X. A NATIONAL PLAN FOR COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT

This was our first project working together. Rob and Matt had grown from toddlers to children to boys under Lorraine's close watch. Matt was ready to enter the classroom as a full time student. Their worlds were quickly being filled with school, organized sports, scouting and other extracurricular activities. Lorraine was now free to exercise her professional talents outside of the house. As I searched for three members to join me on the planning team can anyone fault me for discovering the first and most talented recruit lying next to me in bed! Lorraine said yes and with her fiat she moved from the Oikos into the Logos. 

Stephen Covey says that you should start every project with the end in mind. The end for this project was very fuzzy. We were going into a political arena, USAID, the Government of Cameroon, inter department and inter agency wars. One thing was clear to me. I needed a good team. So, what is the bother about a little nepotism. I had the end in mind and if the end doesn't justify the means, what does?  
Let us then start this chapter with the ending. I do not know how much of our plan has been implemented but we did get a very good grade from our contractor, USAID in two letters.

two letters of recommendation 
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AGENCY FOR INTERNATIONAL DEVELOPMENT

Yaounde
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YAOUNDE,  CAMEROUN

TO  WHOM  IT  MAY  CONCERN
E. Anthony  Barnicle was hired as a personal services contractor by the Yaounde mission of the Agency for International Development. His position was that of Community Development Advisor for the USAID-Government of Cameroon project "National Planning for Community Deve​lopment". In addition, Mr. Barnicle acted as chief of party for the four person USAID team working on the project. He had a fourteen month contract which ran from August 25, 1980 through October 25, 1981. His job description is attached.

As Community Development Advisor, Mr. Barnicle worked in the Department of Community Development, acting as counterpart and advisor to the Director of the Department. He had two main responsibilities in this position. The first was to prepare a report for the Department on its structure, organization and budget. This entailed analyzing not only the departmental headquarters in Yaounde, but also the provincial, divisional, sub-divisional, and village levels, and then making recommendations for their improvement. The second task was to work with provincial officials and community development workers in Cameroon's Northwest Province on the preparation of a provincial action plan for community development. Preparation of the plan included work at the village, sub-divisional, divisional, and provincial level with officials in Community Development, related departments and ministries, and donor organizations. The action plan sets forth the procedures the province should use to expand community development philosophy and activities.

Mr. Barnicle also had important responsibilities as chief of party. These included the procurement of both goods and services (e.g. short term consultants, staff assistant, translators, printers), setting up meetings, coordinating the work of the contractor team, assuring that work and reports were being done correctly and on-schedule, assisting the director in the operation of the program planning unit, acting as spokesperson for the contractor team with AID, other donors and the GURC, assuring that provincial action plans were being done, and working with the Department on the preparation of the National Plan for Community Development and the seminar at which it was presented.

Obviously these were extremely heavy responsibilities and the time given for their completion was unrealistically short. Understandably, Mr. Barnicle at first seemed somewhat overwhelmed by the magnitude of his task, and misunderstandings between the contractors and USAID/Y concerning AID regulations and procedures for the execution of projects and the disbursement of project funds compounded the difficulty of the situation. Yet Mr. Barnicle overcame these and other obstacles and, largely through his efforts, the end result of the project is a National Plan for Community Development which was presented at a seminar chaired by the Minister of Agriculture and which surpassed most expectations.

Mr. Barnicle had a difficult job in acting as counterpart and advisor to the Director. The Director at this time had no deputy and thus had too many responsibilities. Additionally, he was not a particularly efficient administrator. As a result he had little time to spend with Mr. Barnicle working on the project. However, by persistence in working with the director, talking with other CD officials and reading documents, Mr. Barnicle wrote a commendable report on the organization and budget of the Department of Community Development. He analyzed the organization of CD at the village, sub-divisional, divisional, provincial and national level as well as the budget, including the procedures by which it is developed and the categories into which it is divided. After pointing out the inconsistencies and problems of the current system he went on to recommend changes and outlined a plan to be followed to implement these changes. The latter two items are extremely important: an analysis with​out them is not likely to be used and several other contractors did not include recommendations nor plans.

Mr. Barnicle's greater job challenges, however, were as chief of party. He had to write a technical report and work with one of the provinces in the preparation of its action plan, as did the three other contractors, but in addition had to take on all the aforementioned responsibilities as chief of party. It was almost the equivalent of two full time jobs and I doubt that Mr. Barnicle was ever able to work a simple forty hour week. His tasks were made particularly difficult by the fact that there was little cooperation or communication among CD staff and less with other agencies involved in similar work. Thus, in order to facilitate his work with the Department on the project, Mr. Barnicle first instituted a system of communication and cooperation within the Department. The same was true for record keeping. Even the secretarial and administrative support promised by the Department was scarce, particularly during the Director's frequent trips. And the governmental bureaucracy, in which lengthily delays are common, created further frustrations. Yet despite these problems, Mr. Barnicle succeeded in producing his report, assuring that the other contractors did the same, and taking care of all project administrative matters.

The handicaps became especially significant after the departure of the other three American contractors. At this time, with only four months left in his contract, Mr. Barnicle was left with six provincial action plans (the seventh was delayed) and reports by the three American contractors. He had to work with the Department in taking these documents of varying quality and deve​loping a National Plan for Community Development. This involved reviewing the documents; accepting, modifying, or rejecting their contents; preparing comprehensive recommendations and implementation plans for all the services and levels of Community Development; and gaining the Minister of Agriculture's approval of the plan. In addition, to all this work, formidable in and of itself, Mr. Barnicle helped organize the seminar at which the National Plan was presented. It is a tribute to Mr. Barnicle's persistence and hard work that the Plan presented was a good one with clearly presented analyses, concrete recommendations, and a comprehensive plan for implementing the recommendations.
Sincerely yours,

Kathy L. Radimer Project Officer

>>>
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YAOUNDE,  CAMEROUN

TO  WHOM  IT  MAY  CONCERN
Lorraine Barnicle was hired as a personal services contractor by the Yaounde mission of the Agency for International Development. Her position was that of Women's Activities Coordinator for the USAID-Government of Cameroon project "National Planning for Community Development". There were three other American technical assistants working on the project. She had a nine month contract which ran from September 15, 1980 through June 15, 1981. Her job description is attached.

As Women's Activities Coordinator, Ms. Barnicle worked in the Department of Community Development, acting as counterpart and advisor to the Department's Chief of Women's Service. She had two major responsibilities during the nine months of her contract. The first was prepare a plan for the Women's Service.  This entailed analyzing the philosophy, operating procedures, activities, and needs of the Women's Service and making recommendations to the Department on the improvement of the Service. These recommendations included ways to expand the Service's activities into the francophone area of the country, activities to help increase women's economic productivity, and ways to more fully integrate Women's Service acti​vities with those of the two other Community Development services.

Ms. Barnicle's second major responsibility was to work with provincial officials and community development workers in Cameroon's North Pro​vince on the preparation of a provincial action plan for community development.  Preparation of the plan included work at the village, sub-divisional, divisional and provincial levels with officials in Community Development, related departments and Ministries, and donor organizations. The action plan sets forth the procedures the province should use to expand community development philosophy and activities.

Another smaller, but important, responsibility of Ms. Barnicle was to act as a member of the Department's Program Planning Unit. This unit, composed of the Director of Community Development, his Deputy, the three Chief's of Services, and the four USAID team members met weekly to discuss the progress of the project and the direction of the Department.

Ms. Barnicle performed admirably in a difficult job. The Women's Service is the newest, most poorly organized, and least defined service in the Department. Additionally, the Chief of Service, who has held this position since the start of the Service and who never had an assistant, left for long-term training just before Ms. Barnicle's contract began. As a result, Ms. Barnicle had to work with an acting Chief of Service who had never before worked in Community Development, had no knowledge of the functioning of the service, was resented by other staff members, and was solely francophone (the Department is mainly run by anglophones and all work there is done in English). Despite these severe handicaps, Ms. Barnicle produced a report that not only analyzed the functioning and activities of the Service, but also made recommendations on how to improve it as well as enhance the role of women in Community Development and set forth a plan to implement the recommendations.  Her inclusion of recommendations and a plan for their implementation was particularly important. Several other contractors' reports contained only an analysis, and without recommendations for improvements and a plan by which to implement them, it is unlikely that these analysis will effect any change.

To have finished this task in 9 months shows evidence of a great deal of work; far more time was needed. Yet during this time, Ms. Barnicle was also able to assist those working in the Service with their daily duties and interactions so that by the end of her contract the Service was opera​ting more efficiently.

Ms. Barnicle's ability to speak and understand French was an invaluable asset to the USAID team. Although all members should have been bilingual, in fact, only two of the four were. As a result, she was frequently called upon to act as spokesperson or translator for the other team members and thus assumed extra responsibilities. It was also her knowledge of French that resulted in her being assigned to work with the North Province, probably the province that has had the least contact with community deve​lopment. It is also the largest province, thus increasing the amount of traveling she had to do. Yet the province did, although belatedly, develop an action plan which has become part of the National Action Plan.

To produce these results, Ms. Barnicle had to work long hours in a less than ideal climate and physical structure. She was dedicated to the accomplishment of her tasks and efficiently organized her time to do so. Her relations with her counterpart and others in the Women's Service were good. Her final report, though not well received by all because of it's frankness concerning the faults and lacks of the Service, provides a good framework for the improvement of the Women's Service if the Department should chose to approve and follow it.

Sincerely yours,

Kathy L. Radimer Project Officer

We were pleased with the evaluation and letters of recommendation we received from the USAID mission. I was doubly pleased that Kathy wrote the letters. By the end of our term Kathy and I had come to a mutual understanding and appreciation for one another. It didn't start off that way.  

When Kathy wrote: "Understandably, Mr. Barnicle at first seemed somewhat overwhelmed by the magnitude of his task, and misunderstandings between the contractors and USAID/Y concerning AID regulations and procedures for the execution of projects and the disbursement of project funds compounded the difficulty of the situation." I'm sure she thought back to the morning of August 27, 1980. 


I have no house! 
At 7:30 on that Wednesday morning, the Cameroonian and American workers began arriving at the USAID office in Yaounde. As they entered the building they couldn't help noticing what looked like a homeless family in an old Peugeot 504 with a flat front tire parked in front of the building. We were a homeless family and Lorraine and I must have looked like a mess. We had only been in Yaounde since Monday but the Barnicle vagabonds had been on the road for two weeks and we desperately wanted to find a home.  

The hardest thing about going to Cameroon is getting there! The two weeks in transit seemed like two years. We weren't sure we were going until the 11th when we received the signed contract and an advance of $10,000. I hand delivered my resignation letter to CARL. We shipped our allotted gear, bought our air tickets, rented our house, said final good-bys, dumped our trash, drove to St. Louis via Columbia in the farm truck on the first leg of our trip.

The 15th of August felt like the hottest day of a very hot summer. There was no air conditioning in our 1972 Barnicle Farms Chevie truck. We met with the Faulkners at their home in Columbia to finalize the last details of our trip. Boyd Faulkner, Lorraine and I were three fourths of our National Plan for Community Development (NPCD) team. We would meet the fourth member, Al Miller in Cameroon. Bea, Boyd's wife, would be coming along for the tour. 

After we left the Faulkners to continue our journey I pulled off on the first exit going east on I70 and gave the wheel to Lorraine. Despite the heat, the cramped conditions, the bounces, the vinyl seat, I laid my head against the hard metal doorframe and crashed. We had just completed our one month long check list and I was exhausted but relieved we had overcome all the obstacles and were finally on our way.

Rob woke me out of a sound sleep and handed me a can of soda. That was a kind thought. I was hot, my throat was dry and it was wet. No one told me his mom had told him that we were not going to stop and he could pee in the empty can and give it to his dad who could throw it out of the window!  

We spent the weekend in St. Louis where we took care of more details and said good-by to many friends. We aren't much on the grave visiting ritual but Mom insisted that we visit Dad's grave in Calvary cemetery. I suspect that Mom doubted if we would return and needed this kind of a last-time-together closure.

Lorraine is a master at logistics. She shipped the winter clothes we would need to Boston where we would meet them in October next year. She packed 1,000 lbs. [our maximum allotment under the contract] of clothes, kitchen utensils, linen, toys, bikes, board games, etc., etc. and sent them ahead to Yaounde. She figured the maximum we could fit into the three bags we could tag and one carry-on that each of us was allowed on our air tickets. These 16 bags would have to support us on our two weeks and beyond in case there was a delay in our 1,000-lbs. cargo we sent ahead. On Lorraine's instructions, I moved all of my tools, equipment, sleds, skis, our VW Rabbit and almost everything else to the farm. With the exception of the fridge, freezer, washer, dryer, the piano, the pool table and the den furniture, which our renters wanted to use, she put everything else in storage.  

