THE JOURNEY


I.  THE JOURNEY


in the beginning

Aristotle says the sum total of my relationships make me the person I am and distinguish me from everybody else. I guess a good start in my world of relationships would be on Normandy Blvd. in North St. Louis County at Howard Hospital, Tuesday morning, November 15, 1932, 2:25 AM. On that snowy night Ellen Elizabeth Quirk Barnicle gave birth to a nine-pound boy, the first of her three children. Dr. F. J. Meyer, the attending physician, Mrs. Green, a nurse and my Dad and namesake, Dr. Edwin Anthony Barnicle, were in the delivery room.

Johnny Cash, Elizabeth Taylor, Omar Sharif, Dick Gregory and Ted Kennedy were also born that year. When I came home from the hospital Herbert Hoover was still president but president elect Franklin D. Roosevelt was already announcing his "New Deal". Unemployment was at 24% and the average yearly income was $1,550. A new car cost $750, a home $6,000, rent $18 a month. Gas was $.12/gallon, eggs $.16/doz., bacon $.25/lb. and a postage stamp cost 3 cents. There's been inflation ever since!  

Growing up in our home at 7221 Dorset was a blessing. I can't imagine a better place to grow roots. I grew up in a loving home in a safe and caring neighborhood. I can't think of one unpleasant memory. When I look at the four year old me acting up on the 8mm home movies, I see a very secure child who is already a screaming sanguine looking for and getting all the center stage he demands.  

I tend to live in the now but I still hold many memories from these first five years on Dorset. I remember war games with Bob Shasserre and take-off-all-of-your-clothes doctor games with the girl next door. Her mother caught us and told Mom. I couldn't understand why everyone was upset. I remember sitting on Dad's lap in a chair as he read me the Sunday funnies. Dad was a family doctor who did house calls and I didn't see enough of him. That is why these times were so special. I can still remember how he smelled. It was Dad's own smell and I wish I could have bottled it. The Sunday funnies are still a high point in my week. I remember walking by her side as Mom pushed Dorrit in her carriage on our way to the store. I would do anything to take Mom's attention off of my sister and back onto me. As we walked, I would talk about all the things I would do after I got big and went to school. Oh how I wished I could grow up and be a garbage man. They jumped on and off the truck like ballet dancers.    


student

The first day at Christ the King was difficult. There was confusion and when Mom was about to leave I threw a fit. Bob Shasserre had warned me about how difficult Kindergarten would be and all of my brave talk about all the things I would do and be when I went to school did not overcome a feeling of stark terror and abandonment. Monsignor Ryan assured Mom that I would be fine and she left me in his strong grip as I struggled to follow her home.  

Mom should have warned him. I can't remember how I escaped but ten minutes after she got back home I was at our back door. The story is that I kicked him to get free. I don't remember but it might explain a deep anti-clerical streak and a lifelong rebellion against authority. Mom dragged me back and sat with me until I became comfortable. I became so comfortable that I remained in school for another twenty-six years! 

Sister Mary Rita was the first of four wonderful nuns at Christ the King School who gave me my first nine years of formal learning and taught me an early lesson in life. I don't know how much they knew, I only remember how much they cared. They cared and because they cared, I learned.  All I could see of Sisters Rita, Olla, Alma and Barbara were hands and faces. The rest was hidden behind yards of cloth. Sister Mary Barbara was special. We had her for four of our nine years at CKS, fourth, fifth, sixth and eighth grades. She was more than a teacher. She was an inspiration and a balcony person to me and to all of us who were blessed by her. I learned later in my life how much she knew. At CKS we only knew how much she cared. The hands and the faces of all my sisters at CKS are still remembered in blessing. Christ the King was a Catholic ghetto school, but a great ghetto to have come from. I didn't appreciate the advantage I had growing up in Christ the King Parish until years later. My mother is Ellen Elizabeth Quirk Barnicle, but she also is Sister Mary Barbara and Mabel Ryan and Alberta Mae Nash and Aunt Dot and Mrs. Cahill and Mrs. Brangle and....

Learning was a bore. My academic career could be described in three words. I got by. The only thing I remember is recess and the parties. I remember Sunday afternoons on Perkinson's boat on Alton Lake. I remember watching the St. Louis Browns at Sportsman's Park. I never was the class clown but I was the one who talked the others into doing stupid things. I remember talking Dorrit into following me as we climbed the scaffolding on the new Christ the King Church and then crawling across the rafters 30 feet above the church floor! We were a small class but two of us boys died on the journey from K to 8. In first grade from a bike accident and in fourth grade from Lou Gehrig's disease  


Dorrit  

Dorrit was always in my life. If anyone loved me unconditionally, it was Dorrit. Two stories are as clear in my mind as if they happened yesterday. Mom sent me out for bread. She probably sent Dorrit along to remind me that the money in the purse was for bread. Or maybe Dorrit came along just because she wanted to be with her older brother (by 17 months). We started a "catch" game with the purse and by the time we crossed Balson Ave. I was throwing long and hard passes to Dorrit. One went over her head and slid into a sewer opening in the curb. I didn't fancy telling the story to Mom especially with Dorrit (who is so honest) having been there. I suggested that the two of us could lift the heavy sewer lid on the sidewalk and then I would go down into the sewer to get the purse. It took all of our combined strength but we were able to get hold of the edge and lift it up. That's when Dorrit fell into the sewer! Dorrit's recollection and mine differ but I insist that I first made sure she was OK before I said; "While you are down there, throw up the purse."

One day Mom gave me 10c to buy two balsa wood air planes. They came in packages and you had to fit the wings, tail and rudder into slots in the fuselage. I had mine out of the package and assembled and airborne before I had gone thirty feet from Winingham's Drug Store. By the time I was half way home I could get the plane to loop and to soar long distances.  On one of these flights the plane looped, made a wide turn and would have landed beautifully on Balson Ave. had a car not been passing by and the two collided. The car went on and my plane lay in the street with a broken wing.  

I found that if I pushed both halves of the broken wing together and slid the place where it was broken into the fuselage it looked like nothing had happened. Well one wing was a little shorter than the other but Dorrit would never notice! The memory of her happy smile as I gave her her own airplane and then moments later her disappointment when its wing fell off in its maiden flight will haunt me to my grave. Years later when I confessed, Dorrit forgave me. Unfortunately, every time we have a family reunion and the story is retold - she forgives me again.

Dorrit has always been there. Dorrit drove me to New York in her Morris Minor to see me off to England. She and Glen Ryan organized the "Friends of Father Tony" to support my work in Cameroon. When I introduced her to Lorraine she said: "You must be very special - because it will take someone very special to live with Tony". Lorraine is special and has learned over the years what Dorrit meant. But now I am blessed with two women who love me unconditionally and that is probably why I am forever calling Dorrit, Lorraine and Lorraine, Dorrit.

growing up  

A lot of things happened in 1941. My brother Bob was born in January. We moved to 763 N. Hanley Road in June and the US went to war! On December 7th we were at Uncle Joe and Aunt Sis's clubhouse in Castlewood. I remember Dad and my uncles, Joe, Art and Arn, huddled around the radio listening to President Roosevelt telling the nation about the Japanese attack of Pearl Harbor. The war lasted until I graduated from Christ the King. I followed it daily in the newspapers. 

I remember walking with little Rob (that was his name in those days) holding tightly onto my index finger and looking up at his big brother. But I can’t remember much else about Rob’s growing up. There was nine years between us and I was busy going through puberty. Poor excuse but we did get to know and love one another later when we both grew up. (He grew up. I am still working at it.)         

My biggest disappointments always came when we picked teams. As the best players chose sides one by one, I would wait. I will never forget the Saturday morning when Fr. O'Mera was going to drive us to St. Rose's for a baseball game. I was in eighth grade and there were twelve of us there.  The best five went on the first trip. About twenty minutes later Fr. O'Mera was back for the second five. After he selected them he turned to Tom and I and told us there was no room for us and that he would not be coming back. Tom was in seventh grade. He might have handled it better. It still hurts when I remember that day.

Money never was a problem. I always found ways to make money. I traded and sold baseball cards. One day the father of a neighborhood kid came to Dad and told him that I sold his son a stack of worthless cards for $5.00. He was irate but Dad was so proud of me that he paid the mad father off! I went to work for Winnigham's Drug Store when I was in seventh grade. I worked for three hours after school for $0.25 an hour plus the tips I got for delivering prescriptions on my bike. Tips were usually 5c but one time a woman gave me a quarter. Another time one came to the door with her housecoat unbuttoned. I thought I had a beatific vision. After eighth grade I went to work for Schenberg's Market for $0.75 an hour. I was the richest kid on the block. I always had a job. On weekends, in the afternoons, through the summer. Rapp’s followed Schenberg’s. These were the first "supermarkets". Not by today's standards.  

We hung out at Larry and Vi's Confectionery. A quart of Vess cherry soda cost 7c. I never was the one who did it but I was most often there when it happened. I was there the night we derailed the Creve Coeur streetcar. I was there when we set fire to Mrs. Murphy's Barn. I watched Don roll the Driscoll's birdbath onto Delmar Blvd. After Mr. Driscoll caught us and demanded restitution, I encouraged Glen Ryan and Bob Cahill to steal old lady Shankmeyer's birdbath and to paint it the color of Driscoll's birdbath. I wasn't there when the cops caught them carrying it down the street. That was the night the University City Police labeled us the "Birdbath Gang".

Jim Nash and I wore white suits at our graduation from CKS.  I think I talked Jim into it.

I was amazed that I was accepted into St. Louis U. High (SLUH). There were six classes of thirty students at each grade level. Each year, depending on your academic performance you would graduate up, down or out. I started in the fourth class from the top, graduated to the fifth level in my sophomore year. I was demoted to the basement in my junior year where I remained with my good friend Bob Cahill and a lot of other fun loving guys until we graduated. I kept my stride. I got by. The classes were a blur. The Jesuits were strict and I did my best to avoid them. After eleven years of exposure to Jesuits, every time I meet a priest, I still see a cop! 

I grew a foot and passed through puberty somewhere between freshman and sophomore years. I fell in love one hundred times and discovered a whole new world of sex and booze. My vocation as a party animal blossomed. Somehow kids grew up faster at St. Roch's School. So I hung out there. Driving too fast, dancing in a dark basement or necking in the back seat - these are the things I remember. But I graduated and was even more amazed that I was accepted into St. Louis University Engineering School.

I applied for two reasons. One, John Schulz was going there. We played a lot of basketball together and I wanted to be with him. Two, the Korean War was heating up and I had a religious reason for avoiding it. I am a very devout coward - especially when it comes to wars. My engineering studies paralleled my academic achievements form K to 12. I kept getting by. I had to work hard for the first two years to keep a C average and then all of a sudden found myself with a B+ average for my last two and a half years. Two and a half years because I decided to join the ROTC in my sophomore year and had to make up for classes I missed.

