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Introduction

Looking back on my life now that I’m in my mid-sixties, it’s easy to see the good, the bad, and the ugly. Some of the choices I made were good, some were bad, and some downright reckless. Some of my decisions had consequences, while others didn’t. Part of my behavior was inherited and part of my behavior was learned. I realize and accept I’m psychologically skewed, and the primary reason is deeply rooted in my dysfunctional childhood.

Raised by my adopted mother and father—an alcoholic who didn’t have the capability to love or care for a child—in an environment devoid of nurturing, the situations I experienced in my developmental years impacted me throughout my entire life and left me constantly searching for my identity.

The lack of affection I experienced during childhood was compounded by the constant arguing that occurred between my adopted parents on a daily basis, as well as my adopted father’s increasing lack of interest as I got older.

The heavy burden of childhood I carried was hidden away for decades and never discussed with family or close friends. During my journey from troubled adolescent to outlaw biker the signs of dysfunctionality were plain to see as I traveled the road of life, but I was deliberately oblivious.

After I met my biological father in 1994 and got to know him well, I realized he was also psychologically skewed from a dysfunctional childhood. His emotional capabilities were also compromised, leaving him self-centered and unable to love or care for another human being.

I’ve often wondered about the origins of my dysfunctionality. Is the primary cause of my psychologically skewed mind the result of inherited behavior, learned behavior, or a combination of both?

Another unusual aspect of my life—until I was 44 years old—was the type of women I was attracted to and enjoyed being with, for almost all of them had a common trait. They suffered some type of abuse during their childhood and/or had low self-esteem. Because I was around strip joints on a daily basis, as well as involved in the management and ownership of the dance halls, a lot of these women were strippers. 


I never realized this characteristic until my daughter’s therapist pointed it out one day in 1998. She said, “It’s obvious that you have dated the same type of female over and over again your entire life. You must change the selection pool from which you choose your women, or you’ll never have a healthy relationship.”


Although it took a few days for that conversation to sink in I soon realized she was correct. It was a revelation that caused me to reconsider the appealing attributes of the females I dated in the future.

Did I date strippers, women who had suffered childhood abuse, and women that had low self-esteem because of my psychologically skewed mind? And if so, was it the result of inherited behavior, learned behavior, or a combination of both?

The primary reason I’ve sought acceptance my entire life has eluded me. Have I sought acceptance because I never had a positive male role model during childhood and my adopted father repeatedly told me I’d never amount to anything, or maybe it was the result of being abandoned by my birth mother the day I was born and spending the first six months of my life in an orphanage?

You are about to embark on a strange trip into a world you couldn’t possibly imagine, but before you dive in to my chronicles please be advised that it’s my intention to provide you with a more accurate portrayal of a typical motorcycle club member than what you’re accustomed to. I hope my life experiences will bring you a much clearer perception as to what an outlaw biker really is, and why he—or she—is an outlaw biker.

The majority of the world’s motorcycle club members are legitimate hardworking men that rarely cause anyone problems. Contrary to the meth-addicted violence prone image regularly portrayed by the media, most of today’s outlaw bikers are productive contributing members of society that love motorcycles and the lifestyle, and the only thing they’re guilty of is having too much fun on the weekends.

While exploring my tumultuous world, you’ll take an extraordinary journey into the hostile environment where I lived for almost thirty years as a member of—or closely associated with—major outlaw motorcycle clubs worldwide. The majority of the time I was gainfully employed, but simultaneously lived most days as if every day was a holiday—living that way was mandatory in the traditional biker lifestyle I maintained. 


​As a full patched member and national officer first with the Rogues motorcycle club and then with the Bandidos motorcycle club, I regularly traveled the world. Along the way I authored books about the outlaw biker lifestyle; produced television shows that have been seen all over the world; spent time in prison; and bought, sold, built and repaired hundreds of Harleys.


During my life I also managed a rock band; owned a construction management company; produced, recorded and manufactured four record albums of songs I wrote; bought, sold and flipped residential real estate properties; raised a beautiful daughter; and married the most beautiful woman I’ve ever known, my Conquistadora.