I was impressed and wrote in my diary:  "Hope some day we can bring it all back together." 

On Monday we flew to Washington. John Gauci met us at National Airport and somehow we were able to fit all of us and our 16 bags into his station wagon for the ride to the Gauci home. We stayed with John, his wife Pat, and their children Michelle and Johnnie for the next four days.  

The evenings were fun, visiting with old friends. The days were awful, visiting USAID offices.  The drinking pee from the soda can mis-communication incident was nothing compared to the problems we had communicating with the unhappy and negative people that sit at the AID "help" desks. The boys were beginning to get anxious. It was a strain on all of us and Rob was beginning to rebel.  "I don't want to stay in dumb France!  Why are we going to dumb Africa!"

We met the Paytons at Dulles Airport on Friday night where David joined our entourage. Dave was in his teens and would be living with us in Yaounde. He had a trunk that looked bigger than the cargo bay of the TWA L1011 wide-bodied jet that we would fly in across the Atlantic. TWA accepted the trunk and we were off to Paris.

Marcel and Michelle, Lorraine's friends met us at Charles de Gaulle Airport and somehow we fit along with Tiki, their huge German Shepherd into their two cars for the drive to Les Andeles in Normandy. We weren't very good houseguests. We all slept from noon until late that evening.  Rob was still mad that we had brought him out of Jefferson City. I think he would have divorced us if he had been given a chance. When we discovered that we had left a bag in De Gaulle AP, I threw a fit.  

We lost a second bag boarding the Cameroon Air flight to Douala. The flight was delayed and late. It landed and refueled in Marseilles before departing for Chad. I sat with Rob. He had picked up a bad cough on the trip and felt feverish. He was confused and hurting. He was begging inside to return to his comfort zone in Jefferson City with his friends and there was nothing I could do to help him. I felt like a rat. Fortunately, a cough drop and an aspirin put him to sleep until we landed in a torrential rain at the Douala Airport. As we sat in the crowded waiting room for the departure of the Cameroon Air flight to Yaounde, Rob wouldn't stop crying: and shouting, "I hate this stupid Africa". By the time we were seated on the Yaounde plane he had exhausted himself. The sun broke out and the weather was beautiful as we landed in Yaounde and Rob was smiling.  

Andrew Ndonyi, Kathy Radimer and Al Miller were there to greet us. Kathy took Lorraine and the kids off to our house while David and I remained with Andrew and Al to get our baggage.  Everything was there, including the two bags we lost in Charles de Gaulle Airport!

We learned that our cargo had not yet arrived and we would only be allowed to stay in the home of an AID family that was out of the country for the next few days. By then we would be settled in our permanent home.  

On Tuesday, the second day of my contract, I went to the office and found that the AID staff in Yaounde were about as helpful as the AID staff in DC. I also found that in the pecking order "contract employees" were second class people somewhere way below State Department employees but a little above the Cameroonians. Lorraine spent the day trying to put our home lives back together. She found our cargo. She was told that it was being stored in the Embassy because the house we were to move into was in an unsafe area and that there were no house guards there.  

Our Chevrolet Blazers had not arrived, so AID gave us a Peugeot to use in the meantime.  Lorraine had the only valid license and when she came by to pick me up Rob was in the car and reported that her driving was "reckless".

The house we were to live in for the next 14 months was in a bad neighborhood. When we moved in we found the boxes we had air freighted were broken or had been broken into. Since there was no guard at the house we decided to move in immediately. Kathy was not at the AID office but one of the staff told me that AID had rented the house from a vice-minister. It was a done deal, the contract had been negotiated and we could not break it. We moved all of our things from our temporary house and while we were unpacking Rob went out into the alley behind our new house where he was promptly robbed!  

That night I couldn't sleep. Neither could Lorraine. As we talked we came to the decision that if this would be our house, we would be on the next plane out of Cameroon! By 3:00 AM we agreed on a plan. We would pack up everything and drive it back to the 'temporary' house and tell Kathy in the morning that we would not accept our rental house and if AID could not find a suitable home for our family we would leave the country! It took us four trips to move everything we owned back into the temporary house where we left David with the boys. We had two flats in the process. The first one happened on the first trip between the houses. In the night on an unlit street in Yaounde, I replaced the flat with a spare. The second one occurred at 7:00 AM, on our way to the AID office. I drove the last two blocks on the rim. That is how a homeless family came to Cameroon and landed on the doorstep of the USAID office in Yaounde.  

We stayed in our temporary home through the first week. On Friday night while Lorraine and I were packing our things to go to Mt. Febe Hotel for the weekend. Rob and Matt returned from a walk around the neighborhood and announced that a stray dog bit Matt. That night I was in the Embassy Clinic, holding Matt so the nurse could give him the first in a series of painful rabies injections.

On Monday we were told that we would have to give up the Peugeot 504 car. I told Andrew that I would telephone the Faulkners and that we would be leaving as soon as we could get organized.  Within a matter of hours he found us a Peugeot 404 truck and another temporary house that belonged to the Dutch Volunteers. Our new house was just three blocks up the street from the Community Development building and I would walk it four times a day, to give Lorraine the truck so she could run around with Realtors looking for a house. AID had a problem with every house she found. She found one house that she really liked and worked it out that it was well within the combined budgets of the Faulkners and the Barnicles. The Faulkners did not have a car and it would be a great benefit if we lived close together. The problem was it was too big and too nice for contract employees. Contract employees were not allowed to live in better housing than the AID direct hire staff houses. Ahgggggg! Gerrrrr! *#@+&*%$!  

The Dutchmen were returning on Sunday, September 7 and on Wednesday when Lorraine took the boys to register them at the International School her frustration level was off the chart. Grace Kaba, Matt's soon-to-be first grade teacher was doing the interview. "Where do you live, Lorraine? [pause] I know it is difficult. [pause] Streets and numbers are often times not marked.  Why don't you draw a map. [pause] What's the matter? [pause] Did I say something to offend you?"  [pause] ....  "I have no house."  blurted Lorraine between sobs.  
"Come with me." Grace ordered as she stood up and took Lorraine by the hand. "I am taking you to your house."


I quit
AID approved of our house but wouldn't approve of the purchase of a bed for the Faulkner's for their arrival on Sept. 10. I let Boyd and Bea fight that one. They did and they won. We got the bed like we got the house but it was obvious that we had burnt our bridges. The GS-wines (an insider's derogatory word I learned in Washington for the federal paper pushers at the GS-9 level on the bureaucratic ladder) would make us pay for our attitude. I would suffer every time I put in a request for any of the many goods and services (e.g. short term consultants, staff assistant, translators, printers etc.) I would need to fulfill the contract.  

On Sept. 15 "the gang of four": Al, Boyd Lorraine and I met officially for the first time. Kathy invited us to a reception with the new USAID director who spent a lot of time extolling the AID staff and asking, "Why do we need consultants anyway?" I wasn't in a mood to fight. I reminded myself of something my Irish grandmother used to say: "If you argue with a fool that only goes to prove that there are two of them."    

I found that playing tennis with Andrew was the best way to meet with him. We were evenly matched and played at noon any time we could. We were beginning to make progress and build relationships with our Cameroonian counterparts on the planning team. I hired an administrative assistant, Johnson an ex student from St. Bede's College. It took two months to get him on our payroll. AID wanted me to hire someone they recommend. They made him take tests and jump through hundreds of hoops. 

Despite the opposition from AID we were beginning to make progress. We assigned provinces to team members and started traveling in early October despite the fact our cars had not yet arrived. Often you would see four adults, Boyd, Bea, Tony and Lorraine, crammed into the front seat and Dave and the two boys sitting in the bed of the Peugeot 404 truck while we were driving across town to get to the Club or to a movie.   

Wherever I traveled Lorraine and I were met and were doted over by ex students and people who knew us when we were teaching in Cameroon. Although I did not realize it at the time, I had friends in the Cameroon government lobbying for me. Miriam Jato, our landlady is the niece of the Minister of Agriculture, the Cameroonian Ministry responsible for the NPDC. There were others in top positions on our side. This further aggravated the AID people who seemed to be spying and micro-managing my every move. I was continually called into the USAID office and confronted with my management of the program. Sometimes these meetings ended in a shouting match. They knew I would quit so they backed down. If there was one thing USAID disliked more than me it would be having to explain why the project failed.  

On October 4, I was interviewed by the Cameroon Times, the country's major newspaper. I put USAID way out in front in my interview. The story came out on the 15th of October in an eight page "Special Report" entitled: "A NATIONAL PLAN FOR COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT LAUNCHED".  The sub title read "USAID To Sponsor The New Project" 

The report outlined the planning process that we would be following and included a very nice photograph of "The team counterparts, Lorraine and Tony Barnicle, Faulkner and Miller". Lorraine looked beautiful in her cotton dress and I was in my leisure suit, smiling through my beard, which after two months had finally grown to full maturity.

USAID was esthetic about the story and all of a sudden I was a hero. The director saw me at the Marine Club (where all of the Americans gathered on Friday night to watch an American movie) and complimented me on the article. "You are very organized" he said. Two days after the report was published, I received my Time Magazine and Dave got his mail. (Contract employees are not allowed 3rd class mail and since David was not in our family or part of our contract, he was a non-person and therefore couldn't receive any mail addressed to him at our address!) 

I was given control over my budget and we were given approval for blocks of travel instead of having to get permission for each trip. The approval letter read, in part: "It seems silly to have to come to me for everything so I'd like to get you involved in the process." Although the budget had been approved and was very specific about the kinds of things I could or could not purchase, the letter went on to read: "I'd like us to come to some kind of agreement on the kinds of things we're talking about." The first thing I did was pay Johnson!

Our Blazers still were stuck in customs but what the heck, I was happy because I felt that now I had USAID off my back and I could begin working on the contract without having to fight them every step of the way. Not quite. On Monday I came to understand the line, "I'd like us to come to some kind of agreement on the kinds of things we're talking about". It meant now that you are approved to manage your budget, we will begin to micro-manage you! I should have told Lorraine to pack some of those positive attitude books.   

The team adopted a travel schedule for the duration of the contract. Now the AID staff wanted to travel along with us on the trips. I wrote contracts for the experts that we would be hiring to write some of the background and technical papers we required. AID asked questions and wanted details on every hire. The Blazers still were not ready so Andrew loaned us a Land Rover ("if we would pay the gas") for our visit to the South West Province in the last week of October.  

Al Miller, Emmanuel Essa and I went on the trip. It was great to get back "into the bush" and out of Yaounde. We visited water projects, credit unions, an Oil Palm Cooperative, and women's groups. We ate "African Chop". It was hot. The hotter the country the hotter the food! We enjoyed an "English Breakfast" at the Mamfe Inland Hotel. We spent our last night in Victoria at the Mira Mara Hotel. In the morning I swam in the Atlantic.  

When I returned I found Johnson's letter to USAID on my desk. The letter was addressed to the  Project Officer USAID, Yaounde

"After having worked as a Staff Assistant with the National Planning for Community Development at the DCD, Yaounde, for two months (September and October 1980) in wait for the establishment of my personal services contract, I have finally decided to resign.

This is a decision taken because the financial conditions are not suitable for me. For this reason and by copy of this letter I am asking you to settle my finances (salary for the two Months, travel expenses) while looking for a person who will replace me.







Sincere1y







NKWAIN Johnson Chiatoh

            





Staff Assistant, NPCD" 

After two months of hassling, AID offered Johnson 77,000 cfa ($300)/month and only one month back pay for the two he had already worked. We were two months into the contract and we didn't have an administrative assistant and we didn't have cars. Both were in our contract and budget and both were critical to our mission. But what really made me mad was that no one, except Kathy who was now on our side, seemed to care.  

I told Johnson to hang in there and that I would go to the mat on this one. "If you go, I go." I vented my anger and frustration in a long letter to the director of the AID mission. I cited not only the hardships but also the danger of being forced to drive the Peugeot 404 truck with contract members and my children sitting in the truck bed. I ended my letter by notifying the director that until our staffing and transportation needs were met, I was suspending all team activities. 

I found out one thing from the letter. No one cared! No one cared if Johnson didn't get paid, if the Chevy Blazers never came, if the plan was halted or if I quit! If fact I got the very clear message that the director and his staff would be greatly relieved if I quit. Quitting was no longer a bullet in my gun. I am glad that I had left out the last part of my draft: "Reluctantly, I now have come to the conclusion I cannot allow myself and my family to remain in this situation any longer. I can no longer allow my desire to accomplish this worthwhile program cloud my better judgment. I therefore resign because USAID Yaounde has not fulfilled its contract obligations...” If I had included my resignation, it would have been accepted. 

