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Volume VIII, Number 1, January, 2009
HAPPY NEW YEAR  

Our new year started with Mimosas and an hour long interview with Utah Phillips on Democracy Now. I took three pages of notes. Utah is one of my favorites and since he refuses to copyright his work this will be my blanket reference to all his material I will use in the future. After breakfast and more Mimosas we listened 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 years. It always ends with the Blue Danube Waltz. Every year the orchestra plays the first five notes, stops and 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 and asks, “Why is there so much suffering in the world? Why can’t everyone be as happy as I am now?” 

Giving birth to my book has been a struggle. I have been working on an ending for the past month. I feel like a lyric poet trying to end an epic poem. DROPPINGS and magazine articles are fun. I can whip them out in no time. My first book the WEST CAMEROON CREDIT UNION MANUAL was a snap. I sent the manuscript to my friend Jim Enghauser in St. Louis who printed it. Bob Payton, the US Ambassador paid for it. I didn’t see the book until the 1,000 copies arrived. The “Friends of Father Tony” club had added pictures. An embassy staff commented, “This is the first time US Information Service financed a photo album.” I liked it. I was in 12 of the 16 pictures, including one full page portrait showing my right ear mangled in the VW accident. (See www.BarnicleFarms.com >Tony’s Book>Chapter III, pp. 66-68). The Cameroon people liked it because they understood its single entry book keeping system. The experts didn’t like it because it taught a single entry system. By the time we returned in 1980 all the books were still in use but had gone underground. In the meantime the 300 credit unions in Cameroon have amassed $65M. Something is working. WHAT A LIFE… took 10 years to write but it was easy because it was stories I wanted to tell my granddaughters and others.

YOU DON’T HAVE TO MOVE TO LIVE IN A WEALTHY NEIGHBORHOOD 

The book is loaded with stories. Not the stories you hear on TV which strike fear in your heart but the stories you hear when you turn off the TV and talk with your neighbors. I have a story for my friends who worked for Obama. Fear is gripping their hearts because he has not yet changed the world. The story is told in Chapter V, pp. 137-138. It’s the Wizard of Oz story. Before Elena Ayella fixed the problem by standing up to the Springfield Development Authority, we went to Mayor Sullivan and asked him to stop a development project in Brightwood. After listening to our arguments Billy Sullivan gave us a political lesson I will never forget. “You have convinced me. Now go out and make me do it.”

Stop asking Obama to solve our problems. Let’s take responsibility ourselves. Tim DeChristopher did. In the Bush administration’s last big gift to the oil and gas industry it rushed to auction 150,000 acres of Utah Wilderness land. People were upset and rushed to protest. On the morning of the auction, Tim a University of Utah student went to the courthouse where the auction was being held. Instead of joining the picket line he walked into the courtroom and asked for a bidder’s paddle. Because the fire sale had been so rushed the Bureau of Land Management had neglected to require bidders to be bonded. Before they figured out what he was doing, Tim bought 22,000 acres and bid up the prices on about 100,000 more. The auction was stopped, all bids were declared invalid and the Bureau was forced to postpone the next auction for 60 days.          
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YOU DON’T HAVE TO MOVE TO LIVE IN A WEALTHY NEIGHBORHOOD

While the Congress debates the stimulus package and thousands in the US are facing bankruptcy waiting on tip toes to see if the federal bail out can keep them in their homes; people in Kikaikelaki, Mbiame, Kitiwum and Kumbo are swimming in money. I received an email from Cameroon on January 10: “The credit union in Kumbo has 1.6 billion Cfa (Cameroon Francs). Kitiwum credit union has 150 million Cfa Mbiame credit union (less than 5 years old) has 150 million Cfa… So money is not the problem if you have a good idea.” I have been keeping track of the growth and progress in Kikaikelaki since they opened their credit union in 1965 (136 million Cfa in 2005) but I have lost touch with the 300 credit unions (40 Billion Cfa in assets) which sprung from the founding members of the Credit Union League. (www.BarnicleFarms.com >Ch. III, pp. 57-60 and 70-71).

