THE NEIGHBORHOOD AGENDA


XIII. THE NEIGHBORHOOD AGENDA
           OIKOS revisited

The 20th century ended at twelve midnight on December 31, 2000. A year before as Lorraine and I watched the premature celebration from our apartment in Independence our global village world seemed to be at peace. The news showed everyone around the world celebrating the centennial even though it was one year early. The news one year later was about a country divided and at war with itself over a tiny bit of paper, a “hanging chad”. Two months after voting the presidential election still had not been decided. The circus in Florida was a national disgrace. As the world watched it became apparent there was a bigger scandal than a few ballots with “dimpled chads”. In order to give his brother George Florida and the Presidency, Governor Jebb Bush and his Secretary of State, Katherine Harris, created a list of voters whose ballots should be challenged and discarded. In the middle of a demand for a recount, the Republican lawyers went to the Supreme Court. The judges took the case and in the worst decision in a century voted 5 to 4 in favor of George W. Bush. For the first time in history our President was not elected but decided by a court case.

While this national tragedy was unfolding I was busy writing this last section of the book, “And My Neighbors Too”. This section is to be my treatise on neighborhoods, neighborhood economics, and a neighborhood economic development plan. I want to make it into a small book I could use with my workshops. I want to market it to community development classes all over the world. In my fantasy I picture a professor in Bangladesh telling his students; “Look up your Barnicle”. The book will be one part of my plan to revise OIKOS. We plan a tri-fold brochure to advertise the book, our website, and a series of workshops on Neighborhood Economics.   
My plans were interrupted by the call to work with the Missouri Association of Community Development Corporations. The job had been engaging and demanding leading up to the first conference in June. There was no time left to work on my book or to think about workshops and web sites. One of the benefits of the job was Lorraine learned how to build a website. She built www.BarnicleFarms.com as practice before she built Mocdcs.org. Another benefit was my opportunity to attend several national meetings and conferences. Through them I was able to reconnect with old friends from the National Center for Urban and Ethnic Affairs. And so it happened Joe McNeely and I were enjoying an evening of dining and drinking on the plaza in Kansas City on September 10th 2001. When I left to go to work for the State of Missouri for Governor Teasdale, Joe went to work with Geno Baroni in the Carter government. It was a beautiful evening. We talked about everything from neighborhood economics to the state of the country and the world to Pickled Black Walnuts. As we talked there were others in Boston going over final plans for their mission to change the future of the world Joe and I were talking about on the Plaza. 
Six months later I left MACDC and was back on the farm. I was determined to finish this book. At 6:00AM on April 7, 2002 I wrote the last line. In November we launched DROPPINGS FROM THE BARNICLES. The purpose of DROPPINGS was to drive readers to BarnicleFarms.com where they could find my book. I read my book in December and didn’t like it! Something was missing. I wrote about rebuilding the neighborhood sector with successes in Kikaikelaki and Brightwood as my historical references. I returned to the US after spending ten years overseas. I missed the war in Viet Nam and the national rebellion it took to get our country out of that war. The popular movement to end the war scared our elite corporate and political leaders to the core. From the day we pulled our troops out of Saigon, our presidents have been careful to get into and finish their wars quickly. If a war went on too long or if we lost too many soldiers, the people would rise up again. George’s father knew this. When the first gulf war ended in 1991 he was euphoric. “By God, we’ve kicked the Viet Nam syndrome once and for all.” Unfortunately his son did not learn the lesson. 

Our entry into a preemptive war in Iraq woke me up to the reality we no longer live in a democracy. The opposition to my “Neighborhood Economic Development Plan – that works” would be much more than local public-private partnerships. It will be a “corporatocracy” which would not tolerate the rebuilding of a neighborhood sector. I took the book off the site and began writing the second edition. But that didn’t keep us from dropping the DROPPINGS. We continued talking about things we were doing on Barnicle Farms, the war, and other things going on in the world.    
Lorraine launched www.NeighborhoodEconomics.net. It tells the world what OIKOS is about. I wrote the text for a “follow the dollar” workshop and eight follow-up workshops. 
We went to market. In August I presented a two day workshop in Greenville Mississippi to leaders in three communities. On November 9th I joined Dennis Labayen of Outreach International to present a workshop at the 2002 PEACE COLLOQUY in Independence. We completed our tri-fold brochure in time for the conference and distributed several hundred copies. 