At the end of the summer between freshman and sophomore year Jim Nash, Bob Cahill and I took a trip to New Orleans. We drove in Bob’s car and on the way we decided to pool our money. I was elected to hold the cash. With care, we figured the cash would last for a full week of fun in the Big Easy. We checked into a motel and within an hour we were listening to Dixieland music on Bourbon Street. That is when I discovered how much more there was to see and experience on Bourbon Street!

This book is dedicated to my granddaughters so I will fast forward to the morning after. The persistent questions about how much was left in our treasury didn’t help my hangover one bit! The good news was there was enough to pay the motel bill. Well what happened to the rest of it? That was another nasty question. An hour later we departed New Orleans. Till this day, I don’t know why they didn’t leave me there! It is times like these that make me appreciate my good friends.

While my academic career remained lackluster, I became known as a BMOC (Big Man On Campus) party animal. I joined the Theta Kappa Phi whose fight song says it all: "Here's to Theta Kappa Phi, drink her down, drink her down...." I was so good at it that I was elected president of TKP in my senior year. That was the year TKP got kicked off campus. 

We dodged expulsion in May 1953 when we trashed a guesthouse at Washington State Park! After an all day, all night initiation ceremony, I woke up on the floor and sobered up fast. I woke up the rest of my hungover brothers and sounded the alarm. We needed to clean up and evacuate the place before we were discovered. We thought we made a clean sweep yet somehow we managed to overlook a membership list and Vic Klutho, our vice-president who was sleeping so quietly under a table that no one noticed him. Fortunately, Jack B’s name was on the list and the highway patrol officer who investigated knew his dad. We paid damages and got out of that one.

Later that summer we weren’t so lucky. We stayed at Jack L’s farm in Harden for another night of songs and beer and fun. This time a delegation drove into town for more provisions and returned an hour later accompanied by two Illinois highway patrol cars. They escorted our brothers onto the compound then sat guard all night. I thought that would be the end of it but evidently Jack L’s dad didn’t know the highway patrol officer and three weeks later I got a call to the dean of student’s office. When I read the report of what happened in Harden I could understand why the dean was so upset. I learned in high school not to argue with an upset Jesuit and accepted the conditions of a one-year suspension of all activities.

Every Friday afternoon throughout my entire senior year at St. Louis U, I reported to the dean’s office and lied to him. I don’t think he believed me but I do wonder if he wasn’t just a little proud of the ingenuity and spunk displayed by his students and my Greek brothers in Harden on the night of their arrest. I will not report any further on the incident. If you are curious you might find a record of it in the Dean of Student’s Office or maybe you could drive to Harden and ask any old timer who will tell you about the night someone took the gun from the sheriff and shot up the town of Harden! "Here's to Theta Kappa Phi, drink her down, drink her down...."

Dad paid my way through engineering school and I continued to work a series of jobs that gave me the money to feed my party animal life style. One summer I walked railroad tracks for a Realtor who was looking for property. Another summer I worked on the 3rd street highway, which later became I70. After my junior year I ran the batch plant that mixed the concrete. I drove a yellow cab during my last year at St. Louis U. That was an experience.  

One rainy night I picked up a shopper in Clayton. When she told me her address larceny entered my heart. As I pulled away from the crowd at the cab stand I leaned back and told her that my meter was broken so I would only charge her five dollars for the ride. She and I both knew that normal fair to her very expensive home in Ladue would be $6.50 or more. She agreed and now there were two parties in the conspiracy. She would proudly tell her husband how she saved him $1.50 and I would pocket $5.00 instead of sharing it 30/70 with the Yellow Cab company. The activity is called "high flagging". Well every driver does it every now and then. I had a big date with Barbara that weekend and could use some extra cash. This was the perfect opportunity; rich lady, quiet neighborhood, rainy night. I was already counting the extra $5 and thinking about the weekend so didn't notice a car following me. I only saw it after I stopped and it stopped right behind me. As I got out to open her door a man get out from the car and beat me to it. I stood there dumbfounded as he opened the door, introduced himself as the president of the Yellow Cab Company and said "Madam, this ride is free, compliments of the Yellow Cab Company". Now she had a real good story to tell her husband how she saved him $7.00! That includes the 50-cent tip the ungrateful lady didn't give me. The president of company took my name, told me to go directly back to the garage and turn in my badge. That is what you call getting fired on the spot!

One week later I returned to the garage to pick up my last check. I had stored my yellow cab hat and badge in my locker and I turned them in to "Sunshine" as I asked for my check. Sunshine was the manager. He was a tough Jewish guy whose real name was something like Sunenschein.  I didn't want to mess with Sunshine. I only wanted to get my check and get out of there as soon as possible. "Why are you turning these in?" he demanded. I told him the story. "Oh bull shit. He doesn't know a *^$@# thing about running a cab company. Go pick up number 43 and get out of here." I found #43, checked the oil and gas, wrote the meter reading on the log and pulled around to Sunshine's door. As always he came out, stuck his head in the passenger window, confirmed the log entry and looked up, right in my face. "Barnicle, I've been watching you. You used to take some and give us some. Now you are trying to take it all. What's the matter? Don't you like us anymore?"

About that same time, I went to get my last semester's tuition check from Dad. I met him at a lunch counter just below his office in the Delmar loop. After he handed me the check Dad offered me lunch. I ordered a hamburger and Dad ordered a peanut butter sandwich. I will never forget how I felt as I ate my hamburger with his check in my pocket and watched him eat that peanut butter sandwich.

I have tied these two stories together because I am convinced they have a lot to do with the way I look at money. Dad told me one time that he liked to make money and he liked to give it away.  Somehow there was always enough. Looking back on many years of earning money, I have had good times when there was a surplus in the bank and times when the gas station attendant rejected the credit card. But neither the “fat cat” days nor the lean ones lasted long.  Money and I have never been married. We only dated.   


engineer

I graduated on February 5, 1955 and was commissioned a second lieutenant in the USAF Reserve the following day. Fortunately for the Koreans (and me) the War officially ended five days later. I still was obliged to serve and while I waited for my call I went to work in Hannibal Missouri as an Industrial Engineer with the Universal Atlas Cement Corporation. 

It didn't take me too many weeks to realize that engineering was not what I wanted to do for the rest of my life. One incident convinced me that I needed to run away from the Atlas Cement Corporation and my career as an Industrial Engineer in the corporate world. The incident involved an engineering report I wrote. It had to do with the way the UACC packaged cement. Buried on page six of that very dry report was an observation that UACC was not careful in the way it bagged its Duroplastic cement and often, because of a careless practice, put Portland cement into Duroplastic bags. The problem was Duroplastic had features that Portland did not have and that a bag of Duroplastic cost about 40% more than a bag of Portland. The plant manager did not like my statement, although everyone who observed the practices in the packing plant knew it was true. He asked me to rewrite the report. When I refused I was told: "Tony, over there on the other side of the iron curtain, you can be killed or sent to Siberia if you write something that is not acceptable. Over here in corporate America, we have a much more effective way of controlling thought. We teach you to purge yourself before you write." Over the years I have become convinced that this was not an isolated incident. It is the nature of the corporate world to control information and keep problems under cover. With the Enron story I rest my case.

My decision not to alter my report was not that courageous. I knew that I would be entering the Air Force in May and I saw the next three years as a pilot in the USAF not only as a way out of   the engineering field but another fun time that postponed my need to make a serious lifetime career decision.  

USAF
I decided to join the AF ROTC in St. Louis University in my sophomore year - for all the wrong reasons. There was a draft. The Korean War was heating up. If I was going to serve, what better way could I serve than by learning how to fly? Catching up on the required classes cost me a semester so instead of walking across the stage to receive a diploma in June 1954, I graduated and received my commission as a second lieutenant in February 1955.  

One story from my first military experience at ROTC camp at Conley AFB in the summer of 1953 should have taught me that I wasn't born to be a soldier. Until my arrival at Conley, I had avoided all leadership roles and prided myself that I was only a 2nd Lt.. My "get by" attitude worked until now. Let the others run the ROTC. That is up until I read my duty assignments on the roster in our barracks; Squadron Commander: Edwin A. Barnicle.  

Several friends who had run the ROTC drills at the St. Louis U armory talked me out of deserting and persuaded me to report to Master Sergeant Bigdodo as instructed and get my orders. I returned with the "orders for the day". My first duty the following morning was to assemble the squadron and march to the drill field. Within a few hours my mentors convinced me that all I had to do was get the men in our squadron to the parade field, tell all the flight leaders to drill the squads and observe from the shade at the side of a building. I would turn over my command after one week. I could survive  

By Monday morning I was so cocky I wished that I had a riding crop. I felt all-powerful as I locked my arms behind my back and bellowed: "S Q U A D R O N". Just like my mentors said, I heard ten flight leaders echo: "Flight". After a dramatic pause I completed my command: "FALL IN"! 400 young airmen came to attention immediately! WOW - that's power. That worked. Now what did they tell me to do next. Oh yeah. "R I G H T" - I waited as the flight leaders repeated my command; right right right right right right ......Another dramatic pause..... "F  A  C  E!"  

This isn't bad at all. Maybe I am a military type. These were my thoughts as I slowly strutted to the front of the long column and turned to face the flight leader of flight one. He was a little Texan who told me with his first scornful look that he knew that I was a pretender. Not to be shaken I looked directly at him and bellowed: "F O R W A R D". He repeated "forward" and down the line I waited as my command echoed back:  forward  forward  forward etc. etc. etc. 

My command "M A R C H" was not repeated and I had to jump back to keep from being run over by the little Texan and his flight. Now I was back stepping and trying to skip as I scrambled to get into step with my men. All of a sudden we were crossing the bridge and I remembered somewhere that you were not supposed to march across a bridge. What was that command? Rout step? Well it was too late. Flight one was already across the bridge and I had to turn the column to the left, quickly or we would miss the passage between two buildings. I was walking back-step so I had to make sure that I called the command "march" on the right foot - but that is the left foot for "column left". And looking down at the Texan's feet marching at me - which was the right foot - I mean left foot. I panicked and was running out of time when I ordered "column left". The Texan could have saved me by repeating "column right". He could have but he didn't. Without so much as a raised eyebrow he allowed me to give the command that ended my career as a drill officer and squadron commander. As soon as the command "march" was out of my mouth, I knew what I had done and all of my command posture flew away as I watched the backside of that little piss ant marching down into the ditch followed by his flight. Did I mention that there was a big ditch on my right, his left? I might have saved the day if I had ordered “HALT”. Instead I hollered: "You dumb son of a bitch, turn your flight around and come back here." Just then Sergeant Bigdodo arrived and took over my command.


pilot training

Thirty-one of us entered Flight training in class 56Q at Lackland Air Base in June 1955. Eleven of us graduated in July 1956. I wasn't the ace of the class but the year long experience taught me a lot about myself. I was still the party animal but I had a goal to get my air force pilot's wings and when necessary, I rose to the occasion and did whatever it took.  

