NAP


IX.  THE NEIGHBORHOOD ASSISTANCE PROGRAM 

January 1977 was the coldest January in the District of Columbia's history and the nadir of my term of office in our Capitol City. Except for the parade and the Marine Band following the Carters down Pennsylvania Ave. and the Inaugural Ball that night, it was a bleak, dreary, damp and gray day after gray day month. The Center was coming down on Floyd, probably because he was sheltering me, I kept getting "this is absolutely your last check" every two weeks and the word was that Geno would soon be off to work somewhere in the Carter Cabinet. I was writing everywhere looking for ways to resurrect OIKOS. I looked forward to my Wednesday afternoon trips on the train to Baltimore where I was teaching my class on "Case Studies and Concepts in Community Development" at the Antioch College extension in Baltimore. The class was the only relief I had from the politics of the Center.  


a vocation to Missouri

January crawled into February and on a cold rainy afternoon on Friday the11th, out of the glum, I received a phone call from Vic Klutho, an old college friend. Would I be interested in taking a position as the Director of the Missouri State Division of Community Development? In a heartbeat! The call was an answer to my prayers for a way to get out of Washington. By the 18th it was settled. "If you want the job, it’s yours." 

It was a Cinderella story. On Monday the 21st I flew to St. Louis where the Governor's King Air met me at Lambert Field and flew me to Jefferson City.  Jim Sullivan, my new boss took me on a quick tour of the Capitol, handed me a budget book that was three times the size of the Jefferson City phone book. He left me in my hotel room at 10:00 PM with instructions to review it before meeting with Governor Joseph P. Teasdale the following afternoon.   

"Walkin Joe" Teasdale is one of the warmest people and one of the most effective communicators I have ever met. He put me at ease and within a few minutes I knew I was in the presence of a very sharp mind. He knew my budget better than I did and he probably had 100 other budgets as big as mine to study. After several minutes discussing the budget and my CD philosophy, he said: "Tell me what Community Development means to me."  

I knew he wanted a short answer that would give him an approach to the Division of Community Development and an understanding about how he could use the division effectively in his government. "Governor, from your point of view, Community Development is like love, it will go where you send it."

It was a risky statement but judging from his reaction to it, I knew I had the job. The Governor gave me a commission. He told me my staff and I were the technicians and he and his staff were the politicians. He told me about things that would happen to us over the next four years. People who were interested in the grants within my program ($14M/year) would lobby him. He told me he would tell his visitors to go and see me and I would take care of them. One of his staff would call and tell me who they were and the Governor was sending them to me for a grant he had promised we would be able to give them. He asked me to receive them graciously and listen to what they had to say. He told me to review their request and if it had merit help them to do what they needed to do to receive the grant. Then he told me something I will never forget and I can still paraphrase. "Tony, if their request does not merit the grant, deny it. Even if you hear or read in the newspaper I got upset over your decision and said things like, 'Tony isn't a team player.'... Still you are to deny their request. Do your job. You are the technician. I am the politician. That’s my job."

As the meeting ended, the governor stood up and left me with a warning. "Tony, you obviously know your field and have some very strong opinions. These strong views could get you in trouble. Government, after all, is an unnatural act!" I got much more than an appointment from the Governor. He gave me my first lesson on the limits of government and my role as a division director. I wish I had paid more attention to what he said.   

Lorraine and the boys met me at National Airport. We rejoiced all the way home then called Floyd and Beth to come over and share the news over a glass of Champaign. I was to begin work in Jefferson City on April 4. We I would drive to St. Louis on Friday (2/25/77). I would give a notice to Geno in a letter and Floyd would announce our departure "as soon as our VW pulls out of the driveway."  

We reached a motel in the mountains of Eastern Pennsylvania that night and by 10:00 PM I was sitting in a very hot sauna. I don't think I could have been happier if I had died and gone to heaven. The Center and all of its stress was far enough behind me. I was completely relaxed and looking forward to a new life and new challenges. Lorraine and the kids would stay in Missouri and I would fly back to DC on Sunday to wrap things up. That didn't matter. I was out of there.   


bureaucrat

For the next three and a half years I was a bureaucrat. I liked to tell people that every morning I would come into my office and there was a mole hill on my desk and it was my job to make a mountain out of it before the day ended. I am glad to say the job was much more challenging and fun. I learned very early it really didn't matter what my Community Development philosophy was. If I was to the left of Che Guevara or to the right of Attila the Hun, it didn't matter. What mattered was the budget. If I was a good bureaucrat the Division's budget went up relative to the increases in other division's budgets. If the budget did not increase as much as other division's budgets I was a bad bureaucrat. It really didn't matter what my philosophy was.  

My first year in office we lost part of our budget and one of my staff, Jim Willett, drew a cartoon of me standing on the deck of a sinking ship. Rats (the staff) were jumping ship while I stood, dressed like John Paul Jones on the bridge of an 18th century frigate spouting "Community Development is like love. It goes where it is sent!"  

In the second and third years of my administration, my title, the division and our budget grew - big time. After the second year's budget was approved my cartoonist in residence presented me with a drawing of a resurrection scene. I was the triumphant Christ figure. A hook was attached to my alb and Russ Butler, the new department head, was cranking me up, arms outstretched, into heaven while the staff, little bare bottomed cherubs, were hanging onto my robes. For the first time since leaving my parish in Kikai Kelaki I had position power and I would use it.

 
NAP
I came to Missouri with the Pennsylvania's Neighborhood Assistance Act in my back pocket. On the first day we met, I told my staff that neighborhoods would be a priority and the direction in which I wanted Community Development to be sent. We worked hard and passed the Missouri Neighborhood Assistance Act by the end of the legislative session in July! (See Appendix 1)  

With the passage of NAA we launched a Neighborhood Assistance Program (NAP) around the state. NAP would be the center piece of our Community and Economic Development activities. I traveled the state in the fall of 77 and the winter of 78 talking about NAP. NAP was a new idea that used a new language. NAP gave me the opportunity to introduce the concept of third sector in the state's economy. Neighborhoods were to be the building blocks of that economy.  

We changed the poverty language with NAP. Instead of taxing citizens to fund programs and agencies that addressed the social and economic ills related to "blighted" neighborhoods [Missouri Revised Statues Section 353], NAA gave us the authority to issue tax credits to encourage the private sector to invest in "endangered" neighborhood projects that had the city or county's approval. We changed the language from "blighted" to "endangered" and we changed the way wealth was transferred from using taxes to using tax credits.    

NAP became a success beyond our wildest dreams. In 1982 I was hired by the Monsanto Corporation, one of the largest NAP tax credit users in the state, to write a paper entitled: "MISSOURI'S NEIGHBORHOOD ASSISTANCE PROGRAM, an analysis of the first five years".1  The following are quotes from that paper.

"The Missouri Neighborhood Assistance Act (NAA) is a state tax credit that is given to businesses in Missouri that contribute to neighborhood programs or invest in neighborhood projects which have been approved by the local government. It is a simple act with a profound purpose. It has been designed to encourage partnerships at the neighborhood level among the three sectors which make up the local economy, the social sector, represented by the neighborhood organization, the private sector represented by the businesses investing in the project and the public sector, represented by the local government....  

Senate Bill No. 375 passed in record time. It passed on the house floor by only one vote on June 29th, the day before the legislature closed for the year. The bill stated that the act would take effect on January 1, 1978.

In the fall of the year, the Division of Community Development held a series of meetings throughout the state to take testimony from neighborhood leaders, public officials and businesses. This testimony was used to draft the rules and regulations, which were published on November 1, 1977. Because of these hearings several significant decisions were made which distinguish Missouri's NAA from its predecessors:

1.
The inclusion of the local authority's approval of a project as an essential requirement for the state's approval.

2.
The emphasis on the local partnership aspect of the program and consequently,

3.
The diminished role of the state in developing and supervising the NAA projects.

The first project, the Water Tower Housing Project in North St. Louis was approved in April 1978... The act was amended in the l980 session to allow banks and financial institutions to receive credit from their state taxes. Since then banks have been one of the largest groups of contributors.... Once we understood the importance of involving the private sector and we began marketing the program as a tax credit to businesses who wanted to become involved in the process, NAP took off. The results of the effort were impressive... After the marketing program was initiated the number of approved projects jumped from 12 to 41 and the contributions from an average of $176,463 in a half-year period to $1,425,013. An increase of 800%..."

In 1984 I wrote an article for the Missouri Catholic Conference's "Government Reporter" in which I reported seven year's growth and reflected further on the merits of NAP. The article comments on how the program was set up to make it possible for a neighborhood to participate without having to hire a grant writer.  That was the intent of the legislation.2 

"By its design, NAP encourages partnerships at the neighborhood level among the three sectors that influence the local economy, the social sector (represented by the neighborhood organization), the private sector (represented by the business investing in the project) and the  public sector (represented by the  local  authority). Starting from the definition of America as a "Nation of Neighborhoods", NAP sees national problems as neighborhood problems whose solutions will be found not through government programs but through the initiative of a local organization.

