The One Left Behind

By Brian D. Carr, Ph.D.
Texas Beta ‘78

    I knew one man and it started with that. Now, almost thirty years later there is a story. This story harbors nothing particularly novel, only small pieces of life captured in the reflections of one who has walked further down the road. Perhaps some significance can be found in the insignificance of these memories. Perhaps a younger man’s attention can be captivated so that they can continue the effort. I would like the think the world would enjoy a simple story that reflects life.
    In the Fall of 1977 I felt myself to be in good form in college. I had two years of classes behind me with generally positive (read no failing) grades. I had pledged and was initiated into Kappa Kappa Psi (the band service fraternity) the previous Fall and felt myself a force to be reckoned with. So, I thought, joining a social fraternity was the next step.

    My family and fraternities had many common connections. My father was a Silver Key at Texas Tech and later joined the Kappa Sigma Fraternity while at Southern Methodist University. My brother was a past president of the Sigma Chi Chapter at Tech just a few years before me in school. My cousin was a FIJI and spoke to me of that group. However my life would take a different course. 

    In the Fall of 1977 I started out into fraternity rush. At that time there would be a formal sign up at the University Center and two weekend’s worth of parties. Both weekends I had to arrive late to the parties as I was in the marching band and there were football games each Saturday. After the game was over I had to stay and play for the crowd, then march across the campus to the band hall and then return to my house to take a shower before the party started. 

    I went to the Sigma Chi house on that first Saturday and it was packed with people. No one seemed that interested in my brother having been president and I stood in line for a drink with little contact with others. It was not a good situation. Leaving the sardine can atmosphere of that lodge I recalled a person I knew from church who suggested I come by the Phi Psi lodge. Lacking anything better I drove down to Broadway and entered what would become my life-long relationship with my brotherhood.

Making the Connection

     Unlike the Sigma Chi house I found the Phi Psi lodge to be a much smaller crowd. From a high point in the early 1970s of about 80 men the chapter of 1977 had dwindled down to about 30 members. Arriving on the scene of the post-game evening I found about 60 brothers and their guests socializing in the house. I was promptly welcomed and, although I had been invited by my church friend, never actually saw him there (in fact I have yet to see him since). [image: image1.jpg]



     I stayed late into the night and enjoyed the conversations and fellowship. My long-time friend (and soon to be pledge brother) Robert Whipple joined with me and we felt welcomed and attended to. By the end of the two week period I felt good about the fraternity and gladly accepted the invitation to join that second weekend.

     Pledge-ship in Phi Psi was actually less intense than had been the process of joining the band fraternity. With the lodge to care for my pledge brothers and I spend much of our time cleaning. We had little in the way of cleaning supplies and most of our work was to scrub and mop. The lodge’s water heater was broken and the water was cold in the mop bucket. The space heaters lacked elements so you had to basically stand over them to derive any warmth. 
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     Several times in the semester the pledges were “invited” to “line up” with the brothers. In these evenings we would stand at attention while the assembled bothers would berate and belittle us. We received our pledge names and engaged in some creative exercises that confirmed our commitment to the fraternity. Enough said about that!

    In January of 1978 I was initiated into the Texas Beta chapter of the Phi Kappa Psi Fraternity. Beside me were five men who had endured the long Fall semester. I count each of them still as some of the most significant relationships I have had in my life. 
Building and Re-Building

     Disco was king when I walked into Phi Psi. Although our group was small there was a sense of connection. We were not the fastest, nor the smartest but we found company amongst ourselves and a sense of belonging. In some ways I most treasure the “misfit” status that seemed to be the hallmark of those years. We were ignored by the larger fraternities, dismissed by others, and were left largely to our own concerns. It was during this time that I began to develop leadership skills due in part to the fact that there was no one else to do the work in many instances. I enjoyed the large house at 1802 Broadway and would work at the most common tasks to get it ready for social events. 
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     During my tenure as an undergraduate I served in a variety of officer positions. I was rush chairman for 5 semesters and felt that I was very creative in the party themes and execution. These were the days before “political correctness” and we had parties that today would draw the wrath of the college and community. “Pimp and Prostitute”, “The Six O’clock Club”, “Sexual Obsession”, and “Baby” parties were fairly close to the image of what was later conveyed in the movie “Animal House”. 
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     Unfortunately it was this very “anything goes” attitude that contributed to the continued spiral down of the membership numbers as we attracted men who enjoyed the fun but who were marginal in school and accountability. I recall that in 1979 we had a membership of only about 14 and I’m amazed that our group did not cease in that year. Thanks to brothers like Jerry Simmons and Mike Foerester we managed to press forward. 