Instead of quitting we just hung around our houses and the office for the next two weeks waiting for something to happen. AID was mad at me for writing the letter but could do nothing to get the team to leave town. I tried to avoid them and the inevitable fights that would come out of any meetings. We just hung around and waited. We listened to the news, we talked about setting up contacts for an African Art Business. Reagan won big over Carter, 51% to 44%. Bond beats Teasdale 53% to 47%. The Iran hostages were released. I got arrested twice for having passengers in the back of the truck! I discovered that the expense vouchers that I turned in at the end of August had not been processed. And then one day an AID truck pulled into our drive with a coffee table and porch furniture!   

The gang of four divided two on two. Al and Boyd wanted to continue the program even if we didn't have cars and staff assistance. So they booked a flight to the North on Sunday morning, Nov. 16. It was a day that I will never forget.

The day started when I drove them to the Airport. We were enjoying a cup of coffee together before their departure when one of the USAID project administrators arrived and tore into me for not going along with Al and Boyd. It was the last straw. By the time I got back to the house I was in a rage. Lorraine suggested that we take a long walk in the woods. (Our house was the last house on the road. The rain forest began 200 feet from our front door.)

By mid morning the day had already become very hot and walking out of the cool forest was like opening an oven door. We had been walking for more than an hour and came to the agreement that we would no longer torture ourselves, on Monday we would resign. We had it all planned.  We would rent a car and drive to Bamenda and Nso, visit friends and then be out of Cameroon in two weeks. If Boyd and Al wanted to continue dealing with AID to try to salvage the project, more power to them. We were gone!

Our landlords, Johnson and Miriam Jato were sitting in the shade of their porch on their side of our duplex and called us over to have a cool drink. This story is filled with many "what ifs" and this is another important "what if". Really there are several "what ifs" here. What if Lorraine hadn't cried to Grace Kaba. "I have no home." What if Grace hadn't responded and taken her to Miriam and what if we had listened to AID and had not taken this home. (AID did not like our choice because the house had no wall around it, it was in an African Quarter of the city and too far from the Embassy and other Americans in case we would need their support!) What if we had not become friends with the Jatos? What if they hadn't been out on their porch? What if the Minister of Agriculture wasn't Miriam's uncle?   

We had decided not to tell anyone until after we resigned. Johnson and I were talking about something, it doesn't matter because all of a sudden my ears were attuned to Lorraine and Miriam's conversation - and so was Johnson. Despite our promise, Lorraine had leaked the news and she and Miriam were talking about our problems with AID. Johnson asked me if I would like a cool beer. Of course. I love a cool beer any time and especially on such a hot and disturbing day! He called a servant and gave him some instructions. The servant drove off in Johnson's car and returned in thirty minutes with my beer. Now that was odd. There was a refrigerator filled with cold beer just 100 yards down the hill at our neighborhood store. But it didn't occur to me at the time because now the four of us were talking about our immanent departure and we assured the Jatos that although we regretted leaving them, our minds were made up.

I hadn't finished my beer before a beautiful Mercedes pulled into the drive in front of the house.  It was the Minister's driver with an invitation. When the Minister of Agriculture invites you to his home for an afternoon of table tennis, you accept. In the next two hours we learned the difference between table tennis and the Ping-Pong game we played at home. We sat in a small stadium like arena and watched the contestants slice and slam low hard shots from distances no closer than three feet from each end of the table. The Minister was very good. The Chinese Ambassador was much better. There were all the trappings and ritual of a day at Wimbledon including a comedy intermission when I was invited to play.

After his "match", the Ambassador invited me on a tour of his beautiful home. When we entered the Library I recognized Sunday Elongua. Sunday was a media celebrity who I knew from my Father Barnicle days. He was the Dan Rather of Cameroon. We were seated at the coffee table with cool drinks when the Minister got to the point. "I understand that you and Lorraine are planning to leave." There are no secrets where bananas grow!

I explained my decision and told him that it was final. He agreed and told me that he understood my frustration with the AID bureaucracy. That was when Sunday leaned in for the kill. "You are a passionate man and your passion gets things done but it can also cause you problems because in your passion you can be very intolerant. If I know you, tomorrow you will tell the AID authorities in no uncertain terms just what you think of them and when you storm out you will feel very proud of yourself for having told them off with everything they deserved to hear. You will take your family back to America, write several letters, make some phone calls and maybe even write an editorial to the newspapers denouncing USAID and exposing it for the waste it is of taxpayer's money. But AID will survive your attacks. They have survived stronger and more reasonable attacks. You won't reveal anything we don't know already. We know AID is not here to aid. It is a political tool and a process by which the poor in the US send money to the wealthy in poor countries. We all know that. 

But what will happen to you? You will survive and find some other employment and then you will look back, one day not very long after you've left and ask. 'What if I had stayed? What if I put aside my hurt and carried out the National Plan project? What things could I have done?' I know you Father Barnicle. You will torture yourself with those questions for the rest of your life!"           

It was planned. I wasn't invited here to see a table tennis game. The whole scenario was planned.  Sunday would beat me up. Then the Minister would lift me up. "There is little that I can do to mediate on your behalf.” He said. “That would be seen as meddling in the internal administration of a friendly countries delegation. But if you would agree to give it one more try, here is what I will do tomorrow morning. The American Ambassador has been trying to see me for weeks and I have been putting him off. At 7:15, my secretary will call his office and tell them the Minister will be able to see him at 7:30. If he is in or anywhere near Yaounde, he will rush here in order to meet the appointment. He will expect that we will talk about his agenda item. Instead when he comes in I will tell him that I am in a very big hurry but I did want to take the time to personally thank him for hiring Tony Barnicle and how pleased the Cameroon Government is to have such a wonderful man working with AID. I doubt that he knows who you are but you can be sure as soon as he gets back to his office, he will call the AID director and congratulate him for hiring Tony Barnicle!"  

It was so well planned and so well executed that, I had no defense. Yes I would give it one more shot. I had an 8:00 am meeting scheduled at the USAID office. That was to be my resignation meeting. As soon as I arrived it was obvious that the Minister's plan had worked and the phone call had reached the Project Office by 7:59. The following day our revised budget was approved and we were given the green light to hire the consultants we needed to write the background papers. The budget included the money we needed to give Johnson his back pay and the salary we had negotiated with him.

I have often thought we should send our political leaders to Cameroon for training. The way Sunday and the Minister turned me around in an afternoon reminded me of a conversation I had with the Prime Minister 14 years earlier when I was the Principal of St. Bede's College. I had invited him to dinner and the two of us were alone. I asked him why he had taken a man who I thought was a crook into his cabinet. He told me he did it so he could keep an eye on him and cited a tribal axiom: "If you have an enemy, it is better to have him inside your tent pissing out than it is to have him outside your tent, pissing in." What wisdom!

​
Plan National pour le Developpement Communautaire

On the following Saturday, Lorraine and I flew to the North to join Boyd and Al in the hotel in Maroua. We had a renewed spirit and a very good team meeting in which we adopted an activity plan for the NPCD project. We decided to visit all of the 40 Divisions in each of the seven Provinces in Cameroon. We would take at least two tours in each Province. Instead of a lengthily interview, we decided on four questions that would trigger the village discussions which would provide us with the information we would use to build the NPCD plan. The four discussion questions were:


1. Who are you? (How do you define yourselves, your village? What is your story?)


2. What do you have that is of value here? (What are your resources?)


3. What do you want for yourselves and for your children? (What is your vision?)


4. How do you want the DCD to help? (What is the role of government?)

On Sunday, Boyd and Al returned to Yaounde and Lorraine and I began our part of the tour of the Northern Province. The highlight of our trip was a weekend with Bishop (now Cardinal) Christian Tumi at his home in Yagoua. Christian welcomed us with open arms and we had so much to talk about. As I went to bed that night I wondered if Christian, the first priest to be ordained from Kikai Kelaki, might one day be the first Pope from Africa. Just across the river, a war was raging in Chad. We were three months into the project and in the words of Winston Churchill, "it was the end of the beginning".    

I am so glad that I did not quit. We picked up the two Blazers in December, filled them both with gas and moved into action. I outlined the project tasks on a Gantt chart, which I chalked out on a blackboard on the wall behind my desk. The team had come together and we all were working toward September 23, the day when our National Plan for Community Development would be approved. All of a sudden, doors were open, our expense vouchers were promptly paid and I had contracted amnesia. I couldn't remember any of the problems we encountered in the first four months of the contract. All I knew is we had weathered a storm and in the end it does not matter how many or how bad the storms were. No one cares. The only thing that mattered was I did not quit and we were heading for shore.                

Sunday and the Minister taught me a lesson about myself and about the danger of using the "flat footed" - "I quit" position when you are negotiating. In my wildest imagination I would have never been able to dream a more exciting and fun filled time from the moment I decided not to quit until we arrived back in Jefferson City almost a year later, on October 29, 1981.  

I reviewed the times that I had quit in the past. Even though I was justified and should have quit (If you find yourself riding a dead horse - get off), I was getting dangerously close to using "I quit" as a negotiating tool which could blow up on me.

From our trip to the North until the National Seminar, our team visited every one of the 40 Divisions, from Yaounde itself to the far North Department of Logone-et-Chari that was in the Chad war zone. Lorraine took the North, the largest and almost entirely Muslim Province. It was terrific to watch her holding her own in a room filled with tribal chiefs, Islam leaders and department heads who were not used to meeting women as equals or treating women as equals.  She did an excellent job - and from the reports and feedback I got at the National Seminar - they loved her. Boyd and I took the English speaking Provinces, South West and North West. Al took the Central South. We joined forces to cover the remaining three, Littoral, the West and the East.  I made it a point to visit every one of the Provinces, at least once. Except for my family and the need to file reports and fill out the paperwork, I would have spent the entire time away from Yaounde and out "in the bush". For me each trip was much more than information gathering, it was an exciting adventure.  

My first tour of the North West was a journey that Lorraine and I will treasure for the rest of our lives. We decided to combine our work with a Christmas vacation. I wanted Dave and our boys to get out of Yaounde and see the Cameroon that Lorraine and I had grown to love. I have decided to include this trip in some detail for several reasons. In many ways it was not untypical of all of the other tours and by recording this one, I am in a way recording them all. The second reason is that I want to keep the memory for Rob and Matt, for Rob's wife, Lisa and for my beautiful granddaughters, Chelesa and Delaney so that they can know their "Papa" better.  

We began our Christmas business/vacation and trip around the Ring Road on Sunday night December 14, 1980. For Lorraine and I, it was the beginning of a two-week trip down memory lane. For the boys, it would be an experience of a lifetime.  


the Ring Road, Christmas 1980

We must have been a miserable sight when we pulled into the Bamenda Ringway Hotel at 9:30 PM. We had been on the road for fifteen hours. Five of us, the Barnicles and David, left our home at 6:30am and drove across town to the Faulkner's where Bea had prepared a wonderful breakfast of bacon and eggs to fortify us for the journey. The Faulkner's asked to tag along so after breakfast the Chevy Blazer took on two more passengers, Boyd and Bea and their bags. After a quick trip to the office to deliver a report to AID and a fill up at the BP petrol pump we headed north on the road to Obala, our first leg of the trip. With five adults and two kids and all of our bags for a three-week trip, the four passenger Blazer must have looked more like a local "mammy wagon" than a touring USAID party. It was 8:00 on the dot when we left the Yaounde city limits.

It was a relief to get out of the Blazer, stretch and wait at the ferry crossing on the Sanaga River, 30 Km north of Obala. We were still in the forest and the morning air was cool. 46 Kilometers later we crossed the Ndjeke river on another ferry and began the long climb to Bafia. Once we climbed out of the protection of the rain forest we hit the dust. It was dry season on the high plateau and the hamatan sky was a dirty orange. We closed the windows and challenged the air conditioner to filter the dust out and keep our seven cramped bodies comfortable. It failed on both counts.

We found some relief in a little park right off the square in Bafia. We parked in the shade where there was a sweet little breeze. We had cold soda from the cooler to go with Bea's sandwiches. I bought ice cream bars from a store on the square. It was 1:00 and we had traveled 164 Km. from Yaounde and crossed two ferries. That is an average of 33 Km. or 20.5 miles an hour! Not bad for Cameroon but we still had 183 Km. to Bafousam and another 80 to Bamenda and I was concerned about a possible curfew at Bafousam. If there was any trouble the Gendarmerie would close the barriers on the road and we would be stuck for the night. This was the old "Makazar" country and although the uprising had been put down brutally in the sixties it flared up every now and then.

