OIKOS


VI. OIKOS

As we pulled into her parking space on Elm Street in West Springfield I had but one desire, to be with Lorraine. When she was at work my only ambition was to hang around our little apartment reading books, watching TV, taking naps, waiting for her return. If there was any time left between these activities, I would use it plotting Lorraine's professional career with the USDA Within a week she made an appointment for me to interview for a job with the Springfield Chamber of Commerce. "Oh Great!” I thought. "Just what I need, a job in a Chamber of Commerce!"

We married on January 15. Jim and Sue Nash came up from Connecticut to witness our vows. Sue Wells, Lorraine's best friend was the only other one we invited. The five of us piled into the 1960 VW Camper my brother Bob gave me and drove to Northhampton for our wedding dinner. It was freezing and the camper didn't have much of a heater. Jim and I huddled around it in the front seat while the three women froze in the back seat on the 30-mile trip at 40mph -max. That was our wedding and that was our honeymoon.  

On Monday morning, January 17, I started my second week as the manager of the Brightwood Economic Development Office. By noon one of my "certified disadvantaged" clients punched me in the nose. It broke and I bled all over my golden (and only) suit. That night Lorraine returned to find her hero on the couch with two black eyes and a large bandage over his nose. Thus began our married life - with a bang!

Before we were married we couldn’t get enough of one another. She loved me because I was the liberating free spirit who broke her out of the restrictive convent life that held her captive for 17 years. I was “the big kid” with nothing but fun and stories. I loved her because she listened to my stories and laughed at my jokes. And then we got married and within one month we were both miserable and had no idea why. There may be a hint in the following story.

Our 127-year-old farmhouse is filled with memorabilia and stories. One Lorraine loves to tell is the story of how we assembled the metal cabinet, which is now a prominent piece of furniture in our farm house kitchen. We had just moved into our rental apartment on Worcester Ave. in Brightwood and this was the first piece of new furniture we purchased for our household. It came in parts with assembly instructions included. Now Lorraine holds a strong belief that instructions should be read and understood before lifting a tool. I like to charge in, find two pieces, which obviously fit and start screwing them together. Do I need to continue? I am vague on the details. Lorraine, however, remembers every detail so when you visit the farm, be advised not to comment on the metal cabinet in the corner next to the refrigerator. I do remember the end of the story - vividly. Lorraine used some very descriptive language telling me what she thought of me, left the room and slammed the two doors between me and our bed. I decided I didn’t want to go to bed. Instead I stayed up and assembled the cabinet. Did I read the instructions? That is not important. What is important is the cabinet, Lorraine, and I survived eight moves over 33 years and we are all still looking good on Barnicle Farms.

Years later we read the books PERSONALITY PLUS by Florence Littauer and POSITIVE PERSONALITY PROFILES by Robert Rohm.1 Both authors talk about four personality types, which were first discovered by Greek philosophers several thousand years ago. As we tested ourselves we found Lorraine is a melancholic and I am a sanguine Rohm calls the melancholic a “C”. “C”s are cautious, calculating, competent, contemplative, and very careful. Rohm calls the sanguine an “I”. “I”s are on the opposite quadrant of the personality circle. An “I” is inspirational, influencing, inducing, interactive, impressive, interested in people and almost everything else. 

She is a neat-nick, everything in its place. I live in confusion. Every day begins with "Where are my car keys!" A key part of marriage is to understand and appreciate your mate and their dominant personality traits then learning to live with them and celebrating the differences. We found that opposites attract. Lorraine listens to "the big kid" with his big ideas. I need the caution light in Lorraine's head that is missing in mine. I often rebelled at Lorraine's questions but later realized I am only one wife away from bankruptcy. Before I leave the subject I will pass along one piece of advice that we have learned over the thirty-three years of marriage. Married people need to have a sense of humor. It also helps if they have separate bathrooms!


Lorraine the economist

We had only begun to get over our differences and petty squabbles when Lorraine announced she was pregnant. Now isn’t that a dirty way to fight. We were just beginning to enjoy a two-income life-style with weekend trips in our VW camper to the Berkshire Mountains or the Connecticut shore. Looking back it was a blessing in disguise but at the time it was well disguised. I wondered how we would get along. Now I wonder if we would have survived had we remained a two-income no children family? Both of us had powerful professional credentials. We both had been principals of secondary schools. Lorraine was directing an adult education program, which she designed for the University of Massachusetts. I had just come off of two high-octane assignments as a religious superior and wandering expert. In the income arena we were both competitive. Her income at the time was considerably greater than mine. 