     I graduated in 1980 with my BA in psychology. During the next year I worked full-time at a local hospital and saved up money for graduate school. I continued my involvement with the chapter and remained a principle janitor for the lodge. A large pledge class in the Spring of 1980 gave some robustness back to the group and the brotherhood continued. 
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     In the Spring of 1981 I was appointed as “Area Director” of our region of the country by the national headquarters of the fraternity. I would visit and then file reports back to the headquarters about both Texas Beta as well as New Mexico Alpha. Having been to my first national convention in 1978 I continued to go to those meetings in 1980 (and as of this point in time I have attended a total of 11 national conventions). 
     During the Summer of 1981 I relocated to San Antonio where I started my Master’s work at St. Mary’s University. During the two years I was there I would travel back to Lubbock and stayed in contact with the chapter. I arranged a major ski trip each of those two Christmas holidays. A band of about 20 traveled to [image: image6.jpg]


Colorado and skied ourselves to exhaustion. It was on these trips that I developed a relationship with my now wife of 21 years. 

     Completing my Masters in Psychology in May of 1983 I returned to Lubbock and enrolled as a second undergraduate degree student. During that year I served as fraternity educator but resigned after a pledge was “cut” from membership because of his being Italian. Racism was still a prominent factor of fraternities even into he 1980s. 
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     In 1984 I was accepted for my doctoral work at Indiana State University in Terre Haute, Indiana. Having married that June my wife and I moved to the wooded mid-west far removed from the plains of West Texas. While in Indiana I received approval to seek to start a colony of the fraternity at ISU. With only a small ad in the college newspaper I found a room at the student center full of young men who two years later would be initiated into the fraternity as the Indiana Eta chapter of our organization. Again, I formed friendships among those men that remain with me today. 

     In August of 1987 we loaded up the Ryder truck and moved back to Texas where I completed my internship at the VA hospital in Temple, Texas. By this point I had been out of any significant contact with the Tech chapter for several years. Their numbers had continued to diminish and in 1988 the chapter was closed. 

     From my vantage point away from the chapter I believe that the chapter failed because of a lack of consistent involvement by alumni. While well-intentioned it was difficult to offer the guidance that was needed and the end was really not [image: image8.jpg]i ‘7**,:5‘.“"; u/[




unexpected when you let 18 year old men have complete control. Alumni support was weakened when the undergraduates on their own accord decided to re-decorate the interior of the lodge that was at that time a store-front a block from the college. They tore out the suspension ceiling and, when the owner found out, it cost about $18,000 to repair the damage. One of the documents contained in this report details the conversation between the owner and Jay Kinnison. The situation illustrated why the alumni had to be involved with the chapter because of a lack of business judgment about the consequences of action.  I salute Jay Kinnison for his efforts at that time and understand completely why he limited his involvement with the chapter after that debacle. 

      I lack the details of how it came about but the chapter was reformed in 1989 and the group secured new housing in another store front on Broadway. Mike Chappell was involved as the first advisor but had retired from that position shortly before I returned to Lubbock. In May of 1990 I returned to Lubbock having secured a position with one of the hospitals and it was at that point that I reconnected with the chapter. 

The Struggle Continues

     The chapter of 1990 was little different than the one that I had left in 1984 (or joined in 1978). The membership was small and only a few brothers were really committed to the labor that was necessary to achieve success. When I arrived on the scene the group had significant financial problems and was preparing to leave their landlord (an alumnus Alan Henry) with unpaid rent. However after negotiating with Brother Henry I managed to make a deal happen where the chapter moved into another property he owned on Broadway and they got a clean start. 
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     The membership grew slowly and, although the number did advance, the quality of the members remained of questionable quality. The house, located at 2406 Broadway, had three brothers living upstairs with only one of them paying any rent. Damage to the building would go un-repaired and I again found myself in the position of lead janitor and handyman. 