We made it through Bafousam just at dusk and raced on through Mbouda and on through the former border between East and West Cameroon at Santa. The roads in this part of Cameroon were high, dry and much wider than in the forest. The gas tank and everyone's patience was at "E" as we rolled into the Ringway Hotel.

Except for potty breaks, I hadn't stopped since Bafia and my passengers were getting restless, no mad is a better word. To quell the rebellion I kept talking about how wonderful the Ringway would be. A beautiful new hotel perched on the mountain overlooking Bamenda. They had a fantastic restaurant with great food and cool drinks. Rooms with a view, clean beds and baths showers with hot and cold rushing water, water, water. I could build a dream, ignoring the facts! The Ringway looked more like an oasis than a hotel when we pulled into the drive.

While the staff was unloading and my passengers were marveling at their surroundings and running for their rooms and showers, I picked up a card at the desk. It read:

           "Compliments from

                     BAMENDA RINGWAY HOTEL

                
B. P. 126,    TEL. 36 - 12 - 98

                     PROVIDES YOU WITH



*   Excellent current Music



*   Assorted Drinks at Moderate Prices



*  Cameroon and Foreign Dishes



*  The kind of lodging you need



*  Boukarous Facilities

                     YOU ARE WELCOME

                          MANAGEMENT

                             W. T. GANA"

A very dusty and angry Bea interrupted my thoughts. "I turned the faucet and nothing came out. There is no water!"

We packed and drove into town in the morning. The only other decent hotel in town was down town in the middle of the noisy market. That didn't matter. Our only question to the proprietor of the Ring Road Hotel was: "Do you have running water?" She did. We stayed. In Africa long ago I found that you would trade almost anything for running water!


reunions

The Ring Road Hotel was our operations base for the next four days. As soon as we showered and had breakfast, we left the boys with David and Lorraine and I set out to find Jappie Nielen.  As we pulled into the long drive up to Mankon Mission I thought back fifteen years to 1965 when I visited this mission at least once a week. Mankon Mission was one of those places that never seemed to change. Driving up to the mission we passed the people walking up the long latrite path to the father house. The dog and the parrot were gone. Father Nabben had retired years ago. The faces had changed from white to black. Father Foncha, one of the first Cameroonian Priests in the dioceses was the pastor and a Cameroonian Bishop, Paul Verdzekof, lived up the hill next to Our Lady of Lourdes College. But everything else in Mankon Mission was the same, the drive, the verandah the sitting room, the furniture and the normal assembly of priests from around Mankon who were in town for a variety of reasons and who stopped in for morning coffee.

It was awkward introducing Lorraine. The reception was cool no one seemed to know how to act or react. It was my first time back in my old environment and with Lorraine at my side I was uncomfortable. Several of the priests there were old classmates at Mill Hill. They tried to be gracious and friendly but you could feel their discomfort. This was their "Father House", this was their comfort zone. Yes, I still am a priest (that is what the bishop said at my ordination - tu es Sacerdos in aeternum) but should I be here now that I had left and married and should I bring my wife with me. It was a relief when they told me that Jappie had moved out of the father house and into a cell on the third floor of the Mankon Mission Bell tower! Vintage Jappie. He needed to be away from the mission and closer to the young people he was serving in his new mission, the cart boys. The news gave me an opportunity to say no to coffee and take our leave. 

As we walked down the hill I became even more apprehensive. How would Jappie receive us? This mattered to me much more than our reception at the mission. Jappie had been both Lorraine's and my best friend at St. Augustine's College in the years we were all together, 1965 to 1969. It was Jappie that brought us together. It was Jappie that had this thing about Lorraine. They spent hours together talking about teaching, the students and dreaming about things they could do together in the villages. I resented their meetings, so did the other nuns. According to the wagging tongues in 1968, it was supposed to be Lorraine and Jappie that would run off and get married and start some kind of church for unwed mothers. The nuns called me the "big kid". I was the one that kept a mental eleven-foot pole in my room to keep my distance from Sister Lorraine and every other nun I might happen to run into. Smart money then had it that the "big kid" would remain a happy bachelor for the rest of his life.

But as soon as we saw him standing in the door of the tower, we knew there was nothing to fear. There was that wonderful smile. We melted and ran to him and after some warm hugs and tears it was just like old times, Jappie was holding Lorraine's hand as he took us around the compound and up into his little apartment in the bell tower. As I looked at Jappie walking and talking with Lorraine, I remembered why I loved Jappie, almost from the moment we first met in Kumbo, that Sunday evening in August 1965.  

Jappie's apostolate was the "cart boys", those sub teen and early teen age boys that pushed the carts in the Bamenda market for the Ebo merchants. He had organized them into a club, which gave them a place to go and things to do at night. We visited the market in the afternoon and met a number of his boys. 

We were having so much fun that we decided to get as many ex-students as we could find in Bamenda to join us for dinner that night. Three hours later Jappie arrived at the Ring Road with Sylvester Shambo, Christantus Ndi, little John Banten and Father John Musi my old house boy. The dinner lasted three hours and afterwards we all went to a dance at the mission hall that was prepared for us by Jappie's "cart boys". The night was filled with old stories. I told the story about how Musi got into St. Augustine's.


CD projects
We spent the next week taking day trips to community development projects in the Bamenda area. On Tuesday, Dec. 16, Lorraine, Bea, Boyd and I visited the Cooperative School in Santa and on the way back we visited Bagangu where I first met Musi. On Wednesday Lorraine and I took the boys and Dave to Teze. That was the worst road I think I ever have been on, even by Cameroon standards. The Blazer proved itself as it worked its way down a long hill and over a pile of rocks that was labeled a road on the map. After a day of looking at palm tree seedlings we climbed back up the rocks to Bamenda.

We were doing what we were supposed to be doing and Boyd and Lorraine seemed to think the trip was important but the same uneasy feeling I had when I attended the UN conference in Addis Ababa in 1970 hit me again. Had I traded a most rewarding life as a teacher and credit union promoter to become just one more sterile expert in a visiting delegation from the UN, or Europe, or America on a fact finding mission? I never could figure out what these experts did other than go around and waste the time of the people who were doing the real work. It especially bothered me when they said they were evaluating programs. I used to despise these people when I was a teacher at St. Augustine's, they disturbed me when I was the Principal at St. Bede's, they wasted my time when I was organizing Credit Unions. And here I was, heading a fact-finding delegation that was part of a National Plan for Community Development! Oh well, I found out how people got appointed to serve on these delegations.  There was a system that ate up anyone who was doing anything important by giving them a title and appointing them to positions where they will be unable to do anything but produce a lot of paper and make a lot of speeches.  

Jappie was a philosopher and we had many hours together in the long Cameroon nights, debating ideas. I remembered one time when he challenged my thinking with the statement "Systems thinking is the heresy of our Materialistic Age." Jappie's criticism and many of my experiences with systems give me a level of uncertainty and distrust of "systems".

 ***

north to Nso
On Thursday, the 18th, we put Boyd and Bea in a CDC Landrover to Douala, visited the Fon of Mankon and ended the Bamenda part of our tour by hosting another great dinner with Jappie and a host of the St. Augustine’s Alumni. On the morning of the 19th we headed north on the ring road to Nso. The ring road was as we remembered it. The majestic views had not changed. 

I turned right at Babanki Tungo onto the road to Benedict Mukong's compound. There were no street signs so I was relying on my memory. The road was almost lost in the elephant grass. I recalled the first time twelve years before when I had driven down from Kumbo to take my measure of Benedict. He had won the election as President at the Credit Union League and I wanted to know him. I was told that Ben was a radical ex teacher who did not hesitate to speak his mind. How would he receive a young priest who had only come to Cameroon less than five years ago? All of a sudden the Blazer popped out of the tall grass and there was Ben. He was standing on the verandah, just like before. The same feeling came over me that I felt on the first day we spent together. "This is a good man. A man I respect just like my father."

We spent the afternoon on the porch, like old generals drinking mimbo and reliving the old wars. Lorraine and Ellie got acquainted and Lorraine met little Lorraine, her namesake. Rob and Matt went off into the bush with the Mukong boys. Two families with such different backgrounds were brought together that day. This was one more benefit which came from our mutual credit union experience. We talked about his time as President of the Cameroon Credit Union League and as President of ACCOSCA. We talked about the film, "Credit for Kikai Kelaki", which was now distributed around the world. We talked about the manual and League by-laws, which we fashioned. There were the normal regrets that are common to the organizers who now have been retired and who bemoan the way the bureaucrats now run things.

It was hard keeping awake that afternoon as we continued our trip to Nso. Ndop Plain was still an endless number turns, high grass and overloaded Mammy Wagons. I felt the same old relief as we began the assent to Jakiri. Climbing the hill still made me feel like I was coming home. As we turned one particular bend in the road, just after Nkar I thought I recognized the spot where I had my first accident when my Honda 90 ran into the goat.   

We arrived at the Highland Hotel, just south of Kumbo Town at 4:40. When we were in Yaounde we had made arrangements with William Bomboye to rent his Hotel for Christmas week.  Bomboye was another old friend who was on the teaching staff with us and later became the second Principal of St. Augustine's College. He gave us the Hotel for the price of hiring the cook.  As long as we kept the rooms clean the place was ours.  


Kumbo Town 

Except for the four of us and a cook, the Hotel was empty. Over the next week we entertained a constant stream of guests; teachers, cooks students, and old friends who came to visit. Michael and Rose Banseka were the first to arrive. Michael had retired from managing the Cameroon Credit Union League. Francis Sitar surprised us. Francis had risen to become an executive with the Digital Corporation. He was back home from Massachusetts to visit his family.

Our mail was waiting for us in the hotel lobby. My TIME Dec. 15 1980, had the story of Dorothy Day's life and death. I met Dorothy in 1959 when I was studying Philosophy in the Seminary at St. Louis University. I have been a regular subscriber to the Catholic Worker for the past decade. The Worker published a story that I wrote about the Credit Unions in West Africa entitled "Fashioning Mutual Aid" in their February 1972 issue. I am one of the many people who Dorothy's life has touched in her mission "to bring about a society where it is easier to do good"1
In the argument about systems, Dorothy was clearly on Jappie's side. The Worker's organization was anything but systematic. Dorothy and her follower's were truly anarchists. And yet she had a much greater influence on people in the US than, perhaps, any systematic approach of our century. In the words of the columnist, Garry Will who was quoted in the Dec. 15 TIME article, p.75, "Dorothy Day was one of the great figures of the twentieth century. She had subterranean influence - the influence of people who make you say after meeting them, 'I’ve got to be better than I am.'" I pray that some of the thoughts that Dorothy and her "Catholic Worker" planted in my heart have come out of me and into this book.

Over the next five days we took trips to the Fon's palace, to the Fai of Kikai Kelaki's compound, to Fumban and other places of interest in the area but I spent a good part of the time visiting with Michael Banseka and touring the Credit Unions in the area. In a word, they were thriving. The movement had passed the ten-year mark and its documented success gave me all of the evidence I needed and the right to give the credit unions a central place in my report to the National Planning Conference in September. The credit union visits and a report from Michael were two of my goals for this trip.

The boys had colds so Lorraine and I left them at the Hotel on Sunday morning the 21st when we went to Mass at Kumbo Church. The church is huge and I don't think anyone recognized us except Ari when he gave us communion. After Mass we went to the "Father House". The walk to the house was the same but there was a new stone house at the end of the walk replacing the one that was there when I arrived for the first time in August 1965. Old Jappie-Jappie died and was buried in the Churchyard. Ari was as warm and friendly to Lorraine and me as he had been to me on the first night we met fifteen years before.

In the afternoon on Christmas Eve we drove to St. Augustine's College. The Blazer was acting up.  The right front tire was overheating, even after the short drive from the Highland. When we reached the top of the hill and turned into the College road the tire was smoking. "I'll think about that tomorrow!"

We had a warm reception and a good lunch in the convent that Brother Francis built. All of the sisters were new and seemed to be very interested in 'early history' from two of St. Augustine's pioneers. They were especially interested in how the sisters came to St. Augustine's. It’s a good story and one of the sisters taped the conversation for posterity.

  
Christmas, 1980

"I think it was a good idea to come back." Lorraine said after a beautiful Christmas Midnight Mass in the Tatum Church. We were relaxed as we sat in the Blazer on that silent night, that holy night, that crisp, clear moon lit night looking out at Kumbo town in the valley below. At that moment I was so thankful Lorraine and I had met and joined our lives in marriage.  