We put the brochure on the Internet in our Neighborhood Economics website. I continued writing the last section of my book, “And My Neighbors Too”. In the meantime our cowboy President led us into one war and then another. We had hardly defeated the Taliban in Afghanistan when he began talking about “Weapons of Mass Destruction” in Iraq. It was obvious to me he was cooking the truth, spreading fear and drumming up the people to go to war. This was a new experience. I simply couldn’t believe how vulnerable and accepting the people and our media were to the government’s lies. But then Lorraine and I were in Cameroon in the 60s. We missed the Viet Nam war. We returned right at the time the popular uprising against the war had moved into the rebuilding of the neighborhood communities which had been destroyed by corporate/city planning and the war. We stepped onto the top of a wave of a popular movement without experiencing the fight which had preceded it. We had no experience to judge what was happening. Now, thirty years later, as I was beginning to understand the impact the war in Viet Nam had on the country. The baby boomers that lived it were turning 60 and were being replaced by a new generation who never experienced the draft and couldn’t find Viet Nam on a map. Fortunately there remained a few who remembered and who asked us to join them.
On February 15th I spoke at a People for Peace gathering at the State Capitol. I made an argument that every war has three predictable results. The Public Sector is empowered, the Private Sector is enriched and the Neighborhood Sector is devastated. In March I appeared before the Jefferson City Council and asked them to pass a resolution asking the President not to enter into war. Evidently the President wasn’t listening. The next day our military began a “shock and awe” bombardment of Bagdad. Three months later our President announced “mission accomplished”. The war was over.  


MFUCU

In the month the war stated I met with the Missouri Farmers Union executive committee. MFU was looking for someone to help them organize a credit union for their members. It was a marriage made in heaven. Over the next three years I worked with MFU to charter a credit union. On May 2nd, 2005 the MFU Credit Union was presented their state charter by the Secretary of State. This was the first state charter awarded to a credit union in seven years. For the remainder of the year I helped recruit members and find start-up grant money. I worked with MFU staff to produce a 10 minute slide show and another 10 minute video, Follow the Dollar. I presented three workshops on Follow the Dollar at the MFU Annual meeting in January 2006. The workshops were very well received. New members joined and MFUCU moved closer to the magic $1,000,000 mark. 
I wish I could say the MFUCU organization chapter ended on this high note. It could have but it didn’t. That wouldn’t have been in my nature. I took classes in Group Work at Springfield College where I got my Masters Degree. I taught group work over the years at Springfield College, Antioch University, Lincoln University and Park University. I teach group work now in the Organizational Behavior class at William Woods University. I know groups go through four stages before they perform as a team: forming, storming, norming and finally performing. In MFUCU’s case the storming began almost immediately after the charter board was formed. As a professional organizer I knew exactly what was going on. The problem was I had become too emotionally involved. I love the Missouri Farmers Union and what the organization stands for. The MFU Credit Union is an ideal OIKOS project. OIKOS’s purpose is to build neighborhood economies. Its mission is “To build a healthy national economy, one wealthy neighborhood at a time.” I saw MFUCU on the launch pad ready to take off and change the economies of hundreds of neighborhoods in Missouri. There already was talk of taking the model to other states surrounding Missouri. 

I watched the political infighting until I could take it no longer. I spoke out but it was too late. At the MFUCU’s first membership meeting I was sandbagged by three board members. It was payback for my meddling in the board’s affairs. After two more meetings of fussing with the board I decided I would no longer be of help to MFUCU by remaining on the inside. I attended my last board meeting in March. 
The experience reminded me how my meddling in the Cameroon Credit Union League’s deliberations got me thrown out of their board meeting in Bamenda years ago. I remembered how mad I was then and how frustrating it is to stand on the shore and watch the ship you have helped launch sail off without you. And now it happened again. Is there a lesson here I need to learn?  
While I was trying to reform the MFUCU board I got a phone call from Michael Banseka inviting me to present a paper at the Kikaikelaki Credit Union’ Ruby Jubilee on November 19th 2005. A few days later I received the annual report and the meeting agenda. On the report’s cover there was a photograph of a young priest, who was honored in the Jubilee as the founder of the credit union. Inside the cover was the report of a credit union that grew from 92 members with 123,855 Cameroon francs (c.f.) in 1965 to 794 members with 236,080,996 c.f. in savings and 90,283,550 in loans out to its members. The report told me more than $550,000 real US$ were available to serve the families in Kikaikelaki year after year. No USAID program can even come close to what this credit union has done to help the people of Cameroon.    
The August 2006 MFU newsletter also revived my drooping spirits. The front page story was about a Forestry Cooperative in Southern Missouri. The Ozark Quality Hardwood Cooperative (OQHC) will be up and running in October. “Many of the cooperative members’ ownership investments have been secured by loans from the Missouri Farmers Union Credit Union.” Page 9 was dedicated to a story of how an article in the New York Times about the MFUCU “caught the eye of … a Boston-based socially responsible investing (SRI) firm.” As a result MFUCU is now “a member of the Social Investment Forum, the SRI trade organization.” Three other articles in the newsletter are about the MFUCU. One tells how MFUCU has updated its marketing plan. Another announces the hiring of a manager. A third advertises “Follow the Dollar” workshops. This made me particularly happy. I had designed the workshops, produced a video to be shown at each workshop and wrote the grant to underwrite their cost.  
MFUCU had fully adopted the community development credit union model (Chapter 8): a financial institution (a marketing plan and a manager), with a neighborhood agenda (OQHC), and an adult education program (Follow the Dollar). As in Kikaikelaki (Chapter 3) and like CASA (Chapter 5) the plan worked. MFUCU further confirmed my trust in the process and the purpose to which I had dedicated my life. The MFUCU is my third baby and I am very proud of her. I am proud to have been the first person to join on the day MFUCU opened. My Membership number is #1. 