     In 1992 I loaned the president of the chapter $200 to attend a national meeting and I did so with a signed contract that he would have to repay me the money which I would then use to help in the maintenance of the house. I gave him a great deal of warning as the deadline to repay me approached and he had no reason to be surprised when he was turned over to a local bill collecting agency for non-payment. I would not have pressed the issue but this same man had received several scholarships from the national organization and he enjoyed strong financial support from his parents which enabled him to drive a fancy sports car and spend easily on what he wanted to.

     Because of the hostility of the president after I turned him over to the collection agency I resigned as the chapter advisor in 1991. There were a number of alumni brothers who asked me to stay on however I felt that the chapter was just not willing to see the truth of the situation. Tom Pitts took this position over and the chapter continued to struggle forward. Membership hovered around 25 men and the chapter was largely invisible on the campus or among other Greeks. 
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     I continued to work to advance the alumni side of the chapter while largely limiting my contact with the chapter. I missed the 1992 and 1994 GAC conventions because of establishing my private practice and tending to my family. Then I re-engaged with the chapter in 1996 after I attended the Chicago GAC and was initiated into the Order of the S.C. (a mysterious fraternity within our fraternity…I am the only initiate from Texas Beta as of this writing). 

     In the Fall of 1996 a pivotal event occurred for the chapter that resulted in the improvements that we have today. In November of that year the chapter was moving out of the lodge because Brother Henry had sold it to a local attorney. There was tension between the brothers and the new owner during the weeks leading up to the move. I inspected the house the evening that they were to vacate it and had warned them repeatedly that no problems should occur in the transfer. 

     However, upon awakening that Sunday morning I received a phone call from Tom Pitts in which he related having been contacted by the Lubbock AJ as regarded the vandalism that had taken place at the house. In retrospect it would have been better if he would have delayed any response but he did give a preliminary response that would haunt the group. 

     It turned out that seven of the brothers had been agitated by the new owner’s behavior and they took it upon themselves to do some damage to the house. They knocked holes in the sheetrock walled in the basement, created a general disruption throughout the house, and turned a refrigerator over in the chapter room and then poured motor oil and urinated on the floor. 

     The attorney’s wife was a master of the media and was just coming off a year as president of one of the local charity boards. She did an exceptional job of coordinating the negative message about what we had done. There were three front page stories in the Lubbock newspaper and one of the television stations did two live remotes from the house detailing the damage. 

     The Dean of Students at the university suspended the chapter (see the documents cited in the back of this report) and the few alumni involved went into hyper-drive to attempt to control the situation. I collected evidence as to the names of those brothers involved and worked to address the charges leveled against the group. One thing was clear…there was not going to be a fair hearing. I was present when a plumber went through the house inspecting the situation. He was asked about damage to the house to which he replied that he thought that all it was involved some tissue paper being in the pipes which could be easily removed. However he went on to add that if he had to replace the piping it would probably cost over $100,000. Guess what ran in the Lubbock newspaper the next day…Tech Fraternity does $100,000 in damages. 

     The attorney in my opinion was just trying to get money to help in the restoration of the house. They settled with the seven brothers involved and the case never made it to a trial where we could have had our day. The university set up a monitoring program that left us reporting each month to the college. 

     The most important thing to come out of that event was the establishment of the alumni supervisory committee. Not just an advisory group that had little power this board of three alumni (myself, Jim Stewart, and Mark Zahn) had the power of life or death with the group. We moved through the membership and suspended brothers who were not appropriate for the chapter. The committee remained in effect until 2004 when it was retired at the San Diego GAC. It was a life saver as it enabled the chapter to be placed under adult supervision. 

     After the major negative publicity there were calls from alumni to close the chapter and I conducted a poll that showed that there was still support for moving forward. Although there was support for the chapter there was little visible at the time. The chapter met in Holden Hall on the campus for the better part of two years. The numbers again dwindled down into the teens. The brothers were lackluster and not very motivated. These were the darkest days of the chapter for me. If not for such fine young brothers as Ruben Campos and Tommy Gamble the group would have folded.

     The years 1997 through 2000 were difficult times and I think that most people would have given up. Going to the 2002 GAC in Memphis I fought with the national office about the old insurance premium debt that went back into the early 1980s and was successful in finally being that mater to a close. At one point we had owed National $27,000 and we were lied to about what would be done with the debt but nevertheless we carried through and got it discharged. 