So we were going to have a baby. There was no question about that. Lorraine began showing all the signs she would soon be a mother and began acting like one. But I was going to be a father! I hadn’t thought much about that. I began wondering. Lorraine was 36 and I was 39. I fanaticized our baby would be old and wrinkled at birth. Lorraine’s doctor also thought about her age and advised Lorraine should have an amneosynthesis. I would have loved to have been in the room on her next visit when she told her doctor; “Tony and I discussed the matter and decided to have our baby. If it is deformed you will have our permission to kill it!” We switched doctors.

Shortly before Robert was born Lorraine left her job with the University of Massachusetts and became a full time economist. Not an Industrial Age Economist a la Alan Greenspan but in the best and root meaning of the word she became our household manager. This new role suited her personality and her Home Economics Degree from Hooksett College. It also complimented and demonstrated her faith in my role on our team as the producer. The only real decision would come after her maternity leave. Would we farm Robert out to some day-care place so she could join me as a producer or would she stay at home and take charge of the allocation and distribution side of our household economy.   

Robert Anthony

Dad died in August. Robert Anthony was born on September 25, 1972. No one could ever replace dad. He was my cheerleader and encourager. If I had a problem growing up, it might have been I almost idolized dad and as a father he might have been too indulgent. No one could replace dad but little Rob filled the hole and gave me a new purpose. I could never be the dad that my dad was but I made a commitment to be at least one half of the father to Rob that dad was to me. We named him Robert in memory of my grandfather. We named him Anthony so no one would forget me.

What a thrill it is to have a child. If you haven’t had a first born son I can’t explain it. If you have, I don’t need to. It has been 32 years watching him grow. Every day has been a blessing and we are as close today as we were on the night he was born. Rob is much more than a son. Over the years he has become a very special friend and confidant.


a family
We decided Loraine should stay at home and care for Robert. It was the right decision but it wasn’t an easy one. We didn’t have a nest egg. Lorraine left the convent with $200. I left Mill Hill with my shirt, pants and a few other personal items. Lorraine would be challenged to stretch my $916.00 (before taxes) salary so there would be no month left at the end of the money. I had to suck up my cavalier attitude about wage slavery and get a raise. Robert was four months old and we were living on the edge when I had my first job performance evaluation with my boss, Paul Greeley, the President of the Greater Springfield Chamber of Commerce. The interview was winding down when Paul gave me an opportunity to strike. Paul told me how much he admired the way Lorraine and I had moved into Brightwood and identified with the poor people living there. “Paul, with the money you are paying me we have no trouble identifying with the poor people of Brightwood!” As a priest I learned the power of guilt.  

One week later I came home and announced to Lorraine we had received a 20% raise.     

The 20% raise and Lorraine’s skill as an economist gave us enough money to begin enjoying our new life as a family. One month after he was born we took Robert with us strapped to my chest as we climbed the hills around Northhampton. This was the first of many weekend outings. After the 1973 snow melted, we packed our chitty-chitty-bang-bang VW camper so it would be ready to go as soon as I came home from work on Friday. As we drove down Plainfield Ave., Lorraine took out the map and we made our decision, south to the Connecticut shore, west to the lakes where I could sail my little sunfish, which was strapped to the roof, north to the mountains. On longer trips we drove to Chelsea to be with Lorraine’s family or to Stanford Connecticut to visit with the Nashes or the Paytons on Long Island or the Gaucis at their apartment in New York City or at our camping spot with them at Bish Bash Falls near Albany. It was a great time. Wherever we parked for the night we opened the side doors, set up the table, served drinks, fueled up the Coleman stove and dined in style. After dinner we stowed the table, hung a hammock over the front seat for Robert and converted the back end into our bedroom.    

In the first two-weeks of June, 1973, we took a trip to Prince Edward Island (PEI), the land of Lorraine’s forefathers. One of my goals was to get away from an office filled with smokers and quit once and for all. We picked up Lorraine’s mom in Chelsea. Ma insisted on the front seat. Lorraine moved to the rear with Robert and I hadn’t got the VW into second gear before Ma lit up her first cigarette and offered me one. Lorraine didn’t tell me her 70-year-old Ma was a chain smoker! It took us three painful days to get to PEI, partly because our chitty-chitty-bang-bang couldn’t go faster than 25 mph up hills and partially because by 3:00 I couldn’t hold on to my resolve any longer. Ma asked Lorraine what was wrong with me. Pa always made the trip in a day. 

I passed the test. After 28 years of smoking an average of one pack a day I quit smoking and have been free of that nasty habit for the last 32 years. I began smoking when I was 13. I bought my first pack in June 1945 with my first paycheck from Schoenberg’s Market in University City.

I dearly love her but was glad to deposit Ma with her sister and begin our slow trip around PEI. It was a beautiful vacation. PEI was like a trip down memory lane. It reminded me of my trip through Ireland in 1963. The narrow two lane roads and the music on the radio reminded me of high school days in the Missouri countryside. We took time to walk the fields, the cemeteries and the beaches. I had time to enjoy Robert and watched him as he crawled in the grass and flowers. Lorraine and I enjoyed the honeymoon we didn’t have time to have when we married.    