Our flight instructor at Anderson Air Base in Malden Missouri had a real name but we called him "Mad Dog". He sat in the back seat and I sat in the front of the yellow Piper PA-18 and we took off on the grass runway on June 28, 1958. My first entry in my logbook records a 45-minute "local" flight. For the first ten minutes I was in wonder. For the next 35 I was in pain. My first assignment was to fly the PA-18 straight and level. When I began to master straight and level my next assignment was to turn 90o. A mad Dr. Jeckel/Mr. Hyde sitting behind me complicated these simple first steps. I took off with Jeckel. He explained how the plane operated and invited me to try. Three minutes into the struggle to hold my altitude, air speed and heading, Hyde took over. My first shock came without warning when this kind gentle man jerked the stick from my hand, violently rocked the little canvas plane and sent it into a steep dive followed by the most exciting roller coaster ride I ever was on. All the time he was screaming into my ear. Only when I began to consider testing the parachute I was strapped to, did he change tune and begin talking to me again, like my best friend and mentor. 

Looking back 43 years, I have mellowed in my view of the "Mad Dog". Perhaps he had been taught that Air Force Pilots must learn to fly under severe conditions and if the plane wasn't on fire, it was his job to create the emergency. Perhaps he had never read "How to Win Friends and Influence People". But in every adversity there is a blessing. The "Mad Dog" experience bonded me for life with his two other bachelor student pilots and my roommates, Bill Brown from Philadelphia and Norm Brown from New Iberia, Louisiana. Within our first week at Malden the man had gotten into each of us. We couldn't stop talking about him.  

I was planning to spend the Fourth of July with my family while Bill and Norm would have to spend a long weekend in the Bootheel of Missouri counting the hours until they would have to fly again with the "Mad Dog". I called Mom and we all squeezed into Norm's Ford Thunderbird and flew low for 200 miles on US 67 north. We arrived at our home on 763 North Hanley Road a short time after midnight. This was the first of many weekends we spent in St. Louis.     

I soloed on July 15, a day I will never forget. 1,050 pilot hours later it still excites me every time I take off. On July 28 I passed my check ride and graduated to the North American T-6-G. Now there is a real airplane. 
"Mad Dog" got worse. Four students were assigned to him. Ed Archer washed out in September. The two Browns and I were left and I was on the ropes.

Except for God, "Red Dog" Smith was our only advocate. "Red Dog" was an attorney who also had washed out but before he left he took my case and found a clause in the Anderson Air Base Manual that gave me the power to switch instructors one time only "for no cause". The next day I was in the base commander's office with my written request to be reassigned. My new instructor was the gentile Cajun who gave me my final PA-18 check ride, Catorce Height.

His first job was to give me back my self-confidence. After that, he had little problem molding me into a very good instrument rated, acrobatic ace, cracker-jack pilot who could land the T-6 in the toughest crosswind. In fact, the crosswind was so bad on my final check ride Major Linden offered to land the plane. I assured him that it would be no problem and I cross-controlled the plane to compensate for the drift and touched the right wheel on the runway so softly that we hardly knew we were on the ground. "Very nice" Major Linden remarked as the left wheel touched 50 yards down the runway and the T-6 slowed to a taxi speed without zigzagging a foot off the center line.     

Catorce taught me how to fly but he taught me much more. He taught me that my "love language" is affirmation.1 I need an encourager. Catorce stopped logging hours at 11,000. He was a great pilot, so was Mad Dog but Catorce was much more. He understood people and he knew that all I needed was a balcony person to cheer me on and build me up. I still remember Catorce in blessing and have long forgiven Mad Dog. But only after the many times I used the "relief tube" in my T-6 over Mad Dog's house. It was symbolic. The pee would have evaporated before it hit his lawn but it was a relief to do it over Mad Dog’s house.  

After a long Christmas break, Bill, Norm and I checked into Goodfellow AFB, San Angelo, Texas for basic multi-engine training in the B25. The "Billy Mitchell" was another WWII relic.  56Q was the last class in the T-6 and almost the last class in the B25. It was noisy, cramped and terrifying. I was now a 1st. Lt. who outranked our brand new 2nd Lt. Instructor who was determined to prove himself. By mid February, I was in another tailspin. I couldn't land the B-25.  I had received two pink slips and was up for a final check ride.  

I had used up my one time only "for no cause" card to switch instructors. Now I needed a divine intervention. It came through the agency of a clerk at the Delmar Bank of University City.  Shortly after I arrived in San Angelo, she deposited my paycheck in my dad's account and sent me the receipt. It was divine intervention because it was the only time she ever deposited Edwin A. Barnicle Junior's checks in Edwin A. Barnicle Senior's account. When I arrived in San Angelo, I bought a nice summer suit from a merchant in town and cashed several checks at the Officer's Club. They all bounced and I found myself in front of our commanding officer, Major Whiley, who was threatening to court marshal me. I had the thing straightened out in 24 hours and forgot about the incident.

On the day scheduled for my final check ride, Dave Barron and I sat in the flight room like two prisoners awaiting execution. We sat alone away from the others when Major Whiley burst into the room for the first and only appearance in our squadron. The room came to attention. "Where are Barron and Barnicle".

After only two poor landings, Whiley passed Dave and put me in the driver's seat. "O. K. Barnicle, you can certainly do as well as Barron. Take it around the pattern and land the damn thing." After two awful landings he said: "Here, watch me." He took off, climbed to traffic pattern altitude, extended his downwind leg by almost two football fields, began descending on the base leg and was no more than 200' off the ground when he rounded out for final approach.  "Now watch this." He descended until the lumbering bird was only 10 feet off the ground and then slowed it down to just a few mph over the stall speed. We hung on the two props, leaving a spiral of dust behind us for the last 100 yards on final. As soon as we cleared the fence, he yanked the two throttles back to idle and the B25 fell like a rock. Bang, we hit. Bang, we bounced and bang, we bounced again. "That was a very bad landing," said my instructor who was manning the control tower. "That was my landing," said Whiley. "What was wrong with it?"  

"Nothing sir, that was a good landing." Whiley gave me the controls. My next landing was better. The one after that was almost perfect. Ten minutes later, Whiley walked away from the plane and told us to fly it. As we took off, Dave and I were as giddy as two school kids on the last day of school.  Dave and I went on to graduate. Unfortunately, Bill did not have Whiley to protect him. None of his checks bounced. He washed out shortly after our check ride.
We saw Bill off to Thule Air Base in northern Greenland. A few weeks later, Norm and I flew our cross-country flight to Reno. After a weekend on the town, I started the flight back in the front seat. Our instructor must have had a good time. He strapped himself into the co-pilot’s seat and fell asleep before I took off. After several hours, he woke up and ordered me to drop the plane to the deck. After a few minutes of some very low-level flying, only feet off the ground, I was, all of a sudden, a mile above the ground. I was over the Grand Canyon! “Bank to the right and descend 200 feet.” Now I was flying in the Canyon, several hundred feet below the rim. It was an experience I will never forget. Over the remaining hours of training, I became a competent, instrument rated, formation flying, multi-engine pilot who could land a B-25.
There are two postscripts to this story. In June 1964, Norm flew to St. Louis for my ordination. Later that year I flew to Philadelphia to officiate at Bill’s wedding to his wife, Clare. Then we all lost contact until we met again in 2008 at a Malden Air Base reunion. Fifty six years collapsed and it was just like we had only been apart for several days. I think our three wives, Jo (Norm’s wife), Clare and Lorraine, who you will learn to know and love in the second part of this book, had more fun than the three of us. We all had so much fun we decided to do it again in 2009 and again in 2011. 

A second postscript is the trip Lorraine and I took to the Grand Canyon in 2010. She viewed it for the first time. As I looked, I thought I heard a B-25 flying through the Canyon below the rim.        

Dad, Mom and Rob drove to San Angelo for my graduation. We toured the West on our return trip. I tried to get an overseas assignment. If I had understood child psychology I would have asked for a U.S. base and been given an overseas assignment. Instead I asked for a choice of three overseas assignments and was posted to a Communications Officer School at Scott Field, Illinois, one hour from my home. 

USAF pilot

Every pilot has stories. I have many but I will tell only one. All pilots were required to fly a certain number of hours every month to stay proficient and more important to get the additional flying pay at the end of each month. Normally I would fulfill this obligation by flying around in circles in a T-28 for four hours and returning to home base. On March 15th, 1957, I lucked out and was given permission to take a weekend cross-country trip. I filed a flight plan from Scott to Pittsburgh to Friendship field in Baltimore and finally across the ocean to Patchogue, Long Island where my girl friend, Marion, lived. Weather delayed us and it was late morning when we took off from Pittsburgh on our second leg. Mickey Brown who graduated from flight school with me was in the back seat. I was in the front. I was anxious to get to Patchogue so I decided to change the flight plan and not stop for fuel at Friendship but to drop Mickey at the passenger gate and fly right on to Long Island. As soon as we leveled off at flying altitude I gave Mickey the controls and began recalculating my fuel and the final leg of the plan. When I was confident that the numbers were OK, I filed my revised plan with flight service and looked up and out of the cockpit at the beautiful day. "Where are we?" I asked. "We are getting station passage at Friendship right now." I confirmed the needle swing on the VHF radio direction dial looked down and saw Friendship field. It was just like it looked on the map on my lap.

"I'll take it." I said as I pulled back the throttle, pushed the stick to the left and began a steep spiraling 10,000 foot descent to the airport. "Friendship, this is Air Force 3762 for landing at Friendship." The reply came back almost immediately: "Air Force 3762 this is Friendship, you are cleared to enter left hand traffic for landing on runway 31 behind a Capital Air Liner now entering downwind." The airport never left my sight as we spiraled down and I quickly identified the 31 at the end of the runway and my distance from the down wind leg. With the confidence of an ace pilot with 12,000 hours under his belt I responded. "Roger Friendship, I will be entering downwind left in less than a minute." I turned on downwind, set up my traffic pattern speed and 800 foot altitude and called: "Air Force 3762 on downwind." "Roger, Air Force 3762, we don't have you in sight [clue #1 - missed] but you are cleared to land behind Capital on final approach."  

"Roger Friendship, I do not see the Capital [clue #2 - missed] but I have you in sight, turning down wind." Oh, I sounded so smooth. "The Capital has cleared the runway, we still do not have you in sight [clue #3 - missed] but you are cleared to land." I was beginning to fight back doubt but attempted to make my case one more time as I asserted. "Don't worry, I have you in sight." Mickey was silent.  

Just as I rounded out for touch down I saw a final piece of evidence [clue #4] that struck terror in my heart and finally convinced me that unless someone had moved it within the last few days, I was landing at the wrong airport. The evidence that convinced me was the Washington Monument. There it was way out there beyond the end of Runway 31. I froze in mid air for only a split second when Tony, the survivor, took the throttle right out of my hand, pushed it to the wall, yanked up the gear, leveled off at ten feet and said in a calm and professional voice: "Friendship this is Air Force 3762. We are experiencing some gear difficulties. I am breaking the pattern and want to look at the situation before reentering for landing." "Roger, Air Force 3762.  You have permission to leave Friendship and are certainly welcome to return." And then after a smart-ass dramatic pause: "If you can find us!"

