DROPPINGS FROM THE BARNICLES
Volume IX, Number 1, January, 2010
2010  CAME IN WITH A LOUD BANG  
I was up early and out on the deck with a dish of food for our cats. It was 4:00 AM and the countryside was beautiful in the light of a full moon. I decided to step onto the deck to enjoy the scenery. With a loud bang I was flat on my back looking up New Year’s Eve’s blue moon. Sunny-D and Martha, our cats, ran and hid under the deck. As I took inventory to make sure nothing was broken, I discovered the storm door handle in my left hand. It didn’t do much to break the fall. I also discovered the deck was a sheet of ice. Those were my first minutes in 2010 and the first morning of a sub-zero cold snap which lasted until today, January 13.
As I crawled back across the ice and into the house I made my first New Year’s resolution. I must put some salt on the deck. After I got warm and sat down with my first cup of coffee I made my next resolution: to announce the publication of my book in the January DROPPINGS.   
YOU DON’T HAVE TO MOVE TO LIVE IN A WEALTHY NEIGHBORHOOD©
Lorraine created a new page, Oikos, on BarnicleFarms.com. The page has my introduction to the book and instructions on how to purchase a copy. The e-publication on a CD with a nice cover costs $10.00, which includes tax and shipping. 
We will also use our new web page to market Civitas Dei, a film I made about St. Augustine’s College and Credit for Kikaikelaki a film about the Kikaikelaki Credit Union. In the summer of 1969, I helped World Wide Films (WWF) a contractor for the US Information Agency (USIA) take the sequences which made up the K4CU documentary. My payoff was their rejected film, which I would use to make Civitas Dei. After I returned to the US in the fall of 69, I went to the WWF studio in Washington, DC where we edited and pasted the 16 mm film for both movies. Last year, with the help of a film studio in Chicago, I was able to convert both movies into a DVD. You can learn more about the production of both these films on BarnicleFarms.com. > Tony’s book (What a Life, With My Wife, and My Neighbor’s Too), Chapter III, pp. 76-77. 
We will offer both movies on a DVD for $10.00 (including tax and shipping). If you order both my new book (YOU DON’T HAVE TO MMOVE…) and the DVD in the same order we can save shipping costs and the price will be $17.00 for the two products. 
Credit for Kikaikelaki is a movie about Chapter 1 in my book. We are working on another video on DVD, Follow the Dollar to compliment the workshop described in Appendix A.   

YOU CAN’T BEAT A MAN WITH A PLAN 

With the sales of the e-book & video we hope to make enough money to publish an old fashioned book with some photos. The e-book will also be a convenient marketing tool which I plan to send to publishers who might be interested in making a deal. I also plan to send copies to people who I think might be interested in writing endorsements which I can quote in future editions.    
Timing is everything. Recently, Move Your Money, a grass-roots movement which urges people to take their money out of big banks and deposit it into local credit unions and locally owned banks, has gained national attention. This idea is a fundamental part of our plan, which is outlined in Chapter 5. 

There is no question in my mind; the book presents a plan that works and addresses serious issues that cannot be solved from on high. The only question is: will the book succeed in attracting enough neighborhoods to choose to follow it?  
I will be disappointed if no one buys the book. I will be terrified if it becomes a best seller. If it does, I might seriously consider buying a gun! But that will be a small price to pay for a radical plan to rebuild our nation and our world.  
Happy New Year
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WHY DROPPINGS?   

An elderly man confessed to a priest that he had made love with his wife five times in one night. When the priest asked if his wife consented he replied she had. He knew he hadn’t sinned; he just had to tell someone!

I started writing WHAT A LIFE, WITH MY WIFE, AND MY NEIGHBORS TOO after my granddaughter Chelsea’s birth on May 3, 1996. The thought of writing a book first occurred to me as I attempted to fill in blank spaces in a book Rob and Lisa, her parents, sent me entitled, Papa Remembers. The exercise reminded me what a wonderful life I had lived and told me I could never begin to tell Chelsea about her Papa in a fill-in-the-blanks book.    

Like Forest Gump who started running and kept on running, I started writing in the summer of 1996 and kept on writing, and writing. I finished the book in August 2002. In the meantime Delaney, my second granddaughter was born, we changed jobs and moved from Independence to Barnicle Farms in Mary’s Home, MO. – and that’s all I am going to say about that.

As a part of a contract I had negotiated with my last employer, I promised to build a website for their association. Like so many other promises I have made over the years, Lorraine covered for me and built their site. (Did I ever mention, I am only one wife away from going bankrupt?) She practiced by building a web site for Barnicle Farms. 