So what is the lesson I need to learn? There is a plaque on my wall the people of Brightwood gave me at our going away party in January 1976. 
PRESENTED TO

EDWIN ANTHONY BARNICLE

FOR OUTSTANDING SERVICE 

AND DEDICATION TO

BRIGHTWOOD CASA CREDIT UNION

******

FROM THE 

BRIGHTWOOD COMMUNITY

1976
From the time CASA was reorganized into a community development credit union with a neighborhood agenda in the spring of 1973 until I left for Washington DC, I hung around CASA and stayed involved in its day-to-day activities. As we sat around our house on Abbe Ave. at our going away party, I didn’t want to leave CASA and they didn’t want me to leave. But I left and five years later CASA went out of business. CASA had a tremendous impact on Brightwood and the north-end of Springfield and its effects are still notable. Its baby, the Brightwood Development Corporation is one of the most successful CDCs in the US. CASA members now belong to other credit unions but they will never know the pride and the joy they could have had at a Ruby Jubilee. I have a plaque but will never know the thrill I might have gotten if I lived long enough to get a telephone call in March 2018 inviting me to attend and present a paper. I don’t expect to live until May 2045 but I expect my children will see a photograph of MFUCU’s 70 year old founder on the cover of their Ruby Jubilee meeting report. 
Oh, hindsight! The lesson is very clear. My job is sewing the seed, spinning the dream, organizing the neighborhood around the dream. Building three Community Development Credit Unions from scratch is enough for a lifetime. From here on I will dedicate myself to training neighborhood organizers on how to present “Follow the Dollar” workshops and how to organize neighbors around economic issues. I will never get involved in the details again. As I overheard a MFUCU board member remark shortly before I left, “Don’t give it to Barnicle, he’s not big on the details.”
I enjoyed every minute I worked with the MFU staff and leaders building MFUCU. But the engagement set the completion of this book back another three years. Unfortunately I walked out of MFUCU smack dab into another engagement even more demanding than MFUCU.


House of Representatives, 115th District


The war had become a national nightmare. Three years ago only a few of us stood against our sending troops to war in Iraq. Now, 70% of the country was clamoring for the war to end. Our “liberating army” had become an “occupying army” embroiled in a civil war. 2,750 of our young men and women were dead, tens of thousands more came back wounded physically and mentally. Over 200,000 Iraqis had been killed. Many more were wounded and homeless. We were killing, torturing, and holding prisoners for years without charge or access to a lawyer. Stories of rapes, killings and other atrocities committed by our troops were sickening. Corporations were engaged in war profiteering. No-bid contracts were awarded to corporate friends of the administration. Vice President Cheney’s company, Halliburton, was given $10 billion. In the name of national security the government tapped our telephones, monitored bank transactions, and even looked at our library records. Unfortunately everything I predicted in my talk had come to pass. The Public Sector was empowered, the Private Sector was enriched and the Neighborhood Sector was devastated. 
In the debate preceding the 2004 election George Bush, the worst President in US history would not admit making any mistakes in his first term and then proceeded to steal the election for his second term. The BBC documented over three million (3,000,000) votes were cast and not counted in the 2004 election.
 The 1,855,827 the federal government admits were not counted is bad enough. In Ohio, 153,237 ballots were thrown away, many more than the 13,498 in Bush’s ‘victory’ margin.