The data supports the plan which is the subject of my book’s last chapter. And that is the problem and the reason why I am struggling to finish the book. The plan works but who will pay attention to a plan to move banking from Wall Street back to Main Street? And if enough people believe it and start following the simple steps in the plan I fear I will have to carry a gun. There is nothing our captains of Capitalism fear more than a free market governed by a democratic economy. 

HONEY WE’RE MAKING HENRY BAIN SAUCE 

Over the past months almost all our Pickled Black Walnut sales have been out of state. Most of the shipments have gone to Alabama. When a lady from Mobile phoned in an order I asked her what people in Alabama were doing with our walnuts. “Honey, we’re making Henry Bain Sauce!” We went to the Internet.

Henry Bain, a famous chef at the Pendennis Club in Louisville invented the sauce in 1881. We found a recipe which we will send out with every case we ship. We haven’t tried it yet but when I mentioned the sauce in class a student from Florida exclaimed: “That is the best tasting barbeque sauce in the world. It’s finger licking good.”  

We don’t know where Henry got the recipe for “pickled walnuts” but we know the ladies in Alabama, Virginia and Florida like our product. For the past three years they have been bottling Henry Bain sauce and sending it to friends as Christmas gifts. There doesn’t seem to be a patent on the sauce or copyright on the name so Barnicle Farms is thinking about expanding into the meat sauce business. 

Last week we expanded into Canada. A lady from Saskatoon, Saskatchewan phoned and ordered a case of PBWs. Her grandmother tenderized meat dishes with pickled black walnuts. When she died they found a 14 year old bottle of pickled walnuts in her basement. They were still great but now the bottle is running out.  

NOW THERE ARE HUNDREDS OF BOYS IN KENYA NAMED JOHN KAISER  

The LA Times ran a three part story on my friend and seminary classmate Father John Kaiser (Ch. I, pp. 14-16 and Ch. IV, pp. 85-90), his mission and tragic death in August, 2000. Throughout his life his conscience and devotion to duty kept John at odds with his church and the government of Kenya. His struggle in his last days reminded me of Christ’s agony in the garden. Even in his death he was a troublemaker. While Pope John Paul ordered his funeral Mass to be a mass for a martyr, our FBI sided with the government of Kenya and said his death was a suicide. The people were outraged and threw President Moi out of office. The Kenya Supreme Court reviewed the case and judged his death to be murder. Chris Goffard’s articles end with the story about how John Kaiser lives on. “…you could travel anywhere [in Kenya] now and find John Kaiser.” (www.latimes.com)
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AS I SEE IT 

Everyone should write a book. It is a humbling experience. I had no sooner sent You Don’t Have to Move to Live in a Wealthy Neighborhood to ten readers for comments when I wished I could pull it back into my computer for further edits. I finally got over my vanity block by ending with a sub-section entitled “As I See It.”

Bernard Fonlon used that byline to cover his thoughts in editorials in his magazine, Abia. Bernard was a Minister in the Cameroon Government and a benefactor to St. Augustine’s College (www.BarnicleFarms.com >Ch. II, pp. 35-49). I make no apology for stealing from Bernard. Among the people I admire most, Bernard is in the top five. When I as the Brightwood Economic Development Director (www.BarnicleFarms.com >Ch. V) I wrote a monthly “As I See It” column in the "Brightwood Voice" and "North End News". I remember one time when I was testifying before the Springfield (Massachusetts) Redevelopment Authority, Mr. Brock (Brock Candies) ended an attack on one of my programs with, “This is as we see it.”

“As I See It” is liberating. You don’t have to support your statements with yards of footnotes and references. Simply say this is as you see it. I use this approach in teaching. In the first class I tell my students they cannot make a mistake if they answer my questions honestly because all of my questions ask how they see it. If I know the answer to a question I will not ask it. We learn not by telling people what we think but by asking them what they think. How they see it. 