Since its introduction in April 1977, NAP has had a significant impact on Neighborhood Institutions and programs in Missouri. Over 800 businesses have given over $14,000,000 to neighborhood projects. It is noteworthy that the first project was church sponsored. "The Team Ministry", builds houses for the poor and elderly in North St. Louis. Since then, Parish sponsored projects throughout the State have benefited from the Act.

Government has traditionally used two methods to transfer payments from one sector of the economy to another: Incentives and Grants. Incentives are used almost exclusively to encourage the private sector to make economic decisions that are seen to have a desirable social benefit. E.g. farmers are paid not to plant crops. Tax Credits are given to employers for hiring "disadvantaged" workers.

Grants and aid have been used almost exclusively to finance Social Sector Programs even  when they are labeled: "socioeconomic". We are familiar with this method. Funds are budgeted. There is an application process based on criteria, which determine whether the applicant needs the grant.

The Missouri Neighborhood Assistance Program (NAP) is an exception. NAP is an  incentive program to encourage private investment in neighborhood and community service programs.  NAP borrowed a page from commercial and industrial development legislation where businesses are given tax credits for investing in such places as "Enterprise Zones". NAP works the same way. Through the Act, businesses are given State tax credits when they contribute (or invest) cash, goods or services to a neighborhood sponsored project that is approved by  Missouri's  Division  of Community Development and the local government.

The Neighborhood Assistance Act (RSMo 32.110) reads: ‘Any business firm which engaged in the activities of providing neighborhood assistance, job training or education for individuals, community services, or crime prevention in the state of Missouri shall receive a tax credit.... if the director of community development .... approves the proposal of the business firm; except that, no proposal shall be approved which does not have the endorsement of the agency of local  government.....'

The rules and regulations remain very broad in their definition of a neighborhood and the variety of problems, which might endanger its existence as a viable and stable community.    The intention of the Act was to invite local definition of a neighborhood and its problems and to encourage local initiatives to address these problems.

....For those of you that write grants and fill out forms, the application process will be a delightful surprise. The form is two pages (with two pages of instruction). Page 1 is fill-in-the-blanks and a 10 line project summary. Page 2 is the program budget ... Proposals can be accepted any time but normally applications are to be submitted by April 1st or September 1st for review and approval prior to the program years which begin on January 1st and July 1st. Exceptions are made to the normal application cycle when timing is critical and business support has  been secured.

Approval is a sine-qua-non but it is not a big hurdle. The law is very broad. An 'endangered neighborhood' is not defined in terms of its poverty. Assistance can be granted if the neighborhood does not have the ability within its own resources to deal with the factors which are endangering its existence as a viable and stable neighborhood. If the neighborhood organization is sound and the proposal demonstrates local initiative the overall tendency is to  approve the project.

A successful project must include an approach to the business community. As a strategy, I would suggest identifying and involving them from the beginning. Then, when the plan is approved, there will be little delay in soliciting the income to carry out the project.  ... Once the project is approved, the neighborhood organization has an incentive to offer to any business it approaches. The Act includes corporations, partnerships and individuals doing business.... All are eligible for Tax credits of 50% or more of their contribution when they invest in the project. The investment may be in kind: '...material or supplies, real-estate,  manpower training, professional time, technical assistance, equipment or other forms of direct investment  such as loans,  the purchase of ownership shares'......"

The article makes it clear. The NAP program was set up to encourage neighbors to participate.  The legislators understood that the third sector in our economy for the purposes of this grant is  the neighborhood sector. The legislation was written so that a neighborhood could participate without having to hire a grant writer. That was the intent of the legislature.  

The intent remained in the enabling legislation for the first seven years of NAP's history but after that it eroded. The "war on poverty" grants all but ended in the 80s and the money supporting the many agencies that grew out of this grand experiment dried up. NAP, all of a sudden, became 'the only show in town'. As NAP continued to grow in popularity, it became a prime target for the agencies funding strategies. The agencies had established boards with several liberal lawyers, suburbanites dedicated to fighting poverty, on each of the boards. The agencies had hired staff who were experienced grant writers. Somehow the lawyers and the agency staff got to the legislators and frightened the bureaucrats with arguments that they too were neighborhoods and any judgment to the contrary would be arbitrary and capricious.

When I wrote the article in 1985, I could not find a project that was not neighborhood based. In 1992, while working on as a consultant to the Independence Plan for Neighborhood Councils, I visited with the NAP program director in Jefferson City and researched the NAP projects that had been approved by the state. Only a handful of the 338 NAP "current projects" could even be considered as possible neighborhood projects. It became very clear to me that while NAP continues to grow year after year - beyond my wildest dreams, it had lost its way and was no longer serving the sector of our economy from which it got its name - "Neighborhood".  

NAP is still available as a tool for neighborhood organizations. In 1997 and 1998 I wrote five NAP proposals for neighborhood projects. Three were approved. Two were for "Model Block" programs in two Independence neighborhoods and the third for staff for a Community Information Network that was intended, among other things, to serve as a neighborhood information network. The three received a total of $75,000 in tax credits which has levered over $127,000 in contributions.      

Neighborhood organizations are still eligible for NAP tax credits. The point is that I was hired to write the NAP proposals. The two page proposal is gone. Applications have become very difficult and detailed and almost require a hired gun, an experienced grant writer, to fill out the paper work. Neighborhoods can no longer apply any time during the year. Because there were so many social service agencies applying and competing with the few neighborhoods that were submitting applications, the competition for tax credits is fierce. The grant application now has a strict deadline date and time. The application is so complex that the NAP staff offer pre-application workshops at various locations throughout the state "designed to assist the not-for-profit organization with the NAP application process." All of these reasons have intimidated neighborhood leaders and conspired to keep neighborhoods from benefiting from the NAP tool. 

In its first 20 years, NAP had partnered with community groups on over 4,000 neighborhood improvement projects. In 1999 the state passed the $100,000,000 mark in tax credits issued through the NAP program. The FY2000 NAP Guidelines and Application made the claim that:

"Legislative changes have increased the amount of tax credits available through the Neighborhood Assistance Program to $22 million making Missouri's program the largest in the country."

As I looked at the NAP web site in the spring of 2000 I reflected on what had happened over the years. NAP had grown to a powerful $22M investment tool but it has lost its vocation. NAP has less of an impact on Missouri's neighborhoods today than it did in 1982 when the tax credits were only $1.9M.  Why? 

In the spring of 2001, the Development Training Institute (DTI) produced a 90-minute tape entitled: Timeline, A History of Community Development Policy in America3. It is a very extensive study narrated by DTI's President, Joe McNeely. It would be presumptuous to attempt to reduce this excellent work to one sentence, but what the heck this is my book so here goes. For the last 100 years our government's policy looks like the hokey pokey. They put their right foot in. They take their right foot out. They put their right foot in and they ....  Why?

One might dismiss the question with Governor Teasdale's statement: "Government after all is an unnatural act!" Policies change as administrations change. I believe the best reason is Government can't do community development. Neighborhood was the centerpiece of my administration but I quickly came to realize what I could do and what I couldn't do to promote neighborhoods. Or better, I found out what power state government had and didn't have. I found, the hard way, we couldn't run programs. The federal government had found that out in its "war on poverty". But the arrogance of power is infectious and I used my power to push through a grant program for Community Development Credit Unions. It was no more successful than the OEO program. Four of the five pilot CDCUs failed within a few years. The fifth began as a CDCU for the endangered neighborhoods in Columbia. It grew into a very large credit union, which advertised anyone who lived, worked, worshiped, or maybe even drove their car through Boon or any of its surrounding counties was eligible to join. MIZZOU Credit Union recently merged with the MISSOURI STATE Credit Union and today competes with the largest banks in Missouri. Like the NAP program it had grown very powerful but had lost its vocation.

Running or even sponsoring a neighborhood/community development program is something government can’t do. Government (the public sector) was created to control business (the private sector) and limit its greed. The Neighborhood Assistance Act is probably the closest thing to development a government can do. NAP changed the tax code so it could support neighborhood (the social/moral sector) development projects. It took ten years for the public and the private sectors to disarm NAP. Within ten years government was in charge of the program and it became another giveaway to business and the united way agencies which served the public/private partnerships which benefited from the NAP tax credit. The neighborhood had been forgotten and in the end the law had been so badly distorted that businesses could make money by participating in the project.

There was, however something very good and lasting that came out of the Neighborhood Assistance Act. We changed the language. Thirty years later people still talk in the language we introduced in the NAA. In Missouri we don’t talk about blighted neighborhoods, we talk about endangered neighborhoods. The neighborhood is still refereed to as the third sector in Missouri’s economy. Changing the language was a Wizard of Oz power. I used it as the division director.       


wizards and winners
What state government does best is credentialize. This is what state governments have been doing ever since they ratified the US constitution. States charter universities, they license everything from surgeons to barbers. They regulate, certify, legitimize and credentialize. 