Every evening we would watch for a lobster boat pulling into a cove. As soon as we spied one I parked the van, started the Coleman, filled a pan of seawater I had just taken from the Atlantic and put it on the fire. By the time the water started to boil Lorraine came back from the dock with a wiggling chicken lobster in each hand. 

Mill Hill wrote to tell me I had been given my dispensation papers and Lorraine and I were now free to marry in the Catholic Church. The letter arrived while we were on vacation It had been 19 months since I mailed a four page letter asking for a dispensation to Fr. Hanrahan, the Mill Hill Superior General. In the three months prior to sending that letter on 12/23/1971, I had probably drafted and redrafted it 20 times. It had strong theological, philosophical, and psychological arguments for being dispensed from my oath of celibacy so I could marry Lorraine and remaining a priest. If that could not be granted I would then seek “under duress to be laicized”. I was so proud of that letter. I must have read it to Lorraine 20 times in the first months of our marriage. She listened patiently each time until one night I asked: “What did you say to the Holy Union Sisters when you left the convent?” Lorraine is so refreshingly honest. “I told them I changed my mind.”

I decided to print my resignation letter in an Appendix because it is a picture of my mind in the last three months of my life as an active priest. The amazing thing is that in the year and a half since I had written the letter I had forgotten about it and all the issues, which were so important to me at the time. My life as a priest was so distant from my thinking at the time my first reaction to the news of my dispensation was: “What is this all about?” Why this interruption in my life?

The letter opened a sore I thought had healed. Over the past 18 months I had learned to block all memories of my time as the superior in Albany and my subsequent flight to get as far away as I could possibly get from Mill Hill and the American Catholic Church. I’m sure the feeling was mutual. Until this letter I had no correspondence from them. I am sure they would have loved to hear the news that one of the Jets I was fleeing in crashed. I then would have joined Carl Cooper and John Kaiser on the list of troublesome priests they were rid of. The only priestly memories I entertained and cultivated were the ones from Cameroon. 

My response in a letter to Vin McCann, the man who took my place in Albany, was not kind. It was an opportunity to denounce the Catholic Church, “not as it should be and not as Christ intended it to be but as it is a part of the oppressor class.” Lorraine who believes as I do but is much more kind and gentle spoke with Vin on the phone and they decided it would be best just to leave me alone. She was right and Vin is a gentleman and in time I forgot all about my time in Albany. But several years ago when the scandal over the number of pedophile priests in churches all over the US broke into the news others were shocked. I wasn’t.           

In July 1974 we moved our household two blocks into a home on 94 Abbe Avenue. We purchased it through a cooperative we formed with the Dave and Jane Johnson. The Johnson family lived downstairs and we lived upstairs. It was the beginning of a long and happy relationship. Rob had Scott to play with. We told Dave and Jane about Africa. They taught us all the things we missed by being out of the country in the 60s. One evening Lorraine remarked, “It smells like the Johnsons are burning incense.” No Lorraine, that isn’t incense. That’s pot.”   

Matthew Thomas

On November 21, Matthew Thomas completed our family and gave us a brand new person to love. We named him Matthew in memory of Matthew Payton who stayed with me at St. Augustine’s College during the summer of 1968 and died in 1973 on his 18th birthday. By accident we also named Matt after Lorraine’s Dad. Years later on a trip to Lorraine’s home in Chelsea, we discovered that Lorraine’s Pa had a second middle name, Matthew! We chose Matt’s middle name in memory of my grandfather, Thomas Quirk. So, by accident we named Matt after my Mom’s Dad and his Mom’s Dad! I am convinced Mom persuaded God to send us a boy just like me who could pay me back for all for all the grief I gave to Mom over her lifetime. He did. Matt was no accident.

I have a special love for each of my boys but they are as different as night and day. Looking back over almost 32 years I can’t remember a day when it wasn’t fun watching them both grow up. But there were days when it wasn’t fun and Matt give me a number of them. Matt and I are too much alike. Let me condense the story by saying the good news is they both turned out great – but different as night and day. Rob is married. He and Lisa have bought and sold one home and are now living in their second home. They have two beautiful girls who call me Papa. Matt is a bachelor living in L. A. He is a free spirit who just returned from an eight-month trip through Europe and Africa! On his return trip he spent a month with us on the farm. We had a great time getting to know him all over again. Matt is no closer to marriage than I was at 30. I tell people we have a rooster and an eagle. Does the rooster envy the eagle who’s king of the wide open space or does the eagle envy the rooster who’s king of his own little place?

