 
see old shanties crowding the landscape, nor the broken sidewalks, the rutty 
streets, or the once dirt roads along the Arkansas River. Instead, what we 
see is a modernistic view of what West Tulsa had been destined to become. 
The redevelopment of our little town, complete with prestigious condos, 
housing complexes, and the remake of the old business district, has put an 
entirely new face on old West Tulsa...all signs of antiquity have been 
removed. 

Yes...there’s a world of difference between 
the ‘old and the new’, the ‘then and the now’. But who 
can forget West Tulsa’s richness in community 
hospitality, the blissful atmosphere of intimacy that 
permeated freely throughout our ‘plain folks’ 
neighborhood, where people still talked to each 
other over the fence, where neighbors could still 
borrow a cup of sugar, some flour, a couple of 
eggs...or perhaps a couple of dollars ‘til next payday. 
And who can forget how local mom-and-pop grocers 
were intertwined among the residents ...the feed stores that supplied hay 
and grain for country folks who raised horses like the Martin’s and the 
Arnolds, and supplied feed for others who raised a cow or two, and baby 
chicks, and how mothers, overnight became expert seamstresses for sewing 
their kids’ clothes from feed sacks.  

 
 As I look back to those days of yesteryear, I remain steadfast in my 

opinion that of all the cities in the United States, there couldn’t have been a 
more pleasant city to settle down in, as our bustling little Oklahoma town 
situated squarely on the world famous Route 66. Any other town, no doubt, 
would have been too big with too many people, too much traffic, and too  
much commotion. But the people of West Tulsa were never too busy to be 
friendly and neighborly, or to take the time to stop and get acquainted. And 



 

they could very well do without the hustle and bustle of uptown city slickers 
scurrying in all directions. 

In those early days, West Tulsa, of course, was but a mere extension 
of the City of Tulsa and not necessarily a municipality all its own. Well...of 
course that’s what it was – and yet – not exactly, because our little town 
didn’t need East Tulsa – not economically nor politically. And despite the big 
city on the other side of the Arkansas River, West Tulsa was a perfect little 
community autonomously separated from the ‘mother city’ by the Arkansas 
River and maintained a certain independence from Tulsa central. It already 
had everything the big city had, except on a smaller scale, which was just 
the way westsiders wanted it. Nothing fancy, nothing outlandish, no need for 
high-pressure sales people or tall buildings boasting majestic stature – just a 
plain and simple community of ordinary, small-town folks away from streams 
of busybodies in a hurry to prove something. Like the old timers used to say, 
“Why cross the river to shop or to do business over there, when West Tulsa 
already had it all.” 

It was these unforgettable memories that drove me to take one more 
nostalgic reflection of at our past. Because only by comparing the ‘long ago 
past’ of our lives to the ‘immediate past’, as we see it today, can we fully 
appreciate the awesome days of old West Tulsa and the unforgettable 
chapter it played in our lives – way back when.  

But aside from West Tulsa’s ‘new face’ – a face that today is hardly 
recognizable by any West Tulsa native - one can’t easily dismiss the 
perceived injustice of ground forfeited by its pioneers, nor the tragedy of 
events that unsuspectingly swept away our little town like an Oklahoma 
tornado. 

I didn’t intend to romanticize the lingering memory of old West Tulsa, 
but when one of Oklahoma’s primal landmarks has been physically ejected 
into ‘no man’s land’ via the unstoppable arm of ‘eminent domain’, a gamut of 
sad emotions begin to tug at the disappearance of our roots and just 
naturally calls for one last look at the legacy of the little town that ‘once 
was’. 

And because West Tulsa is no longer the way it use to be, or ever will 
be again, is why I felt compelled to recreate its legendary authenticity 
before all the memories become clouded and mythical. In that vein, my 
objective is to portray a realistic picture of old West Tulsa in a live flavor 
of an era gone by. 



My story, a narrative of West Tulsa history written in first person 
dialogue, is rooted in true facts and true stories bridged over with limited 
fiction, avoiding the topic breaks of an anthology. This approach was utilized 
in order to maintain the characteristics of a flowing historical novel, yet 
remain inclusive with historical documentation. In some instances, I may have 
altered, modified, or expanded certain conversations with those whom I 
interviewed with opinions and facts relative to the topic being recounted, 
but only to include additional historic aspects of the subject. 

Due to the large number and wide variety of topics covered, it must 
be remembered that all opinions, remarks, and facts offered me, were given 
in all honesty and truthfulness as recalled by my friends. Recollections may 
differ, however, but that will not alter the sincerity and integrity of the 
memories recalled. 

  The greater portion of my story primarily covers only the perimeters 
of West Tulsa proper...meaning only the community west and south of the  
Arkansas River to 25th Street, but including Midco Road. The communities of 
Red Fork, Carbondale, Garden City, Oakhurst, and Berryhill, have been given 
limited emphasis, but only because those communities have a historical 
significance of their own apart from old West Tulsa town. 
 Lastly, you will notice many names preceding each chapter. Those 
names, I’m happy to say, are but a few of the true westsiders who, like me, 
were members of the West Tulsa community during the 30’s, 40’s, 50’s, and 
beyond. Even though many have deceased, I must remember them as part of 
the cornerstone of old West Tulsa - The Greatest Little American Town. 
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




