PREFACE


Chelsea

When I first saw her frail little body in an incubator in the isolation ward of the hospital in Springfield Missouri, I came to the full understanding of what I had done. Through an act of intercourse, I had passed my sexually transmitted, terminal condition to Chelsea, my first grandchild.  It was a condition that I inherited at birth. A condition that I had passed on to her father and he, in turn, transmitted it to my granddaughter. The condition of which I speak is always lethal. It is a condition that we call life on this earth.  

I remembered the first time I held Rob, her father and my first-born. He was only minutes old when the nurse wrapped him in a towel and placed him in my hands. I remember how elated I was. We were in the delivery room at Providence Hospital in Holyoke Mass. Lorraine and I were one of the first couples to participate in a Lamaze program that included the father in the birth experience. After a struggle with the MDs, I was allowed to attend Lorraine through her long and hard labor. Now it was over and all I could think of then was the new life that lay ahead for Lorraine and me.    

We had just begun to know one another and were filled with the joys of sharing our first bed together when Lorraine announced that she was pregnant. And now we had this unexpected interruption. The ups, the downs, the doctors, a child in her womb, getting bigger and bigger and bigger! And then breathe in - breathe out, push; breathe in - breathe out; push... My God will this ever end. Two years later Matt came along almost without any warning. I dropped Lorraine at the Emergency Room, parked the car, ran to the delivery room and got washed and suited just in time to see Matt squirt out like a football off the hand of a powerful NFL quarterback. I swear Dr. Fitzpatrick had to run ten yards down field to catch him!   

That was a quarter of a century ago and all of our focus was on our lives going forward. God had blessed us with children and a new life. Parents! For the next two decades we would have custody over these two beautiful boys. Both of us had already been blessed with two full lifetimes before we met and fell in love. Now at 39 years and 36 years we were starting on a new life, on a beginning, not on an ending.

Chelsea Rhiannon Barnicle's birth was different. I thank God and Rob and Lisa for giving me the daughter we never had but in reality she is not my child. She calls me "Papa" but she is not my child. She is my grandchild. I did not conceive her. I did not attend Lisa through her pregnancy. I wasn't there when she was born. After I returned her to the nurse we left the hospital. Driving back to Independence I reflected on this sexually transmitted terminal condition that we call life.  Lorraine and I rushed to be with Rob and Lisa as soon as we got the news but we weren't necessary. They did it without us. Somehow we had successfully passed the baton. Rob and Lisa had fallen in love like Lorraine and I fell in love. They conceived a child and started a family as we had a generation ago. We would not be asked to raise Chelsea. That would be their job. 

What could I do? I wasn't ready for a retirement home. I was 63 and in good health. Lorraine was more beautiful than ever and we were thoroughly enjoying our lives together. Rob and Matt left our home in 1993 and we had been acting like newlyweds ever since. I agree with the theologian who declared: "Life begins when the children leave home and the dog dies!" So is this it? Do we get a motor coach and travel? Or is there something more I can do? 


Proverbs 13, 22

"The good man leaves an inheritance to his children's children,"

Before we left the hospital, Rob and Lisa gave each of us a book and with each book, an assignment. Mine was to fill the blank pages in my "Grandpa Remembers" book and return it to Chelsea by her fifth birthday. As I looked at the book I realized that my story would not fit onto the blank pages. It reads more like a travelogue than a resume. Would I write about my first life, before I met Lorraine when I was growing up in University City, my years as a student, an engineer, an air force pilot, a missionary priest, a society superior and a credit union organizer?  Or would I write about my second life, my life with Lorraine? Should I write about my career as a neighborhood activist and economic developer and a bureaucrat when I was the director of a state wide Division of Community and Economic Development? Do I mention the 14-month assignment as "Chef d'Equipe" when Lorraine and I worked on the national plan for community development for the country of Cameroon? Maybe I should talk about our lives as entrepreneurs, business owners or farmers? (www.barniclefarms.com) 

I imagine that I am one of only a few people that have had a unique experience of having lived in all three of history's waves: the Agriculture Age, the Industrial Age and the Information Age. I was born in 1932 in the depth of the depression and the end of the first wave in the United States.  My Industrial Engineering degree prepared me for a management career in the second wave. But after three years as an Air force Pilot and two years as an Industrial Engineer, I was terrified by the things I saw the Industrial Age doing to me, to others, to families and to neighborhoods. I found a way out and fled to a first wave world in the village of Kikai Kelaki, Cameroon. It was here I discovered neighborhoods and the credit union tool that could be used to preserve the families and villages from the Industrial revolution. Years later, as the owner of several information age and e-commerce businesses, I have become a student of the Information Age and its potential to restore wealth to families and to their neighborhoods fulfilling the second half of Proverbs 13, 22: 

"but the wealth of the sinner is stored up for the just."


