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1/1/11
    New Year’s Eve, fireworks started early. I woke up with the thunder and lightening at 2:15 AM on 12/31/10, looked out the window and turned on the TV. A tornado warning had been issued for Miller County until 2:30 AM. The TV weather map showed the bad stuff south of us. I decided we had dodged the bullet – this time – and went to bed. 

    There is more to the story. The weather man on the 6:00 PM news at our local station told us the temperature would drop overnight from a balmy 62º to a 30º in the morning. He told us we might have some rumbles, but there will be nothing to worry about. The report did not settle me in for the night. Climate experts tell us it is not the extreme hot or cold spells but the rapid changes in the weather that are signs of global warming. Contrarily, CEOs in our corporate media have instructed their weather people not to mention “global warming.” They tell them to report the torrential rains and mud slides in California, the snow storm on the East Coast and the tornados that went south of here Friday morning and killed seven people as rare, extreme, and unusual for this time of year, or any other way they can think of to keep us secure and quiet.   
     Having started 2011 with one hot topic, I might just as well go on to another. My Law class at William Woods ended on 12/30 but since the University was closed for the season, I gave the class an assignment to be mailed in by the final class date. One of the questions was to research our laws and suggest the best way to prosecute Julian Assange, the founder of WikiLeaks. I asked students to consider the facts in the case and not let their feelings influence their judgments. Joe Liebermann, the head of the Senate’s Homeland Security Committee, said the leaks are “serious violations of the Espionage Act.” If so, Julian could be prosecuted for the crime of high treason, a criminal offense which would require a trial by jury and proof of guilt “beyond a reasonable doubt.” I read their answers yesterday. Of all the questions, this was a killer. Some failed badly and let their biases to the right or to the left dictate their answers. Others researched the law and wrestled with questions like how Julian, a citizen of Australia can be protected by the 14th amendment. None, like our Attorney General, could find the legal answer. I think we will find the best way to get rid of Julian by adopting some of the laws on the books in China or in North Korea.

     I put all these weighty issues behind me on 1.1.11 by listening to the New Year’s Day Concert from Vienna. This beautiful hour and a half of Strauss Waltzes and Polkas has been a tradition in our home for the last twenty-two years. It always ends with the Blue Danube Waltz. Every year the orchestra plays the first five notes, stops and the conductor wishes everyone “Happy New Year” before continuing. Every year this old man who is in an advanced state of crustyoldfartitis cries like a baby when they play those five notes, Why is there so much suffering in the world? Why can’t everyone be as happy as I am when I listen to that song? 

CHAPTER 3, COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT CREDIT UNION (CDCU)
     In the past two months, I outlined the important points in Chapters one and two, This month we look at the third chapter. The setting is our time in Washington DC in 1976 and relates my discussions with the Alternative Economics study group. In this chapter we defined a CDCU as a credit union that has the following characteristics:
1. It must be a sound Financial Institution 

2. It must have a Neighborhood Agenda     
3. It must be an Educational Institution (By far the most important of the three) 
This definition was adopted by the National Economic Development Law Project in their book, Community Development Credit Unions, Berkley CA, March 1978.
 Happy New Year
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CONNECTED
    Wireless reached 381 Old Ten Mile Road last month. We unplugged our modem and copper wires and entered the 21st century. What a blessing. As soon as I boot my laptop, I’m on the Internet and I don’t have to wait for Lorraine to get off. Now when you send me those beautiful videos, I don’t have to wait for the seasons to change while they are loading onto the computer. For those of you to whom I begged for mercy, you are reprieved. Bring them on.  
    Its 10:45 and I am looking out my office window at a near white-out. The snow started falling around four am. I should say blowing from east to west, almost horizontally. Eventually, some of it reached the ground as evidenced by the eight inches that has already piled up on our deck. This time our weather man did not sugar coat the forecast. We are under a blizzard warning, the first one in the history books for Miller County. The big stuff should start around noon with thunder, lightening and another twelve inches of snow. Fortunately, the freezing rain which was supposed to precede the snow never came. It rained but it didn’t freeze. Since there is no ice on the tree limbs or wires, I don’t anticipate a power-out. We now have a generator but I do not look forward to wading into the snow, unrolling the 100’ cable from the generator (in the carport) to the Three Rivers Cooperative junction box (on their pole), cranking up the generator and connection it (via the cable) to our house.

This morning we are thankful to be connected to the Internet and Three Rivers Cooperative.  

AMY
Lorraine calls her my girlfriend. Our son, Matt, introduced us to Amy Goodman in 2005 when he stayed with us after he returned from a vacation in Europe. He found her on our Dish, Channel 9415. I didn’t pay much attention to her broadcast. After Matt went back to LA, I went back to the CBS Morning Show. A plain woman in a plain dress with a plain haircut in a plain studio did not compete with the flash and glitter of the corporate TV stations. Then one morning the lead story on CBS was the picture of Michael Jackson arriving at the courthouse in his PJs. My God, is that news, I asked? I switched to ABC – same story; NBC – same story; CNN – same story. “Lorraine, who was that woman Matt liked and where can I find her?”