We looked across the Kumbo valley to St. Augustine's College. We could see its buildings in the moonlight. We talked about how we met, our first years together at St. Augustine's and all the circumstances that brought us here again, back in Nso where we first met. God must have a wonderful sense of humor. I hear stories of how couples met in the first grade and were in love all through their school days, married right out of High School. We have a different story.  We married at 39 and 36. We grew up miles and cultures apart; mid-west/Irish, Boston/French Canadian. Each of us had been through several careers, living celibate lives with the Holy Union Sisters and the Mill Hill Fathers, not looking to change. Still more remarkable than our different backgrounds was the thin thread of events and decisions which first led us both to Cameroon and finally to be teaching on the same college faculty. Was this only a series of accidents? The laws of chance rule out even the remote possibility all of these events could have happened by accident. To believe that our meeting and then later our marriage happened by accident would accept an argument a monkey sitting at a typewriter could type out Lincon's Gettysburg Address "by accident". If anyone would have predicted then that one day we would be here, married with two boys, I would have declared them insane."

We cut down a tree, brought it into the sitting room and decorated it with anything we could find. Lorraine - as on every other Christmas - managed somehow to come up with five brightly wrapped presents under the tree. There was one for everyone - except herself. We had a feast on two chickens, mashed potatoes, dressing and cranberry sauce! It was the most beautiful Christmas I had ever had. I hoped the others felt the same way. Francis Sitar joined us after our dinner. It was like old times on Abbe Ave. when Francis was living with us while he was getting his college degree in accounting. He had two bottles of scotch, two tennis racquets and a monopoly game. When he heard Lorraine had no presents, he gave her his tennis racquet. Francis was a good friend who died suddenly on June 15, 1992.   

It had been a magic week. Time stopped. We were more than just miles away from the politics of Yaounde and USAID. We had turned the clock back 15 years and were back in our beloved Nso.  But it had to end. I took the Blazer to Brother Francis who agreed to look at the tire that was overheating. It was the bearings and he was able to fix it and get us back on the road.  


Kikai Kelaki remembered
The day before we were to leave I took the Blazer across the valley to Kikai Kelaki. I arrived on the School-Church yard just before dark. No one was around. A new beautiful black stone Church that Fr. Kaulkman built now dominated the compound. The old church that I loved and said Mass in every morning was hidden behind the new church. I passed by the new building and entered the old mud brick building that was the only parish church I ever served as a priest.

The building was being used to store lumber and cement blocks. Only the altar rail and several of the old benches remained. As I walked up the aisle the Church came alive and I cried to myself as I heard again the entry hymn, 'Tata sewi wo mayone'

To the side of the altar was my old chair. I went over and sat and looked back out over my old congregation. It was here at the men's doctrine class that it all began. "Whatever happens, no one can take these beautiful memories away." As I sat alone in the cool evening light, a cock stuck his head in the door and crowed. Just like the night at the men's doctrine class. 


return to the scene of the accident

We left the Highland Hotel on Sunday, Dec. 28 for the next leg of our trip to Nkambe. We began the day at Mass in the new church at Kikai Kelaki. We arrived a few minutes late and were able to sneak into the back of the church but the news spread and after Mass we were overwhelmed by the women of the parish. The pushing and shoving got so bad that Matt and Rob were terrified.  

When the road is in good shape it's a two-hour drive from Kumbo to Nkambe. My accident on Sunday, April 21, 1968 happened on this road. As we approached the spot I began reliving every minute of it. That was the fateful day when I tried to pass the USAID truck on the Nkambe road. Counting from my first birthday, I would be 48. Counting from the night, which I call my second birthday I was coming up on my thirteenth year. I was 'born again' that night in the Nkambe Maternity. The event explains why I often acted more like a teenager than someone who was approaching 50!  Saul Alinsky who also had a near death-'born again' experience writes: 

"Once you accept your own death all of a sudden you are free to live. You no longer care about your reputation. You no longer care except so far as your life can be used tactically - to promote a cause that you believe in."

After we passed Tatum I began looking for the spot. The Blazer was quiet and I did not share my thoughts until we rounded a corner and I knew we were there. "Lorraine this is the place!"   Before anyone could ask I was out of the car and trotting toward a small boy walking alongside of the road.  "Neyu servi wo."

The kid froze in amazement. His traditional Lamso greeting was the last thing he expected from the American in the big Chevy Blazer with the US AID symbol painted on the door. "Sa Ka.  Una sabbe some place fo dis road whe some fatta done get some bad accident? Time whe he motoa done fall off road? Dis thing he been be for like 15 years for back. I be member say, de motoa been be some VW."  I was trying to communicate in my best but rusty Pidgen English.

Now the kid was totally confused. Not only was I speaking his language, I was asking about an accident that happened several years before he was born. But he knew what I was talking about.   The afternoon the Father from Nso drove his VW off the cliff on the Nkambe road had become part of the local history.

"I sabbe em. Da motoa, he de for down. 

The news was electric. I whirled and began running down the hill. "Lorraine I found it! I'm going down to see the car." It was one of those magic moments international living taught me to recognize. People who have traveled the world and have lived in different cultures as I have can relate to what I was experiencing as we ran together down the steep slope. These things happen when two people with different backgrounds find a common agenda and have the privilege to work together. This young boy probably had lived no more than twelve years and probably had not been outside of a twelve-mile radius in those twelve years. His life was a world of family, village, farm, school and market. I left my neighborhood in 1950. Since then I had traveled through six careers, three graduate degrees, and had lived in three continents. And yet the six foot four, 48 year old American, and the five foot four, 12 year old Cameroonian were a team on a mission as we jumped and slid down the steep hill to the spot that linked us. Then for a wonderful few minutes we stood together looking at the remains of the VW, twisted and jammed in a Rafia Palm Grove. There was no conversation. Before I could say 'thank you' he was gone. He had shown me the place. There was nothing more he could do. The boy disappeared like the road worker on the 'Kennedy Lorry' who saved my life on that fateful Sunday afternoon, April 21, 1968.

Lorraine, Robert and Matthew were there now with the cameras. The magic was gone. Looking back up the hill I could see the spot where the car left the road. It was dry season. Just like now.  "Dad, listen to me!" Robert was 8 years old and knew how to bring his dad back into focus. He and Matt had been examining the wreckage in amazement and now were filled with questions.  "Let me get a piece of this car as a relic", I said as I jumped into the hole. When we get back on the road to Nkambe I will tell you the whole story." I struggled to twist a piece of the doorframe.  Just then it came off with a jerk.

For a moment I leaned against the cool earth on the side of the VW's grave. It was so quiet and peaceful there I felt a relationship with this spot to the unknown grave still waiting for me. This grave could have been mine but instead interred the rusting body of the VW that never made it to tea that fateful Sunday afternoon. Lorraine and her two beautiful children stood at the grave's rim, framed by the strong sun. They seemed so distant. Curious strangers, old acquaintances come to pay their last respects. For a brief moment, the experience of death, that wonderful metaphysical finality linked me closer to the cold metal of the car body than the living looking down on both of us in curious wonder. For that brief moment time again collapsed and my entire life appeared in a moment of judgment. But the decision didn't come, and like that April afternoon, it was postponed by again another hand that reached out to help me back into the mundane world of successive events.

I was meditating on my death as we drove away from the scene. Having just looked at my first death, I realized that dying was going to be the easiest thing I would ever have to do. It was getting there and how difficult it would be getting there. We rode in silence for the next 30 minutes. The hamatan dust was so heavy that you could look directly into the noonday sun without squinting. We drove along the ridge of one hill after another, one curve after another expecting Nkambe around each bend in the road.

My left arm rested in the window frame and baked in the sun while it supported my hand on the wheel. My right hand worked the knotted cartilage in my mangled right ear, a habit recommended by the doctor who sewed my ear back onto my head. He told me that by working it every time I had an opportunity, I could shape it back into something that looked like a normal ear. The cartilage had long since hardened and the cauliflower ear was a permanent feature but the habit remained.


Nkambe, the top of the Ring Road

We were half way around the Ring Road, at its most northern and highest point (7,500 ft.) as we rounded a bend and coasted into Nkambe. The road was crowded with people, women with piles of everything imaginable balanced on their heads (how do they do that!) and kids running out into the street. As we entered the town, I looked up at the maternity where a runaway Hungarian Nazi doctor and three African nurses saved my life.

Nkambe has a healthy climate and is surrounded by mountains and beautiful scenery. The last government outpost before you reach Nigeria dominates the center of town. We reported to the District Office. After meeting and interviewing the government and cooperative officers and members, we visited the mission and met two English priests who were new to the dioceses and were not Mill Hill Fathers. One of them was a ventriloquist who entertained the boys and a large group of local kids on the front porch of the mission.


Kimbi River Game Reserve 

After a light lunch at the mission, we continued on our journey to our next stop for the night, the Kimbi River Game Reserve government rest house. The road turns west as you leave Nkambe and almost immediately falls 5,500 feet to the Mbo plain. We arrived at the rest house at 4:30, in time to unpack and drive out to a water hole where we were delighted by a parade of antelope and water bucks. There was a cook on duty who prepared an enjoyable meal of steak and eggs. There was a fire in the fireplace. The plain can get cold at night during the dry season. We warmed up with cups of hot chocolate and Lorraine and the boys were off to bed. I was too excited to sleep so I put another log on the fire and recalled the last time I was in this plain, Easter, 1969, almost a year after the accident when I walked to the Donga River.  

The fire was beautiful and I had three of the quart bottles of beer I picked up in Nkambe! I was having so much fun reliving my previous life that I completely forgot about Lorraine and the boys and was back in Cameroon as a missionary. My thoughts went from the Donga River to the Bantem trip. All of a sudden I was with Jappie at St. Augustine's then I was at St. Bede's. It was the feast of Christ the King, October 30, 1966 and we were celebrating our first Mass in the new Christ the King Church by erecting a cross on the top of the hill overlooking the College.      

I was enjoying the conversation I was having with myself and laughing so much that I didn't want the night to end. I could only remember the good times. This was why I was so bad at raising money in the US church appeals. I didn't tell stories of the starving children with the distended bellies. I told stories about happy people who were working to improve their lives. I chose the ending of the USIS film. 'Life in Kikai Kelaki is good and getting better because of the credit union and the people who made it happen'. 

On my way back to Cameroon from my leave to the US in 1967, I stopped at Mill Hill and had lunch with my former Rector, Fr. Sheridan. He asked me how I was doing. I told him that I was having more fun than I ever had in all my life. He beamed! "That's it! If you are not having fun you won't be able to help anyone!"

"Is something wrong?" It was morning, the fire had gone out and Lorraine found me sound asleep in the chair.


the "back side" of the Ring Road

We left early for Wum where we had scheduled a meeting with the N. W. Provincial Development Committee. We drove to the parish church where Tony, (Long Neck) Jansen, the parish priest offered us his shower. It was welcome after two dusty days on the road. Tony volunteered to baby sit while we had lunch with Governor Abouem Tchoy and his wife in the Government house overlooking the lake where Tony, David and our boys were swimming.  

Wum Lake, like Lake Oku, is one of a series of crater lakes that make up the "Cameroon Line".  This fault line is the top right part of the "Y" whose apex is Mt. Malabo on the former Fernando Po Island (now part of Equatorial Guinea). The bottom leg runs south along the coast of Africa and the top left leg represents the Africa coast as it turns west at Mt. Cameroon.  Mt. Malabo and Mt. Cameroon are the first two mountains on the line. The line is a tear in the earth's surface that occurred about 100 million years ago when Africa and South America were ripped asunder.2
After lunch we made a dash for Bamenda. I wanted to go through Njinikom and St. Bede's but we were told that the road was almost impassable. So we headed off on the road to Menchum Falls, Bafut and Bamenda. Since I wouldn't have the opportunity to show the boys the cross on the mountain overlooking Christ the King Church at St. Bede's, I decided to tell them the story.  

We arrived at Menchum Falls late in the afternoon. Menchum Falls is a short walk off the road and if you are not careful you can miss the sign. It is one of the largest falls in Africa. An awesome sight, but that is it, no concession stands and no post cards. After a few minutes we were back in the Blazer and on to Bafut and Bamenda. It was too late to stop in Bafut. If you want to read about this very interesting place, I suggest you read the book, "Bafut Beagles" by Gerald Durrell.    