We raised them both to be independent. They both left for college in 1993 and never came back. That spring I took Rob and his few sticks of furniture in the farm truck to his new home in Springfield where he would live with other Southern Missouri State University (SMSU) students. After we moved him in I took him to lunch, gave him a big hug and cried on the way home as I remembered all the fun times we had together.

Then Matt announced he would not go back to Lincoln U. where he had a full scholarship but instead he would go to Missouri U. and pay his own way. “Don’t take it personal but an 18 year old has to get out of here.” I repeated the passage ritual with Matt as I took him and his few sticks of furniture in the farm truck to his little apartment in Columbia. Matt and I weren’t ready for lunch and hugs yet so we shook hands and I said good-by. I cried again on the drive back but when I arrived I burst into our home and announced a new dress code for 221 Stephan Street! 

It has been twelve years since the boys left. We love to have them visit as often as possible. But twelve years ago we discovered as much as we loved them, they grew up and left. When they did we were so thankful that over the years we did not give them all our love. Over the twenty years we had them home our own love for each other had grown. After they left we began dating and taking weekend trips again. We discovered life really begins when the last kid leaves the house and the dog dies!  

OIKOS

In the fall of 1974, Lorraine and I made another big decision. I would not to take a job with the Springfield Chamber of Commerce but instead I would go into business as a consultant to neighborhoods. We registered our business under the name OIKOS. It was a good name for the lifestyle we had chosen with our household being our economic center for our family’s production and the distribution of goods and services. The name gave me many opportunities to give fervorinos on "neighborhood, ecology and economics"

Neighborhood, ecology and economy share a common root word, oikos, a Greek noun that means 'the house'. The word "neighborhood" comes to us from our German heritage found in the old English word 'neibarhud' which literally means "around the house". Parish has a similar meaning and etymology. The word "parish" contains two Greek words, para, which means around and oikos, the house. A parish is the neighborhood that is "around the house".

Oikos also appears again in the word "ecology" which is also made up from two Greek words: oikos and logos. Logos is a Greek word for "the universe". Ecology in its root sense speaks to the relationship between a household and the universe. 

Anytime our word starts with 'eco' we know that it comes from the Greek word for house. So it is with the word "economy". Here oikos is joined to the Greek word nemien, management.  What an interesting thought. Would we find better answers if we started from the bottom up with the idea that economics begins with the way we allocate resources within our household and in the best sense of the word, an economist is a good oikos –nemien, household manager?  

OIKOS opened for business on the third floor of our home at 94 Abbe Avenue on January 2, 1975. It opened its door with two contracts, one with the National Center for Urban Ethnic Affairs (NCUEA) for $20,000 and a second with Springfield College for $485 to teach a course which I designed entitled: "Case Studies and Concepts in Community Development". My diary reads:

"On January 1, 1975, I began working and drawing a salary from a contract with NCUEA. The purpose of the contract was to employ OIKOS to promote the CASA Credit Union and to find capital for the Brightwood Corporation and the Brightwood Cooperative ...

During 1974 I repaired a room in my home, 94 Abbe Avenue and made  it into an office. I equipped the office with used furniture and equipment needed for my contract work ...

On January 15, I received the first payment on the NCUEA contract, $5,000. The money was put in a special account in Casa Credit Union # 1160 I began drawing $ 235.32 a week plus expenses....”

Looking back on these first entries I realize that OIKOS was 25 years ahead of the curve. Our home was a prototype of what could be a model for an Information Age economy: production, distribution and consumption all under the 94 Abbe Avenue roof. In 1975 almost everyone got up every morning and went out to work. My 15-second commute was almost unheard of. Today, a home-based business is becoming the norm. By the end of 2002 over 50% of all US homes housed a business that provided part or all of the income to the household. But this was 1975, five years before the first PC, ten years before the fax machine and the laser printer became affordable and twenty years before the Pentium chip and Internet brought the logos to the OIKOS.  

My diary listed the equipment in OIKOS when it opened for business:

     "Office Equipment: Typewriter (Smith Corona Portable), 

     Tape Recorder (Bell & Howell), Slide Projector, 

     8 MM Movie Projector, Splicer, Slide Trays, Viewer, etc.

     35 MM Camera."  


an economic model

It was only after we decided to move the production side of our business into an office in our home on 94 Abbe Avenue that I began to realize our power as a team. With Lorraine as my partner we were able to rebel against the Industrial Age economy and replace it with an alternative household economy that would support our family. Our rebellion gave us a lifestyle that was a contradiction to the J-O-B world lifestyle of big corporations, big unions, big church, big banks, big bureaucracies and a big central market place that divided the producer and the consumer and destroyed so many families. We were still twenty years away from the Information Age explosion but we had already stumbled on the idea that the house could again be the center of our neighborhood and national and world economies.   