This is why the Missouri Community Betterment program was so successful. It had been around for years. MCB is a recognition program that gives awards to rural communities who do things for themselves. I fell in love with the program as soon as I saw it. In 1978 I expanded the program to include urban neighborhoods. I used MCB to put a spotlight on our endangered rural and urban neighborhoods. I called MCB our "Wizard of Oz" program. I wrote an article in our Christmas 1977 CD Division newsletter entitled "Wizards and Winners".

"We are not bad people, only bad Wizards.

When I first heard of the Missouri Community Betterment program, I couldn't believe it. Here is a government program that consumers paid for almost entirely with voluntary contributions. This year 1,000 people attended the 14th Annual MCB Conference in Jefferson City. Most paid their own way to come here, they paid for their own meals and hotel rooms. Most represented neighborhood communities, only a few were on expense accounts. They came to celebrate what they had done and to be recognized for what they had done for themselves. They came to receive awards, to congratulate one another, and to encourage one another to continue the work of building their neighborhood communities through local self-help development projects.

I call it the 'Wizard of Oz' program. The conference reminds me of how Dorothy, the scarecrow, the lion and the tin man walked the long yellow brick road to ask favors of the Wizard. When they finally reached Oz, Toto, Dorothy's dog, exposed the Wizard as a pre​tender. In anger, Dorothy called the Wizard a bad man. "I'm not a bad man," he said, "only a bad Wizard."

The Wizard then went on to demonstrate that he was, in fact, a good man. He did what he was able to do best. He used his authority to encourage each of them to discover a power that they already had within themselves, the power to do what they were asking him to do. By giving the lion a medal, the lion dis​covered he had the courage he needed. When the scare​crow received his diploma, he discovered how much he already knew. All the tin man needed was a testimonial to realize that he already had a beautiful heart.

We make mistakes when we ask government to solve our problems, government makes mistakes when it pre​tends to have the power to do so. We in government are not bad people; we are only bad wizards. President Carter and Governor Teasdale and all of us in govern​ment cannot solve the problems in our urban, sub​urban and rural neighborhoods. Neighborhood prob​lems have neighborhood solutions. Neighborhood residents should be encouraged to do everything possible for themselves. What they cannot do, cities should do. What cities cannot do, the counties and the state should do. Any time a larger body of government takes over the function of the smaller and more local government, it does violence to the smaller community and its citizens. Too many well-intentioned big govern​ment programs have destroyed the neighborhood in order to save it. Neighborhoods are at their best when they do for themselves what they are able to do with their own resources. Government is at its best when it recognizes, responds, and certifies; in short when it legitimizes what is legitimate.

I like the MCB recognition banquet and conference because it brings out the best in us. Not only the best in neighborhood leadership, but it brings out the best in us in government. We are all winners."

I never could figure out why this program was so constantly ignored and underfunded. One of the reasons is recognition is hard to measure in the "management by objectives" or "outcome based" terms that bureaucrats use to lull themselves into thinking they are making progress. Another reason is you have to see it to believe it. 


recognition

In 1978 we opened the MCB program to neighborhoods. The Black Economic Union (BEU) was one of the first winners. On November 17, I went to Kansas City to present the award. The MCB awards were mounted on walnut plaques. They cost us $ 49 and some change.  

Lorraine accompanied me and we were seated at one of the front tables with Curtis McClinton, a former Kansas City Chief football player and founder of the BEU who was then the Director of the Economic Development Office at the Department of Commerce, Jim Brown, the former Cleveland Brown's player, Robert Hall from HUD and several members of the BEU board of Directors. Lorraine asked to see the two Super Bowl rings that were on Brown's and McClinton's fingers and she held them both while Curtis and Jim left the table to work the crowd.  

Then came the speeches and the announcements. Curtis McClinton announced a $500,000 grant from EDA to BEU. Mild applause. Robert Hall then went to the podium and announced a $750,000 grant from HUD to BEU. Another mild applause. I was then asked to come to the podium with my MCB award from Governor Joseph T. Teasdale. The BEU President came forward to receive the award and as he did the entire Board and every TV and news camera in the room followed him. After the presentation the room erupted in applause.  

Back at the table after the presentation, Lorraine was fondling the rings and one of the people at the table was upset. "Curtis presents an EDA grant for $500,000 and gets a mild applause. Hall presents a HUD grant for $ 750,000 and receives the same response. You come up with your $50 plaque from the Governor and the room goes wild. How do you explain that? What else does the Governor have to give away?"

"The Governor also gives free passes to the State of Missouri."  I said.

"But why would anyone choose a pass instead of a plaque?" 

"Well there was a guy who took the pass and a few days later was caught speeding. When he presented the free pass, the highway patrol officer examined it and then told him what he could do with his pass. That man was happy that he did not choose the plaque!"  

That is one of my favorite stories. I wanted to sneak it into the book because what happened at the BEU dinner demonstrates that recognition is a more powerful motivator than money. I loved the MCB program because it was built on the State's strongest power, recognition power, Wizard of Oz power.


power  

The budget process in Missouri was a perfect power forum. In many ways it was a modern day political Coliseum in which each division head entered into hand to hand combat in a win-loose battle.  Like it or not, I was a gladiator. The problem was - I liked it! The day after the 1977-1978 budget was passed, I embarked on a battle plan determined to win the next budget round. I knew what I had to do to promote the CD budget and our neighborhood agenda. I knew that this would be a win-loose game and I will confess, I was looking forward to winning the game. The sad part about the budget battle is that somewhere in the process it looses the ideology and becomes a personal battle.  

Power is the ability to act, the ability to get things done in arenas where there are conflicting agendas. After loosing in the first budget go-around, I decided that I needed to do whatever it would take to win the power I needed to carry out our "NAP Agenda". Having the right program was not enough. I needed the power to persuade enough legislators to vote for and support our neighborhood agenda. In the fall of 1977 I learned the meaning of "enabling legislation".

The State of Missouri was using a "zero based" budget process at the time. "Zero based" was in and by its name indicated that if I got mine someone else did not get theirs. Today the in words are "asset based", "results" and "outcome based". Being camp is so important. Under the Dome correct speak is much more important than acting correctly. I understood this in the fall of 1977 when I embarked on our second budget year campaign. This time I had the opportunity to cultivate a constituency for our program. Immediately after the 1997-1998 budget was enacted on July 1, I began lobbying each of the legislators, one on one and assigned our key program staff to meet and lobby the legislators that they knew. This was a new experience for most of them. I had done it often when I was in Washington and knew how easy and effective the job could be. We used the Missouri Community Betterment conference in October to kick off our campaign and to win the rural vote. I made sure that each of the MCB cities and towns invited their legislators as their special guests. I got Patty Bailey and Paul Greeley to be our speakers. I knew that both of them would edify me and would promote our CDC agenda.  

I used the Neighborhood Assistance Program to lobby the urban legislators. When I traveled around the state in the fall of 77 and the winter of 78 talking about NAP, I always made sure that the local legislators were invited to the meetings and were given recognition.4 I gave the legislators all of the credit for passing NAP and made it look like they were the ones who wanted NAP to be the centerpiece of our Community and Economic Development activities.


don't walk across other people's lawns
In December 1977, eight months into my job as Division Director and five months into the campaign, a friend of mine who was a confidant to the Governor asked him how he thought I was doing.  I was pleased with the report, which I recorded in my diary;

"1. He is sharp - a good administrator

 2. He has a good division.

 3. He has good issues: i.e. Neighborhoods and Neighborhood Economic Development.

BUT - He is walking across people's lawns! He needs to be more considerate, to placate and to appease his enemies. Keep the good relationship he has with the legislators. Become a public relations man for the governor with the local communities."

I was pleased with the evaluation because I knew that it was the only evaluation that counted. I was happy that in the Governor's view, I was gaining the legislative support I needed. I wasn't too concerned about the lawns I was walking across. Perhaps I should have been.  

In those days, the Division of Community Development was part of CARL, Consumer Affairs, Regulatory Agencies and Licensing. Over the political years CD and its sister division, Commerce and Industrial Development, CID, had both been bounced around from department level to division level, joined together then separated then joined together again. Both divisions had strong supporters in the field but were very week and vulnerable in the power fights that went on constantly "under the dome".   

When I arrived, CD's support from around the state came almost entirely from the rural communities that participated in the MCB program. The passage of the NAA and my NAP campaign expanded that constituency to include urban neighborhoods. On December 19 we organized the MCB Ambassadors as a 501(c)(3) Corporation whose purpose would be to raise the money for and to coordinate the annual MCB Conference. The Ambassadors were from the urban neighborhoods and the rural towns that were our supporters. Now I had the tools to build a very strong and broad based legislative constituency.  