We were back in the Ring Way Hotel by 5:30, just in time to clean up for a dinner and wedding at the home of Michael and Rose Banseka. It was only after a wonderful Cameroonian dinner that we found out that the traditional Nso marriage ritual was to honor Lorraine. Mike, Rose and their six children dashed (gave) Lorraine a beautiful stool and a chicken. While Lorraine sat on the stool with the chicken flopping at her feet, the Banseka family danced and sang a song which said that she was to sit on her stool and that she was not to work for the next two weeks.  

We took the stool with us but dashed the chicken to our cook at the hotel. In the morning we  made a run for Yaounde. We stopped three times, for Breakfast in Bafoussam at the President Hotel (nice), at Bafang where Lorraine had been the Principal of a Girl's School for four years and at the convent in Nkongsamba to visit with some of Lorraine's sisters from her days as a nun. It is 6,500' down hill from Bafoussam to sea level at Douala and from there you turn east and climb back up 4,000' to Yaounde. We left the Douala traffic at 3:00PM. The road was under construction for the last 180k, single lane stretches and potholes - very big potholes. The right front wheel began acting up again and got so hot that you could not touch it. We all were very dirty, very tired and very thankful when we arrived at our home in Yaounde at 9:00 that night.

This was just one of the 23 trips we made into the seven provinces. By the time of the National Seminar in August, we had visited with each of the seven governors, almost all of the district officers and met with government staff and with community groups in every arrondissement (county) in the country.

We ended the year with a big party at Andrew's house. The national plan team, several of our contractors, many Cameroonian dignitaries and US AID people were there. Kathy told me all our subcontractor contracts had been approved and the money was now in our account.


drafting a National Plan for Community Development
I only have one draft copy of the "National Plan for Community Development"3. When this book is complete I plan to donate it to the Joseph and Matthew Payton Philanthropic Studies Library in Indianapolis.4 I hope the library accepts my donation and I hope that someday, someone reads it.  Because it is a good plan! It is a good plan not because I wrote it. It was a good plan because I managed to get and keep so many talented, unruly and independent people working hard on it, under difficult conditions, over the first eight months of 1981. I began to understand the challenges that a conductor like Eugene Ormandy must face when he is working to keep an orchestra of talented musicians and prima donnas in concert to produce a beautiful symphony.

Andrew had a management style similar to Baroni's. He would flit in and out. Sometimes he would take charge and other times he would disappear and then I would hear of a comment he made about how scandalized he was over something we were doing. His staff reflected his management style. They patronized him and then did whatever they wanted to do.   

After we settled things with AID, Boyd and Bea got into war with them. Now Boyd and Bea were going to quit. Now they were going to write their congressman. Then in June, without any warning, Al was thrown out of the country.  We never did find out why.  

I had to supervise four very independent subcontractors who were doing research papers for necessary background and to justify arguments that we were making in the plan.  

It seemed the team was constantly fighting and even Lorraine would take sides against me. She became the spokeswoman for the opposition on several occasions. I had to continue to work with the USAID and Cameroonian bureaucracies. I had to keep reminding Johnson Nwkain he worked for me and not for Andrew. Four months into the contract I discovered that Ester, our secretary had not been paid so I took a day off chasing her papers through a ministry.  

We fired a driver and a cook for stealing. Every time I moved there seemed to be someone asking for a handout or demanding a bribe. The roads were blockaded by pot craters (too big to be called potholes) and police demanding a handout before you could proceed. When we were in Yaounde we drove to the office in the morning, came back at noon, drove back for a second time at 3:00 and finally returned home sometime after 7:00PM. The traffic was worse than anything I had ever seen anywhere in the world. The wife of one of our Cameroonian counterparts was killed in a car wreck. There was hardly a day when we wouldn't see a terrible accident, mangled cars, dead and wounded bodies on the road. Five days a week we offered up our two beautiful boys as sacrificial lambs to be Yaounde road kill. When I saw the way Grace Kaba, Matt's teacher, drove to school every day with our two boys and three of her children in her little Renault, I asked her why she drove so fast. She responded; "The roads are so dangerous I want to spend as little time as possible on them."

I can't remember a day when one of us wasn't sick. Lorraine wound up in surgery and Matt in an oxygen tent. For a few very touch and go days we thought we might loose him. If we hadn't run away from the US Embassy nurse and gone to a Cameroonian doctor I do not know if he would have made it.  

One day Rob packed a small bag and put his soccer ball under his arm and decided to run away.  By the time he got to the bottom of the hill every kid in the neighborhood was walking along behind him shouting: "Robert is running away." After another 200 yards of this embarrassment, Rob sat down on his ball and pouted. He couldn't even run away from this place. I walked down the street and sat down with him. "I know exactly how you feel, Rob. Some days I feel the same way."

We discovered that our Blazers did not have shock absorbers! The mail was so bad our bills would not arrive until they were a month overdue and our payments did not get to American Express until after our cards were canceled with an angry letter. Fortunately, the communications were so bad that Am Express wasn't able to tell the hotels we were staying in so we continued to use the cards without interruption.          

There were many times that made our time in Yaounde not only livable but also fun. I remember the quiet breakfasts on our front porch. Anytime the weather would allow, morning, noon or night we enjoyed meals and relaxing times on our front porch. We played a lot of bridge with Bea and Boyd. We played Monopoly and other board games with the boys. On weekends we would play tennis, go swimming and enjoy hamburgers at the American club. The Jatos introduced us to many of their favorite African restaurants. We met many old friends. Our home was continually visited by old priest and sister friends from our missionary days and ex students from our teaching days. We enjoyed watching the boys grow up. They still fought but Matt found a new way to pester Rob. Using only his feet and hands, Matt could climb a palm tree faster than a monkey. Then, from his perch he could continue to taunt Rob and if he came close enough, he could hit him with a palm nut.

Still we were working under a lousy contract. There wasn't nearly enough time or money allotted to accomplish the outputs that were part of the contract. We had lost the first four months of the 13 months we had to complete the contract in the bureaucratic wastelands of USAID and the Department of Community Development. Despite the obstacles and the set backs, we committed to make it work. At the ninth planning unit meeting on January 3, the nine of us committed to put our five black heads and four white heads together and come up with a good national plan. We set a goal to present a National Plan for Community Development, which would be approved by all nine of the Provincial Governors at the NPCD Seminar on September 21.  

As we continued to meet, travel and debate our findings our team began to reach a consensus on a "VILLAGE CENTER" strategy. Like the neighborhood-centered policy we had adopted in Missouri, we agreed that the village was Cameroon's most valued resource. The village was the nurturing womb for the family. It takes a village to raise a child. The villages in Cameroon, unlike our neighborhoods in America, had not been destroyed by the Industrial Age. But they were rapidly moving toward the endangered list. Big oil had taken a foothold on the Cameroon beaches and the exodus of young men and women from the villages to the cities was draining the village world and its economy. This was the reason we organized the Kikai Kelaki Credit Union in 1965.  

The villages we visited ranged in size from 500 to 2,000 people. Every village had a rural council made up of the local chiefs, village leaders and representatives of each of the ministries that were engaged in rural development, i.e. agriculture, health, plan, education, social services, public works and community development.    

Participation was a way of life in the villages. If the people decided that they needed a church they would organize and build the church. If they wanted a primary school in their village the ministry of education would require that they build the school and provide housing for the teachers before they would send the teachers and accredit the school. If they wanted a road, the public works ministry would provide the engineering and a grant for the materials that could not be provided locally but the people would have to dig the road by hand, just like they had to do in order to complete the road to Bantem.

We visited places in Cameroon I had only read about. Al and I spent a very enjoyable afternoon with Sisters Patrick Joseph and Paul Anna at their home in Moloundou, a remote village in Pigmy country on the Congo border. We looked across the Ngoko river into the Congo. This time I decided not to swim across into another country! 

Our decision to come to the villages with questions rather than answers was a new approach.  Just as in the US, each agency representative and each expert had the bottled solution to the village's problems.  By contrast, our four questions (see p. 236) were open-ended.     

The questions worked every time we used the approach and listened to what the people had to say. All of us were amazed at the village discussions, which the questions stimulated, and excited about the information we gathered from these discussions.5

a National Recognition Program
We introduced our methodology in a paper that was presented to Cameroon National Union Congress in Bafoussam in February. We felt that the Conference theme and agenda, "The Mastery of Our Development" gave us an excellent opportunity to present our ideas in a paper entitled: NATIONAL RECOGNITION PROGRAM FOR COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT, an idea I borrowed from our Missouri MCB program.

"The theme and agenda of the Cameroon National Union Congress ... addresses the central issue in development, "who plans?" When President Ahidjo asks the question "who plans?"  he is asking the critical question : Development for whom?

If Cameroonian villages are to be part of the national development process they must be an essential part of the planning process. How? The Government does not have the resources to organize and educate village committees in the discipline of planning. Much less does it have the resources to assist in the carrying out of each of the development plans for each and every village within the country. This is just as well. Top down development plans have not succeeded involving people at the village level.

The key to the successful implementation of the Bafoussam Congress mandate could not come in the form of a detailed plan. Following the President's invitation it had to come in the form of a recognition process which legitimizes, credentializes, encourages and rewards self-help efforts at the village level.

Our plan argued the Community Development Department was in a unique position to assist the Government in this task. Its traditional role is to encourage the educational, organizational and discipline activities in the village, which are absolutely fundamental to a national community develop​ment process. Through this process each citizen has an opportunity to participate. A national recognition program encourages and promotes this 'trickle up' approach to community and economic development."


the trickle up approach 

In Missouri I advocated this approach to economic development. It was labeled a 'trickle up' approach as opposed to the 'trickle down' approach which argues that what we do to help those on top will trickle down and lift up everyone else in the economy. In designing the National Planning process we took the 'trickle up' approach. We would start at the village level with questions that would get the villager's talking. We would faithfully record what was said in these village meetings and take the information to the Governors of each of the seven provinces. Each of the provincial NPCD committees would digest this information and use it in drafting their "Provincial Plan". The seven provincial plans would be presented at the National NPCD Seminar for consideration, debate and finally adopted as part of the NPCD plan.

At each village we found the 'trickle up' approach to be so radical that it took the first part of each of our meetings convincing the people in attendance that we were serious about wanting to know what they thought, felt and wanted. Each meeting began just like the Kikai Kelaki Credit Union discussions started, with an open question: "Who are you?" the question was always followed by a long and awkward silence. It was all we could do not to jump into the vacuum. Like Didacus on that night in the church at Kikai Kelaki, the local experts would want to fill the vacuum with their answers but we wouldn't let them.     

"What is your name?" "What is your story?" After a while one of the villagers would risk speaking out. It would always be in the form of another question. We were all trained in the next critical step of the process. We boomeranged the question or ignored it. We would never answer it. Sometimes we wanted to put duck tape on the mouths of the local agents to keep them from giving us their answer.       

Every time we were true to the process, it worked. After one or two boomeranged questions we couldn't hold the discussion back. Sometimes we had to facilitate but only sometimes. We mostly just listened and recorded. When the discussion the first question elicited finally died down we would ask the second question: "What do you have of value here? What are your resources?" When the discussion over these questions elicited died down we would ask more questions: "What do you want for yourselves and for your children? How can we help?"

This trickle up planning process led us to some remarkable discoveries. The most remarkable was the discovery of what the village people wanted the most.  

On the first day of spring, 1981, I was alone in my room at the Ring Way Hotel. It was a Sunday afternoon and there was a noisy tea dance going on outside my window. It was impossible to take a nap so I decided to begin to collate the answers we were getting from the villages to see if I could find some common threads in the responses. Before I left on this trip I picked up all of the responses we had gathered to date. We were over 70% complete on our village visitation schedule and I had just completed gathering all of the village data from the North West.

I was mechanically trying to fit the responses to the third question, "What do you want for yourselves and for your children? into the service areas that were being delivered at the sub-divisional (village) level: i.e. agriculture, health, plan, education, social services, public works and community development. The tea dance was bothering my concentration and I was aggravated that I was unable to fit so many of the answers into our preselected division of "wants". When all of a sudden it hit me and I began restacking the responses into new categories, not the ones we had pre-selected but into a new set of categories that reflected their "wants". As I did, I became more and more excited over the mounting evidence that the one thing that villagers in every province in the country wanted more than anything else was something that the government was not providing in any of its village level service delivery: recreation. 

My first instinct was to run to the court yard window, throw open the window and shout to the tea dancers, "Eureka! The answer is recreation!" But then I realized that was exactly what was going on for the last two hours outside my window. Now how can we announce a spiritual need to a government which had assumed all the wants were material! What will USAID think! I went over the responses again and again. The data was there. But it went against Maslow and my firm belief that before you could minister to the spiritual life you had to take care of the temporal.  Obviously both are important but in the eyes of the villager, the spiritual still had the highest priority.  WOW!