OIKOS in Brightwood was the prototype for a neighborhood economic model that is one of the subjects of this book. The first part of the economic model says that industrial development begins at home. 94 Abbe Avenue looked like any other three story wood frame house on the block. The Johnsons lived in the downstairs apartment and the Barnicles lived on the second floor. What you didn't see from the street was the industry on the third floor bringing over $20,000 new dollars into Brightwood that year. 

Casa Credit Union provides the second part of the model. By depositing its income into a special account in Casa Credit Union, OIKOS provided capital for Tony Comforte's home renovation business. Because Tony had the capital he needed to operate he could bid jobs outside of the Brightwood neighborhood that brought new money into his house. He used this money to pay off his loan to Casa and deposited the surplus into his share savings account at Casa. Casa now had even more money to circulate into the Brightwood economy. 

In three short years from its opening in 1974, the Casa money engine had financed 35 home mortgages in the previously redlined Brightwood neighborhood. In the North West Province of Cameroon, 4,000 miles away, a score of village credit unions were telling similar stories. While I was working with Tony Cabrera, the Manager of CASA on a daily basis, I was in regular contact by mail and occasionally by phone with Michael Bansaka, the former principal of the Kikai Kelaki School and the Manager of the West Cameroon Credit Union League. From Kitiwum to Witicum, from Mamfe to Bamenda the story was the same. Villagers were organizing Credit Unions to change the direction of the money that came into their neighborhood communities.  New industry was being created with the new money.  


a home based business is a neighborhood asset

OIKOS gave me time at home. OIKOS taught me I did not have to go back to the J-O-B world in order to provide for my family. Besides the weekends, I had time at home during the weekdays to be with Lorraine and to enjoy playing with Rob and Matt and watching them grow. Lorraine, Jane, and a third mothers who stayed at home organized a day care for their kids. With this arrangement, Lorraine would be off one out of every three days while other mothers watched our boys. The day care was the other business that occupied the third floor of our home on Abbe Ave. The third floor pushed into the gabled roof and was arranged like a railroad car. My office faced south on Abbe Ave. I made a sitting room out of the room that joined my office to the north. I don't ever remember sitting with anyone in the room but it did add to the square footage for tax purposes and was a buffer from the day care business. The north door of my sitting room opened into the day care. When I needed a break I could go into the day care and play with the kids. What a life with your wife and your neighbors too! That should be a good title for a book!

Because we were home and not in an office or factory 40+ hours every week we were involved in the neighborhood and its activities, not just in the evenings and weekends but 24/7. We were the nosey neighbors who watched the block and noticed strangers. We were the safe house for latchkey kids on the block. 

I preach neighborhood living but Lorraine lives it. I would rather stay home and watch TV or read a book. Lorraine enjoys the meetings and social contact. She attended the Brightwood Neighborhood council meetings on a regular basis. Besides her involvement with the day care cooperative, Lorraine was a founding member and leader in the Brightwood Cooperative Market. Before it became a full service grocery store BMC was a food buying coop. Every week we placed our food order then on the appointed day members would compile the order, take the coop van to the produce market, purchase the food, and deliver to a pick up point.  


you don’t have to move to live in a better neighborhood 

I argue you don’t have to be a joiner to live in a neighborhood and you don’t have to move to live in a better neighborhood. The Johnsons, Kanes, Mielniczuks and McKays joined us in the reverse migration and bought or rented homes in the neighborhood. Now we were neighbors with the Comfortes, Riveras, DeCocos, Ayellas, Gary Ferri, and all his neighbors in Riverview Towers. The moves were radical and revolutionary. At our closing the banker asked us “Why in the hell do you want to buy a house down in Brightwood?” Dave Johnson’s answer did not help his understanding. “Because Brightwood is the best damn neighborhood in Springfield!” 

The American way teaches you to get a good job and when you make enough money move out of your neighborhood. Owners don’t live with plant managers. Scholars don’t live with workers. Rich people do not live with poor people. Like the Jeffersons, we are taught when we make money we move on up-town. The head of the Springfield Redevelopment Authority was right. Living in the neighborhood would give me a different view and change the dynamic. In fact, it turned the whole SRA program upside down. 

The banker’s question betrayed a bias that was the most damaging barrier to any meaningful redevelopment in Brightwood. We did not buy a house in Brightwood. We bought a house down in Brightwood. In the last chapter we saw how important it was that a neighborhood community defines itself and refuses to accept the greater community’s definition of their neighborhood. Springfield’s definition of Brightwood built a wall around Brightwood more effective than the wall the German Army built around the Jewish Ghetto in Warsaw.