 
BALANCED GROWTH AND ECONOMIC DEVELOPMENT


CID's support came from industry. Their legislative slogan was "We are for Economic Development and that means jobs". In my enthusiasm, I had already walked across their lawn.  Before the new CID director was appointed, I had already received a stack of mail and many phone calls denouncing my talk about "three sectors" in the state's economy. The critics did not hold back on the punches. I was labeled anywhere from a dreamer to a Communist! The Office of Administration was also uneasy and had labeled me as an outsider and a loose gun on the deck.  

The new CID director had strong political support from banking and business and had powerful friends including the speaker of the House of Representatives and a banker who held a national position in the Democratic Party. We started off pledging to support one another but the pact didn't last through January.  

Hubert Humphry and Lorraine's mother both died in January.  "Ma" died on January 29.  I was in Washington at President Carter's "Balanced Growth and Economic Development" conference and flew up to Boston on Feb. 1 to be with Lorraine and her family for the funeral. Lorraine came back to Washington that afternoon and that evening we had dinner with Jim Sullivan and his wife, Pat.  Jim announced what I had heard would happen.  He was running for State Auditor and would be leaving in April. His exit would leave a vacuum, which the CID director was already busy filling back in Jefferson City while we were pontificating in Washington. Jim also told me "to cool down and to rethink my neighborhood policy".  He said, "it turns people off".   

Most of Missouri's delegation to the conference came through our division's recommendation.  CD dominated the regional "Balanced Growth" conference in Little Rock that preceded this conference and voted the Missouri delegation to the national conference. CD and the NAP agenda were well represented. I wrote a paper entitled: "SOME CONSIDERATIONS ABOUT BALANCED GROWTH AND ECONOMIC DEVELOPMENT" that was distributed in Little Rock to the participants. It argued for a decentralized, locally owned and controlled neighbor​hood based economic system would be the center of a balanced growth and economic development system. It was controversial and labeled a "diatribe" by some of the delegates. On re-reading the paper, I can see why Jim said that I should "rethink my neighborhood policy" and that "it turns people off". It might still turn people off but I decided to include the paper in the Appendix #2 for several reasons. It explains how "I was walking across other peoples yards" but more important it reveals my thinking at the time. I still think that it was a good paper, only twenty years ahead of its time.

While I was writing beautiful policy papers, back in the real world of partisan and dirty politics CID was taking CD to lunch and CD was the lunch. In the first draft of this book, I took me five pages to go into the details that I will now condense into one paragraph. It isn't worth the ink but there was some good theater. And I was caught off guard. The argument was the Governor wants to bring new jobs into Missouri and in order to do that he wants our two divisions to work closer together. Translated: there is only one division and the CID director was in charge of it. My staff begged me to stop flying around the state and the country and to pay more attention to what was happening. They told me of comments that they had heard like: "I will run the division and Barnicle can run around the state cleaning toilet bowels in the neighborhoods."     

CID held its annual conference at Tan-Tar-A, April 13-14. The 13th was an enjoyable day with the staff, playing golf and swimming. It was an enjoyable day until the banquet that evening. I was not seated at the head table and the Governor announced in his speech that he would be reorganizing the divisions of CD and CID into a new Division of Community and Economic Development (CED)! 

I got a call from the Governor's office on April 17 to tell me that the Governor wanted to assure me that my job hadn't been eliminated. It was good to know that someone was looking out for me, even when I wasn't looking out for myself. 

Evidently CID didn’t get a call from the Governor. He began giving my staff assignments. I demanded a meeting with him and the acting CARL director. When I asked who was in charge of my division I got a lecture from the director on the "Team Approach". [Over the years I have learned that every time I get a lecture on the "Team Approach, it is always from someone who wants to dictate and control.] When I asked if CARL supported the CID director's right to move my staff, it became apparent that the acting director was clearly in CID's camp and supported what was happening. I decided to play my last chip. "Since I no longer have control over the CD division, I will resign." You could see the relief on both of their faces. The Barnicle problem is taken care of. "But first I will tell the Governor why." Their relief looks turned immediately into concerned looks, the kind of look a person with piles has when they sit down. Why can’t Barnicle just leave? 

Getting an appointment wasn't easy. On July 10 I finally walked into his office. "Come in and sit down, have a Pepsi. I understand that you are mad at me!" It was a very interesting meeting. I told him that I wasn't mad at him but that I had lost control of my division. When he asked how I had come to that conclusion I told him of my meetings with the CID director and the reports the CID director had given me. The CID director talked freely of his regular morning meetings with the Governor about how the Governor wanted to reorganize our divisions. 

"What morning meetings? I haven't seen him since I appointed him in January!" Now there was a lesson in power politics. I guess you never get too old to learn. The meeting ended when the governor called one of his top aids into the meeting and ordered her to clear up the matter. On August 3, the CARL Acting Director and the Governor's Chief of Staff called a joint meeting with the CD and CID Directors and key staff. The CARL Director made it very clear that there was to be two distinct divisions and that I was in sole control of CD.  The only problem was that we had to continue living under the same roof. We needed to break away. The answer to that prayer came on December 7.


NAP, an important part of Missouri's urban policy

It looked like it was over but it was not. The CID director disappeared after the August 3 meeting, but not entirely. I continued my crusade to canonize the "third sector" of our economy.   I felt that our NAP policy was making progress. My message was well received around the state.  On September 4, the Kansas City Star printed an article entitled: Missouri Stingy to Cities.5 The article was the second of a two part series which addressed the way in which Missouri was responding to President Carter's request that the states do more to help out their cities and his proposed $400 million grant program. Although critical in general of the state's urban policies or lack of them, the article gave a very strong endorsement to NAP.  

 "Things are by no means as bad as they used to be, however. In recent sessions, several bills have been passed and several executive actions have been taken which are praised as quite helpful, including the recent Neighborhood Assistance Act which provides tax credits for businesses that invest in neighborhoods.... 

When asked just what programs Missouri does have for its cities, most officials mention the same ones, a handful of primarily recent measures, including the recent:

* The Neighborhood Assistance Act. Signed last summer, the act provides state corporation tax credits for businesses that invest in human service or neighborhood programs such as low-income housing, neighborhood improvements, health facilities, day care centers, job training, crime prevention or drug abuse treatment centers.

Businesses get a credit for half of what they invest, with a maximum credit of $250,000 in any one year. The total amount of credits the state can approve this year is $1.75 million.  About 12 projects have been certified so far as being eligible for credits, and 14 more are pending.

Mrs. Patrica Harris, secretary of the federal Department of Housing and Urban Development, recently sent a letter to Gov. Joseph Teasdale praising this program and offering HUD's assistance in implementing it, if necessary...

The article points out that of the four programs mentioned by the state officials:

"Only the Neighborhood Assistance Act, essentially a passive program relying on businesses to respond to the tax incentive, requires any sizable financial commitment by the state, and although it can be effective, the act has been criticized as being too limited.

'Neighborhood assistance is OK, but it doesn't really help central cities survive and govern....  The sights are set too low.'

But others disagree, saying that lowering its sights is precisely what the government needs to do. Tony Barnicle, director of the Missouri Division of Community Development, says that such inexpensive programs are generally better than large-scale ones because they avoid the 'Model Cities syndrome': big, expensive federal programs that just don't work.

'Throwing money at urban problems isn't going to stop them,' Barnicle said. 'I think we learned that in the 60s. We can make help available when it's asked for, but we've got to stop prescribing solutions for cities when we know we really can't come up with them.'

Barnicle said he has faith in the concept of a partnership between the state, businesses and especially neighborhoods - what he calls a people-oriented solution.

'It's the smallest unit in society, the neighborhood, which can tackle its problems the best,' he said. 'Agreed, neighborhoods have to get a lot better organized before they can be completely effective, but at the same time this top-down approach has got to stop.

HUD thinks that people are the problem, so they tell them what to do. I think we see it the other way - people are the solution, and we work with them to help them do what they want to do.'"  


smokestack chasing
I was getting shot at from both directions. The Democrats were uncomfortable with my "small is beautiful" rhetoric. Staff in the Governor's office labeled the CD division as: "a nest of Republicans".   

On the other side of the political line, Republicans were upset that I was circulating a very comprehensive study written by David Birch from M.I.T., which questioned the CID marketing efforts to attract new industry. I called their efforts "smokestack chasing." and I used the study to justify my position. I felt that his study provided information that should guide and direct the  future marketing efforts of the Division.  The study's major find​ings were:

* "... it makes little sense to attempt to in​fluence firms to move (in the physical sense), nor is there much oppor​tunity, short of influencing the business cycle, to influence the rate at which firms contract or go out of business. Practically all the leverage lies in affecting where new firms locate and where existing firms choose to expand."

*  "Roughly 50% of the [job] replacement is due to [new company] births and 50% is due to [company] expansions."

*  "About 40% of the birth-generated jobs and 60% of the expansions are produced by independent, free-standing entrepreneurs. In combination, then, about half of the total jobs generated are generated by independ​ents, half by multi-part corporations."

*  "Small firms (those with 20 or fewer employees) generated 66% of all new jobs generated in the US"

*  "Young firms play a crucial role, generating about 80% of all re​placement jobs."