​This is my story, written in my own words over the last eighteen years. I apologize in advance if you find the writing style crude or immature, but please understand I’m an outlaw biker, not a literary master who has benefited from creative writing or journalism classes at university.



I truly hope that you enjoy the journey while you read both volumes of Searching For My Identity. Volume 1 of my memoir—from the sixties to January of 2001—is The Chronological Evolution Of A Troubled Adolescent To Outlaw Biker. Volume 2—from January of 2001 to December of 2020—is The Chronological Evolution Of An Outlaw Biker On The Road To Redemption.


Don’t ever forget you’re the master of your destiny, always believe in yourself and ride safe!

Edward “Connecticut Ed” Winterhalder

January 2022

Chapter 25

Bandidos Motorcycle Club Oklahoma

January 2001 To October 2001


When I returned to Tulsa at the end of January everyone in the Oklahoma chapter was immediately summoned to a long overdue meeting which was held on January 25th at Harry "Skip" Hansen's home in Muskogee. I had known Skip since I was a teenager and he had been an original member of the Oklahoma chapter when it was founded, but resigned six months later because of his disdain for Turtle and Joseph "Joe" Kincaid, and a minor conflict with Bandido Earthquake.             


We were fairly certain that Joe, the chapter sergeant-at-arms, had been collaborating with the Oklahoma chapter of the Outlaws and his surreptitious activities could no longer be tolerated. We had also heard rumors that he had been manufacturing meth with former Bandido Buddy and was in the  illicit drug business with some of the Outlaws.

Now that John “Turtle” Fisher was history and Joe was on his way out, Skip was willing to rejoin the chapter and chapter president Lee “Lee” McArdle had decided while I was in Canada that he would become a probationary member at the next meeting. As soon as it started, before Lee said a word, Joe quit the club. Satisfied that his departure was justified but not having the paperwork to prove our suspicions concerning his extracurricular activities, we voted to let him leave the club in good standings. Joe gave us all of his Bandido property, including his patch, and we said goodbye. Forty-five minutes later Skip was once again a probationary Bandido and the chapter sergeant-at-arms, which was the same position he had held in May of 1997 when the chapter was founded.

Our attention then turned to OK Rider George “George” Schuppan. On January 4th the ATF (Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms) had served a search warrant at George's home where they discovered a machine gun and a small amount of meth. After a short discussion concerning the circumstances surrounding his Caddo County arrest back in September of 2000 and the January 4th federal search warrant, it was decided that George would be expelled from the OK Riders. Bandido Charles “Snake” Rush was ordered to immediately locate George, collect his OK Rider patch and property, and tell him to never associate with anyone from the red and gold world again. He avoided Snake and the rest of us like the plague for the next thirty-three days, and no one was able to get their hands on George.


​A few days later OK Rider James “Cub” Oleson's shop in Jones burned to the ground in the middle of the day while no one was home. In the garage were a dozen motorcycles in various stages of repair. One of the bikes was a fairly new Harley Softail that belonged to former OK Rider Edwin “Sixpack” Collins who was residing in the Oklahoma prison system. The majority of the bikes and the building weren’t insured, so the fire had a devastating financial impact. Cub was adamant the fire was arson and the Outlaws were responsible because he had been told that Outlaw Michael “Michael” Roberts had been seen at a local station filling five-gallon cans with gasoline not long before the fire started.


Cub had a strong desire to retaliate and get even with Michael and the Outlaws in whatever way he could as soon as possible, but needed permission from us to do so. Our relationship with the Oklahoma Outlaws at this point was strained to say the least, but no one wanted to start a major war with them unless we could prove the Outlaws were behind it, and a war with the Outlaws couldn’t be started if Michael had burned the garage down for personal reasons. Our investigation ultimately determined that the Outlaws chapter had nothing to do with the fire, but never disproved the theory that Michael had intentionally set the fire as a result of a personal dispute.