POPE BENEDICT XVI VISITS THE HANDICAP CENTER IN YAOUNDE 

We were thrilled to read the Pope visited the Cardinal Paul Emile Leger Center on Thursday last week (March 19th). The news story reported the Center is; “situated on a hillside in a poor neighborhood of Yaoundé.” In 1980 and 1981 we lived in that poor neighborhood one block down the hill from the Center. Rob and Matt played soccer on the field where Benedict talked to the children. He had to drive by our home on his way up the hill to the Center.  

In 1967 Bernard Fonlon brought Cardinal Leger to Cameroon after he retired as the Archbishop of Montréal. Leger built the Center for children suffering from Leprosy. He stayed in our poor neighborhood for 12 years and left just before we arrived. We never thought of it as a poor neighborhood. Tschinga was a Cameroonian neighborhood. The USAID folks were upset because we didn’t choose to live in Bastos, the neighborhood where all the embassy families lived. They insisted we hire a “Night Watch” to sit on our porch all night and guard the house. One night when his snoring woke me up I went out on the porch and stole his lantern. In the morning he told me how he had fought off an intruder who had knocked him down and ran off with his lantern. I told him I had a lantern (his) I would sell him.  The next time I went out to steal it back he had it tied to his foot. 

I remember the day Rob got mad and decided to run away from home. He packed a small bag, tucked his soccer ball under his arm and took off. As he walked up the hill he was joined by a group of his Cameroonian friends who were chanting: “Rob’s running away. Rob’s running away.” After a while he sat down on a step in a frustrated funk. I walked up the road and sat down next to him. We talked about life and its problems, as we saw it.

We get emails every day from our friends in Cameroon telling us how thrilled they were with the Pope’s visit and the way he spoke about women’s rights. But you can count on our corporate press to choose their sound bite and put their spin on it. On the flight to Cameroon a reporter asked him about AIDS. In his response he said: “One cannot overcome the problem with the distribution of condoms. On the contrary they increase the problem.” 
I think the Pope is right. – But that is as I see it.  
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USURY 

In 1968, I opened my first book, the WEST CAMEROON CREDIT UNION MANUAL with a chapter on examples of usurious lending practices in Cameroon. The chapter entitled THE NEED FOR CREDIT UNIONS documents loans ranging from 120% to over 700% and compared them to the 12% credit union loans. I am tempted to open You Don’t Have to Move to Live in a Wealthy Neighborhood with a similar chapter. Since a 1978 Supreme Court opinion, Marquette National Bank v. First Omaha Service Corporation, the cap on interest came off and with it usury in the US became the law of the land. Now credit card loans of 35% are not uncommon and like lending in Cameroon 40 years ago Payday loans here range from 120% to over 700%. The only difference is those loans in Cameroon are illegal.

Both books make similar arguments and come to the same conclusion. In my first book I urged villagers to organize credit unions and borrow from their union instead of the illegal money lender. In my next book I urge people to take their money out of banks and put it into credit unions where they can borrow money from themselves at decent rates of interest rather than from Credit Card and Payday Loan companies at usurious but legal rates. 
In the April Harper’s Magazine, Thomas Geoghegan wrote an essay, INFINITE DEBT, in which he shows how unlimited interest rates collapsed our economy. “We dismantled the most sacred of human laws, the law against usury, which existed in some form in every civilization from the time of the Babylonian empire to the end of Jimmy Carter’s term.” This is an excellent article that everyone who cares about our country should take time to read. It caused me to ask questions. I can remember many sermons condemning Roe v Wade and the evils of abortion. Why can’t I recall any on usury? Why don’t we march on Washington every year to protest Marquette National Bank v. First Omaha Service Corporation? Every time I sit through a sermon on abortion I look around the church and ask was this ever an issue in any of these people’s lives? But how many of us have fallen into credit card debt? How many have lost jobs because of the runaway greed on Wall Street that sucked money and talent from our manufacturing sector? The Bible condemns usury. A typical quote is in Exodus 22,24: “If you lend money to one of your poor neighbors among my people, you shall not act like an extortioner toward him by demanding interest from him.” I looked up usury in my Business Law Book. In the 786 pages there were only 12 lines devoted to the subject and a sidebar on Payday loans “popular with individuals who do not have regular banking relationships.” Why don’t law books and classes address the evils of usury? Our stimulus plan bails out the banks that brought us rack and ruin but it does not address usury. The US Credit Unions have over 825 billion in assets and don’t need a bail out. Why don’t we build on their successes instead of our bank’s failures?    
AND FROM THE SUBLIME TO THE RIDICULOUS  