*  "The job generating firm tends to be small. It tends to be dynamic (or unstable, depending on your viewpoint) - the kind of firm that banks feel very uncomfortable about. It tends to be young. In short, the firms that can and do generate the most jobs are the ones that are the most diffi​cult to reach through conventional policy initiatives."

I might have offended people on both sides of the aisle but when Jack Watson, President Carter's assistant came to Missouri to follow up on the "Balanced Growth and Economic Development" conference, the Governor asked me to be his representative and host Watson while he was in the state. From the nature of the visit and the fact that this was to be an Economic Development conference, it was interesting that I was asked to host the conference and the CID director was not invited.  

I participated on a panel with Watson, Curtis McClinton and several Federal Regional Council members on September 6 and the following day we all flew to the old Anderson Air base where my career as a pilot began. Anderson was gone. It was now the Malden Municipal Airport. Neil Peirce was on the tour and sat with me on the bus throughout our tour of Missouri's Bootheel. Neil was a free lance writer for the Washington Post and other national newspapers and was very interested in my thoughts on the state's role in promoting economic development. I gave my comments freely and they were reported in the Washington Post and several other East Coast newspapers. Neil quoted me in a Washington Post article, May 29, 1979, entitled:

   Smokestack Chasers Who Miss the Point 

"States should get out of the breadlines of the large corporations begging them to expand into their state" says Tony Barnicle, Missouri's Community and Economic Development director. "That diverts them from the more hopeful course of encouraging small firms and developing an area's indigenous economic strength. It makes more sense for a depressed rural area like Missouri's Bootheel, for example, to develop fresh vegetable crops and small labor-intensive canning facilities than to wait for the will-of-the-wisp of some big factory.

Smokestack chasing" Barnicle adds. "is foolish. Of the 636 smaller towns in Missouri, 10 or 11 might get good plant locations in a year. We don't want to write off the other 625."

When the panel reconvened at the Hayti Heights City Hall that afternoon, an African-American farmer in the audience supported my position better than I have ever heard it supported before.  In his opening remarks, Jack Watson made the awful statement: "The Carter Administration is for Economic Development and that means jobs!"  

The farmer raised his hand and after he was recognized he said: "Back in the slave days we all had jobs."  Alleluia brother and Amen.

In the last week of September, Pope John Paul I died after only 34 days in office and Russ Butler was appointed the director of CARL. I liked him immediately and prayed that he would stay around longer than John Paul I. In our first meeting, I had only one request. I asked to be able to talk directly to him and not to have to go through his “high priests" (one of whom was the former acting director). He agreed. I had it with the weak lack-of-leadership we had suffered under for the past six months.  

In October I was nominated for an appointment from President Carter to be the Director of a new Cooperative Bank Development Fund. It was an opportunity to talk with Butler about possible futures and in the conversations he assured me that my position was secure with him and with the Governor's office and that I had a green light to continue with the NAP and the CDCU programs. 

My friends in Washington kept urging me to "keep my hat in the ring". Butler asked me to stay in Missouri. His arguments were convincing. I had won the political battle. I had the administration's blessing to promote the "third sector", NAP/CDCU agenda. To cap the argument, the MCB Conference was better than ever. The Governor spoke and handed out awards and I had a neighborhood and alternative economics stream that some of the attendees and some of my staff labeled "the hippie room". NCUEA was there lobbying and preparing for their Neighborhood Conference, which would be in St. Louis in five months.  It was a bad time to switch jobs.    

When my 46th birthday rolled around, I was at the top of the heap.  Two days later Lorraine and I drove to Kansas City to present the Neighborhood Betterment Award to the BEU, which we described above. I was honored by the Kansas City Credit Unions at their annual meeting on the following night. Those were heady days: the BEU on Thursday and the Credit Union League on Friday. I was booked for three months for speaking engagements and for conducting workshops. We were talking about the possibility of producing a magazine on "NEIGHBORING" similar to the format and the national circulation of a TIME magazine. Missouri hosted the Council of State Community Affairs Associations (COSCAA) in St. Louis that fall. CD was a member and I had represented the State at two previous meetings in Atlanta and in Boston. I was on the top of the heap as we entered into the third round of the budget battle in the last weeks of November and the first weeks of December 1978. This time around, the Office of Administration left my budget alone. They passed it on to the Governor's office without changing anything.

On November 29, I toured the Cherokee business district with Congressman Dick Gephardt.  From the time we first met in his office in February 1977 while I was at NCUEA, we had a very good relationship. Dick invited me to meetings in St. Louis and introduced me to his supporters.  He spoke at several neighborhood meetings CD sponsored. He invited me to address a congressional hearing that he chaired regarding neighborhoods. Dick was a very strong supporter of the things I was doing with neighborhoods. I had a lot of political power going into the third budget round. But I had walked across a few people’s lawns to get it.                      

 
something's up
Although I hardly ever saw the CID director through the fall of 1978, the fight continued at the staff level. I had undone all of the appointments that the CID director had made and restored the CD division to the organization I wanted it to be. That made some people happy and others angry. Some were very angry and hostile to the point that several of my staff couldn't take the stress and quit. Both divisions were crammed into a small building on Adams St. and we shared many facilities. We no longer held combined staff meetings, the CID director wasn't around and I was gone a lot so there was no way to settle the fights. Communication only occurred when they had to use something of ours or we had to use something of theirs. Their staff ran the printing section and the head of that section did every thing he could to make life miserable for the CD staff. CD was responsible for some other things including the safety of all of the people in our crowded building. that was a do-nothing job until the morning when Marty Stangl walked into my office.  

"What's up, Marty?"

"The building!" he replied.

I had forgotten that when we moved into the Adams Street building, I was asked to appoint a safety officer. I appointed Marty and forgot about it. It was a bureaucratic requirement and now that CD/CID were the only state agencies in the building we had to appoint someone to be responsible for the safety of  all of the employees in the building. I had forgotten about it, but Marty didn't. That morning he felt the building move and went into the basement to see if he could find out why.  He did. Two workmen were jacking up the building!  

When I talked with the workers, one of them told me that he was so worried that he told his wife that he didn't think he would come back alive! I went to the CID director who happened to be in that morning. He was furious at my suggestion that we abandon the building, so my staff left and his stayed. It was a mild day and we all hung around on the parking lot across the street, kind of hoping that the walls would come a tumbling down. Russ Butler was out of town and one of his "priests" came to order us back into the building. I told him we would comply but only on the condition that he writes me a letter and gets another letter from the Office of Administration assuring me that the building is safe for my employees.  

Shortly after he left a city building inspector appeared. In ten minutes he was hanging a "CONDEMNED" sign on the door while the CID director and his staff filed out of the building.  It was our fourth move in two years. CD and CID remained separated through Christmas and into January when we relocated again. 


the director of Community and Economic Development (CED)  

The CID director had powerful friends and Butler had to struggle to get the votes he needed to be appointed. The day after his appointment, Butler ordered the change that had been rumored for weeks:










"January 19, 1979

    In keeping with Governor Joseph P. Teasdale's Executive Order of June 13, 1978, the Community and Economic Develop​ment Group is effective this date realigned as follows:

Mr. Anthony Barnicle, Director Division of Community Development, is assigned the position of Director of the Com​munity and Economic Development Group; consisting of the Divi​sion of Commerce and Industrial Development, Division of Com​munity Development, Division of Tourism, Environmental Im​provement Authority, Missouri Housing Development Council, Council on the Arts, Sports Complex Authority and the Health and Educational Facilities Authority...

...This realigning of responsibilities is being made to give greater emphasis to the Governor's major goal for the State of Missouri to provide expanded job oppor​tunities to its citizens by attracting new industries, new businesses and greater expansion from existing firms in order to enhance Missouri's overall economic development.

James R. Butler, Director, 

Consumer Affairs, Regulation and Licensing"

The CID director was out and if I had listened to my political friends, I should have gotten rid of all of the people who were closest to him. Instead I met with each of them immediately after the announcement and told them that I wanted to go on from here and that I had no hard feelings for anything in the past. Each pledged their loyalty to me and to CED. I was so anxious to embark on a CED agenda that I ignored the advice. My peace offering was seen as weakness and the next stage of the battle, the guerrilla war, began the day after the announcement.

When the Governor announced that he would be reorganizing the divisions of CD and CID into a new division at the CID conference at Tan-Tar-A, I was upset. I had not been included in the planning and miffed that I was not seated at the head table but I took some satisfaction that they had gotten the name right: Community and Economic Development. I had written enough about the "three sectors" in our economy and of the three, the social sector (the neighborhood) should take the lead in any development process. The name was right. "Community" comes first! Nine months after the announcement I was appointed to head the division. I had the power to promote the neighborhood agenda through a mandate and a policy that had been established by the director of CID and the Governor's office. I was in the catbird seat.   

