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Introduction

The small community where everyone waves at each other on the 
highways, dirt roads and to people sitting on their porches does not 
exist anymore except in the images of my mind.  But the ethical and 
moral standards I learned there still exist in good families.  Some of 
my high school friends have moved away, some are dead, some are 
successful, some are failures, some are happy and some exist as won-
derful memories.  

Deep in my soul I have always felt misplaced in the cities where 
I have lived. The call of the small Fairview Alpha community has 
tempted me to return time and time again.  A person always wants 
to go home.  There’s a gravitational force that pulls at one’s heart. 
Memories of the farm, open pastures, horses, cows, and the less con-
fining air of childhood is ever present in my consciousness.  Born in 
Fairview Alpha, one was expected to live his life there, marry another 
protestant, die in Fairview Alpha, and be buried next to his or her 
grandparents and parents. My place was already set aside in the grave-
yard beside the Baptist church.

A vigorous assessment of my family revealed the family didn’t fit 
into the community that had developed around its businesses.  Both 
parents and grandparents harbored ideas and a way of life that didn’t 
conform to that of others in the community.  It was more like a forced 
fit. A mismatched philosophy of life that was never discussed outside 
the family because the foundation of their values was the respect for 
all men and women and their work. 
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CHAPTER 1

FAIRVIEW ALPHA

THE COMMUNITY OF MY ORIGIN

Most of the childhood stories in this book took place on acreage in 
and surrounding the small community of Fairview Alpha on Highway 
71, six miles north of Campti and twelve miles south of Coushatta. 
When I was a child the community was shown in small type on the 
state map as “Fairview,” but has since been removed. 

If you visited Fairview Alpha at the time I grew up, you might 
describe the community as a place with not much to do, few people, 
many trees and fields, one general store, two very small grocery stores, 
one liquor store, two protestant churches and a school  located near 
the Natchitoches and Red River Parish line.  We had  pasture, red 
clay, creeks, natural springs, “a coolie” (a cold water creek), flowers, a 
grape vine, fig trees, apple trees, pecan trees and walnut trees.

LEIENDECKER COMMUNITY

The population of Fairview Alpha was about two hundred people. 
We knew all of them and they 2knew us.  Fairview was originally 

I am writing this book to provide a family history and entertain-
ing reading for some.  There are only a few stories about my grand-
parents and even fewer about my great grandparents because some 
died young, some before I was born and some I just don’t know any-
thing about.  This book may fill this void for future generations.  It’s 
my hope that future descendants will not be ignorant of their fami-
ly’s past, ideas, what they stood for, their successes and their failures.  
With the changes in the transportation system and geographic shifts 
of businesses, the extended family has almost disappeared in America.  
The families of my childhood, where no one went to a nursing home 
or hired a tutor or babysitter because mothers, fathers, grandparents, 
sisters and brothers cared for each other, have disappeared from the 
landscape.

In some sections I note that I regret some things. As life departs, 
everyone will regret something he wished he had or hadn’t done.  
Most regrets center on family and relationships because in the end 
that is the major force in one’s soul and mortality.

The desire to return home manifested itself many times in my 
yearning to buy a farm or small acreage in town for building a family 
compound with the ability to provide free land for Karen’s and my 
children to build their own homes near us.  In the city, and with the 
demands on children, this was an impractical idea.  Clearly that idea 
came from that desire for the extended family and the open fields in 
the community of my origin.
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were the first in Fairview Alpha to have TV, dishwasher, microwave 
and air conditioning in their home. Grandfather Bill had installed 
an electric generator when he built the big house.  We were the only 
family that went on vacations out of state, and I was the only boy in 
school with his own car at the age of fifteen. The family’s property 
was large enough that a property tax couldn’t be passed if one other 
family joined with us in opposition.  This factor gave my parents 
control over important political issues. In spite of our affluence we 
were taught to treat the poor and others with respect, to be humble 
and to appreciate the good people of Fairview Alpha, including the 
characters ignored by most.