Now that we were within the wall we could understand it and work more effectively to tear it down. We discovered “Liberals” were our most dangerous enemies. The “Conservatives” ignored us at best or engaged in redlining, panic peddling or the kinds of rapacious activities I described in the “neighborhood power” section of the last chapter. These enemies were easy to identify. 

“Liberals” came as our friends. They wandered into Brightwood meaning no harm, offering handouts, and solutions to our poverty. They were the do-gooders on the SRA Board and on the Board of the Springfield Alliance of Christians and Jews. I remember one night two young lawyers came to the Brightwood Neighborhood Council meeting with a plan to bus the neighborhood kids into schools in more affluent “white” neighborhoods. Within a few minutes into their presentation it was obvious the majority there did not want their children bussed. When the lawyers began to put down our arguments in a disparaging way, I wadded in. A white guy who lived in Brightwood was fair game and both liberal lawyers began chewing me to pieces. In their courtroom manner they attacked with questions. When they asked for my solution to the problem I told them we had several houses in the neighborhood we would love to sell them. We needed young professionals with their skills. If they and their families moved into Brightwood we would not need to consider bussing. We would have our own lawyers. I am sorry to report they went away and never returned.                                 

Living in and looking out we experienced first hand how Brightwood was underserved, cheated, and in many ways oppressed by the very service institutions we consider friends in our middle class and upper class neighborhoods. Repairing potholes, picking garbage up in a timely manor, picking up stray animals, keeping streets clean and cleared after the snow are some fundamental services we take for granted but had to fight for in Brightwood. In the University City neighborhood I grew up in, the policeman was a friend. In Brightwood he was the enemy. One night a battalion of police broke into a neighbors house on Abbe Ave., grabbed my neighbor from his dinner table, beat him, threw him to the ground, cuffed him and dragged him off to the station. His wife was so distraught she ran into the street screaming: “Call the Police.” The man returned later. It seemed it was another Rodriguez who was driving without a license. One Sunday afternoon we were driving in Brightwood and noticed a crowd around two men fighting. One had the other against a tree with a knife at his throat. As we were watching a police car drove up, stopped, looked, and drove on. On another occasion a distraught woman came into my office and told me her child had been kidnapped. I told her she needed to report this to the police. She had but for three days they had not responded. I picked up the phone, dialed the emergency number and when the policeman answered I screamed into the phone with my best Mid-West Anglo-Saxon voice: “Come quick a child has been kidnapped.” Three police cars were there in a matter of minutes. They ran up the steps to my office and I introduced them to the Puerto Rican mother of the baby. They took her report.

on the road again

1975 was a great year. I felt like I had died and gone to heaven. I was doing my thing, working at home with Lorraine and the boys, teaching at Springfield College on Monday afternoon, working with Casa, the Brightwood Shopping Center, and the Brightwood Corporation 20 hours a week. I flew out of town two or three times a month for meetings with NCUEA staff or to work with one of the five "Community Development Credit Unions" (CDCU) that the National Center for Urban and Ethnic Affairs (NCUEA) and Alternative Economics (AE) were supporting throughout the US. 2 

The Kikai Kelaki economic development model was being duplicated in other villages in Cameroon. It had also been duplicated in Brightwood, an ethnically mixed neighborhood in inner city America! The common bond of membership varied from a small neighborhood like Brightwood, to a densely populated neighborhood like Anacostia in Washington DC to the Hopi reservation near Four Corners in Arizona. to a community of workers like Amigos Unidos that was organized to serve the Mexican American migrant farm workers. 

On the weeks I went out to work with a CDCU, I would normally fly out on a Wednesday or Thursday morning and would return on Friday evening with planeloads of men who commuted to the same place every Monday returning home every Friday. Needless to say those Friday flights were noisy, filled with cigarette smoke and drunks on crying jags. After every Friday flight I would thank God that I didn't take the 40+ hour a week J-O-B with the Chamber but chose instead to live and work in OIKOS and all it meant to me.  

Once the Shopping Center construction got underway, Floyd and NCUEA began demanding that I spend more of my time out of town. I flew to Hayti Heights in the Bootheel of Missouri on September 2. (That is not quite true. You can't fly to Hayti Heights. I flew to Memphis and rented a car to drive to Hayti Heights.) In addition to the Bootheel Credit Union, I spent time working with the St. Joe Community Federal Credit Union in South Bend, Indiana where I met Ben Johnson. I visited with the Board of the St. Peter's Federal Credit Union in Hartford weekly. I visited and worked with a variety of credit unions in New York, Lansing, Pittsburgh, Detroit, Chicago and Washington, DC.  

Lorraine would fill me in on all the gossip when I returned from my travels. I began to feel no one missed me so I decided to run for a seat on the Brightwood Neighborhood Council. I came in a poor tenth in an election for three vacant seats. The loss made me feel like I did when Benedict Mukong threw me out of the West Cameroon Credit Union League meeting in Bamenda. 

