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I’m Wade Wardrip and there are many events in my life that were greatly influenced by my older Brother Lonnie Dean Wardrip SR.  I may have mentioned some of these memories at the viewing and sharing of our Memories at the Funeral Home the night before we said our final goodbyes to Lonnie at the Cemetery.  Below is a short list of things I remember:
When we younger and lived out on the farm about two miles east of Jackson, Nebraska, Lonnie had to lead the way when it came to chores.  Some of these chores were feeding the rabbits, the horse(s), pigs, cow, and dogs.  They also included going out in the corn field that had been combined with a five gallon bucket and picking up corn for the animals we had at the time.  We never had that many animals at any one time, but I never remember not having some type of animal to take care of.  He also was the unlucky individual that had to help Dad work on the water pump every time it broke down.  Needless to say, Lonnie was always the one to lead me and our little brother Wyatt in the accomplishment of these chores.  

He was the one that had to go outside and help Dad work on the many old cars that Dad struggled with to keep running.   Now I don’t want you to think that was all bad.  Believe me when I say that Lonnie used this experience more times than he would have liked to with the numerous car problems he experienced in his life time.  
Lonnie use to hang out with Scott Cooper, Chuck Winther and Rocky Nagel in grade school.  I know this because I always tried to tag along.  I remember tagging along once when they decided to go into the hills up above our neighbors down the road about a half mile.  We all got a paddling from that one.  I guess it was because there were sink holes up there because of it being an abandoned gravel pit.  I guess we deserved it, but I didn’t think so at the time.  

I always tried to do what they did, like jumping ramps, having BB gun fights, building forts.  I nearly hurt myself numerous times, but I remember nearly putting Lonnie’s eye out with a BB.  The things kids don’t get up to on the farm.

When Lonnie attended grade school in Jackson, Nebraska he was playing outside the school during recess and managed to get bit by a rabid bat.  I guess the school had been sprayed and the bat was in the process of dieing in the weeds outside when Lonnie came along.  He managed to get a whole bunch of shots around the belly button.  Just one of his many visits to the hospital.  

He managed to get blood disease from eating Deer meat when he was a little boy.  Once when we lived on the farm, he managed to cut a tendon in his hand when trying to surprise Mom by doing the dishes while she was outside.  That took some stitches and a cast.  His life was filled with trips to the hospital.  He had his gall bladder removed, his appendix removed, yellow jaundice, knee problems, elbow problems, neck problems forcing surgery and wearing a neck brace for a long time.  As we went through the years, I use to kid him that there were easier ways of meeting women.  

I remember lying on the ground under an old Blue/Green Pontiac that my Grandpa Ferguson had sold to Lonnie.  At this time we had moved from Jackson to a trailer behind Ted Mayberry, about a mile North West of the Eagles club on the road to Covington Golf Course.   He was trying to wire up the exhaust pipe and muffler so they wouldn’t drag under the car, of course this was after getting a warning ticket from a policeman on the way to school one morning.
I also remember a time when he was trying to wire up a stereo in this car and he was using his buck knife to strip the wires back to splice them together.  He set his knife down on the seat and forgot about it.  One thing led to another and he managed to set down on this knife, forcing him to make the decision of whether to go to the emergency room or try to keep it clean and let it heal on its own.  He didn’t want to have to explain how he cut himself like that in that particularly embarrassing spot, so he ended up taking great care in his sitting position for a couple weeks.  
As Mom and Dad were active members of the Eagles Club, when Ralph Cunningham and my Dad put together The Flying Eagles Clown Unit, our family all became real life clowns.  Lonnie was a proud member of the Flying Eagles Clown Unit.  It’s amazing what you can do when no one recognizes you and people expect the unexpected.  Lonnie fit right in.
When Lonnie got married to Patti Leland, they spent their wedding night at my Dad’s trailer in North Sioux City, South Dakota.  I called them every hour on the hour messing with them.  

When Lonnie was in High School, he had a 69 Dodge Van, I remember him building a bed in the back, which worked pretty good when getting a few extra people into the Drive in theater.  As far as I can remember, I drank my first beer at the Drive in with Lonnie, Myron Ptak, Robbie Voss, Brian Uhl and many others I can’t quite remember.  It’s funny how time has that effect on our memory.  There were many occasions when we cruised the loop with Lonnie and his friends.  

Heck, I remember him trying to race Robbie and Myron back from Southern Hills Mall after work at York Steak House and Barkers Shoes.  I never knew a van could shake so much at 100 miles an hour.  Boy what a foolish thing to do now that I can look back at the situation.  I guess that is why they say hind sight is 20/20.  

That van had some problems, once we were all sledding up at Stone Park when the breaks went out.  This wasn’t much of a problem going up there, but became more of an issue on the way back down the hills.  I think we all aged a few years that day, but we made it home without an accident.