​In February we hoped that 2001 was going to be a better year, and now that Joe, OK Rider George, and Earl “Buddy” Kirkwood were gone we thought there would be no more problems with the meth bullshit. Once again we grossly underestimated the power of methamphetamine, for we soon learned that George and his girlfriend Jean had been served with another search warrant, this time by an Oklahoma County drug task force. On February 27th at 5AM George had been caught in the act of manufacturing meth when the drug task force discovered a fully functioning lab in one of the bedrooms. During the raid his OK Rider patch was seized as evidence that the club was involved in the purchase, sale and manufacturing of methamphetamine—we were livid.



​The most interesting aspect of the incident was that the officers called Delbert Knopp, who was an agent with the ATF, instead of taking him to jail. George told the task force that he was a confidential informant working for the ATF, and was manufacturing meth as part of a federal criminal investigation. Agent Knopp arrived on the scene shortly after daylight, took custody of George, and later that day had the charges dropped that were pending against his girlfriend while she was incarcerated in the Oklahoma County jail. It took us months to determine that George Schuppan was a big rat, and to gather the paperwork necessary to prove that he was cooperating with the federal government, which at the time was building a massive criminal case against the Oklahoma City chapter of the Outlaws.



​When confronted with the mounting evidence that the former OK Rider was cooperating with law enforcement in the summer of 2001, Outlaws Michael Roberts, Thomas "Chameleon" Cain and Virgil "Arlo" Nelson assured me there was no way George could ever be a rat. At the mere suggestion George was cooperating, Michael wanted to fight to protect George's honor—this wasn’t a surprise because Michael was heavily involved in the meth business with the former OK Rider. Not long after the meeting Chameleon, the president of the Oklahoma Outlaws, invited George's girlfriend to share his home while she was cooperating with federal authorities.             


In early March the entire Oklahoma Bandidos chapter took a break and made a quick trip to Mobile, Alabama, where we spent a long weekend at the Birthday Run, celebrating the birth of the club in March of 1966. I got to spend time with Diesel, Les and Armin from the national chapter in Germany, who were in the middle of a whirlwind tour of Bandido chapters in the southern half of the country. Diesel told me that in a few days he was going on a tour of an alligator farm in Louisiana with some of the Cajun brothers. I patiently explained that during the tour he would get to feed the alligators marshmallows, but to be suspicious if the brothers filled his pockets with bags of marshmallows before the excursion. If his pockets were filled with marshmallows it meant he was going to be taken to the swamps instead of the alligator farm, and that he was going to be thrown out of the boat as alligator food. I did my best to keep from laughing, but in spite of the language barrier the German Bandido realized the story was a hoax and we had a good laugh.


​Caroline and I left the party early Sunday morning and headed over to New Orleans for a day. She wanted to explore the French Quarter, but this happened to be Mardi Gras weekend and it was sheer insanity to go into the downtown area. Instead we opted to visit Bandido Bradley and his wife at their home just south of New Orleans. He had been in a bad motorcycle accident a few months earlier and couldn’t travel, so Bradley had stayed home during the Birthday Run. He owned a tattoo shop in downtown New Orleans, and I had known him for many years. I felt bad that the Louisiana Bandido had missed the party in Mobile so I brought a piece of the Birthday Run to him for the few hours we spent together that day.



​Three weeks after we returned home from the gulf coast, the ATF and DEA (Drug Enforcement Administration) served simultaneous search warrants at the homes of Outlaw Arlo, Outlaw Chameleon and OK Rider Cub on March 30th. We now knew for sure former OK Rider George was cooperating with federal authorities, because the location of a gun that was listed on the search warrant served at Cub’s house was only known by Cub and George. The search warrant also disclosed that Cub was suspected to be in possession of explosives, and although nothing was ever found the mere suggestion got our attention. This wasn’t long after the bombing of the Murrah Federal Building in Oklahoma City, which was less than twenty miles from Cub's home.


We were also concerned that a shotgun and a small amount of meth had been discovered in the master bedroom because Cub and his wife were on probation. Possession of a firearm while under probation was a felony in Oklahoma, and possession of a firearm while using methamphetamine was a federal felony. We assumed Cub was going to be arrested in the very near future and sent off to prison, and now knew there was a connection between Cub, former OK Rider George, and the Outlaws chapter in Oklahoma City, but unsure of exactly how the pieces of the puzzle fit together.


