
Lake Charles

So we headed west. It took about six hours of driving

time to get there. Oh, there was one time that I had to stop

to get something to eat and a pit stop. Driving the truck

with the dolly behind me did pose a slight problem. But it

was not as bad as I had thought it might be. So, things went

quite well.

When we got into Lake Charles, I turned north on US 171

going by my new store. A little later, I found the road that I

needed to take to the trailer, and I took it. Shortly

thereafter, I saw the trailer and parked the truck next to it.

Then I got the car off of the dolly. After all, I wanted to check

in at my store to let them know that I had arrived.

So, we all got into the car and drove there. Upon my

arrival, I met and talked with the temporary manager. She

had already had this position for a few weeks. So she was

really ready to let me have the responsibility for running the

store. Unfortunately, this would have to wait for another day

as I needed to move my furniture into the trailer. The truck

also had to be returned to the local U-Haul place. But within

a day or so, all of this was taken care of.

Upon returning to the trailer, I started moving things into

it. This took quite a bit of time to do. I may have even got it

done before Susan and I went to bed. I do know that I set up

both beds before it was time to go to bed.

There were some problem with the trailer. Because he

had not been in the trailer for some time prior to our moving

in, it was not in good shape. The biggest problem was the

floor. In some places it was buckled, and in other areas it

had holes in it. In fact, we had some lizards that came

through these holes. Susan did not like this at all.

The location was not exactly a good place either. It was

on Shriner (part of the Masons) property meaning that there



was no other houses that were close to us. Furthermore, it

was close to a bayou which likely had wild animals

(alligators perhaps) around it. These are likely the real

reasons why Susan did not want to stay there! Then again I

did not stop to think about any dangers these animals would

pose to Kevin either.

Within a month, she found an apartment that we could

move into, and we did. In the meanwhile, Frenchy paid

someone to repair the trailer. In this, we really messed up.

We should have told him the situation and especially that

we had found another place to live. This way he would not

have spent the money for the repairs. Anyway, he was not

pleased at all as to how we handled this situation.

(Fortunately, he got over it.

Another item that was important other than where we

lived, there was the matter of a church. Well, I knew where

the churches were in Orange and Vider TX, so I felt very

comfortable about this.

171 One Hour Martinizing store

My first day back to work, I arrived at 6:30 AM as usual.

The first thing I did was to get the boiler going. This time

since I knew that city water was very hard. So, I added the

boiler treatment right off the bat. Then I went through the

regular pre-opening check list. At 7 AM, the store was ready,

and I opened the front door.

In the past, the company only had one laundry store,

South Gate OHM, for the nine stores in the area. Perhaps

this was putting a strain on that store. So, the decision was

made to install a laundry unit at 171 OHM. So, South Gate

kept four of the store (including itself), and 171 was given

four stores plus itself.

This would certainly allow growth in the laundry business.

Then again it could increase the number of employes and

their payroll. Frenchy was against it from the beginning, but



he was outvoted. Only time would tell which side of this

issue was right.

So I was inheriting an established dry cleaning business

and a fairly new laundry business. Well it could be classified

as established business as well since we had four stores that

we serviced which had established laundry business. But

our laundry equipment and employees were fairly new.

I had several employees. Two of them, Mary and Jamie,

were my laundry team. One, Elton, drove the truck to pick

up and deliver the laundry. He also inspected and touched

up the shirts. And when he found a broken button, he would

sew a replacement on the shirt. I had a presser for dry

cleaning, and three counter attendants. One of these also

did the alterations. A second one also spotted clothes and

ran the dry cleaning machine during the day. The third one

worked from 3:30 until the store closed.

So, the first thing I needed to do was become acquainted

with my responsibilities. I knew that I had specific things to

do before the store opened. This included everything in the

morning check list. Obviously, the equipment had to be

greased weekly.

But how should I interact with the employees? What

things were I suppose to do during the day? As it turned out,

I had a very good team that could and would do everything

when the need arose. So, I pretty much filled in where I was

needed.

One of those fill in jobs became very obvious when the

summer came. Employees do like to take vacations. Well, I

can do counter work, spotting, dry cleaning, and pressing.

But laundry is another story. I really needed to relearn this

whole area. There were going to be Saturdays and Mondays

in which the truck driver and I were the only people in the

laundry area. I would be pressing all of the shirts and

bluejeans.



Tuesday through Friday were the busiest days in the

laundry. As a result, both ladies in laundry worked those

days. Then they would alternate being off on Monday and

Saturday. In other words, on a given week, one would work

from Monday through Friday while the second would work

Tuesday through Saturday. The following week they

alternated. So, one week they would have Sunday off, and

the next week they would have Saturday through Monday

off.

And then there is the year over year report that I had

used at previous store. I found the information I needed and

filled out the weeks of 1985 plus the weeks of 1986 up to

when I arrived.

It was a month or less before I had to make a supply

order. As before, I inventoried the spotting chemicals. As as

usual, I had much more than what I needed. I think I had a

gal of the chemical used to help remove plant based stains.

(Maybe there was more...) Almost all of these chemicals

were sitting on top of the bathroom ceiling. There may have

been other supplies up there as well.

The laundry washing machine was rather new, so we put

the clothes in, indicted what type of wash it was to be, and

turned it on. It added the appropriate chemical as needed.

So, I had to learn how much of what needed to be ordered.

Seems like I had learned something during the past 7

years. I asked the people using the supplies how much they

needed for the next month. Again, it pays to have a good

crew. They told me, and sure enough they were right.

There was a one thing about being at this store verses

Goodwood OHM. My supervisor lived in Lake Charles.

Anytime I needed help, I had it locally. Joe Fontenote

certainly made sure I was adjusting to my new

responsibilities. Well, I did have one "major" problem that

Frenchy pointed out. He did not like for payroll to be more



that 30% of payroll. For the first few months it was running

closer to 34%. I was threatened, and I got it under control.

So, it was full speed ahead for a while.

After a while, I brought my computer to work. In my

studying of how this worked, it became obvious that it would

do some of the calculations for my weekly reports and

payroll. It was the payroll that I attempted first.

When I first trained in Lake Charles, Joe had taught me

how to add and subtract hours and minutes. And it was so

simple. As he taught this, he demonstrated it on a

mechanical adding machine complete with a handle. OK, if

he could do this on that old thing, I can do it on this new

fangled computer.

So, I got out the manuals to learn how to program it. First

I learned the format for the steps required. Then I applied

freshman high school algebra to the problem. After some

trial and errors, I had a program with 42 lines. When I ran it,

I had to enter the time clocked in and then out for the entire

week. Then I entered the hourly wage of that employee. In

less than a second, I had all the information I needed. I had

the time worked for each period the employee was on the

clock. I also had the total pay due. So, from then on, I did

my payroll using my computer.

At some point, I also got some modules that would plug

into the computer giving it more abilities. One of them had a

spreadsheet application that I used at the store.

Since the spreadsheet had a table layout and so did the

weekly report, why not layout the sales data so it was just

like the report? It seemed to make sense to me. That was

what I did.

Then I had to learn how to tell the spreadsheet to do the

calculations that I needed. Again it was strictly freshman

algebra, so it was not all that hard. It was a little time

consuming though.