Matt had saved her program, DEMOCRACY NOW, in his favorites. I caught her in time to hear the last news item: “the Catholic Bishops voted yesterday to urge our government to outlaw the death penalty.” Michael Jackson is entertainment. That was news.

Since then I start every day with my bible, coffee and Ami Goodman. If I can’t make the 7:00 show, I catch a repeat later on TV or on community radio. Winston Churchill said: “If you want to know why democracy doesn’t work, spend ten minutes talking to the average voter.”

Get you an Amy. Find some real news instead of the pap we are fed on corporate TV.              
CHAPTER 4, NEIGHBORHOOD ECONOMICS
     The chapter is much more than the story of my time in Jefferson City as the Director of Community and Economic Development. In fact, it is much more than the story I intended to write when I sat down to write it. The story is an allegory that tells of the struggle between two economic systems, trickle down v. trickle up: corporatocracy v. democracy. The main points are:  
1. There are three sectors in our economy, Public, Private and the Neighborhood 

2. Of the three, the Neighborhood is the most important and is endangered.      
3. Government cannot run programs. Its best role is to be like the Wizard of Oz, to recognize, legitimize, and certify what is good for the country and the common.  
This chapter ends the narrative section of book. In March I will outline the fifth and last chapter, a plan so YOU DON’T HAVE TO MOVE TO LIVE IN A WEALTHY NEIGHBORHOOD.
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TAKING BOTH SIDES
    When my oldest son, Rob, was small enough to sit on my shoulders we were living in Brightwood, a neighborhood in Springfield Massachusetts. We lived in Brightwood from 1972 – 1975. I describe this time in of my book, WHAT A LIFE… on www.BarnicleFarms.com. (Chapter VI) For the first three years I was Brightwood’s Economic Development Director. In the fourth year I ran our consulting business, OIKOS, out of an office on the third floor of our home on 94 Abbe Avenue. Because the neighborhood was mostly Puerto Rican, a good part of my time was spent defending their rights. Often, this meant going to the streets. I can remember marching with little Rob on my shoulders. It was my day off and Rob and I were doing what we liked to do on my day off -- having fun. But we were also supporting the crowd that was protesting police brutality. We believed in the cause. A policeman had murdered a Puerto Rican boy in the previous week. Rob was waiving his arms and I was chanting with the crowd; “The people united will never be defeated.” Then, all of a sudden, the chant changed to, “Free Puerto Rico now!” Rob and I took a sharp right turn and left the crowd. I witnessed so often, the sad plight of liberals. They have the attention spans of ferrets. 

Rob is now thirty eight and he has risen to great heights in the corporate world. He has gone on with his life and seems to have gotten over marching in demonstrations. But I guess I haven’t and on a Saturday morning, I decided to join the demonstration at the Capitol in support of the workers in Wisconsin. As instructed, I dressed in Red and White (Wisconsin Colors). It was a raw, cold, drippy February day when I joined the crowd on the south side of the Capitol and got into a conversation with a guy named Joe. We both agreed our political parties had abandoned us. When he told me he was a member of the Tea Party, I told him how happy I was to find the Tea Party was supporting the workers. After Joe abruptly left, I noticed I was the only one in the crowd dressed in Red and White! When I heard the speaker talk about the communists in the labor movement and noticed the crowd beginning to circle around me, it occurred to me I was at the wrong rally and it was a good time to leave.

Maybe, they thought I had a gun under my red Credit Union slicker. Whatever the reason, the crowd parted and I got back to my car unscathed. On the front of the Capitol, the one facing the Missouri River, I found a much larger crowd including my liberal friends. I lingered for a while, listened to speakers and looked at signs listing a variety of items on their agenda. This was a friendly crowd and I never was in bodily danger. But, as I drove away, I remember how I felt when I walked out on the demonstration in Brightwood. This time, I came to support the rights of the workers in Wisconsin. As before, I left feeling mugged again by a liberal’s agenda.  
CH. 5, YOU DON’T HAVE TO MOVE TO LIVE IN A WEALTHY NEIGHBORHOOD
      The story is a good introduction to Chapter 5. The plan is so simple it shouldn’t have taken me eighteen pages to explain it. As we did in Kikaikelaki and Brightwood (Chapters 1 and 2), we save our money in a Community Development Credit Union. (Chapter 3) We don’t wait for government to help us (chapter 4). So why did it take me eighteen pages to outline the plan?

As I started to write this chapter, I realized for the first time how difficult it will be to execute this plan. We live in a tower of Babel, a nation of texters and twitters, bloggers and face bookers. When we are not at our iPods we are at our TV listening to corporate media telling us we are broke and then telling us in their commercials to go shopping. It took me five pages (pp. 65-69) to persuade readers how important it is to turn off this noise and learn again to talk to and listen to one another. The key to the plan is education, education and still more education. 

As I reflect on my day at the Capitol, I wonder if could have had any chance to market my plan on either side of the building. The south side was calling the north, communists. The north was labeling the south, fascist. Conservatives, here is a plan to conserve your neighborhood. Liberals, be tolerant and listen. Both of you -- open your minds. Here is a plan – that works.  
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WHAT ME, WORRY?
    When examining my eyes recently, an optometrist told me my cataracts had advanced slightly but then added I need not worry. I smiled and he said, but you don’t worry, do you?” I don’t, and I guess I could if I wanted to. Since I started these DROPPINGS in 2002, I’ve broken my arm and shoulder (statistics tell me at 78 I only have a fall or two left), I had a heart attack, I became a diabetic and have scheduled second operation in May to remove some more cancer on my face. I guess I could worry but that would cause stress and I have enough not to worry about. Lorraine says I don’t have ulcers, I’m only a carrier.