On November 1st, 2002 we published Volume I, Number 1, our first DROPPINGS on BarnicleFarms.com. Like the man in the story, I wanted to tell someone about the book I had published. As of this morning, 6,243 have looked at our site and 674 have looked at my book. WHAT A LIFE… will stay on our site and is free to anyone. I am always delighted when I hear from someone who had downloaded and read it. It is 17 chapters and 376 pages with some good 
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YOU DON’T HAVE TO MOVE TO LIVE IN A WEALTHY NEIGHBORHOOD©

Several emails from our first customers tell me some additional instructions are in order. My book is on a CD. When you put the CD into the D: drive in your computer you will see two files, an Adobe PDF file and a READ ME file in Word. The READ ME file instructs you to copy the book, which is on the Adobe file onto your hard drive. It also tells you that if you don’t have an Adobe Reader you can go to www.adobe.com for a free download. 

Computers will never do what you want them to do. They will only do what you tell them to do. After you have loaded the book on your hard drive and assuming you have Adobe Reader, you might run into the same problems I did. I put the Adobe PDF file into a folder of files written in Word. When I went to look for the file I couldn’t find it. ^*%*#%^* Let me help you along the learning curve and keep you from using offensive computer language. There are two lines at the bottom of the file directory. The second one reads, “Files of type:” Select, “All Files.” Hello! There is the book on file. I left clicked it on my mouse and then all kinds of computer junk appeared on the screen.  ^*%*#%^* But just before I threw my shoe through the screen I remembered a great rule. When in doubt, right click. And there, before my eyes was the prompt: “Open with Adobe Reader.”

We chose to launch the book on a CD in the Adobe PDF format, which you can read on your computer, print in blocks and assemble into a book form. This format allows you to copy the book but you cannot edit the text. Thanks to some good and talented friends, I am so confident the text is error free; I will give anyone who finds a mistake a bottle of Pickled Black Walnuts. 

WHAT’S NEXT?  
This book on CD is not the end but in the words of Winston Churchill, “It is the end of the beginning.” It has taken five years to get it written and copyrighted in the Library of Congress. What’s next?  If necessary, I am willing to take the next five years to get someone to read it. The book has an important message. I am bold enough to state my view that the neighborhood is the third sector of our economy is as important as Adam Smith’s thesis on capitalism or Karl Marx’s argument for communism. What’s far away? I want to see reviews ranking YOU DON’T HAVE TO MOVE… in importance with Wealth of Nations, Das Capital and Milton Friedman’s paper on Capitalism and Freedom. What’s now-next? On Wednesday, March 24, 7 p.m. on the second floor of the Missouri River Regional Library, I will introduce the book. I hope those of you in the Jefferson City area will be able to attend and join the discussion about neighborhoods, neighborhood economics and rebuilding the third sector of our economy.
I will have the book on CD for sale along with the Civitas Dei and Credit for Kikaikelaki films on a DVD. The DVD is a good introduction to Chapter 1 and the concept of a community development credit union. Since there will be no shipping costs, I will sell each of them that evening for $8.00. I will have several hard copies of the book for anyone who does not want to go to the trouble of opening the CD, printing and reading the book. (See above) The 87 page book has a spiral binding with a nice blue cover featuring Barnicle’s Arts & Crafts among the neighborhood shops displayed on the cover. There is a price to pay, $20. We are not pushing a printed copy yet. We plan to have one published within a year. 

When I calculated $10.00 to cover the cost of shipping our CDs anywhere in the world, I forgot about customs charges on all exports. I learned this the hard way when I sent CDs to Europe and Canada last week. To cover customs and other charges, we are adding $3 to the shipping cost on all International sales. This additional charge will be included in the order form on our Oikos page at www.BarnicleFarms.com.

If something should be done, it should be done badly. This liberating statement always provokes a good discussion especially when we discover the first nine words are the important ones:  If something should be done, it should be done badly. I did it. I hope you read it.   
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REMEMBER WHEN?
Lorraine’s birthday was on April 23rd. She (74) is much younger than me (77) but we both get emails asking if we remember when we could buy a new car for $750, a house for $6,000 or rent one for $18 a month; a loaf of fresh bread for 7¢. I remember a Friday night double feature at the Beverly for 5¢? We remember Burma Shave ads. We also remember the important things like Prohibition and the Depression. Lorraine was the baby in the carriage her older sister pushed around to deliver the bootlegged hooch hidden under her blanket. Her father made and sold the booze in order to feed his family. I remember Mom feeding men who were out of work. When I was born Hoover was President, two million people had lost their homes and abandoned their farms. Eighty million Americans were either starving or on relief. In The Glory and the Dream: A Narrative History of America, 1932-1972, William Manchester compares America’s poor to those in England in the 14th century. Why are we asked only to remember the unimportant things? Why don’t we get quizzed about important things?   

 Depositors lost $3.5B when 5,504 banks closed from 1930 until Roosevelt’s inauguration in March 1933. On the day of his inauguration, 18,569 banks in the US had only $6B to cover $41B in deposits. On March 9, just days after the inauguration Congress passed the Emergency Banking Act. Roosevelt declared a bank holiday and embargoed gold, silver and currency exports. On June 16 the Banking (Glass-Steagall) Act, which separated investment banking from commercial banking was signed into law. Why can’t we remember these things? 