The T-28 sped out of the view of anyone at this strange place who might be observing. Just as the plane banked north (the survivor knew that Baltimore was North of Washington), I saw markings on the hangars that indicated it was a military airfield. Looking at the map later, I discovered that I almost landed at Andrews Air Base! As we climbed I saw DC on my left. There was the Capitol and the White House. We were passing over the Shrine of the Immaculate Conception. It sure was Washington. I wondered if we were violating any air space? Just then Tony, the survivor, handed the controls back to me with the admonition: "Now you dumb ass land at the right airport!" Meanwhile, in the back seat, Mickey was silent.  

There were no Jets scrambled to chase down the unknown intruder. I sighted Friendship five minutes after we left Washington and landed with no further comment from the tower. Mickey got out and never flew with me again. The flight over the ocean was beautiful.  The weekend was glorious.  And that is my war story.  

But there is a sequel to the story. Somehow the embarrassment of landing at the wrong airport stuck in my sub-conscience. Ten Years later, August 15, 1967, I was piloting a Piper Tripacer on a cross-country night flight. My cousin, Mike Barnicle sat beside me in the passenger seat. Mike was fun to be with. It didn't disturb him that we decided to fly that night instead of waiting until morning. It didn't disturb him when I told him as we took off from the Madison, Wisconsin airport that this was my first night flight in ten years.  

We had an awful head wind and by 10:30 I came to the conclusion that we would be running short on fuel if we attempted to continue on to our destination, Fergus Falls, MN. I decided to land in Minneapolis. Now I had to change our flight plan, find an airport and land. I looked at the map and decided that St. Paul Downtown would be a good choice. It was on the Mississippi so it should be easy to spot at night. The cockpit light was poor and I was having trouble reading the numbers so I asked Mike to fly the plane while I looked up the frequency and called the airport. This disturbed him. Evidently, he had never flown before! After I convinced him that it was a matter of life and death and after a few minutes of instruction, he took the steering column. Now the wind and Mike's erratic control of the plane made it even more difficult to read the numbers and my head was in the cockpit for some time before I looked up and took over. When I did we were 10,000 feet over the twin cities.  I was delighted to discover the St. Paul Airport directly below us. I circled for several minutes to make sure that the airport I was looking at was the same one that was shown on my map. It was.  The layouts were exactly the same. I called, "St. Paul Downtown, this is Piper 9722, over".  Immediately the response came loud and clear, "Piper 9722, this is "St. Paul Downtown, go ahead." "St. Paul Downtown, this is Piper 9722 for landing at St. Paul Downtown." The reply came back, "Piper 9722 this is St. Paul Downtown, you are cleared to enter left hand traffic for landing on runway 24 behind a Cessna now entering downwind." The airport never left my sight as we spiraled down and I quickly identified the 24 at the end of the runway and my distance from the down wind leg.  This time I saw the Cessna. We were home free! With the confidence of an ace pilot with 12,000 hours under his belt I reported. "St. Paul Downtown this is Piper 9722, I will be entering downwind left in less than a minute." There was no response. I turned on downwind and reported. Again, there was no response. As I set up my traffic pattern speed and 800 foot altitude. I called again, "Piper 9722 on downwind." Still there was no response. I was terrified. Was this St. Paul or did I manage again to go to the wrong airport? If this was St. Paul Downtown, why didn't they answer?  

I called again, "St. Paul Downtown, this is Piper 9722 transmitting in the blind. If you read me indicate with your tower light. I am entering base leg for landing at St. Paul Downtown." No response. The tower looked dark. I sent the same message from final approach and again, just as I was rounding out, that other me, the survivor, screamed in my ear, "You dumb ass! You're landing at the wrong airport again". Before I realized it he grabbed the throttle and took off.  Well this time I had no place else to go so after circling the field several times, calling in the blind with no response and debating with myself, we landed. I didn't close my flight plan because I was convinced that we were at the wrong airport and didn't want to tell the FAA that we landed until I knew where we landed! I also didn't want the St. Paul tower to call FAA and tell them that we were lost somewhere and may be down.  

I shut down and while I was tying the plane to the ramp for the night, I noticed some men working in a hanger nearby. Pretending to be busy with post landing pilot things, I asked Mike to go over and ask those guys what is the name of this place. Mike returned shortly and reported, "the name's Anderson". I looked for Anderson Airport on my flight map but couldn't find it.  Anyway, I decided to walk over to the pilots’ room and find a phone book so that I could call in my report to the FAA. "After I close the flight, we can find someplace to sleep for the night."   Even in the dark, I could see the relief on Mike's face.

Mike ran to the men's room and I sauntered into the pilot’s lounge. Three men looked up from their coffee and after we greeted, I asked them where I could find the phone. I should have just gone over to the phone and called but I had to display my knowledge and responsibility as a professional pilot and words came out of my mouth that I forever would like to take back but they came out. "I was planning to land at St. Paul Downtown but while I was talking to their tower operator my radio went out so I decided to land here at Anderson. I want to call the FAA and close my flight plan and I want to call the St. Paul Downtown tower and tell them that we are safe on the ground."  

After they stopped laughing, one of them said, "The FAA number is on the wall. You don't have to worry about calling the St. Paul Downtown tower. The tower is right up those steps but no one is there. The tower shuts down at 11:00 PM. If you want to talk to the tower operator go ahead. He's sitting right here next to me." Just then Mike came out of the men's room. "We have just changed plans Mike. We are filling up and leaving immediately." 

After nine months at Scott Field, I was assigned to be the Communications Officer at the 793 Aircraft Control and Warning (AC&W) Squadron in Hutchinson Kansas! My discharge came on February 5, 1958. I was having a great time but I didn't want to stay in the Air Force for life. I knew that when I got out I would have to make a decision. What did I want to do for the rest of my life? I tried to find a job in aviation. Beach, Piper and Cessna were in Wichita and I applied to each of them but the country was in a recession. I hung around Hutchinson for a month, drove home and hung around the house for another month before reporting to the Atlas Cement Plant on April fools day, 1958.  


a vocation

I hated to return and they weren't happy to see me back either. After my packinghouse report, it was obvious that I did not fit into the UACC culture. But UACC was required by law to take me back so they put me in the engineer's training program, a demotion from my previous job as the plant's Industrial Engineer. This time I had a car and money. I decided to rent a cabin by Saverton Dam a few miles just south of the plant. I settled into a 40-hour job routine each week at the plant and spent the weeknights alone in my bachelor's cabin on the Mississippi River. After three months, I knew I had to make a move or I would be brain dead within a year. 

UACC didn’t want me and I didn’t want UACC. But how could I get out of this rut? This was not a question that one asked in the fifties. Fifty years ago what was good for General Motors was good for country. US corporations ruled the world. In the fifties the conventional wisdom was to get a good education, get a good job with a good corporation and stay there until you were 65. I hated that thought but how could I explain that to parents who sacrificed to send me to good schools. How could I give up a career as an Industrial Engineer at the high point of an Industrial Age? And then one day UACC offered me a way out. The sales department offered me a job. I would work out of St. Louis. There was good money. I had a way out of an engineering career that I didn’t want and a job offer that I knew I would be very good at. That was a real temptation and that was the scary part. I had to make a decision.  

As I look back on the forty-four years since I committed myself to a life of service I can see God's providence in every turn in the road. I am convinced that God got me out of the fast lane and into that cabin by the Saverton Dam to get my attention. My girlfriend Barbara left me for a B-52 Pilot. We had more fun than any two people ever had in College but when it ended she knew that I wasn't ready for any commitment beyond the next weekend. My friends were in St. Louis, getting married one by one. I drove to St. Louis almost every weekend to see if I could find some excitement. I am convinced that was no accident that I threw a copy of the Catholic Bulletin into the back seat of my Ford Victoria after Mass at Christ the King Church that Sunday morning in July 1958. That night after cutting the grass I drank four beers, walked to the Dam to watch a barge go through the locks returned to my two rooms and over a fifth beer picked up the Bulletin and started to read the ads from the missionary societies. When the student is ready the teacher arrives.

In a fit of zeal I wrote every one of them. The LSDs, the ABCs, the HKDs, the MRIs, the White Fathers, the Little Theses of Those, the Maryknolls, the Mill Hill Fathers, who knows. Each got a hand written note that described in a few words my confused and empty life. I wrote every one of them because I knew that I wouldn't do anything after I sobered up - but it helped me to get this off my chest before I went to bed. In the morning I mailed the letters and forgot all about them. Except that my box at the Saverton Post Office started filling up with packages of pictures of happy teen aged squeaky-clean seminarians playing and studying as they prepared for a life in the jungle. The packages all made a quick trip to the trash bin. I wondered if any of the vocation people had even read my letter. Then one afternoon I received a note from Fr. Chris O'Connor that read: "Your letter interested me. I would like to meet with you. The next time you are in St. Louis give me a call and lets go out to dinner."

On a 1958 Sunday afternoon in August my family, Dad, Mom, Dorrit and Bob, delivered me to the Mill Hill Missionary Society's House of Studies on Loughborough Ave. in South St. Louis.  Father Schmid, the Rector, Fr. Chris and three others, two priests and a brother greeted us. What struck me was that the five residents came from five different countries, Austria, Ireland, England, Holland and Italy!  


John

He was standing off to the side with a big smile. "Am I happy to see you." We shook hands and John Kaiser entered my life. That night, after night payers, we returned to the cabin we would share for the next two years. Almost immediately after closing the door, we broke the sacred rule of silence and somewhere into that long night we bonded. Over the years I would get to know John almost better than I know myself. We discovered we were born two weeks apart. We both had the same middle name, Anthony. I was a pilot. John had served in the Army as a paratrooper. We were both relieved and delighted that we would not be surrounded by teenage seminarians. For the next six years we were always together, two years studying philosophy with the Jesuits at St. Louis University and four years theology at the St. Joseph's College in London.   

I wouldn't have survived the first two years without John. They were years of doubt and confusion. One day I wanted to quit and John would talk with me. The next day our roles would reverse and I would counsel John. We both prayed that God would give us a sign that the priesthood was not our vocation. John seamed to get along better with the Jesuit seminarians than I did. I couldn't stand them. Dad had his first stroke shortly after I entered and when I visited him in Normandy Hospital I told him I needed to be home and help support our family. I think I really was looking for a good reason to leave. Dad talked me out of it.


seminarian

I hated wearing the priest's uniform. Everyone on the St. Louis U campus treated me with respect and deference. I felt like such a phony. Only God and I knew that behind that smile, collar and cassock was a lecherous stud longing to undress the beautiful young coeds who smiled back and said, "Good morning Father." One day I wanted this to be my vocation. The next day I didn't. My confusion and discomfort was never more apparent than my first attempt to console the afflicted. It happened at Bill Walsh's grave side when I turned to his grieving parents, my cousins Bill and Mary Jo and said: "----". But wait. Let me tell the whole story before I tell you what words of wisdom and comfort came out of my stupid head and mouth.  