    I turned off hate radio and corporate TV some time ago. I’m not going to worry when they tell me our government is running out of money and they will have to cut our social security benefits. I know there is plenty of money. The problem is most of it has moved into the hands of our super-rich neighbors. The 400 richest people in the US own more than the combined wealth of the 150 million people living in the bottom half of our economy. The top 1% earns more each year than the bottom 75% earn in the year. I have a way to move a lot of this money back. Take the cap off the SSI payments. When people reach $106,000 (the cap) they stop paying social security taxes for everything they make in the year over the cap. If the government would enact this simple solution, we would be rolling in money. Now why don’t we hear that solution on the radio or TV? Tell your neighbor you read it in the DROPPINGS.

RED
      Red joined us at the Farm House as we put in our garden. He didn’t help. He mostly sat in the shade and when he wasn’t sitting in the shade he was pestering Lorraine, asking her to play. Red loves Lorraine and ignores me. Maybe he remembers she was the one who fed him when he arrived at our door in the blizzard of February 1, 2011 and I was the one who took a shot at him when I caught him eating the cat food. Lorraine’s kindness won the day and now we have five in our family. We feed Red dog food on the back porch and Sunny-D and Martha cat food on the front deck. Red, Sunny-D and I are the males, Lorraine and Martha the ruling females.  

SPRING IS A GOOD TIME TO BE LIVING IN MARY’S HOME
Even Red feels that way. As I sat on the lawn exhausted after tilling the garden and watched Lorraine planting potatoes and onions, I felt a presence by my side, Red. As I petted his head, I felt he was forgiving me and we could both forget all the lousy stuff that happened last winter. 

Later, Lorraine and Red went into the woods to find mushrooms while I drove posts and strung the wire for the electric fence to go around the garden. The farmhouse lawn is so lush it could win a lawn and garden award. My secret is not miracle grow. My secret is cows. They were all assembled at the gate salivating over the four inch growth on my beautiful lawn. After testing the fence, I opened the gate and before I drove out of sight my mowers were filing through it to go to work on the lawn. They did an almost perfect job. They not only cut all the grass, they fertilized it as well. Only one cow left a pile 4” high and 12” round on the front porch – right in front of the swing! It is hard to get good help nowadays.

IF YOU DON’T GET A COPY OF THIS DROPPING, LET ME KNOW
A broken arm or shoulder, a heart attack, diabetes and cancer don’t worry me but I go nuts when my computer won’t do what I want it to do. I major in the minors. I have no patience or tolerance for a computer that won’t do what I tell it to do. (Actually, it does what I tell it to do. What I tell it to do is not what I want it to do! It is a language problem.) So you can imagine how my sanity and our marriage were both threatened when not only one, but both of my computers blew up in the same week. I have been spending the last two weeks picking up the pieces. My back-ups are ancient. So, if you don’t get this DROPPING please tell me.            
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MEMORIAL DAY, 2011
    On Memorial Day eleven years ago we moved to Barnicle Farms, a dream I had nurtured since the day we bought the farm in 1977. We talked about the move in our May, 2006 Droppings. On moving day we were thankful to have lived into the new century and prayed for the health to be able to live at least five years in this beautiful place. God has given us eleven years here and only He knows how many more are still in store for us.

Last week, as we sat through two tornado warnings in our 130 year old farm house, we had doubts if we would make it till this anniversary. When a tornado threatens, we make the decision to move from our little house on the hill, with no basement, to our old house 0.1 mile down the hill, with a root cellar that could withstand an atomic bomb. In the eleven years we have lived here, we have only decided to make the retreat four times. The last two were last week. The first was on the night the tornado hit Joplin. The second was on the day the tornado hit Sedalia.

It amazes me how the weathermen report the hundred plus tornados, which have hit here, in Kansas City, in St. Louis and throughout the south over the past month; all as isolated events. This spring has been the worst on record. Tornados have left dots all over the weather map, but no one has connected the dots. In all the reports of the destruction, the 255 dead and hundreds more missing, I have yet to hear anyone talk about climate change or that our oceans have warmed 2°. But, why am I amazed? The media’s corporate owners have ordered their newsmen not to mention climate change or global warming. The US Chamber of Commerce has instructed our House of Representatives to vote down a bill to study global warming, which they did in September by a 50 vote margin. It would not surprise me if this congress voted in favor of a bill which declared our world is flat. It’s possible, if politics trumps physics and chemistry.