P.S., Delaney

In the five years since Chelsea was born, Rob and Lisa have presented me with another beautiful granddaughter. Years later she will tell her grandchildren she was born in the 20th century - just barely. On November 18, 1999 at 11:08 p.m., Delaney Elizabeth Barnicle came into our lives.  She was so quiet. I wondered if she ever cried or if she had eyes. I didn't pay much attention to her until Thanksgiving Day when she opened them and looked into my eyes for the first time. You saw the smile on my face and your eyes lit up. That was the moment you were born into my heart. Delaney, I am not going to write another book so you will have to be satisfied with a footnote that says that this book is also written for you. 


a book?  

All of a sudden I have the time to invest in this book and as I take the time to look back over the past years will it come together? Can I make sense out of what I have done and learned from the many assignments I have been given in my lifetime? Will Chelsea and Delaney understand that these were my assignments or will they think that Papa couldn't hold a job! I hope this book will argue that these have been my assignments and that each has contributed in some way to my life and this book. Some because they make up the sum total of the experiences that make me me and nobody else but me. Other assignments relate more directly to pieces of a neighborhood economic puzzle that I am still discovering even as I am writing the book: information age high-tech, neighborhood high-touch, neighborhood credit unions and virtual corporations that are home based, e-commerce industries.   

Do I write a book about my life, do I write about my wife and my family or do I write about this dream - a vision that I have of a neighborhood centered democracy that's possible? The answer is yes, yes and yes. This book will be about three important things that I want to pass on to my children and my children's children and to anyone else who might be interested: my Life, my Family and my Neighborhood. Since I am the author, guess what? The first part of the book is about me and is entitled: What a Life. Lorraine has been the heart and soul of our family and the love of my life. When she joined me on my life's journey we enter the second part entitled: With My Wife.   
Was it a longing to go back to Christ the King Parish, the neighborhood I grew up in, or was it my brief encounters with and flights from the corporate monsters that we created in the Industrial Age, or was it a rediscovery of neighborhood in the village of Kikai Kelaki? I don't quite know but at some point in my young adult life I came to a conclusion that the neighborhood is the missing sector in our economy, the building block the Industrial Age almost destroyed and which we need to rediscover and rebuild. This is the subject of the third and final part of the book's title: and My Neighbors Too. In the final chapters I attempt to develop the theses that the neighborhood is the missing sector in our economy and to encourage my readers that with the birth of the Information Age they have the tools to rebuild their neighborhood economies and in doing so they have the power to create a much better world.

The book offers an "Information Age" vision of a neighborhood centered economy and a plan based on an idea whose time has come. The plan assumes and only requires that a small number of neighbors would be willing to practice the ordinary virtues in order to build a prosperous neighborhood world for themselves and their families. As we discover the importance of a strong neighborhood economy, this book becomes a primer on neighborhood economics. Once we understand the economics it becomes a how-to book, a map we can use on an exciting journey, a journey we can make without having to move out of our neighborhood.  

As we enter into the "Information Age", we are only beginning to understand the liberating power of the knowledge and tools that are available to neighborhood communities. My map is not the only map. I do not present it as a "best practice". It is simply a map I discovered after years of working with neighborhood economic institutions and home based businesses that have been tested by time. The book will attempt to show how neighborhoods can use these tools to take control of a powerful economic revolution that is occurring as a result of a massive shift in the way products and services are created and marketed in the Information Age. These three components: neighborhood economic institutions, home based businesses and a radical market shift combined with an ongoing neighborhood organizing process are the building blocks of a neighborhood economic system that is a subject and an object of the third section of my book.  

The book is written as a story. I have chosen to tell a story to make my points. It is a way of communicating that I learned in Cameroon. You may think that this is a long-winded way to make a point. It is and I felt the same way through the long nights in Kikai Kelaki listening to story after story and wondering what was the point. I have come to understand that one of the things I have learned in Cameroon and over my lifetime is that not sticking to the point is the point. When Joseph Nkey wanted to convey the importance of the First Mass celebrated by Christian Tume at St. Mary's Church in Kikai Kelaki, he began by telling all kinds of stories about daily life in Kikai Kelaki. The stories were funny, they were sad, they were personal. His talk wandered and was about all kinds of things. This is a common genre in places where the oral narrative is still the way that information is communicated from one generation to another. This circumlocutious way of telling a story reminds us that many things we do not think are connected actually are. It is a neighborhood genre that reminds us that nothing occurs in isolation. Joseph did a good job. Christian is a Cardinal today!

The book is a product of 71 years of experience in living, teaching and ministering. Two thirds of a century is not a record but in that short time I probably have lived more lives, bumped into more walls and played more roles in vastly different situations than most people would experience in five lifetimes. This life experience gives me an advantage and leaves me with a need to wrap it up into a synopsis that I want to share with Chelsea, Delaney, all future grandchildren I will be blessed with and everyone else. I also fear that perhaps this might be my last assignment and if I do not take it, one day in eternity, God will introduce me to the man I could have been; the one who took the assignment! I am running out of time! I buried two of my best friends this year so I need to finish this book before I meet that rascal!

"But God, I don't know how to write a book."

"Tony, if I left it up to you, you would be a retired engineer looking for a golf game!"
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