Bill and Mary Jo's oldest son was killed in a tragic go-cart accident near their home in Springfield, Illinois. He had just graduated from High School. From what I heard he was a smart and very generous young man. He was my uncle Bill's grandson and the apple of his eye. Uncle Bill, knighted by the Pope, was the patriarch of the family. Uncle Bill insisted that I meet the funeral procession at Calvary Cemetery. It didn't matter that I had only been in the seminary for a month. I was the first priest in the Barnicle/Walsh family. Bill had power. He called Fr. Schmid and told him I needed to be there.    

It was a beautiful fall day. Uncle Bill called me up from the back of the crowd and stood me next to Bill and Mary Jo. In those days a catholic burial was a pathos. Just before the graveside mourners leave, the body is lowered half way into the grave. Loved ones placed flowers and threw dirt on the casket. As intended, there wasn't a dry eye in the crowd. Bill and Mary Jo turned, hugged me and thanked me for coming. I wanted to say something to comfort them. And that is when I turned to these grieving parents and said: "It sure is a nice day for a drive down from Springfield."


brother Bob

My brother Bob and I spent the summer of 1959 together at Legendary Lodge on Clark Lake north of Missoula, Montana. We swept the shake roofs and maintained the Lodge and the fourteen buildings that surrounded it. We got the job through a priest I met him at the SLU gym where John and I swam almost every afternoon. In our conversation I told him about Bob who was graduating from High School that spring. I shared with him my hope that we could spend some time together before he went off to college.  

Legendary Lodge is in paradise. The only problem was getting there. We were both broke and didn't want to ask Dad for the money. But when the dream is big enough, the facts don't count. That was when we read an ad that offered an opportunity to drive a car west. We negotiated a deal to drive a Plymouth Station Wagon to Seattle. The dealer not only gave us the car, they paid the gas money. We put a mattress in the back of the wagon, packed food and we were off to Helena. It didn't matter that Helena was 600 miles East of Seattle. We would figure that out next week.

We arrived at John's home on Pickeral Lake in Otter Tail County and spent the next three days fishing and swimming and playing croquet with the Kaiser family. Two days later we were in Helena at the Bishop's house where we took showers, slept in beds and left our gear. After two more nights on the mattress we turned the Plymouth Wagon in to a dealer in Seattle who asked what took us so long. Then, with $15 dollars in our pockets and two small bags we walked to US Highway 2 and stuck out thumbs. By midnight we were in Spokane where we found a flophouse that would bed us for $10. In the morning Bob and I learned how to fill up on pancakes with lots of syrup. We were now broke but half way there and determined to make it back to the bishop's house that night. We arrived at three A. M., climbed in a window and fell into our beds. The next morning after a big breakfast we gathered our bags and Fr. Hartman drove us to Legendary Lodge. The summer was only a week old but my goal had been accomplished. I had gotten to know my brother and on the road to Legendary Lodge my love and respect for him grew.  

Two months in Legendary Lodge is a real vacation from the rest of the world. No TV, no roads, you park the car across the lake and ring a bell to alert Lyle, the caretaker who then comes to get you in a boat. We ate our meals in the Lodge with Lyle and Fr. Hartman, the proprietor. The work was easy and after a week we were joined by Jake who was Bob's age and who had been given a choice of either working with us or going to jail. Bob and Jake became pals and I got into the good habit of taking long naps every afternoon. We had an occasional visitor from the outside world. We fished. I learned how to water-ski. We spotlighted black bears raiding the garbage can. It was beginning to become a routine and we had run out of conversation until the night of the big bear scare.

The lake was on the east side and the Bob Marshal wilderness was just to the west. Lyle had been a guide in the wilderness and would tell stories about his encounters with mountain lions and grizzly bears. The Helena boy’s choir was visiting for a week and one night after dinner Lyle suggested that Jake and Bob could give the boys a scare. They would wait until lights out and then crawl under their dormitory and begin making noises. We all thought it a great idea. After Bob and Jake left, Lyle revealed the rest of his plan. He produced a tin can attached to a cord and showed me how when he ran a stick slowly down the cord the can let out a roar which sounded like a mad animal. "I am going to take this can, sneak up on Bob and Jake and when they are busy scaring the boys, I will scare the hell out of them!" I thought that was a little mean of Lyle scaring Bob and Jake like that and decided to give him a little scare of his own. 

Shortly after Lyle left, I told Fr. Hartman that I was going to bed. Instead I went to the "Bear Cabin". This was the nicest cabin on the compound and was named so because there was a large grizzly bear rug on the floor of the sitting room. I draped the rug over my back and ran up the hill in order to be able to come down on Lyle from behind. There was a full moon and I could see the entire drama. Jake and Bob were at the side of the boy’s dorm and the boys were screaming. Lyle was so intent creeping up on Jake and Bob, he didn't notice me coming up behind him. The can let out a roar and Jake and Bob both jumped a foot off the ground. The dorm went silent and just as Lyle was about to crank off another roar, I made a soft grunt. Lyle turned, saw the grizzly, dropped the can and before I could say "Lyle" he was off screaming, stumbling, rolling and running down the hill. When I realized how good my disguise was I decided to get the rug back to the Bear Cabin before Lyle got his gun.   

Latin

Latin was a requirement for the priesthood in those years. The Mass was in Latin; the Priest's Breviary was in Latin. Seminarians were required to master the Latin language. Never mind that it is a dead language. Latin is a beautiful language, unless of course, you have something to say!  I took two years of Latin in high school and did so badly that I wasn't allowed to take years three and four. So Mill Hill asked me to take two years of Latin while I was doing my Philosophy and to my amazement I got straight As in each of the four semesters. My big test came at the end of my second year when I was required to take an oral exam in Philosophy - in Latin!  

It was a very hot day in June, 1960. I was in my cassock seated in a chair. No notes. Three of my Jesuit professors sat on a raised platform. They were in tea shirts and drinking cold beers. A cooler filled with ice and more beer was at their feet. "Frater," (that's me) one began, "habemus uno questio, estne omnes ens realis?"  Wow, I understood the question. "Ita, Pater," I responded "omnes ens est realis." "Bene Frater, sed nunc, quid est dentis falsis? Estne realis? Estne falsis?"  Here was the trap. Are false teeth real or are they false? I remembered an axiom, which stated the best teacher is the one who is able to distinguish best. I led with the powerful word distinguish: "Distinguo, Pater. In quantum est ens, est realis, in quantum sunt dentis sunt falsis!"   "Excellens, Frater. You passed!"  

I worked as a hop loader at the Anheuser-Busch brewery that summer. That was a crazy job but I was paid $3.65 an hour! When a hop car came in we unloaded it. There were four of us on the crew and with 30-minute beer brakes at 10:00 and 11:00 we were done by noon. After lunch we sat in the empty railroad car, drank Michelob draft beer out of our C-cans and discussed the problems of the world. When a hop car didn't come in we all hid. I would lie on top of the hop bags, read a book, nap and come down for beer breaks. One hot afternoon in the RR car after we had been drinking for a while, one of the crew said that he had heard that I was in the seminary.  "What kinds of things do you study there?" I began a dissertation on Philosophy. I told them how we study questions like: What is truth? What is beauty? What is really real? Just when I thought I had an audience one of the older members of the assembly burped and then declared: "Well all I know is when I die, I want to die with a full stomach!" "That's as good as any,” declared the other senior member of our crew and we went back to drinking. 

August 1960 John and I crossed the Atlantic together on our way to Mill Hill. We flew on one of the first Pan-Am DC8s on that over-night trip. It was a different world then. Shortly after we took off I showed my "Commercial Pilot" card to the stewardess and asked her if it might be possible to visit the captain and look at the cockpit. Four hours later as we were waking up, the stewardess serving coffee told me the captain would like me to be his guest for coffee. I was escorted to the cockpit and invited to sit in the co-pilots seat. After a few minutes of conversation, the captain invited me to take the controls. It was a marvelous feeling and a marvelous sight. Looking to the north I could see almost all of Ireland. Half way across Ireland the captain was given permission to begin the descent to Heathrow and I gave my seat back to the co-pilot.

It was a different world then but the world was rapidly changing. In 1960 there was a lot of talk in the Catholic Church about what Mary meant in her revelations to the children of Fatima. She was warning about the dire consequences to a world that would not return to prayer, fasting and the teachings of her son, Jesus. John and I talked about these revelations that night on the flight to England. An important part of my story and John's is that we both lived almost all of the next decade, the troubled 1960s, outside of the United States. 


Mill Hill

The first few weeks out of the country were awful. I couldn't stand the food and began to wonder how I could ever live on a mission in some primitive country when I couldn't adjust to life in a seminary in England. I began dreaming of an American meal with a hamburger, french fries and a milk shake. The dream became so overpowering that I devised a plan. I told the Rector that I was a Captain in the US Air Forces Reserves and that I was required to report to the US Embassy to let them know I was here in England. He could have offered me the phone and asked if I couldn't fulfill my obligation with a telephone call. But I think he knew that if I was going to make it there for four years I needed a day out now. I took the "tube" to London and walked to the American Embassy. I showed my passport and rushed to the cafeteria. Within a minute I was ordering a hamburger, french fries and a milk shake. It was wonderful, so I ordered a second round. Before I finished I got what in years later became known as a Big Mac attack.   

As I sat on the porcelain stool in the men's room at the American Embassy on Grosvenor Square, I saw another object of my dreams: a big beautiful roll of soft American toilet paper. As I used it and enjoyed its soft caress, I thought of the little squares of wax paper in the WCs at Mill Hill. I still had not figured out how to use them. I thought, there probably isn't another roll of soft toilet paper in the country. I had to take it and before I could make a moral judgment the roll was off the wall and tucked in my black jacket next to my vest pocket.  

The American Embassy is an impressive building that sits at the top of a broad set of stairs overlooking Grosvenor Square. It was a bright September day that was still summer in the sun.  The American tourists were out with their cameras and paid no attention to the happy young priest descending the stairs, two steps at a time - that is until the Bobbie called out. "Excuse me Reverend. May I take a look at what you are carrying inside your suit coat?” I stopped. My heart stopped, the tourists stopped, turned and raised their cameras to record the arrest. My first tactic was denial, a surprised look. "Are you talking to me?" He was. Without a word he slowly extended his hand, palm open and facing up. After what seemed like an eternity we stood there looking at each other. I knew I had lost and with a sigh of resignation, I reached inside my coat, pulled out the roll and placed it on his hand. I still see the look of wonder on his face as he watched it unwind and twirl to the ground. It was my moment to escape. And I did. I wonder how many photo albums there are in the US with a picture of that Bobbie, slack jaw, open mouth and wide eyes looking at the roll of toilet paper unwinding in the breeze. I wonder if any of them captured a picture of the young priest rapidly departing the scene.  
I adjusted and settled in to a four-year interlude in my life as a seminarian and aspiring Mill Hill Missionary. St. Joseph's College, Mill Hill was a very old fashioned, pre Vatican II church institution. Our daily uniforms were cassocks and berrettas. The day began in the dark with an hour's meditation followed by Mass and breakfast. Only after leaving the dining hall were we allowed to speak. We listened to spiritual reading at meals. After the evening recreation we ended the day in church and retired to our rooms in silence. Talking and visiting were never allowed in the dormitories. It was a regime I not only learned to live with, it was a regime I learned to love. I became very selfish about the luxury of living alone with my books in a place where no one was allowed to bother me.