Then came the time to save the spreadsheet. So, I got

out my audio tape recorder and connected it to the

keyboard. Then I pushed the right button on it to save the it.

Several minutes later, the data was saved on tape.

Then on the next Tuesday afternoon, I loaded the

spreadsheet file from the tape by connecting the recorder

again to the keyboard. Again it took several minutes to do

the loading. It sure was noisy as in all kinds of squealing

noises. Then after the store closed, I entered the data from

that day's sales on to the spreadsheet. Then it took several

minutes to save the spreadsheet with the new data.

Each afternoon I would load the data. Later I would enter

that day's data and save the complete spreadsheet. So,

come Monday evening, I had loaded all the data from

Tuesday through Saturday. Shortly after closing the shop, I

entered Monday's data and had the spreadsheet recalculate

the data.

Because some of the calculations relied upon other

calculations, I had to type the recalculate button a couple of

times. The data entry only took a few minutes. All

calculations took only additional seconds.

Every week had to take an inventory of the clothes we

had in the store. First we calculated what the inventory

should be, and then we added up all of the orders in the

store to discover what is actually is. These were suppose to

be very close. If not, we had to go back to find out why they

were not. Obviously, the computer could do the first thing.

We used a printing calculator to determine what the

inventory was. At the end of the tape would be the total

number of orders and the total amount of them. (This was

really two inventories. We had to do one for the dry cleaning

and one for the laundry.)

These inventories were part of my weekly report, so they

were also part of the spreadsheet. So, when I loaded the



data Monday afternoon, I had the two inventory amounts

from the previous week on the spreadsheet. Also part of the

data for Saturday was what the inventory amounts should

be as of the close on Saturday. All I had to do was enter the

data for Monday and do the appropriate number of

recalculation. The cells for the inventory totals contained

data I needed for my report. All I needed to do this was to

take the inventory so see if it matched what the computer

said they should be.

For the first seven years, all of the stores had weekly

sales for Tuesday through Thursday. But outside of the Lake

Charles area, the other stores had a special first Monday of

the month sale. (Why this one area did not, I really did not

ever hear.) But Sometime after I arrived in Lake Charles, Mr.

Lowenthau decided the Lake Charles area should have it as

well.

This is when some complaining began. Huge amount of

clothes were coming in as in $500 to over $1,000 were

brought in. In many cases, these were brought during the

last couple of hours. This meant that there were clothes all

over the place. It took quite sometime to enter the amounts

that had come in on the daily sales. It might be a hour after

the store closed before this part was done.

And then there was the inventory that had to be done...

With all the extra orders that had come in this day, it would

take a much longer time to add up the amounts on all of the

orders!

Of course, this meant that someone was on the clock

longer because of this situation. Higher expenses did get

the attention of the office. So a compromise was made. If

the store had more than $700 in sales that day, no

inventory had to be taken that night. It was very, very

seldom that we did not exceed that amount by hundreds of

dollars.



We had a form we used to keep track of our incoming

sales. When an order was written up, its amount was written

on this form. It was designed to have the subtotals for every

10 orders. (One of these were for dry cleaning and the other

for laundry.) There was room for each column total. The

form's total was put at the bottom right corner. When a

counter attendant was not too busy and many orders had

come in, these totals were calculated and entered on the

form.

We had a similar system for outgoing sales. Periodically,

one of the counter attendants would use the printing

calculator to add up a stack of tickets that had been picked

up. This tape included the total sales and the number of

tickets at the bottom. The tape was stapled together with

the tickets. So by the end of the day, we would have a

bunch of stapled stacks with subtotals. It was not difficult to

calculate the totals from them.

So, within 10 minutes of closing the front door, I had the

data that I needed to enter into the spreadsheet. The

form(s) of incoming sales were added to get their totals. The

forms would also be checked to see the number of sales for

the day. The printing calculator was then used to total the

outgoing sales on one tape and the total number of tickets.

Well, I had already loaded the spreadsheet with the

previous six days of data. It was only a matter of entering

the latest. And again, if the day's total dry cleaning was

over $700, my helper for inventory could go home. I would

write out my bank deposit, take it to the bank, and go

home.

Every Monday evening, Joe would call to find out what

what the store had done in sales for the week. Well, I would

know quite a few minutes before he called because of my

computer. The first Monday of the month was when his call

would be a little later, but I got him trained after a while.



On the first Monday, he would first ask what we had done

that day. (The other weeks, he was only concerned with the

week.) So I would tell him. Then with a certain amount of

smugness, I would ask him if he wanted to also know about

my weekly totals. Of course he did. He got to the place that

he would call about 6:15 to 6:20. It probably still amazed

him that I would have all of this information this quick!

My aching feet!

Apparently I was on my feet much more than I had been

in the past because they began to hurt much more. In fact,

hard areas were forming on the bottoms of them on the

pads of my feet. (I think these are called stone bruises.)

Well, I had heard of Dr. Shole's foot pads. So, I got a pair.

While this did not help very much, my feet did feel a little

better. So, I started putting two of these pads in each shoe.

This helped more, but this did nothing for the hard spots.

Then again, I had heard that nothing would help them.

This time I found help in an Amway catalog. They sold

sole insert that contained a gel. Counting shipping, a pair of

these must have cost about $10. But what a relief! My feet

did not ache anymore! These stone bruises? After a while,

they disappeared never to return. I wore them for several

years and still think that I had gotten a very good bargain.

Training new managers

I had been an instructor in the Air Force, well not very

good at all. The same could be said about my teaching

experience in Mississippi with one one except of one year as

a fourth grade teacher. But all of these had one thing in

common: lesson plans. These laid out what would be taught

and in what order.

Did Joe Fontenot have these, or had he done this for so

long that they had become second nature? I don't know

because I never asked him. This now seems to be very

strange since he would have been an excellent source of



information. There was a large number of questions in this

regard that I should have asked him. But, I did not do so...

What did I remember about my training seven years

earlier? We arrived before 6:30 AM and had hands on

experiences from then until 6 PM when the store was closed.

This was followed by one to two hours in which he taught us

about fabrics and other topics every night. So, supper was

always late in the evening.

But I really did not pay that much attention to as far as

training was concerned. I had a store to run which took

much of my time for 12 hours a day. Then I was suppose to

train people on time of this? That is 13-14 hours per day six

days a week? My salary was $300 per week. Anyway you

want to look at it, I was being underpaid by a great deal.

Actually, I had thought about this some. What I wanted

them to do is to let me be the training supervisor and hire

someone else to be the manager. They did not see it that

way. To them, my putting this many hours in every day was

what was expected of me.

Since I began my career as a dry cleaner, I had received

monthly packages of information about dry cleaning from

IFI. (International Fabrics Institute) At some point, I got a

large 3 ring binder, probably from this organization. It

contained dividers for each area of information. As each

package came in, I would place the pages of information in

their proper areas. This had become part of my continuing

education.

This information became part of my training. They were

shown my store's binder and were told to read the pages in

it. When they got to their store, they were to look for this

binder. If they could not find it, they were to buy a binder.

Then each month they were to separate what they received

into subjects. It was to be kept up to date, and they were to

study its content periodically.