I was able to bring many of my old friends and associates in on contracts to do workshops or to speak at our conferences; Floyd Agostinelli, John Gauci, Patty Bailey, Paul Greeley and many others. I became acquainted with many of the neighborhood leaders in Missouri and the organizations they founded and the work they were doing. 

NAP and Missouri's neighborhood agenda was gaining recognition and praise around the country but at home we faced opposition at every turn in the road. The Governor's Economic Development Advisory Council was being cut from our budget and the Neighborhood Assistance Act was severely trimmed. My staff began warning me that there were people in house and out of house that did not like me and did not want to see our programs succeed. I knew who my enemies were but I continued in my efforts to win them over.


Neighborhood Revitalization Conference
Mercantile Bank agreed to finance a NEIGHBORHOOD REVITALIZATION CONFERENCE in St. Louis on March 28 - 30, 1979. The conference would be co-sponsored by our Division and the National Center for Urban Ethnic Affairs!   

The conference was well orchestrated. The Governor opened the conference on Wednesday night, the night that Three Mile Island blew up. We sat together in my hotel room and watched the news. Twenty minutes later we were in the banquet room where I introduced him as the Governor that cares about neighborhoods.  He and his remarks were warmly applauded.  

Ester Peterson was one of our keynote speakers. Almost all of the St. Louis legislators were there and many more from around the state. There were neighborhood leaders from around the country and from around the state. NAP and all of our Neighborhood programs were in the national spotlight. The program cover was a neighborhood street scene. There was a Mercantile Branch Bank, a Day Care Center, a Neighborhood Credit Union, a Restaurant and "BARNICLE'S ARTS and CRAFTS" on the cover.    

I was a hero with the people from NCUEA and our program was lauded as a model for every state in the nation to study. By getting our Division to underwrite the conference with Mercantile, I was able to help the Center at a time when they desperately needed help and I saved some of the jobs of the people who had given me the cold shoulder when I was battling with Baroni. As these people thanked me I can remember Dave Barron's wise advice in the fall of 1976. Dave came back into my life as my attorney when I was at my lowest point with the Center. We would meet for lunch and he would counsel me. On one of these occasions he predicted. "These things go in cycles. The day will come when you will be on top and they will come to you asking for a favor. When they do, give them even more than they are asking you for."  

The main speaker for the closing lunch was the Assistant Secretary of the Department of Housing and Urban Development who was responsible for neighborhood policy, Geno Baroni! Geno gave a wonderful talk. All of the legislators who attended were honored at the luncheon on Friday.  The room was packed with media and delegates for the Baroni talk. It was a great day. NAP and all of our Neighborhood programs were in the national spotlight and the votes we needed were recognized. I knew that I did not have to lobby any further. Our budget would be restored. It was and even increased! 

An hour before the luncheon it was chaos. I found many of the legislators we had invited mulling around the registration table and angry. They had no meal tickets. The staff person who was responsible dropped the ball and disappeared. This was one of the staff I inherited To make matters worse the manager of the hotel would not let them in without tickets and refused to take my guarantee. We solved the problem but not before I walked around the corner and hit the wall. 

Just like I did on the night of August 28, 1970 at the Buea Mt. Hotel, I decided to screw up another great day in my life. I was upset with the manager of the hotel, so I took it out on his wall. The accident report reads: "worker swung fist in wide arc and struck wall".  Immediately, I knew my hand was broken. By the time I shook Baroni's hand at noon, the area around the knuckle of my little finger was as big as a grapefruit.  "What happened to you?"  Baroni asked.

I worked all day and drove the VW back to Jefferson City that night where, at the advice of my doctor, I checked into Still Hospital. In the morning I was offered the option of an expensive reconstructive surgery that would restore my knuckle to its original position. Instead, I chose the simple and much less expensive option to close my hand in a fist position and put it into a cast.  It didn't matter whichever option I chose, the accident was fully covered by my Blue Cross-Blue Shield insurance policy. On Monday morning, April 2, I was back at work without taking a minute of time off. In a week my hand was out of the cast. I thought the thing was over and I went about my work.  

A night in Still hospital gave me the meditation time I needed to come to a conclusion that I should have come to two months earlier. On Monday morning I fired the first of the CID loyalists. When the word got out, two more ran and found jobs in the Governor's office. The last of the loyalists hung around, reading the Wall Street Journal at his desk every day and looking for a job. I called him "lucky Larry. He had friends in high places and I could not fire him but with a move that Machiavelli would have understood, I maneuvered him into a position that caused him to loose his own job. To make it even worse, I offered him a job that I knew that he would refuse and when he said "no", I capped it off with a surprise going away party. As he came into the office on June 19, he saw the balloons and the cake, the entire staff shouted "Surprise". He turned on his heal and stormed out.      


is this news?  

On June 20, Lorraine, the kids and I took off in our RV camper for a two week vacation with Lorraine's family in Louisiana. When I was on the road, I telephoned back to CARL and was told that Don Keough, a reporter, was "going to get me".  

"What can he get me for?", I asked.

When I returned to my office on Thursday, July 5 there was a phone message from Tim Flack, the Globe-Democrat Jefferson City Bureau Chief. What I was about to learn was in politics people don't get mad they get even. It shouldn't have surprised me three months after I hit a wall at the Sheridan Hotel in St. Louis, the headline in the weekend edition of the St. Louis Globe Democrat, July 7-8, screamed:6
Official seeks work compensation for 'fit' of anger
I learned a lesson from Flack's article. When you are a "top state official" you are a fair target for libelous and slanderous remarks. Tim didn't write it because it was true. He knew that I didn't file a claim for work compensation. I filled out an accident report that was required by law. Some where in the bowls of the Office of Administration, a bureaucrat decided that this accident should be covered under "workman's compensation" and not against my policy which is the way it was filed. Both were underwritten by Blue Cross-Blue Shield. Tim knew that I didn't seek any other compensation than the compensation that was paid by the policy I paid for. Tim was out to get me because I had offended his friend Don Keough who told my boss, Russ Butler that he was "going to get me". The St. Louis Globe Democrat knew that the story was untrue so they began the story with "A top state official" because the words "top state official" were words used in a Supreme Court Case which exonerated a newspaper in New York from libelous statements. My lawyer felt that the use of these words in the lead sentence was their lawyer’s message to my lawyer: 'We have researched the case - so don't try'.

Don Keough ran the story two more times. On July 22, in the Columbia Daily Tribune under the headline "Temper, Temper", and on July 25 as an editorial in the Linn Missouri UNTERRIFED DEMOCRAT, "ADMINISTRATION EMBARRASSED BY BARNICLE, The Wallbanger”.

I would lie if I said that the story didn't hurt. It did. It made me mad. The work I had been doing to elevate the neighborhood agenda to a prominent place in the State's policy initiatives was diminished by this attempt to discredit me and embarrass the Teasdale Administration. But it was good in that it taught me a lot about the media, about how things worked in cities where there are capital domes. And more important, I learned a lot about myself.


The Harvard Wallbanger 

In July I got the news that I had been selected to be one of 38 to attend the first "Executive Management Program for State and Local Government" at HARVARD UNIVERSITY, John F. Kennedy School of Government, August 12-30. It was a great three weeks of learning and meeting some very interesting people. Mike Dukakis, the former Governor of Massachusetts was our breakfast group mentor. One morning we talked about how to deal with the press. It didn't work for me. When I got back, Keough ran the another story in the Missouri Times. The October 2nd article was entitled: "Patronage employee sent to $2,400 seminar."7 The rest of my time in State Government I was labeled, 'The Harvard Wallbanger'.
Anyone who has served the public for any length of time knows of frequent abuse of the power by people who think they are important because they buy ink by the barrel. When I received news the Globe Democrat went bankrupt I danced with unabashed joy. Until they folded, their masthead read: "127 Years of Public Service - Founded July 1, 1852. If "Public Service" was the vision of the founders, when did the Globe sell out for money? The media has an obligation to protect us from corrupt government and corporate greed. Unfortunately most newspapers are schizophrenic. They have two conflicting goals. One is to publish news the other is to make money. When corporations buy newspapers the advertising department takes control over the editorial department. Except for Pacifica Radio and TV and the Catholic Worker monthly newspaper, I no longer waste much time reading newspapers or watching TV. Except for the weather, who died, or what is showing at the local movie theater, I no longer trust our corporate media to tell the truth.


attitude


On my forty-seventh birthday, 11/15/79, my office moved for the fifth and last time in my CD/CED life. It was a welcomed move. CED had its own building and I had a very nice office next to a beautiful conference room.   I wrote good things in my diary for that day.

"Job looks good  - OIKOS future is exciting. In love with Lorraine and two beautiful boys.  I haven't done too badly in my lifetime given all the directions I have taken...."

I had learned how to deal with the bureaucratic BS. One day I got a four page single-spaced letter from one of the CARL priests accusing me of all kinds of mismanagement. I almost fell into the trap and started to respond but instead I attached the four pages to a one line, hand written note to Butler. "Did you approve of this?" I asked.  He responded in a word, "No." 