Mill Hill introduced me to the English University system. It can best be defined in four words. You’re on your own. No pop quizzes. No true of false questions. No multiple-choice tests. Professors lecture. You can take notes or you can sit there or you can sleep. Days, weeks and months go by and then all of a sudden there was a three-hour, end-of-term final exam with nothing but essay questions! That was a big wake up for a procrastinator like me.   

Just like my Jesuit philosophy professors at St. Louis University, the theology professors I studied under at Mill Hill were excellent. It would be hard to single any one of my professors. I owe them all a great deal of thanks but one deserves a special mention. Fr. Gerard “Chuf” Heuthorst was my Scripture Professor. He was one of the most brilliant men I have ever met. He had doctor’s degrees in scripture and language from the Ecole Biblique in Jerusalem and had mastered many languages. Like other great men I have known he had the ability to SIB-KIS. See it big but keep it simple. He taught me a love for the bible that has endured until today. I start each day with a passage from the Old Testament followed by one from the New Testament. I remember asking how I should begin. “Begin at the beginning.” He said, “And keep reading until you come to the end then begin again.” But Chuf is remembered most fondly in blessing not for how much he knew but for how much he cared. 

You see, I can’t spell! After twenty-five years of formal education, I still could not spell. Well spelling is arbitrary and besides that, Winston Churchill couldn’t spell. I had all the excuses and now it doesn’t matter. I am 70 and I have spell check! But in those days it did matter. Chuf was so good. Not only as a teacher but he would go out of his way to talk with me and edify me. I so wanted to impress him with my answers on the essay questions but I knew as soon as I turned in my paper he would know what a pretender I really was. Oh, I knew the subject matter and knew I could ace a multiple choice test but this one will be all essay questions and there are so many big words and words with one consonant and others with two. Ach!

An awful week went by and then one day he returned the papers. As mine came down the aisle it raised more than an eyebrow. The paper looked like someone had bled all over it! I was relieved to see that the first red mark was an A- and a comment about my good answers. The red flowed over the rest of the three pages with marks on every misspelled word. The good man even took the time to write the correct spelling –in red- next to each misspelled word! I felt awful until I came to the end of the paper and read his last comment – in red. “Barnicle you are very interesting. You are one of those special people in history who change languages. Keep up the good work!”

We needed permission to leave the campus. “London Days” were our only break and we had to travel in “Bands” of three or four. The uniform was a black suit, collar and a black hat. The suit and collar were understandable but everyone objected to the hat. When I heard of the rule I bought a black bowler, the kind they wear on Fleet Street. I have some great photos of me in my bowler in front of many of the famous places in London. I can’t prove it but I believe it was my bowler hat that broke the law. The hat rule was rescinded at the end of my freshman year. 

London days were fun. We took day trips to Cambridge and Oxford. We toured London and almost always had a good meal in a great restaurant. Because some of the students had connections, I was able to see things that would not be included in a tour of the city. We spent one day in Old Bailey. A student got us visitor’s passes to a murder trial in courtroom #1. This was the set for the movie, “Witness for the Prosecution”. We saw the entire trial from jury selection to acquittal in one day! On another day we had passes to Parliament. The highlight was Winston Churchill. The debate stopped and everyone stood as he entered. He could hardly walk and was followed by attendants ready to catch him if he fell. He sat down on the front row and within a few minutes he was asleep. After his afternoon nap he stood up, the attendants rushed to his side and with the help of his cane, he shuffled out.   

There were four communities within the compound, the fathers that ran the place, the brothers served the fathers and took care of the farm and the buildings, the sisters cooked and did the laundry and the seminarians studied and did everything else. The place ran itself. Like any other seminarian I had a job, which changed every term. One term I cleaned a priest's room. This included emptying the chamber pot under his bed. It was full every morning! Another term I worked on the farm and dug up bushels of potatoes. One term I was a barber. There were over 100 seminarians. Over half were Dutch. The remainder came from Austria, Italy, Ireland, India, England and America. When we arrived there were 5 Americans. We were special. In those days, everyone in Europe loved Americans.

Because of our ages and backgrounds, John and I were given a lot more attention than we deserved. I enjoyed the attention and got by with a lot more than the normal seminarian. I had always dreamed of playing on the varsity basketball team but never even tried out. At Mill Hill I not only played on the team but I was the star at center. I was a hotdog. I would make left handed hook shots, hide the ball between my legs and fake out everyone, make up rules and generally play the clown. I was a hit performing on my guitar at "smoking concerts" and the Mill Hill festivals for their friends and donors. I became the expert in fixing electrical problems at the College. I learned how to develop my own film and filled photo albums with pictures of trips to London and the English countryside. Unlike the other Americans who went home in the summer, I stayed in Europe for the entire four years. As soon as the final bell rang on the last day of school there were no more rules and I was free for the months of July and August.  

summers in Europe

In 1961 I traveled to Austria with John and ten Austrian and Italian seminarians. We went by train and boat and another train to Munich where we got drunk at the Hofbrau House. I spent two weeks in the mountains of Tyrol. We attended three first Mass celebrations, one in Austria and the other two in Northern Italy. A "Primiss" is a three-hour mass in a Baroque Church followed by six hours of eating and drinking. On the train that crossed through the Brenner Pass into Italy I had my first experience living in a place where there was terrorist activity. Austrian "freedom fighters" had been blowing up railroads and power stations. Our train was stopped at the Italian border while well-armed Italian troops searched our luggage, examined our passports and interrogated my Austrian friends. Two of them were thrown off the train and sent back to Austria. After several hours, the train continued down the mountain. I reflected: "Whatever the cause, when violence is part of the strategy the first result is a loss of freedom". On the return journey Franz Lanthaller and I crossed the Alps on foot. The journey took three days. We walked on glacier ice for one day and spent two nights in climber's huts. On the third day we arrived back in Fulpmes, in the Stubaital at the Lanthaller Inn where I would be staying.

I climbed the Zimba Mountain in Vorarlberg and stood on the top of the Alps with Bert Jahly and his sister Margaret. The Zimba is called "the Matter Horn of Austria". We needed ropes and picks to get to the top. When we did I stood there and bellowed in my best German: "Zimba, du bist mine!"

I spent the remainder of the summer hitchhiking and train riding through Germany and bicycling in Holland. I visited Dave Baron. We hadn't had any conversation since the day we soloed the B25. Dave had stayed in the Air Force and was piloting C135s. He was living alone in an apartment in Kastellaum Germany, just outside the Air Base. We were good company for one another and I stayed with him for two weeks. We talked about our days in pilot training together in San Angelo and all that had happened in the four years since. We talked about the Berlin Wall that had just been erected and the cold war, which was heating up. Kastellaum was a missile base. We ate steaks at the Officers club at night and during the days after I drove Dave to work, I would take off on tours along the Mosel River and the surrounding countryside. On the weekend Dave and I took a trip to Trier and visited the Porta Nigra. My trip ended with two weeks at our Mill Hill house in Oosterbeck Holland. They had bikes to ride and Holland is flat. They had a swimming pool and the sun was still warm. It was a good place to wind down after an exciting summer on the continent.

I took several trips in the summer of 1962. I repaired a WWII vintage British army motorcycle that was lying around Mill Hill and rode it through England, Wales and Ireland where it finally broke down for good. I met my aunt Nancy in Paris and joined the group of St. Louis University students she was taking on a tour. Nancy and I took a group of young coeds to Montmartre one night after their curfew. We closed a bar where I was the hit of the night dancing on a table to a song that the piano player was singing about me. When I entered the bar with eight women, he immediately began playing and singing about: "Le champion!" From the reaction and participation of the audience, I imagine the song was something like "Barnacle Bill the Sailor". Because Nancy, the girls and I joined the fun, the owner, his wife and the piano player wouldn't let us pay for our drinks and wouldn't let us leave. After they closed up at 2:00AM, they served all of us a steak dinner. I ended the night drinking onion soup in Les Halles and holding hands with one of those young ladies. Needless to say, the Jesuit Priest on the tour was furious when I returned her to the tour ten minutes before the bus was to depart for the day. Why was he so excited? Nothing happened we were just having a good time. What he couldn't figure out and I couldn't either was what was I doing in a seminary. Didn't I know that I was supposed to be preparing for a celibate life as a priest? What he didn't know and I haven't told you is that last summer I climbed a mountain to pick an Adelweis for the barmaid at the Finsterwirt in Brixen. Almost every time you see me in the photo album of that trip I have my arm around one or two beautiful young women!

Nancy died on the fourth of July, 2003. After the funeral Mass in St. Louis I told the story of the time my buddy Aunt Nancy and I had in Paris.  


Barnicle is an Irish name

It is important to know your name and your story. I was 30 years old before I discovered I had an Irish name. Mom’s maiden name is Quirk. That’s Irish. But Grandpa Thomas Quirk married Edda Roetter and Roetter is German. Grandpa Robert Barnicle ran away from England when he was 18. He was traveling across the world when he stopped in Dubuque, Iowa and fell in love with Maria Josephine (Mae) McNally. So if you worked it back just two generations you could say I was half Irish, one quarter German and only one quarter English. That sounds American, doesn’t it? But Barnicle is English. That is my name. For the first thirty years of my life that was my story. So it was a shock to me that spring night in 1962 when I was informed by several of my Irish classmates that Barnicle is an Irish name.

I decided to check it out. I knew Grandpa Robert Barnicle was born on the Isle of White about 100 years ago. So I spent the afternoon of August 10th in Somerset House where all family records of the British citizens are kept. My guess on dates was correct and in no time I found his birth record and got a certified copy. He was born on March 13th 1861. He was right. He did not have a middle name. I discovered his Father’s name was Edmund and his mother’s maiden name was Mary Taylor. I found out where he was born, Fern Hill Lodge in Arreton on the Isle of White. Everything fit with the family stories. Edmund’s occupation was listed as a domestic gardener. Grandpa told us that his father was a gardener at Queen Victoria’s summer home, Osborne House. He also told us his parents died before he was one and he lived with a sister until he was 11 when he was apprenticed to a saddle maker. I checked the death records and found this to be true. In my search I also discovered that the Barnicle name only appeared on the Isle of White at the time of the potato famine in Ireland and by 1900 it had disappeared. My Irish classmates were right. Barnicle is an Irish name!