The data we gathered from the 'trickle up' stage was presented in reports at each of the seven provincial seminars. The reports created a lot of favorable press and our national planning activities became one of the hottest topics in the country.6 The team contractors were coming to their terms and I was faced with the job of weaving all the reports into the final plan document. The Gantt chart on my wall reminded me that the deadline for my first draft was September 1.

Boyd and Al presented their papers in the last week of May. We celebrated the end of the contract with a party at our home on May 30. After everyone else had left, the gang of four sat together on our verandah and had our last drink together. We put Boyd and Bea on the plane the next day. Al and Lorraine agreed to stay and help me prepare the plan and I requested an extension on their contracts. While we were waiting for approval on the contract amendment, the director of AID called me to his office and told me that he had been informed that Al was ordered out of the country, immediately. I went from the AID office to Al's apartment. He had no idea why. The gendarmere (police) had been there and taken all his papers. They gave him a ticket on a plane leaving that evening to Fernando Po. I helped him pack and drove him to the airport. A police car followed us. The gendarmere met us at the ticket counter. One advantage to being thrown out is that you do not have to get into the pushing and shoving lines. We were escorted to a private room where Al and I sat and talked until boarding time. I watched the captain hand Al his passport as he walked into the airplane.

AID loved Lorraine's report. "Excellent. This is a plan, well written." Andrew had a fit. "Cheep shot. It should be rewritten. Comments are colored. She does not understand our culture. It is only a matter of personalities." I was very proud of her. In my opinion, it was the best report of the three. It was a plan with specific recommendations, which addressed some very real problems in the department. But I also knew it would cause an explosion when she presented it. Andrew called me into his office, closed the door and wanted to have a man to man talk. He wanted me to mussel Lorraine! "She is your wife. Can't you control her!" I threw my hands up. "I am afraid you don't understand our culture, Andrew."  

The report stood. It was good and even before it went into print women from within and outside of the CD department were thanking Lorraine for having the integrity to say what needed to be said. The women's service was lip service. The department was getting grants from all around the world for the wonderful things they were claiming to do to promote the role of women in Cameroon's economy. But as soon as the money and land rovers would arrive the promises were forgotten. The money and the land rovers were appropriated to other sections within the department. We paid the price. My request to extend Lorraine's contract was not approved. No good deed ever goes unpunished.

June 14 was Lorraine's last day on the job. She offered to stay on without pay but we decided she should have a vacation with the kids who were getting out of school on the 17th. I would finish out the contract as originally planned. On Monday morning I fired Johnson and hired Vincent. Johnson was Andrew's gofer. I needed my own team to finish the plan.


a double loop information system
On June 22 I hired Dennis Lainjo to do the paper I needed on "Management Systems". Dennis was a former student of mine at Sacred Heart College. I ran into him on a trip to Bamenda and we scheduled a tennis game. After the game I found he had just graduated with a Masters of Science Degree in Industrial Engineering from the Ecole Polytechnique at the University of Montreal. He graduated, cum laude, with a Bachelor of Science degree in Computer Science and Mathematics. Dennis was looking for a job and I was looking for a consultant who would be able to design and produce a "Management Systems Report", one of the last products I needed to complete the NPCD. The fit was made in Heaven. Dennis walked into my office in the morning and by that afternoon AID signed off on the contract! AID was wowed by his credentials and wondered where I had found him.

In addition to presenting a management report that detailed the normal data collection, planning, organizing, evaluating, control and support systems, I wanted him to think outside the box. The traditional Industrial Age information systems were designed for one major reason, control. The classic design was a "cybernetic system" which starts with the transmission of information down the vertical lines in the organizational charts. This "top down" initiation required a "bottoms up" response. Control and feedback were the essential elements of a cybernetic system whose purpose is the detection and correction of errors.      

I wanted to recommend a "double loop" information system that would institutionalize the "trickle up" approach we used in the information gathering phase of the NPCD. In our meetings with Andrew and the ministers and department heads, we often heard the Cameroon did not have the resources to provide the necessary "matching funds" for grants or the necessary equity to partner in large development projects. In our village meetings however, we recorded story after story of self-help development projects. Villagers would gather the stones, make the mud blocks, clear the right of way and volunteer and contribute hundreds of thousands of in-kind hours and cash contributions to complete local development projects.

Although these local initiatives and investments were lauded in every five-year plan and political speech, the elite in Yaounde had no idea of the size, the scope or the impact this activity was having on the economy and the development of the nation. Just as the elite and professors in the think tanks and universities in the US have absolutely no idea what is happening in Mary's Home Missouri, the same thing was happening in Cameroon, with the same results. Arrogant and uninformed politicians and "intellectuals" were designing five year plans, launching programs and issuing orders without any clue what would happen as a result of their dictates. To insure they would never learn, field staff would lie. From the way the information would come down it was very obvious field staff knew what would be the expected results. In order to please their superiors they would "feed back" the data their bosses wanted to see. The information system was flawed and I wanted to correct it, systematically.

I gave Dennis several papers written by Chris Argyris, one of my professors at Harvard.7 I felt writing the NPCD was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to give the department of Community Development the competitive advantage of a double loop information system. It was the dawn of the Information Age and we were just beginning to understand knowledge power.    

I just about drove Dennis nuts over his paper. I accepted the other consultant papers almost without any comment but I kept sending Dennis' report back for further modification. His paper and the double loop information system model were almost always on my mind. The concept was simple. We wanted to propose a system that would encourage and help people at the village level take responsibility for the integrity of the information system. They would be asked to provide reliable information to the system. Their input would be shared up and down, vertically and horizontally. Reliable data leads to informed choices, which can be defended by the information in the system's repository. It was an Information Age model that was ten years in front of networked computers and relational databases. I was convinced it would give us hard figures, results that would justify future investments in the Cameroonian village economies.    

Dennis took out his frustration by beating me at tennis but as soon as the game was over I would ask him to reconsider this point and develop that one further. In the end he produced an excellent report. My focus on the management report worried Andrew. He was concerned that it might have some political repercussions.

July and August were filled to the brim with work. In between the seven Provincial Seminars, I completed the NPCD report in both French and English and began to project the cost of implementing the NPCD over the next five years. I needed hours and rolls of adding machine tape to work on the numbers. I took the work home to have the quiet I needed to complete the job only to find myself in the middle of a hospital ward. Rob came down with phenomena  followed by Matt. I wanted Lorraine to take them home. By Sunday, July 12 we were desperate.  Matt was under a steam tent and couldn't keep anything down. He was dehydrated and we didn't know where to turn. Even Rob began to worry about Matt!

The embassy nurse was no help. She suggested that we should evacuate Matt to Paris for treatment. In his condition, he wouldn't have made it. In desperation, Lorraine went to Grace Kaba and Miriam Jato and told then how sick Matt was getting. Twenty minutes later Dr. Catherine Ngu arrived with Grace and Miriam. An hour later Matt was on the mend! When the US nurse arrived the four ladies attacked her. She was glad to get out of our house alive! Then Lorraine got sick. Would I ever get the plan and all of the cost projections done?    

Almost every day in August it was the same. I would get up at 3:00 am and work on the CD organization plan and cost projections until 7:00. After a short walk, shower and breakfast I drove to the office where I would supervise the report production. I would return home by about 10:00 to continue working on the cost projections and organization plan until 1:00. After lunch and a nap I was up by 3:00 to begin again. I worked until dinner. After a short rest I would go back to my work and stay with it until I dropped. I can remember the late nights crunching the numbers and covering the floor with adding machine paper.  

Dennis told me that I needed a computer and tried to explain what one could do for me. Then one day at the club, I met a man who had a Texas Instruments TC 58-59 hand held computer.   Within a few minutes he showed my how to use it. I was fascinated at how quickly it would crunch the numbers and give me the answers I needed. After what I had just been through, I was convinced that I was holding the future in the palm of my hand.


SEMINAIRE NATIONAL
500 copies of the NPCD were stacked in my office by Thursday afternoon, September 10. I delivered the first two to Andrew and USAID. Andrew was delighted. Kathy and USAID praised the plan as "brilliant". My work was done. The rest would only be the formalities and the parties. I sat on our porch with Lorraine at breakfast on Friday morning and enjoyed the satisfaction that you can only have after you have worked your butt off to achieve a goal. We talked about all the obstacles we had met and overcame on the road. The low stratocumulus clouds were racing across the sky in tight formation. It was a beautiful, clear and fresh rain season morning. I remembered how I felt when I drove into Bantem and congratulated myself.  Like reaching Bantem in my VW, everyone said that it couldn't be done. Like Bantem, it was a team victory. Like Bantem, I was the leader and the encourager. And like Bantem, I almost quit.

I remembered other times when I didn't quit lasted, the course and reached the goal. I recalled the six-year internal struggle against my doubts throughout my seminary life, even up to the day of my ordination. I still have a nightmare that I am in the seminary about to be ordained and know I should quit because I know I will not be able to live out my life as a celibate. But I can't seem to quit. I completed engineering school. I have another recurring nightmare. I am in the coffee shop at St. Louis University wasting my time. I know there is a class out there I have fallen behind in and I don't know where it is and what I need to do to catch up. There were the two times that I almost washed out of flight school but fought hard and became one of the eleven, out of the 31 that started out in the class of 56Q, to receive Air Force Pilot's wings.  

I discovered a pattern in my behavior. I have a lot of talent but I always seem to start slow, making the road more difficult than it needs to. Because of my procrastination I get into jams. And then when everyone says that it is impossible to finish the project because there are only days or hours left before is due for completion, I go into action. I seem to delight in pulling myself together, mobilizing a team and all available resources and racing to the goal line in a last minute rush. As Lorraine likes to say: "Tony will never get ulcers, he's a carrier!" I push it to the edge, but I won't quit. Not until it’s over. Not until we won! That morning I thanked God that I didn't quit that black day in November when I was so mad at USAID!

On September 18 I met with the Provincial Chiefs at their annual meeting and briefed them on the NPCD that would be presented to the Cameroon government at the NPCD seminar. I reviewed the goal of the plan, which was:

"...to master the revitalization of village communities in Cameroon through the Community Development process centered on authentic economic, social and cultural development of the citizens and their environment."

In addition to the paramount goal we would present four sub goals:

"1. To increase the competence of villagers, their leaders, as well as to render Community Development staff at all levels more competent and productive.

2. To articulate and strengthen the contributions of village women and to accelerate their full integration in rural Community Development.

3. To generate increased local and national self-reliance especially as it concerns all the village communities in the country.

4. To design a more productive and efficient administrative management structure and system for Community Development as an integrated rural development organization."

The NATIONAL PLANNING FOR COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT  SEMINAR opened at the Chamber of Commerce Conference Center at 9:00AM on Tuesday, September 22. Almost everyone except the President was there. The Minister of Agriculture opened the meeting and presided throughout. All the Provincial Governors were there and most of the other ministers attended all or a big part of the two day seminar. Almost every foreign aid agency sent at least one representative. The Non Government Organizations (NGO) were there. Voice of America broadcast the event on its world wide news network.  The Cameroon Tribune and Cameroon Radio covered the entire conference.  

At noon on the first day the participants broke into four commissions: 


I.   Training and Community Actions


II.  Women's Service


III. Technical Service


IV. Administration and Management of Community Development Services.

I floated and tried to stay out of the way and out of the discussions. They were lively and heated at times. I kept waiting for a bomb to explode. But it didn't happen. Certainly there would be problems, at least one serious mistake, something we forgot to address. If there were serious mistakes or omissions, no one found them. At the end of their deliberations, each of the commission presidents and reporters met in a "synthesis meeting" to prepare a draft plan for the approval of the seminar delegates. Their plan was very close to the one that I presented at the opening of the seminar.

The plenary session adopted the plan. They gave a strong endorsement to our recommendation for a team approach at the sub prefect level. Each of the field workers in each of the sub-prefectures was to meet regularly with the village council leaders to plan and discuss items on the village agenda. Instead of planning and problem solving departmentally and on an incident by incident basis, information would be shared horizontally, visions would become shared dreams. An integrated team would address situations as they arose.     

The delegates adopted our recommendation that CD be a separate organization. This caused some debate especially from the Ministry of Agriculture. No bureaucrat wants to give up turf.  But the motion was adopted along with a recommendation that CD staff be elevated to full public service employee status.