SOCIAL STATUS

There were no social groups such as country clubs, yacht clubs, Mardi 
Gras krewes, city clubs, or private schools to determine the social 
level of the family. Everyone attended the same school and church. 
We were one of a few families that now and then purchased a new car. 
Everyone showed respect for each other. The Masons had a lodge in 
Campti, but my father wouldn’t join any group that didn’t publish 
its goals and membership list. 

Houses weren’t segregated by cost as in city subdivisions today. 
People knew their neighbors and shared gardens and responsibilities. 
Rarely did anyone take a formal vacation.  The only three groups that 
were elevated in social status were teachers, preachers and merchants.

FAMILY HOLDINGS

My family’s part of this small community was a large sawmill, a mat-
tress factory, a cotton gin, a large red barn, a chicken house, a large 
general store, log trucks, the big house, a small family house, a series 

the town of Leiendecker, named after my great grandparents.  There 
was a one room school that was flagged Fairview and another named 
Alpha.  The community decided to merge the two schools and name 
the new school Fairview Alpha.  At that point, the community named 
after my grandparents was called Fairview Alpha.  At about the same 
time the U.S. Post Office, known as the Leiendecker Post Office and 
located in our general store, was moved.

FAIRVIEW ALPHA SCHOOL

Fairview Alpha High School was in an old building with wide hall-
ways. George Washington’s picture hung in several places through-
out the school. Although referred to as a high school, it housed grades 
one through twelve. There was a gym and a school cafeteria. During 
my tenure at Fairview Alpha High School a new, more modern build-
ing was constructed. The old building was used for music and history 
classes. The old building was off the ground four or five feet in places 
and we sometimes played under it. There was a wonderful play yard 
with a high speed foot propelled merry-go-round, climbing bars, 
sand boxes, a curved slide and more.  Almost all of those would be 
considered dangerous today and not allowed on the school campus.  
Classmates would get thrown off the merry-go-round at high speeds 
and roll across the school yard. It’s amazing that one of us did not get 
killed.

THE BIG FISH

Our family was a big fish in a very little pond.  My Leiendecker grand-
parents had the first automobile and the first house with electricity 
and indoor plumbing in the area.  This does not sound like much 
today, but at that time it was impressive.   My mother and father 
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OLDER CITIZENS

Corbit Dickson was a good example of older 
folks living in Fairview Alpha when I was a 
child. The dirt road that led to Mr. Corbit 
Dickson’s house was graded by the parish ex-
cept for the last four hundred yards.   That 
ungraded part was two paths that had been 
made by his horse and buggy and a few cars 
going to unload their boats into Black Lake 
at a landing just beyond his house.  The space 
between the paths was overgrown with grass.  
Mr. Dickson’s house was old and had a small 
fence with a gate that was falling down.  The porch where Mr. Dickson 
sat most of the time was across the front of the house.  He had placed 
plants on the porch and along the path leading to the steps. He made 
flower beds from old tractor tires.  

Each month I would pick up Mr. Dickson at his house and bring 
him to the store with his old-age pension check.  He would buy the 
month’s household supplies and cow feed.  The feed came in one hun-
dred pound bags that had to be carried to his small barn just behind 
his house.  I had to carry the feed from the truck to the barn or I 
wouldn’t be allowed to drive the truck to deliver groceries. Driving 
an automobile at nine or ten years old was a “hoot” and I would do 
whatever was needed to get to drive. In my mind’s eye I can visualize 
struggling to carry on my back the feed sack that weighed more than 
I did. 

THE BIG HOUSE

I was born in a small house next to Grandfather Bill Leiendecker’s big 
house.  When I was very young we moved to the big house, where 

of rental properties, a corral, five ponds, major stock in the Coushatta 
Bank and other properties.  Although I don’t remember it, the cot-
ton gin was located behind the sawmill. For a short time we owned a 
second grocery store in Coushatta out on Red Oak Road in what was 
wrongfully referenced as the “Colored Quarters” and sawmills located 
in other communities. My grandfathers’  brother owned the electric 
company in Coushatta.  The  big house in which I grew up was the 
largest house for miles. If our family had been farmers, I suppose it 
would’ve been called the plantation home.  My grandfather’s broth-
er’s house was also large and is now the Coushatta Hospital.