Shortly after I was elected to the Jefferson City Council, I remember a debate we were having in a closed session. I reminded an opponent of statements he had made in public, which supported my argument and contradicted his. He was an older pro and with a fatherly tone said, “Tony, the first rule in politics is the people forget.”  Just in case they don’t, Phil Gramm passed the Financial Services Modernizations Act out of his Banking Committee at 2:45 a.m. on October 22, 1999 when we were asleep. A Republican Congress passed it on to President Clinton who signed it into law on November 12, 1999. After 12 attempts in 30 years the Glass-Steagall Act was repealed and bankers went on a sub-prime orgy selling no-money-down mortgages to ninjas (people with no income, no job and no assets) and repackaging them as sound investments, stable assets for our pension plans. I read of a strawberry picker with an income of $14,000/yr and no assets who was given a no-money-down mortgage on a $724,000 home. 

 UNINTENDED CONSEQUENCES
 The house of cards had collapsed as it did in 1929. Our fearless leaders are telling us the sky is falling and we can’t let the banks fail. The argument reminded me of the time in 1976 when Geno Baroni sent me to the Haiti Heights Credit Union to see what happened to the money he had invested there. I found the Credit Union on the point of bankruptcy and I had arrived on the same day a Missouri State Credit Union Inspector had come to liquidate it. That night the community hall was filled with upset members who grilled the inspector as to how the Credit Union got into the mess it was in. Was it the Manager? No. Was it the Board? No. The Credit Committee? No. Then why? “The Credit Union,” he said “was in an inexorable decline.”

As I listen to Alan Greenspan and the Wall Street bankers explain what happened I am reminded of night in Haiti Heights. The people there did not buy “an inexorable decline” any more than we today buy stories of “derivatives”, “bubbles” and “unintended consequences.” Lets start by talking plain English. Why don’t we call a unintended consequence what it really is, original sin.                                      
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IN THE BANK AND THE CHURCH WE ARE NOT QUITE SECURE 

Jacques Brel has a great line in his song, Alone. Every time I pick up a newspaper and read a headline about fraud on Wall Street or a diocese paying millions to victims of sexual abuse, that line comes to mind, “… in the bank and the Church you are not quite secure.”

WITHOUT A DOUBT

I just finished listening to a tape, Babbitt by Sinclair Lewis. It is a novel about a middle-class business man climbing the social ladder until one day he begins to question things. I thought the book was OK until one afternoon a line jumped out of the speaker, “A life, once doubted, becomes absurd.” The line was so powerful, I had to pull over and write it down.
I can’t remember when I first seriously doubted. As children, we were all taught two basic moral rules: be loyal and don’t lie. For 22 years these axioms never got in my way. And if they did, I was having too much fun to pay attention to them. Then one day in my 23rd year, my boss came into my office and ordered me to change what I had written in an engineering report. I didn’t but my response was more arrogant than courageous. I was going into the Air Force and I knew they wouldn’t fire me. When I refused to change the report my boss said, ”On the other side of the Iron Curtin, you will get purged or killed for writing what is unacceptable. Over here we teach you to purge yourself before you write. Where did you miss that lesson?” 

By the end of a three year, fun filled tour in the Air Force, I had decided not to return to the corporate world, to join Mill Hill and go into the missions. Least anyone thinks this was a grave decision, I should point out I decided to go to engineering school so I could continue playing basketball with John Schulz. If I could describe the next 15 years of study and missionary work in two words they would be – a joy. While the anti Vietnam war riots were raging in America, I was having fun in Europe and Africa. There were a few times when doubts were sewn like the time a moral professor said the people in Cuba were better off under Castro than they were under Batista or when Pope Paul VI said, “The A-Bombing of Hiroshima Japan, August 6, 1945 was a butchery of untold magnitude.”  

Driving a VW off a cliff and spending a week in a hospital in Cameroon in 1978 did not shock me into doubting. But the shock of returning to the US in 1979 did. I began to doubt.     

 A CAUTIONARY NOTE 

Doubting is dangerous. Bradley Berkenfeld, an executive with UBS doubted the legality of a secret account their bank had in Switzerland into which their clients were depositing money in order to evade taxes. In 2008, he shared his doubt with his boss and when nothing was done, he shared his doubt with the SEC. As a result, an SEC investigation uncovered over $100B going into these accounts and recovered millions of dollars owed in taxes. In the deal, the cheaters were allowed to remain anonymous if they paid their taxes. UBS paid a small fine. Guess who went to jail? Bradley, for 40 months. Doesn’t that make you want to join the Tea Party?

WHAT CAN WE DO?
I wrote, YOU DON’T HAVE TO MOVE TO LIVE IN A WEALTHY NEIGHBORHOOD for people like me who have serious doubts but don’t want to go to jail or join the Tea Party. Chapter 5 is about what every one of us can do. It is a detailed plan anyone can follow. 1) Take your money out of a bank and put it into a community Credit Union. 2) Get active in the CU. Make sure it has a neighborhood agenda (loans and investments that build neighborhoods). 3) Educate yourself and your neighbors about our economy. I could have added a fourth step. Ignore the bishop and be active in your parish (parish is a Greek word for neighborhood) to rebuild a world in which you can again feel secure in both your Church and your bank.