MEMORIAL DAY IS A TIME TO REMEMBER AND BE THANKFUL 
Mark Twain said, “Patriotism is supporting your country all the time, and your government when it deserves it.” We love our country, especially as we have come to know it through the neighborhood we have become a part of here in Mary’s Home. At the national level, we have elected a government that is no longer the republic our founders established. In place of the government I served in the 1950s as a pilot in Air Force, I will pass on to my children and grandchildren a government of the corporations, by the corporations and for the corporations. In the 1930s President Roosevelt said, “The liberty of a democracy is not safe if the people tolerate the growth of private power to the point where it becomes stronger than their democratic state itself. That, in its essence is Fascism – ownership of government by an individual, by a group or by any controlling power.” FDR was talking about the dangerous situation in Germany. All comparisons limp, but I wonder how much our nation today looks like Germany did in the 30s.  

THE ANSWER, MY FRIEND, IS IN A STORY THAT NEEDS TO BE TOLD

Mary’s Home and Kikaikelaki have much in common. Both are neighborhoods supported by community credit unions. Both were started with the encouragement of priests. Both have grown into million dollar businesses. Last Sunday we attended the 50th Anniversary of Our Lady of the Snows Credit Union. A representative of the Missouri State Credit Union Association was there to present awards. There were many. OLSCU is one of the strongest credit unions in the state. 

In 2015, the Kikaikelaki Credit Union will celebrate 50 years. Praxedes Banseka, the daughter of one of the founders spent a week at OLSCU with Judy Wieberg, the manager. Both learned from each other. Praxedes reported their CU had spawned 212 credit unions throughout Cameroon with 236,187 members and US$240 million in assets. This story needs to be told. 

This is the story I tell in my book. It has the answer, a way to stop the spread of Fascism in the US. Unfortunately, our pickled black walnuts are selling faster than my book. I’m desperate. In June, I will offer free copies to anyone who promises to read the book and then talk about it. 
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BOB
  It began in the spring of 1983 with the sale of a computer. DATA WAY was advertising “a complete Business Management System for $3,990.” (a SANYO 64K Computer with two 5¼” disk drives, a printer and software – word processing, financial planning and accounting) Bob responded to our ad: Let DATA WAY Show You the Computer Way … To Increase Profits! That sale was the beginning of our friendship. Bob bought the computer for PRATT APPRAISAL SERVICE, a business he and his wife Eva owned. A May 30, 1990, Jefferson City News Tribune photograph of Bob and Eva in front of that computer was one of the many memorials at a celebration of his life on Saturday, June 4. Bob died on May 21.    

I have been blessed throughout my life with many friends. Aristotle (Nicomachean Ethics, Book VIII) tells us how important and indispensible a friend is and how fortunate we are to have even one in a lifetime. As I reflect on the stages of my life, it is always in the context of the friends I had at that time. They framed my life and completed me. When I was younger it was easier to make friends. Now in the advanced stage of crustyoldfartitise, I have built defenses against anyone who dares to enter my space. That is why our friendship is so remarkable. Bob came to me late in life. He not only invaded my space. He captured my heart. I miss him. 

Let DATA WAY Show You the Way. One never knows how effective an ad will be -- do one.

WE ARE GOING VIRAL – I’M GIVING MY BOOK AWAY
I learn so much every time I teach a class. Recently, I facilitated a Management Information Systems class. One of my students was the CIO in a large State Government Department. He could have taught the class but I have the Master’s Degree. I learned in DATA WAY to surround myself with people who are smarter than me. The same is true in the classroom. The Information Age technology can be overwhelming. The trick is not to let it. IPods, Tweets and Blogs are only tools like hammers and saws. Their value is not in themselves, but in their power to enable us to do what we want to do faster and better. Learning does not come from studying the tool. It comes from adopting and applying the tool to the job at hand.

My job, here and now, is to get people to read and talk about my book: YOU DON’T HAVE TO MOVE TO LIVE IN A WEALTHY NEIGHBORHOOD. We brought it to market in the January 2010 Droppings. We offered the book on a CD for $10. The price included shipping. We offered the DVD of my film Civitas Dei, a $10 value, along with the CD for the combined cost of $17. Our announcement was met with a groundswell of apathy. Ten months passed with only a few sales and, in November, we announced a hard copy of the book for $19, including shipping. Still no sales! In the meantime I’m getting older and our country continues to look more and more like Germany looked in the 1930s. The book needs to be read. The story needs to be told. I am getting desperate.

We will give my book away. We will send it by email to anyone who asks for it on two conditions – 1) they will read it and 2) they will talk about it.

We still intend to sell CD, DVD and hard copies at the prices listed above. The give-away price is for the copies we email.  
We are also going to reopen our blog on Neighborhood Economics. In the next few months I need to learn more about blogs and twittering. After I do, I will begin employing these tools to tell the stories in the book and stimulate the conversations that are essential to promoting the ideas in the book. I appreciate any help you can give me.  If you want to look at a blog that looks like the kind of blog I want to create, take a minute and look at www.HighStreetBeat.com.  