There was also other information in my monthly IFI

package. I made it my business to see what else was going

on as far as dry cleaning is concerned. As a result, I was

able to learn a little here and a little there. It proved to be

well worth the time doing this.

This is where I tried to use my computer as well. One

day, I enter the information from one of items in my

notebook. I had one student read this while I did something

that needed to be done in the store. The only problem was

that he did not know how to "turn the pages". (He was not

as computer literate as I was. It took typing two keys at the

same time.) What they got to see is how a computer can

help with doing the weekly paperwork.

Mr. Lowenthau surprised me. He had bought a large TV

with a VCR for training purposes. There were tapes which

showed how to do particular tasks. For example: a well

known lady demonstrated how to press pants. (Her

demonstrations at trade shows was always a "must see".)

So, from that point on trainees had additional instructions

from the very best in the business. I was impressed! I

considered this to be a vast improvement over just show

and tell on the equipment.

One of my trainees was a flop. She had a bad attitude

besides being sure of herself even when she should not be.

She did not want to follow directions which included what

footwear was acceptable. She did not try to do things the

way I had shown her. I really did not want her around.

I mentioned this to Ron Shaw, but he did not see any

problem. She was part of it, but the rest was that I did not

know how to tell him that she would not work out a

manager. Here was a case of my not being decisive. So, I

muddled through, teaching her as best as I could.

After spending three weeks in Lake Charles, she headed

back to Baton Rouge to what I thing was a new store. She



immediately began having problems. She was not taking

care of the equipment. She was rude to her customers. Then

again she did not listen to her supervisor either who came

to the conclusion that he did not want her as a manager. He

fired her.

This got back to us in Lake Charles, and Joe Fontenot

discussed this with me. He asked me if I would be want her

to be working in my store, and my answer was a very quick

and emphatic NO! Joe didn't want her as a manager either.

One of the people I trained fairly quickly became a

supervisor for Baton Rouge, LaFayette, and points south of

it. She was a very nice lady. (I was "clean shaven" at the

time.) Then she sent another lady for managerial training,

but between times, I had grown a mustache and goatee. So,

when she came to the door and saw my beard, she said,

"Dan?" with a rise in her voice. I assured her that I was.

Before we got started with the training, I got caught up with

what her supervisor was doing.

It was when I was training another manager that Mr.

Lowenthau jumped down my throat. I always made sure that

the equipment was well greased. As a result, there was a

certain amount of grease build up within the equipment

cabinets. He came into the store demanding that all this

grease be cleaned up within a rather short period of time or

I could say good-by to my job. (I found it rather strange that

I had not heard anything about doing something like the

more than seven years I had worked for the company.)

With all of the work that I had to do, I did not see how I

could clean all the grease out of all of the equipment

cabinet! I just about fell to pieces on the spot. The trainee

told me that he would see what he could do to remove the

dried grease. This was a partial relief. He did spend part of a

night working in some of the equipment.



Ron Shaw came by the store one evening around this

same time. That is when I told him what had happened. As I

did so, I broke down and cried right in front of him: it had

had affected me that much. He managed to calm me down

which also helped. I understand that he and Mr. Lowenthau

had a talk about this episode afterward. Obviously, Ron was

not as concerned with his job as I was mine. (Something

similar happened later similar to this more than a year later:

the results were quite different.)

One of my trainees was opening a new dry cleaning store

in Shreveport, LA. C & L Supply (sister company to

Supervisory Services) was installing the equipment. It

turned out that he already had a fairly good idea about dry

cleaning so this was at best a refresher course.

His cleaning equipment included the dry cleaning

machine (cleans and dries), a spotting board, and a filter

system to keep the perc clean. He was getting what I

considered to be the best spotting board available: the one

that had been put into the Baker OHM store. (I truly loved it.

Then again I was able to get stains out using this board than

I had using the steam board which I had until Baker OHM.)

But there was something missing in the set up.

I quickly noticed the potential problem when he

described his equipment. Most if not all of them were new,

and this included a filter system to keep the perc clean. But

there was a down side to this system as well. (This filter is

very similar to a oil filter for a car only more of them and

both larger and longer.)

When dry cleaning stores were using a "washer/dryer"

pair earlier, the filtration system used dichotomous earth

and a perc cooker. The latter distilled the perc which was

reused. As a result, the dichotomous earth and fatty acids

were removed from the perc. A filter system has limited

ability to remove fatty acids.



As more stores went to one machine to do both cleaning

and drying, they also went to a filter system. Fatty acids

began to build up in the perc, and the clothes began to

smell. Customers began to complain.

IFI has a service for its member stores. If they are having

problem with an item they had cleaned, they can sent the

garment to IFI to get a professional opinion of what the

problem had been. Well, they started to get many garments

with the same problem: bad odors in them.

When they get garments like these, the first thing they

do is to dry clean them. Surprising enough, this quickly

eliminated the problem without doing anything more. Then

they did a little more testing with some of the garments.

They identified fatty acids as the reason for the odor.

So, one of my monthly packets from IFI carried this

recommendation: If you have a filter system and do not

have a cooker for the perc, get one and install it. This will

eliminate the possibility of odor because of high fatty acid

content in the perc.

While I was working in Baton Rouge, the Government

store had this very problem. I remember Wes, the area

manager there, had just changed the filters at this store

because of high fatty acid. After making the change, he

remeasured the fatty acid level. It had dropped from way to

high to borderline high. (Personal opinion: they should have

been changed again right then.)

So, I told the trainee that he needed a cooker to go along

with the filters and why. So, he went to Mr. Lowenthau

telling him that a cooked had to be included. (I have no

doubt that he was very adamant about this. This was how

he handled his training.)

Then Mr. Lowenthau came to me rather angry. I was not

suppose to be interfering with what a customer was sold



equipment wise. It seems as if he did not think that I knew

what I was talking about.

I did take a somewhat submissive stance with him.

However, I did point out what I had read in the IFI bulletin

about this topic and left it be. For a while I was wondering if

I had endangered my job by being so bold with the trainee.

If it cost him some of the profits of the sale, I can

understand that. However, I was certain that I was on solid

foundation as to the advice I had given. He may not have

liked it then, but he may have made up for this cost by the

amount of supplies that store used. After all, a happy

customer certainly buys more items; an unhappy customer

goes somewhere else to buy things. I may well have saved

him a lot more money than he thought he had lost.

What about Government OHM in Baton Rouge who had

the fatty acid problem? I heard that cooker had been

installed within a few months since Mr. Lowenthau's angry

outburst toward me. (Joe Fontenot told me.) So, that solved

an existing problem. And I was vindicated in the advice I

had given. Additional point: by reading the literature that IFI

sent, I learned new things and could do a better job of

cleaning.

What about Baker OHM? I do not know whether it had a

perc cooker or not. Considering this conflict in Lake Charles,

it might not have had one.

My training was not working out like they wanted it. Then

again, they wanted me to spend more hours with the

trainees after the store closed at 6 PM. Susan was growing a

little weaker because of her muscular dystrophy. I really

could not afford to be away from her and Kevin until 8 PM

each night. Besides that is entirely too many regular hours

for anyone to work. In the end, they returned the training to

Joe Fontenot. How long did I train new managers? Probably

more than a year.