I was on the speaking circuit and liked it. My diary is punctuated with uplifting self-talk. E.g.: "I gave one of my best speeches ever", "It was a good seminar". I felt like I was where I wanted to be and in control as the dangerous decade of the 80s began.  
I continued teaching my "Case Studies in Community Development" course at Lincoln University. The class met every Wednesday night. John, one of my students, thought that some of the things that we were discussing in class would be of value to the inmates at Church Farms. John was an administrator at the Church Farms prison and with the class' permission, he brought several inmates to class. The seven prisoners in the group had two things in common. They had been well behaved and they each had very long sentences. One thing led to another and before long I was behind bars, not as a prisoner but as an expert who was invited to facilitate a weekly positive mental attitude session. 

The Lincoln class and the Church Farm meetings were welcome breaks from the bureaucratic life of a division director. The Church Farm meetings were especially rewarding. The prison was a ten-minute drive from Jefferson City. The get-togethers with the inmates reminded me of the credit union meetings that we had in Kikai Kelaki. Here I was again posing as an expert in a subject about which I knew almost nothing. Like Kikai Kelaki, my presence was appreciated, I was treated with the greatest respect and was thanked more than I deserved for taking the time to be with them and to care about them. Like Kikai, I learned a lot more from the experience than I taught. I learned that I never wanted to be sentenced to a prison in the US, even a lower security prison like Church Farm. I learned about the impact that my attitude had on my life.  

Because of the Church Farm experience, a whole new world of thinking was opened up to me. I began reading books about "attitude" and how important it was to be aware of and to control our attitude. In my forty seventh year with more degrees to my name than a thermometer has etched onto its glass side and more experiences than my years or degrees would indicate, a man who I thought I didn't like, Charles W. Colson introduced me to a whole new world of thinking. One of the books that the prison ministry recommended was Colson's "LIFE SENTENCE". Once I picked it up, I couldn't put it down. Like Colson, I had tasted the power that surrounds anyone who holds a position of political power. Like him, the “phony glamour” and the “trappings of power” had seduced me. Like him I had fallen to my own false sense of importance because of the title I held and because of the people I met and the people who surrounded and flattered me.  

What a blessing it was to get out of that phony world and visit with seven men who had everything stripped from them but their names and their attitude. Was attitude important? For them it was more important than the facts. The only thing they could control was their attitude.  The warden controlled almost everything else. At five o'clock they had to go eat and I would pass through the bars and walk free to my car. The bigger blessing to me was that slowly I began to realize that like my friends I left behind the bars, I too was a prisoner to my attitude and in the end it was the only thing in my life I had the power to control.  

"The longer I live, the more I realize the impact of attitude on life. Attitude, to me, is more important than facts.  It is more important than the past, than education, than money, than circumstances, than failures, than successes, than what other people think or say or do. It is more important than appearance, giftedness or skill. It will make or break a company... a church.. a home. The remarkable thing is we have a choice every day regarding the attitude we will embrace for that day. We cannot change our past. We cannot change the fact that people will act in a certain way. We cannot change the inevitable. The only thing we can do is play on the one string we have, and that is our attitude. I am convinced that life is 10% what happens to me and 90% how I react to it. And so it is with you. We are in charge of our attitudes."

"Attitude", Author unknown
The positive mental attitude sessions became dream sessions. Like attitude, if the dream is big enough the facts don't count! I left state government in July 1980 and we moved to Cameroon in August. While we were in Cameroon, I received a letter from John telling me that three of the seven had escaped. Two were recaptured but as far as I know, one is still free. The last I heard he was in Guatemala!


what is really real?

Where had that wisdom been all of my life! Why wasn't I taught that in school? I spent - excuse me- my father and mother spent thousands of dollars sending me to private schools from K to 12 to Engineering School. The US government spent thousands of GI-bill dollars sending my through six years of Philosophy and Theology and later another two years getting a Master's Degree in Education! I had even been to Harvard for a three-week course but never in all my schooling years, had I ever been exposed to the thought that my life was 90% controlled by my attitude!

We are who we are because of the books we read and the people we associate with. I learned that axiom from my father and mother who both worked hard to make sure I hung out with the right people. They had less control over the books that I read. Over the years I have read a lot of books.

Aristotle had a lot to do with many of the books I've read, especially the ones that shaped so much of my thinking. Aristotle was Plato's student and like so many of the students I have had the privilege to meet in my classrooms, he didn't listen to his teacher. 2,400 years ago students questioned their teachers more than they do today. When Plato said what was really real is what you see in your mind. Aristotle objected. What is really real is what is really real, what is out there that we sense. 'Facts are the only things that count,' insisted Aristotle.  

Now what does that have to do my life - and your life? Well, just about everything. As far as my formal schooling was concerned, Aristotle won the argument. In my Catholic Christian education I was taught by Jesuit priests and Mercy nuns who read Thomas Aquinas. At St. Louis University I minored in Thomistic Philosophy and back at St. Louis U. again for my two years Philosophy in preparation for my Theology I read Summa Theologiae, Summa contra Gentiles and countless other books written by Thomas' followers.  

Around 1250, Thomas was a Dominican friar in Paris studying under Albert the Great. Up till then Plato had shaped Christian thinking. Paul, Luke, Augustan and the other Christian writers and teachers were influenced by Plato. By a most remarkable accident of history, Thomas was the nephew of Frederick II, the Holy Roman Emperor. Frederick was a character. This was the age of the cathedrals and the crusades. When the Pope ordered Frederick to raise an army and to go out and wage another holy war, Frederick refused to do so. Instead he went to Sicily, set up his court and began talking with the Muslim leaders. They made peace and gave Frederick books that were written by Averroes and Avicenna, Arab scholars who were commentators on Aristotle. Frederick thought it would be a good idea to send these books to his nephew, Thomas.  

Thomas read the books, fell in love with Aristotle's thinking, refuted Plato's thinking and that is why the books I read in Philosophy said: what is really real is what is really real. Aristotle was the farmer's philosopher. Aristotle was the first great empiricist. He was Sergeant Friday: "I just want the facts, mam."  

At St. Louis University Engineering School, I read more books that supported empirical thinking. The scientific method is grounded in the belief that our sensory experience and our careful observation and measurement of the things we perceive through our senses is the only way we can come to new knowledge. Knowledge comes through deductive reasoning. Who cares about your attitude.

Empiricism is the philosophy of the Industrial Age. Francis Bacon, Thomas Hobbs, John Locke, David Hume, John Stuart Mill and Bertrand Russell were all empiricists. The industrial age education system shaped my thinking. In his book, "The Third Wave", Alvin Toffler looks at how the Industrial Age created systems that complimented the mass production of goods and services that distinguishes this "second wave" in history. In order to work efficiently this wave required that we adopt an energy system that would provide the fuel. We required a distribution system that would move the goods to a mass market and a political system to protect the markets. A "mass education" system had to be designed to produce a labor force that would be conditioned to work for 40 to 50 years in mind killing jobs in offices and in assembly lines.

It wasn't by accident that I never was taught about the importance of "attitude". My thinking was a product of that "mass education" system that had been carefully designed to prepare me to work in a 45-year plan. In 1835, a factory owner in England complained that it was "nearly impossible to convert persons past the age of puberty, whether drawn from rural or from handicraft occupations, into useful factory hands."8 The Industrial Age needed to craft a mass education system that would teach the basic subjects but underlying this overt curriculum was a covert curriculum, which taught me to be on time, to be obedient and to be satisfied with the mechanistic world of mass production left brain reasoning. These were the facts of life, as I came to learn them.

Had I conformed to the mass education system and remained an engineer with the Atlas Cement Company or had I accommodated myself to the organizational politics of Mill Hill or the State of Missouri, I do not think I would have been open to such a radical new way of thinking. In many ways my 25-year rebellion against the prevalent Industrial Age, "Scientific Method", deductive, a-priori, left brain thinking disposed me to be open to the possibility that Plato might not be dead! After every argument, Thomas would "answer" his adversaries, almost always Plato or one of his followers. In my scholastic studies I would grasp the thought and drive one stake after another through Plato's heart. And yet here he was again, entering my mind with a thought that it might be a good idea to use my right brain, to reason a-posteriori, to reason inductively.  

Meeting with the inmates at Church Farm and reading things like: "You are not what you think you are, but what you think - YOU ARE" (Norman Vincent Peale), opened up a whole new way of thinking. Over the years since I left the Church Farm meetings, I came to realize my problem. I was born 50 years ahead of my time. The "third wave", Information Age was just dawning in the early 80s. This will be the age where those who are able to think around corners into the future will prosper. I have been frustrated over the past fifty years because I have always been a caged in dreamer, locked in an age where rules and thinking were designed to keep us in the past or present tense at best. Except when it comes to buying on credit or planning vacations and even these futures were grounded in the present tense. Buy now! Don't worry about later!   