Between work trips and watching the Shopping Center slowly get off the ground, Lorraine, the boys and I took many weekend trips including several classic, watch-the-leaves-change trips to New Hampshire and Maine in our chitty-chitty-bang-bang. We were having fun and all the while Lorraine, the economist, was putting money aside in a savings account in Casa Credit Union. But not to give her all the credit, I did get two more raises in the interim. 

One night Lorraine suggested that we invite Dick Booth over for dinner. He accepted and by the time we got to one of Lorraine's specialties, Chicken Frico (did I tell you that I married the best cook in the world) Dick was just like family. After the meal, Dick complimented Lorraine and said that it was very kind of her to invite a lonely old bachelor to dinner (Dick had been a widower for several years). Lorraine told Dick he wasn't invited because he was an old bachelor.  "You're here on your own merits," she said. Then the most amazing thing happened. Dick broke down and cried.

Now why did I include that story? Well I can argue that I am the author and I can include anything I want! But that is not the reason why. I talked earlier about how frustrating it is for inner city neighborhood people to get out of the prisons that the media and outside community builds around their neighborhoods. Dick Booth's reaction to Lorraine's kindness told me that the stereotyping works in all directions. Booth was a banker, one who we labeled as having made a living redlining our neighborhood. We thought he was only doing what he was doing because Paul Greeley asked him to help us and Paul was desperate for a success in Brightwood. It would have been kinder and probably much closer to reality to judge that Dick was looking for a way to be of service. He had been retired and widowed and was put on the shelf by the people he used to associate with. He needed the opportunity to help us as much as we needed his help. Dick gave us the resources we needed to build a Shopping Center. We gave Dick a reason to get up in the morning and do something worthwhile. 

What is the moral? Neighborhoods cannot develop without forming partnerships. When they need help, they should not be afraid to ask. There might be someone who wants to help and who is just waiting to be asked. In the words of Julius Nyerere, “Poverty is not the problem. The problem is the division among people.”

I took a flight physical and flying lessons and soloed in a Cessna 172 on Nov. 15, 1975, my 43rd birthday! It had been five years since I last flew on my own. Even though I had logged 615 pilot hours to date, it still was exciting to know that I was able to take off, fly and land an airplane. NCUEA paid the bill since my check out was to prepare me to fly from Phoenix to Chinle and back. Floyd and I planned to meet with the Board of the Pinion Credit Union in Chinle. Pinion was an AE member.   

I didn't give myself much time to practice. On Nov. 16, Lorraine, the boys and I flew to St. Louis. I left them with Mom and flew on to Phoenix where I met Floyd. On November 17, we rented a 172 and took off for Chinle. As the plane climbed so did the Zane Grey world below us, from 1,500 ft. to 5,000 ft. It was a beautiful, sunny day when we left Phoenix and was snowing when we landed in Winslow. We had to refuel so that we could make it into Chinle and back. After three days on the Hopi reservation we flew back from a trip that I will never forget. 

I flew back to St. Louis and after a day with Mom we drove to Hayti Heights for another workday. That evening we celebrated Matt’s first birthday. We ended our business/vacation trip with two days at the Kentucky Lake, Dam Village.     

On December 3, the Brightwood Corporation was honored at the Chamber of Commerce's Christmas meeting. The Springfield Daily News story read: "Construction of the $400,000 Brightwood shopping Center will be completed this month." If they had even driven by to check the story, they would have seen that construction had stopped before they got the roof on the Center. It sat there in the snow looking like a bombed out building. All of a sudden I began to doubt if the Center would ever become a reality. The Grand Opening was now scheduled for sometime in the spring!



droppings from the Barnicle

In my spare time I wrote a column for the NORTH END NEWS. I entitled my column "As I see it." I wrote articles for other newspapers and professional journals.  It was something I enjoyed doing. I remember one time when I was testifying before the Springfield Development Authority, one of the commissioners who was in a disagreement with something I said, referred to their position: "as we see it!" 

John Gauci and I began working on a curriculum for a NEIGHBORHOOD DEVELOPMENT TRAINING CENTER for neighborhood leaders. We wrote a three-year grant for $ 500,000 to get the center started and asked Geno Baroni if he could help us find the money. I wrote pages of notes around the idea. Some of these notes wound up in an organizers training program we conducted in several parishes in 1976. The program outlined an eleven step neighborhood organizing plan that began with the classic "event" and concludes with the neighborhood building its own neighborhood economic and political institutions. By these steps we saw neighborhoods organizing Community Development Corporations, Credit Unions and Cooperatives they would own and control that could address long-range neighborhood economic issues.3   