Another accident

Was I jinxed? this store had plate glass windows across

the entire width of the building with the door to the

customer lobby on the right (as seen from the inside). These

panes went from floor to ceiling which seemed like 10 feet.

This time the driver was listening to the car's radio when

he started to drive off. The only problem was that the car

was in Drive, but he thought it was in Reverse. I was with a

trainee in my office (behind the customer lobby) when I

heard the car hit the door. (The trainee used some language

that I refuse to write and would not anyway.)

We first made sure that no one was hurt including the

driver. Then once we got calmed down a little bit, it was

back to going through the red tape as I had already done

two times before. This was the last time I had to go through

this which was very nice indeed.

Building the business

The year prior to my arrival the store had done about

$120,000 (yes I was still keeping year to year records).

Three years later when I had to quit because of Kevin, we

were on track to do $180,000 for that year.

The top two stores in monthly sales were traditionally

McNeese because it was across from the college campus,

and the South Gate.(This was the main laundry store.) One

month, our sales was greater than one of the two of these.

Why? Probably because of hard work.

One of our stores in LaFayette, LA, had the reputation of

being an excellent store that did over 600 shirts a day. With

two people working in tandem, they were putting out a shirt

every 30 seconds. So,I was sent over the summer of 1987 to

see how this was done to see if I could improve what we had

in Lake Charles.



On the assigned day I drove to Lafayette and checked

into the motel. My room contained a refrigerator and

perhaps a microwave oven, maybe some other items other

than the usual beds and bath. I did not think anything about

this until I talked to Susan after I got back.

Somehow she got the idea from Ron that I would be

taking her and Kevin with me. Well, there were things in the

motel room that would have allowed it. However, I am not

sure that things would have worked out very well for them if

they had gone on this trip.

I think once I checked in the motel that I drove to the

laundry store. Why? First of all, I would know where I would

be going the next morning. Secondly, this would give me a

chance to introduce myself to the manager.

I already knew that there was more to laundering shirts

than the pressing. Such was the case this store. When I got

there, the manager was washing the dirty shirts that had

been brought back from the other stores. So, while she was

doing this, we got acquainted. One thing that impressed me

was the huge number of shirts she was washing. All of these

were placed in baskets and covered to keep them damp.

Once this was done, it was time to head back to the motel.

The next morning, I arrived at the store at the usual time,

6:30. The boiler was already going, building up steam

pressure. It was not long before the laundry people came in.

Of course, the presses had to be cleaned before they could

be used. With the amount of shirts they pressed each day,

there was some starch buildup on the presses. Unless this

was removed, brown spots would appear on the newly

pressed shirts. This is a definitely a no-no! (Marry and Jamie

were already doing this every day already.)

Then the pressing began. Two women worked with the

shirts, and one pressed the bluejeans. This was different

than what I was use to. In Baton Rouge and Lake Charles,



two people did the laundry: one for the shirts and the other

for the bluejeans.

This store had the same presses that I did and in the

same layout. There was one press which did the body of the

shirts. Across from it was the other two presses. The first

one pressed the shirt sleeves. The second one pressed the

collars, shoulders, and cuffs.

The order of pressing shirts was the sleeves, the collars,

and then the body. One person was responsible for doing

the first two, and the other did the the last one. When the

shirt came out of the body press, the second person put the

shirt upon a hanger.

Doing this is more involved than just putting a hanger in

it. The collar has to be buttoned and the collar folded down.

This is done on a solid wooden cone. (A cone would have a

point on the end, but this one had that point cut off.) First

the collar button is fastened and placed over the cone. Then

the collar is folded along the bottom of it. Then pressure is

applied to the collar with the hands to create a crease

between the collar and shoulder areas. Then the shirt is

taken off this cone and placed upon a hanger.

The next step for the shirt is inspection it. Buttons can be

broken during the pressing process, and these need to be

replaced. After all, people do not like to put on a freshly

pressed shirt before going some where nice and find that a

button is missing. So, this is where broken ones are

replaced. Yes, we had a machine that did this and an

assortment of button sizes as well.

There was one more item that needed to be done during

inspections: touch up anything that did not looked pressed

well enough. For that we had a steam iron. Instead of having

to add water to the iron to make steam, a small pipe from

the store's boiler provide the steam. The steam was

definitely hotter than that of a normal steam iron!



The obvious next step was to bag the shirts into their

individual orders. When all of this was done, it was time to

load the laundry into the delivery truck. Off the driver would

go to deliver the laundry to the other stores. It was also time

for the laundry people to go home for the day.

OK, I knew the things that needed to be done using these

presses. But I had no idea of how much faster this operation

could be when two people work in tandem on these three

pieces of equipment! There were two different things that I

paid close attention to. The first thing was how they worked

together. Each press had a timer that controlled how long

the shirt would be on it. This also controlled to a certain

extent how long it took to press a given shirt.

To begin the process, a shirt was placed into the shirt

press. When it came back out, it was placed onto the collar

and cuff press. As soon as this was done, another shirt was

placed in the sleeve press. Then as soon as possible a shirt

was placed onto the collar and cuff press. Then for as long

as there were clean, wet shirts; the person would alternate

between feeding these two presses. The quicker the person

can move the shirts from press to press, the quicker the

shirts will be pressed.

The second person also has two things to do: pressing

the bodies of shirts, and placing the shirts on hangers.

These also are obviously done alternately.

What really amazed me was the speed that they were

able to generate. Many times during the day I would time

the length of time it took from placing one shirt on a hanger

and the next one (30 seconds). Even so, I watch carefully to

see how they were able to work this fast.

While I did not match them exactly, our time per shirt

improved to 37 seconds per shirts. This meant that we had

all of the shirts pressed, placed upon the truck, and it left by

2 PM daily. So, the shirts were in the stores before the



people came in to get them. We saw an increase in the

number of shirts we did as a result of this. There was a

general increase in sales for the store also. Over the period

of a year or so, the maximum number of shirts we did went

from about 120 to over 220 for a day during a laundered

shirt sale.

This meant that I had to spend my time in the laundry

area every day from 8 until 2 with the exception of a 30

minute lunch break helping to press the shirts. I handled the

first two presses which pressed the sleeves and collar (in

this order), and Mary ran the body press. She also ran the

washer, and these two items kept her quite busy too. The

truck driver would check for any broken buttons, touch up

shirts that needed it, and put the laundry back into their

proper orders. Jamie was responsible for pressing the jeans.

On Mondays and Saturdays, these two ladies took turns

taking a day off. So on these days, it was just the two of us

doing the laundry pressing. Then during the summer when

one of them was on vacation, I would be doing the washing

and pressing all by myself. (All in a day's work.)

Why actions speak louder than words

Someone had discovered how to take better care of the

boilers in hard water areas. So all of the managers were told

what they needed to do. After we were suppose to be doing

this, one of the managers mentioned at a manager's

meeting about how she could already see the difference.

She lied.

One of the preventative measures that the company

maintenance men did was to inspect the inside of the boiler

annually. To do this, hand holes in the sides of the boiler

were opened. With the previous method for removing rust

and scale from the boiler, mine was always developing

some scale on the inside in spite of what I did. So some



internal cleaning had to be done during each annual

inspection. This was common for all the boilers.