I couldn’t stop there. On September 9th I took a ship from Southampton to Cowes on the Isle of White. I remembered dad’s sister, Aunt Emily saying “everyone else came from apes but the Barnicle’s came from cows.” I spent the night in a youth hostile and in the morning took a train to Newport. After Mass I boarded a bus for the little town of Arreton. As I looked out at the countryside I was excited with the thought that this is where Grandpa was born and grew up. He might have walked along side this road. Until now I had never been that interested. I knew the story. You could still read the BARNICLE name on his old storefront at the corner of Boyle and Olive. Grandpa told the story in an interview in September 1941 with a Post Dispatch reporter when he closed his store after 49 years in business. “There was no getting away from my apprenticeship after I left the home of a sister. I didn’t like the boss and made only six pence a week but had to stick it out. And I learned to make saddles and harnesses, to cover umbrellas and upholster. That’s the way we worked in those days.”2
Years later I would learn that the first generation immigrants teach their children to adopt the ways of their country and forget about where they came from. It is only in the third generation when the children again want to know about their ancestors, the places where they lived and the way in which they lived. I was 30 years into that generation before I came to know and appreciate my name and my story. In chapter IV I tell the Quirk story. That is my mother’s side of my story. The Quirks came from the Isle of Man (When you meet a Qu…, e.g. Dan Quayle, you know their ancestors came from the Isle of Man). But now we are on the Isle of White.

I arrived in Arreton at 3:00 in the afternoon and walked from there to Wootton. In the next two hours I visited the Anglican Church where Grandpa was baptized, the cemetery next to Wootton Church where Edmund and Mary are buried and found Fern Hill Lodge where Grandpa was born. I visited the cemetery and found Edmund’s and Mary’s gravestones. I talked with the sexton and he told me about Miss Jolif. She was over 100 years old but she was a recluse and he doubted if she would talk with me. Undaunted, I knocked at her door and within minutes I was invited to tea. Miss Jolif talked and talked about life in Wootton when she was a girl. That would have been a time when Grandpa was still around.

I just got back to Arreton in time to catch the last bus to Ryde, the only place where I was told I could find a room for the night. The room was a room and I was on the first bus in the morning to Osborne House where I took a tour of Queen Victoria’s home but I was more interested in walking in Edmund’s footsteps through the beautiful gardens. Dad told me that one of his sisters asked if it was true that his father was a gardener. “Yes” grandpa declared, “and a damn good one!”

Grandpa ran away from the apprenticeship when he was 18. He signed on as crewmember on a French ship and for the next twelve years he traveled the world. The story is that he wanted to go around the world before he settled down. “I worked in Paris, New York, Chicago, Dubuque, where I was married.” His occupation on the marriage license (March 31, 1891) was recorded as “Leather Merchant”. He and Mae moved to St Louis in 1892 “… when I got a place of my own in Florissant. About that time the St. Louis Country Club started in Bridgeton. That’s what gave me my start…” 


smuggler

I set up a cigarette smuggling scheme with Dave Baron. I was a smoker in those days. When I wasn't in the photograph with a beautiful woman at my side, I had a cigarette in my hand. Everyone at Mill Hill smoked except the nuns. And maybe they did behind closed doors. The cost of tobacco in the British Isles was outrageous and 90% of the cost was tax. Pell Mell was my brand of choice. My brother seminarians would smoke anything. The scheme worked. Every time Dave would land at an Air Force base in England he would mail me a carton of Pell Mells. That way they did not pass through customs. It worked until one day the package came from Germany. 

I was the doorkeeper that semester. One of my jobs was to receive, sort and distribute the mail. As soon as I saw the package I knew what it was. Surprisingly there was no duty charge on it. I quickly shoved it inside my cassock and only opened it when I was within the safety of my room. I also answered the doorbell during the day. That was great because I got out of class every time it rang. One afternoon I answered it to find a British Customs Officer at the door. He was inquiring about a shipment of tobacco that had gotten through Customs. He showed me the paperwork before he asked if I knew if we had received it. 

"Do you know to whom it was addressed? You see we have four communities here, priests, nuns, brothers and students. I would have to know to whom it was addressed before I could answer your question." He apologized for not having that information and said he would try to get it for me. Two months passed and I thought it was over but he came back - with the information. "Our records show that the tobacco was delivered to Tony Barnicle. Do you know him brother?"

I had to admit the crime. When I told him who I was I could see his measure of me shift slightly to the left. "Oh, I see. Well brother there is 2 pounds, 20 due on the package." When I told him that I was a poor student who did not have that kind of money he told me that I would have to return the cigarettes. When I told him that was impossible because we had smoked them all, he looked at me for a long few seconds, said "good day brother", turned on his heels and departed.  Just as he was getting into the car I asked what would happen next. "We will prosecute you brother, you can be sure of that, good day brother." 

They did. The case dragged on for the remainder of my stay in England. For all I know it is still an open case. I learned from the case how to deal with a government who is after you. One month later, her majesty's government wrote me a very nasty and threatening letter. I ignored it and a second one came a month later telling me of the consequences of not responding. Three weeks after the second letter I responded to the first letter and reversed two numbers in the long reference number that they had assigned to my case. I continued that process for 18 months. When I went through customs before I left England, I had a fear that I might be on their arrest list. I wasn't. The plan worked.  

In the meantime I switched suppliers. Fr. Connie O'Leary, my AF Chaplain from Goodfellow AB was assigned to Alconbury AB, just north of London. I quickly set him up as my next supplier. He came to London about once every month. The drop was behind the St. Joseph statue down by the gate. One morning Fr. Sheridan, our rector caught me crawling around behind the statue. He had already found the package and it was in his room. I think he admired my initiative because after a lecture on the danger of causing a scandal (he and everyone else at Mill Hill was following my case with Her Majesty’s Customs), he gave me the package.


modo Romano
Vatican II opened on October 11, 1962 and almost immediately there was discussions about all kinds of changes. The Dutch students were the most vocal, clamoring for new freedoms. Then, all of a sudden Pope John XXIII, their hero who was stirring up the church, wrote an Encyclical on the beauty of the Latin Language. In it he stated that in all seminaries the Latin language (_______) be spoken. I don't remember the word in the blank. It doesn't matter. No one knew exactly what it meant. Did it mean must or it would be nice if. For months an atheist scholar from Oxford argued in the London Times with an atheist scholar from Cambridge. In the meantime our seminary and others around the world ground to a halt as we attempted to teach and to learn in the Latin language. Finally, Bishop Mahon, the Mill Hill Superior had an opportunity to meet with the Pope. He asked him what was the meaning and mode of that verb.   The Pope told him it was "modo Romano". When asked what is "modo Romano" the Pope answered that " modo Romano " meant that for those who want to speak Latin, let them do it, for those who don't forget about it. The Pope wrote the encyclical to get the conservative cardinals off his back but with a classic Pope John, he chose a rare form for the central verb in the   encyclical and in doing so demonstrated that Latin was in fact a dead language. He used a perfectly good word in such a way that no one could figure out what he was saying. Now there was a great Pope.

I continued to sleep through meditation and displayed an upbeat attitude to the outside world. Fr. Sheridan called me to his room one day and asked me to close the door and sit down. I was convinced that he had seen me sleeping every morning at meditation and might want to question me about my vocation. But it wasn't about me it was about Paul, an Indian student in the deacon class. It seemed that he was into throwing temper fits in the morning at meditation. "I admire you Tony, you seem to be so deep in prayer that the disturbance doesn't bother you. Would you do me a favor?"   

The next day Fr. Sheridan moved the two of us. Paul was on the side aisle. In front of him there was a pillar. Behind him there was a pillar. The only person next to him was me! We both smiled at one another as we settled into our morning meditation. I had no sooner fallen off to sleep than I got it - right in the ribs - hard. I woke, looked at him in shock and he smiled. I smiled, closed my eyes but decided to stay awake. I did so by playing some of my favorite Dixie Land melodies in my head and keeping rhythm with my foot. All of a sudden his boot came down on my shin and slammed into my foot. Ouch! He smiled and I smiled back. It only took me ten minutes to realize that I was sitting next to a complete nut! 

I would not let him know that he is getting to me. The battle went on for about three weeks. I was bruised and bloodied but I wouldn't let him know that he was getting to me. Then one Sunday morning during Mass he came completely unglued. He became very excited and stuck his hand right in my face. He was making noises and rubbing his thumb against his index finger. I smiled but this time he didn't smile back and continued his rubbing and noise making. The next thing I knew is that Fr. Sheridan jerked him off his kneeler and escorted him out. As he left he kept rubbing his thumb and index finger and looking at me. It was as if he was trying to tell me something. The next day we learned that poor Paul had broken down completely and had been sent away to a mental ward. Fr. Sheridan thanked me and I returned to my normal seat. That could be the end of the story but about six weeks later I was waking up from my meditation and as I rotated to my kneeler I realized what sent Paul over the edge. I had just cleared the sleep sand out of my eyes and was examining the dried sleep sand particles while rubbing them together between my thumb and index finger!

On November 21st, Fr. Sheridan called all the Americans into his room after night prayers and told us President Kennedy was killed. I think he took it harder than any of us did. There were tears in his eyes as he broke the news.


deacon  

In the third year I received my sub-deacon and deacon ordinations and made the promise to remain celibate for the rest of my life. I should have known by then that the celibate priesthood was not my vocation. There were many indicators. I participated but I did not enjoy the routine and the ritual. I slept or day dreamed through the half-hour morning meditation every morning. I made fun of the celebrations. But I couldn't quit. I had quit a career as an engineer. I had passed up a life as an Air Force or a commercial pilot. Now I was four years into this new career and thinking of quitting. When I was in grade school Mom gave me a prayer to say every night asking God to guide me and show me what He wanted me to do in life. I prayed that prayer seriously until I reached puberty and I discovered sex and decided that was what I liked to do. Now after four celibate years, I returned to that prayer. I prayed again that God would send me a wise man that would tell me what to do.

After my ordination to the deaconate I was required to read the breviary in Latin every day. In order to avoid mortal sin, I had to pronounce every Latin word as I recited it. It was the law and I adhered to the law but by mid summer I was rushing through it to meet the midnight deadline. By the end of the summer I had fallen into mortal sin. I never did take that one seriously. 

For the first two weeks of the summer of 1963, I sailed in the lakes of Friesland with three Dutch students. I spent the remainder of July as a guest at Bert Jacobse's home in Alkmaar. John and I spent August together. We rode bikes into London and up to Alconbury where we stayed with Connie O'Leary. Connie and I had become good friends.       

I plunged back into my studies and life at Mill Hill, which I enjoyed, and postponed the decision.   The wise man never came. I learned to live in doubt. John and I talked about our vocations often.  He too was praying for a sign. Like I, he would like to find a woman to love. He wanted nothing more than to settle down on a farm on Pickerel Lake in Otter Tail County and raise a family. But neither of us quit and both of us were ordained. I left the priesthood eight years later. John remained faithful to his vocation and died a martyr in Kenya in August 2000. I still have a recurring dream. In the dream, I am back in Mill Hill and my ordination date is approaching. I am in a cold sweat. I know I shouldn't go through with it but I can't quit. The dream is so real I have to take a few moments after I awake to assure myself that I'm not back in Mill Hill. 