A parcel of land we owned on Highway 71 had been inherited by 
my father and his brothers and sisters and eventually was purchased 
from each of them by my father. It was wonderful for growing peach-
es. My father cleared several acres and planted more than three hun-
dred peach trees. After a few years he had a large peach orchard. He 
hired locals to sell the peaches on the roadside.

OTHER BUSINESS

A small dairy belonging to the Mesick family was located across the 
highway from the Murphy’s General Merchandize Store.  Mr. Mesick 
milked the cows and sold the milk to a processing plant in Shreveport, 
which packaged it and delivered it to stores to be sold to customers.  
He would let us boys have a glass of milk just after it passed over the 
cooling coils that were used to almost freeze the milk before putting 
it on the truck for the Shreveport plant.  His milking business flour-
ished after the state passed a law requiring milk to be pasteurized.  
Most was sold in the cities because nearly everyone in Fairview Alpha 
had a milk cow and milked her for the family milk supply.
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The day of the bomb and churning milk for my grandmother are my 
first memories of the big house and the workers.  

A GREAT PLAY ROOM

The house had a large upstairs made up of four big rooms with pine 
lumber walls, floors and ceilings.  The first room was like a reception 
area at the top of the stairs.  The other three, so I was told, were some-
times used as bunk bedrooms for mill workers and logging crews.  
After our family moved into the house, the upstairs area became a 
storage area and a very nice play room for me as a kid, except in the 
summer when it became very hot.  I played chess, poker, and checkers 
with my friends in these rooms.  My mother, the good Baptist she 
was, didn’t allow wagering in the house, so we would hide the cards 
and dice when we heard her coming up the stairs.

I learned to play chess while staying in a dorm room at the LSU 
Stadium when I was there to show my beef calf in the state champi-
onships.  Upon returning to Fairview Alpha, I taught my friends to 
play chess in those big upstairs rooms.  My father bought me a chess 
set in Bunkie, Louisiana, on the way back from the LSU Livestock 
Show.  I had the only chess set in the community, other than the one 
owned by the principal of the school. No one other than he played 
such a bizarre game in Fairview Alpha, so I got to play chess with the 
principal.  This was like associating with the governor.

There were a variety of interesting items stored upstairs, but I 
specifically remember the WW II items my father and Uncle Bud 
brought home from the war; included were a hand grenade, a uni-
form, and two old mortar shell casings.  I always showed my new 
friends the hand grenade.  Thinking back, we are all lucky to be 
alive. Only after I was an adult did I learn it was a live hand grenade.  
Several times we had removed the pin but hadn’t released the lever 
that would have made it explode. 

I lived until I went to college.  The big house was extraordinary.  It 
gave those who lived in it and owned it a special importance in the 
community because it was by far the largest house for miles. People 
viewed those who lived in the house as wealthy, whether or not they 
were.  This status carried other responsibilities and expectations by 
the community, either illusionary or real.  Today I don’t know, but 
living in the BIG HOUSE made me feel that I must achieve more 
than others.

The builder of the big house was my grandfather, William “Bill” 
Allen Leiendecker.  He was able to take the best lumber from the mill 
to construct the house.  Rural north Louisiana was generally com-
posed of poor people.  Most of them were sharecroppers or timber la-
borers.  To build such a large house at that time in history had to be a 
spectacular event. The house had a porch that spiraled along the front 
and around the right face.  Before my mother and father remodeled 
it in the 1950’s, there was a large, almost commercial, kitchen on the 
backside of the house that linked to a porch that went three quarters 
of the way across the rear of the house.  

MEALTIME

From this kitchen my grandmother, Lea Dickson Leiendecker, and a 
staff of ladies, including my mother and her sister, cooked lunch for 
the mill workers. The mill whistle would blow at noon and the mill 
employees would come to the large back porch for lunch.  I’m not 
certain whether this was a daily occurrence or just on special days. 
Nevertheless, I remember one certain day on that porch.  The day 
that telescopes in my mind is the noon lunch when we were all lis-
tening to the radio and waiting to see if the first explosion of the 
hydrogen bomb would cause a chain reaction that would go around 
the entire earth and kill all of us.  Some scientist had predicted such.  
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FIRST CAR

In addition to the big house, 
the Leiendecker family owned 
the first car for miles around.  A 
picture of my mother in that car 
is shown. She is the child in the 
back seat. 