Then it came time for the next inspection. I knew when it

was to be because the boiler needed to be shut down as

soon as possible after all the cleaning and pressing was

done.

I did what I was suppose to do, and he came in on

schedule. He had been in the boiler room for a while when

he came to get me: he wanted to show me something. Well,

I had seen open hand holes in the boiler before. I had also

seen the inside of the boiler through these holes and the

scale and rust inside. So, what did he want? Well, seeing is

believing. When he told me that there was not any scale

inside the boiler, I really did not believe him! Then he used

his flashlight to let me see for myself. Sure enough, the

inside was clean. Yes, there was absolutely nothing sticking

to the inside of the boiler. It had not been this clean any

time since it was installed.

He really did not have much to do at all. He had drained

the boiler and opened the hand holes. One look inside told

him that he did not have any scaling to do. All he had left to

do was to replace the hand holds using new gaskets and

turn the boiler's water pump back on. Other than the

paperwork, he was finished at my store. (The man who did

this inspection was the head mechanic.)

I wonder if the others had been as diligent in blowing

down the boiler each day as I had. If not, then mine was an

example of how clean a boiler could be kept when following

the steps we were given.

Well, I would find out, at least whether one of the

managers had been doing this. But first a comment about

her attitude. She was making comments about how nice this

new boiler blow down was working. In fact, she repeated

this more than one time. But then it came her turn to have



her boiler inspected perhaps around 8-10 AM... The same

mechanic came. (Obviously, she did not have her boiler on

yet or perhaps on low.) Anyway, he drained the boiler, and

opened the hand holes. What he saw was a far cry from

what he had seen in my store. There was a huge build up of

scale. The boiler was in danger of blowing up. Well, this was

reported to the office, and Mr. Lowenthau personally came

to the store to fire her. I really don't think she had any idea

of what she had done when she had failed to follow the new

steps we had been given. She obviously had not been

following them correctly.

Sometime later I learned why this was important. In the

southeastern part of the city, someone had not been taking

care of the boiler properly, and it exploded! An employee

was standing outside the building against a wall between

the front door and a window. The explosion blew the glass of

the front door out past him some 40+ feet. It also blew out

the window about the same distance. The back of the

building where the boiler had been was totally destroyed.

The boiler looked like it had been torn apart. Had anyone

been in the path of this glass, there would have been

serious injuries or even death.

Counter lady

Joe Fontenot came to me with a special request from the

office. They wanted to place a specific lady as counter

attendant in my store. This seemed little strange to me in

the beginning. I'm not sure that I was in need of one at the

time or not. Yet, it was rather difficult for me to say no even

though managers usually get to decide whom they will hire.

In the end, it was who this lady was. She was the

daughter of the man who ran C&L Supplies, the sister

company to the one I worked for (Supervisory Services).

This certainly set me to thinking. Was this nepotism? Yet, if

she was qualified, why the special request? And if she was



not, what kind of problems were they saddling me with?

How much leeway would I have in working with her? If she

could not do the work, would I be able to fire her?

Likely she had a lot of unanswered questions of her own.

She knew that she had this job only because of her father.

Very likely she also knew that I would know this. But she did

not know how much more I knew. How would I react to this?

Specifically, would I resent having her work in my store

since I had nothing to do with her being hired?

It turned out that she was not qualified for the position.

That is, she would not have been hired if she were not the

daughter of someone high up in the sister company. In

essence, she had some emotional issues that had not been

addressed in her family environment.

So, it was agreed that she would begin working daily

from 3:30 until closing. Monday evening we would be doing

the weekly inventory after closing. This would be her

schedule until I quit in August, 2018.

Then came her first day to work. I, of course, still had a

lot of unanswered questions in my mind. Then she came in

the door and introduced herself. Then it was my turn to

teach her all the things she needed to do to become a

counter attendant.

There is nothing like work to settle ones nerves. This

started with my filling out her time card and having her

clock in. For the rest of this day, I spent some time

describing some of the things she would be doing. Then as

customers came in, I waited upon them. She got to watch

what I was doing and how. I probably also talked about my

actions as I did them as well. After a while, I let her wait

upon some of the customers while I watched. When she ran

into a problem, I would gently explain what she should do.

When we had some time between customers, we would

talk. Much of it was answering her questions. Some of it was



critics of how she had waited upon a previous customer.

Most of this was suggesting better ways she could use the

next time she had a customer to work with.

Our conversations branched out in other directions as

well. Over a period of time, she began to open up, and I

learned more about her. I also learned how she had been

thinking in the past. Perhaps, I helped her change some of

the ways she was thinking.

OK, she had some issues, but this did not get in the way

of her becoming a good counter attendant. So, while she

would not have been hired for this position in the beginning,

she proved by her actions that she could do a very good job.

When I finally got tired enough of Mr. Lowenthau to quit,

she was the one the office chose to make the temporary

manager until they could train a permanent one. Then in

less than a year, they gave her a small store of her own.

She had come a long way.

Death in Susan's family

Carolyn and Percy had a marriage that slowly but surely

came apart at the seams. I have already mentioned a

couple of times when he would drive up to one of her

relatives and leave here there. She did not really know when

he would be coming back. This happened periodically for

quite some time.

But she was getting older with each passing year. She

also had inherited muscular dystrophy from her father

(Steiner's disease). This meant that she was not able to do

as much as before. So, she also needed to have someone

help her. With his actions and attitude, he was not up to

doing what she needed.

It finally got so bad that she came home to her mother

for good. Uncle Johnny (Ward) gave her enough money to



get a divorce. Now at least she had a place to stay that was

clean, the dishes were washed.

But Mildred was also getting older. She had developed

problems with arthritis. While she tried to help her daughter

as much as possible, Carolyn needed more help than

Mildred was able to give. As a result, even between both of

them, everything could no longer get done. They both

needed help, a lot of it.

Finally, the family doctor recommended that both be put

into a nursing home. The one in Newton, MS, had room for

both, so that is where they were taken. They were even put

into the same room.

This worked for a while, but someone noticed that

Carolyn was not getting out and around as much as they

thought she should. Oh, she would get out of bed and into a

wheelchair, but she would not leave her mother's side. So,

they felt they had to separate them.

Over a period of time, both of them gradually became

weaker a little bit at a time, Mildred more than Carolyn.

Finally came February, 1988. Mildred needed some medical

tests run. Since the hospital at Newton had stopped doing

everything except for some emergency care, she had to be

taken by ambulance to Meridian, MS, to have this done. This

happened the latter part of the week.

This trip was very hard on her. In fact, she was so weak

that she could no longer think clearly. She could be told

something and not remember it a minute or less afterward.

She was listless. (I knew this because Rachel and Susan had

talked on the phone many a weekend on Saturday...

Then the phone rang Sunday evening, and I answered it;

it was Rachel. Immediately, I was thinking that Mildred had

died, she had been so week. Well, I was right about

someone having died alright. It was Carolyn! Rachel had to

say it again for me to fully grasp the situation. At least I was



able to get some information that we would need for the trip

to Newton.