P. S. You can read the introduction to my book on www.BarnicleFarms.com.  
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ON THE ROAD AGAIN 

It was raining when I pulled out of the parking lot of the Quality Inn in Hannibal on Friday morning, May 21st. It’s only 200 miles and a three hour drive from Hannibal to our son Rob’s house in Parkville but we took the long way around. We traveled 4,714 miles in 15 days to make the trip. We arrived at 4:00 June 4th, an hour ago. The house is empty. Rob, Lisa and the girls are away. Lorraine, who drove the last leg, crashed on the couch. Finally, I have the time to write an account of our travels. What shall I entitle it? Why not the June DROPPINGS?       
I count the first solo 135 miles from Hannibal to Barnicle Farms as part of the trip. We decided to leave on Friday, as soon as we could after my last Business Law class ended on Thursday night. When I arrived at the house Lorraine had everything packed and ready. We were in Oklahoma City by nightfall. Except for the wind farms and the intensity of the wind, there isn’t much to say about Oklahoma, west Texas and eastern New Mexico. It was the west I remembered from my USAF flying days in the 50s. It was the west Lorraine had never seen. It was the first part of a long trip through the west we had been planning to take for years.       
Deborah Boldt invited us to stay at her home in Santa Fe. She also was our Sunday tour guide through the 400 year old city and the surrounding countryside. In addition to feeding and housing us, she gave us doses of oxygen to help us adapt to the 7,000’ mountain air. 

Our next stop was the Grand Canyon. After an overnight in Flagstaff we arrived at the Park entrance on the east side of the south rim by 10:00 on Tuesday morning. We made all the stops. After  lunch in the Grand Canyon Village we took the tour bus to stops on the west side. By 2:00 in the afternoon our eyeballs and my feet were aching. 

If it hadn’t been for Lola, we might have missed our next stop, the Imperial Plaza in Las Vegas. Lola is our GPS. While I was driving Lorraine would book our room for the night, put the address in Lola’s brain and turn on her sweet voice. She would talk me into my landing like the traffic controllers  used to do for me when I was flying on instruments. Lola and I have had our moments and I have called her names. The only thing she says in response is, “recalculating.”

The Imperial Plaza is across “the strip” from Caesar’s Palace. We walked the strip, went into the Palace, lost a few dollars and beat it to bed. In the morning, I packed while Lorraine made one last genuflection to Sodom’s shrines. It would have been inadmissible for her to have visited Vegas and tell her sister she did not spend time playing the slots.     

Three hours out of Vegas we reached sea level at Stovepipe Wells in Death Valley National Park, California. We drove north on Highway 395, ignoring hairpin turns and enjoying a beautiful drive on a trip filled with beautiful drives. The Sierra Madre Mountains were to the west, The White Mountains to the east. We planned to go on to Yosemite National Park but when we stopped for the night in Bishop we found snow slides had blocked Tioga Pass, the eastern entrance to the park. As we continued north on Thursday we found more blocked passes until we met a DOT worker taking down the CLOSED sign and declaring Monitor Pass, OPEN. It was snowing as we drove through the pass. We ran into rain, snow and hail as we descended on the road to Sacramento and on to San Francisco.

We had a great time with our son Matt for the next four days. He showed us his apartment, his workplace, San Francisco and the wine country. It would take another DROPPING to tell the story of our stay. Two flat tires, bouts with the stomach flu, a broken window and theft of Lola, and a $60 ticket ($35 fine and $25 “processing fee) could not dampen the good time and the good conversations we had when we were together.

We took the Santa Fe Trail west. We returned on the Oregon Trail. We reached Lake Tahoe and Reno on Tuesday. On Wednesday we continued through Nevada, passed Salt Lake City and its Salt Lake before reaching Wyoming. On Thursday, we lunched in Cheyenne then drove on to Kearney Nebraska. We will end the trip tomorrow with our annual visit to Sedalia to enjoy several hours of ragtime piano music at the Scott Joplin Festival.   
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LESSONS LEARNED WHILE ON THE ROAD  

We still can’t get over our trip to San Francisco. It was marvelous. We did it and we enjoyed every day of it. We replay every mile of it in photos, reflections and conversations. We reported on the itinerary and highlights in the June Droppings. Now I would like to share some of our discoveries and reflections along the way. 

First there was the wonder of the West. Wow! I hadn’t seen it up close in over 50 years. Lorraine had never experienced it. We flew over it several times on trips to San Francisco and LA. We touched it on quick trips to Colorado. These don’t begin to compare with the 4,865 miles we covered in our 15 day drive to San Francisco and back. We were born in the East and Mid-west and spent years living in both areas. We have traveled extensively in the South. This trip expanded our geography and appreciation for the country we live in.            
 Much of Texas has remained as I remembered it from my USAF flying days. But much has also changed. Gas is no longer 19¢/gal. Four-lane Interstate replaced the two-lane US Route 66. Now we could drive 75mph legally. I remember oil pumps littering the landscape in the 50s. Now huge wind turbines have replaced them. Oklahoma and the Texas Panhandle are still cattle country but CAFOs (Concentrated Animal Feeding Operations) have taken some of the open range. I was napping and Lorraine was driving when I awoke and asked, “What’s that smell?” A few miles later we came to the source – the biggest CAFO I have ever seen. I would hate to live downwind from that place. In fact I would hate to live in that wind tunnel they call West Texas. Maybe that helps explain George W’s behavior. Did I say that? Sorry.