In April I wrote with tongue in cheek, “If you don’t get a copy of this dropping, let me know.” I was kidding, but there was a problem. When my laptop ran out of gas in March, I lost my address book. I have been working on it and I think I have recovered all the names and even added a few more. If you missed a few editions you can find them in the 2011 DROPPINGS.
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INDEPENDENCE DAY
At 10:25 on the 4th of July, 2011 water reached the farm house. In the broad framework of things worth noting on Independence Day, you might wonder why I choose this bit of news. For two reasons: One, this is my letter. Two: I am proud of the fact. It has been eleven months of trials and errors since our pump quit. After sealing all the connections and priming the pump, I turned on the power and rejoiced as a strong flow came out of the pump house tap. But the trials were not over. On the way from the pump house to the farm house my 40 year old Chevy Truck got stuck in the mud. Exhausted, determined and undaunted, I marched to the tractor shed, backed my Massey Ferguson 135 to a spot five yards in front of the truck, crawled under the truck, hooked a chain to its frame, attached the chain to the Massey and pulled the truck to dry ground. I parked the MA 135, drove the Chevy up the hill, walked in the door and saw water running out of the kitchen faucet. Alleluia!

We stayed home but joined our fellow countrymen in the celebrations. We hung out our American Flag and watched the Cards beat the Reds 1 – 0. I barbequed brats, we ate on the deck and listened to our neighbor’s fireworks. Later that night we watched the spectacular fireworks on TV and listened to the military bands. Every time I hear John Philips Sousa marches, chills run down my spine and I remember my first Saturday morning in the Air Force. It was May, 1955, at Lackland Air Base in San Antonio. Someone had the bad idea to wake us early and march our squadron of new pilot school cadets onto the parade grounds. Why? And then the answer came from the US Air Force band in the first three notes of the Washington Post March –DA TA DA and my spine and one hundred other spines in the squadron snapped to attention. We fell in behind the band and marched as none of us had ever marched before. We didn’t understand it at the time, but the Air Force knew exactly what the purpose of our march was. We were starting out on our military careers. Some, like mine, would end in three years. Others would stay longer. I’m sure there were young men marching with me who would die in combat. They wanted us to start on the right foot. Forward march!

I celebrate Independence Day not because our nation is perfect but because it isn’t. I love my country because of its ability to overcome and move forward. Six years ago I wrote the story of how Jeff Lucey returned from a tour in Iraq and after telling his sister he is “a murderer,” hung himself. (DROPPINGS Vol. IV-8, August 2005) His family did not receive a letter of condolence from the President, nor did the thousands of other service families whose children committed suicide. Today more servicemen are dying from self inflected wounds than are dying in combat. On average, thirty veterans attempt suicide every day. Eighteen are successful. Our country has ignored the problem and anguish the families of these combat victims endure, until last week. At the urging of a joint Republican/Democratic committee, the President signed an Executive Order which changed the rule. From now on he will send letters of condolence to the families of veterans who commit suicide in Iraq or Afghanistan.

Winston Churchill said, “If you want to know why democracy does not work, spend ten minutes talking to the average voter.” I served in the Air Force in the 50s because that was my duty. I vote and respond to jury duty for the same reason. But that is not enough. It is our duty as citizens in a democracy to educate ourselves, to speak out, even to decent. The first part, education, is hard in an electronic world filled with distractions, sporting events and variety shows. It is even harder when our news media is owned by the people who want to keep us ignorant. Where can you check out the facts I listed above: e.g. 18 suicides a day? Where can we learn why James Vernon, the laid-off truck driver, robbed a bank for $1? Why is Bradley Manning being held in jail without charges? You can turn on ABC, CBS, NBC, CNN and FOX and learn about Casey Anthony trial but do these stations address important issues?  


Finally, we end our quiz show with the question: Why am I giving away my book to anyone who promises to read it and tell someone about it? 
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MY SOCIAL SECURITY CHECK WILL BE PAID ON TIME  
Throughout the phony debate over the past two weeks that bumped Casey Anthony off the major news networks and despite what the President and Congress said, I never worried about my August Social Security Check. The Constitution of the United States guarantees it will be paid – on time. “The validity of the public debt of the United States, authorized by law … shall not be questioned”   [Amendment XIV, Section 4]. I suggest each member of our Congress take time to read the US Constitution while they are on recess.

AND THE BIBLE 

I started reading the bible in England in the early 60s. Since then, I have tried to read a passage from both the Old and the New Testaments every day. This morning I read the story of Nabal and his wife, Abigail (1 Samuel 25). 1 Samuel 13 to 1 Kings 10 is the oldest part of the Old Testament. It was written by Solomon’s scribes and is a chronicle of the lives of Israel’s first three Kings, Saul, David and Solomon. The earliest scriptures present God’s kingdom as an earthly kingdom. It was only much later that Isaiah wrote of a suffering servant. The argument over the question whether the kingdom will be in the hearts of those who love God and their neighbors or in some place on earth is alive and well today. Witness the carnage in Norway. Many years after 1 Samuel 13ff, someone got around to writing the first part, chapters 1-12. This writer had a different view of the Kingdom. “Samuel delivered the message of the Lord in full to those who were asking him for a king. He told them: ‘the rights of the king who will rule you will be as follows: He will take your sons and assign them to his chariots and horses, and they will run before his chariot….  He will take the best of your fields, vineyards and olive groves, and give them to his officials. He will tithe your crops and your vineyards and give the revenue to his eunuchs and his slaves. He will take your male and female servants as well as your best oxen and your asses and use them to do his work. He will tithe your flocks and you will become his slaves. When this takes place you will complain against the king you have chosen, but on that day the Lord will not answer you.” (1 Samuel 8, 10 - 18)

THE DEBT CEILING  

In 1917 Congress passed the Debt Ceiling into law to limit President Wilson’s ability to spend money on World War I. They might have read 1 Samuel 8, 10 – 18. They understood it was war and not domestic spending that drives a country into debt. Limiting the cost of war was the intent of the legislation. How ironic it is that the law President Obama signed on Tuesday cut spending on social programs and increased our spending on war by $50B. How ironic it is that a Democratic President did what, in their wildest moments, no Republican President could ever have dreamed of doing – he began the process of destroying Social Security.