John and I decided to collaborate on a book about Community Development Cooperatives. We never did get around to writing one but Floyd did. After organizing Alternative Economics in 1977, Floyd wrote a book entitled "COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT CREDIT UNIONS -  Economics for Neighborhoods". Some of my material got into the book that Floyd credited in his acknowledgment:  

"....In one real sense, Tony is co-author, for it was out of our discussions and exchange of ideas with one another that I wrote COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT CREDIT UNIONS -  Economics for Neighborhoods...."4    

I wrote a lot from early 1974 when Casa looked like it might be a story worth telling. I kept all the notes and articles and training plans in binders in a box entitled "droppings from the Barnicle". Thank God I didn't throw any of my notes away and for the last 30 years I have kept them all. Every now and then over the years, I would dig into the mess and read some of the things I wrote. I marvel that I still agree with myself. As Yogi Berra says, "I have faults...being wrong is not one of them." 

Case Studies and Concepts in Community Development
The class I taught at Springfield College was entitled "Case Studies and Concepts in Community Development". I designed the class. It was accepted as one of the classes in the Springfield College Masters in Education Program for students who were majoring in Community Development. Springfield College was one of the few colleges in the country offering this discipline. The class was mostly adults who were working in the community. It was an excellent discussion and learning forum for my students and me.

The class at Springfield College, my involvement with NCUEA and AE gave me an opportunity to discuss, reflect and organize my thoughts. The course curriculum describes two Credit Union/Community Organizing experiences:  

"Kikai Kelaki - a remote, rural West African village, a community where I lived and worked for five years. The Community Development process that began in Kikai Kelaki was so successful, the story has been documented in a U.S. Information film, "Credit for Kikai Kelaki" now being shown throughout the world in four languages.

Brightwood and Memorial Square - low income urban neighborhoods in Springfield, Massachusetts where I had lived and worked since January 1972. Here, adapting the same Community Development processes used in Africa, the results have been so successful that this project was studied nationally and written up in the August 1975 edition of the International Chamber of Commerce magazine.

The course is designed to study these two experiences and to demonstrate the community and economic power that is unleashed by the process of organizing a neighborhood credit union.  This community organizing process creates numerous opportunities for individuals and groups to participate in the economic development of their community through such associations as Community Development Corporations, Cooperatives and Credit Unions." 
The course was intended to demonstrate that organizing neighborhood credit unions would result in the growth and development of individuals and their community. Credit unions, cooperatives, Local Development Corporations, Community Development Corporations, etc., are environments in which people have an opportunity to grow and effect changes in their lives, their families and their community. In these associations, people become consciously aware of what is happening in their lives and in their communities. In these new environments, new thought processes begin. People begin to effectively help themselves and others. They cooperate. These are community development, community education and human development processes.

Kikai Kelaki and Brightwood were the two major cases in my "Case Studies and Concepts in Community Development" class. My frequent trips to other CDCUs and meetings with Floyd and his AE associates expanded and challenged my thinking. When I returned home from my travels, it was to the Brightwood/Casa laboratory where we were putting theory into practice every day.                     

What I failed to do was market OIKOS. By the fall of 1975 I only had one client and I thought the arrangement would last forever. On Christmas Eve Geno Baroni flew to Springfield and invited Lorraine and me to dinner. It was an honor to spend any time with Geno but I suspected he had more than a meal in mind. We talked about his dream of building an economy neighborhood by neighborhood. He wanted me to be part of crafting the dream. After dinner as we stood in the parking lot Geno gave Lorraine and me big hugs and asked us to come to Washington to be part of the National Center for Urban Ethnic Affairs. It was an offer I couldn’t refuse. We left Brightwood in February 1976.  

******

CHAPTER VII. NOTES

1 For more information on this very important subject in interpersonal relations I recommend: POSITIVE PERSONALITY PROFILES by Robert A. Rohm, Ph.D., Personality Insights, Inc. P.O. Box 28592, Atlanta GA, 6th Edition, 1996.  ISBN 0-9641080-0-3





2 COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT CREDIT UNIONS, Economics for Neighborhoods, Floyd Agostinelli, Alternative Economics, P. O. Box 29146, Washington D.C. 1977.  Casa was one of five "Community Development Credit Unions" studied in this book.  From this study, Agostinelli arrived at a definition of a community development credit union.  





3 The OIKOS/CCENA organizing model is outlined in the next chapter





4 Much of Agostinelli's work has been incorporated and referenced in other books on CDCUs and alternate economic models for neighborhoods. Chapter 3 of COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT CREDIT UNIONS, a self-help manual, Brad J. Caftel, National Economic Development Law Project. 2150 Shattuck Avenue, Suite 300, Berkeley, California 94704, March 1978 is a reprint of Floyd's book.  There are frequent references to AE and NCUEA throughout the book.








PAGE  
167