Santa Fe is the same beautiful city I knew 50 years ago. The 400 year old Capitol of New Mexico has a history and a memory. On Pentecost Sunday, we went to Chimayo, a very old Spanish mission north of Santa Fe. A group of Vietnamese from Albuquerque joined us, other gringo tourists, Mexican Americans and the local Native Americans in an outdoor Mass. The wind reminded us of the Holy Spirit. The Gospel told how St. Peter announced the good news to people “from every nation under heaven”. The sermon was about forgiveness.  

If the best view of the Grand Canyon had been anywhere else we would have avoided Arizona. Its Capitol, Phoenix, is named after the sun god who rose out of ashes. Snow birds (people our age) in RVs and others seeking the sun and low taxes exploded the city. Arizona and Nevada are the two fastest growing states in the US. The Phoenix economy was built on a housing boom. Builders, swimming pool vendors, realtors and bankers made big bucks. Part time state legislators were reelected to their $24,000/yr jobs on their promises to cut taxes. And then, all of a sudden, there appeared a big turd in the punchbowl. The housing market collapsed. The snow birds flew back north (Their RVs have been repossessed.) and the sun lovers went underwater. Sixty three percent of the houses in Phoenix are vacant and are being repossessed. Arizona is bankrupt. The amateurs in the State House signed Grover Norquist’s Tax Reform Pledge never to raise taxes. Now they don’t know what to do.      

 This explains the anti- immigration law. It is only one of many laws passed in the past year which have nothing to do with the real problem but are meant to keep the population distracted. Here are a few. Eagle scouts can fish for free. People in Arizona have a constitutional right to hunt. University Professors can carry guns to class. Anyone can carry a gun into a bar. Instead of raising taxes to bail the state out of the mess, they passed a bill allocating $250,000 to promote Arizona’s image. Then these children playing in their no-government sandbox, raided retirement funds and sold off the state’s buildings -- including prisons and the State Capitol!

I am no longer angry at Arizonans. I feel sorry for them. I only fear my country may be going in the same direction. We drove from the Grand Canyon to Las Vegas Nevada, the only state in the nation that is in worse shape than Arizona. 
The immigration problem is a difficult one. I pray we learn tolerance from the people in Mew Mexico and stop blaming the people crossing our border for the problems we made for ourselves. 
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BARNICLE FARMS   

“On Saturday, August 20, 1977 Bob and Tony Barnicle visited Helen Lepper’s farm in Mary’s Home, Missouri with Brent Crane, an agent for Robert Wilbur’s Reality Co. This ended a three month search for a farm which the Barnicles wished to purchase…” [The first entry in the Barnicle Farms Minutes and Log Book] 

“The cousins” (my name for our second and third generation) congregated last weekend for a reunion on Barnicle Farms. It was an opportunity to get together as they did when they were kids, 30 years ago. It was also a chance to introduce their spouses and their children to the joy they had growing up on Barnicle Farms.  

Lorraine and I had been working on our 130+ year old farm house for the past month. Even in the 100º heat it has been more a labor of love than a burdensome task. I finished painting the floors, a job I started two years ago. Lorraine mopped them, cleaned the fridge and washed the dishes and bedding. We replaced our Coleman Stove with one from our old camper. I cut the grass and hosed the three porches. Everything was ready on Wednesday and then the pump, which pushed the water up the hill from the spring to the farm house, stopped running.                  
 The lack of running water bothered me but didn’t disturb the cousins. Sara, (my sister Dorrit’s daughter) her husband Pete Lang, their two boys, Casey and Avery along with their neighbor, Stu, and our son, Matt arrived around 7:00 in a two car caravan. We had heard Matt might be flying in from San Francisco. We only knew when we saw him walking up our walk. After a drink to declare the commencement of the festivities, we sent them on the 0.1 mile drive down the hill to the farm house. We wondered if we would be invited to any of the week-end events. Pete took our doubts away when he insisted we join them after they got settled. When we drove down an hour later everything was unpacked, beds had been claimed, Matt’s tent and the Lang tent were staked in the orchard and a bonfire was going in the traditional place around which we sat with our kids years ago, roasted marshmallows and told stories. Just as we drove back to our beds in our air conditioned world, we saw another car coming down the drive. It was Tom, Bob’s boy and his girl friend, Jen. We had no sooner sent them down the road to the farm house when Bob’s daughter Ellen arrived with her husband Will Schmitt and their two boys, Jake and Noah. Now everyone was here except our son Rob, our daughter-in-law, Lisa and their two girls Chelsea and Delaney. The last cell phone report was they were in Sedalia, about an hour and a half away. Lorraine wanted to wait for them. I didn’t and went to bed.