​In late spring while under a cloud of controversy in Canada I took off with Caroline on the Harley for a weekend trip to Eureka Springs, Arkansas. I wanted to attend a bike show put on by the 13 Rebels motorcycle club and had made plans to meet some OK Riders and a former member of the Tennessee Outlaws who lived in nearby Harrison. Gary "Andy" McWilliams and I had met at the 1999 Pawhuska Bike Rally when he was a member of the Memphis chapter. While Andy and I visited in the parking lot of the swap meet I met Randy Campbell for the first time. Randy, who lived in Eureka Springs, was wearing a Support Your Local Bandidos shirt and we were immediately attracted to each other for obvious reasons. I was surprised to find out that Randy knew many of my brothers in Louisiana—his family had lived in Lafayette for many years.



​Randy, Andy, and I spent the entire day and evening together, and then met with the OK Riders from Tulsa for a group breakfast at Granny's Café the next morning. The night before I had explained to Randy that I was interested in starting a Bandidos support club in the hills of northwest Arkansas, and asked him if he would be willing to help me do that. I knew the Arkansas Bandidos chapter in Little Rock was quite unlikely to ever get bigger unless I stacked the deck—at the time they only had three active members in the entire state. I figured that I could easily get permission from El Presidente George to get the support club going, and thought that Arkansas president Leo "Murray" Murray could be persuaded to allow me to start a support club in his area, since Eureka Springs was closer to Tulsa than Little Rock. But before I did anything or asked permission from anyone I needed to locate potential members who were interested in starting a support club.



​I had always loved the Eureka Springs-Siloam Springs-Fayetteville area of northwest Arkansas, and had been vacationing there for more than twenty years. As long as I could remember the area had been a haven for motorcycle lovers—an independent biker had even been the mayor of Eureka Springs for many years. The beautiful, rolling hills were only two-hours from Tulsa, and before I went back to Tulsa Randy and Andy both agreed to think about it.



​When I returned to Tulsa I learned that Bandido CC had finally gotten tired of all the bullshit Bandido Steve had been giving him in Lawton. CC had recently been involved in a serious motorcycle accident that left his girlfriend badly injured, and was facing a DUI charge that had already resulted in the loss of his driver's license. It was hard to function in our world without a driver's license, but to complicate matters Steve hated CC. Because CC was still a probationary member and Steve was a full patch, Steve ran CC ragged twenty-four hours a day with stupid commands and requests that the full patch Bandido spent all his time dreaming up. Steve had a little guy complex and wearing a Bandido patch made him think that he was a man. In reality Steve was a lying sack of shit and CC knew it.



​In August of 2000 the probationary Bandido had bought a 92 Harley Heritage from Steve, and the bike was a rolling disaster waiting to happen. Steve lied to me and CC about the horrible mechanical condition of the bike, and CC ultimately paid the price for the massive amount of repairs that were required but never disclosed. I had financed the transaction for CC, and arranged the purchase of Steve's new Road King at a Tulsa Harley dealership. Although there was a valid reason for CC to hate Steve, in Steve's perverted mind the probationary Bandido was the offender that needed to be punished.



​Knowing full well that Steve was the cause we let CC quit the club to attend to his personal life and made a deal with him to settle all of his debts simultaneously on May 6th. To square up he gave the chapter Steve’s old motorcycle, and in return I used the equity to pay everything he owed the chapter, the fines he owed the state from the motorcycle accident, and to get him a new place to live. Bandido CC was now just CC and out of the club in good standings, but Steve was still lurking in the shadows. After four years the Oklahoma chapter was back down to six members—five on the streets and one in prison. 



​George Schuppan was indicted on May 1st by a federal grand jury for manufacturing methamphetamine, possession of firearms, and possession of a machine gun, but we didn’t find out until two weeks later. By now Randy had decided to join the support club if I could get permission to get it started—he also indicated that he had a handful of friends that were interested in becoming a part of the new organization.



​I called El Presidente George to get permission for the support club in northwest Arkansas, and he told me that it was okay with him as long as it was okay with the president of the Arkansas Bandidos. When I called Murray and explained to him what I had in mind, he gave me his blessing and wished me luck. If everything worked out Murray could say it was his idea, but if something went wrong then he could blame it all on me. I decided to call my new creation the Ozark Riders.