     Then, as is often the case with life-changing events, I was invited to Cabo San Lucas to attend a house corporation meeting in February of 2001. Knowing little about it I traveled along to the estate of Jerry Nelson on the Southern Baja tip and spent a long weekend talking with other Phi Psi alumni about our situation. Out of that event I was re-energized and embarked on what was the rebuilding of the chapter using the model shown to me by Jerry. 
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     I first had a few friends travel down with me for a Summer’s vacation that 2001. Then I was able to coordinate a larger group to travel down in 2002. The group grew so that we took 42 in 2003. Each year we have traveled to Cabo with a group of alumni and undergraduates and it had left us with the major success we have today.  
[image: image12.wmf]     Cabo provide the “flash” that the chapter had needed. I had maintained a small connection via newsletters that I put out with some regular quality. We would invite the alumni to attend the Homecoming and Founder’s Day events but usually only 2-3 alumni would show up. With the sense of renewed interest from the alumni traveling down to the Cabo we started to talk about a capital campaign with the stated goal of building a house. 
     After two years of not having a house and meeting in Holden Hall the group was fortunate to have the support of H.A. Sessions who owned a great deal of property around Lubbock. He had a vacant store in a largely empty shopping center and allowed the group to move in. It was a huge area (I seem to recall about 25,000 square feet and the chapter was only about 20 brothers. The brothers of the period was unique in their own way and they held on to life through those difficult times. I remember spending hours down at the new lodge again playing the roll of janitor. We worked to divide the room up with barriers and people entered through a rear entrance so as to be less noticed by the police passing by. Each semester the chapter would pledge a handful of men but the overall size was going down…and then there was Cabo. 
     In understanding the success of our group in turning the chapter around it is important to understand that numbers of supporters were not the goal. Even now I doubt we have more than 10 brothers at the core of our effort. With only these ten core brothers we have taken over the world! Thanks go to Dan Ruff, H.A. Sessions, Cliff Watt, Frank Bray, Don Weldon, Joe Stout, Jay Kinnison, David Norman and so many others. They shared a belief that something could happen where it had not happened in many decades. That is the true example of what Faith is. 
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Article1-4 are in Article1.pdf
1. Articles from “The Shield” in the early 1980s

2. Pledge Manual materials from 1983

3. Articles from “The Shield” in the early 1980s

4. Phi Psi Phandango was a fund raiser we did several times in the late 1970s and early 1980s. 

Article 5-11 are in article2.pdf
5. Letter to Jay Kinnison from the owner of the store front on Broadway and the negotiation to repair the damage done by the chapter to the property. It was bad enough that Jay resigned and was inactive for several years. 

6. Letter from the National Director detailing the closure of Texas Beta and re-opening of the chapter. 

7. Letter from Brian Carr to the National Director concerning a massive old insurance debt and the opening attempt to resolve the matter. 

8. The first issue of the “Phi Psi Rag”

9. My resignation announcement to the chapter and alumni after a disagreement with the chapter GP about money he rightfully owed. Along with my letter are several others including those who were very supportive of what I was attempting to do.

10. Phi Psi Rag issues from 1991

11. Phi Psi Rag issues from 1992

Articles 12-15 are in article3.pdf
12. Issue of The Centaur in 1993. This was a publication prepared by an outside vendor who set up the magazine in return for the first $1400 made in contributions.

13.  Issue of The Centaur in 1994

14. Issue of The Centaur in 1995

15. Phi Psi Rag issues from 1995

Articles 16-19 are in article4.pdf
16. Phi Psi Rag issues from 1996

17. Phi Psi Rag issues from 1997

18. Article published in the Lubbock AJ with my response added

19. Phi Psi Rag issues from 1998. This was the darkest time for Phi Psi at Tech as we dealt with the vandalism of the house. 

Articles 20-24 are found in article5.pdf
20. Letter from the university detailing the expectations after the vandalism. This was quite an ordeal.
21. Phi Psi Rag issues from 2000

22. Mailout concerning the plan to raise funds to build a house

23. Detailed narrative about the debt owed to national. This was finally resolved at the Memphis GAC in 2002 when I wrote a check for $2,000 and got the headquarters to wipe out the matter.

24. Phi Psi Rag issues from 2002

Articles 25-27 are found in article6.pdf
25. Letter from Oliver Thomas, the oldest living brother at the time, detailing the founding of the fraternity on the eve of her 50th anniversary. 

26. Phi Psi Rag issues from 2004

27. Phi Psi Rag issues from 2005