I awoke at 1:00 and found Lorraine and Delaney in the living room. They had arrived an hour earlier in a ferocious thunder storm. Delaney stayed. The others continued down the hill. I had slept through it all. The rain put out the bonfire but could do nothing to dampen the party.

We all went swimming in the Osage on Saturday. On Saturday night I played the old songs we used to sing and Pete recorded the session. On Sunday we moved to the pond where we fished, swam and just sat around. Fred, our neighbor who was born and raised in the farmhouse, joined us. He is a big part of their story. He owned the equipment we used to put up the hay in the days when we owned cows. Matt packed up his tent and came to stay with us on Sunday night. He and Lorraine talked into the night while I kept floating in and out of the land of Nod.

I opened this DROPPING with the first entry in our Log Book. The entry ended “…” because Bob and I didn’t know why we were buying the farm. We each had our reasons but one was for our families. That reason was confirmed this past weekend. I want the cousins to feel this is a safe place they can come in good times and in hard times. Thirty three years ago I feared there may be a time when our system would collapse. Now, I fear, that time has come. Wall Street, its banks and its corporatocracy has destroyed capitalism and pushed us to the brink.

In the meantime, the cousins are planning a reunion for next year on Barnicle Farms.
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MARY’S HOME PICNIC   

 On Saturday, Lorraine and the ladies pealed 2,100 pounds of potatoes. Yesterday, right after the announcer said anyone with a dinner ticket under 3,000 could get in line, the kitchen ran out of potatoes. These are only two of the statistics that document the most successful picnic to date.

The picnic is on the Sunday in the Labor Day weekend. We spent Labor Day, with friends. To get to their home we drove through Mary’s Home where we saw many of our neighbors cleaning up and carrying off the stands to someplace where they will be stored until the day before next year’s picnic. Then we drove on to US Hwy. 54 where we merged into a stream of SUVs pulling the big boats they played with all weekend at “the lake”. From their behavior, we could tell they were not a happy crowd. They were weaving in and out of the traffic in a rush to get back to their jobs in the private and public sectors. Until we all came to a rude stop. Traffic was jammed as far as we could see in front of us. Luckily, we knew another way. I made a quick exit onto Hwy 179 and away from the rat race. Our exit was as real as it was symbolic.

On Tuesday morning, the day after Labor Day, Lorraine was off by 7:30 to tutor the kids in Our Lady of the Snows School who need some extra help. She works Tuesday through Thursday. In a few weeks she will join the quilters every Monday morning as they begin again to manufacture the 40 hand-made quilts which will be raffled on the “Wheel of Fortune” at the 2011 picnic. At different times throughout the year, others will set out to do the things they need to do in preparation for the picnic. So who is in charge?

I asked that question one Sunday morning in the summer of 1978 after attending Mass in Mary’s Home. We were surprised to see our names in the Parish Bulletin. Lorraine had been assigned to cut pies and I had the job of mashing potatoes at the picnic. There must have been a mistake. We were only week-end visitors. I need to talk to someone. Who’s in charge?

I mashed potatoes and Lorraine cut pies for almost 30 years and I never did find out who was in charge. Three years ago the younger generation took our places and we were given the jobs of counting the money in the air-conditioned rectory. This year we enjoyed the same meal we ate 30 years ago, fired chicken, roast beef, all the fixins followed by a home made pie. After the noon meal with friends, we reported for duty on our 1:15 to 5:30 shift. When we got off work, the crowd was just as big as it was when we left it. There still was a line of people buying meal tickets, the dinner line still extended outside the hall. We pushed our way into the beer stand to get two cool ones before sitting down to play Bingo. With Lorraine’s help, I won on the first card. That was the first time I won at Bingo in my life. Three cards later, I won again! 

NEIGHBORHOODS – THE THIRD SECTOR OF OUR ECONOMY   

 This monthly letter is supposed to be about neighborhoods and neighborhood economics. That is what Volume I, Number 1 in November 2002 was about. That should have been the purpose of every DROPPINGS since. But I wander and it takes the annual picnic to bring me back on track. I write about neighborhood economics. Lorraine lives it. I write. She acts. She is one of the many underpaid, underappreciated economists who labor daily to build the wealthy neighborhood we call Mary’s Home.

The Introduction to my book on www.BarnicleFarms.com begins: “The history of the Industrial Age … is the story of a gigantic power struggle between the public and the private sectors of our economy… between government control and corporate greed.” YOU DON’T HAVE TO MOVE TO LIVE IN A WEALTHY NEIGHBORHOOD is about a third sector of our economy, neighborhoods. The e-version is for sale through pay-pal for $10.00. I have not looked for a publisher but several approached me. One even made me an offer. I refused but we are talking. 

I did, however, successfully negotiate a contract with Netflix. We pay them $9 a month and they send us as many movies as we can watch in the month. 