​At the Pawhuska Biker Rally in the middle of May we launched the new motorcycle club. Randy and his crew rode over from northwest Arkansas to attend the event, and to mark the occasion I invited the Louisiana Bandidos to see their old friend Randy become the president of a new Bandidos support club. Sargento-de-Armas Jack "Jack-E" Tate, Bandido Peck, and a few other Louisiana Bandidos made the six-hundred mile trip from southern Louisiana to Pawhuska, justifying it as a rest stop on their way to New Mexico for Memorial Day. At Pawhuska we gave round red and gold patches about three inches in diameter that said I Support Bandidos Worldwide to six potential members of the new Ozark Rider chapter, which signified that they were now an official part of our world.             



No sooner had we got done with Pawhuska the entire Oklahoma chapter took off in a mad dash for the mountains of New Mexico and the annual Red River Rally in New Mexico. During the event I was asked by the El Presidente to officially join the national chapter for the third time, and actually attended the national chapter meeting held that weekend. Once again I rented a pair of magnificent townhouses just off of Main Street for the Oklahoma chapter to stay in. This time Caroline and I fortunately didn’t have as many shirts to sell on the patio of the Bull of the Woods bar, and the ones we had sold out fast. It had been a great Memorial Day weekend with the entire Bandido nation, but on the way home my attitude changed when I got stopped for speeding in Beaver County, Oklahoma, costing me one-hundred dollars I couldn’t afford.



​In early June I took a prototype set of rockers with me to Eureka Springs, and Randy Campbell became Ozark Rider probationary Randy. I sold him what was left of former Bandido CC's 92 Heritage Softail, and to help him out I financed the deal personally by carrying the note. Andy hadn’t made the decision to become an Ozark Rider—he still thought a support club was a step down from being a 1%er—but agreed to hang out with Randy and the other potential members on a regular basis to teach them everything he could about 1%er outlaw motorcycle clubs.



​I had already decided that the process to become an Ozark Rider would be a four-stage process. First a potential member would hang around for a while, then become a prospect when the members of the chapter voted him in. A prospect would receive a top rocker and a MC patch. After a minimum of thirty days the prospect could become a probationary, which would get him his bottom rocker. After a minimum of thirty days a probationary could become a full patch member and receive his center patch. I instructed Randy to assemble a crew of potential members and to make sure that everyone had visible means of support. It was axiomatic that meth use or trafficking wouldn’t be tolerated.



​By the middle of June I had a prototype completed for the Ozark Riders center patch which consisted of a man riding a motorcycle wearing a sombrero. During a discussion after Pawhuska when we talked about different ideas for the center patch, Bandido Peck from Louisiana suggested we use the top half of a five-year charter member patch and the bottom half of one of Randy's drawings. Of the plethora of concepts presented that day we ultimately decided that Peck's concept was the best.


At the end of June, after conceding that I wasn't going to get fired this time, I reluctantly broke down and sewed the new bottom rocker on to my vest which announced to the world that I was a national officer in the Bandidos motorcycle club. On the back of my vest the El Secretario rocker replaced my Oklahoma rocker, and on the front a United States ribbon replaced the Tulsa ribbon. For my first trip as a recognized member of the national chapter I traveled to Fort Worth to attend a party hosted by the new Fort Worth Bandidos chapter, and while there found myself embroiled in controversy once again.

The El Presidente had asked me to attend the party, and while I was in Dallas he wanted me to explore the possibilities of starting a support club there. George knew I had a lot of contacts in the Dallas-Fort Worth area, and because of the success of my northwest Arkansas endeavor he thought it likely that I could duplicate my success in northern Texas.


​No sooner had I arrived than I ran into Bandido Cotton inside an old dilapidated house on the property where the party was located. A long-time member of the nomad chapter, Cotton and I had never gotten along, and since a minor altercation in my home back in the summer of 1997 we had no love for each other. Now that I was a national officer and Cotton wasn’t, his contempt for me knew no bounds.