I was elected the dean of students in my deacon year. This was a great honor. I enjoyed the year. I was BMOC again. The Dutch underclassmen would interrupt my evening bridge game in the smoking room to ask why they still had to wear berrettas or if they could have permission to go to London alone on any weekend they wanted to. I visited with Fr. Sheridan about these requests and the changes that were going on in the Church. I told him that I didn't particularly care. I had been out in the world and did my thing and frankly I enjoyed the privilege of being able to sit in my room at night without any fear of interruptions. He agreed that the situation was ridiculous. "Up until the day you are ordained you must come to me and ask permission to go to town to buy a bar of soap. Next year you will be out on some mission and you will have more power than the bishop of Westminster."


my first sermon

Every deacon is required to deliver a sermon to the student body. The rotation begins after the first of the year and the deacons dread it. It's hard preaching to the people you live with every day. It is especially hard for the ones whose native language isn't English. The sermons are generally awful and fellow students are harsh critics. As the year progresses the deacon class is divided between those who have and those who still have to. You can tell from the look on a deacon's face whether he is dreading the day that is still to come or he has given his sermon and is now on the down hill run to the finish line. I dodged the bullet. My cigarette runner and my rector had become good friends. Instead of leaving the drop on the lawn behind St. Joseph, Connie would often drop in on Tom and they would visit together for hours. Both were very Irish, both were intellectuals. I can imagine they sipped some of the spirits from Ireland and talked about "the troubles". On one of these nights together Connie asked Tom if I could be the deacon at Midnight Mass at the Air Base and do the sermon.  

I prepared the sermon for weeks. It was the only time I ever memorized a sermon, word for word.  As usual the Church was packed for Midnight Mass. I was scared but faced my fears and launched into the sermon. After the opening I gained the confidence to look at the congregation and I quickly established eye contact with a Major who was sitting in the front row. He was my man. He looked at me in rapt attention. My confidence soared and the sermon moved forward. Then without any warning I watched his eyelids slowly close and his head fall onto his chest. I was dumbfounded and stood in silent wonder for at least a half minute. All of a sudden I realized where I was and I realized that I had forgotten where I was in my sermon. I could feel my lower lip quivering. Sweat came out of everywhere and was running down my body. I tried to start again and jerked to a halt after five words. I tried again and on the third try I got words out. Not the words I had memorized but words anyway. You could feel the tension in the room. Everyone was awake except the Major who was now snoring.  

I finished the sermon and got through the rest of the Mass. Back in the sacristy as I was disrobing, Connie and the other priests congratulated me for a good job. I knew they were just being nice. I felt like an absolute ass. As I turned to go I almost bumped into a Second Lt. who was standing right behind me. "Father, I want to thank you for that wonderful sermon." He seemed so sincere I had to ask, "What was it that you liked about it?"  

"I am taking a speech class at Cambridge and we are studying the use of the pause. The pause in your sermon was so dramatic that it got my attention. I will never forget the point that you made right after the pause in your sermon."           

In the last term we are required to take a test on our knowledge of the Mass. My test came after lunch one warm sunny afternoon in spring. I set up the altar in a classroom. Fr. Thoonen was my examiner. He was in his seventies and in great shape. I am now convinced one reason was that he took a long nap every afternoon. Do I need to finish the story? By the Gospel he was sound asleep. I lowered my voice and hurried up the pace. He woke up just as I was giving the final blessing. "Very good brother you passed." Years later when I was on the missions, I reflected on this. "Isn't it amazing that I spent two years studying Philosophy and four years studying Theology and yet we would give a penny catechism to a young man with a fourth grade education and tell him to go to a remote village and teach the Catholic faith to the natives. More amazing is that no one in those days could even touch a chalice. Only I, the ordained celibate priest could say Mass because only I passed Fr. Thoonen's test.

The deacons were all selecting their chalices and vestments. I couldn't care less and told my parents not to spend the money on them. Mill Hill is donated these things all the time. I will pick up what I need on the way to where ever I am going. Everyone was eagerly looking forward to ordination except me and maybe John. I knew that it was the end of another holding pattern and that decision time was coming around again. 


priesthood

I will never forget my last day at Mill Hill. It had been four years since I left St. Louis and I was excited to return. John and I persuaded Mill Hill to let us be ordained in St. Louis. We had packed and said our good-byes. We woke at 4:00 AM that morning and ate a quick breakfast before Fr. Sanders drove us to Victoria Station. Just as the train pulled out of the station the morning sun flooded through the window and warmed our compartment. John looked at me with his beautiful grin and said: "Just think, no more cold feet!" 

This time our trip across the Atlantic took six days. We sailed on the Cunard line's SS Maritania. Senator Fullbright and Ted Sorenson were also passengers. Early one morning I was at the rail on the deck waiting for the sun to rise and Senator Fullbright walked up and started a conversation with me. I found him not only to be brilliant but also to be very kind and considerate man.

John and I were ordained at Our Lady of Lourdes in Clayton. Uncle Bill rented Sunset Country Club for the reception. Hundreds of friends and relatives were there. John's family came down from Minnesota. There were speeches and toasts. Finally, I was asked to make a few remarks.  This time I made very effective use of the pause, looked out at the assembly and began so softly.  "I have only one thing to say," - long dramatic pause - scanning the assembly, and as they waited for my words of wisdom and blessing I screamed out in a shout that would have excited a bible thumping tent preacher: "REPENT YOU SINNERS". Fr. Pierre Heymans, the Society Superior from Albany choked on his chicken. Except for Dad, the entire head table was in shock. A waiter standing at the door dropped his tray and bent over laughing. Seconds later the entire crowd joined in the laughter, which continued for a full two minutes - except for Pierre, who  was still choking. When the crowd quieted I ended my talk with the words that Forest Gump stole from me years later: "and that is all I have to say."
At the end of the meal Fr. Heymans announced our assignments. John was going to Kenya and I would be sent to Cameroon. I had expected to go to Barneo where Bishop Galvin wanted me to fly a plane. I had maps and had read books on Borneo. Now I would have to do a quick study on Cameroon. 
John was the deacon at my first mass in Christ the King Church. One week later I was the deacon at his first mass in Underwood, Minnesota. Dad, Mom, Dorrit, Bob and I shared a cabin on one of the lakes on his father's farm. It was the last family vacation we had together. Family vacations were always fun because Dad was with us and when Dad was away from his long days at the office and visiting patients he was fun to be with. Everyone had fun and felt better when Dad was around. We fished. We played bridge, which Mom loved it and Dad tolerated it because Mom loved bridge. But even bridge was fun because Dad cheated and we all cheated and Fr. McCann still talks about our bridge games in the cabin by the lake.

That summer I married cousins and baptized cousin's kids. It was a whirl but finally the summer ended and with it our age of innocence. John and I parted in August 1964. John left for Kenya to take up his lifetime work as a missionary priest. I hung around until November when I boarded the SS African Moon for a four-week voyage to Cameroon. 


SS African Moon - Advent 1964

I spent a week in New York and Philadelphia waiting for the Moon to sail. It was already a month late and now back at its berth in Brooklyn it seemed to be having some problems with the longshoremen. I enjoyed the prolonged stay with Joe and Carolita (John's sister) Mahoney at their home on Long Island. I took a train to Philadelphia and visited Bill and Clare Brown (who I married that Summer) and their friends the Guilfoils. I had Thanksgiving dinner in Patchogue, Long Island with Bucky and Eleanor Harris (my Air Force friends from Scott Field). Marion, Eleanor’s sister and my old girl friend came by to introduce me to her husband and children! 

They all came to Brooklyn for my bon voyage party. We had a very hard time finding the Moon and when we did the pier was deserted. It could have been a scene right out of a Peter Lorie, Sidney Greenstreet movie. I got to the top of the gangplank before someone appeared. Yes, this was the African Moon and it was sailing that night for Philadelphia! As we partied in the lounge I debated about driving back to Philadelphia with the Browns and meeting the Moon there. Instead it was decided that I should stay on the boat so we hugged and kissed and they departed. I stood on the rail as the SS African Moon weighed anchor and backed into the East River. It was cold and there was a light rain but I stayed there and watched as the engines began to rev up and we sailed past the Statue of Liberty. The next morning we anchored in the Delaware River seventeen miles south of Wilmington.

The Captain let us off the boat but warned us to stay in touch with their office to make sure that we returned in time. I hitched a ride into Philadelphia and had a fun day with the Browns and Guilfoils. I was with the Guilfoils when I got the news that the SS African Moon was departing in one hour. Sally agreed to drive me but by the time we got through the evening traffic and arrived at Huber's Launch in Port Penn Delaware we were a half hour late. I was sure that I missed my boat. Now, how will I explain this to Mill Hill? The boat was already over a month late from its scheduled departure and I still managed to miss it. Sally flashed her headlights on and off. We could still see the Moon out in the middle of the river but nothing between the ship and us. Then a light appeared. It was Huber's launch about 100 yards from shore and it was turning around to pick me up. 

The river had gotten very choppy. The pilot said that it was the first storm of the winter and it was a big one. He instructed me on how to board. All I had to do was get up on the rail at the bow and just when the launch is at its highest point jump on the gangplank and climb aboard. It sounded easy but when we arrived both the Moon and our small ship was bobbing and rolling like a cork on a choppy pond. I watched the pilot do it but when I started to climb up on the rail I froze. After three times up and down I was still frozen to the rail of the launch. Finally I took the leap but I was just off the timing and as I stepped off the launch fell out from under me. My right foot danced on air as the slippery sole of my left stroller hit the icy metal step of the gangplank. I managed to grab the rail as my stomach hit the bottom step and both strollers (they were the wrong shoes to be wearing for this maneuver) fell into the river. I managed to hang on for dear life as the pilot reached back and grabbed me by the belt just before I fell between the two boats and almost certain death. I was very happy to be hoisted in an undignified way to safety on the SS African Moon.

The African Moon was my advent to Africa. We left the safety of the Delaware River and plunged into the stormy Atlantic just about midnight on the eve of the first Sunday of Advent.  We arrived in Douala, Cameroon, on Christmas morning. 

The storm lasted for three days. According to the Captain it was one of the worst storms he had ever been through. I enjoyed it. I was the only one of the ten passengers who didn't get sick. In fact, I was the only one who showed up for every meal and the only one who went out and stood at the rail watching nature in all its violence and wonder. I understand that the Farrell Lines no longer takes passengers. That is a pity. Riding as a passenger on a cargo ship was truly the experience of a lifetime. Once the storm subsided, I fell right in to the rhythm of life on board a tramp steamer. After breakfast and a brisk walk on our small deck I would retire to a lounge chair to read, nap and take in the sun and sea breeze. After lunch it was more of the same. Tea was served in the lounge at 4:00. After one cup I would excuse myself and sneak up to the Captain's quarters for a drink. I was the only passenger who was invited and he didn't want the others to know. If you met them you would know why. Except for my roommate who was going to Liberia to work for a construction company the other eight were going to Africa to save souls. Each had been called in dreams to go out among the heathens. None of this Gnostic assembly had any training beyond a high school education. None had a support group. Each was convinced God called them to their holy mission. On Christmas morning one of them gave me a gift. It was a book entitled; "The Catholic Church, the Anti- Christ." 

1 THE FIVE LOVE LANGUAGES, Gary D. Chapman, NORTHFIELD PUBLISHING, Chicago, IL, 1992, ISBN: 1-881273-15-6





2 ROBERT BARNICLE,  An interview in the St. Louis Post Dispatch, September 9, 1941
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