THISTLES   

“The Musk Thistle has been designated as a noxious plant by Missouri law. All landowners are required to control the plant if it is growing on their property. County prosecuting attorneys are required to notify offending landowners … before leveling penalties.” (Missouri Department of Conservation)   

When we moved here in 2000, I hacked down 1,222 Thistles. It didn’t solve the problem. In 2001 there were 2,397; in 02 there were 3,723; 03 4,903! The prosecuting attorney had not shown up but I was losing the battle. I kept hacking, broke my hoe and started spraying each root. In 2004 there were 3,595 but I was on the offensive. O5 – 675: O6 – 839: O7 – 675: O8 – 626:  O9 – 234: 10 – 394 and this year, a record, only 226! Is 19,509 a Guinness world record? 

If you are frustrated by global warming, the Debt Ceiling debate or the Casey Anthony verdict; get a Thistle project – something you can do something about and win at. Then you can order a free e-copy of my book, read it and tell me what you think about it.           
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MY APOLOGY AND A PROMISE   
I am learning a new e-mail program and mistakenly, put all of my August drops on the “To” line instead of the “BCC” line. Sorry. I hate it when someone does that to me. I have been tempted to thank the offender for giving me prospects for my network marketing business.

On the bright side, I finally found a way to print a list of the names in our droppings. Sorting through the names, putting them in order and making corrections wasn’t a chore, it was a trip down memory lane. Who is this? Now I remember. He was the one who … Reflecting on each name and the occasion of our meeting; time, place circumstance made me so thankful for the wonderful life I have lived and the many beautiful people who made that life so fulfilling. You certainly are part of a diverse group: adults of all ages, women and men, African, Asian. European, North American, anarchists, conservatives, liberals. One thing you have in common is you’ve met either Lorraine or me or both of us sometime over the past seventy years. 

When we wrote Volume I, Number 1 in November 2002, I had just finished writing WHAT A LIFE, WITH MY WIFE, AND MY NEIGHBORS TOO. We put the book on our web site, www.BarnicleFarms.com and invited you to read the book. Since then the book has gone into a second edition (2004), we’ve added another 100 DROPPINGS on the site and published a 2nd book, YOU DON’T HAVE TO MOVE TO LIVE IN A WEALTHY NEIGHBORHOOD.  

HELLO, I’VE GOT SOMETHING TO SAY  

 Rebuilding the list and sorting through your names reminded me why we drop in on you every month. I’ve got something to say (the 1st rule in communications). The 1st book is a fun book but it took me too long to say the important things I wanted to say. So, I wrote the second book to say the things I want to say – right away. The book is only 87 pages (376 in the 1st book). The Introduction, which is posted on our web site, starts with the sentence: “The history of the Industrial Age in the Twentieth Century is the story of a gigantic power struggle between the public and the private sectors of our world’s economy, between Communism and Fascism, between government control and corporate greed.” The Introduction is subtitled, “a trickle-up revitalization plan that works.” My books are not about politics. They are about economics. They are about neighborhoods. My thesis is: The Neighborhood is the Third Sector of Our Economy. My argument is that neighborhoods are the most important sector and the most endangered sector of our economy. The first chapter tells how the people of Kikaikelaki, a village in Africa, organized a credit union which spawned a league of 212 credit unions that 40 years later have over a quarter of a billion (US) dollars in assets. The second chapter is about an inner-city neighborhood in the US that mobilized its assets in a credit union and within two years was able to finance 35 home mortgages in a once red-lined neighborhood. The third chapter is about what makes a community development credit union. Chapter four shows why “trickle-up” economics is so important. Chapter five is about an economic development plan that works.

My books are about economics. Every time I slipped and crossed the line in one of the DROPPINGS and got into politics, I heard about it, first from my wife and then from you. My only excuse is that, in my opinion, this last decade has been the worst ten years our country has ever experienced. Sometimes things seemed so bad, I had to tell someone. So I told you. For those slips, I apologize and a promise not to do it again. At least, I’ll try not to.