MULBERRY POND 

Strangely, the house was built on top of a mulberry pond, which, of 
course, dried up without a source of water from the sky.  I was never 
told why such a site was selected.  The only reason I can imagine is 
that it allowed better access to the underside of the house.  People 
talked about the selection of the site and building over the pond as if 
it were an accomplishment and a smart thing to do.  The selection of 
the site has always been a mystery to me.

FIVE ACRE YARD

The worst thing about the big house was the yard.  It covered sever-
al acres before fencing for the cattle pastures began.  In my father’s 
landscaping mind, but not in mine, all these acres had to be mowed.  
A tractor and bush hog were used to mow and, repeatedly, I was 
assigned the responsibility.  I promised myself each time I cut that 
grass that if I ever grew up, I wasn’t going to own any grass that had 
to be mowed.  I almost accomplished that goal. With that forgotten, 
today I would love to live on a cattle farm while maintaining a pres-
ence in the city. 

DOWNSTAIRS 

Downstairs were a double fireplace and an interesting large hallway 
that measured fifteen feet or more wide and thirty-five feet long.  
After the remodeling it was only used as a passageway, but prior to 
that I remember Grandmother Leiendecker working on her sewing 
machine in that hallway, which was likely designed as a studio area or 
workplace when the house was built.  The family phone was located 
in the hallway.  I don’t remember if Grandfather Bill had a telephone.  
There was an old hand and mouth piece phone upstairs, but I don’t 
know if it was ever used.  

COMMUNITY PHONE LINE

The telephone was an eight-party line, meaning seven other families 
could pick up the phone and listen to conversations, as it rang in all 
eight houses.  Each house had a different ring.  Ours was one long 
and one short ring.  Sometimes so many would pick up their phones 
one couldn’t hear what the caller was saying.  My father would say, 
“Everyone please hang up so we can hear.”  When he was upset, he 
would call the names of those he believed were listing in on the call.  
Most times he thought it was Cecil  Buswell.  Poor Cecil likely got 
blamed for others’ eavesdropping.

CONVENIENCES 

When my grandfather built the house, there were no microwaves, 
refrigerators, dishwashers, televisions, computers, wired electricity, 
gas stations or many other modern innovations.  The major highway, 
Highway 71, ran in front of the house.  It went from north to south 
Louisiana and was unpaved. 
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CHAPTER 2

FAMILY

GRANDFATHER WILLIAM ALLEN LEIENDECKER

My father admired my Grandfather Leiendecker.  From time to time 
he told me things he had said or done.  One story he told me I have 
repeated many times to people who have suffered loss.  This story was 
about the barn’s burning, an event I think changed our family history.

The day the barn burned hay had been harvested and bailed and 
placed in the barn.  My father said it was stacked from wall to wall 
and from floor to ceiling.  A large crew of men had worked for days 
putting the hay in the barn. It would be stored there and used as 
feed for the livestock. During the night a fire started by spontaneous 
combustion.  This was caused by the freshly bailed hay being stacked 
without enough cooling space.  Friends, neighbors, millworkers and 
others who saw the fire in the night sky came from miles around to 
help put it out.   A bucket brigade was formed, but eventually they 
gave up at about two o’clock in the morning.  The fire had burned 
the barn, the hay, twelve mules, several logging trucks and logging 
equipment.  All had been lost.  My mother would tell this story

 NO SALOONS

There were no bars, pubs or clubs in Fairview Alpha.  The Baptists 
wouldn’t tolerate such places; however, two liquor stores did well.  
The second liquor store opened under extreme protest.  When my 
father died, the owner of the second store came to the door and hand-
ed my mother a cake.  He expressed his condolences and said Mr. 
Murphy was the only person in Fairview Alpha who welcomed him 
to the community, but many town folks would come late at night to 
buy his products.