She told me what had happened even though she did not

understand why. Carolyn had gotten into her wheelchair and

gone to one of the nurse's stations to talk for a while. While

there, she suddenly slumped over when she died. Even

though the nurses were right there at the time, there was

nothing that they could have done to revive her.

While we did not know it at the time, this was exactly the

same thing that had happened to her father in 1970. Their

specific type of muscular dystrophy can cause the heart to

stop beating without warning. I would not know why until a

doctor explained it to me when Susan needed a pace maker.

(This is mentioned at the later part of this book.)

The first thing I did was to tell Susan and then comfort

her as much as possible. OK, she was not the only one in

shock at the time. Even so, we muddled through packing

the things that we would need.

I took time to call Joe Fontenot to tell him that we had a

death in the family. So, I got permission to be absence from

work until after the funeral. (I think this took most of the

week.)

But there was something else that had to be done this

evening that would not wait until in the morning. It was one

of the cold nights that Lake Charles is known for in February;

the temperature was scheduled to drop below 30℉. I had to

got to the store to turn the boiler on low. OK, that was done.

Now to get some organization to packing...

We left Monday morning arriving in the afternoon and

then checking into the motel in Newton. The three surviving

sisters met at the funeral home to plan the funeral on

Tuesday morning. Honestly, things that happened the rest of

that trip is a blur. We got back home by the end of the week.



One thing that I must mention though: Mildred's reaction

to her daughter dying. I was in her room several times this

week while others were trying to tell her that Carolyn had

recently died. It was quite clear that the words she was

hearing meant absolutely nothing to her. I'm not sure that

she understood very much of anything that week. So, we

had to head home not knowing whether she would every

regain the ability to have a meaningful conversation about

anything again. Would she get stronger, or would she

become weaker and die also?

Other memories in the laundry department

I mentioned earlier that the washer in the laundry area

was rather new. This did not mean that it did not have its

problems because it did. Of course, it takes some time to

adjust to all the intricacies of a new machine.

The first problem came in the form of the supplies

needed to wash the clothes. The various liquid chemicals

were fed into the the drum automatically including the

amount of each one. Well, if only full loads of clothes were

washed in it, this would work fine. But this was not the case.

We were also running smaller loads at times as well. This

meant that we were using more chemicals at times than

were needed. The expense for this added up over a period

of time.

So, the decision was made to add these chemicals by

hand. So, the containers of liquid chemicals and their

feeding system were removed. Instead we had containers of

harsh soap, a degreaser (collar grime), all fabric bleach, and

starch among other things I may have forgotten.

The complete washer cycle included two wash cycles and

two rinse. The first wash cycle is when the the degreaser

(when laundering shirts only) and soap was added. This is

when we added a larger amount of it. A short rinse cycle

rinsed all of the junk off. It basically cleaned the shirts.



During the second wash cycle, we added bleach and an acid

to neutralize any caustic soap residue. The second rinse

cycle rinsed the clothes. Then began a two stage extraction.

The first one ran at a slower speed as the water was

drained. It was just fast enough to help remove most of the

water from the clothes. Then the drum kicked into high gear.

When it stopped, the clothes were still damp but not

dripping wet.

At some point, something went wrong with the machine.

So, it had to be removed to fix it. During this time, we had

to send our laundry to South Gate for washing. Then it was

brought back to us for pressing. Obviously, this was not a

fun time, but we managed to get through it which was more

than a week.

This must have been during the time I was training new

managers. Matter of fact, I was training a new supervisor. It

was a little before opening time, when I was doing some

things near the laundry area. He was going with me, and we

were chanting about something as we went. Then he

happened to look at the back of the laundry washer for no

particular reason. There was a bolt and nut loose, so he

asked me about it. Sure enough, we had another problem! It

was not safe to run this machine until this was fixed. I think

that in the process of checking for additional loose bolts we

found some more.

I called the office, and the maintenance department

answered the phone. After I explain what I had found.

Someone was dispatched to my store to check this out.

Conclusion: the machine had to be sent back to the

manufacturer for repairs. OK, we muddled through another

period of time without a washer.

What had happened to cause this? Most likely some

counterfeit bolts had been used unawares. Because they

were substandard, some of them broke under the stain



caused by running the machine. As a result, all of the bolts

on this machine had to be replaced. (There had been other

reports of people selling substandard parts for various

machines around that period of time.) So, after waiting for

far too long (in my opinion), I got my machine back in

working order. Yes! This was also the last of the problems

we had with it.

Because I worked so close to the two ladies in the

laundry, I got to know both of them fairly well. And I use to

have some fun with them. Well, my hearing was very good

even when the machines were making quite a racket. They

would be talking back and forth while working, and I was at

least 20 feet away. Suddenly, I would hear one of them

speak my name. So, I would walk toward their direction and

call out wanting to know if either one of them needed my

assistance. Usually they did not, but this did surprise them

that I could hear this well.

This was something I learned from the Jamie. She use to

be a smoker, but at some point she wanted to quit. Being

religious, she began praying earnestly. For several days,

nothing seemed to change, but she kept praying. Then she

began getting a bad taste in her mouth. It got so bad that

she actually brushed her teeth several times a day trying to

get rid of the taste. It did not work. It took a couple more

days to tie down when this happened: only after she lit a

cigarette. Well, this was enough for her to stop doing this.

The bad taste went away, and she had not smoked anytime

after that. She no longer even wanted to do so.

Sometime later she lost her mother. Anyway, since she

was a very good worker and friend, I went to the funeral

home. I owed her this. Even so, it was a little strange to be

in a black funeral home. Yes, I felt a little uneasy, and some

of the people there may have also. I know because I spoke

to them. Hopefully, they appreciated my doing this; I know

she did.



Mary was the one that I worked with the most. Her work

was amazing to me. While I was pressing the sleeves and

then collars, she was running the body press machine,

folding the collars just so, and adding chemicals to the

washer at the proper time. We also had an automatic

washer like people have at home. When we had a small load

of clothes needing washing left over after filling up the large

washer, she would wash them in the small one. More often

than not, it would be bluejeans. So, she would be busy with

this as well. She was always on the move.

There was something that I did not really understand

about the shirts we did. Many of them were either a high

percentage of cotton or 100% cotton. OK, that is not all that

strange because cotton is quite absorbent. But most of

them were long sleeved white shirts! Why wear a long

sleeve shirt in warm to hot weather? Yes, I know that air

conditioning was already being used in offices. But didn't

long sleeve shirts make the people want to keep the

temperature in the office at a lower level? Isn't this an extra

cost? (Well, at least I would think so.

The presses were hot enough to press the cotton shirts,

but such was not the case for bluejean or khaki shirts. They

had to be run through the presses twice. More often than

not, the sleeve and collar presses would thoroughly do their

jobs for these types of shirts, the same could not be said for

the body press. It always slowed us down for a little while.

Fortunately, we did not have very many of them.

During Mary's two week vacation, Jamie and I did the

shirts together during part of the day. She also had the

bluejeans to press, so I did some of the shirts by myself.

Then during Jamie's two weeks, I helped Mary with the shirts

for a while and did the bluejeans.

When Mary and Jamie came in, they began by cleaning

their presses. This removed all of the starch that had stuck



on them from the day before. At the same time Mary was

running the washer. When she was ready to begin pressing

shirts, I headed back to the laundry area to do my part.