In the ten years since we published the 1st book, 800 people have read or have looked at it. In 2010 we introduced my 2nd book. I thought if I copyrighted it in the Library of Congress and put price tags of $10 on the e-books and $20 on hard copies, I may generate some interest. It didn’t. So, back to plan A, I’ve got something to say and I’ll give it away – on three conditions. 1) You have an email address to which I can send it. 2) You promise to read it. 3) You promise to tell someone about the book. All comments, good or bad, over coffee, on Facebook or in a Twitter are welcome. It’s working. I’m getting nibbles, and comments. Thank you.
DROPPINGS FROM THE BARNICLES

Volume X, Number 10, October, 2011

I LIVED LONG ENOUGH TO SEE IT   
I put Lorraine on the train to Kansas City Friday afternoon, October 7th. This was the first leg on her annual two week visit with her sisters and brothers in Boston. This was the first day of my next sixteen, home alone. As her train rolled west, I drove west to the VA clinic where I picked up still another prescription for a hacking cough that had plagued me for the past two weeks. I lied to Lorraine that morning when I told her I felt fine and she should go to Boston. The thought of Lorraine staying home to care for me was far worse than the thought of dying alone while she was gone. But God let me live long enough to see the fifth and last Division Championship game with Philadelphia. As I watched Carpenter throw the last pitch in the 1 – 0 Cardinal win, I looked to heaven and thanked God for letting me live long enough to see that remarkable game.

 The win gave me a National League Pennant to occupy me through the next week. And it did. The following Friday I had reason to thank God again for letting me live long enough to see the Cardinals roll over Milwaukee 12 – 6 and win a trip to the World Series. 

I told God I had seen enough. The playoffs have kept me distracted throughout Lorraine’s absence. She is arriving on the Noon train from KC tomorrow. But as I write this, I am listening to game three of the World Series on the radio. The Cards and the Texas Rangers are tied one game each. Oops, Alan Craig just hit a home run! Maybe, I haven’t lived long enough – yet.                   

CONSTITUTION
 Mary Jane Ewers, my Aunt Mare, died on Saturday, the 15th. Before she died, she asked that I make some remarks at her funeral Mass. As I rode through a cold rain from St. Louis to Ottawa, IL, with Neil, my brother-in-law at the wheel and Dorrit, my sister in the front, I thought again of what I could say in a few minutes about a life-long relationship that was so important to me. 

I decided I would tell a story Mare liked to tell. Mare was much more than my aunt. She is only nine years older and in many ways she was my big sister. She came on vacations with us. She spent week-ends with us at our cabin on Iron Mountain Lake. Sometimes this aunt/sister played mother. She stayed with us when Mom and Dad were out of town. One such night, she was drilling me on a spelling assignment. Over my lifetime, many teachers have given up trying to teach me to spell, but Mare does not give up. I had mastered all the words, but one. It was a long word with lots of vowels. She finally agreed to put me to bed with a promise we would go back to this word in the morning. That night, I sat up in bed and declared in a loud voice, CONSTITUTION, C-O-N-S-T-I-T-U-T-I-O-N, CONSTITUTION – and fell back to sleep.

Constitution is a big word. It is used to define our health and well being. It is a measure of our ability to stand up to adversity, to prevail and succeed in difficult times. Mare was not only my aunt, a sister and a mother to me; she was a framer of my constitution.

THEN WHAT?

Did someone give Richard Wolfe, the Economist and author of Capitalism Hits the Fan, a copy of my book? After watching a lecture he gave on Link TV (channel 9410 on Dish TV), I ordered a copy of his book.

Richard shows how our economy grew steadily for 150 years, generation after generation, each generation making more than the previous generation. Then it stopped; except for the very rich. A recent congressional study found, “the incomes of the wealthiest 1% of Americans nearly tripled [275%] over the last three decades.” In the same period the incomes of our middle-class only grew 40%, hardly keeping up with inflation. By 2007, the study found, the wealthiest 20% of Americans made more money than the rest of the country combined.

Finally, 70% of the people understand and support the people occupying Wall Street. But then what will they do if they occupy Wall Street? My beef with Richard is we both have come to the same conclusion. But people are buying his book. Read my introduction. It’s free.     
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ECONONOMICS IS THE SCIENCE OF MAKING CHOICES  
That’s the Economist Barbara Ward’s definition. Her talk in 1970 opened my mind to a whole new understanding of what had been, up to that time, the “dismal science” I studied at St. Louis University Engineering School. Since then, I have come to realize ECON 101 and 102 in the SLU Syllabus were not courses in economics. They were studies of Capitalism. I imagine on the other side of the Iron Curtin, Russians studied Communism disguised as economics. East and West, we only learned about a two sided economy, a private sector and a public sector.

When I came to Kikaikelaki in 1965 (Chapter 1), I entered an entirely new world, a village world, a neighborhood world – one that did not fit into the economics of my two sided world. I saw the Credit Union we started there as an opportunity to educate the villagers. All the time it was educating me. Only I didn’t have the nouns to frame this new learning. Seven years later living in Brightwood, a low-income neighborhood in Springfield Mass, I discovered what I had learned in a village in Africa applied to neighborhoods in inner-city America (Chapter 2). I not only learned a credit union that worked in Kikaikelaki, worked in Brightwood; I learned the nouns. When we moved to DC in 1976 (Chapter 3), I worked with credit unions around the country and helped Floyd Agostinelli write the book COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT CREDIT UNIONS, Economics for Neighborhoods. I have been trying to explain what I learned ever since. Economics is not two sided. There is a third side.