Yesterday was so warm and beautiful I stepped out onto the deck after my shower and air dried – one of my joys and privileges of living in the country. We also found that at our age nothing curbs licentious sexual behavior more effectively than nudity. We planted our garden. I tilled, Lorraine planted. Our garden is another joy we look forward to every spring. And through the year we enjoy the food from our organic garden. We have planted a garden every year since we moved here in 2000 and so far have stayed under the radar and avoided getting a notice from the Mid America Crop Life Association (MACA).

Michelle Obama was not so lucky. MACA sent her a letter asking her to use chemicals (they called them “crop protection products”) on her garden. In an email they forwarded to their supporters, MACA wrote, “While a garden is a great idea, the thought of it being organic made us shudder.” Good Grief! We may agree or disagree on her husband’s stimulus package but I urge you to join us and write Michelle and tell her she is not un-American if she has an organic garden at the White House. And the food is sooooo good.   
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A PERFECT DAY IN MAY
It just could not have been better: 47º at wake up, sunshine, no clouds and a light wind. After a breakfast I was off to a morning on Barnicle Farms. That means driving our 1972 Chevy truck through the front gate and I am on the farm. A light wind means I can burn a pile of brush that has been sitting there for almost a year waiting for the right day to burn. By noon the pile had burnt to charcoal and I had cleared another large section of our park which now surrounds the house on three sides. On the way back I checked a walnut tree. The nuts are the size of a pea. I am hoping we can have our Pckin Picnic on June 21st. And that was only half of a perfect day in May on Barnicle Farms.

Rainy days and school days make finding any day on the farm a challenge. I teach in Lee’s Summit on Tuesdays and Hannibal on Thursdays. When you crank in prep time, travel time and nap time it adds up to a full day. Wednesday and Friday mornings are dedicated to USA Today crossword puzzles in hot tubs. By the time I am back home 2/3s of those days are gone. 

The grass, the garden and finishing my book were part of the time management equation until yesterday when news from Lorraine’s MRI relegated these activities along with hours in the hot tubs and days on the farm to the bottom of the list. We were happy when the X-ray on 4/28 showed no broken bones. Now we would trade a few broken bones for the three tears in the rotator cuff with surgery and four to six months of rehab to follow.

May the memory of that perfect day in May support us in the days ahead 

PUBLISHING A BOOK IS HUMBLING 
We met with several friends who knew something about writing and publishing a book. They showed me when and when not to use commas. I learned about thinking linearly and why it is important to organize my thinking. I learned writing a book is a lot harder than writing monthly DROPPINGS. In my seminary days we used to pray for humiliations. Last Saturday morning in our 130 year old farm house my prayers were answered by good friends who knew how to write in the presence of a loving wife who had been editing my DROPPINGS for eight years and who was having a hard time suppressing the ‘I told him that’ look on her face.  
My mind is like the ball in a pin-ball machine jumping from one place to another. That’s OK in DROPPINGS but doesn’t work in a book. I need to explain and lay out the book. I am working on that now so with your permission I will outline my Introduction. The first two chapters are tales of two neighborhoods, Kikaikelaki and Brightwood and the neighbors who worked their way out of poverty with the help of their credit union. The third chapter is about connecting dots. These and other similar neighborhood based credit union cooperatives from a variety of communities across the country were successful for three reasons, 1) they were well managed saving and loan businesses; 2) they had a neighborhood agenda; 3) they organized neighborhoods and taught neighbors an alternative, neighborhood based economic model. We called it a Community Development Credit Union (CDCU). Chapter four demonstrates that even the best intentioned government programs to build neighborhood economies don’t work. Chapter four ends the narrative part of the book. These chapters cover 24 years of my life. I was there, saw it happen and sometimes made it happen. I was the Priest in Kikaikelaki, the Economic Development Director in Brightwood, a member of the Alternative Economics team that defined the CDCU. I was the Director of Community and Economic Development in Missouri who introduced the Neighborhood Assistance Act (NAA). I was the Chief of the planning party who wrote the final draft of the Cameroon National Plan for Community Development in 1981. For the last 27 years I have been writing about, talking about and thinking about what I learned from these experiences. Chapter five concludes my meditations in a plan entitled; You Don’t Have To Move To Live In A Wealthy Neighborhood.
That’s it in a straight line. Have I made myself perfectly clear? 
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JUNE 28 – THE PERFECT DAY FOR OUR THIRD ANNUAL PIKIN PICNIC
After weeks of study and deliberation the Pickled Walnut Committee selected the last Sunday in June for this year’s Pckin Picnic. With the late spring our walnuts have been slower in growing and we decided to put the date back two weeks. Over the past year many have expressed an interest in attending and picking so it is important to know as soon as possible how many plan to attend so we will know how many fatted squirrels we need to prepare for the feast. Please let us know by return email. You can get directions to Barnicle Farms on our web site. We have made ample provision for parking your cars and busses. 