I remember Myron and me taking Lonnie, Patty and Scooter to the Airport in Omaha.  At the time, they lived on W18th Street and we had stayed up way too late the night before.  We ended up waking up late and ran the risk of them missing their flight, so we piled in the car and drove as fast as we possibly could.  They made their flight.  So much for planning!  

After High School, Lonnie, Patty, & Scooter were moving to Long Beach, California.  I still remember, my car was packed full with a trailer behind and Dad’s car was packed full and towing Lonnie’s car, which was also packed full.  That was an experience and a half.  Work wasn’t easy for him to find out there, so he entered the US Army.  After training, he moved to Fort Stewart near Savanna, Georgia.  Unfortunately he didn’t get along with his First Sergeant and was hung out to dry after helping a friend in trouble.  Lonnie spent 14 months in the Army as a tank driver.
Lonnie’s luck with cars wasn’t the best by a long shot.  Once he ran out of gas, the day before my first son Brandon was born, when bringing Lori back to my Moms after a baby shower.  Lori was cussing him the whole three mile walk.  She was in pain the whole night and the following evening she gave birth.  
I remember the two of us going down to Iowa Beef Processors and getting jobs.  This was about three months before I left for Basic Training in the US Air Force.  Lori, Brandon & I ended up staying with Lonnie, Patty and Scooter because it made sense to ride together because we both worked the same shift.  Besides it gave us two cars to depend on to get back and forth to work.  Lord knows we needed both of them. 
After I went into the Air Force and started Technical Training at Lowry Air Force Base, Colorado, Lonnie was good enough to take time off to drive Lori and Brandon to Colorado so we could get married.   Friday morning, they picked me up at the base and we went to the Justice of the Peace in Aurora, Colorado.  Lonnie, Patty and Lori all snickered and laughed all the way through the ceremony.  I had to get back to base and attend class from 4pm – 12am.  I waited for Lonnie to pick me up for about an hour after class, but he had fallen asleep, so I ended up catching a ride with some guys out partying.  It started snowing Sunday morning in Denver, so they started back to South Sioux City, Nebraska.  When they got pretty close to Kearney, Nebraska the Heater Core went out in the Station Wagon they were driving and they ended up in the ditch.  Luckily they all made it out without getting hurt.  Lonnie walked to get a tow truck, by that time, another truck had arrived and he ended up paying twice the amount for the tow.  Luck with vehicles wasn’t something Lonnie had.
Lonnie had come with us several times when we went out to visit Lori’s Aunt Charlene in Hubbard.  

Once when I came home on leave, he asked me if I wanted to help him go to Chicago and drive back some cars for a used car dealership.  It was a long trip, but all in all we made a little cash and had a little fun.  I almost forgot to mention that the truck he was driving ran out of gas on the way back.
I remember going out Country Dancing with Wyatt, Lonnie and Karen.  Once we nearly had a fight with three guys that were making inappropriate gestures to Karen and Lori on the Dance floor.  We usually went to breakfast afterwards.  

I remember going the Strip Club with Lonnie, Fergie and Wyatt.  As well as going to dinner before a night of country dancing with Mom, Lonnie, Karen and Wyatt.  I remember going to dinner out at Lonnie and Karen’s in Westfield, Iowa.   I helped Lonnie wire in a phone in his garage and helped put up Christmas lights on one of my trips back home.  
I remember following Lonnie, Karen, Nicole & Spencer to Cortez Colorado to visit Dad and Sandy.  Another time we went on a long road trip to the Corn Palace in Mitchell, South Dakota with Dad, Sandy, Lonnie, Wyatt and the kids.  On that trip, we stopped on the way back to eat at the Bonanza in Yankton, South Dakota.  

On one of my last routine leaves, I was asked by Lonnie to go to Minneapolis to the 50th Birthday celebration of Polaris.  He was responsible for putting together the birthday cake and helping with the float.  We met up with Patti from Polaris and I drove us up there and helped him with the float and cake.  We got to watch concerts, eat good food, drink a few beers, and we went to Mall of America.  I’m glad we got to spend that time together.

I remember pheasant hunting and fishing on several occasions with Lonnie and Wyatt.  

Lonnie, Karen, Scooter, and Nicole came to visit us a couple times in Oklahoma City and we went to a rodeo, flea market, and of course country dancing.  One of the times, I was deployed so they visited with Lori and my three boys.
Lonnie & Wyatt came to Rivercade with Lori and I to see Chelly Wright and Pat Green perform.  We also went to Southern Hills Mall and walked around with him.

Whenever we came into town on leave, Lonnie would go out of his way to stop in and see us at Mom’s.  He even loaned me one of his cars when I came back from overseas on leave once, which I really appreciated.
He was well known as a hard worker at every job he ever had, and the nice guy in High School.

We always joked around saying that if it wasn’t for bad luck, we’d have no luck at all.  I think all three of us boys believed that the more people you helped out, the more chance that you would get help when you needed it.  That seems to some up Lonnie’s life, “always helping someone”.
Thanks for letting me express some of my memories.  
Sincerely

Wade Wardrip