It was usually close to noon when we finished pressing

the shirts from the night before. Obviously, when we

finished depended upon the volume of shirts. Then we

would head to the area just behind the counter area where

we would all eat our lunches. Conversations between us was

the normal. (People sure can draw close to each other in

conditions like this: we did.)

Then half an hour later, we clocked back in. It was time to

begin working on the laundry that had been picked up that

morning. Within 90 minutes, all of this laundry was also

done. All of the laundry had been put back into their

individual orders, and the laundry going to other stores was

already loaded on the truck. So, by 2 PM, Eldon was driving

away going to the first stop. By 3 PM, he was back with bags

of dirty laundry for the next days work.

I really thing that getting the laundry done this quick had

something to do with the increase in sales. The customers

could depend upon their laundry being ready by 3 PM

Monday through Saturday. Well, I would like to think that we

did quality work. And of course, the economy was

continuing to get better.

And yet, my monthly sales when I arrived was a little

over $8,000. Two years and a quarter years later, it was

over $12,000. McNeese and South Gate did not have this

great of an increase. They use to have much higher sales

volumes than any of the stores included mine. I had brought

my sales into the same area as theirs. In fact during my last

year, I actually was second in sales one month. It had to be

the quality of our service. I was part of the reason for this,

but my employees were the most part of it. I could never

had done this without them!



And then there were the snakes... Well they were not just

any snakes: they were pigmy rattle snakes! The back door

had been open to keep things cool, and a couple of them

just slithered inside. This really got my employes worked up.

But they were quickly killed, and we all went back to

working. Well, likely there were nervous glances periodically

that was looking for any more snakes that might had also

come inside...

Then again Lake Charles is known for its rainy weather.

This was obvious from the nightly spring to fall forecast of

rain fall. The city was only large enough to support one TV

station. So nightly, we heard the following forecast. "The

probability of rain for tomorrow will be 30%. I don't mean

that there is that in any given area there is a 30% of rain.

30% of the area will have rain. (I must mention that this

began as soon as the normal high temperature for the day

got up to 90.)

In fact, the temperatures given on the 5 and 6 PM

weather forecast would contain several 75's scattered

throughout the area. The rest of the temperatures were in

the high 80's to mid 90's.

Lake Charles is located 45 miles of the Gulf of Mexico.

With southerly breezes most of the time, our humidity was

rather high throughout the warmer part of the year. As the

temperature rose into the 90's, the air destabilized resulting

in afternoon thunderstorms. The weatherman called them

nature's air conditioning. During the storm, the temperature

would drop into the mid 70's and remain there until

sometime the next day. And yes we averaged an afternoon

rain in one out of every 3 to 4 days.

Well, afternoons were not always times for rain. One

morning, a heavy rain storm drifted north from the Gulf.

(Well we only had 4" from the rain.) As a result, there was



quite a bit of water in the store's parking lot. Not knowing

what else to do, I reported this to the office.

We actually had a drain which should have allowed the

water to drain off. But over a long time, the gravel in that

area had moved around enough to make drainage almost

impossible. In fact, no one seemed to know the exact

location of the drain anymore.

It turned out that the drain was as the edge of the

driveway. So, it was the cars which had moved the gravel

over the drain over a period of time.

So, Frenchy came out on his tractor to see what he could

do. (He had a blade on the back of it with which he could

move the gravel around.) It did not take him very long to

find the drain, and then he graded the gravel back to where

it belonged. Needless to say, the water disappeared very

quickly after that.

And then there was one late fall day (late November or

December... A lady, who worked at the other end of the

street my store was on, appeared after she got off work.

Next thing I knew she was bringing in a number of large

potted plants. The temperature was finally beginning to turn

cooler. She said that she did not have room in her home for

all of these, and she did not want them to be killed during

the short time we had freezing temperatures. This was fine

with me because it did give the counter area a very nice

appearance.

February is the one month that we would have those cold

temperatures. Even so, the only parts that I noticed was

how nice the plants looked and whether they needed more

water or not.

But one of my customers was much more observant. This

is because he had one of these plants at his home. It was

the middle of February when he came in. One of the first

things that he did was to look at one of the plants in almost



total unbelief. It was beginning to bloom! Well, he had never

gotten his similar plant to bloom even in the middle of the

"hot" summer. He also knew that such a plant seldom

blooms for anyone in the area.

What had happened? The heat generated by the steam

we used kept the air warm enough to bring the plant's

flower to begin to bloom. Unfortunately, the temperature

would also go down at night, so the bloom never completely

formed a flower. It only came close.

Church problems

This was not as good of a move church wise as I had

thought. The closest church was at Orange, TX, about 35

miles away. There were a couple of churches about 60 miles

north of us, one of which I had attended when I was in

training earlier. While at this church we meet a couple who

also lived in West Lake, and Susan talked to the wife on the

phone quite a bit. She mentioned that there was a church in

West Lake and told us where it was located. So, we went.

I was rather curious about this one, so the next time I

was in Orange, I asked the pastor, Elder Gerald Reid, about

this group. I really wanted to know what the situation was.

 He, I, and a deacon from his home church were discussing

this out on the church yard. Both of them insisted that they

knew nothing about this church saying that they would have

to do some investigation to see what they could learn. That

was nice of them. So, I decided to wait until they could find

out what I wanted to know.

Meanwhile we had learned the location of the church in

Westlake and the fact that there were services there every

Sunday. So, in July (probably 1986), we went there for

services. This was likely the first weekend.

After church, we got acquainted with the people there.

The Minister was Elder Mike Tyson, and his wife was Sister

Becky. There were several young people in attendance



which was something somewhat different from what I had

known at other churches. But that was the only difference

that I noticed.

Background: Elder Tyson had been raised in West Lake,

and his wife grew up around Roanoke, AL. They met

somewhere and married, and then they moved to Roanoke.

While there he was ordained as an elder, and then he

moved his family back to West Lake. His testimony was that

he felt called to serve the people where he had gown up. So

the church gave him their blessings, and his family moved

back to West Lake.

Then it was time to fine a local church which they did. It

turned out to be the one west of DeRidder, LA. (This was the

one where I had been asked to speak by Elder Woody Wilson

the fourth Sunday night in 1979.) Anyway, Bro. Tyson and

his family ask for membership in this church bringing their

church letters. They were accepted by unanimous votes.

Still desiring to have a Primitive Baptist Church in West

Lake, Bro. Tyson asked that an arm be extended to West

Lake so he could conduct services there. This was granted.

Becky was corresponding with her relatives during this

time. (She was a sister-in-law to the pastor, Elder Kenneth

Perry, at Zion's Rest Church at Roanoke.) So this church kept

abreast of the efforts for forming a church that the Tyson

family were exerting.

The members at Zion's Rest were also very close to the

member at Prattville Primitive Baptist Church in Prattville,

AL. (Elder Jerry Abernathy was its paster.) As a result, both

churches did what they could to help the Tysons any way

they could. The minister visited West Lake and preached

while they were there. They also helped financially at times.