Ron Levin, the Director of USAID closed the Seminar. He said that the plan document that was presented marked the end of the USAID's assistance to the national planning for community development project but it was by no means the end of their collaboration with the Department of Community Development. He urged the delegates to commit to achieving the goals as set forth in the plan.

Ron congratulated me for the great job we did in drafting the plan and in organizing a very successful conference. I felt like Ron. We had done our job. If the plan will have any effect, it will be up to the Cameroonians who must decide if they want it to work. Lorraine and I enjoyed the reception. We basked in the praise everyone heaped on us. This time I behaved myself!


going home
The next day we closed our Cameroonian Bank accounts, applied for exit visas and bought four tickets for St. Louis - via Rome - via London - via Boston. We were going to reward ourselves for a job will done.  

It rained and rained our last week in Cameroon. We closed up the office and finished the paper work with AID. On the last day of their employment, we took our staff out to dinner. We sold almost all of our US things including my guitar and filled our boxes with African stuff. We shipped our boxes, said our last good-bys and at 5:00AM in the worst rainstorm I think I have ever experienced in Africa, we departed for the airport. All the customs palaver was avoided as soon as I presented my papers. "Are you related to the Father Barnicle who was the Principal of St. Bede's?" Needless to say all questions like ‘What do you have to declare?’ were forgotten. Instead Sixtus told everyone in the line how Father Barnicle had admitted him into St. Bede's College in September 1966 and that started him on his professional career.   

Al Italia departed the Doualla airport 9:20am, October 5, 1981.  

"Yes please, I would like a cold Budweiser"

"But it is only 10:00 in the morning!"

I know.  "Why don't you have one, too."

"Sounds like a good idea."

The plane was only one half full and there was plenty of room to stretch and look around. I took my shoes off and walked up and down the corridor with the cold can of bud in my hand. Africa passed by 35,000 ft below, Nigeria, Niger, Algeria, and Libya.   

 "Africa begins in Rome." That is what our hostess at the bed and breakfast said when we told her how much we paid the cab driver. That's OK we were rich and maybe the driver had a wife and seven kids to feed.

Our room was four flours above and across the street from the Trivi Fountain. We put the kids to bed and sat on the balcony drinking wine and watching the tourists. The last time I had been at the Trivi Fountain was in 1970 with Paddy Bailey. He challenged the American tourists who were with us to sing the second verse of the National Anthem along with him. He, a Jamaican, sang it alone.

We walked and walked, toured and bussed all over Rome for two days. We saved the last day for the Vatican. We should have consulted a paper or a TV or someone. As soon as we stepped off the bus it was obvious something big was happening. There was. The Pope was having his first audience since the one in May when he was shot. The crowds were thick, the security was tight and everything was closed except the audience in the square. I asked where we could get tickets.  Ha! - Ha, Ha.

Plan B. We hadn't survived 14 months in Africa, and even prospered as we battled the best that the governments of Cameroon and the United States could throw against us without acquiring some skills. The Vatican security would be a snap. Just then a delegation of Polish Catholics came shuffling by at a fast pace singing some polish songs. "Quick." I said grabbing Matt's hand.  Lorraine followed with Rob in her hand.

We couldn't sing their songs and we didn't look like them. I had slacks and a tea shirt. Lorraine had shorts, modest but shorts and a tea shirt. Rob had a Harvard tea shirt and Matt's said "Clayton Banana"! They were all dressed in black, men and women, from their black shoes all the way up to their starched white collars but we could shuffle with the best of them. They covered for us until we were inside. Then they noticed us and broke away from us in every direction leaving the four of us standing rather naked and exposed in the middle of the square.

"Ou e votre billet!"

"We don't have tickets."

With a sweep of his hand that ended with a long finger pointing to the exit he ordered us out of the square. We started walking that way when a second Swiss Guard held out his arm directing us into the seating areas reserved for the diplomats and special guests. We still debate what happened that got us up front, sitting with Juan Brown, the Ambassador from Chile. I think the second guard had misunderstood the first guard's gesture and thought the first guard had directed us to the diplomat's seats instead of out the door. Obviously the first guard had turned his attention to another part of the square. We sat down low and after about twenty minutes the crowd let out a great shout as the Pope Mobile carrying John Paul II drove right by us and into the center of the square.

It was a day that none of us will ever forget. We saw the Pope. We sat up front in the shade with Juan Brown because we didn't give up when "Plan A" did not work.  We didn't quit. We quickly adopted "Plan B"!

The bill for one night at the Holiday Inn at London's Heathrow Airport was more than the price of our house rental in London for a week. It was even more than the cost of the rental of a Georgian manor, "Oak House" in Lechlade-on-Themes in the Cotswolds (which included the use of an Austin) for the following week! Here is a good travel tip. Don't stay in Hotels/Motels unless you absolutely have to! We found the house in Loughton, a suburb of London, through Rosemary, a friend of Lorraine's from Africa. We found out about Oak House through the US Embassy network. I saw it posted on a bulletin board. Here is travel tip number two. You find out about the Holiday Inn through the Yellow pages or through an 800 number or a magazine ad. You find out about the house in London and the manor in the Cotswolds through networks and the word-of-mouth advertising that is an essential part of networking.  

Networks are the organizational structures of the third wave, the Information Age. Buying market share through mass advertising is an essential part of the second wave, the Industrial Age. We didn't understand all of this at the time but we bumped into the third wave by being plugged into two networks; the ex-Holy Union nuns network and the US Embassy staff network. They told us about the houses we stayed in during our two weeks in London. No one said to us "You ought to check out the great Holiday Inn at Heathrow"! One night for two adults and two children cost us much more than one week for four adults and two children. We were crowded into one room with two double beds at the Holiday Inn. We each had our own private rooms with several baths and a living room with fire places and full kitchens and gardens in the back with ripe vegetables waiting to be picked, in a lovely neighborhood, and...
I mentioned four adults. On Saturday morning, October 10, we drove through London in our rented car and were waiting as Mom and her sister, my aunt Rore, came through customs accompanied by an executive with the Caledonia Airline. I used another network, my CED network to arrange for first class treatment for Mom and Rore. Neither had ever been out of the States and I wanted their experience to be the best. I wrote Peter Armstrong who headed up our European International Business Office and asked him to make sure that Caledonia would take good care of my Mom and Aunt Rore. They did. The Queen of the Netherlands could not have been treated better!  Networking was becoming a way of life.

Mom, Rore, Rob, Matt, Lorraine and I had a ball in England. The Tower of London, St. Paul's, "tube" rides in the underground and boat rides on the Themes, the stage show Annie, Pubs, old friends from Mill Hill days, St. Albans, Cambridge, the changing of the guard, Hyde Park debates, Harrods for the ladies and McDonald's for the kids. After a week in London we moved our luggage and the six of us from our house in Loughton to "Oak House", our manor in Lechlade in the Cotswolds. Lorraine and Rore took the train and I squeezed Mom, the kids and all our baggage into the car for the drive to Lechlade. We were all back together by 4:00 in the afternoon where Mr. Sherwood greeted us with a bottle of wine and the keys to our home for the following week.  

We continued touring, this time in the gentle countryside around Lechlade, Oxford, Stow on the Wold, Warwick Castle, Stratford Bath and Stonehenge. What I enjoyed most at Oak House was the fire place and the walk down the street to the pub I would "pop into" after dinner and sip a pint of brown with the locals until Lorraine joined me. We were miles from Cameroon and now it was autumn and harvest time in the orderly world of rural England. If someone had given me the chance, I might have stayed there forever.  

But I wasn't offered the option and we departed for Boston on Saturday morning, October 24.  Buzzy and Theresa, Lorraine's sister and her husband were at Logan Airport to greet us. Our winter clothes were also there to let us know that we were back into the cold weather again.  After a round of family parties we finagled 14 bags and the four of us on the TWA flight to St. Louis. Fortunately, it was a direct flight and Dorrit was at Lambert Airport to welcome us back.  All our luggage was in tact and passed through customs. On Thursday morning we packed everything in our farm truck and were off on the last leg home.  It was good to be back.

When we brought the boys to school on Monday morning Rob was greeted like a returning hero but Lorraine and I were chastised by the principal for keeping them out of school for the month of October. I should have just thought it but I told the principal: "Lorraine and I believe that we should never let school interfere with our children's education." 

Did anyone ever use anything we recommended in the National Plan for Community Development? I have no idea! It might be just one more plan on the shelf - but a good plan on the shelf. The important thing I learned is the planning process we adopted works. The important thing the NPCD experience taught me was if you start with questions and find out what people want from the way they answer the questions, you can uncover their dreams. From the dreams you can help them set goals and write the action plans which will give them the opportunity to reach the goals that will make their fondest dreams possible.  

Its a four step process. The first three steps were in our power. The dream, the goals and the  plan. What happened after the Seminar, whether anyone took action was not within our power.  Our National Planning Team delivered. We demonstrated that we could produce a National Plan that came from unsophisticated people with very real dreams. The fourth step, the activity, was not in our contract.

The NPCD experience taught me that planning is not an exclusive management function even though Fredrick Taylor said it was one of the three things a manager did. Planning is not something that we should hand over to professional planners. Planning is something that owners do when owners have dreams and set goals to reach those dreams. The experience also taught me the power of information and what can happen when it is shared in double loop information systems. This approach is an Information Age approach to planning. It involves the power of high touch networking, which can be multiplied by the power of high tech computer networks.

When I held the little TI TC 58-59 computer in my hand at the International Club, I had a feeling this was my first peek at the power that would change the world and my life like no other tool in history. I was holding the key to the Information Age in the palm of my hand.

CHAPTER X. NOTES  




1 THE CATHOLIC WORKER, VOL. XXXVIII No. 2, February, 1972, Credit Unions in West Africa, Fashioning Mutual Aid, Fr. E. A. Barnicle.  Most of the article was a copy of the article that appeared in the St. Louis Post Dispatch on Wednesday, March 10, 1971 and was read into the CONGRESSIONAL RECORD, E1825 on March 11, 1971 by Congresswoman Leonor K. Sullivan.  





2 National Geographic,  January 1988  Six years after our boys were swimming in the lake,  on August 28, 1986, a great belch of toxic volcanic gasses came out of a neighboring lake in the line and killed thousands of people and animals.





3 I have one copy of the "NATIONAL PLAN FOR COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT" in English and a second copy in French, "PLAN NATIONAL POUR LE DEVELOPPEMENT COMMUNAUTAIRE".  Both copies are draft copies.  I have never been able to find a final copy.  In addition to the action plan itself, I have copies of the background reports that were prepared by team members and consultants.   These reports were used in preparing the final draft of the NPCD.  The reports include the "Organization and Budget for the Department of Community Development", Tony Barnicle, Yaounde, July 1981, a detailed 155 page report; a 48 page "Management Systems Report", D. Bongsuiru Lainjo, August 1981; a 78 page "Women's Service Report", Lorraine M. Barnicle, Women's Service Coordinator, June 1981; a 114 page report "Technicians and Participatory Development", Alan T. Miller, Technical Projects Coordinator, June 1981; a 65 page report on "The Village Characteristics of the Ethnic Groups of the Eastern Province", An Annotated Bibliography by Paul Nchoji Nkwi and Jacqueline Moutome Ekambi, February 1981; a 69 page report on "The Village Characteristics of the Ethnic Groups of the Northern Province", An Annotated Bibliography by Paul Nchoji Nkwi, Marcel Motaze and John Anthony Simo, February 1981.





4 Joseph and Matthew Payton Philanthropic Studies Library, 755 West Michigan Street, Indianapolis, IN 64202-5195; http://www.lib.iupui.edu/philanthropy/payton.html.





5 I was happy to discover that the village development credit unions were often mentioned as having an essential role in organizing village centers.  I made it a point not to bring credit unions into the discussions but because I was there, someone would start talking about my book "THE WEST CAMEROON CREDIT UNION MANUAL" or I might be introduced in reference to the "Credit for Kikai Kelaki" film.  Because the credit union movement had become so widespread and my book and the film so popular, almost every time the CD team visited a village, someone would ask about or want to talk about village credit unions.





6 I kept a note book and photo album which documented the NPCD process.  There are 65 news storied in the notebook that relate to the Plan beginning with the lead article in a Special Report section of the Cameroon Times on October 15, 1980 which I refer to on page 162.





7 Chris Argyris: "Some Inner Contradictions in Management Information Systems"; Harvard University, June 12979; "Double Loop Learning in Organizations", Harvard Business Review, September-October 1977; "Notes on Theory of Action Seminar", January 1979; and "Organizations of the Future", Harvard Business Review, Spring 1979 pages 337-370.   
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