Volume IX, Number 10, October, 2010

MEOW   

 Chapter 4, NEIGHBORHOOD ECONOMICS, is the last of the narrative chapters in my book. It tells the story of my time as the Director of Community and Economic Development for the State of Missouri. I was appointed by Governor “Walking Joe” Teasdale. Like Jimmy Carter, Joe was an outsider. Both campaigned against the powerful elites in Washington and Jefferson City. Watergate, the Viet Nam War, and a host of failed programs had discredited the governing corporatocracy. Jimmy and Joe gave us absolution. If we elected them, we would be forgiven. Both reached out to neighborhoods. I was in the right place at the right time.

In April 1977, the month I was appointed, the Christian Science Monitor did a series of articles redefining America as: “A Nation of Neighborhoods.” We passed Neighborhood Assistance Act that year. NAA became the centerpiece of our program to strengthen the third sector of our economy, our “endangered neighborhoods.” No director before or since preached “trickle up” economic development. My criticism of the “smokestack chasers” was published in a Washington Post Editorial. The Governor put the Marketing Division (the smokestack chasers) under my control and appointed me to represent the state at Carter’s Balanced Growth and Economic Development Conference in DC. Geno Baroni, Director of the HUD Neighborhood Program and Ester Peterson, Director of the US Department of Consumer Affairs, were speakers at our Neighborhood Revitalization Conference in St. Louis on March 28 - 30, 1979. 

The conference started with a bang. March 28th was the day Three Mile Island blew up. In the next two days we talked about neighborhood alternatives to “trickle down” systems. One of the workshops was on Carter’s “Moral Equivalent of War”. MEOW was his war to break our nation’s dependence on oil. On the same weekend we were conferring in Jefferson City, Carter was holding a press conference on the White House roof in front of the solar panels which were designed to provide hot water for his home and office. The conference ended with a bang. Just before Geno’s talk which closed the conference, I was so upset over a bunch of screw-ups I wanted to punch someone. Wisely, I decided instead to hit a wall. I spent that night in a hospital in Jefferson City nursing a fist as big as a small melon. Several weeks later the St. Louis Globe Democrat ran a front page story on the conference. Of all the possible headlines; Alternatives to Three Mile Island, Solar Panels on White House Roof even Neighborhood Revitalization Conference in St. Louis; the headline read: Top State Official Files Claim for Fit of Anger.

The springtime for US neighborhoods began with Nixon’s resignation and ended with Reagan’s inauguration. For a brief moment in our nation’s history, the Bastille walls came down. The 1980 elections were only 20 months away. Reagan was already mimicking Carter’s program by making “meow” sound like a week little kitten’s plea. 

Twenty months later we were in Cameroon and Reagan was in the White House turning up the thermostat and taking down the solar panels. Today one of those panels is on display in China in the reception room of the world’s largest solar panel manufacturer. The company ships solar panels to America building China’s economy. China lends us that money to fight our oil wars. What a different story it might have been had we listened to the little kitten’s meow? 

NEIGHBORHOODS ARE THE THIRD SECTOR OF OUR ECONOMY   

I am beginning a discussion with people who have read my book and have taken the time to criticize it. Several have asked me to clarify the purpose of the book. One read it three times before he picked out five key points. Unfortunately the key point, neighborhoods are the third sector of our economy was not among the five. Obviously, I have more work to do.   

I want to use these DROPPINGS to invite more people to enter into the discussion. Many of you have the book. I need you to tell me what you think about it. It takes time to make a point. I must be patient. Last week Obama installed solar panels on the White House Roof!                             

DROPPINGS FROM THE BARNICLES
Volume IX, Number 11, November, 2010

CREDIT FOR KIKAIKELAKI   

 I teach by stories. I know no other way. So I will summarize the important things I want people to glean from each of the chapters in my book.  Chapter 1 tells the story of my time at in as a teacher at St. Augustine’s College and the work I did helping the people of Kikaikelaki organize their credit union. I hope I made five important points:

1. The importance of a question. What we leaders preach about is, most often, not important. If we listen to and carefully consider the questions people ask we can learn how to be helpful. That night, I came to tell the doctrine class St. Joseph was a virgin. Joseph Nkey’s question was about something more important in his life. 

2. A Community Credit Union addresses a fundamental problem, the ownership and control of money. It was the problem in Kikaikelaki in 1964. It’s the problem in the US today.

3. A Credit Union is not rocket science. Money comes in and money goes out. People with a fourth grade education can understand and build one. They did.

4. Once you build it, they will come. It was only after the people built the Kikaikelaki Credit Union that foreign aid came to the neighborhood. The donors lined up. 
5. Education, education and more education is essential for a credit union that builds a community.
 Stories work magic. Others may see things in the story that I, the story teller, didn’t see. Let me know if there were other things you think are important in the Chapter 1 story.