Finally, the decision was made to organize a church at

West Lake in the latter part of 1985. This is when some

problems arose. Generally speaking, a group needs three



documents that the future membership agree upon before it

can be organized into a church. They are articles of faith,

church covenant, and rules of decorum. The people in south

east Texas have very strict ideas as to what these

documents must contain.

Well, Bro. Mike insisted that the only guide we need to

use is the Bible. It contains all of the rules we need to direct

our actions. The Primitive Baptist ministers of that area said

basically, "No way!" They would not hear of it.

Finally, a meeting was held in West Lake with Elder Reid

and some if not all of the deacons. (All of these were

members of the church where the Tyson's membership was

at the time.) The day? It was Thursday, December 25, 1985.

The meeting was heated with no one giving one inch. And

then the meeting ended.

On the fourth Sunday in January, the church issued

letters to the Tyson family and anyone he had baptized

since the arm was granted. The letters were granted for the

purpose of forming a new church, Beulah Primitive Baptist

Church. At this point, full fellowship was declared to exist

between the mother and daughter churches.

Shortly thereafter, Beulah Church was organized. Elder

Kenneth Perry, Elder Jerry Abernathy, and some other

ministers from the Montgomery, AL, area formed the

presbytery for the organization service.

I did not know about any of this when I first arrived in the

area. Some of the information I learned by listening to

parties from both sides. Some of it I learned by reading the

minutes and correspondence of Beulah Church. (I was the

clerk of this church for a period of time.)

 The whole matter came to a head when Susan wanted

her letter at Orange to be sent to the West Lake church.

 The first thing they did was to table the matter until the

next business meeting. Meanwhile the church west of



DeRidder declared non fellowship with the West Lake

church. So, at the next business meeting at Orange, a

motion was made to exclude Susan on fellowship grounds.

This more than disturbed me: it made me angry because I

could see no reason for the letter of non fellowship nor the

exclusion of my wife. She did not know about their dirty

laundry!

The church rule stated that for such a motion to pass,

everyone voting must vote for it. For more than 2 hours I

refused to do this. They even threatened me with exclusion

for not voting their way. When I saw that there was no way

that they would listen to reason, I finally withdrew my "No"

vote and left. I also left the key to the church that I had

been given.

I expected a church to follow the Bible in their actions. They

had lied to me deliberately which God considers to be an

abomination. They had granted the Tyson's their letters

when they should have excluded them for their beliefs if

that was the problem. Instead, they made their decisions

based upon what seemed right in their own eyes. Seems to

me that King Saul lost his right to be king for doing

something like this.

So, I decided to switch sides so to speak and informed

the church at Orange of this action. So first Susan received

her letter of exclusion, and later I received mine. Even so, I

did not understand what the problem was. Why couldn't

something be done to work out this problem?

West Lake vs Everyone else

By this time I had began to exercise my preaching gift at

Beulah. Then as time past this fall, Bro. Mike decided that he

and his family needed to move back to Roanoke for a while.

He had gotten the feeling that I was suppose to take his

place at Beulah. I might be able to straighten things out. So,

off they went.



I did do some visiting of other churches in that area to

find out all that I could. I even asked them to let me see

their articles of faith, rules of decorum, and church

covenant. Some refused which was rather confusing to me.

These should have been public records that anyone should

have access to. (This is my opinion of course.)

I began writing articles of faith that I thought would be

agreeable to both sides: they were quotes from the Bible. I

even got Bro. Mike to agree to what I was doing. I also

included a church covenant and rules of decorum.

Finally, in December, I went to Beulah's mother church

with these documents and handed them to Elder Reid

before their church service.

There were two thing that I remember well at that

evening service. In Elder Reid's sermon, his text was 2 Tim

3:16, 17. He said that he believed this now, but he had not

believed it in the past. He use to think that there were some

things that we should determine what should be done. It

was as if the Bible did not give us all of the rules that we

needed to live by. (I thought that thinking this was was what

had gotten men in trouble down through the ages.) I don't

remember him saying when he had changed his mind. With

my prejudices, I was thinking that his change of mind had

been recently.

The second one had to do with an announcement after

church. There was going to be a Christmas hay ride. He said

that he had a strong feeling that Santa was going to make

an appearance along with Mrs. Clause. He further instructed

the parents to bring a present with them for their children.

I had a big problem with the last part of this. Well I have a

big problem with people asking children what Santa Claus is

going to bring them for Christmas. Why? Because this is not

the truth. The Bible is very adamant about lies being an



abomination. Beside, what does this mythical being have to

do with the birth of Christ?

I got word sometime early in January that the other side

was willing to meet with us at Orange Church on a Saturday

night. Besided, Bro. Mike had returned to West Lake with his

family.

Likely he knew something after they had not treated him

very well in his dealing with them earlier that I did not... So,

he insisted that we take different vehicles to the meeting. It

turned out that he was absolutely right. (I had forgotten how

I had been treated the last time I had been in this building.

Perhaps I was just too hopeful of a good outcome.)

The meeting was organized with the election of a

moderator. The suggestion was that Bro. Woody take this

position. Him being the oldest minister and a lawyer, surely

he would keep things going without being bias. At least that

is what I thought. I was wrong. He was very biased as he

would later show.

There were limitations placed upon those in attendance.

No one was to take notes, and no recordings were to be

made. So, what lies below is based upon my memory.

The discussion began with the articles of faith that I had

written. The preamble was perfectly acceptable to them.

The problem came with the Bible quotations. It was not the

quotations themselves as they never offered a more

suitable quotation. They wanted us to write down what we

thought the quotes meant. In other words, it seemed that

what we might write meant more than what the Bible

contains.

Finally, I heard Elder Reid admit that he and the deacons

from his church had met in Bro. Mike's home discussing the

issues about the organization of Beulah Church. He really

did know about this church the first time I asked him about



it. Now, I had heard from his own lips that he had lied to me,

deliberately.

Finally, Bro. Mike asked to speak. (He had had enough.)

He asked if we were to do certain things would that please

the other brethren. The answer was yes. Then he left.

This ended the meeting basically. Bro. Woody told

everyone the meeting was over. The meeting never

happened; this was what we were to tell anyone who may

have asked about it.

Sorry, but the meeting had happened. There is a record

of it whether he liked it or not. This record is thorough and

complete, but it is not mine. God is the One who has the

record. Surely, Bro. Woody should have know that. Why did

he tell us to lie? He had to know that God does not condone

such actions.

The meeting had begun with prayer, but that seemed to

be the only thing godly about it from the beginning. Once

again, they were doing what was right in their own eyes.

This is a dangerous thing to do before our God.

Why the anger and venom? They thought that Bro. Tyson

was the one who had come up with the things we had

brought to the meeting, and that I did not really have

anything to do with any of it. This was clear by the way they

treated me after the meeting. (Bro. Mike had left

immediately.) So, they were again showing their nature, and

it was not very pretty!

When I got home, Bro. Mike was still very angry. His

description was that the meeting was an inquisition. It was!

But with time he got over it, but feelings were very stained

to say the least.

So, now you know why I was excluded and was later

ordained by the other side. I have never attempted to

contact any of them after this. There have been times that I



would like to have done so, but by then too much time

would have passed that no one would know what the

original problems were. Also since that time the Church at

West Lake went out of existence.