​In the presence of El Vice-Presidente Jeff Cotton expounded his anti-Bandido growth philosophy with a vengeance. Cotton was recalcitrant—he told me that if I started a support club in the Dallas area he would personally remove all the patches and violently assault every member in the process.



​In my first taste of conflicting internal club politics I was shocked when Jeff backed Cotton and told me to forget about the Dallas-Fort Worth area, which was just the opposite of what George had asked me to do. I realized that I was an expendable pawn in a giant internal chess game, and knew my time as a member of the national chapter was limited. Less than a week later I was fired from the national chapter for the third time, this time for doing exactly what I was instructed to do. It seemed that the more I did for the club, the more it pissed off the dinosaurs in the organization, because it made them look bad—like they weren't doing anything for the club. I was also beginning to wonder who was really running the Bandidos.  



​In mid-July my biological father was living happily across town with his young Romanian wife in the city of Sand Springs where she seemed to be making a career out of going to college. Forrest was working his ass off, building a huge Mathis Brothers warehouse, office and furniture showroom in Tulsa just west of Highway 169 and north of 71st street behind Best Buy. It was a massive project and I was extremely proud of him for taking the assignment from cradle to grave. Although we didn’t have much contact since he moved out of the house in the summer of 1999, I made it a point to visit him on the Mathis Brothers jobsite when I had the time.



​On July 22nd I hosted a big party at my house in Owasso for the new Ozark Riders chapter in Arkansas. It was an all-afternoon deal during which five hangarounds became probationary members and received their rockers. At the same time Randy received his center patch. Officially now there was a Bandidos presence in the hills of northwest Arkansas and our territory now stretched from Lawton, Oklahoma, all the way to Eureka Springs, Arkansas. With three chapters of OK Riders in Chandler, Claremore and Comanche, and one chapter of Ozark Riders in Arkansas under our supervision, Bandidos Oklahoma looked a lot bigger than it was. We also unveiled a large Bandidos Oklahoma banner that I asked the Luxembourg chapter in Europe to make for us.



​While establishing the Ozark Riders I encountered an unique problem. I had come across another motorcycle club in northwest Arkansas called the Flaming Knights who had a new chapter based in Rogers. This motorcycle club was primarily for black outlaw bikers but the colors of their patches were the same as the Bandidos. Investigating their history I found out that we had a truce in place with the organization that prevented us from shutting them down. Since the Bandidos now had a presence there I had to find a way to remove the club from the hills of northwest Arkansas without resorting to violence.



​To set my plan in motion I invited the Flaming Knights to the Ozark Riders patch party. I knew their leader Lobo was an intelligent black man, but most of their other members were white. I also correctly calculated that the white guys had joined the club without knowing that the organization was primarily black. Over the next few months I was able to convince two of the Flaming Knights to become members of a new Ozark Riders chapter in Rogers, and convinced Lobo to patch over to a nationwide 1%er  club called the Hells Lovers—most of their members were black. The remaining members of the Flaming Knights quit at the same time Lobo joined the Hells Lovers and became independent riders, and the issue was resolved.



​My main focus business-wise at the end of July was selling the mansion house I had built which was now stuck up my ass. The massive renovation project of the five-thousand square foot house in downtown Tulsa had turned into a nightmare when I discovered that a three-hundred thousand dollar house for sale in that part of town was impossible to sell.


I tried everything I could think of to sell the place but nothing worked. At one point I even hired a company to fill the house with antique furniture and hold a three-day sale, auctioning off the house at the end, but that didn’t work. I finally hit pay dirt when I was watching the news one night in late July and saw a story about a new drug and alcohol aftercare facility.


​The Oxford House was a nationwide chain of more than nine-hundred rehabilitation homes for recovering male drug and alcohol addicts, where they reside after completing a substance abuse treatment program. The Oxford Houses are run independently of each other with each home being governed by an elected board of residents who actually reside in the home. All residents are required to maintain employment and to refrain from the use of mind-altering substances or they are expelled from the home for failure to comply with the rules. Each resident contributes seventy-five dollars per week to a general house fund which is used to pay the rent, utilities, and household goods such as toilet paper and paper towels.