The Committee has prepared a special agenda for this year’s picnic. Activities begin at 10:00 in the morning with a gathering at our 130 year old Farm House and a seminar on how to pick a walnut off a tree that has the walnuts (which foresters commonly call a walnut tree). After the seminar and morning refreshments the pickers scatter in all four directions. When I first counted them thirty years ago there were over 1,000 walnut trees on our farm. Today I imagine there still are 1,000 walnut trees on Barnicle Farms and our neighboring Cub Creek Farm which purchased part of our farm. These two farms cover 149 acres and constitute our picking range. Some like to pick off the low hanging branches. Others like to climb on our 1972 Chevy truck and pick from the higher branches. We used to set a goal of one 5 gal bucket per picker but no one counts and that is too many. After about an hour the pickers return to the ole homestead and the festivities begin. Lorraine with her one good arm (her surgery is set for June 15th) will supervise the preparation and serving of the vitals. 

After everyone has ‘chopped sautee belly full up’ (Cameroonian pidgin English) and had a little time for digestion, relaxation and conversation the Third Annual Barnicle Farms Invitational Tournament (TABFIT) will be open for two-person teams to enter and compete for the grand prize. This year the first prize is a case of Barnicle Farms Pickled Walnuts. Second prize is two cases of Barnicle Farms Pickled Walnuts. All pickers will be given an 8 oz. bottle of Barnicle Farms Pickled Walnuts and a recipe for Barnicle Farms Meat Sauce.  
BARNICLE FARMS MEAT SAUCE 

The Pickled Walnut Committee debated if there should even be a Pckin Picnic this year. Their sales staff (me) didn’t get out and meet the quota and unsold cases are taking valuable space in our already cramped office/warehouse. That’s the bad news. The good news is our market has shifted. For the first time in our five year history we sold more pickled walnuts out ot state than we did in Missouri. Last year we shipped to more to customers in Alabama than we did to customers in Missouri. Besides Alabama we have customers in DC, California, Colorado, Florida, Illinois, Massachusetts, Ohio, Oklahoma, Texas, Virginia, Washington and Saskatchewan Canada. We introduced our Missouri customers.to Pickled Walnuts in the only way we knew how – in a cheese dip we use at the State Fair and other fairs. With a few exceptions our out-of-state customers found us on the Internet because they knew a Pickled Walnut is the best friend a meat dish could have. Lorraine and I and many others discovered how good a roast can taste when cooked in a crock pot with one or two ground-up Barnicle Farms Pickled Walnuts in the pot. Most of our out-of-state customers use our Pickled Walnuts as their secret ingredient in their Henry Bain meat sauces. 

In 1981 Henry Bain, a chef at the Pendennis Club in Louisville Kentucky discovered the magic of a pickled walnut and used it as his secret ingredient a meat sauce which made him famous throughout the southland. After a company in Lexington Ky. asked us if we could supply them with our Pickled Walnuts for their sauce, we decided to look up the recipe on Google and produce our own version of the Henry Bain Meat Sauce. 