Giving Missouri neighborhoods the opportunity to capture and mobilize the money that flows into the neighborhood through their branch of the MFUCU was such an exciting dream I managed to block out the background noise. But as MFUCU turned to the daily jobs of marketing its services and making loans I began to withdraw and as I did the noise from the war became overwhelming. 
The war had gone on as long as WWII and had now cost $340 billion with no end in sight. Osama bin Laden is still at large. Iraq is in a civil war. These failures have gone to Bush’s head and he is doing everything he can to drag our country into WWIII. The cost of this shameless stupidity is astounding. The record budget surplus Bush inherited has turned into of $1.3 trillion deficit in 2005 which is projected to grow by another $300 billion in 2006. Six million working Americans have lost jobs through tax loopholes which finance corporations sending American jobs overseas. Five million children left behind because Bush took $40 billion out of the education budget and reneged on his no child left behind promise. By taking another $53 billion out of the budget 6 million Americans have lost their health insurance.         

Bush was only the mouthpiece for a corporatocracy replacing our democracy and destroying our country. I got mad and decided to run for the Missouri State House of Representatives in the 115th District. I ran on five key issues; Building Local Economies, Ending the War in Iraq, Affordable Health Care for All, Restoring Democracy, and Energy Independence. Lorraine put the issues on a new website for the campaign: www.TomyBarnicle.com. It was a short campaign. The Republicans ran a man against me in the Democratic Primary and he got 82 more votes than me. 

It was a learning experience. I found everyone I talked with, everyone, believed we had already lost our democracy. My 533 votes from 19,658 voters (3%) in the district is itself sufficient proof we no longer have a democracy. In 1998 Mike Barnicle wrote an article in the Boston Globe, “One Man’s Folly”. In the article Mike argued as a result of Robert McNamara’s lies, “there is a growing feeling that politics no longer matters.” 
It took me a restless night’s sleep to get over it. It was humbling to come in second to someone no one knew. It is sad the voters in the 115th district have been cheated out of an opportunity to participate in a real political debate. Instead they only have a decision to rubber stamp the party apparatus or stay at home and not vote.       

This book had been sidetracked long enough. After this non election I am firmly convinced the only way the corporatocracy can be overthrown peaceably is to return to the OIKOS mission “To build a healthy national economy, one wealthy neighborhood at a time.” But now I had a much better idea of how much it would take to accomplish this mission. 


a blog
With the generous help of an old friend from Brightwood, Simon Mielniczuk, we opened a Neighborhood Economics blog. Simon found us on the Internet and became part of our DROPPINGS family. When I decided to run he offered a place in his ITS Cooperative Community Corner. When I lost he did not withdraw the offer. On Friday the 18th of August, 2006 Simon walked Lorraine and I through the steps we needed to open the blog. We now have the tools we need to rebuild a national network of organized neighborhoods. Now all we need to do is figure out how to use them. The blog will tie our three web sites into a neighborhood forum.     
This is the dawn of the Knowledge Age. The critical battles will not be decided at the ballot box. The ruling corporatocracy can only be overthrown by a popular uprising that can only come out of a national network of organized neighborhoods. The agitation to build this network of neighborhoods comes out of hundreds of thousands of conversations among neighbors in coffee shops, community halls, taverns, local sporting events and all the other places neighborhood people discuss the neighborhood agenda. Before this can happen the most essential and critical battles need to be fought. These are the battles we must have with ourselves, in our own minds. The critical battles are not in the streets or in the meeting rooms. The victory occurs one by one in our minds. To this end I will dedicate the Neighborhood Economics blog and last section of the book. 

The blog and the book will run in parallel. The first edition of the last three chapters has been written, Neighborhood, Neighborhood Economics and A Neighborhood Economic Development Plan – that works. As I do the final edit I will post sections on the blog for comments. This will give me the benefit of many criticisms and reconsiderations prior to publishing the final chapters.  

the neighborhood agenda
Geno Baroni’s one and only speech was on the neighborhood agenda. I heard it at least 50 times and every time I heard it I loved it. “We need to redefine America in terms of who lives in America and what are their values... America isn’t a melting pot. It’s a stew pot… America is a Nation of Neighborhoods… The national agenda must be a neighborhood agenda.” In Baroni’s America the neighborhoods were diverse and ethnic but united in the freedom dream that joins us together and makes Americans loved and admired all over the world. “What’s your name and what’s your story.” We are all unique. We celebrate our ethnicity. We like to gather at our tables to eat our delicious ethnic foods. We don’t have to go to Howard Johnson’s and choke on French fires that taste like the plastic plates they are served on to be American. 

The first section of the book is about me, my family and my neighborhood. The second part of the book is dedicated to Lorraine and the neighborhoods that supported our family. This section is dedicated to Geno Baroni, Floyd Agostinelli, and Barbara Rivera, our neighbors in Brightwood, Kikaikelaki, Mary’s Home and so many others who schooled me in the neighborhood agenda and taught me the importance of neighboring.  
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