August 1990

                                                            LEE AND ME

In 1986 I purchased my current wife a bran new, fine luxury motorcar, along with a: rust protection warranty at an extra charge.  This car of her dreams is backed by Lee Ioccoa saying, “We want you to be happy with your Chrysler motor vehicle.  Your satisfaction is the all important ingredient for success in our business.”  What wonderful spirit happiness is; both Bonnie and Lee were in a state of happy.

Unhappiness occurred in the spring of 1990.  Because with spring came unsightly rusty front fenders.  I pointed this out to our Dodge dealer who immediately implemented a forthcoming rust investigator alert.  Six weeks later I was told that atlas; I had waited for the wrong person but instead needed to wait for Lee’s disciple known as the Zone Rep.

Meanwhile since I had lots of time I secured a repair appraisal from the Dodge garage.  Bad news, because the fenders are manufactured from such light and thin material they were unrepairable and needed replacement.  Oh, poor Chrysler!

The zone man’s attitude toward satisfaction seemed to be geared more toward He than me.  He emphatically stated that this was not Lee’s problem but Bonnie’s since it was caused by her poor driving abilities allowing stones to chip her paint.  It seemed like magic that Lee became happy with the “stone chip” phenomenon.  What a twist of fate!  I was grateful for the man to take considerable time to explain stone chips to me.  Ignorant me!  At the end of his lesson he was kind enough to show me other examples such as the 1976 Chevy truck parked across the street which was missing the entire tops of its fenders and caused by –I got it-stone chips.

However, when pressed, he would help my happiness by splitting the cost to repair, but not replace the fenders.  He proceeded to give me yet another lesson in metallurgical science to emphasize the durability and strength of the Dodge Colt body steel.  The exercise was climaxed by a healthy shake and pounding by his clenched fist to a fender.

He nearly made me satisfied that Bonnie was the cause of all my problems until I took the car to two other body shops.  These businessmen stated that’s the “Chrysler stone chip notion seemed to be indeed a figment of Lee’s 100% Customer Satisfaction System.”  
Thereafter I embarked on the Chrysler complaint handling process-known by some as alias “around the course.”  It goes like this:  tell the dealer, tell the zone office; tell Detroit; tell the Customer Arbitration Board.  Then tell the wall.

After several months the trip ended with me speechless and with rust on my fenders.  Some satisfaction letters we all wrote one another and with each of Chrysler’s ending in a hearty “thank you for writing.”

Recently I got out my borrowed electric drill with the grinding wheel attached, my Bondo and my white refrigerator paint and repaired the rust.  For I know that Lee wanted me to be happy because he is happy.  This is how true happiness works.

Thank you for writing.

Miles David May