​The television news story featured Gregg Van Wyck, who was the spokesperson for the local Oxford House, which at the time had only one home in the Tulsa area. Neighbors were complaining about the legality of the home in relation to Tulsa's zoning laws, and Gregg was touting the positive impact the facility was going to have on the community and explaining that the concept was protected by the Fair Housing Act. What caught my eye was an Oxford House resident that had a fifteen-second spot on the news segment by the name of Richard Gainer.



​Richard was an independent biker I had known for more than fifteen years. The last I had heard he had gotten in trouble with the law as the result of a domestic altercation. Apparently the root of the incident was his addiction to drugs and alcohol, and after he had successfully completed a drug treatment program my old friend wound up living at the very first Oxford House. Thinking that I could help Richard in the process, I looked up Gregg Van Wyck in the phonebook and left a message—an hour later he called me back. I told him all about the big mansion house I had near downtown Tulsa, its recent total renovation, and my thoughts about establishing a second Oxford House there that would be a showcase for the organization.



​The next day I gave Gregg a tour of the now four-story home and he fell in love with the place. The six bedrooms and six bathrooms would be able to house thirteen men, and the additional kitchen on the second floor was ideal for this type of occupancy. Our only problem was the next-door neighbor, Maria Barnes, who spent her days complaining about everything to anyone who would listen. She was well-known by most of the city officials for countless complaints to the code enforcement division, and had filed many complaints against me during the renovation process of the residential property.



​The icing on the cake for us was a United States Supreme Court case from 1995—the City of Edmonds vs. Oxford House INC (514 US 725), in  which the city of Edmonds, Washington, had tried to force a litany of zoning codes upon a local Oxford House to no avail. The Supreme Court ruled that all Oxford Houses were protected by the federal Fair Housing Act and exempt from all local, city and state zoning regulations that might be used to restrict that type of occupancy in a single-family dwelling. Armed with the knowledge that the Supreme Court decision would protect us, Gregg and I established what would become the pride and joy of the Oxford House system nationwide.



​We enlisted the aid of my attorney, Jonathan Sutton, who donated five-thousand dollars which was utilized to fund the operation. Gregg used the money to purchase thirteen single beds, thirteen sets of sheets, thirteen blankets, thirteen pillows, two sets of living room furniture, two sets of kitchen utensils and appliances, and to pay utility deposits and partial rent for the first three months of operation. Richard Gainer volunteered to be the first resident, and one week later my friend became the president of the Terrace Drive Oxford House facility. He was happy as a pig in shit to be living in his new elaborate surroundings, I was grateful to be giving something back to the community I had took so much from in my younger days, and we were both convinced that this was another step up on Richard's ladder of personal recovery.



​No sooner had we opened than Maria Barnes launched a campaign to shut us down for violating numerous zoning codes. The city of Tulsa even filed a frivolous federal lawsuit to prevent the residential recovery facility from operating, but after a month of negotiations with the national office of the Oxford House that litigation was dismissed based upon the Supreme court decision rendered in the Edmonds vs. Oxford House case. Maria Barnes, in spite of all her whining, crying, bitching and moaning, didn’t have a leg to stand on, and the publicity surrounding the fiasco actually helped us fill the thirteen beds quicker than we had anticipated.



​I was thrilled to have a permanent tenant for the property, and Gregg was ecstatic to have a three-hundred thousand dollar mansion to launch his chain of Oxford Houses in the Tulsa area. Within a year there were six Oxford Houses in Tulsa, and the one at 1309 Terrace Drive functioned as a residential drug and alcohol aftercare facility for almost ten years before it was sold.             



On July 30th Caroline and I took a break for a few days and headed northeast to the Branson, Missouri, area for a short vacation. It was my daughter's eighth birthday, so with one of her friends Alyssa joining us for the adventure we rented a hotel room at Taylor's favorite place. This particular hotel had an outdoor swimming pool with a huge slide—both girls sat on rubber mats and slid down the slide more times than I could count, screaming out in glee on every single ride. During the day I took everyone to Silver Dollar City, which by now had become a favorite attraction—all four of us enjoyed the park and magic it contained.
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