I had been waiting for the Information Age since I got out of college and went to work in my first full time JOB which I came to understand very quickly is a good acronym for "Just Over Broke", "Just Off the Boat" or "Just Over the Border". Church Farm woke me up. I was ready. Let the third wave crash into the second wave and wipe the Industrial Age into the history books. When the dream is big enough - the facts don't count!  Alleluia!  Alleluia!  Alleluia!


return to Cameroon

In early March, 1978, Bob Payton called and told me that a delegation of Cameroonian educators were in the US looking for opportunities to join the faculty at the University of Yaounde with a University in the United States that had a School of Agriculture. They were going to visit the University of Missouri and Bob warned me that the head of the delegation was a francophone who got upset with the other Universities where the people who welcomed him spoke English. I passed the word to the University who told me that they had no one who could speak French. I volunteered the information that Lorraine spoke French and that, if asked, might be happy to join the University's host committee.

Lorraine was with the host committee when they met the Cameroonians at the Columbia Airport on Holy Thursday, March 23. She remained with them throughout their stay. I drove up to Columbia in the snow and ice on Good Friday afternoon and joined the delegation for dinner. I was in the hall when they entered. There was Lorraine, arm in arm with a Cameroonian about her size, 5'2". I could see instantly that the plan worked. Not only did Lorraine speak French, she had taught his daughter and she spoke French with a Cameroonian accent. 

Andrew Ndonyi, the Director of the Cameroon Department of Community Development on leave at the University of Missouri to complete his Master's degree, was with the group. Andrew wanted Missouri U. to be the choice and quite frankly, it looked good that night. We were not even thinking about another trip to Cameroon. I was happy as the Director of Community Development. Andrew had other plans.  

Over the next two years, I helped Andrew write a series of proposals for funding his projects.  In January 1980 he returned to Cameroon.  

March 28, 1980 was just like so many other days at the office until my secretary rushed into my room with an excited announcement. Someone from Yaounde, Cameroon is on the phone! It was the USAID office. They want Lorraine and I to come to Cameroon on a personal service contract.  "We need you to head up a planning party to help write a National Plan for Community Development?"

My first answer was "No. I have promised Governor Teasdale that I would work for him through his first term which is until next January, at least." The answer seemed to work and put an end to the matter.

Two months later I got another phone call from Governor Teasdale's office. "What is this letter from the President of the Cameroon all about? It's in French and the only words I understand are Tony Barnicle."  

On April 23 I was in the Governor's office explaining the situation.  

"Do you want to go?" he asked.

"I think so."


edification


On Monday, July 14, I met with my staff for the last time. It had been a year since the "Wallbanger" stories. I had built a loyal team and gotten rid of the people who didn't want to play on the team. By almost any measure, CED had a great year.  

In the past year I had been flying all over the state and traveling out of state to national seminars and meetings. Our NAP program and our "Neighborhood Policy" was nationally recognized even though it was not appreciated by many inside state government and around the state of Missouri.   Our weekly meetings were a way to keep in touch. As we sat down to meet as a team for the last time, I felt a lot of satisfaction in what we had accomplished and in the strong relationships we had built over the past three and a half years. Most of the team sitting around the table were with me when we first sat down together as a staff on April 4, 1977.  

We had accomplished much because we had truly become a team. I still see many of the men and women who were at that meeting. They still remember the Barnicle-Harvard-Wallbanger years fondly. We still share the stories of the good times and the bad times. But mostly we remember the good times. They give me a lot of credit for the way I managed the division but in reality they did it. I realized very early in my bureaucratic career my success or failure would depend on their performance. At our first staff meeting I promised I would support and edify them in public and no matter what they did I would not publicly reprimand them. That would be done behind my closed door. I lived up to that promise and it paid me back in big dividends. For every time I had to cover for them, I know that they covered my backside ten times more. It was a good team. That was why we were successful. Until today I can't understand why so-called managers don't seem to understand that their jobs would be a snap if they would only support and edify their staff. That is the secret of building a strong management team.

It was a relaxed and a fun meeting. I wished them all well in whatever they chose to do and I ended my blessing with a statement. I ended the meeting with a Nazarene vow never to work in a JOB again! To show how serious I was I stopped shaving the next day!   

Don Keough used the occasion to take one last parting shot. His column in the Missouri Times, 7/15, "Under the Dome" reported:

"Barnicle quits It was reported in this column last week that Tony Barnicle, Director of the Missouri Division of Community and Economic Development, was looking for another job and that Gov. Joe Teasdale's aides were anxious that he would find one quickly...”

I believe if I were to walk across the Missouri River which flows by Jefferson City, Keough would report:  "Tony Barnicle can't swim".    


Lorraine, the arranger
Many other good things happened in our years in Jefferson City. Rob entered the local parish school and Matt started his academic career in a pre school. We had great family vacations. We went into partnership with my brother Bob and his wife Penny to buy Barnicle Farms, a 180-acre cattle and walnut tree farm in Mary's Home, 30 miles south of Jefferson City. I took up flying again and logged 200 hours flying around the state in a Cessna 172.  

We kept to our tradition. I was the producer. Lorraine was the economist. I made the big decisions like what our policy should be regarding neighborhood community and economic development, nuclear power plants and alternative energy. Lorraine decided on the little things like where we would live. Not kidding. I first saw our house on 221 Stephan St. seven hours after we had closed the sale! And, by the way, the purchase was one of the best investments we ever made. If I was the head of our house, Lorraine was the neck. Every time I thought I was making a wise decision I would look back and discover that Lorraine had pointed my head in the right direction. When I would come up with an idea, I would bring it to Lorraine - sooner or later. The sooner the better! If it was later it was often after my ass was caught in a crack. After Bob and I had discovered the farm in Mary's Home, I was excited and told Lorraine. We talked through the evening until Lorraine came to the conclusion that we should call the realtor immediately and put a deposit on it. We didn't do the Ben Franklin exercise but we had a system. If you wanted to analyze it you should read Steinbeck's book, The Grapes of Wrath and study how the family came to the decision to move from Oklahoma to California. 

Lorraine decided that Rob should go to Immaculate Conception School. It didn't occur to me that this might be a problem for Rob and Matt when they discover our fractured relationship with our church. If it were left up to me we never would have fixed it. It was Lorraine who brought up the problem. And the solution! She announced one October evening that she had talked with Msgr. Kaiser and that he was coming to dinner! That was Lorraine's method. When the decision was big enough, she made it! On December 17, 1977 Lorraine and I got married in St. Joseph's Cathedral in Jefferson City. This time our witnesses were Bob and Penny. 

The decision to take the contract with USAID was typical. I came home with the news that Cameroon had called and wanted me to head up a team to do a national plan for community development. When I told Lorraine I had turned the offer down, she suggested that we talk about it. I was surprised at her response but after several weeks of talking about it, I came to the conclusion that it would be possible. When the Governor's office called we had made the decision to go. 

As soon as I said yes Lorraine, the arranger took over. She spent the rest of the summer arranging the shots, visas, packing and negotiating our contract with USAID while I took a crash course in French at Lincoln U. Just before we left she rented our home to a Kenyan family.   

It was a very hot summer. Mt. Helena blew up that year and we could smell the ash that darkened the sky. Shortly before we left, Matthew, who was five asked: "When are we going? When I close my eyes, I can see Africa."

CHAPTER IX. NOTES:

1 MISSOURI'S NEIGHBORHOOD ASSISTANCE PROGRAM, an analysis of the first five years, Oikos, Jefferson City Missouri, 1982.  The Monsanto Fund commissioned the report.  The Monsanto Corporation wanted to use the report to promote the NAP program nationally.  I am proud of the report for many reasons.  One of them is that it is the first major work that I was able to produce on DATA WAY's first computer a Xerox 820 with 8Kb of memory.  I did it in Word Star!  The text is stored on two 8" floppy disks
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3  DTI, 2510 St. Paul Street, Baltimore, MD 21018, (410) 338-2512, � HYPERLINK http://www.dtinational.org ��www.dtinational.org�





4 "New Law Aids Neighborhoods in Trouble", a news article written by George Koppe, Kansas City Times, November 8, 1977 and "Tax Credit Program Aids Neighborhoods" an article in The Examiner, Eastern Jackson County's Daily Newspaper, January 28, 1978 are good coverage of  the meetings in which I promoted the NAP program.  I was involved with this campaign throughout the fall and winter of 1977 - 1978.  These articles are reprinted in the Independence Plan for Neighborhood Councils (IPNC) Publication "NEIGHBOR".  Additional copies might still be available.  IPNC, 201 W. Maple, Independence, MO  64050-2815, (816) 833-4251. 





5 The two articles are: Cities Often Stepchildren Of Their Uncaring States, 7/3/78 and Missouri Stingy to Cities,  7/4/78; David Firestone.





6 St. Louis Globe Democrat, Saturday-Sunday, July 7-8, 1979 Section A


8 THE THIRD WAVE, Alvin Toffler, p.29, Bantam Books, New York, NY 1981. ISBN 0-553-24698-4. 
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