Barnicle Farms Meat Sauce will be on the menu on the 28th to apply generously to your hamburgers. Even fired squirrel tastes finger licking good with Barnicle Farms Meat Sauce  
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WE ARE ENTITLED TO OUR OPINIONS 
Each month before I sit down to do our monthly DROPPINGS, I take out the addresses we could not reach in last month’s mailing and add new ones for people who asked to get on our list. Over the past month we dropped four and added seven names. Over eight years, the numbers (and I hope readers) has quadrupled. We now send DROPPINGS all over the world. I don’t know if you get anything out of it but we do. Our DROPPINGS has reconnected us with so many people we lost track of years ago and are so delighted to find them again. Margaret Fonka is one of our new members. Someone sent her a copy of our DROPPINGS and she emailed us. Forty-three years ago, she was a student in Lorraine’s home economics class in St. Augustine’s college. Her father, Lawrence, was one of the founders of the Kumbo Credit Union and the Cameroon Credit Union League. Margaret wrote “I think, Tony, you may be able to remember him. He worked with you to start the credit union which helped him educate his kids.” Of course I remember him, Margaret. He was a great man I remember fondly. I remember a conversation I had with him after he returned from England on his first trip out of Cameroon; I asked him what his first impressions were. He said that on his first night in London he was standing in Piccadilly Circle in the middle of the evening rush hour watching a newspaper kiosk that was unattended. People rushed up, took a paper off the table, dropped their change and went away. As he watched in amazement several people left ½£ and £ notes and took change.   .  

Our July DROPPINGS on healthcare stirred up brouhahas in town halls all over the country. Many attendees told stories about how people in Canada wait for years to have a procedure done. It’s true. Lorraine’s Canadian sister, Dorothy, has waited for over three years for a knee replacement. It’s also true many die in the US because their Insurance would not pay their claim. In 1970, both the US and Canada were spending 7% of their GNP on similar healthcare plans. Then Canada adopted Medicare for all. Now Canada spends 9.9% of its GNP on healthcare that covers everyone while we are spending 15.8% of ours on healthcare that leaves 46 million people out. Surveys show most people in Canada are happy with their healthcare. In America most are not. Everyone is entitled to their opinions. But none of us are entitled to the facts.    

LIFE AND LIVING ENDS WITH DEATH AND DYING – NOW THAT’S A FACT 

Senator Grassley won’t vote for a bill that “pulls the plug on grandma”. Sarah Palin riles against a “death panel of bureaucrats” that would decide on my death based on my level of productivity. Back off! I’m 77. I resemble these remarks! I went to the Internet to check them out. These are not facts. They aren’t even opinions. The only facts I can deduce from their statements are that both Chuck and Sarah are liars. The truth is the draft health bill allows Medicare to pay for doctors appointments with their patients to discuss living wills and other end-of-life issues. I hope so, and I’m glad Medicare will pay for the visit. Chuck and Sarah, I want you to know what grandma and I already know. The last great scene in the theater of life is dying. When you get as close to that last act as we are, we want all the help we can get. Most of us don’t believe in euthanasia but we also don’t want to prolong our lives unnecessarily. We lived well, we want to die well. Hey, Chuck and Sarah let go of Alice in Wonderland’s hand. Helping people die has been part of medical care forever. I can remember my Dad, the most caring doctor anyone could ever want at their side, saying, “I’ve got a patient at death’s door. I’ve got to go and pull him through.” Contrast Dad’s patient’s death with the one Terri Schiavo and her family suffered with a “death panel of bureaucrats.” rushing to her bedside with court orders to get in between her, her doctor, and her family. 

I don’t know why I am getting so excited about this debate. Obama killed the Medicare for all option. Now his “public option” is dead. Until you’re 65, it looks like your only option will be the “private option.” Don’t worry if you can’t afford it. If the bill passes, the rest of us will have to pay for your insurance while the Insurance Company’s CEOs continue to get very rich.  