HERE IS ANOTHER STORY   

 I read this story in the October-November Catholic Worker. On October 5th, St. Peters Church on Barkley Street, in lower Manhattan, celebrated the 225th anniversary of the laying of the cornerstone of the original church on that site in 1785. The Church’s story is a story of a struggle. In the beginning, the first Catholic Church in New York faced years of vicious discrimination and injustices. In the early 18th century, Catholics in New Your City were prohibited from voting or holding public office. Any priest found within the city limits was sent to prison for life. In an uprising in 1741, anti-Catholic feelings reached a fevered pitch. Prior to the War of Independence, Masses were held in secret.

After the War and the adoption of our Constitution, Catholics were given the freedom to worship but that didn’t mean their persecution ended. Protestants considered the celebration of Christmas to be a Popish superstition. Protestants “Highlanders” disrupted Christmas Eve Mass in 1806. A constable was killed and hundreds were wounded in the riots that followed. Over the years, the “Highlanders” became the “Know Nothings.” Their threat was so great; Catholics built a ten-foot high wall around the first St. Patrick’s Cathedral to protect it from their mobs.

The Know Nothings aren’t dead. I ran into them in 1955 when I was a flight student at Anderson Air Base in Malden, Missouri. The parish priest at the Catholic Church in Malden told me about their anti-Catholic mischief. Five years later we elected a Catholic President and after the Popes did not take over our government, the Know Nothings seem to have given us Catholics a pass. But they are not dead. Did I mention St. Peter’s Church is only one block from Park 51, the proposed site for the Islamic Cultural Center?

Has this story something to teach? But I am not ordained to preach.

HARD COPY

Writing a book is one thing. Selling it is another. It’s like a bottle of Barnicle Farms Pickled Walnuts. It doesn’t sell itself. Some education is required. So we are marketing an easier to read hard copy on www.BarnicleFarms.com which sells for $19.00, including shipping.                

DROPPINGS FROM THE BARNICLES
Volume IX, Number 12, December, 2010

PRAXEDES
 Last month I summarized the five important points I wanted readers to get from Chapter 1, the story of my time as a teacher at St. Augustine’s College and the work I did helping  organize the Kikaikelaki credit union. One of the main characters in the story, Michael Banseka, appears on page 2 and stays in the story throughout the chapter. Michael was the Headmaster of the school. After we declared St. Joseph a virgin and turned the Men’s Doctrine class into an economics class, he came every week and quickly became the facilitator of the discussions. When the Credit Union League was formed in 1968, Michael left his teaching job and took the job as the first manager of the Cameroon Credit Union League. After retiring, he was elected to the Cameroon Parliament. After his stint in government the Honorable Michael Banseka returned to his quiet compound in Kikaikelaki and lives happily with Rose, his wife.

 We visited Michael and Rose at their home in Bamenda on December 29th 1980. That was the night we met Praxedes. I don’t remember her. She blended in with her five other siblings. I remember the sumptuous Cameroonian meal Rose served us. We were on the last leg of a two-week Christmas vacation and business trip gathering information for the National Plan for Community Development. (See Chapter X in my book, www.BarnicleFarms.com >WHAT A LIFE… PP. 237-246) I remember the marriage ceremony after the meal. Rob, Matt and I watched while Lorraine sat on a stool with a chicken flapping at her feet as the Banseka family danced around her singing Lamso songs. Later we found the chicken and the stool were gifts and the song admonished us not to let Lorraine do any work for the next two weeks.

Praxedes telephoned us in September. She is at Michigan State on a Fulbright exchange program studying credit unions in the US. To help her fulfill her Professional Affiliations requirement, the two credit unions we are owner/members of, Our Lady of the Snows and River Region credit unions, have offered her internships. Praxedes arrives on the 12th and will be staying with us until January 9th. We plan to telephone Michael and Rose on Christmas.

     In November, I parsed Chapter 1 and listed five points which I thought to be important. As I think about Michael and our relationship, I realize how important that relationship was. I should have listed a sixth point: The importance of a local leadership. As the planning party chief, I often was interviewed by the media. On one of these occasions, I was asked what I missed most from my time as a priest in Cameroon. Without a moment’s hesitation, I responded, “the power.” I had the power to gather people; a handful to a doctrine class; a congregation on Sunday morning. I had the power to start something. We will be hosting a 2nd generation Banseka in the Cameroon credit unions because Michael and many others saw the future and built it.           
CHAPTER 2, CASA CREDIT UNION

I wish I could say the same for Casa Credit Union. Tony Cabrera was a great manager. He and his team built Casa from a failing parish credit union into a powerful neighborhood credit union that grew to over $2M and financed 35 mortgages in a red-lined area, all within three years. I left Brightwood after four years. Tony left a few years later and no one could replace him. 

1. What worked in an African village works in an inner-city neighborhood in the US. 

2. Casa inspired dreams. The Brightwood Corporation, which today owns/manages over 500 houses, is only one of the ideas which came out of Casa’s dream factory.    
3. We are not alone. Many people want to help. Leagues have resources, grants are available. Local banks are ideal partners. 

4. A neighborhood credit union organizes and empowers a community. 
5. Education, education and still more education is still the secret.  