Richard Wolfe is also an Economist. In his book, Capitalism Hits the Fan, he talks about how some economists hum mantras: free markets are good, regulations are evil. Other economists wake up every morning with the conviction that government must control the market. The first group is devoted to the Economist Milton Friedman, the founder of Reaganomics. The second group genuflects to John Maynard Keynes the economist behind FDR’s New Deal. Wolfe argues that as long as we view our current problems from only two sides, Capitalism cannot survive. I agree. The first sentence in the Introduction to my book reads: “The history of the Industrial Age … is the story of a gigantic power struggle between the public and the private sectors …” Richard and I agree a two sided economy is like a two legged stool. It can’t support anyone. Now Richard, read on to the first sentence in the third paragraph of my Introduction. “This book is about a third sector of our economy, the neighborhood sector.” 

If I rename the neighborhood sector THE 99%, do you think people might listen to me?
COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT CREDIT UNIONS (CDCU) – IN THE NEWS

The Lower East Side Peoples Credit Union, one I worked with in 1976, made national news last week. The reporter, Gregg Palast, called it a Community Development Credit Union. That’s our name, the title of our book. Our name is in the news. ♫If you can make it there...♪

Occupy Wall Street is occupying a park in the LESPCU neighborhood. The movement has grown, not only in numbers but also in popularity and in donations. The occupiers decided to deposit their money in an account in the LESPCU. When Goldman Sachs found out it threw a fit and rescinded on a $5,000 pledge it had made to the LESPCU. NY headlines read: “Three trillion dollar bank beats up on a low income people’s credit union.” 

But here is the real story. When our Congress was voting to give Goldman and other big banks billions in bail-out money, Goldman quietly was granted permission to change their charter from an Investment Bank to a Commercial Bank. Now, they would not only be given TARP funds to cover their losses, these losses would also be insured by FDIC – i.e. us. 

Except now they are a commercial bank. Now Goldman is required by the Community Reinvestment Act to invest money into the neighborhood from which it has taken money.   So, the $5,000 was not a gift. It is a requirement of the law and Goldman is breaking the law by not investing and by using its muscle to break a credit union serving low income residents.

This is a good story to tell on November 5th, Move Your Money Day.    
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IN TWO WEEKS -- $700,000 MOVED  
On November 5th, Move Your Money Day, I ended our November DROPPINGS with the story of how Goldman Sachs went to war against the Lower East Side Peoples Credit Union. Goldman was furious when they found Occupy Wall Street was depositing its money in the LESPCU. I suggested this story might motivate to us to move our money.

I would like to take credit for the $50,000 moved from Wall Street banks into credit unions on that day. Within two weeks $700,000 had moved into neighborhood credit unions. In all fairness much of the credit belongs to a video you can see on, www.MoveYourMoney.net. Much more of the credit belongs to the 99 per centers who are not only occupying Wall Street; they are raising the economic IQ of many people in our nation. As of today, 82,627 people have pledged to close their accounts at Bank of America, Citigroup, Chase and other large banks.

We are fortunate. We did not have to move any money. In the first place, we don’t have much money to move. In the second, we have our money in two local credit unions and in two local banks. Over the years our household and our businesses have been served well by Mary’s Home Bank, Central Bank, River Region and Our Lady of the Snows Credit Unions.

IT’S A WONDERFUL LIFE

The movie is a beautiful allegory. Mr. Potter is the 1%. Everyone else in town is the 99%. George Bailey (aka Jimmy Stewart) is the Occupy Wall Street leadership, educating us about what is happening in our economy. I love the run-on-the- bank scene where George tells his customers their money isn’t in his S&L, it’s in their neighbor’s homes. And again, as he tells them what will happen if they give in to Mr. Potter. Later, when George gives up and wishes he had never been born. His wish is granted and he experiences a hell on earth in Potterville. We don’t need a movie to see where we are headed when the 1% takes over and the free market runs out of control. Witness Saipan today, Chile in the 70s or Wal-Mart on Black Friday.

Education is critical. When I addressed the newly formed credit union league in Bamenda in September, 1968, I gave a one minute speech: “The credit unions are built on three foundation stones; education, education and still more education.” (Chapter 1, p.9) These words have become a mantra which, I believe, is the single biggest reason why the 212 credit unions in Cameroon have grown in assets to over a quarter of a billion US dollars. We defined the Community Development Credit Union in 1976 as a credit union with a neighborhood agenda and an institute of continuing education.         
  CNN and Fox don’t seem to understand what Occupy Wall Street is all about but the people in Kikaikelaki do. When you own the bank the bank doesn’t move. It stays and grows. It invests its money into the community, into a neighbor’s home improvement project rather than into a dam in Brazil or a derivative in cyberspace. Moving your money into a local credit union is only a first step. I would urge you to take a free e-copy of my book and continue your education by reading Chapter 5. It tells you the power you can have when you are an owner of a credit union.   

ALL I WANT FOR CHRISTMAS IS…

I want to end with an email we received from our daughter-in-law, Lisa. “For Christmas this year, in lieu of gifts, I'm asking my friends and family to help me buy a water buffalo for a village in the Philippines. One water buffalo for $300 can plow fields for food harvesting, increase harvest productivity with fertilizer, and provide milk to malnourished children. I've also asked the 40+ people on my floor here at work to donate their pocket change or even visit the OI (Outreach International) website to see what other sustainable gifts are available for purchase. I've had 37 years of receiving Christmas gifts. This year I want to give back…”

Lisa understands the true meaning of Christmas.  

